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ANNA KARENINA

Part One

Chapter 1

Happy families are all alike; every unhappy fanmly is unhappy in

its own way.

Everything was in confusion in the bl onskys' house. The wife

had di scovered that the husband was carrying on an intrigue with
a French girl, who had been a governess in their fanmly, and she
had announced to her husband that she could not go on living in
the sane house with him This position of affairs had now | asted
three days, and not only the husband and wi fe thensel ves, but al
the nmenbers of their famly and household, were painfully
conscious of it. Every person in the house felt that there was

so sense in their living together, and that the stray people
brought together by chance in any inn had nore in cormbn with one
anot her than they, the nenbers of the fam |y and household of the
ol onskys. The wife did not |eave her own room the husband had
not been at home for three days. The children ran wild all over
the house; the English governess quarreled with the housekeeper
and wote to a friend asking her to | ook out for a new situation
for her; the man-cook had wal ked of the day before just at

di nner-time; the kitchen-maid, and the coachman had given

war ni ng.

Three days after the quarrel, Prince Stepan Arkadyevitch
ol onsky--Stiva, as he was called in the fashi onabl e worl d--woke

up at his usual hour, that is, at eight o' clock in the norning,
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not in his wife's bedroom but on the |eather-covered sofa in his
study. He turned over his stout, well-cared-for person on the
springy sofa, as though he would sink into a | ong sl eep again; he
vi gorously enbraced the pillow on the other side and buried his
face in it; but all at once he junped up, sat up on the sofa, and

opened his eyes.

"Yes, yes, how was it now?" he thought, going over his dream
“Now, how was it? To be sure! Alabin was giving a dinner at

Dar mst adt; no, not Darnstadt, but sonething American. Yes, but
then, Darnstadt was in Anerica. Yes, Alabin was giving a dinner
on glass tables, and the tables sang, Il mo tesoro--not Il mo
tesoro though, but something better, and there were sone sort of
little decanters on the table, and they were wonen, too," he

renenber ed

St epan Arkadyevitch's eyes twi nkled gaily, and he pondered with a
smle. "Yes, it was nice, very nice. There was a great dea
nore that was delightful, only there's no putting it into words,

or even expressing it on one's thoughts awake." And noticing a

gl eam of Iight peeping in beside one of the serge curtains, he
cheerfully dropped his feet over the edge of the sofa, and felt
about with themfor his slippers, a present on his |ast birthday,
wor ked for himby his wife on gold-col ored nmorocco. And, as he
had done every day for the last nine years, he stretched out his
hand, w thout getting up, towards the place where his

dr essi ng-gown al ways hung in his bedroom And thereupon he

suddenly remenbered that he was not sleeping in his wife's room
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but in his study, and why: the smle vanished fromhis face, he

knitted his brows.

"Ah, ah, ah! Oo!..." he nuttered, recalling everything that had
happened. And again every detail of his quarrel with his wife
was present to his imagination, all the hopel essness of his

position, and worst of all, his own fault.

"Yes, she won't forgive ne, and she can't forgive ne. And the
nost awful thing about it is that it's all nmy fault--all ny
fault, though I"'mnot to blame. That's the point of the whole
situation," he reflected. "Ch, oh, oh!" he kept repeating in
despair, as he remenbered the acutely painful sensations caused

him by this quarrel

Most unpl easant of all was the first m nute when, on com ng

happy and good-hunored, fromthe theater, with a huge pear in his
hand for his wife, he had not found his wife in the draw ng-room
to his surprise had not found her in the study either, and saw
her at last in her bedroomw th the unlucky letter that reveal ed

everything in her hand.

She, his Dolly, forever fussing and worrying over househol d
details, and linited in her ideas, as he considered, was sitting
perfectly still with the letter in her hand, |ooking at himw th

an expression of horror, despair, and indignation.

"What's this? this?" she asked, pointing to the letter
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And at this recollection, Stepan Arkadyevitch, as is so often the
case, was not so nuch annoyed at the fact itself as at the way in

whi ch he had net his wife's words.

There happened to himat that instant what does happen to people
when they are unexpectedly caught in something very disgraceful
He did not succeed in adapting his face to the position in which
he was placed towards his wife by the discovery of his fault.

I nstead of being hurt, denying, defending hinself, begging
forgiveness, instead of remmining indifferent even--anything
woul d have been better than what he did do--his face utterly
involuntarily (reflex spinal action, reflected Stepan

Ar kadyevi tch, who was fond of physiology)--utterly involuntarily

assumed its habitual, good-hunored, and therefore idiotic snile

This idiotic smle he could not forgive hinself. Catching sight
of that smle, Dolly shuddered as though at physical pain, broke
out with her characteristic heat into a flood of cruel words, and
rushed out of the room Since then she had refused to see her
husband.

"It's that idiotic smle that's to blame for it all," though

St epan Arkadyevitch

"But what's to be done? What's to be done?" he said to hinself

in despair, and found no answer.
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Chapter 2

St epan Arkadyevitch was a truthful man in his relations with

hi rsel f. He was incapabl e of deceiving hinself and persuading

hi rsel f that he repented of his conduct. He could not at this
date repent of the fact that he, a handsone, susceptible man of
thirty-four, was not in love with vhis wife, the nother of five
living and two dead children, and only a year younger than
himsel f. Al he repented of was that he had not succeeded better
in hiding it fromhis wife. But he felt all the difficulty of
his position and was sorry for his wife, his children, and

hi mrsel f. Possibly he m ght have managed to conceal his sins
better fromhis wife if he had anticipated that the know edge of
t hem woul d have had such an effect on her. He had never clearly
t hought out the subject, but he had vaguely conceived that his
wi fe must | ong ago have suspected himof being unfaithful to her
and shut her eyes to the fact. He had even supposed that she, a
wor n-out worman no | onger young or good-l ooking, and in no way
remar kabl e or interesting, nmerely a good nother, ought froma
sense of fairness to take an indulgent view It had turned out

quite the other way.

"Ch, it's awful! oh dear! awful!" Stepan Arkadyevitch kept

repeating to hinself, and he could think of nothing to be done.

"And how well things were going up till now how well we got on!
She was contented and happy in her children; | never interfered
with her in anything; | let her manage the children and the house

just as she liked. It's true it's bad HER having been a

governess in our house. That's bad! There's sonethi ng conmon,
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vulgar, in flirting with one's governess. But what a governess!”

(He vividly recalled the roguish black eyes of MIle. Roland and

her smle.) "But after all, while she was in the house, | kept
nmyself in hand. And the worst of it all is that she's
already...it seenms as if ill-luck would have it so! Oh, oh! But

what, what is to be done?"

There was no solution, but that universal solution which |lives
gives to all questions, even the nost conpl ex and insol ubl e.
That answer is: one nust live in the needs of the day--that is,
forget oneself. To forget hinself in sleep was inpossible now,
at least till night-tinme; he could not go back now to the nusic
sung they the decanter-wonmen; so he nmust forget himself in the
dream of daily life

"Then we shall see," Stepan Arkadyevitch said to hinself, and
getting up he put on a gray dressing-gown |ined with blue silk,
tied the tassels in a know, and, drawing a deep breath of air
into his broad, bare chest, he walked to the window with his
usual confident step, turning out his feet that carried his ful
frame so easily. He pulled up the blind and rang the bel

loudly. It was at once answered by the appearance of an old
friend, his valet, Matvey, carrying his clothes, his boots, and a

tel egram Matvey was foll owed by the barber with all the

necessari es for shaving.

"Are there any papers formthe office?" asked Stepan

Arkadyevitch, taking the tel egram and seating hinmself at the
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| ooki ng- gl ass.

"On the table," replied Matvey, glancing with inquiring synpathy
at his master; and, after a short pause, he added with a sly

smle, "They've sent fromthe carriage-jobbers."

St epan Arkadyevitch made no reply, he nerely glanced at Matvey in
the | ooking-glass. In the glance, in which their eyes net in the
| ooki ng-glass, it was clear that they understood one another
St epan Arkadyevitch's eyes asked: "Why do you tell ne that?

don't you know?"

Mat vey put his hands in his jacket pockets, thrust out one |eg,
and gazed silently, good-hunoredly, with a faint smle, at his

mast er .

"I told themto cone on Sunday, and till then not to trouble you
or thenselves for nothing," he said. He had obviously prepared

t he sentence beforehand.

St epan Arkadyevitch saw Matvey wanted to nake a joke and attract
attention to hinself. Tearing open the telegram he read it
t hrough, guessing at the words, misspelt as they always are in

tel egrams, and his face brightened.
"Matvey, ny sister Anna Arkadyevna will be here to-norrow, " he

said, checking for a mnuted the sleek, plunp hand of the barber

cutting a pink path through his long, curly whiskers.
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"Thank God!" said Matvey, showing by this response that he, |ike
his master, realized the significance of this arrival--that is,
that Anna Arkadyevna, the sister he was so fond of, mght bring

about a reconciliation between husband and wi fe.

"Alone, or with her husband?" inquired Matvey.

St epan Arkadyevitch could not answer, as the barber was at work

on his upper lip, and he raised one finger. Matvey nodded at the

| ooki ng- gl ass.

"Alone. |Is the roomto be got ready up-stairs?"

"I nform Darya Al exandrovna: where she orders."

"Darya Al exandrovna?" Mtvey repeated, as though in doubt.

"Yes, informher. Here, take the telegram give it to her, and

t hen do what she tells you."

"You want to try it on," Matvey understood, but he only said,

"Yes sir."

St epan Arkadyevitch was al ready washed and conbed and ready to be
dressed, when Matvey, stepping deliberately in his creaky boots,
came back into the roomwith the telegramin his hand. The barber

had gone.
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"Darya Al exandrovna told ne to informyou that she is going away.

Let himdo--that is you--as he likes," he said, l|aughing only
with his eyes, and putting his hands in his pockets, he watched
his master with his head on one side. Stepan Arkadyevitch was

silent a minute. Then a good-hunored and rather pitiful smle

showed itself on his handsone face.

"Eh, Matvey?" he said, shaking his head.

"It's all right sir; she will cone round,” said Matvey.

"Cone round?"

"Yes, sir.

"Do you think so? Wwo's there?" asked Stepan Arkadyevitch

hearing the rustle of a woman's dress at the door

"It's I," said a firm pleasant, woman's voice, and the stern
pock-marked face of Matrona Philinonovna, the nurse, was thrust

in at the doorway.

"Well, what is it, Matrona?" queried Stepan Arkadyevitch, going

up to her at the door

Al t hough St epan Arkadyevitch was conpletely in the wong as
regards his wife, and was conscious of this hinself, alnpst every

one in the house (even the nurse, Darya Al exandrovna's chi ef
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ally) was on his side.

"Well, what now?" he asked disconsol ately.

"Go to her, sir; own your fault again. Maybe God wil aid you.

She is suffering so, it's sad to hee her; and besides, everything
in the house is topsy-turvy. You nust have pity, sir, on the
children. Beg her forgiveness, sir. There's no help for it! One

nmust take the consequences..."

"But she won't see ne."

"You do your part. God is nerciful; pray to God, sir, pray to

God. "

"Conme, that'll do, you can go," said Stepan Arkadyevitch

bl ushi ng suddenly. "Well now, do dress nme." He turned to Matvey

and threw off his dressing-gown deci sively.

Mat vey was already holding up the shirt |like a horse's collar

and, blowi ng off some invisible speck, he slipped it with obvious

pl easure over the well-groonmed body of his master

Chapter 3

When he was dressed, Stepan Arkadyevitch sprinkled some scent on

hi nsel f, pulled down his shirt-cuffs, distributed into his
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pockets his cigarettes, pocketbook, matches, and watch with its
doubl e chain and seals, and shaki ng out his handkerchief, feeling
hi rsel f clean, fragrant, healthy, and physically at ease, in
spite of his unhappiness, he wal ked with a slight swing on each
leg into the dining-room where coffee was already waiting for

him and beside the coffee, letters and papers fromthe office.

He read the letters. One was very unpl easant, froma merchant

who was buying a forest on his wife's property. To sell this
forest was absolutely essential; but at present, until he was
reconciled with his wife, the subject could not be discussed.

The nobst unpl easant thing of all was that his pecuniary interests
should in this way enter into the questio of his recociliation
with his wife. And the idea that he m ght be |let on by his
interests, that he might seek a reconciliation with his wife on

account of the sale of the forest--that idea hurt him

When he had finished his letters, Stepan Arkadyevitch noved the
of fi ce-papers close to him rapidly | ooked through two pieces of
busi ness, made a few notes with a big pencil, and pushing away
the papers, turned to his coffee. As he sipped his coffee, he

opened a still damp norning paper, and began reading it.

St epan Arkadyevitch took in and read a |iberal paper, not an
extreme one, but one advocating the views held by the majority.
And in spite of the fact that science, art, and plitics had no
special interest for him he firmy held those views on all these
subj ects which were held by the majority and by his paper, and he

only changed them when the mgjority changed them-or, nore
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strictly speaking, he did not change them but they inperceptibly

changed of thenselves within him

St epan Arkadyevitch had not chosen his political opinions or his
vi ews; these political poinions and views had cone to hi m of

t hensel ves, just as he did not choose the shapes of his hat and
coat, but sinply took those that were being worn. And for him
living in a certain society--owing to the need, ordinarily

devel oped at years of discretion, for some degree of nenta
activity--to have views was just as indipensable as to have a
hat. If there was a reason for his perferring liberal to
conservative views, which here held also by many of his circle,
it arose not fromhis considering |iberalismnore rational, but
fromits being in closer accordance with his manner of life. The
liberal party said that in Russia everything is wong, and
certainly Stepan Arkadyevitch had many debts and was deci dedly
short of noney. The liberal party said that nmarriage is an
institution quite out of date, and that it needs reconstruction;
and famly life certainly afforded Stepan Arkadyevitch little
gratification, and forced himinto |ying and hypocrisy, which was
so repulsive to his nature. The liberal party said, or rather
allowed it to be understood, that religion is only a curb to keep
in check the barbarous classes of the people; and Stepan

Ar kadyevitch could not get through even a short service w thout
his | egs aching from standing up, and could never nmake out what
was the object of all the terrible and high-fl own | anguage about
anot her world when life mght be so very amusing in this world.

And with all this, Stepan Arkadyevitch, who |iked a joke, was
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fond of puzzling a plain man by saying that if he prided hinself
on his origin, he ought not to stop at Rurik and di sown the first
founder of his famly--the nonkey. And so Liberai sm had becone a
habit of Stepan Arkadyevitch's, and he |iked his newspaper, as he
did his cigar after dinner, for the slight fog it diffused in his
brain. He read the leading article, in which it was maintai ned
that it was quite senseless in our day to raise an outcry that
radi calismwas threatening to swallow up all conservative

el enents, and that the governnment ought to take neasures to crush
t he revol utionary hydra; that, on the contrary, "in our opinion

t he danger lies not in that fastastic revolutionary hydra, but in
the obstinacy of traditionalismclogging progress,” etc., etc.

He read another article, too, a finanacial one, which alluded to
Bent ham and M 1|, and dropped sone i nnuendoes reflecting on the
mnistry. Wth his characteristic quickw ttedness he caught the
drift of each innuendo, divined whence it came, at whom and on
what ground it was ained, and that afforded him as it always
did, a certain satisfaction. But to-day that satisfaction was
enbittered by Matrona Philinmonovna's advice and the

unsati sfactory state of the household. He read, too, that Count
Bei st was runored to have left for Wesbaden, and that one need
have no nore gray hair, and of the sale of a light carriage, and
of a young person seeking asituatuon; but these itens of

i nformati on did not give him as usual, a quiet, ironica
gratification. Having finished the papepr, a second cup of

coffee and a roll and butter, he got up, shaking the crunbs of
the roll off his waistcoat; and squaring his borad chest, he
sm |l ed joyously: not because there was anything particularly

agreeable in his mnd--the joyous smle was evoked by a good
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di gestion. But this joyous snile at once recalled everything to

him and he grew thoughtful

Two chil dish voices (Stepan Arkadyevitch recogni zed the voices of
Grisha, his youngest boy, and Tanya, his eldest girl) were heard

out side the door. They were carrying something, and dropped it.

"I told you not to sit passengers on the roof,"” said the little

girl in English; "there, pick themup!"

"Everything's in confusion,"” thought Stepan Arkadyevitch; "there
are the children runni ng about by thenmselves." And going to the
door, he called them They threw down the box, that represented

atrain, and cane in to their father

The little girl, her father's favorite, ran up boldly, enbraced
him and hung | aughingly on his neck, enjoying as she always did
the snmell of scent that cane from his whiskers. At last the
little girl kissed his face, which was flushed from his stooping
posture and beanmi ng with tenderness, |oosed her hands, and was

about to run away agai n; but her father held her back

"How i s mamm?" he asked, passing his hand over his daughter's
snoot h, soft little neck. "Good-norning," he said, smling to
the boy, who had conme up to greet him He was conscious that he

| oved the boy less, and always tried to be fair; but the boy felt
it, and did not respond with a smle to his father's chilly

smle.
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"Mamma? She is up," answered the girl.

St epan Arkadyevitch sighed. "That means that she's not sl ept

again all night," he thought.

"Well, is she cheerful ?"

The little girl knew that there was a quarrel between her father
and not her, and that her nother could not be cheerful, and that
her father nmust be aware of this, and that he was pretendi ng when
he asked about it so lightly. And she bl ushed for her father

He at once perceived it, and blushed too.

"I don't know," she said. "She did not say we nust do our
| essons, but she said we were to go for a walk with Mss Hoole to

grandmanma' s. "

"Well, go, Tanya, ny darling. Ch, wait a mnute, though," he

said, still holding her and stroking her soft little hand.

He took off the matel piece, where he had put it yesterday, a
little box of sweets, and gave her two, picking out her

favorites, a chocolate and a fondant.

"For Grisha?" said the little girl, pointing to the chocol ate.

"Yes, yes." And still stroking her little shoulder, he kissed

her on the roots of here hair and neck, and |l et her go.
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"The carriage is ready," said Matvey; "but there's sone one to

see you with a petition."

"Been here | ong?" asked Stepan Arkadyevitch.

"Hal f an hour."

"How nany tinmes have | told you to tell nme at once?"

"One nust let you drink your coffee in peace, at least," said
Matvey, in the affectionately gruff tone with which it was

i mpossi ble to be angry.

"Well, show the person up at once," said Oblonsky, frounding with

vexati on.

The petitioner, the widow of a staff captain Kalinin, cane with a
request inpossible and unreasonabl e; but Stepan Arkadyevitch, as
he generally did, nmade her sit down, heard her to the end
attentively without interrupting her, and gave her detailed
advice as to how and to whomto apply, and even wote her, in his
| arge, sprawling, good and | egible hand, a confident and fl uent
little note to a personage who m ght be of use to her. Having

got rid of the staff captain's w dow, Stepan Arkadyevitch took
his hat and stopped to recoll ect whether he had forgotten
anything. It appeared that he had forgotten nothi ng except what

he wanted to forget--his wife.
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"Ah, yes!" He bowed his head, and his handsone face assuned a

har assed expression. "To go, or not to go!" he said to hinself;
and an inner voice told himhe nmust not go, that nothing could
come of it but falsity; that to amend, to set right their

rel ati ons was i npossible, because it was inpossible to make her
attractive again and able to insipire love, or to nmake himan old
man, not susceptible to |love. Except deceit and |ying nothing
could conme of it now, and deceit and |ying were opposed to his

nat ure.

"It nust be some time, though: it can't go on like this," he
said, trying to give hinmself courage. He squared his chest, took
out a cigarette, took two whiffs at it, flung it into a

not her - of - pear| ashtray, and with rapid steps wal ked through the

drawi ng-room and opened the other door into his wife's bedroom

Chapter 4

Darya Al exandrovna, in a dressing jacket, and with her now
scanty, once |luxuriant and beautiful hair fastened up with

hai rpi ns on the hape of her neck, with a sunken, thin face and

| arge, startled eyes, which | ooked prom nent fromthe thinness of
her face, was standing anong a litter of all sorts of things
scattered all over the room before an open bureau, from which
she was taking sonething. Hearing her husband's steps, she

st opped, | ooking towards the door, and trying assiduously to give

her features a severe and contenptuous expression. She felt she
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was afraid of him and afraid of the coming interview She was
just attenpting to do what she had attenpted to do ten tines
already in these |last three days--to sort out the children's
things and her own, so as to take themto her nother's--and again
she could not bring herself to do this; but now again, as each
time before, she kept saying to herself, "that things cannot go
on like this, that she nust take sone step” to punish him put
himto shanme, avenge on himsone little part at |east of the
suffereing he had caused her. She still continued to tel

hersel f that she should [eave him but she was conscious that
this was inpossible; it was inpossible because she could not get
out of the habit of regarding himas her husband and | oving him
Besides this, she realized that if even here in her own house she
could hardly manage to | ook after her five children properly,
they would be still worse off where she was going with themall.
As it was, even in the course of these three days, the youngest
was unwel |l from bei ng gi ven unwhol esonme soup, and the others had
al nrost gone without their dinner the day before. She was
conscious that it was inpossible to go away; but, cheating
hersel f, she went on all the sane sorting out her things nad

pret endi ng she was goi ng.

Seei ng her husband, she dropped her hands into the drawer of the
bureau as though | ooking for something, and only | ooked round at
hi m when he had cone quite up to her. But her face, to which she
tried to give a severe and resol ute expression, betrayed

bewi | der ment and suffering.
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"Dolly!" he said in a subdued and tinid voice. He bent his head
towards his shoulder and tried to look pitiful and hunble, but
for all that he was radiant with freshness nad health. In a
rapi d gl ance she scanned his figure that beanmed with health and
freshness. "Yes, he is happy and content!" she thought; "while
I...And that disgusting good nature, which every one likes him
for and praises--1 hate that good nature of his,"” she thought.
Her nouth stiffened, the nmuscles of the cheek contracted on the

ri ght side of her pale, nervous face.

"What do you want?" she said in a rapid, deep, unnatural voice.

"Dolly!" he repeated, with a quiver in his voice. "Anna is

com ng to-day."

"Well, what is that to ne? | can't see her!" she cried.

"But you nust, really, Dolly..."

"Go away, go away, go away!" she shrieked, not |ooking at him as

though this shriek were called up by physical pain.

St epan Arkadyevitch could be cal mwhen he thought of his wife, he
coul d hope that she would cone round, as Matvey expressed it, and
could quietly go on reading his paper and drinking his coffee;

but when he saw her tortured, suffering face, heard the tone of
her voice, submissive to fate and full of despair, there was a
catch in his breath and a lunp in his throat, and his eyes began

to shine with tears.
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"My God! what have | done? Dolly! For God's sake!...You know. .."

He could not go on; there was a sob in his throat.

She shut the bureau with a slam and gl anced at him

"Dolly, what can | say?...0One thng: forgive...Renenber, cannot

nine years of ny life atone for an instant..."

She dropped her eyes and |istened, expecting what he would say,
as it were beseeching himin sone way or other to make her

believe differently.

"--instant of passion?" he said, and would have gone on, but at
that word, as at a pang of physical pain, her lips stiffened

agai n, and again the nmuscles of her right cheek worked.

"Go away, go out of the room" she shrieked still nore shrilly,

"and don't talk to me of your passion and your | oathsoneness."

She tried to go out, but tottered, and clung to the back of a

chair to support herself. His face relaxed, his lips swelled,

his eyes were swimming with tears.

"Dol ly!'" he said, sobbing now, "for mercy's sake, thing of the

children; they are not to blane! | amto blanme, and punish ne,
make nme expiate ny fault. Anything | can do, | amready to do
anything! I amto blame, no words can express how nuch | amto
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bl ame! But, Dolly, forgive me!"

She sat down. He |listened to her hard, heavy breathing, and he
was unutterably sorry for her. She tried several tinmes to begin

to speak, but could not. He waited.

"You renenber the children, Stiva, to play with them but |
renmenber them and know that this neans their ruin," she
sai d- - obvi ously one of the phrases she had nore than once

repeated to herself in the course of the |ast few days.

She had called him"Stiva," and he glanced at her with gratitude,
and noved to take her hand, but she drew back fromhimwth

aver si on.

"I think of the children, and for that reason I would do anything
in the world to save them but | don't nyself know how to save
them by taking themaway fromtheir father, or by |eaving them
with a vicious father--yes, a vicious father...Tell ne, after
what . . . has happened, can we |ive together? |Is that possible?

Tell me, eh, is it possible?" she repeated, raising her voice,
"after ny husband, the father of ny children, enters into a

| ove-affair with his own children's governess?"

"But what could | do? what could |I do?" he kept saying in a
pitiful voice, not knowi ng what he was saying, as his head sank

| ower and | ower.

"You are | oathsome to nme, repul sivel"™ she shrieked, getting nore
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and nore heated. "Your tears mean nothing! You have never |oved
me; you have neither heart nor honorable feeling! You are

hateful to ne, disgusting, a stranger--yes, a conplete stranger!"”

Wth pain and wath she uttered the word so terrible to

hersel f--stranger.

He | ooked at her, and the fury expressed in her face al arned and
amazed him He did not understand how his pity for her
exasperated her. She saw in himsynpathy for her, but not |ove.
"No, she hates me. She will not forgive ne," he thought.

"It is amful! awful!" he said.

At that nonment in the next rooma child began to cry; probably it
had fallen down. Darya Al exandrovna |istened, and her face
suddenl y softened.

She seened to be pulling herself together for a few seconds, as
t hough she did not know where she was, and what she was doi ng,

and getting up rapidly, she noved towards the door

"Well, she loves ny child,"” he thought, noticing the change of

her face at the child s cry, "ny child: how can she hate ne?"

"Dolly, one word nore," he said, follow ng her

"If you come near ne, | will call in the servants, the children
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They may all know you are a scoundrel! | am going away at once,

and you may live here with your mstress!”

And she went out, slanm ng the door

St epan Arkadyevitch sighed, wi ped his face, and with a subdued
tread wal ked out of the room "Matvey says she will cone round;
but how? | don't see the |east chance of it. Ah, oh, how
horrible it is! And how vulgarly she shouted," he said to

hi nsel f, remenbering her shriek and the words-"scoundrel" and

"mstress.” "And very likely the maids were listening! Horribly
vul gar! horrible!" Stepan Arkadyevitch stood a few seconds
al one, wiped his face, squared his chest, and wal ked out of the

room

It was Friday, and in the dining-roomthe German wat chmaker was
wi ndi ng up the clock. Stepan Arkadyvitch renmenbered his joke
about this puncutal, bald watchmaker, "that the Gernan was wound

up for a whole lifetinme hinself, to wind up watches," and he
sm | ed. Stepan Arkadyevitch was fond of a joke: "And maybe she
will conme round! That's a good expression, come round,'" he

t hought. "I nust repeat that."

"Matvey!" he shouted. "Arrange everything with Darya in the
sitting-room for Anna Arkadyevna," he said to Matvey when he cane

in.

"Yes, sir.
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St epan Arkadyevitch put on his fur coat and went out onto the

st eps.

"You won't dine at honme?" said Matvey, seeing himoff.

"That's as it happens. But here's for the housekeeping," he
said, taking ten roubles from his pocketbook. "That'll be

enough. "

"Enough or not enough, we nust make it do," said Matvey, slamr ng

the carriage door and stepping back onto the steps.

Darya Al exnadrovna neanwhil e having pacified the child, and
knowi ng fromthe sound of the carriage that he had gone off, went
back again to her bedroom It was her solitary refuge fromthe
househol d cares which crowded upon her directly she went out from
it. Even now, in the short time she had been in the nursery, the
Engl i sh governess and Matrona Philinmonovna had succeeded in
putting several questions to her, which did not adnmt of delay,
and which only she could answer: "What were the children to put
on for their wal k? Should they have any m | k? Should not a new

cook be sent for?"

"Ah, let ne alone, let me alone!" she said, and goi ng back to her
bedroom she sat down in the sane place as she had sat when

tal king to her husband, clasping tightly her thin hands with the
rings that slipped down on her bony fingers, and fell to going

over in her nenory all the coversation. "He has gone! but has
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he broken it off with her?" she thought. "Can it be he sees her?
Why didn't | ask him No, no, reconciliation is inpossible.

Even if we remain in thesame house, we are strangers-strangers
forever! She repeated again with special significance the word
so dreadful to her. "And how | loved him nmy God, how | |oved
him...How | l[oved him And now don't | love hin? Don't | |ove
hi m nore than before? The nost horrible thing is,” she began

but did not finish her thought, because Matrona Philinonovna put

her head in at the door

"Let us send for ny brother,"” she said; "he can get a dinner
anyway, or we shall have the children getting nothing to eat til

six again, like yesterday."

"Very well, | will come directly and see about it. But did you

send for sonme new m | k?"

And Darya Al exandrovna plunged into the duties of the day, and

drowned her grief in themfor a tine.

Chapter 5

St epan Arkadyevitch had | earned easily at school, thanks to his
excellent abilities, but he had been idle and m schi evous, and
therefore was one of the lowest in his class. but in spite of

his habitually dissipated node of |ife, his inferior grade in the
service, and his conparative youth, he occupied the honorable and

lucrative position of president of one of the governnent board at
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Moscow. This post he had received through his sister Anna's
husband, Al exey Al exandrovitch Karenin, who held one of the nost
i mportant positions in the mnistry to whose departnent the
Moscow of fi ce bel onged. But if Karenina had not got his
brother-in-law this berth, then through a hundred ot her

per sonages--brot hers, sister, cousins, uncles, and aunts--Stiva
bl onsky woul d have received this post, or sone other simlar
one, together with the salary of six thousand absol utely needfu
for thim as his affairs, in spite of his wife's considerably

property, were in an enbarrassed condition

Hal f Moscow and Petersburg were friends and relation of Stepan
Ar kadyevitch. He was born in the mdst of those who had been and
are the powerful ones of this world. One-third of the men in the
governnent, the older nmen, had been friends of his father's, and
had known himin petticoats; another third were his intinmate
chuns, and the remai nder were friendly acquai ntances.
Consequently the distributors of earthly blessings in the shape
of places, rents, shares, and such, were all his friends, and
coul d not overl ook one of their own set; and Cbl onsky had no need
to make any special exertion to get a lucrative post. He had
only not to refuse things, not to show jeal ousy, not to be
quarrel sone or take offense, all of which fromhis
characterisitic good nature he never did. It would have struck
hi mas absurd if he had been told that he would not get a
position with the salary he required, expecially as he expected
not hi ng out of the way; he only wanted what the nmen of his own

ages and stading did get, and he was no worse qualified for
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perform ng duties of the kind than any ot her man

St epan Arkadyevitch was not nerely liked by all who knew him for
hi s good-hunor, but for his bright disposition, and his
unquestionabl e honesty. In him in his handsonme, radiant figure,
his sparkling eyes, black hair and eyebrows, and the white and
red of his face, there was sonet hi ng which porduced a physica

ef fect of kindliness and good- hunor on the people who net him
"Aha! Stiva! bl onsky! Here he is!" was al nost always said

with a snile of delight on netting him Even though it happened
at times that after a conversation with himit seened that
nothing particularly delightful had happened, the next day, and

the next, every one was just as delighted at neeting hi magain.

After filling for three years the post of president of one of the
gover nment boards at Mdscow, Stepan Arkadyevitch had wond the
respect, as well as the liking, of his fellowofficials,

subordi nates, and superiors, and all who had had business with
him The principal qualities in Stepan Arkadyevitch which had

gai ned himthis universal repect in the service consisted, in the
first place, of his extrene indulgence for others, founded on a
consci ousness of his own shortconings; secondly, of his perfect
liberalism-not the liberalismhe read of in the papers, but the
liberalismthat was in his blood, in virtue of which he treated
all nmen perfectly equally and exactly the sane, whatever their
fortune or calling mght be; and thirdly--the npst inportant
point--his conplete indifference to the business in which he was
engaged, in cosequence of which he was never carried away, and

never nmade m st akes.
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On reaching the offices of the board, Stepan Arkadyevitch
escorted by a deferential porter with a portfolio, went into his
little private room put on his uniform and went to the
board-room The clerks and copyists all rose, greeting himwth
good- hunored deference. Stepan Arkadyvitch noved quickly, as
ever, to his place, shook hands with his coll eagues, and sat
down. He nmde a joke or two, and tal ked just as nmuch as was
consi stend with due decroum and began work. No one knew better
than Stepan Arkadyevitch how to hit on the exact |ine between
freedom sinplicity, and official stiffness necessary for the
agreeabl e conduct of business. A secretary, with the

good- hunored deference common to every one in Stepan
Arkadyevitch's office, cae up with papers, and began to speak in
the fam liar and easy tone which had been introduced by Stepan

Ar kadyevi tch.

"We have succeeded in getting the information fromthe governnent

departnent of Penza. Here, would you care?..

"You' ve got them at |ast?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, laying his

finger on the paper. "Now, gentlenen..."

And the sitting of the board began

"If they knew," he thought, bending his head with a significant
air as he listened to the report, "what a guilty little boy their

president was half an hour ago." And his eyes were | aughing
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during the reading of the report. Till two o' clock there would
go on without a break, and at two o' clock there would be an

i nterval and | uncheon.

It was not yet two, when the |arge glass doors of the boardroom

suddenly opened and sone one cane in.

All the officials sitting on the further side under the portrait
of the Tsar and the eagle, delighted at any distraction, |ooked
round at the door; but the doorkeeper standing at the door at

once drove out the intruder, and closed the glass door after him

When the case had been read through, Stepan Arkadyevitch got up
and stretched, and by way of tribute to the |iberaismof the
times took out a cigarette in the board-roomand went into his
private room Two of the nenmbers of the board, athe old veteran
in the service, N kitin, and the Kammerjunker Grinevitch, went in

with him

"We shall have tine to finish after lunch,"” said Stepan

Ar kadyevi tch.

"To be sure we shall!" said Nikitin.

"A pretty sharp fellow this Fom n nmust be," said Ginevitch of

one of the persons taking part in the case they were exam ning

St epan Arkadyevitch frowned at Ginevitch's words, giving him

thereby to understand that it was inproper to pass judgnent
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prematurely, and nmade himno reply.

"Who was that cane in?" he asked the doorkeeper

"Sone one, your excellency, crept in without perm ssion directly
ny back was turned. He was asking for you. | told him when

t he nmenbers cone out, then..."

"Where is he?"

"Maybe he's gone into the passage, but here he cones anyway.
That is he," said the doorkeeper, pointing to a strongly build,
broadshoul dered mand with a curly beard, who, without taking off
hi s sheepskin cap, was running lightly and rapidly up the worn
steps of the stone staircase. One of the nenbers going down--a

| ean official with a portfolio--stood out of his way and | ooked
di sapprovingly at the legs of the stranger, then gl anced

i nquiringly at Obl onsky.

St epan Arkadyevitch was staning at the top of the stairs. H's
good- naturedly beam ng face above the enbroidered collar of his

uni f orm beaned nore than ever when he recogi zed the man coning

up.

"Why, it's actually you, Levin, at last!" he said with a friendly
nocki ng smle, scanning Levin as he approached. "How is ti you
have deigned to look ne up in this den?" said Stepan

Ar kadyevi tch, and not content w th shaking hands, he kissed his
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friend. "Have you been here | ong?"

"I have just come, and very nuch wanted to see you," said Levin,

| ooki ng shyly and at the same tine agrily and uneasily around.

"Well, let's go into my room" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, who knew
his friend s sensitive and irritable shyness, and, taking his

arm he drew himalong, as though guiding himthrough dangers.

St epan Arkadyevitch was on familiar terms with alnost all his
acquai ntances, and called alnost all of themby their Christian
nanmes: old nen of sixty, boys of twenty, actors, mnisters,

mer chants, and adj utant-generals, so that nmany of his intinmte
chunms were to be found at the extreme ends of the social |adder
and woul d have been very nmuch surprised to | earn that they had
trough the nedi um of Obl onsky, sonmething in comon. He was the
famlair friend of evry one with whom he took a gl ass of
chanpagne, and he took a gl ass of chanpagne with every one, and
when in consequence he net any of his disreputable chuns, as he
used in joke to call many of his friends, in the presence of his
subordi nates, he well knew how, with his characteristic tact, to
di mi ni sh the di sagreeabl e i npression made on them Levin was

not a di sreputable chum but Obl onsky, with his ready tact, felt
that Levin fancied he nmight not care to show his intimcy with

hi m before his subordi nates, and so he made haste to take him off

into his room

Levin was al nost of the same age as Obl onshy; their intimcy did
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not rest nerely on chanpagne. Levin had been the frined and
conpani on of his early youth. They were fond of one another in
spite of the difference oftheir characters and tastes, as frineds
are fond of one another who have been together in early youth.
But in spit of this, each of them-as is often the way with nen
who have selected careers of different kinds--though in

di scussion he woul d even justify the other's career, in his heart
despised it. It seemed to each of themthat the life he |ed

hi msel f was the only real life, and the |life led by his friend
was a nere phanstasm bl onsky could not restrain a slight
nocking smle at the sight of Levin. How often he had seen him
conme up to Moscow fromthe country where he was doi ng sonet hi ng,
but what preceisely Stepan Arkadyevitch could never quite nmeke
out, and indeed he took no interest in the matter. Levin arrived
in Moscow al ways excited and in a hurry, rather ill at ease and
irritated by his own want of ease, and for the nobst part with a
perfectly new, unexpected view of things. Stepan Arakadyevitch

| aughted at this, and liked it. In the same way Levin in his
heart despised the town node of life of his friend, and his
official duties, which he | aughed at, and regarded as trifling.
But the difference was that Obl onsky, as he was doing the sane as
every one did, |aughed conplacently and good-hunoredly, while

Levin | aughed wi thout conplacency and sonetines angrily.

"We have | ong been expecting you," said Stepan Arkadyevitch
going into his roomand letting Levin's hand go as though to show
that here all danger was over. "I amvery, very glad to see

you," he went on. "Well, how are you? Eh? \Wen did you cone?"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

Levin was silent, |ooking at the unknown faces of Oblonsky's two
conpani ons, and especially at the hand of the elegant Grinevitch
whi ch had such long white fingers, such |ong yell ow
filbert-shaped nails, and such huge shining studs on the
shirt-cuff, that apparently they absorbed all his attention, and
all oned himno freedom of thought. Oblonsky noticed this at

once, and sm | ed.

"Ah, to be sure, let nme introduce you," he said. "My coll eagues:
Philip Ivanitch Nikitin, Mhail Stanislavitch Ginevitc"--and
turning to Levin--"a distric councilor, a modern district counci
man, a gymast who |ifts thirteen stone with one hand, a

cattl e-breeder and sportsman, and nmy friend, Konstantin

Drmitrievitch Levin, the brother of Sergey Ivonovitch Kozhishev."

"Delighted," said the veteran

"I have the honor of know ng your brother, Sergey |vnovitch,"
said Grinevitch, holding out his slender hand with its |ong

nail s.

Levin frowned, shook hands coldly, and at once turned to

bl onsky. Though he had a great respect for his half-brother, an
aut hor well known to all Russia, he could not endure it when
peopl e treated himnot as Konstantin Levin, but as the brother of

t he cel ebrated Kozni shev.

"No, | amno longer a district councilor. | have quarreled with
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themall, and don't go to the meetings any nore," he said,

turning to Obl onsky.

"You' ve been quick about it1" said Oblonsky with a smile. "But

how? why?"
"It's a long story. | will tell you sonme tine," said Levin, but
he began telling himat once. "Well, to put it shortly, | was

convi nced that nothing was really done by the district councils,
or ever could be," he began, as though sone one had jsut insulted
him "On one side its a plaything;, they play at being a
parliament, and |'m neither young enough nor old enough to find
anmusenent in playthings; and on the other side" (he stanmered)
"it's a means for the coterie of the district to jake noney.
Formerly they had wardshi ps, courts of justice, now they have the
district council--not in the formof bribes, but in the form of
unearned salary," he said, as hotly as though sone one of those

present had opposed his opinion.

"Aha! You're in a new phse again, | see--a conservative," said

St epan Arkadyevitch. "However, we can go into that later."

"Yes, later. But | wanted to see you," said Levin, |ooking with

hatred at Grinevitch's hand.

St epan Arkadyevitch gave a scarcely perceptible snile

"How was it you used to say you woul d never wear European dress
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agai n?" he said, scanning his newsuit, obviously cut by a French

tailor. "Ahl | see: a new phase.”

Levin suddenly blushed, not as grown nen blush, slightly, wthout
bei ng thensel ves aware of it, but as boys blush, feeling that
they are ridiculous through their shyness, and consequently
ashanmed of it and blushing still nore, alnost to the point of
tears. And it was so strange to see this sensible, manly face in

such a childish plight, that Oblonsky left off |ooking at him

"Ch, where shall we neet? You know I want very nmuch to talk to

you," said Levin.

bl onsky seenmed to ponder.

"I1"1l tell you what: let's go to Gurin's to lunch, and there we

can talk. | amfree till three."

“No," answered Levin, after an instant's thought, "I have got to

go on sonmewhere else.”

"All right, then, let's dine together."

"Di ne together? But | have nothing very particular, only a few
words to say, and a question | want to ask you, and we can have a

talk afterwards."

"Well, say the few words, then, at once, and we'll gossip after

di nner."
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"Well, it's this,” said Levin; "but it's of no inportance,

t hough. "

His face all at once took an exprerssion of anger fromthe effort

he was making to surmount his shyness.

"What are the Shtcherbatskys doi ng? Everything as it used to

be?" he said.

St epan Ar kadyevitch, who had | ong known that Levin was in | ove
with his sister-in-law, Kitty, gave a hardly perceptible snile,

and his eyes sparkled nerrily.

"You said a few words, but | can't answer in a few words,

because. .. Excuse ne a mnute..."

A secretary came in, with respectful famliarity and the nodest
consci ousness, characteristic of every secretary, of superiority
to his chief in the know edge of their business; he went up to
bl onsky with sonme papers, and began, under pretense of asking a
guestion, to explain some objection. Stepan Arkadyevitch

Wi t hout hearing himout laid his hand genially on the secretary's

sl eeve.

“"No, you do as | told you," he said, softening his words with a

smle, and with a brief explanation of his view of the matter he

turned away fromthe papers, and said: "So do it that way, if you
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pl ease, Zahar Nikititch."

The secretary retired in confusion. During the consultation with
the secretary Levin had conpletely recovered fromhis
enbarrassnent. He was standing with his el bows o the back of a

chair, and on his face was a | ook of ironical attention

"l don't understand it, | don't understand it," he said.

"What don't you understand?" said Oblonsky, smiling as brightly
as ever, and picking up a cigarette. He expected sone queer

out burst from Levin.

"I don't understand what you are doing," said Levin, shrugging

hi s shoul ders. "How can you do it seriously?"

"Why not ?"

"Why, because there's nothing init."

"You think so, but we're overwhel med with work."

"On paper. But, there, you've a gift for it," added Levin.

"That's to say, you think there's a |lack of sonething in nme?"

"Pershaps so," said Levin. "But all the same | adnmire your

grandeur, and amproud that 1've a friend in such a great person
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You' ve not answered ny questin, though,” he went on, with a

desperate effort | ooking Oblonsky straight in the face.

"Ch, that's all very well. You wait a bit, and you'll conme to
this yourself. It's very nice for you to have over six thousand
acres in the Karazinsky district, and such nuscles, and the

freshness of a girl of twelve; still you'll be one of us one day.

Yes, as to your questin, there is no change, but it's a pity

you' ve been away so |long."

"Ch, why so?" Levin queried, panic-stricken

"Ch, nothing," responded Oblonsky. "We'Ill talk it over. But

what's brought you up to town?"

"Ch, we'll talk about that, too. later on," said Levin, reddening

again up to his ears.

"All right. | see," said Stepan Arkadyevitch. "I should ask you
to come to us, you know, but ny wife's not quite the thing. But
| tell you what; if you want to see them they're sure now to be
at the Zool ogi cal Gardens fromfour to five. Kitty skates. You
drive along there, and 1'Il cone and fetch you, and we'll go and

di ne sonewhere together."

"Capital. So good-bye till then."
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“"Now mind, you'll forget, |I know you, or rush off home to the

country!" Stepan Arkadyevitch called out | aughing.

"No, trulyl"

And Levin went out of the room only when he was in the doorway
remenbering that he had forgotten to take | eave of bl onsky's

col | eagues.

"That gentleman nmust be a man of great energy,"” said Ginevitch

when Levin had gone away.

"Yes, ny dear boy," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, nodding his head,
"he's a lucky fellow Over six thousand acres in the Karazi nsky
di strict; everything before him and what youth and vigor! Not

li ke sone of us."

"You have a great deal to conplain of, haven't you, Stepan

Ar kadyevitch?"

"Ah, yes, I'min a poor way, a bad way," said Stepan Arkadyevitch

with a heavy sigh.

Chapter 6

When Obl onsky asked Levin what had brought himto town, Levin
bl ushed, and was furious with hinself for blushing, because he

could not answer, "I have cone to make your sister-in-law an
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of fer,"” though that was precisely what he had come for.

The fam lies of the Levins and the Shtcherbatskys were old, noble
Moscow fam | i es, and had al ways been on intinmate and friendly
terms. This intinmacy had grown still closer during Levin's
student days. He had both prepared for the university with the
young Prince Shtcherbatsky, the brother of Kitty and Dolly, and
had entered at the sane tine with him In those days Levin used
often to be in the Shtcherbatskys' house, and he was in love with
t he Shtcherbatsky household. Strange as it nmy appear, it was
with the household, the family, that Konstantin Levin was in

| ove, especially with the fem nine half of the household. Levin
did not renmenbert his own nother, and his only sister was ol der
than he was, so that it was in the Shtcherbatskys' house that he
saw for the first time that inner life of an old, noble,
cultivated, and honorable fam |y of which he had been deprived by
the death of his father and nother. Al the nenbers of that
famly, especially the fem nine half, were pictured by thim as
it were, wapped about with a nysterious poetical veil, and he
not only percieve no defects whatever in them but under the
poetical veil that shrouded them he assuned the existence of the
| ofti est sentinments and every possible perfectin. Wiy it was the
three yound | adi es had one day to speak French, and the next
English; why it was that at certain hours they played by turns on
t he piano, the sounds of which were audible in their brother's
room above, where the students used to work; why they were
visited by those professors of French literature, of nusic, of

drawi ng, of dancing; why at certain hours all the three young
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| adi es, with Madenoi selle Linon, drove in the coach to the

Tver sky boul evard, dressed in their satin cloaks, Dolly in a |ong
one, Natalia in a half-long one, and Kitty in one so short that
her shapely legs in thghtly-drawn red stockings were visible to
all beholders; why it wasthey had to wal k about the Tversky

boul evard escorted by a footman with a gold cockade in his
hat--all this and much nore that was done in their mysterious
world he did not understand, but he was sure that everything that
was done there was very good, and he was in |ove precisely with

hte mystery of the proceedings.

In his student days he had all but been in love with the el dest,
Dol ly, but she was soon married to Oblonsky. Then he began being
inlove with the second. He felt, as it were, that he had to be
in love with one of the sisters, only he could not quite nake out
whi ch. But Natalia, too, had hardly nade her appearance in the
worl d when she married the diplomate Lvov. Litty was still a
child when Levin |eft the university. Young Shtcherbat sky went
into the navy, was drowned in the Baltic, and Levin's relations
wi th the Shtcherbatskys, in spite of his friendship with

bl onsky, becane less intimte. But when early in the w nter of
this year Levin cane to Moscow, after a year in the country, and
saw t he Shtcherbatskys, he realized which of the three sisters he

as i ndeed destined to |ove.

One woul d have thought that nothing could be sinpler than for
him a man of good fanmily, rather rich than poor, and thirty-two
years old, to make the young Princess Shtcherbatskaya an offer of

marriage; in all |ikelihood he would at once have been | ooked
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upon as a good match. but Levin wasin |love, and so it seened to
himthat Kitty was so perfect in every respect that she was a
creature far above everything earthly; and that he was a creature
so |l ow and so earthly that it could not even be conceived that

ot her people and she herself could regard himas worthy of her

After spending two nonths in Moscow in a state of enchantnment,
seeing Kitty al nost every day in society, into which he went so
as to neet her, he abruptly decided that it could not be, and

went back to the country.

Levin's conviction that it could not be was founded on the idea
that in the eyes of her fam|ly he was a di sadvant ageous and
worthless match for the charming Kitty, and that Kitty herself
could not love him In her famly's eyes he had no ordinary,
definite career and position in society, while his conternoraries
by this tinme, when he was thirty-two, were already, one a

col onel, and another a professor, another dirctor of a bank and
rail ways, or president of a board |i ke Oblonsky. But he (he knew
very well how he must appear to others) was a country gentl eman
occupied in breeding cattle, shooting game, and buil di ng barns;
in other words, a fellow of no ability, who had not turned out
wel |, and who was doi ng just what, according to the ideas of the

world, is done by people fit for nothing else.
The nysterious, enchanting Kitty herself could not |ove such an

ugly person as he conceived hinself to be, and, above all, such

an ordinary, in no way striking person. Mreover, his attitude
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to Kitty in the past--the attitude of a grown-up person to a
child, arising fromhis friendship with her brother--seened to
hi m yet anot her obstacle to |love. An ugly, good-natured nman, as
he consi dered hinself, mght, he supposed, be liked as a friend;
but to be loved with such a love as that with which he | oved
Kitty, one would need to be a handsone and, still nore, a

di sti ngui shed man.

He had heard that wonen often did care for ugly and ordinary nen,
but he did not believe it, for he judged by hinself, and he could
not himsel f have | oved any but beautiful, nysterious, and

exceptional wonen.

But after spending two nonths alone in the country, he was
convinced that this was not one of those passions of which he had
had experience in his early youth; that this feeling gavehi m not
an instant's rest; that he could not |ive w thout deciding the
qguestiion, whould she or would she not be his wife, and that his
despair had arisen only fromhis own inmaginings, that he had no
sort of proof that he would be rejected. And he had now cone to
Moscow with a firmdeterm nation to nake an offer, and get
married if he were accepted. O...he could not conceive what

woul d beconme of himif he were rejected.

Chapter 7

On arriving in Moscow by a norning train, Levin had put up at the

house of his elder half-brother, Koznishev. After changing his
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cl othes he went down to his brother's study, intending to talk to
hi m at once about the object of his visit, and to ask his advice;
but his brother was not alone. Wth himthere was a wel | - known
prof essor of philosophy, who had conme from Harkov expressly to
clear up a difference that had arisen between themon a very

i nportant phil osophi cal question. The professor was carrying on a
hot crusade against materialists. Sergey Kozni shev had been
following this crusade with interest, and after reading the
professor's last article, he had witten hima letter stating his
obj ections. He accused the professor of making too great
concessions to the materialists. And the professor had pronptly
appeared to argue the matter out. The point in discussion was

the question then in vogue: Is there a |line to be drawn between
psychol ogi cal and physi ol ogi cal phenonmena in man? and if so,

wher e?

Sergey lvanovitch net his brother with the smle of chilly
friendliness he always had for every one, and introducing himto

the professor, went on with the conversation

Alittle man in spectacles, with a narrow forehead, tore hinself
fromthe discussion for an instant to greet Levin, and then went
on tal king wi thout paying any further attention to him Levin

sat down to wait till the professor should go, but he soon began

to get interested in the subject under discussion.

Levin had conme across the nmagazine articles about which they were

di sputing, and had read them interested in themas a devel opnent
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of the first principles of science, famliar to himas a natura
scei nce studen at the university. But he had never connected
these scientific deductions as to the origin of man as an ani nal
as to reflex action, biology, and sociology, with those questions
as to the nmeaning of life and death to hinmself, which had of late

been nore nad nore often in his m nd.

As he listened to his brother's argunent with the professor, he
noticed that they connected these scientific questions with those
spiritual problens, that at tinmes they al nost touched on the
latter; but every tinme they were cl ose upon what seemed to him
the chief point, they pronptly beat a hasty retreat, and plunged
again into a sea of subtle distinctions, reservations,

quot ations, allusions, and appeals to authorities, and it was

with difficulty that he understood what they were tal king about.

"I cannot admit it," said Sergey |vanovitch, with his habitua

cl earness, precision of expression, and el egance of phrase. "I
cannot in any case agree with Keiss that nmy whol e conception of
the external world has been derived from perceptions. The npst
fundamental idea, the idea of existence, has not been received hy
me through sensation; indeed, there is no special sense-organ for

the transm ssion of such an idea."

"Yes, but they--Wirt, and Knaust, and Pripasov--would answer that
your conscousness of existence is derived fromthe conjunction of
all your sensations, that that consciousness of existence is the
result of your sensations. Wirt, indeed, says plainly that,

assum ng there are no sensations, it follows that there is no
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i dea of existence."

"I maintain the contrary," began Sergey |vanovitch

But here it seened to Levin that just as they were close upon the
real point of the matter, they were again retreating, and he nade

up his mnd to put a question to the professor

"According to that, if nmy senses are annihilated, if my body is

dead, | can have no exi stence of any sort?" he queried.

The professor, in annoyance, and, as it were, nmental suffereing
at the interruption, |ooked round at the strange inquirer, nore
i ke a bargeman than a phil osopher, and turned his eyes upon
Sergey lvanovitch, as though to ask: \Wat's one to say to hinf
But Sergey Ivanovitch, who had been talking with far | ess heat
and one-si dedness than the professor, and who had sufficient
breadth of m nd to answer the professor, and at the same tine to
conprehend the sinple and natural point of view from which the

question was put, sniled and sai d:

"That question we have no right to answer as yet."

"We have not the requisit data,"” chined in the professor, and he
went back to his argunent. "No," he said; "I would point out the
fact that if, as Pripasov directly asserts, perception is based
on sensation, then we are bound to distinguish sharply between

t hese two conceptions. ™
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Levin listened no nore, and sinply waited for the professor to

go.

Chapter 8

When the professor had gone, Sergey |vanovitch turned to his

br ot her.

"Del i ghted that you' ve cone. For sone tine, is it? How s your

farm ng getting on?"

Levin knew that his elder brother took little interest in
farm ng, and only put the question in deference to him and so he

only told himabout the sale of his wheat and noney nmatters.

Levin had neant to tell his brother of his determination to get
marri ed, and to ask his advice; he had indeed firmy resolved to
do so. But after seeing his brother, listening to his
conversation with the professor, hearing afterwards the

unconsci ously patronizing tone in which his brother questioned
hi m about agricultural matters (their nother's property had not
been divided, and Levin took charge of both their shares), Levin
felt that he could not for sone reason begin to talk to him of
his intention of marrying. He felt that hs brother woul d not

|l ook at it as he would have wi shed himto.

"Well, howis your district council doing?" asked Sergey
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I vanovitch, who was greatly interested in these |ocal boards and

attached great inportance to them

"I really don't know. "

"What! Why, surely you're a nenber of the board?"

"No, I'"'mnot a nmenber now, |'ve resigned," answered Levin, "and

no | onger attend the neetings."

"What a pity!" comrented Sergey I|vanovitch, frowning.

Levin in self-defense began to describe what took place in the

nmeetings in his district.

"That's how it always is!" Sergey lvanovitch interrupted him

"We Russians are always |ike that. Perhaps it's our strong point,
really, the faculty of seeing our own shortcom ngs; but we overdo
it, we confort ourselves with irony which we always have on the
tip of our tongues. All | say is, give such rights as our |oca
sel f-governnent to any other European peopl e--why, the Gernmans or
the English would have worked their way to freedom fromthem

while we sinply turn theminto ridicule."

"But how can it be hel ped?" said Levin penitenly. "It was ny
| ast effort. And | did try with all ny soul. | can't. I'mno
good at it."
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"It's not that you're no good at it," said Sergey lvanovitch; "it
is that you don't look at it as you should."”

"Perhaps not," Levin answered dejectedly.

"Ch! do you know brother Nikolay's turned up agai n?"

This brother Ni kolay was the el der brother of Konstantin Levin,
and hal f-brother of Sergey lvanovitch; a man utterly ruined, who
had di ssi pated the greater part of his fortune, was living in the
strangest and | owest conpany, and had quarreled with his

br ot hers.

"What did you say?" Levin cried with horror. "How do you know?"

"Prokofy saw himin the street."

"Here in Moscow? Where is he? Do you know?" Levin got up from

his chair, as though on the point of starting off at once.

"I amsorry | told you," said Sergey |vanovitch, shaking his head
at his younger brother's excitenment. "I sent to find out where
he is living, and sent himhis 10U to Trubin, which | paid. This

is the answer he sent ne.

And Sergey |vanovitch took a note fromunder a paper-wei ght and

handed it to his brother.

Levin read in the queer, famliar handwiting: "I humbly get you
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to leave me in peace. That's the only favor | ask of my gracious

brot hers.--Ni kol ay Levin."

Levin read it, and without raising his head stood with the note

in his hands opposite Sergey |vanovitch.

There was a struggle in his heart between the desire to forget
hi s unhappy brother for the tine, and the consci ousness that it

woul d be base to do so.

"He obviously wants to offend nme," pursued Sergey |vanovitch
"but he cannot offend ne, and | should have wi shed with all ny

heart to assist him but | knowit's inpossible to do that."

"Yes, yes," repeated Levin. "l understand and appreciate your

attitude to him but | shall go and see him"

"If you want to, do; but | shouldn't advise it," said Sergey
| vanovitch. "As regards myself, | have no fear of your doing so;
he will not make you quarrel with nme; but for your own sake,

shoul d say you would do better not to go. You can't do him any

good; still, do as you please."

"Very likely I an't do any good, but | feel--especially at such a

nonment - -but that's another thing--1 feel | could not be at
peace. "
"Well, that | don't understand," said Sergey |vanovitch. "One
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thing I do understand,"” he added; "it's a lesson in humlity. |
have conme to | ook very differently and nore charitably on what is
cal l ed i nfanous since brother Nikolay has becone what he is...you

know what he did..."

"Oh, it's awful, awful!" repeated Levin.

After obtaining his brother's address from Sergey |vanovitch's
footman, Levin was on the point of setting off at once to see
him but on second thought he decided to put off his visit till
the evening. The first thing to do to set his heart at rest was
to acconplish what he had come to Moscow for. Fromhis brother's
Levin went to Oblonsky's office, and on getting news of the

Sht cher bat skys from him he drove to the place where he had been

told he might find Kitty.

Chapter 9

At four o'clock, conscious of his throbbing heart, Levin stepped
out of a hired sledge at the Zool ogi cal Gardens, and turned al ong
the path to hte frozen mounds and the skating ground, know ng
that he would certainly find her there, as he had seen the

Sht cher bat skys' carriage at the entrance.

It was a bright, frosty day. Rows of carriages, sl edges,
drivers, and policenmen were standing in the approach. Crowds of
wel | -dressed people, with hats bright in the sun, swarnmed about

the entrance and along the well-swept little paths between the
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little houses adorned with carving in the Russian style. The old
curly birches of the gardens, all their twigs |aden with snow,

| ooked as though freshly decked in sacred vestnents.

He wal ked al ong the path towards the skating-ground, and kept
saying to hinself "You nmustn't be excited, you must be calm
What's the matter with you? What do you want? Be quiet,

stupit,” he conjured his heart. And the nmore he tried to conpose
hi msel f, the nore breathless he found hinsel f. An acquai ntance
met himand called himby his name, but Levin did not even
recogni ze him He went towards the nounds, whence cane the clank
of the chains of sledges as they slipped down or were dragged up
the runble of the sliding sledges, and the sounds of nerry

voi ces. He wal ked on a few steps, and the skating-ground |ay

open before his eyes, and at once, am dst all the skaters, he

knew her.

He knw she was there by the rapture and the terror that seized on
his heart. She was standing talking to a |lady at the opposite

end of the ground. There was apparently nothing striking either
in her dress or her attitude. But for Levin she was as easy to
find in that crowd as a rose anmong nettles. Everything was nade
bri ght by her. She was the smile that shed light on all round
her. "lIs it possible | can go over there in the ice, go up to
her ?" he thought. The place where she stood seemed to hima holy
shrine, unapproachable, and there was one nonment when he as

al nost retreating, so overwhelned was he with terror. He had to

make an effort to nmaster hinself, and to rem nd hinsel f that
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people of all sorts were noving about her, and that he too m ght
cone there to skate. He wal ked down, for a |long while avoiding
| ooking at her as at the sun, but seeing her, as one does the

sun, w thout | ooking.

On that day of the week and at that tinme of day people of one
set, all acquainted with one another, used to nmeet on the ice.
There were crack skaters there, showing off their skill, and

| earners clinging to chairs with timd, awkward novenents, boys,
and el derly people skating with hygi enic notives. They seened to
Levin an el ect band of blissful beings because they were here,
near her. All the skaters, it seemed, with perfect

sel f - possessi on, skated towards her, skated by her, even spoke to
her, and were happy, quite apart from her, enjoying the capita

ice and the fine weather

Ni kol ay Shtcherbatsky, Kitty's cousin, in a short jacket and
tight trousers, was sitting on a garden seat with his skates on.

Seein Levin, he shouted to him

"Ah, the first skater in Russia! Been here long? First-rate
i ce--do put your skates on."

"I haven't got ny skates," Levin answered, nmaveling at this

bol dness and ease in her presence, and not fro one second | osing
sight of her, though he did not |ook at her. He felt as though
the sun were coming near him She was in a corner, and turnign

out her slender feet in their high boots with obvious timdity,

she skated towards him A boy in Russian dress, desperately
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wavi ng his arms and bowed down to the ground, overtook her. She
skated a little uncertainly; taking her hands out of the little
nmuf f that hung on a cord, she held themready for energency, and

| ooki ng towards Levin, whom she had recogni zed, she smled at him
and at her own fears. Shen she had got round the turn, she gave
herself a push off with one foot, and skated straight up to

Sht cherbat sky. Clutching at his arm she nodded smling to

Levin. She was nore splendid that he had i magi ned her

When he thought of her, he could call up a vivid picture of her
to hinself, especially the charmof that little fair head, so
freely set on the shapely girlish shoulders, and so full of
chil di sh brightness nad good-hunmor. The chil di shness of her
expression, together with the delicate beauty of her figure, nade
up her special charm and that he fully realized. But what

al ways struck himin her as sonething unl ooked for, was the
expression of her eyes, soft, serene, and truthful, and above
all, her smile, which always transported Levin to an enchanted
world, where he felt hinmself softened and tender, as he

remenbered hinself in sone days of his early chil dhood.

"Have you been here | ong?" she said, giving himher hand. "Thank
you," she added, as he picked up the handkerchief that had fallen

out of her nuff.

“"I'? 1've not long...yesterday...| nean today...| arrived,"
answered Levin, in his enotion not at once understandi ng her

guestion. "I was meaning to cone and see you," he said; and
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then, recollecting with what intention he was trying to see her

he was pronptly overcone with confusion and bl ushed.

"I didn't know you could skate, and skate so well."

She | ooked at him earnestly, as though wi shing to make out the

cause of his confusion.

"Your praise is worth having. The tradition is kept up here that

you are the best of skaters," she said, with her little

bl ack- gl oved hand brushing a grain of harfrost off her nuff.

"Yes, | used once to skate with passion; | wanted to reach

perfection.”

"You do everything with passion, | think,' she said smling. "I
should so |ike to see how you skate. Put on skates, and |et us

skate together."

"Skate together! Can that be possible?" thought Levin, gazing at
her .

“I'"l'l put themon directly," he said.

And he went off to get skates.

"It's a long while since we've seen you here, sir," said the
attendant, supporting his foot, and screwing on the heel of the

skate. "Except you, there's none of the gentlenen first-rate
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skaters. WII that be all right?" said he, tightening the strap

"Ch, yes, yes; mamke haste, please," answered Levin, with
difficulty restraining the snile of rapture which would
overspread his face. "Yes," he thought, "this nowis life, this

i s happi ness! Together, she said; |let us skate together! Speak
to her now? But that's just why I'mafraid to speak--because |'m
happy now, happy in hope, anyway...And then?...But | nust! |

must! | must! Away with weakness!"

Levin rose to his feet, took off his overcoat, and scurrying over
the rough ice round the hut, cane out on the snmooth ice and
skated without effort, as it were, by sinple exercise of wll,

i ncreasi ng and sl ackeni ng speed and turning his course. He

approached with timdity, but again her smle reassured him

She gave him her hand, and they set off side by side, going
faster and faster, and the nore rapidly they noved the nore

tightly she grasped his hand.

"Wth you | sould soon |learn; |I sonehow feel confidence in you,"

she said to him

"And | have confidence in nyself when you are | eaning on nme," he
said, but was at once panic-stricken at what he had said, and

bl ushed. And indeed, no sooner had he uttered these words, when

all at once, like the sun going behind a cloud, her face | ost al

its friendliness, and Levin detected the familiar change in her
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expression that denoted the working of thought; a crease showed

on her snooth brow.

"I's there anything troubling you?--though |I've no right to ask

such a question," he added hurriedly.

"Ch, why so?...No, | have nothing to trouble nme," she responded
coldly; and she added i medi ately: "You haven't seen Ml e.

Li non, have you?"

"Not yet."

"Go and speak to her, she likes you so nuch."

"What's wong? | have offended her. Lord help nme!" thought
Levin, and he flew towards the old Frenchwoman with the gray
ringlets, who was sitting on a bench. Smiling and showi ng her

false teeth, she greeted himas an old friend.

"Yes, you see we're growing up,"” she said to him gl ancing
towards Kitty, "and growing old. Tiny bear has grown big now "
pursued the Frenchworman, | aughing, and she rem nded himof his

j oke about the three young | adi es whom he had conpared to the
three bears in the English nursery tale. "Do you rememnber that's

what you used to call thenP"

He renmenbered absol utely nothing, but she had been | aughi ng at

the joke for ten years now, and was fond of it.
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"Now, go and skate, go and skate. Qur Kitty has |learned to skate

ni cely, hasn't she?"

When Levin darted up to Kitty her face was no | onger stern; her
eyes | ooked at himwith hte sane sincerity and friendliness, but
Levin fancied that in her friendliness there was a certain note
of deliberate conposure. And he felt drpressed. After talking a
little of her old governess and her peculiarities, she questioned

hi m about his life.

"Surely you nust be dull in the country in the winter, aren't

you?" she said.

“"No, I"'mnot dull, I amvery busy," he said, feeling that she was
hol ding himin check by her conposed tone, which he would not
have the force to break through, just as it had been at the

begi nning of the winter.

"Are you going to stay in town long?" Kitty questioned him

"I don't know," he answered, not thinking of what he was sayi ng.
The thought that if he were held in check by her tone of quiet
friendliness he would end by goi ng back again wi thout deciding
anything cane ito his mnd, and he resolved to make a struggle

against it.

"How is it you don't know?"
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"I don't know. It depends upon you," he said, and was inmediatly

horror-stricken at his own words.

Whet her it was that she had heard his words, or that she did not
want to hear them she nmade a sort of stunble, twice struck out,
and hurriedly skated away from him She skated up to Ml e.

Li non, said sonething to her, and went towards the pavilion where

the | adies took off their skates.

"My God! what have | done! Merciful God! help nme, guide ne,"
said Levin, praying inwardly, and at the sane tine, feeling a
need of violent exercise, he skated about describing inner and

outer circles.

At that nonent one of the young nment, the best of the skaters of
t he day, cane out of the coffee-house in his skates, with a
ciagarette in his nouth. Taking a run, he dashed down the steps
in his skates, crashing and boundi ng up and down. He flew down,
and wi thout even changing the position of his hands, staked away

over the ice.

"Ah, that's a new trick!" said Levin, and he pronptly ran up to

the top to do this new trick

"Don't break you neck! it needs practice!" N kolay Shtcherbat sky

shouted after him

Levin went to the steps, took a run from above as best he cold,

and dashed down, preserving his balnce in this unwonted novenent
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with his hands. On the | ast step he stumbl ed, but barely
touching the ice with his hand, with a violent effort recovered

hi msel f, and skated off, |aughing.

"How spl endid, how nice he is!" Kitty was thinking at that tine,
as she cane out of the pavilion with Mle. Linon, and | ooked
towards himwith a snmle of quiet affection, as though he were a

favorite brother. "And can it be ny fault, can | have done

anyt hi ng wong? They talk of flirtation. |I knowit's not he that
I love; but still I amhappy with him and he's so jolly. Only,
why did he say that?..." she nused.

Catching sight of Kitty going away, and her nother neeting her at
the steps, Lving, flushed fromhis rapid exercise, stood stil
and pondered a mnute. He took off his skates, and overtook the

not her and daughter at the entrance of the gardens.

"Delighted to see you," said Princess Shtcherbatskaya. "On

Thur sdays we are hone, as al ways."

"Today, then?"

"We shall be pleased to see you," the princess said stiffly.

This stiffness hurt Kitty, and she could not resist the desire to

snmoot h over her nother's col dness. She turned her head, and wth

a snle said:
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"CGood-bye till this evening."

At that nonment Stepan Arkadyevitch, his hat cocked on one side,
with beaning face and eyes, strode into the garden like a
conquering hero. But as he approached his nmother-in-law, he
responded in a nournful and restfallen tone to her inquiries
about Dolly's health. After a little dubdued and dejected
conversation with his nmother-in-law, he threw out his chest

again, and put his armin Levin's.

"Well, shall we set off?" he asked. "I've been thinking about
you all this tinme, and |I'mvery, very glad you've cone," he said,

| ooking himin the face with a significant air

"Yes, cone along,"” answered Levin in ecstasy, hearing unceasingly
the sound of that voice saying, "Good-bye till this evening," and

seeing the smle with which it was said.

"To the England or the Hernitage?"

"I don't m nd which."

"All right, then, the England," said Stepan Arkadyevitch

sel ecting that restaurant because he woed nore there than at the
Herm t age, and consequently considered it nean to avoid it.
"Have you got a sledge? That's first-rate, for | sent ny

carriage honme."

The friends hadly spoke all the way. Levin was wondering what
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that change in Kitty's expression had nmeant, and alternately
assuring hinmself that there was hope, and alling into despair
seeing clearly that his hopes were insane, and yet all the while
he flet hinself quite another man, utterly unlike what he had
been before her smile and those words, "Good-bye till this

eveni ng. "

St epan Arkadyevitch was abosorbed during the drive in conposing

t he nmenu of the dinner.

"You like trout, don't you?" he said to Levin as they were

arriving.

"Eh?" responded Levin. "Turbot? Yes, |'m AWFULLY fond of

turbot."

Chapter 10

When Levin went into the restaurant with Obl onsky, he coul d not
hel p noticing a certain peculiarity of expression, as it were, a
restrai ned radi ance, about the face and whole figure of Stepan
Ar kadyevitch. Oblonsky took off his overcoat, aqnd with his hat
over one ear wal ked into the dining room giving directions to
the Tatar waiters, who were clustered about himin evening coats,
beari ng napkins. Bowing to right and left to the people he net,
and here as everywhere joyously greeting acquai ntances, he went

up to thesideboard for a prelimnary appetizer of fixh and
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vbodka, and said to the painted Frenchwoman decked in ribbons,

| ace, and ringlets, behind the counter, something so anusing that
even that Frenchwoman was noved to guinine | aughter. Levin for
his part refrained fromtaking any vodka sinply because he felt
such a | oathing of that Frenchwoman, all nade up, it seened, of
fal se hair, poudre de riz, and vinaigre de toilette. He nade
haste to nove away fromher, as froma dirty place. H s whole
sould was filled with nenories of Kitty, and there was a smle of

triunph and happi ness shining in his eyes.

"This way, your excellency, please. Your excellency won't be
di sturbed here," said a particularly pertinaci ous, white-headed
old Tatar with i mmense hips and coattails gaping w dely behind.

"Wal k in, your excellency," he said to Levin; by way of show ng
his respect to Stepan Arkadyevitch, being attentive to his guest

as wel |

Instantly flinging a fresh cloth over the round table under the

bronze chandelier, though it already had a table cloth on it, he
pushed up velvet chairs, and came to a standstill before Stepan

Ar kadyevitch with a napkin and a bill of fare in his hands,

awai ti ng his commands.

"If you prefer it, your excellency, a private roomw |l be free

directly; Prince Golistin with a lady. Fresh oysters have cone

in.

"“Ah! oysters."
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St epan Arkadyevitch becane thought ful

"How if we were to change our program Levin?" he said keeping

his finger on the bill of fare. And his face expressed serious

hesitation. "Are the oysters good? M nd now. "

"They're Flensburg, your excellency. W've no Ostend."

"Fl ensburg will do, but are they fresh?"

"Only arrived yesterday."

"Well, then, howif we were to begin with oysters, and so change

t he whol e progranf Eh?"

"It's all the same to ne. | should |ike cabbage soup and
porridge better than anything; but of course there's nothing Iike

t hat here."

"Porridge a |la Russe, your honor would |like?" said the Tatar,

bendi ng down to Levin, like a nurse speaking to a child.

"No, joking apart, whatever you choose is sure to be good. |'ve
been skating, and |I'm hungry. And don't inmagine," he added,
detecting a | ook of dissatisfaction on Oblonsky's face, "that |

shan't appreciate your choice. | amfond of good things."

"I should hope so! After all, it's one of the pleasures of
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life," said Stepan Arkadyevitch. "Well, then, nmy friend, you
give us two--or better say three--dozen oysters, clear soup with

veget ables..."

"Printaniere," pronpted the Tatar. But Stepan Arkadyevitch
apparently did not care to allow himthe satisfaction of giving

the French names of the dishes.

"Wth vegetables in it, you know. Then turbot with thick sauce,
then...roast beef; and mind it's good. Yes, and capons, perhaps,

and then sweets."

The Tatar, recollecting that it was Stepan Arkadyevitch's way not
to call the dishes by the names in the French bill of fare, did
not repeat them after him but could not resist rehearsing the
whol e nenus to hinself according to hte bill:--"Soupe

printani ere, turbot, sauce Beaunarchais, poulard a |'estragon,
macedoi ne de fruits...etc.," and then instantly, as though worked
by springs, laying down one bound bill of fare, he took up

anot her, the list of wines, and submitted it to Stepan

Ar kadyevi tch.

"What shall we drink?"

"What you like, only not too nuch. Chanpagne,” said Levin.

"What! to start with? You're right though, | dare say. Do you

i ke the white seal ?"
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"Cachet blanc," pronpted the Tatar. "Very well, then, give us

that brand with the oysters, and then we'll see.”

"Yes, sir. And what table w ne?"

"You can give us Nuits. Ch, no, better the classi Chablis.”

"Yes, sir. And YOUR cheese, your excellency?"

"Ch, yes, Parmesan. Or would you like another?"

"No, it's all the sane to ne," said Levin, unable to suppress a

smle.

And the Tatar ran off with flying coattails, and in five mnutes
darted in with a dish of opened oysters on nother-of - pear

shells, and a bottle between his fingers.

St epan Arkadyevitch crushed the starchy napkin, tucked it into
hi s wai stcoat, and settling his arns confortably, started on the

oysters.

"Not bad," he said, stripping the oysters fromthe pearly shel
with a silver fork, and swalloing themone after another. "Not
bad," he repeated, turning his dewy, brilliant eyes fromLevin to

the Tatar.

Levin ate the oysters indeed, though white bread and cheese woul d
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have pl eased himbetter. But he was admring Oblonsky. Even the
Tatar, uncorking the bottle and pouring the sparkling wine into
the delicate gl asses, glanced at Stepan Arkadyevitch, and settled

his white cravat with a perceptable snmile of satisfaction.

"You don't care nmuch for oysters, do you?" said Stepan
Ar kadyevitch, enptying his wine glass, "or you re worried about

soent hi ng. Eh?"

He wanted Levin to be in good spirits. But it was not that Levin
was not in good spirits; he was ill at ease. Wth what he had in
his soul, he felt sore and unconfortable in the restaurant, in
the m dst of private roons where nen were dining with ladies, in
all this fuss and bustle; the surroundi ngs of bronzes, | ooking
gl asses, gas, and waiters--all of it was offensive to him He

was afraid of sullying what his sould was brinful of.

“I? Yes, | am but besides, all this bothers nme," he said. "You
can't conceive how queer it all seenms to a country person like

me, as queer as that gentleman's nails | saw at your place..."

"Yes, | saw how much interested you were in poor Ginevitch's

nails," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, |aughing.

"It's too ncuh for me," responded Levin. "Do try, now, and put

yourself in nmy place, take the point of view of a country person

We in the country try to bring our hands into such a state as

wi |l be npost convenient for working with. So we cut our nails;
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sometines we turn up our sleeves. And here people purposely |et
their nails grow as long as they will, and link on small saucers

by way of studs, so that they can do nothing with their hands."

St epan Arkadyevitch snmiled gaily.

"Ch, yes, that's just a sign that he has no need to do coarse

work. Hs work is with the mnd..."

"Maybe. But still it's queer to ne, just as at this nonment it

seens queer to ne that we country folks try to get our meals over
as soon as we can, so as to be ready for our work, while here are
we trying to drag out our neal as |long as possible, and with that

obj ect eating oysters..."

"Why, of course," objected Stepan Arkadyevitch. "But that's just
the aimof civilization--to nmake everything a source of

enj oynent . "

"Well, if that's its aim |'d rather be a savage."
"And so you are a savage. All you Levins are savages.
Levin sighed. He remenbered his brother N kolay, and felt
ashaned and sore, and he scow ed; but bl onsky began speaki ng of

a subject which at once drew his attention.

"Ch, | say, are you going tonight to our people, the
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Sht cher bat skys', | nmean?" he said, his eyes sparkling
significantly as he pushed away the enpty rough shells, and drew

t he cheese towards him

"Yes, | shall certainly go," replied Levin; "though | fancied the

princess was not very warmin her invitation."

"What nonsense! That's her manner...Conme, boy, the
soup!...That's her manner--grande dane," said Stepan

Ar kadyevtich. "I'mcom ng, too, but | have to go to the Countess
Boni na's rehearsal. Cone, isn't it true that you' re a savage?
How do you explain the sudden way in hwi ch you vani shed from
Moscow? The Shtcherbat skys were continually asking ne about you,
as though | ought to know. The only thing | know is that you

al ways do what no one el se does."

"Yes," said Levin, slowly and with enpotion, "you're right. | am
a savage. Only, ny savageness is not in having gone away, but in

com ng now. Now | have cone..."

"Ch, what a lucky fellow you are!" broke in Stepan Arkadyevitch

| ooking into Levin's eyes.

n V\hy?u

"I know a gallant steed by tokens sure, And by his eyes | know a

youth in love," decl ai med Stepan Arkadyevitch. "Everything is

before you."
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"Why, is it over for you already?”

"No; not over exactly, but the future is yours, and the present

is mne, and the present--well, it's not all that it mght be."

"How so?"

"Ch, things go wong. But | don't want to talk of nyself, and

besides | can't explain it all," said Stepan Arkadyevitch
"Well, why have you cone to Moscow, then?...Hi! take away!" he

called to the Tatar.

"You guess?" responded Levin, his eyes |like deep wells of |ight

fixed on Stepan Arkadyevitch.

"I guess, but | can't be the first to talk about it. You can see
by that whether | guess right or wong," said Stepan

Ar kadyevitch, gazing at Levin with a subtle smle
"Well, and what have ou to say to nme?" said Levin in a quivering
voice, feeling that all the nuscles of his face were quivering

too. "How do you |l ook at the question?"

St epan Arkadyevitch slowmy enptied his glass of Chablis, never

taking his eyes off Levin.

"1 ?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, "there's nothing | desire so much

as that--nothing! It would be the best thing that could be."
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"But you're not meking a m stake? You know what we're speaking
of ?" said Levin, piercing himwith his eyes. "You think it's

possi bl e?"

"I think it's possible. Way not possible?”

"No! do you really think it's possible? No, tell ne all you

think! Oh, but if...if refusal's in store for ne!...|ndeed

feel sure...'

"Why shoul d you think that?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, smling at

his excitenment.

"It seens so to nme sometimes. That will be awful for ne, and for
her too."
"COh, well, anyway there's nothing awful in it for a girl. Every

girl's proud of an offer."

"Yes, every girl, but not she."

St epan Arkadyevitch smiled. he so well knew that feeling of
Levin's, that for himall the girls in the world were divided
into two classes: one class--all the girls in the world except
her, and those girls with all sorts of human weaknesses, and very
ordinary girls: the other class--she al one, having no weaknesses

of any sort and higher than all humanity.
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"Stay, take sonme sauce,” he said, holding back Levin's hand as it

pushed away the sauce.

Levin obediently hel ped hinmself to sauce, but would not |et
St epan Arkadyevitch go on with his dinner

"No, stop a minute, stop a mnute," he said. "You nust
understand that it's a question of life and death for nme. | have
never spoken to any one of this. And there's no one | could
speak of it to, except you. You know we're utterly unlike each
other, different tastes and views and everything; but | know

you're fond of me and understand ne, and that's why | |ike you

awfully. But for God's sake, be quite straightforward with nme."

"I tell yo what | think," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, smling.

"But I'll say nmore: ny wife is a wonderful woman..." Stepan

Ar kadyevtich sighed, renenbering his position with his wife, and,
after a nmonment's silence, resuned--"She has a gift of forseeing
thi ngs. She sees right through people; but that's not all; she
knows what will conme to pass, especially in the way of marri ages.
She foretold, for instance, that Princess Shahovskaya would marry

Brenteln. No one would believe it, but it cane to pass. And

she's on your side."

"How do you nean?"

"It's not only that she |ikes you--she says that Kitty is certain

to be your wife."
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At these words Levin's face suddenly lighted up with a snile, a

smle not far fromtears of enotion.

"She says that!" cried Levin. "I always said she was exquisite,

your wife. There, that's enoght, enough said about it," he said

getting up fromhis seat.

"All right, but do sit down."

But Levin could not sit down. He wal ked with his firmtread

twice up and down the little cage of a room blinked his eyelids

that his tears might not fall, and only then sat down to the
t abl e.
"You must understand," said he, "it's not love. |'ve been in

love, but it's not that. It's not ny feeling, but a sort of
force outside ne has taken possession of ne. | went away, you
see, because | made up ny mind that it could never be, you

under stand, as a happi ness that does not conme on earth; but |'ve
struggled with nyself, | see there's no living without it. And

it nmust be settled."

"What did you go away for?"

"Ah, stop a mnute! Ah, the thoughts that conme crowdi ng on one!
The questions one nust ask oneself! Listen. You can't inmgine
what you've done for ne by what you said. |'mso happy that |'ve

beconme positively hateful; |1've forgotten everything. | heard
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today that my brother N kolay...you know, he'e here...|l had even
forgotten him It seens to nme that he's happy too. It's a sort

of madness. But one thing's awful...Here, you' ve been nmrried,
you know the feeling...it's awful that we--old--with a past...not
of love, but of sins...are brought all at once so near to a
creature pure and innocent; it's |oathsonme, and that's why one

can't help feeling oneself unworthy."

"Ch, well, you've not many sins on your conscience."

"Alas! all the sane," said Levin, "when with loathing | go over

nmy life, |I shudder and curse and bitterly regret it...Yes."

"What woul d you have? The world's made so," said Stepan

Ar kadyevi t ch.

"The one confort is |ike that prayer, which | always |iked:

Forgi ve me not according to ny unworthiness, but according to Thy

I ovi ngki ndness.' That's the only way she can forgive me."

Chapter 11

Levin enpited his glass, and they were silent for a while.

"There's one other thing | ought to tell you. Do you know

Vronsky?" Stepan Arkadyevitch asked Levin.
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“"No, | don't. Why do you ask?"

"G ve us another bottle," Stepan Arkadyevitch directed the Tatar
who was filling up their glasses and fidgeting round them just

when he was not want ed.

"Why you ought to know Vronsky is that he's one of your rivals."

"Who's Vronsky?" said Levin, and his face was suddenly
transformed fromthe | ook of childlike ecstasy which Obl onsky had

jsut been admiring to an angry and unpl easant expression

"Vronsky is one of the sons of Count Kirill I|vanovitch Vronsky,
and one of the finest specinmens of the gilded youth of

Pet ersburg. | made his acquai ntance in Tver when | was there on
of ficial business, and he cane there for the levy of recruits.
Fearfully rich, handsome, great connections, an ai de-de-canp, and
with all that a very nice, good-natured fellow But he's nore
than sinmply a good-natured fellow, as |'ve found out here--he's a
cultivated nman, too, and very intelligent; he a man who'll make

his mark."

Levin scow ed and was dunb.

"Well, he turned up here soon after you'd gone, and as | can see,

he's over head and ears in love with Kitty, and you know that her

not her . .

"Excuse me, but | know nothing," said Levin, frowning gloonly.
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And i medi ately he recollected his brother N kolay and how

hateful he was to have been able to forget him

"You wait a bit, wait a bit," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, sniling
and touching his hand. "I've told you what | know, and | repeat
that in this delicate and tender matter, as far as one can

conjecture, | believe the chances are in your favor."

Levin dropped back in his chair; his face was pale.

"But | would advise you to settle the thing as soon as may be,"

pursued bl onsky, filling up his gl ass.

"No, thanks, | can't drink any nore," said Levin, pushing away
his glass. "I shall be drunk...Cone, tell me how are you getting

on?" he went on, obviously anxious to change the coversation.

"One word nore: in any case | advise you to settle the questions
soon. Tonight | don't advise you to speak," said Stepan
Ar kadyevitch. "Go round tonorrow norning, nake an offer in due

form and God bl ess you..."

"Oh, do you still think of coming to me for some shooting? Cone

next spring, do," said Levin.

Now hi s whol e sould was full of renorse that he had begun this

coversation with Stepan Arkadyevitch. A feeling such as his was

profaced by talk of the rivalry of some Petersburg officer, of

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

t he suppositions and the counsels of Stepan Arkadyevitch

St epan Arkadyevitch smled. He knew what was passing in Levin's

soul

“I"l'l come some day," he said. "But women, ny boy, they're the
pi vot everything turns upon. Things are in a bad way with ne,

very bad. And it's all through wonen. Tell me frankly now, " he
pursued, picking up a cigar and keepi ng one hand on his gl ass;

"give nme your advice."

"Why, what is it?"

“I'"l'l tell you. Suppose you're married, you |love your wife, but

you' re fascinated by another wonan..."

"Excuse nme, but |'m absolutely unable to conprehend how...just as
I can't conprehend how I could now, after ny dinner, go straight
to a baker's shop and steal a roll."

St epan Arkadyevitch's eyes sparkled nore than usual

"Why not? Aroll will sonetines snmell so good one can't resist

it."

"Hinmmisch ist's, wenn ich bezwungen Meine irdi sche Begier; Aber

doch wenn's nich gelungen Hatt' ich auch recht huebsch Plaisir!"

As he said this, Stepan Arkadyevitch smled subtly. Levin, too,
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could not help smling.

"Yes, but joking apart,"” resuned Stepan Arkadyevitch, "you nust
understand that the woman is a sweet, gentle |oving creature,
poor and lonely, and has sacrificed everything. Now, when the
thing's done, don't you see, can oe possibly cast her off? Even
supposi ng one parts fromher, so as not to break up one's fanly

life, still, can one help feeling for her, setting her on her

feet, softeneing her |ot?"

"Well, you nust excuse ne there. You know to ne all wonen are
divided into two classes...at least no...truer to say: there are
wonen and there are...|'ve never seen exquisite fallen beings,
and | never shall see them but such creatures as that painted
Frenchwoman at the counter with the ringlets are vermn to ny

m nd, and all fallen wonen are the sane."

"But the Magdal en?"

"Ah, drop that! Christ would never have said those words if He
had known how they woul d be abused. O all the Gospel those
words are the only ones renenbered. However, |'m not saying so
much what | think, as what | feel. | have a loathing for fallen
wonen. You're afraid of spiders, and | of these verm n. Most
likely you've not made a study of spiders and don't know their

character; and so it is with ne."

"It's very well for you to talk like that; it's very much |ike

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

that gentleman in Dickens who used to fling all difficult
qguestions over his right shoulder. BUt to deny the facts is no
answer. What's to be done--you tell ne that, what's to be done?
Your wife gets older, while you're full of |ife. Before you've
time to look round, you feel that you can't love your wife with
| ove, however mnmuch you may esteem her. And then all at once |ove

turns up, and you're done for, done for," Stepan Arkadyevitch

said with weary despair.

Levin half sm | ed.

"Yes, you're done for," resuned Obl onsky. "But what's to be

done?"

"Don't steal rolls."

St epan Arkadyevitch | aughed outri ght.

"Oh, noralist! But you nmust understand, there are two wonmen; one
insists only on her rights, and those rights are your |ove, which
you can't give her; and the other sacrifices everything for you
and asks for nothing. Wat are you to do? How are you to act?

There's a fearful tragedy init."

"If you care for ny profession of faith as regards that, 1l
tell you that | don't believe there was any tradedy about it.
And this is why. To my mind, love...both the sorts of |ove,

whi ch you remenber Plato defines in his Banquet, served as the

test of men. Some nen only understand one sort, and some only
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the other. And those who only know the non-platonic |ove have no
need to talk of tragedy. In such |ove there can be no sort of
tragedy. |'mnuch obliged for the gratification, ny hunble
respects'--that's all the tragedy. And in plationic | ove there
can be no tragedy, because in that love all is clear and pure,

because..."

At that instant Levin recollected his own sins and the inner

conflich he had lived through. And he added unexpectedly:

"But perhaps you are right. Very likely...l don't know, | don't

know. "

"It's this, don't you see," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, "you're
very nmuch all of a piece. That's your stong point and your
failing. You have a character that's all of a piece, and you

wnat the whole of |life to be of a piece too--but that's not how
it is. You despise public official work because you want the
reality to be invariably corresponding all the while with the
aim-and that's not howit is. You want a man's work, too, always
to have a defined aim and love and famly |ife always to be

undi vi ded--and that's not howit is. Al the variety, all the

charm all the beauty of life is made up of |ight and shadow. "

Levin sighed and nade no reply. He was thinking of his own

affaris, and did not hear Obl onsky.

And suddenly both of themfelt that though they were friends,
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t hough they had been dining and drinking together, which should
have drawn them cl oser, yet each was thinking only of his own
affairs, and they had nothing to do with one another. bl onsky
had nore htan once experienced this extrene sense of al oof ness,

i nstead of intimacy, conming on after dinner, and he knew what to

do in such cases.

"Bill!" he called, and he went into the next room where he
pronmptly cane across and ai de-de-canp of his acquai ntance and
dropped into conversation with himabout an actress and her
protector. And at once in the conversation with the aide-de-canp
bl onsky had a sense of relaxation and relief after the
conversation with Levin, which always put himto too great a

mental and spiritual strain.

When the Tatar appeared with a bill for twenty-six roubles and
odd kopecks, besides a tip for hinself, Levin, who woul d anot her
time have been horrified, like any one fromthe cuntry, at his
share of fourteen roubles, did not notice it, paid, and set off
homewards to dress and go to the Shtcherbatskys' there to decide

his fate.

Chapter 12

The young Princess Kitty Shtcherbatskaya was eighteen. It was
the first winter that she had been out in the world. Her success
in society had been greater than that of either of her elder

sisters, and greater even than her nother had anticipated. To
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say nothing of the yound men who danced at the Moscow balls being
alnmost all in love with Kitty, two serious suitors had al ready
this first winter nade their appearance: Levin, and i mediately

after his departure, Count Vronsky.

Levin's appearance at the beginning of the winter, his frequent
visits, and evident love for Kitty, had led to the first serious
conversations between Kitty's parents as to her future, and to

di sputes between them The prince was on Levin's side; he said
he wi shed for nothing better for Kitty. The princess for her
part, going round the question in the manner peculair to women,
mai ntai ned that Kitty was too young, that Levin had done nothing
to prove that he had serious intentions, that Kitty felt no great
attraction to him and that she | ooked for a better match for her
daughter, and that Levin was not to her liking, and she did not
understand him when Levin had abruptly departed, the princess
was delighted, and said to her husband triunpantly: "You see

was right." When Vronsky appeared on the scene, she was stil
nore delighted, confirmed in her opinion that Kitty was to nmake

not sinply a good, but a brilliant match

In the nother's eyes there could be no conpari son between Vronsky
and Levin. She disliked in Levin his strange and unconproni sing
opi nions and his shyness in society, founded, as she supposed, on
his pride and his queer sort of |life, as she considered it,
absorbed in cattle and peasants. She did not very nmuch like it
that he, who was in love with her daughter, had kept coming to

t he house for six weeks, as though he were waiting for sonething,
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i nspecting, as though he were afraid he m ght be doing themtoo
great an honor by making an offer, and did not realize that a
man, who continually visits at a house where there is a young
unmarried girl, is bound to nmake his intentions clear. And
suddenly, wi thout doing so, he disappeared. "It's as well he's
not attractive enough for Kitty to have fallen in love with him?"

t hought the nother.

Vronsky satisfied all the nother's desires. Very wealthy,
clever, of aristocratic famly, on the highroad to a brilliant
career in the army and at court, and a fascinating man. Nothing

better could be wi shed for

Vronsky openly flirted with Kitty at balls, danced with her, and
came continually to the house, consequently there could be no
doubt of the seriousness of his intentions. But, in spite of
that, the nother had spent the hwole of that winter in a state of

terrible anxiety and agitation.

Princess Shtcherbatskaya had herself been married thirty years
ago, her aunt arranging the match. Her husband, about whom
everyt hing was well known before hand, had cone, |ooked at his
future bride, and been | ooked at. The match-maki ng aunt had
ascertai ned and comuni cated their nutual inpression. That

i npressi on had been favorable. Afterwards, on a day fixed
bef or ehand, the expected offer was made to her parents, and
accepted. Al had passed very sinply and easily. So it seened,
at least, to the princess. But over he own daughters she had

felt how far fromsinple and easy is the business, apparntly so
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comonpl ace, of marrying off one's daughters. The panics that

had been lived through, the thoughts that had been brooded over,
the noney that had been wasted, and the disputes with her husband
over marrying the two elder girls, Darya and Natalia! Now, since
t he youngest had come out, she was going through the sane
terrors, the same doubts, and still nore violent quarrels with
her husbant than she had over the elder girls. The old prince,
like all fathers indeed, was exceedingly punctilious on the score
of the honor and reputation of his daughters. He was

irrationally jealous over his daoughters, especially over Kitty,
who was his favorite. At every turn he had scenes with the
princess for conpronising her daughter. The princess had grown
accustoned to this already with her other daughters, but now she
felt that there was nore ground for the prince's touchiness. She
saw that of |ate years nmuch was changed in the nmanners of

society, that a nother's duties had becone still nore difficult.
She saw that girls of Kitty's age formed sonme sort of clubs, went
to some sort of lectures, nmxed freely in nmen's society; drove
about the streets alone, many of themdid not curtsey, and, what
was the nost inportant thing, all the girls were firmy convinced
that to choose their husbands was their own affair, and not their
parents'. "Marriages aren't nmade nowadays as they used to be,"
was t hought and said by all these young girls, and even by their
el ders. But how marri ages were nmade now, the princess could not

| earn from any one. The French fashion--of the parents arranging
their children's future--was not accepted; it was condemed. The
Engli sh fashion of the conplete indepnendence of girls was al so

not accepted, and not possible in Russian society. The Russian
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fashi on of match-making by the offices if internmedi ate persons
was for sonme reason considered unseemy; it was ridiculed by
every one, and by the princess herself. But how girls were to be
marri ed, and how parents were to marry them no one knew. Every
one with whomthe princess had chanced to discuss the matter said
the same thing: "Mercy on us, it's high time in our day to cast
off all that ol d-fashioned business. It's the houng peopl e have
to marry; nad not heir parents; and so we ought to | eave the

young people to arrange it as they choose." It was very easy for
any one to say that who had no daughters, but the princess
realized that in the process of getting to know each other, her
daughter might fall in love, and fall in love with sone one who
did not care to marry her or who was quite unfit to be her
husband. And, however much it was instilled into the princess
that in our tines young people ought to arrange their lives for
t hensel ves, she was unable to believe it, just as she would have
been unable to believe that, at any tine whatever, the nost
suitable playthings for children five years old ought to be

| oaded pistols. And so the princess whas nor4e uneasy over Kitty

t han she had been over her elder sisters.

Now she was afraid that Vronsky m ght confine hinmself to sinply
flirting with her daughter. She saw that her daughter was in
love with him but tried to confort herself with the thought that
he was an honorable man, and would not do this. But as the sanme
time she knew how easy it is, with the freedom of manners of
today, to turn a girl's head, and how lightly nmen generally
regard such a crine. The week before, Kitty had told her nother

of a conversation she had with Vronsky during a mazurka. This
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conversation had partly reassured the princess; but perfectly at
ease she could not be. Vronsky had told Kitty that both he and
his brother were so used to obeying their nother htat they never
made up their minds to any inportant undertaking wi thout
consulting her. "And just now, | aminpatiently awaiting mnmy

nmot her's arrival from Petersburg, as peculiarly fortunate,” he

told her.

Kitty had repeated this without attaching any significance to the
words. But her nother saw themin a different light. She knew
that the old | ady was expected fromday to day, that she would be
pl eased at her son's choice, and she felt it strange that he
shoul d not nmeke his offer through fear of vexing his nother
However, she was so anxious for the marriage itself, and stil
nore for relief fromher fears, that she believed it was so
Bitter as it was for the princess to see the unhappi ness of her

el dest daughter, Dolly, on the point of |eaving her husband, her
anxi ety over the decision of her youngest dauther's fate
engrossed all her feelings. Today, with Levin's reappearance, a
fesh source of anxiedty arose. She was afraid that her daughter
who had at one tine, as she fancied, a feeling for Levin, mght
fromextrene sense of honor, refuse Vronsky, and that Levin's
arrival mght generally conplicate and delay the affair so near

bei ng concl uded.

"Why, has be been here | ong?" the princess asked about Levin, as

they returned hone.
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"He canme today, mamm."

"There's one thing | want to say..." began the princess, and from

her serious and alert face, Kitty guessed what it would be.

"Mamma, " she said, flushing hotly and turning quickly to her
"pl ease, please don't say anything about that. I know, | know

all about it.

She wi shed for what her npther wi shed for, but the notives of her

not her's wi shes wounded her.

"I only want to say that to raise hopes..."

"Mamme, darling, for goodness' sake, don't talk about it. It's

so horrible to talk about it.

"I won't," said her nother, seeing the tears in her daughter's
eyes; "but one thing, ny love; you pronised nme you woul d have not

secrets fromnme. You won't?"

“Never, mamm, none," answered Kitty, flushing a little, and
| ooki ng her nother straight in the face, "but there's no use in
my telling you anything, and I...1...if | wanted to, | don't know

what to say or how...l don't know..."

"No, she could not tell an untruth with those eyes," thought the
not her, smling at her agitation and happi ness. The princess

smles that what was taking place just now in her soul seened to
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t he poor child so inmense and so inportant.

Chapter 13

After dinner, and till the beginning of the evening, Kitty was
feeling a sensation akin to the sensation of a young nman before a
battle. Her heat throbbed violently, and her thoughts woul d not

rest on anything.

She felt that this evening, when they would both neet for the
first tinme, would be a turning point in her life. And she was
continually picturing themto herself, at one nonent each
separately, and then both together. Wien she nmused on the past,
she dwelt with pleasure, with tenderness, on the nmenories of her
relations with Levin. The nmenories of chil dhood and of Levin's
friendship with her dead brother gave a special poetic charmto
her relations with him His love for her, of which she felt
certain, was flattering and delightful to her; and it was

pl easant for her to think of Levin. In her nenories of Vronsky
there al ways entered a certain el enent of awkwardness, though he
was in the highest degree well-bred and at ease, as though there
were sone false note--not in Vronsky, he was very sinple and
nice, but in herself, while with Levin she felt perfectly sinple
and clear. But, on the other hand, directly she thought of the
future with Vronsky, there arose before her a persepctive of

brilliant happiness; with Levin the future seened nisty.
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When she went upstairs to dress, and | ooked into the

| ooki ng-gl ass, she noticed with joy that it was one of her good
days, and that she was in conplete possession of all her
forces,--she needed this so for what |ay before her: she was

consci ous of external conposure and free grace in her novenents.

At hal f-past seven she had only just gone down into the draw ng
room when the footnman announced, "Konstantin Dmtrievitch

Levin." The princess was still in her room and the prince had
not come in. "So it is to be," thought Kitty, and all the bl ood
seemed to rush to her heart. She was horrified at her pal eness,
as she glanced into the | ooking-glass. At that nonent she knew
beyond doubt that he had come early on purpose to find her alone
and to nake her an offer. And only then for the first tinme the
whol e thing presented itself in a new, different aspect; only
then she realized that the question did not affect her only--with
whom she woul d be happy, and whom she | oved--but that she would
have that nonent to wound a man whom she |iked. And to wound him
cruelly. What for? Because he, dear fellow, |oved her, was in

love with her. But there was no help for it, so it nust be, so

it would have to be.

"My God! shall | myself really have to say it to hinP" she
thought. "Can | tell himl don't love hin? That will be a lie.
What am | to say to hinf That | |ove sone one else? No, that's

i mpossible. I'mgoing away, |'m going away."

She had reached the door, when she heard his step. "No! it's not

honest. What have | to be afraid of? I have done nothi ng w ong.
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VWhat is to be, will be! I'Il tell the truth. And with hi mone

can't be ill at ease. Here he is," she said to herself, seeing
his powerful, shy figure, with his shining eyes fixed on her
She | ooked straight into his face, as thought inploring himto

spare her, and gave her hand.

"It's not time yet; | think I'"'mtoo early,"” he said glancing
round the enpty drawi ng-room Wen he saw that his expectations
were realized, that there was nothing to prevent himfrom
speaki ng, his face becane gl oomny.

"Ch, no," said Kitty, and sat down at the table.

"But this was just what | wanted, to find you al one," be began,
not sitting down, and not |ooking at her, so as not to |ose

cour age.

“"Manma wi Il be down directly. She was very much

tired...Yesterday..."

She tal ked on, not knowi ng what her |ips were uttering, and not

taki ng her supplicating and caressing eyes off him

He gl anced at her; she blushed, and ceased speaking.

"I told you | did not know whether | should be here Iong...that

it depended on you..."
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She dropped her head | ower and | ower, not know ng herself what

answer she should make to what was comni ng

"That it depended on you," he repeated. "I neant to say...
meant to say...| cane for this...to be ny wife!" he brought out,
not knowi ng what he was saying; but feeling that the nobst

terrible thing was said, he stopped short and | ooked at her..

She was breathing heavily, not |looking at him She was feeling
ecstasy. Her sould was flooded with happi ness. She had never
anticipated that the utterance of |ove would produce such a
powerful effect on her. But it lasted only an instant. She
remenbered Vronsky. She lifted her clear, truthful eyes, and

seeing his desperate face, she answered hastily:

"That cannot be...forgive ne.” ... A nonent ago, and how cl ose
she had been to him of what inportance in his Iife! And how
al oof and renote from himshe had becone now

"It was bound to be so,"” he said, not |ooking at her

He bowed, and was nmeaning to retreat.

Chapter 14

But at that very nonent the princess canme in. There was a | ook
of horror on her face when she saw them al one, and their

di sturbed faces. Levin bowed to her, and said nothing. Kitty
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did not speak nor lift her eyes. "Thank God, she has refused
him" thought the nother, and her face lighted up with the
habitual smile with which she greeted her guests on Thursdays.
She sat down and began questioning Levin about his life in the
country. He sat down again, waiting for other visitors to

arrive, in order to retreat unnoticed.

Five mnutes later there came in a friend of Kitty's, married the

precedi ng wi nter, Countess Nordston.

She was a thin, sallow, sickly, and nervous woman, with brilliant
bl ack eyes. She was fond of Kitty, and her affection for her

showed itself, as the affection of nmarried wonmen for girls always
does, in the desire to make a nmatch for Kitty after her own idea
of married happi ness; she wanted her to marry Vronsky. Levin she
had often nmet at the Shtcherbatskys' early in the winter, and she
had al ways disliked him Her invariable and favorite pursuit,

when they net, consisted in making fun of him

"l do like it when he | ooks down at me fromthe height of his
grandeur, or breaks off his |earned conversation with me because
I"'ma fool, or is condescending to ne. | like that so; to see

hi m condescending! | am so glad he can't bear nme," she used to

say of him

She was right, for Levin actually could not bear her, and

despi sed her for what she was proud of and regarded as a fine

characteristic--her nervousness, her delicate contenpt and
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i ndi fference for everything coarse and earthly.

The Countess Nordston and Levin got into that relatio with one
anot her not sel dom seen in society, when two persons, who remain
externally on friendly terns, despise each other to such a degree
that they cannot even take each other seriously, and cannot even

be of fended by each ot her

The Countess Nordston pounced upon Levin at once.

"Ah, Konstantin Dmitrievitch! So you've come back to our corrupt
Babyl on, " she said, giving himher tiny, yellow hand, and
recalling what he had chanced to say early in the winter, that
Moscow was a Babyl on. "Cone, is Babylon refornmed, or have you

degener ated?" she added, glancing with a sinper at Kitty.

"It's very flattering for ne, countess, that you renenber ny

words so well," responded Levin, who had succeeded in recovering
hi s composure, and at once from habit dropped into his tone of
joking hostility to the Countess Nordston. "They nust certainly

make a great inpression on you."

"Ch, | should think so! |I always not themall down. Well, Kitty,

have you been skating again?..

And she began talking to Kitty. Awkward as it was for Levin to
wi t hdraw now, it would still have been easier for himto

perpetrate this awkwardness than to remain all the evening and
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see Kitty, who glanced at hi mnow and then and avoi ded his eyes.
He wason the point of getting up, when the princess, noticing

that he was silent, addressed him

"Shall you be long in Moscow? You' re busy with the district

council, though, aren't you, and can't be away for |ong?"

"No, princess, I'mno |onger a nenber of the council," he said.

"I have conme up for a few days."

"There's sonething the matter with him" thought Countess
Nor dston, glancing at his stern, serious face. "He isn't in his
old argunentative nood. But I'll draw himout. | do | ove naking

a foold of himbefore Kitty, and I'Il do it."

"Konstantin Dmtrievitch," she said to him "do explain to ne,

pl ease, what's the neaning of it. You know all about such things.

At home in our village of Kaluga all the peasants and all the
woren have drunk up all they possessed, and now they can't pay us
any rent. What's the neaning of that? You al ways praise the

peasants so."

At that instant another l[ady canme into the room and Levin got

up.

"Excuse ne, countess, but | really know nothing about it, and

can't tell you anything," he said, and | ooked round at the
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of ficer who cane in behind the | ady.

"That nust be Vronsky," thought Levin, and, to be sure of it,
glanced at Kitty. She had already had tinme to | ook at Vronsky,
and | ooked round at Levin. And sinply fromthe | ook in her eyes,
t hat grew unconsciously brighter, Levin knew that she | oved that
man, knew it as surely as if she had told himso in words. But
what sort of a man was he? Now, whether for good or for ill,
Levin coul d not choose but remain; he nust find out what the man

was |i ke whom she | oved.

There are people who, on neeting a successful rival, no matter in
what, are at once disposed to turn their backs on everything good
in him and to see only what is bad. There are people, on the

ot her hand, who desire above all to find in that lucky rival the
qualities by which he has outstripped them and seek with a

t hrobbi ng ache at heart only what is good. Levin belonged to the
second class. But he had no difficulty in finding what was good
and attractive in Vronsky. It was apparent at the first glance.
Vronsky was a squarely built, dark man, not very tall, with a
good- hunor ed, handsone, and exceedingly cal mand resolute face.
Everythi ng about his face and figure, fromhis short-cropped

bl ack hair and freshly shaven chin down to his loosely fitting,
brand-new uni form was sinple and at the sanme tinme el egant.
Maki ng way for the | ady who had cone in, Vronsky went up to the

princess and then to Kitty.

As he approached her, his beautiful eyes shone with a specially

tender light, and with a faint, happy, and nodestly triunpahnt
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smle (so it seenmed to Levin), bowi ng carefully and respectfully

over her, he held out his small broad hand to her

Greeting and saying a few words to every one, he sat down wi thout

once glancing at Levin, who had never taken his eyes off him

"Let ne introduce you," said the princess, indicating Levin.
"Konstantin Dmtrievitch Levin, Count Alexey Kirillovitch

Vronsky. "

Vronsly got up and, |ooking cordially at Levin, shook hands with
hi m

"I believe | was to have dined with you this winter," he said,
smling his sinple and open smle; "but you had unexpectedly |eft

for the country."

"Konstantin Dmitrievitch despises and hates town and us

t ownspeopl e, " said Countess Nordston.

"My words nust nmake a deep inpression on you, since you renenber

themso well," said Levin, and suddenly conscious that he had

said just the sane thing before, he reddened.

Vronsky | ooked at Levin and Countess Nordston, and snil ed.

“Are you always in the country?" he inquired. "I should think it

nmust be dull in the winter."
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"It's not dull if one has work to do; besides, one's not dull by

onesel f," Levin replied abruptly.

"I am fond of the country," said Vronsky, noticing, and affecting

not to notice, Levin's tone.

"But | hope, count, you would not consent to live in the country

al ways," said Countess Nordston.
"I don't know, | have never tried for long. | experience a queer
feeling once," he went on. "I never |longed so for the country,

Russi an country, with bast shoes and peasants, as when | was
spending a winter with my mother in Nice. Nice itself is dul
enought, you know. And i ndeed, Naples and Sorrento are only
pl easant for a short tinme. And it's just there that Russia cones
back to me nost vividly, and especially the country. It's as

t hough. .. "

He tal ked on, addressing both Kitty and Levin, turning his
serene, friendly eyes fromone to the other, and saying obviously

just what canme into his head.

Noti ci ng that Countess Nordstong wanted to say sonethng, he
stopped short wi thout finishing what he had begun, and listened

attentively to her.

The conversation did not flag for an instant, so that the

princess, who al ways kept in reserve, in case a subject should be
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I acki ng, two heavy guns--the relative advantages of classical and
of nmodern education, and universal mlitary service--had not to
nove out either of them while Countess Nordston had not a chance

of chaffing Levin.

Levin wanted to, and could not, take part in the genera
conversation; saying to hinself every instant, "Now go," he stil

did not go, as though waiting for sonething.

The conversastion fell upon table-turning and spirits, and
Count ess Nordston, who believed in spiritualism began to

descri be the marvel s she had seen

"Ah, countess, you really nust take nme, for pity's sake do take
me to see them | have never seen anything extraordi nary, though
I am al ways on the | ookout for it everywhere," said Vronsky,

sm |ing.

"Very well, next Saturday," answered Countess Nordston. "But
you, Konstantin Dmtrievitch, do you believe in it?" she asked
Levi n.

"Why do you ask ne? You know what | shall say."

"But | want to hear yor opinion."

"My opinion," answere Levin, "is only that this table-turning

sinply proves that educated society--so called--is no higher than
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the peasants. They believe in the evil eye, and in witchcraft

and omens, while we..."

"Ch, then you don't believe in it?"

"l can't believe in it, countess."

"But if I've seen it nysel f?"

"The peasant wonen too tell us they have seen goblins."

"Then you think | tell a lie?"

And she | aughed a mirthless |augh.

"Ch, no, Masha, Konstantin Dmitrievitch said he could not believe
init," said Kitty, blushing for Levin, and Levin saw this, and,
still nore exasperated, would have answered, but Vronsky with his
bright frank smile rushed to the support of the conversation

whi ch was threatening ot becone disagreeable.

"You do not admit the conceivability at all?" he queried. "But
why not? We adnmit the existence of electricity, of which we know
not hi ng. Way shoul d there not be some new force, still unknown

to us, which..."

"When electricity was di scovered," Levin interrupted hurriedly,
"it was only the phenonenon that was discovered, and it was

unknown from what it proceeded and what were its effects, and
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ages passed before its applications were conceived. But the
spiritualists have begun with tables witing for them and
spirits appearing to them and have only later started saying

that it is an unknown force."

Vronsky |istened attentively to Levin, as he always did |isten,

obviously interested in his words.

"Yes, but the spiritualists say we don't know at present what
this force is, but there is a force, and these are the conditions
in which it acts. Let the scientific men find out what the force
consists in. Not, | don't see why there should not be a new

force, if it..."

"Why, because with electricity,” Levin interrupted again, "every
time you rub tar against wool, a recognized phenonenon is
mani fested, but in this case it does not happen every tinme, and

so it follows it is not a natural phenonenon."

Feel i ng probably that the conversation was taking a tone too
serious for a draw ng-room Vronsky nmade no rejoinder, but by way
of tring to change the conversation, he smled brightly, and

turned to the | adies.

"Do let us try at once, countess," he said; but Levin would

finish sayi ng what he thought.

"I think," he went on, "that this attenpt of the spiritualists to
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explain their marvels as sonme sort of new natural force is nost
futile. They boldly talk of spiritual force, and then try to

subject it to material experinent."”

Every one was waiting for himto finish, and he felt it.

"And | think you would be a first-rate medium" said Countess

Nor dston; "there's sonething enthusiastic in you."

Levin opened his nouth, was about to say sonething, reddened, and

sai d not hi ng.

"Do ket us try table-turning at once, please," said Vronsky.

"Princess, will you allow it?"

And Vronsky stood up, looking for a little table.

Kitty got up to fetch a table, and as she passed, her eyes net

Levin's. She felt for himwith her whole heart, the npre because

she was pitying himfor suffering of which she was herself the

cause. "If you can forgive ne, forgive ne," said her eyes, "I am
so happy."
"I hate themall, and you, and nyself," his eyes responded, and

he took up his hat. But he was not destined to escape. Just as
they were arranging thensel ves round the table, and Levin was on
the point of retiring, the old prince cane in, and after greeting

the | adi es, addressed Levin.
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"Ah1" he began joyously. "Been here long, my boy? | didn't even

know you were in town. Very glad to see you." The old prince
enbraced Levin, and talking to himdid not observe Vronsky, who
had risen, and was serenely waiting till the prince should turn

to him

Kitty felt how distasteful her father's warnth was to Levin after
what had happened. She saw, too, how coldly her father responded
at last to Vronsky's bow, and how Vronsky | ooked with aniable
perplexity at her father, as though trying and failing to
under st and how and why any one could be hostilely disposed

towards him and she fl ushed.

"Prince, |let us have Konstantin Dmtrievitch," said Countess

Nordston; "we wnat to try an experinent."”

"What experinment? Tabl e-turning? Well, you nust excuse ne,

| adi es and gentlenen, but to my mind it is better fun to play the
ring gane,"” said the old prince, |ooking at Vronsky, and guessing
that it had been his suggestion. "There's sone sense in that,

anyway. "
Vronsky | ooked wonderingly at the prince with his resolute eyes,
and, with a faint smle, began inmmediatley tal king to Countess

Nordston of the great ball that was to cone off next week.

"I hope you will be there?" he said to Kitty. As soon as the old

prince turned away fromhim Levin went out unnoticed, and the
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| ast inpression he carried away with himof that evening was the
sm ling, happy face of Kitty answering Vronsky's inquiry about

the ball.

Chapter 15

At the end of the evening Kitty told her nother of her
conversatiion with Levin, and in spite of all thepity she felt
for Levin, she was glad at the thought that she had recdieve an
OFFER. She had no doubt that she had acted rightly. But after
she had gone to bed, for a long while she could not sleep. One

i mpression pursued her relentlessly. It was Levin's face, with
his scowing brows, and his kind eyes |ooking out in dark

dej ection below them as he stood listening to her father, and
gl ancing at her and at Vronsky. And she felt so sorry for him
that tears cane into her eyes. But i mediately she thought of
the man for whom whe had given nimup. She vividly recalled his
manly, resolute face, his noble self-possession, and the
good- nat ure conspi cuous in everything towards every one. She
remenbered the |ove for her of the man she |oved, and once nore
all was gadness in her soul, and she lay on the pillow, sniling
with happiness. "I"msorry, |I'msorry; but what could | do?

It's not my fault,” she said to herfelf; but an inner voice told
her sonmething el se. Whether she felt renporse at havi ng won
Levin's |l ove, or at having refused him she did not know. But her
happi ness was poi soned by doubts. "Lord, have pity on us; Lord,
have pity on us; Lord, have pity on us!" she repeated to herself,

till she fell asleep.
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Meanwhi | e there took place below, in the prince's little library,
one of the scenes so often repeated between the parents on

account of their favorite daughter

"What? 1'Il tell you what!" shouted the prince, waving his arms,
and at once wapping his squirrel-lined dressing-gown round him
again. "That you've no pride, no dignity; that you're

di sgracing, ruining your daughter by this vulgar, stupid

mat ch- maki ng1"

"But, really, for nercy's sake, prince, what have | done?" said

the princess, alnobst crying.

She, pleased and happy after her conversation wi th her duaghter
had gone to the prince to say good-ni ght as usual, and thought
she had no intention of telling himof Levin's offer and Kitty's
refusal, still she hinted to her husband that she fancied things
were practically settled with Vronsky, and that he woul d decalre
hi meel f so soon as his nother arrived. And thereupon, at those
words, the prince had all at once flown into a passion, and began

to use unseem y | anguage.

"What have you done? I'I|l tell you what. First of all, you're
trying to catch an eligible gentlenman, and all Mscow will be
talking of it, and with good reason. If you have evening
parties, invite every one, don't pick out the possible suitors.

Invite all the young bucks. Engage a piano-pl ayer, and let them
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dance, and not as you do things nowadays, hunting up good

mat ches. It makes nme sick, sick to see it, and you've gone on
till you've turned the poor wench's head. Levin's a thousand
times the better man. As for this little Petersburg swell
they're turned out by machinery, all in one pattern, and al
preci ous rubbish. But if he were a prince of the blood, ny

daughter need not run after any one."

"But what have | done?"

"Why, you've.." The prince was crying wathfully.
"I know if one were to listen to you," interrupted the princess,
"we should never marry our daughter. It it's to be so, we'd

better go into the country.”

"Well, and we had better."

"But do wait a minute. Do | try and catch then? | don't try to
catch themin the |least. A young man, and a very nice one, has

fallen in love with her, and she, | fancy..."

"Ch, yes, you fancy! And how if she really is in love, and he's
no nore thinking of marriage than I am ...Ch, that | should live
i magi ning that he was mmnicking his wife, made a mcing curtsey
at each word. "And this is how we're preparing wetchedness for

Kitty; and she's really got the notion into her head..."

"But what makes you suppose so?"
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"l don't suppose; | know. W have eyes for such things, though
woren-fol k haven't. | see a man who has serious intentions,
that's Levin: and | see a peacock, |ike this feather-head, hwo's

only anusing hinself."

"Ch, well, when once you get an idea into your head!..."
"Well, you'll renmenber my words, but too late, jsut as with
Dolly."

"Well, well, we won't talk of it," the princess stopped him

recol l ecting her unlucky Dolly.

"By all means, and good night!"”

And signing each other with the cross, the husband and wife

parted with a kiss, feeling that they each remained of their own

opi ni on.

The princess had at first been quite certain that that evening
had settled Kitty's future, and theat there culd be no doubt of
Vronsky's intentions, but her husband's words had disturbed her
And returning to her own room in terror before the unknown
future, she, too, like Kitty, repeated several tines in her

heart, "Lord, have pity; Lord, have pity; Lord, have pity."
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Chapter 16

Vronsky had never had a real hone life. H s nother had been in
her youth a brilliant society woman, who had had during her
mairried life, and still nmaore afterwards, many | ove affairs
notorious in the whole fashionable world. His father he scarcely

remenbered, and he had been educated in the Corps of Pages.

Leavi ng the school very young as a brilliant officer, he had at
once got into the circle of wealthy Petersburg arny men.
Al t hough he did go nore or less into Petersburg society, his |ove

affairs had always hitherto been outside it.

In Mbscow he had for the first time felt, after his |uxurious and
coarse |life at Petersburg, all the charmof intimacy with a sweet
and i nnocent girl of his own rank, who cared for him It never
even entered his head that there could be any harmin his
relations with Kitty. At balls he danced principally with her

He was a constant visitor at their house. He tal ked to her as
peopl e commonly do talk in society--all sorts of nonsense, but
nonsense to which he culd not help attaching a special neaning in
her case. Although he said nothing to her that he could not have
sai d before everybody, he felt that she was becom ng nore and
nor e dependent upon him and the nore he felt this, the better he
liked it, and the tenderer was his feeling for her. He did not
know that his npde of behavior in relation to Kitty had a
definite character, that it is courting young girls with no
intention of marriage, and that such courting is one of the evi

actions common anong brilliant young nen such as he was. It
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seened to himthat he was the first who had di scovered the

pl easure, and he was enjoying his discovery.

If he could have heard what her parents were saying that evening,
if he could have put hinself at the point ov view of the fanmly
and have heard that Kitty would be unhappy if he did not marry
her, he woul d have been greatly astoni shed, and woul d not have
believed it. He could not believe that what gave such great and
delicate pleasure to him and above all to her, could be wong.

Still less could he have believed that he ought to marry.

Marri age had never presented itself to himas a possibility. He
not only disliked famly life, but a famly, and especially a
husband was, in accordance with the veiws general in the bachel or
world in which he lived, concieved as sonething alien, repellant,

and, above all, ridicul ous.

But though Vronsky had not the | east suspicion what the parents
were saying, he felt on com ng away from the Shtcherbatskys' that
the secret spiritual bond which existed between himand Kitty had

grown so nuch stronger that evening that sone step nust be taken

But what step could and ought to be taken he coul d not imagine.

"What is so exquisite," he thought, as he returned fromthe

Sht cher bat skys', carrying away with him as he always did, a

delicious feeling of purity and freshness, arising partly from

the fact that he had not been snoking for a whole evening, and
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with it a new feeling of tenderness at her love for him-"what is
SO0 exquisite is that not a word has been said by me or by her
but we understand each other so well in this unseen |anguage of
| ooks and tones, that this evening nore clearly than ever she
told me she | oves ne. And how secretly, sinply, and nost of all
how trustfully! | feel nyself better, purer. | feel that | have
a heart, and that there is a great deal of good in ne. Those

sweet, |oving eyes! Wen she said: |Indeed | do...'

"Well, what then? Oh, nothing. It's good for ne, and good for

her." And he began wondering where to finish the evening.

He passed in review of the places he might go to. "Club? a gane
of bezi que, chanpagne with Ignatov? No, |'m not going. Chateau
des Fleurs; there | shall find Oblonsky, songs, the cancan. No,
I"'msick of it. That's why | like the Shtcherbatskys', that I'm
growi ng better. I'll go hone." He went straight to his room at
Dussot's Hotel, ordered supper, and then undressed, and as soon

as his head touched the pillow, fell into a sound sleep

Chapter 17

Next day at el even o' clock in the norning Vronsky drove to the
station of the Petersburg railway to nmeet his nother, and the
first person he cane across on the great flight of steps was

bl onsky, who was expecting his sister by the same train.

"Ah! your excellency!" cried Oblonsky, "whom are you neeting?"
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"My nother," Vronsky responded, smiling, as every one did who net
bl onsky. He shook hands with him and together they ascended

the steps. "She is to be here from Petersburg today."

"I was |ooking out for you till two o' clock |ast night. \Were

did you go after the Shtcherbatskys' ?"
"Hone," answered Vronsky. "I nmust own | felt so well content
yesterday after the Shtcherbatskys' that | didn't care to go

anywhere. "

"I know a gallant steed by tokens sure, And by his eyes | know a

youth in |ove,"

decl ai ned St epan Arkadyevitch, just as he had done before to

Levi n.

Vronsky smiled with a | ook that seened to say that he did not

deny it, but he pronptly changed the subject.

"And whom are you neetin?" he asked.

"I? 1've cone to neet a pretty woman," said Obl onsky.

"You don't say so!"

"Honi soit qui mal y pense! My sister Anna.”
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"Ah! that's Madame Karenina," said Vronsky.

"You know her, no doubt?"

"I think I do. O perhaps not...l really amnot sure," Vronsky
answered heedl essly, with a vague recollection of sonmething stiff

and tedi ous evoked by the nane Karenina.

"But Al exey Al exandrovitch, ny celebrated brother-in-law, you

surely must know. All the world knows him?"

"I know him by reputation and by sight. | know that he's clever,
| earned, religious sonewhat...But you know that's not ...not in

ny line," said Vronsky in English.

"Yes, he's a very renmarkabl e man; rather a conservative, but a

spl endid man," observed Stepan Arkadyevitch, "a splendid man."

"Ch, well, so nmuch the better for him" said Vronsky smiling
"Ch, you've conme," he said, addressing a tall old footman of his

not her's, standing at the door; "come here."

Besi des the charm Obl onsky had in general for every one, Vronsky
had felt of late specially drawn to himby the fact that in his

i magi nati on he was associated with Kitty.

"Well, what do you say? Shall we give a suppy on Sunday for the

di va?" he said to himwith a smle, taking his arm
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"OfF course. I"mcollecting subscriptions. Ch, did yo nake the

acquai ntance of ny friend Levin?" asked Stepan Arkadyevitch

"Yes; but he left rather early."”

"He's a capital fellow " pursued Oblsonsky. "Isn't he?"

"I don't know why it is," responded Vronsky, "in all NMbscow
peopl e- - present conpany of course excepted,” he put in jestingly,
"there's sonet hing unconprom sing. They are all on the

defensive, lose their tenpers, as though they all want to nake

one feel sonmething..."

"Yes, that's true, it is so," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, |aughing

good- hunor edl y.

"WIl the train soon be in?" Vronsky asked a railway official

"The train's signaled,” answered the nman.

The approach of the train was nmore and nore evident by the
preparatory bustle in the station, the rush of porters, the
novenent of policenen and attendants, and people neeting the
rain. Through the frosty vapor could be seen workmen in short
sheepski ns and soft felt boots crossing the rails of the curving
line. The his of the boiler could be heard on the distnat rails,

and the runmbl e of sonething heavy.
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"No," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, who felt a great inclination to
tell Vronsky of Levin's intentions in regard to Kitty. "No,

you' ve not got a true inpression of Levin. He's a very nervous
man, and is sometines out of hinor, it's true, but then he is
often very nice. He's such a true, honest nature, and a heart of
gol d. But yesterday there were special reasons,” pursued Stepan
Ar kadyevitch, with a neaning smle, totally oblivious of the
genui ne synpathy he had felt the day bvefore for this friend, and
feeling the sane synpathy now, only for Vronsky. "Yes, there

were reasons why he could not help being either particularly

happy or particularly unhappy."”

Vronsky stood still and asked directly: "How so? Do you nean he

made your bell e-soeur an offer yesterday?"

"Maybe," said Stepan Arkadyevitch. "I fancied sonething of the
sort yesterday. Yes, if he went away early, and was out of hunor
too, it nust nmean it...He's been so long in love, and |I'mvery

sorry for him"

"So that's it!...l should inmagine, though, she m ght reckon on a
better match," said Vronsky, drawi ng hinmself up and wal ki ng about
agai n, "thought I don't know him of course,” he added. "Yes,
that is a hateful position! That's why nost fellows prefer to
have to do with Klaras. |If you don't succeed with themit only
proves that you've not enough cash, but in this case one's

dignity's at stake. But here's the train.”
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The engi ne had already whistled in the distance. A few instants

| ater the platformwas quivering, and with puffs of steam hanging
lowin the air fromthe frost, the engien rolled up, with the

| ever of the mddle wheel rhythmically noving up and down, and
the stooping figure of the engine-driver covered with frost.
Behi nd the tender, setting the platformnore and nore slowy
swayi ng, canme the luggage van with a dog whining in it. At |ast

t he passenger carriages rolled in, oscillating before conming to a

standstill.

A smart guard junped out, giving a whistle, and after him one by
one the inpatient passengers began to het down: an officer of
the guards, holding hinself erect, and | ooking severely about
him a ninble little nerchant with a satchel, smiling gaily; a

peasant with a sack over his shoul der

Vronsky, stanking beside Obl onsky, watched the carriages and the
passengers, totally oblivious of this nother. Wat he had just
heard about Kitty excited and delighted him Unconsciously he
arched his chest, and his eyes flashed. He felt hinself a
conquer or .

"Count ess Vronskaya is in that conpartnment,” said the snart

guard, going up to Vronsky.

The guard's words roused him and forced himto think of his

not her and hi s approaching neeting with her. He did not in his

heard respect his nother, and w thout acknow edging it to
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hi rsel f, he did not |over her, though in accordance with the

i deas of the set in which he lived, and with his own education,
he coudl not have conceived of any behavior to his nmother not in
t he hi ghest degree respectful and obedient, and the nore
external |y obedi ent and respectful his behavior, the less in his

heart he respected and | oved her

Chapter 18

Vronsky followed the guard to the carriage, and at the door of
the conpartnent he stopped short to nmake room for a | ady who was

getting out.

Wth the insight of a man of the world, fromone glance at this
| ady' s appearance Vronsky classified her as belonging to the best
soci ety. He begged pardon, and was getting ito the carriage,

hbut felt he nust glance at her once nore; not that she was very
beautiful, not on account of the el egance and npdest grace which
were apparent in her whole figure, but because in the expression
of ther charming face, as she passed close by him there was
sonmet hi ng peculairly caressing and soft. As he | ooked round, she
too turned her head. Her shining gray eyes, that | ooked dark
fromthe thick |lashes, rested with friendly attentio on ;this
face, as though she were recognizing him and then pronplty
turned away to the passing crowd, as thogh seeking some one. In
that brief |ook Vronsky had tinme to notice the suppressed
eagerness which played over her face, and flitted between the

brilliant eyes and the faint smile that curved her red lips. It
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was as though her nature were so brinmm ng voer with sonething
that against her will it showed itself now in the flash of her
eyes, and now in her smle. Deliberately she shrouded the |ight
in her eyes, but it shone against her will in the faintly

perceptible snile.

Vronsky stepped into the carriage. H's nother, a dried-up old

lady with black eyes and ringlets, screwed up her eyes, scanning

her son, and smiled slightly with her thin lips. Getting up from

the seat and handing her maid a bag, she gave her little winkled

hand to her son to kiss, and lifting his head from her hand,

ki ssed hi mon the cheek.

"You got ny telegran? Quite well? Thank God."

"You had a good journey?" said her son, sitting down beside her

and involuntarily listening to a woman's voi ce outside the door

He knew it was the voice ofthe | ady he had net at the door

"All the sanme | don't agree with you," said the |lady's voice.

"It's the Petersburg view, nadane."

"Not Petersburg, but sinmply fem nine," she responded.

"Well, well, allow nme to kiss your hand."

"Good-bye, Ivan Petrovitch. And yould yo usee if ny brother is

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

here, and send himto nme?" said the lady in the doorway, and

st epped back again into the compartnent.

"Well, have you found your brother?" said Countess Vronskaya,

addressi ng the | ady.

Vronsky understood now that this was Madame Kanreni na.

“Your brother is here," he said, standing up. "Excuse ne, | did
not know you, and, indeed, our acquai ntance was so slight," said
Vronsky, bow ng, "that no doubt you do not renenber ne."

"Ch, no," said she, "I should have known you because your nother
and | have been talking, | think, of nothing but you all the
way." As she spoke she let the eagerness that would insist of
com ng out show itself in her smle. "And still no sign of ny

br ot her."

"Do call him Alexey," said the old countess. Vronsky stepped

out onto the platformand shouted:

"Obl onsky! Here!"

Madanme Karenina, however, did not wait for her brother, but
catchi ng sight of himshe stepped out with her |ight, resolute
step. And as soon as her brother had erached her, with a gesture
that struck Vronsky by its decision and its grace, she flung her
left armaround his neck, drew himrapidly to her, and kissed him

warmy. Vronsky gazed, never taking his eyes from her, and
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smled, he culd not have said why. But recollecting that his

nmot her was waiting for him he went back again into the carriage.

"She's very sweet, isn't she?" said the countess of Madane

Kar eni na. "Her husband put her with ne, and | was delighted to
have her. W' ve been talking all the way. And so you, |
hear...vous filez le parfait anour. Tant m eux, non cher, tant

m eux. "

"I don't know what you are referring to, maman," he answered

coldly. "Cone, maman, |et us go."

Madanme Kareni na entered the carriage again to say good-bye to the

count ess.
"Well, countess, you have net your son, and | ny brother," she
said. "And all ny gossip is exhausted. | shuld have nothing

nore to tell you.'

"Oh, no," said the countess, taking her hand. "I could go al
around the world with you and never be dull. You are one of
those delightful wonmen in whose conpany it's sweet to be silent
as well as to talk. Now please don't fret over your son; you

can't expect never to be parted.”

Madanme Kareni na stood quite still, holding herself very erect,

and her eyes were smling.
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"Anna Arkadyevna," the countess said in explanation to her son,
"has a little son eight years old, | believe, and she has never
been parted from him before, and she keeps fretting over |eaving

hi m

"Yes, the countess and | have been talking all the tine, | of ny

son and she of hers," said Madanme Karenina, and again a smle

lighted up her face, a caressing smle intended for him

"I am afraid that you nust have been dreadfully bored," he said,
pronptly catching the ball of coquetry she had flung him But
apparently she did not care to pursue the conversation in that

strain, and she turned to the old countess.

"Thank you so much. The tine has passed so quickly. Good-bye,

count ess. "

"Good-bye, ny love," answered the countess. "Let ne have a kiss
of your pretty face. | speak plainly, at nmy age, and |I tell you

simply that 1've lost ny heart ot you."

Stereotyped as the phrase was, Madane Kareni na obviously believed
it and was delighted by it. She flushed, bent down slightly, and
put her cheek to the countess's lips, dres herself up again, and
with the same snile fluttering between her |ips and her eyes, she
gave her hand to Vronsky. He pressed the little hand she gave
him and was dl ei ghted, as thogh at sonething special, by the
energetic squeeze with whhich she freely and vigorously shook his

hand. She went out with the rapid step which bore her rather
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fully-devel oped figure with such strange |ightness.

"Very charming," said the countess.

That was just what her son was thinking. His eyes foll owed her
till her graceful figure was out of sight, and then the snile
remai ned on his face. He saw out of the wi ndow how she went up
to her brother, put he armin his, and began telling him

sonmet hi ng eagerly, obviously sonething that had nothing to do

with him Vronsky, and at that he felt annoyed.

"Well, maman, are you perfectly well?" he repeated, turning to

hi s not her.

"Everyt hing has been delightful. Al exander has been very good,

and Marie has grown very pretty. She's very interesting.”

And she began telling himagain of what interested her nost--the
christening of her grandso, for which she had been staying in
Pet ersburg, and the special favor shown her el der son by the
Tsar.

"Here's Lavrenty," said Vronsky, |ooking out of the wi ndow, "now

we can go, if you like."

The ol d butler who had traveled with the countess, canme to the

carriage to announce that everything was ready, and the countess

got up to go.
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"Cone; there's not such a crowd now, " said Vronsky.

The maid took a handbag and the | ap dog, the butler and a porter
t he other baggage. Vronsky gave his nother his arnm but just as
they were getting out of the carriage several nmen ran suddenly by
with panic-stricken faces. The station-nmaster, too, ran by in

his extraordi nary col ored cap. Obviously sonething unusual had
happened. The crowd who had left the train were runni ng back

agai n.

"What ?. .. What ?. .. Where?...Flung hinmself!...Crushed!..." was heard
anong the crowd. Stepan Arkadyevitch, with his sister on his
arm turned back. THey too | ooked scared, and stopped at the

carriage door to avoid the crowd.

The |l adies go in, while Vronsky and Stepan Arkadyevitch foll owed

the crowmd to find out details of the disaster

A guard, either dunk or too nmuch nuffled up in the bitter frost,

had not heard the train noving back, and had been crushed.

Bef ore Vronsky and Obl onsky canme back the | adies heard the facts

fromthe butler.
bl onsky and Vronsky had both seen the nutil ated corpse.

bl onsky was evidently upset. He frowned and seemed ready to

cry.
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"Ah, how awful! Ah, Anna, if you had seen it! Ah, how awful!"

he sai d.

Vronsky did not speak; his handsonme face was serious, but

perfectly composed.

"Ch, if you had seen it, countess," said Stepan Arkadyevitch
"And his wife was there...It was awful to hee her!...She flung
herfelf on the body. They say he was the only support of an

i mense fam ly. How awful !

"Couldn't one do anything for her?" said Madane Karenina in an

agi tat ed whi sper.

Vronsky gl anced at her, and inmediately got out of the carriage.

“I'"'l'l be back directly, maman," he remarked, turning round in the

door way.

When he cane back a few minutes |ater, Stepan Arkadyevitch was
already in conversatin with the countess about the new singer
while the countess was inpatiently | ooking towards the door,
waiting for her son.

"Now | et us be off," said Vronsky, comng in. They went out
together. Vronsky was in front with his nother. Behind wal ked
Madanme Karenina with her brother. Just as they were going out of

the station the station-master overtook Vronsky.
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"You gave ny assistant two hundred roubles. Wuld yo kindly

expalin for whose benefit you intend then?"

"For the widow," said Vronsky, shrugging his shoulders. "I

shoul d have thought there was no need to ask."

"You gave that?" cried Oblonsky, behind, and, pressing his

sister's hand, he added: "Very nice, very nice! Isn't he a

splendid fell ow? Good-bye, countess."”

And he and his sister stood still, |ooking for her maid.

When they went out the Vronsky's carriage had already driven

away. People conming in were still talking of what happened.

"What a horrible death!" said a gentleman, passing by. "They say

he was cut in two pieces."

"On the contrary, | think it's the easiest--instantaneous,"”

observed anot her.

"How is it they don't take proper precautions?" said a third.

Madanme Kareni na seated herself in the carriage, and Stepan

Ar kadyevitch saw with surprise that her |ips were quivering, and

she was with difficulty restraining her tears.

"What is it, Anna?" he asked, when they had driven a few hundred
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yards.

"It's an onen of evil," she said.

"What nonsense!" said Stepan Arkadyevitch. "You' ve cone, that's

the chief thing. You can't conceive how |l'mresting ny hopes on

you.

"Have you known Vronsky | ong?" she asked.

"Yes. You know we're hoping he will marry Kitty."

"Yes?" said Anna softly. "Cone now, let us talk of you," she

added, tossing her head, as though she would physically shake off

sonet hi ng superfl uous oppressing her. "Let us talk of your

affairs. | got your letter, and here | am"

"Yes, all nmy hopes are in you," said Stepan Arkadyevitch

"Well, tell ne all about it."

And Stepan Arkadyevitch began to tell his story.

On reachi ng home bl onsky hel ped his sister out, sighed, pressed

her hand, and set off to his office.

Chapter 19
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VWhen Anna went into the room Dolly was sitting in the little
drawi ng-roomwith a white-headed fat little boy, already like his
father, giving hima lesson in French reading. As the boy read,
he kept twisting and trying to tear off a button that was nearly
of f his jacket. His nother had several tinmes taken his hand from
it, but the fat little hand went back to the button again. His

not her pulled the button off and put it in her pocket.

"Keep your hands still, Grisha," she said, and she took up her
work, a coverlet she had | ong been maki ng. She al ways set to
work on it at depressed nonents, and now she knitted at it
nervously, twitching her fingers and counting the stitches.
Though she had sent word the day before to her husband that it
was nothing to her whether his sister cane or not, she had made
everything ready for her arrival, and was expecting her

sister-in-law with enption.

Dolly was crushed by her sorrow, utterly swallowed up by it.
Still she did not forget that Anna, her sister-in-law, was the
wi fe of one of the npbst inportant personages in Petersburg, and
was a Petersburg grande danme. And, thanks to this circunstance,
she did not carry out her threat to her husband--that is to day,
she renenbered that her sister-in-law was com ng. "And, after
all, Anna is in no wise to blanme,"” thought Dolly. "I know
not hi ng of her except the very best, and | have seen nothing but

ki ndness and affection from her towards nyself." It was true
that as far as she could recall her inpression at Petersburg at

the Karenins', she did not like their household itself; there was
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something artificial in the whole framework of their famly life.

"But why should |I not receive her? If only she doesn't take it
into her head to console ne!" thought Dolly. "All consolation
and counsel and Christian forgiveness, all that | have thought

over a thousand tines, and it's all no use."

All these days Dolly had been alone with her children. She did
not want to talk of her sorrow, but with that sorrow in her heart
she could not talk of outside matters. She knew that in one way
or another she would tell Anna everything, and she was
alternately glad at the thought of speaking freely, and angry at
the necessity of speaking of her humiliation with her, his
sister, and of hearing her ready-nmade phrases of good advice and
confort. She had been on the | ookout for her, glancing at her

wat ch every mnute, and, as so often happens, let slip just that
m nute when her visitor arrived, so that she did not hear the

bel I .

Catching a sound of skirts and |ight steps at the door, she

| ooked round, and her care-worn face unconsciously expressed not

gl adness, but wonder. She got up and enbraced her sister-in-Iaw.

"What, here already?" she said as she kissed her

"Dolly, howglad | amto see you!"

"I amglad, too," said Dolly, faintly smling, and trying by the
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expression of Anna's face to find out whether she knew. "Mbst

likely she knows," she thought, noticing the synpathy in Anna's
face. "Well, cone along, I'll take you to your room" she went
on, trying to defer as long as possi ble the nonent of

confi dences.

"Is this &isha? Heavens, how he's grown!" said Anna; and
ki ssing him never taking her eyes off Dolly, she stood still and

flushed a little. "No, please, |let us stay here."

She took off her kerchief and her hat, and catching it in a |ock
of her black hair, which was a mass of curls, she tossed her head

and shook her hair down.

"You are radiant with health and happiness!" said Dolly, alnpst

with envy.

"I?...Yes," said Anna. "Merciful heavens, Tanya! You're the
same age as ny Seryozha," she added, addressing the little gir
as she ran in. She took her in her arnms and ki ssed her

"Delightful child, delightful! Show me themall."
She nentioned them not only renenbering the nanes, but the
years, nonths, characters, illnesses of all the children, and

Dol ly could not but appreciate that.

"Very well, we will go to them" she said. "It's a pity Vassya's

asl eep. ™"
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After seeing the children, they sat down, alone now, in the
drawi ng room to coffee. Anna took the tray, and then pushed it

away from her.

"Dolly," she said, "he has told ne."

Dolly | ooked coldly at Anna; she was waiting now for phrases of

conventional synpathy, but Anna said nothing of the sort.

"Dolly, dear," she said, "I don't want to speak for himto you,
nor to try to confort you; that's inpossible. But, darling, I'm

simply sorry, sorry frommy heart for you!"

Under the thick | ashes of her shining eyes tears suddenly
glittered. She noved nearer to her sister-in-law and took her
hand in her vigorous little hand. Dolly did not shrink away, but

her face did not lose its frigid expression. She said:

"To confort nme's inpossible. Everything' s |ost after what has

happened, everything' s over!"”

And directly she had said this, her face suddenly softened. Anna

lifted the wasted, thin hand of Dolly, kissed it and said:

"But, Dolly, what's to be doen, what's to be done? Howis it
best to act in this awful position--that's what you nust think

of .
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"All"s over, and there's nothing nore," said Dolly. "And the
worst of all is, you see, that | can't cast himoff: there are
the children, | amtied. And I can't live with hinm it's a

torture to nme to see him"

"Dolly, darling, he has spoken to ne, but | want to hear it from

you: tell nme about it."

Dolly | ooked at her inquiringly.

Synpat hy and | ove unfeigned were visible on Anna's face.

"Very well," she said all at once. "But | will tell you it from
t he begi nning. You know how | was married. Wth the education
mamma gave us | was nore than innocent, | was stupid. | knew
nothing. | know they say nen tell their w ves of their forner
lives, but Stiva"--she corrected herself--"Stepan Arkadyevitch
told me nothing. You'll hardly believe it, but till now

i magi ned that | was the only woman he had known. So | I|ived

ei ght years. You nust understand that | was so far from
suspecting infidelity, | regarded it as inpossible, and then--try
to imgine it--with such ideas, to find out suddenly all the
horror, all the | oathsoneness...You nust try and understand ne.
To be fully convinced of one's happiness, and all at once..."
continued Dolly, holding back her sobs, "to het a letter...his
letter to his mistress, my governess. No, it's too awful!" She
hastily pulled out her handkerchief and hid her face in it. "I
can understand being carried away by feeling," she went on after

a brief silence, "but deliberately, slyly deceiving ne...and with
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whon?. .. To go on being ny husband together with her...it's awful!

You can't understand..."

"Oh, yes, | understandl |I understand! Dolly, dearest, | do

understand, " said Anna, pressing her hand.

"And do you inmagine he realizes all the awful ness of ny
position?" Dolly resuned. "Not the slightest! He's happy and

contented."

"Ch, no!" Anna interposed quickly. "He's to be pitied, he

wei ghed down by renorse..."

"I's he capable of renorse?" Dolly interrupted, gazing intenely

into her sister-in-law s face.

"Yes. | know him | could not | ook at himw thout feeling sorry
for him We both know him He's good-hearted, but he's proud,

and now he's so humliated. What touched ne nost..." (and here
Anna guessed what woud touch Dolly npst) "he's tortured by two
things: that he's ashaned for the children's sake, and that,

| oving you--yes, yes, loving you beyond everything on earth," she
hurriedly interrupted Dolly, who would have answered "he has

hurt you, pierced you to the heart. No, no, she cannot forgive

me,' he keeps saying."

Dol Iy | ooked dreanily away beyond her sister-in-law as she
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|i stened to her words.

"Yes, | can see that his positionis awmful; it's worse for the

guilty than the innocent," she said, "if he feels that all the
m sery cones fromhis fault. But how am| to forgive him how am
| to be his wife again after her. For ne to live with himnow

woul d be torture, just because | |ove ny past love for him.."

And sobs cut short her word. But as though of set design, each
time she was softened she began to speak again of what

exasperated her.

"She's young, you see, she's pretty," she went on. "Do you know,
Anna, ny youth and ny beauty are gone, taken by whon? By hi m and
his children. | have worked for him and all | had has gone in
his service, and now of course any fresh, vulgar creature has noe
charm for him No doubt they talked of ne together, or, worse

still, they were silent. Do you understand?"

Agai n her eyes glowed with hatred.

"And after that he will tell me...Wat! can | believe hinf
Never! No, everything is over, everything that once nake by
confort, the reward of my work, and ny sufferings...Wuld you
believe it, I was teaching Grisha just now. once this was a joy
tome, nowit is a torture. What have | to strive and toil for?
Why are the children here? What's so awful is that all at once
my heart's turned, and instead of |ove nad tenderness, | have

not hi ng but hatred for him yes, hatred. | could kill him™"
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"Darling Dolly, | understand, but don't torture yourself. You
are so distressed, so overwrought, that you | ook at many things

m st akenly."

Dolly grew calmer, and for two mnutes both were silent.

"What's to be done? Think for ne, Anna, help ne. | have thought

over everything, and | see nothing."

Anna coul d think of nothing, but her heart responded instantly to

each word, to each change of expression of her sister-in-Iaw

"One thing I would say," began Anna. "I amhis sister, | know

his character, that faculty of forgetting everyting, everything"
(she waved her hand before her forehead), "that faculty ofr being
conpletely carried away, but for conpleting repenting too. He
cannot believe it, he cannot conprehend now how he can have acted

as he did."

"No; he understands, he understood!" Dolly broke in. "But

I...you are forgetting ne...does it make it easier for nme?"

"Wait a mnute. Wien he told nme, | will won | did not realize
all the awful ness of your position. | saw nothing but him,and
that the famly was broken up. | felt sorry for him but after
talking to you, | see it, as a wonan, quite differently. | see

your agony, and | can't tell you how sorry I amfor you! But,
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Dolly, darling, | fuly realize your sufferings, only there is one
thng I don't know, | don't know. ...l don't know how nuch | ove
there is still in your heart for him That you know- -whet her

there is enough for you to be able to forgive him If there is,

forgive him"

"No," Dolly was beginning, but Anna cut her short, kissing her

hand once nore.

"I know nmore of the world than you do," she said. "I know how
met like Stiva look at it. You speak of his talking of you with
her. That never happened. Such nmen are unfaithful, but their
home and wife are sacred to them Sonehow or other these wonen
are still |looked on with contenpt by them and do not touch on
their feeling for their famly. They draw a sort of line that
can't be crossed between themand their famlies. | don't

understand it, but it is so."

"Yes, but he has kissed her..."

"Dol Iy, hush, darling. | saw Stiva when he was in love with you.
| renmenber the tine when he canme to ne and cried, talking of you,
and all the poetry and |loftiness of his feeling for you, and
know that the |longer he has lived with you the loftier you have
been in his eyes. You know we have sonetimes | aughed at himfor
putting in at every word: Dolly's a nmarvel ous worman.' You have
al ways been a divinity for him and you are that still, and this

has not been an infidelity of the heart..."
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"But if it is repeated?”

"It cannot be, as | understand it..."

"Yes, but could you forgive it?"

"I don't know, | can't judge...Yes, | can," said anna, thinking a
nonment; and grasping the position in her thought and weighing it
in her inner bal ance, she added: "Yes, | can, | can, | can

Yes, | could forgive it. | could not be the sane, no; but |

could forgive it, and forgive it as though it had never been,

never been at all..."

"Oh, of course,"” Dolly interposed quickly, as though saying what
she had nore than once thought, "else it would not be
forgiveness. |If one forgives, it nust be conpletely, conpletely.
Conme, let us go; I'll take you to your room" she said, getting
up, and on the way she enbraced Anna. "My dear, how glad | am

you cane. It has made things better, ever so nmuch better.”

Chapter 20

The whol e of that day Anna spent at home, that's to say at the
bl onskys', and received no one, though sonme of her acquai ntances
had al ready heard of her arrival, and cane to call ;the same day.
Anna spent the whole norning with Dolly and the children. She

nmerely sent a brief note to her brother to tell himthat he must
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not fail to dine at hone. "Conme, God is nmerciful," she wote.

bl onsky did nine at honme: the conversation was general, and his
wi fe, speaking to him addressed himas "Stiva," as she had not
done before. In the relations of the husband and w fe the same
estrangenent still remained, but there was no tal k now of
separation, and Stepan Arkadyevitch saw the possibility of

expl anation and reconciliation

I mredi ately after dinner Kitty came in. She knew Anna

Ar kadyevna, but only very slightly, and she cane now to her
sister's with sone trepidation, at the prospect of neeting this
fashi onabl e Petersburg | ady, whom everyone spoke so highly of.

But she made a favorable inpression on Anna Arkadyevna--she saw
that at once. Anna was unnistakably adnmiring her |oveliness and
her youth: before Kitty knew where she was she found herself not
merely under Anna's sway, but in love with her, as young girls do
fall in love with ol der and married wonen. Anna was not |ike a
fashi onabl e | ady, nor the nother of a boy of eight years old. IN
the elasticity of her novenents, the freshness and the unfl aggi ng
eagerness which persisted in her face, and broke out in her snle
and her glance, she would rather have passed for a girl of

twenty, had it not been for a serious and at tinmes mournful | ook
in her eyes, which struck and attracted Kitty. Kitty felt that
Anna was perfeclty sinple and was conceal i ng not hing, but that
she had another higher world of interests inaccessible to her

conpl ex and poetic.

After dinner, when Dolly went away to her won room Anna rose
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qui ckly and went up to her brother, who was just lighting a

cigar.

"Stiva," she said to him w nking gaily, crossing himand

gl anci ng towards the door, "go, and God help you."
He threw down the cigar, understandi ng her, and departed through

t he doorway.

When Stepan Arkadyevitch had di sappeared, she went back to the
sof a where she had been sitting, surrounded by the children.

Ei ther because the children saw that their nother was fond of
this aunt, or that they felt a special charmin her htensel ves,
the two el der ones, and the younger following their |ead, as
children so often do, had clung about their new anunt since
before dinner, and woul d not |eave her side. And it had becone a
sort of gane anpbng themto sit a close as possible to their aunt,
to touch her, hold her little hand, kiss it, play with her ring,

or even touch the flounce of her skirt.

"Cone, cone, as we were sitting before," said Anna Arkadyevna,

sitting down in her place.

And again Grisha poked his little face under her arm and nestled

with his head on her gown, beaming with pride and happi ness.

"And when is your next ball?" she asked Kitty.
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"Next week, and a splendid ball. One of those balls where one

al ways enj oys oneself."

"Why, are there balls where one al ways enjoys onesel f?" Anna

said, with tender irony.

"It's strange, but there are. At the Bobrishtchevs' one al ways
enj oys onesel f, and atthe Nikitins' too, while at the Mezhkovs

it's always dull. Haven't you noticed it?"

"No, nmy dear, for me there are no balls now where one enjoys

onesel f," said Anna, and Kitty detected in her eyes that

nmysterious world which was not open to her. "For me there are

sonme |l ess dull and tiresone."

"How can YOU be dull at a ball?"

"Why should not | be dull at a ball?" inquired Anna.

Kitty perceived that Anna knew what anwer woul d follow.

"Because you al ways | ook nicer than anyone."

Anna had the faculty of blushing. She blushed a little, and

sai d:

“In the first place it's never so; and secondly, if it were, what

difference would it nake to nme?"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"Are you conming to this ball?" asked Kitty.

"I imagine it won't be possible to avoid going. Here, take it."
she said to Tanya, who was bulling the |oosely-fitting ring off

her white, slender-tipped finger

"I shall be so glad if yo go. | should so like to see you at a

bal |l ."

"Anyway, if | do go, | shall confort nyself with the thought that
it's a pleasure to you...Gisha, don't pull my hair. It's untidy

enough without that," she said, putting up a straying |ock, which

Gri sha had been playing wth.

"I imagine you at the ball in lilac."”

"And why in lilac precisely?" asked Anna, smling. "Now,

children, run along, run along. Do you hear? Mss Hoole is
calling you to tea," she said, tearing the children form her, and
sending themoff to the dining room

"I know why you press ne to cone to the ball. You expect a great
deal of this ball, and you want everyone to be there to take part
init."

"How do you know? Yes."

"Ch! what a happy tine you are at," pursued Anna. "I renenber,
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and | know that blue haze like the nmi st on the nountains in

Swi tzerl and. That m st which covers everything in that blissfu
time when childhood is just ending, and out of that vast circle,
happy and gay, there is a path grow ng narrower and narrower, and
it is delightful and alarmng to enter the ballroom bright and

splendid as it is...Wo has not been through it?"

Kitty smled without speaking. "But how did she go through it?
How | should |ike to know all her |love story!" thought Kitty,
recalling the unromantic appearance of Al exey Al exandrovitch, her

husband.

"I know something. Stiva told nme, and | congratul ate you.
liked himso nuch," Anna continued. "I met Vronsky at the railway

station."

"Ch, was he there?" asked Kitty, blushing. "Wiat was it Stiva

told you?"

"Stiva gossiped about it all. And | should be so glad...
travel ed yesterday with Vronsky's nother," she went on; "and his
not her tal ked wi thout a pause of him he's her favorite. | know

not hers are partial, but..."

"What did his nother tell you?"

"COh, a great deal! And | know that he's her favorite; still one
can see how chivalrous he is...Wll, for instance, she told ne

that he had wanted to give up all his property to his brother
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that he had done sonething extraordi nary when he was quite a
child, saved a woman out of the water. He's a hero, in fact,"”
said Anna, smling and recollecting the two hundred roubl es he

had gi ven at the station.

But she did not tell Kitty about the two hundred roubles. For
some reason it was disagreeable to her to think of it. She felt
that there was sonething that had to do with her init, and

sonmet hi ng that ought not to have been.

"She pressed ne very nmuch to go and see her,"” Anna went on; "and
| shall be glad to go to see her tonobrrow. Stiva is staying a
long while in Dolly's room thank God," Anna added, changing the
subj ect, and getting up, Kitty fancied, displeased with

somet hi ng.

"No, I"'mfirst! No, I!" screaned the children, who had finished

tea, running up to their Aunt Anna.

"All together,"” said Anna, and she ran |laughing to neet them and

enbraced and swung round all the throng of swarm ng children

shrieking with delight.

Chapter 21

Dolly came out of her roomto the tea of the grown-up people.

St epan Arkadyevitch did nto cone out. He nust have left his
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wi fe's roomby the other door.

"I amafraid you'll be cold upstairs,” observed Dolly, addressing

Anna; "l want to nove you downstairs, and we shall be nearer."

"Ch, please, don't trouble about ne," answered Anna, | ooking
intently into Dolly's face, trying to make out whether there had

been a reconciliation or not.

"It will be lighter for you here," answered her sister-in-Iaw.

"I assure you that | sleep evrywhere, and always |ike a nmarnot."

"What's the question?" inquired Stepan Arkadyevitch, com ng out

of his room and addressing his wife.

From his tone both Kitty and Anny knew that a reconciliation had

taken pl ace.

"I want to nove Anna downstairs, but we must hand up blinds. No

one knows how to do it; | nust see to it nyself,"” answered Dolly

adressing him

"God knows whether they are fully reconciled,” thought Anna,
heari ng her tone, cold and conposed.

"Ch, nonsense, Dolly, always making difficulties," answered her

husband. "Cone, 1'Il do it all, if you like..."
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"Yes, they nmust be reconciled," thought Anna.

"I know how you do everything," answered Dolly. "You tell WMatvey
to do what can't be doe, and go away yourself, leaving himto

make a nuddl e of everything," and her habitual, nocking smle

curved the corners of Dolly's |ips as she spoke.

"Full, full reconciliation, full," thought Anna; "thank God!" and
rejoicing that she was the cause of it, she went up to Dolly and

ki ssed her.

“"Not at all. Why do you always | ook down on nme and Matvey?" said
St epan Arkadyevitch, smling hardly preceptibly, and addressing

his wife.

The whol e eveningg Dolly was, as always, a little nmocking in her
tone to her husband, while Stepan Arkadyevitch was happy and
cheerful, but not so as to seem as though, having been forgiven,

he had forgotten his offense.

At hal f-pase nine o'clock a particularly joyful and pl easant
fam |y conversation over the tea-table at the Obl onskys' was
broken up by an apparently sinple incident. But this sinple

i ncident for sone reason struck everyone as strange. Tal king

about common acquai ntances in Petersburg, Anna got up quickly.

"She is in ny album" she said; "and, by the way, |I'Il show you

by Seryozha,"” she added, with a nother's snile of pride.
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Towards ten o' clock, when she usually said good-night to her son
and often before going to a ball put himto bed herself, she felt
depressed at being so far from him and whatever she was taling
about, she kept coing back in thought to her curly-headed
Seryozha. She longed to | ook at his photograph and talk of him
Sei zing the first pretext, she got up, and with her I|ight,
resolute step went for her album The stairs up to her room cane

out on the landing of the great warm nmain staircase.

Just as she was |eaving the drawing room a ring was heard in the

hal I .

"Who can that be?" said Dolly

"It's early for ne to be fetched, and for anyone else it's late,"
observed Kitty.

"Sure to be sonmeone with papers for ne," put in Stepan
Arkadyevitch. When Anna was passing the top of the staircase, a
servant was running up to announce the visitor, while the visitor
hi rsel f was standi ng under a | anp. Anna gl anci ng down at once
recogni zed Vronsky, and a strange feeling of pleasure and at the
same time of dread of something stirred in her heart. He was
standing still, not taking off his coat, pulling sonething out of
his pocket. At the instant when she was just facing the stairs,
he rai sed his eyes, caught sight of her, and into the expression

of his face there passed a shade of enparrassnent and di smay.

Wth a slight inclination of her head she passed, hearing behind
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her Stepan Arkadyevitch's loud voice calling himto cone up, and

the quiet, soft, nad conposed voice of Vronsky refusing.

When Anna returned with the al bum he was al ready gone, and

St epan Arkadyevitch was telling themthat he had called to

i nqui re about the dinner they were giving next day to a celebrity
who had just arrived. "And nothing would i nduce himto cone up.

What a queer fellow he is!" added Stepan Arkadyevitch

Kitty blushed. She thought that she was the only person who knew
why he had conme, and why he would not conme up. "He has been at
home," she thought, "and didn't find nme, and thought | should be

here, but he did not cone up because he thought it late, and

Anna's here."

All of them | ooked at each other, saying nothing, and began to

| ook at Anna's al bum

There was not hing either exceptional or strange in a man's

calling at half-past nine on a friend to inquire details of a

proposed di nner party and not coming in, but it seened strange to

all ofthem Above all, it seenmed strange and not right to Anna.

Chapter 22

The ball was only just beginning as Kitty and her nother wal ked

up the grat staircase, flooded with light, and lined with flowers
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and footrmen in powder and red coats. Fromthe roons canme a
constant, steady hum as froma hive, and the restle of novenent;
and while on the | anding between trees they gave | ast touches to
their hair and dresses before the mirror, they heard fromthe

bal | room the careful, distinct notes of the fiddles of the
orchestra beginning the first waltz. Alittle old man in
civilian dress, arranging his gray curls before another mrror
and diffusing an odor of scent, stunbled against themon the
stairs, and stood aside, evidently adnmring Kitty, whom he did
not know. A beardl ess youth, one of those society youths whom
the old Prince Shtcherbatsky called "young bucks,"™ in an

exceedi ngly open wai stcoat, straighteneing his white tie as he
went, bowed to them and after running by, canme back to ask Kitty
for a quadrille. As the first quadrille had already been given
to Vronsky, she had to pronise this youth the second. An

officer, buttoning his glove, stood aside in thedoorway, and

stroking his nustache, admred rosy Kitty.

Al t hough her dress, her coiffure, and all the preparations for

the ball had cost Kitty great trouble and consideration, at this
nonent she wal ked into the ballroomin her elaborate tulle dress
over a pink slip as easily and sinply as though all the rosettes
and | ace, all the mnute details of her attire, had not cost her
or her family a nmoment's attention, as though she had been born
inthat tulle and lace, with her hair done up high on her head,

and a rose and two | eaves on the top of it.

When, just before entering the ballroom the princess, her

nother, tried to turn right side out othe ribbon of her sash,
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Kitty had drawn back a little. She felt that everything must be
right of itself, and graceful, and nothing could need setting

straight.

It was one of Kitty's best days. Aher dress was not
unconfortabl e anywhere; her |ace berthe did not droop anywhere;
her rosettes were not crushed nor torn off; ;her pink slippers
wi th high holl owed-out heels did not pinch, but gl addened her
feet; and the thick rolls of fair chignon kept up on her head as
if they were her own hair. Al the three buttons buttoned up

wi thout tearing on the |Iong glove that covered her hand wi thout
concealing its lines. The black velvet of her |ocket nestles

wi th special softness round her neck. That vel vet was delicious;
at home, looking at the neck in the |ooking glass, Kitty had felt
that that velvet was speaking. About all the rest there night be
a doubt, but the velvet was delicious. Kitty smled here too, at
the ball, when she glanced at it in the glass. Her bare

shoul ders and arns gave Kitty a sense of chill marble, a feeling
she particularly liked. Her eyes sparkled, and her rosy |ips
could not keep fromsmling fromthe consci ousness of her own
attractiveness. She had scarcely entered the ballroom and
reached the throng of ladies, all tulle, ribbons, l|ace, and
flowers, waiting to be asked to dance--Kitty was never one of

t hat throng--when she was asked for a waltz, and asked by the
best partner, the first star in the heirarchy of the ballroom a
renowned director of dances, a married man, handsone and

wel | -built, Yegorushka Korsunsky. He had only just left the

Count ess Boni na, with whom he had danced the first half of the
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wal tz, and, scanning his kingdom-that is to say, a few couples
who had started danci ng--he caught sight of Kitty, entering, and
flewup to her with that peculiar, easy anble which is confined
to directors of balls. Wthout even asking her if she cared to
dance, he put out his armto encircle her slender waist. She

| ooked round for soneone to give her fan to, and their hostess,
smling to her, took it.

"How nice you've conme in good tine," he said to her, enbracing
her wai st; "such a bad habit to be late." Bending her |eft hand,
she laid it o his shoulder, and her little feet in their pink
slipprs began swiftly lightly, and rhythm cally noving over the
slippery floor intime to the nusic.

"It's arest to waltz with you," he said to her, as they fel
into the first slow steps of the waltz. "lIt's exquisite--such
lightness, precision." He said to her the sane thing he said to

almost |1 his partners whom he knew wel |

She snmiled at his praise, and continued to | ook about the room
over his shoulder. She was not like a girl at her first ball

for whomall faces in the ballroomnelt into one visio of
fairyland. And she was not a girld who had gone the stale round
of balls till every face in the ballroomwas faniliar and
tiresone. But she was in the nmiddle stage between these two; she
was excited, and at the sanme time she had sufficient

sel f-possession to be able to observe. In the left corner of the
bal | room she saw t he cream of society gathered together

Ther e--incredi bl ey naked--was the beauty Lidi, Korsunsky's wife;
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there was the | ady of the house; there shone the bald head of
Krivin, always to be found where the best people were. In that
direction gazed the young nen, not venturing to approach. There,
too, she descried Stiva, and there she saw the exquisite figure
and head of Anna in a black velvet gown. And HE was there.

Kitty had not heen him since the evening she refused Levin. Wth
her | ong-si ghted eyes, she knew himat once, and was even aware

that he was | ooking at her

"“Anot her turn, eh? You're not tired?" said Korsunsky, a little

out of breath.

"No, thank you!"

"Where shall | take you?"

"Madane Karenina's here, | think...take nme to her."

"Wher ever you comrand.”

And Korsunsky began waltzing with nmeasured steps straight towards
the group in the left corner, continually saying, "Pardon
mesdanes, pardso, pardon, nesdanmes"; and steering his course
through the sea of |eace, tulle, and ribbon, and not diarrangi ng
a feather, he turned his partner sharply round, so that her slim
ankles, in light transparent stockings, were exposed to view, and
her train floated out in fan shape and covered Krivin's knees.

Kor sunky bowed, set stright his open shirt front, and gave her
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his armto conduct her to Anna Arkadyevna. Kitty, flushed, took
her train fromKrivin's knees, and, a little giddy, |ooked round,
seeking Anna. Anna was not in lilac, as Kitty had so urgenly

wi shed, but in a black, |lowcut, velvet gown, show ng her ful
throat and shul ders, that | ooked as though carved in old ivory,
and her rounded arms, with tiny, slender wists. The whol e gown
was trimred with Venetial guipure. On her head, anobng her bl ack
hair--her own, with no false additions--was a little weath of
pansi es, and a bouquet of the sane in the black ribbon of her
sash anong white lace. Her coiffure was not striking. Al that
was noticeable was the little wilful tendrils of her curly hair
that woul d al ways break free about her neck and tenples. Round

her well-cut, strong nect was a thread of pearls.

Kitty had been seeing Anna every day; she adored her, and had

pi ctured her invariable in lilac. But now seeing her in black

she felt that she had not fully seen her charm She saw her now
as soneone quite new and surprising to her. Now she understood
that Anna could not have been in lilac, and that her charm was
just that she always stood out against her attire, that her dress
coul d never be noticeable on her. And her black dress, with its
sunptuous | ace, was not noticeable on her; it was only the frane,
and all that was seen was she--sinple natural, elegant, and at

the sane time gay and eager
She was standi ng hol ding herself, as always, very erect, and when

Kitty drew near the group she was speaking to the naster of the

house, her head slightly turned towards him
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“No, | don't throw stones,"” she was saying, in answer to

sonet hing, "though |I can't understand it," she went on, shruggi ng
her soul ders, and she turned at once with a soft snile of
protection towards Kitty. Wth a flying, fem nine glance she
scanned her attire, and made a nmovenent of her head, hardly
percepti bl e, but understood by Kitty, signifying approval of her
dress and her |ooks. "You cane into the room dancing," she

added.

"This is one of ny nmost faithful supporters,” said Korsunsky,
bowi ng to Anna Arkadyevna, whom he had not yet seen. "The
princess hel ps to nmake balls happy and successful. Anna

Ar kadyevna, a waltz?" he said, bending down to her

"Why, have yo nmet?" inquired their host.

"I's there anyone we have not nmet? My wife and | are like white

wol ves--everyone knows us," answered Korsunsky. "A waltz, Anna

Ar kadyevna?"

"I don't dance when it's possible not to dance," she said.

"But tonight it's inpossible," answered Korsunsky.

At that instant Vronsky cane up.

"Well, since it's inpossible tonight, let us start," she said,

not noticing Vronsky's bow, and she hastily put her hand on
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Kor sunsky' s shoul der.

"What is she vexed with himabout?" thought Kitty, discerning
that Anna had intentionally not responded to Vronsky's bow.
Vronsky went up to Kitty rem nding her of the first quadrille,

and expressing his regret that he had not seen her all this tine.

Kitty gazed in admiration at Anna waltzing, and listened to him
She expected himto ask her for a waltz, but he did not, and she
gl anced wonderingly at him He flushed slightly, and hurriedly
asked her to waltz, but he had only just put his armround her
wai st and taken the first step when the nusic suddenly stopped.
Kitty | ooked into his face, which was so close to her own, and

Il ong afterwards--for several years after--that |ook, ful of |ove,
to which he made no response, cut her to the heart with an agony

of shame.

"Pardon! pardon! Waltz! waltz!" shouted Korsunsky fromthe other
side of the room and seizing the first young | ady he cane across

he began danci ng hinsel f.

Chapter 23

Vronsky and Kitty waltzed several tines round the room After

the first waltz Kitty went to her nother, and she had hardly tine
to say a few words to Countess Nordston when Vronsky came up
again for the first quadrille. During the quadrille nothing of

any significance was said: there was disjointed tal k between
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t hem of the Korsunskys, husband and w fe, whom he described very
anmusi ngly, as delightful children at forty, and of the future
town theater; and only once the conversation touched her to the
qui ck, when he asker her about Levin, whether he was here, and
added that he liked himso nmuch. But Kitty did not expect nuch
fromthe quadrille. She | ooked forward with a thrill at her
heard to the mazurka. She fancied that in the nazurka everything
nmust be decided. The fact that he did not during the quadrille
ask her for the mazurka did not trouble her. She felt sure she
woul d dance the mazurka with himas she had done at former balls,
and refused five young nen, saying she was engaged for the

mazur ka. The whole ball up to the last quadrille was for Kitty
an enchanted vision of delightful colcors, sounds, and notions.
She only sat down when she felt too tired and begged for a rest.
But as she was dancing the last quadrille with one of the
tiresone young nen whom she coud not refuse, she chanced to be
vis-a-vis with Vronsky and Anna. She had not been near Anna
agai n since the beginning of the evening, and now agai n she saw
her suddenly quite new and surp4rising. SHe saw in her the signs
of that excitenment of success she knew so well in herself; she
saw that she was intoxicated with the delighted admration she
was exciting. She knew that feeling and knew its signs, and saw
themin Anna; saw the quivering, flashing light in her eyes, and
the smle of happiness and excitenment uncionsciously playing on
her lips, and the deliberate grace, precision, and |ightness of

her novenents.

"Who?" she asked herself. "All or one?" And not assisting the
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harassed young nman she was dancing with in the conversation, the
thread of which he had | ost and could not pick up again, she
obeyed with external liveliness the perenptory shouts of
Korsunsky starting themall into the grand rond, and then into
the chaine, and at the sane tinme she kept watch with a grow ng
pang at her heart. "No, it's not the adniration of the crowd has
i ntoxicated her, but the adoration of one. And that one? can it
be he?" Every tinme he spoke to Anna the joyous light flashed
into her eyes, and the smle of happiness curved her red |ips.
She seened to make an effort to control herself, to try not to
show t hese signs of delight, but they came out on her face

of t hensel ves. "But what of hinP" Kitty | ooked at himand was
filled with terror. What was pictured so clearly to Kitty in the
mrror of Anna's face she saw in him Wat had become of his

al ways sel f-possessed resol ute manner, and the carel essly serene
expression of his face? Now every tinme he turned to her, he pend
hi s head, as though he would have fallen at her feet, and in his
eyes there was nothing but hunble subm ssion and dread. "I would

not offend you," his eyes seemed every tinme to be saying, "but I
want to save nyself, and | don't know how." On his face was a

| ook such as Kitty have never seen before.

They were speaki ng of common acquai ntances, keeping up the nost
trivial conversatin, but to Kitty it seemed that every word they
said was deternmning their fate and hers. And strange it was

that they were actually tal king of how absurd Ivan |vanovitch was
with his French, and how the eletsky girl m ght have made a
better match, yet these words had all the while consequence for

them and they were feeling just as Kitty did. The whol e ball
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the whole world, everything seened lost in fog in Kitty's soul
Not hi ng but the stern discipline of her bringing-up supported her
and forced her to do what was expected of her, that is, to dance,
to answer questions, to talk, even to snile. But before the

mazur ka, when they were beginning to rearrange the chairs and a
few coupl es noved out of the smaller roons into the big room a
noment of despair and horror came for Kitty. She had refused
five partners, and now she was not dancing the mazurka. She had
not even a hope of being asked for it, because she was so
successful in society that the idea would never occur to any one
that she had remi ned di sengaged till now. She woul d have to

tell her nother she felt ill and go hone, but she had not the
strength to do this. She felt curshed. She went to the furthest
end of the little drawing room and sank into a | ow chair. Her
light, transparent skirts rose |ike a cloud about her sl ender

wai st; one bare, thin, soft,girlish arm hanging listlessly, was
lost in the folds of her pink tunic; in the other she held her
fan, and with rapid, short strokes fanned her burning face. But
while she | ooked like a butterfly, clinging to a bl ade of grass,
and just about to open its rainbow wings for fresh flight, her

heart ached with a horrible despair

"But perhaps I am wong, perhaps it was not so?" And again she

recalled all she had seen.

"Kitty, what is it?" said Countess Nordston, stepping noiselessly

over the carpet towards her. "I don't understand it."
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Kitty's lower lip began to quiver; she got up quickly.

"Kitty, you're not dancing the mazurka?"

“No, no," said Kitty in a voice shaking with tears.

"He asked her for the mazurka before ne," said Countess Nordston

knowi ng Kitty woul d understand who were "he" and "her." "She
said: Wiy, aren't you going to dance it with Princess

Sht cher bat skaya?"

"Ch, | don't care!" answered Kitty.

No one but she herself understood her position; no one knew that
she had just refused the man whom per haps she | oved, and refused

hi m because she had put her faith in another

Count ess Nordston found Korsunsky, with whom she was to dance the

mazurka, and told himto ask Kitty.

Kitty danced in the first couple, and luckily for her she had not
to tal k, because Korsunsky was all the tinme running about
directing the figure. Vronsky and Anna sat al nbst opposite her
She saw them with her |ong-sighted eyes, and saw them too, close
by, when they nmet in the figures, and the nore she saw of them
the nore convinced was she that her unhappi ness was copl ete. She
saw that they felt thensel ves alone in that crowded room And on
Vronsky's face, always so firm and i ndependent, she saw that | ook

that had struck her, of bew | dernent and hunbl e subm ssi veness,
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like the expression of an intelligent dog when it had done w ong.

Anna sniles, and her smile was reflected by him She grew

t houghtful, and he bacanme serious. Sone supernatural force drew
Kitty's eyes to Anna's face. She was fascinating in her sinple
bl ack dress, fascinating were her round arnms with their

bracel ets, fascinating was her firmnect with its thread of
pearls, fascinating the straying curls of her |oose hair
fascinating the graceful. |ight novenents of her little feet and
hands, fascinating was that lovely face in its eagerness, but

there was sonething terrible and cruel in her fascination

Kitty admired her nore than ever, and nore and nore acute was her
fuffering. Kitty felt overwhel ned, and her face showed it. When
Vronsky saw her, coming across her in the mazurka, he did not at

once recogni ze her, she was so changed.

"Delightful balll" he said to her, for the sake of saying
somnet hi ng.

"Yes," she answered.

In the mddle of the mazurka, repeating a conplicated figure,
newly invented by Korsunsky, Anna cane forward into the center of
the circle, chose two gentlemen, and sunmoned a | ady and Kitty.
Kitty gazed at her in dismay as she went up. Anna | ooked at her
wi th drooping eyelids, and smled, pressing her had. But,

noticing that Kitty only responded to her smile by a | ook of
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despair and amazenent, she turned away from her, and began gaily

tal king to the other |ady.

"Yes, there is sonmething uncanny, devilish and fascinating in

her," Kitty said to herself.

Anna did not nmean to stay to supper, but the naster of the house

began to press her to do so.

"Nonsense, Anna Arkadyevna," said Korsunsky, draw ng her bare arm
under the sleeve of his dress coat, "l've such an idea for a

cotillon! Un bijoul"

And he noved gradually on, trying to draw her along with him

Their hose sniled approvingly.

"No, | amnot going to stay," answered Anna, smiling, but in
spite ofher smile, both Korsunsky and the nmaster of the house saw

fromher resolute tone that she would not stay.

"No; why, as it is, | have danced nor at your ball in Mscow that
| have all the winter in Petersburg," said Anna, |ooking round at
Vronsky, who stood near her. "I must rest a little before ny

journey."”

"Are you certainly going tonorrow t hen?" asked Vronsky.

"Yes, | suppose so," answered Anna, as it were wondering at the

bol dness of his question; but the irrepressible, quivering
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brilliance of her eyes and her smile set himon fire as she said

it.

Anna Arkadyevna did nto stay to supper, but went hone.

Chapter 24

"Yes, there is something in be hatful, repul sive," thought Levin,
as he canme away from the Shtcherbatskys', and wal ked in the
direction of his brother's lodgings. "And | don't get on with

ot her people. Pride, they say. No, | have no pride. If | had

any pride, | should not have put nyslef in such a position." And
he pictured to hinself Vronsky, happy, good-natured, clever, and
sel f - possessed, certainly never placed in the awful position in
whi ch he had been that evening. "Yes, she was bound to choose
him So it had to be, and | cannot conplain of any one or
anything. | ammyself to blane. What right had | to inagi ne whe
would care to join her life to mine? Wiomam | and what am|? A
nobody, not wanted by any one, nor of use to anybody." And he
recall ed his brother Nikolay, and dwelt with pleasure on the

t hought of him "lsn't he right that everytthing in the world is
base and | oathsome? And are we fair in our judgnent of brother

Ni kol ay? OF course, fromthe point of view of Prokofy, seeing
himin a forn cloak and tipsy, he's a despicable person. But |
know himdifferently. | know his soul, and know that we are like
him And I, instead of going to seek himout, went out to dinner

and canme here." Levin wal ked up to a | anmppost, read his
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brother's address, which was in his pocketbook, and called a

sl edge. Al the long way to his brother's, Levin vividly
recalled all the facts famlair to himof his brother N kolay's
life. He renenbered how his brother, while at the university,
and for a year afterwards, had, in spite of the jeers of his
conmpanions, lived |like a nonk, strictly observing all religious
rites, services, and fasts, and avoiding every sort of pleasure,
especially wonen. And afterwards, how he had all at once broken
out: he had associated with the npost horrible people, and rushed
into the nost sensel ess debauchery. He renenbered | ater the
scandal over a boy, howm he had taken fromthe country to bring
up, and, in a fit of rage, ahd so violently beaten that
proceedi ngs were brought aginst himfor unlawfully woundi ng.
Then he recalled the scandal with a sharper, to whom he ad | ost
nmoney, and given a prom ssory note, and agai nst whom he had

hi msel f |1 odged a conplaint, asserting that he had cheated him
(This was the nmoney Sergey |vanovitch had paid.) Then he
remenbered how he had spent a night in the lockup for disorderly
conduct in the street. He renenbered the shameful proceedi ngs he
had tried to get up against his brother Sergey |vanovitch,
accusi ng himof not having paid himhis share of his nothers
fortune, and the |last scandal. when he had gone to a western
province in an official capacity, and there had got into trouble
for assaulting a village elder...It was all horribly disgusting,
yet to Levin ti appeared not at all in the sane disgusting |ight
as it inevitably would to those who did not know Ni kol ay, did not

know all his story, did not know his heart.

Levin remenbered that when N kol ay had been in the devout stage,
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the period of fasts and nonks and church services, when he was
seeking in religion a support and a curb for his passinate

t enperanment, every one, far from encouraging him had jeered at
him and he, too, with the others. They had teased him called

hi m Noah and Mnk; and, when he had broken out, no one had hel ped
him but every one had turned away fromthimw th horror and

di sgust.

Levin felt that, in spite of all the ugliness of his life, his
brother Nikolay, in his sould, in the very deptsh of his soul
was no nore in the wong thant the people who despised him He
was not to blame for having been born with his unbridled

tenperament and his sonehow limted intelligence. But he had

al ways wanted to be good. "I will tell himeverything, wthout
reserve, and I will make him speak w thout reserve, too, and I'|
show himthat | love him and so understand him" Levin resol ved

to hinself, as, towards el even o' clock, he reached the hotel of

whi ch he had the address.

"At the top, 12 and 13," the porter answered Levin's inquiry.

"At home?"

"Sure to be at home."

The door of No. 12 was half open, and there came out into the

streak of light htick fumes of cheap, poor tobacco, and the sound

of a voice, unknown to Levin; but he knw at once that his brother
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was there; he heard his cough

As he went in the door, the unknown voice was saying:

"It all depends with how much judgnent and know edge the thing's

done. "

Konstantin Levin | ooked in at the door, and saw that the speaker
was a young man with an i nmense shock of hair, wearing a Russian
jerkin, and that a pockmarked wonman in a wool en gown, without
collar or cuffs, was sitting on the sofa. Hi s brother was not to
be seen. Konstantin felt a sharp pang at his heart at the

t hought of the strange conpany in which his brother spent his
life. No one had heard him and Konstantin, taking off his

gol oshes, listened to what the gentleman in the jerkin was

sayi ng. He was speaki ng of sone enterprise.

"Well, the devil flay them the privileged classes," his

brother's voice responded, with a cough. "Masha! get us sone

supper and some wine if there's any left; or else go and get

sone.

The wonan rose, canme out from behind the screen, and saw

Konst anti n.

"There's sonme gentleman, Nikolay Dmtrievtich," she said.

"Whom do you want?" said the voice of N kolay Levin, angrily.
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"It's |I," answered Konstantin Levin, comng forward into the
light.
"Who's 1?" Nikolay's voice said again, still nore angrily. He

could be heard getting up hurriedly, stumbling agai nst sonehting,
and Levin saw, facing himi the doorway, the big, scared eyes,
and the huge, thin, stooping figure of his brother, so famlair

and yet astonishing in it weirdness and sickliness.

He was even thinner than three years before, when Konstantin
Levin had seen himlast. He was wearing a short coat, and his
hands and bi g bones seened huger htan ever. His hair had grown
thinner, the sanme traight nustaches hid his lips, the sane eyes

gazed strangely and naively at his visitor

"Ah, Kostya!" he excl ai ned suddenly, recognizing his brother, and
his eyes |it up with joy. But the sane second he | ooked round at
the young man, and gave the vervous jerk of his head and neck
that Konstantin knew so well, as if his neckband hurt hinm and a
quite different expressiion, wild, suffering, and cruel, rested

on his enmnci ated fact.

"I wote to you nad Sergey |vanovitch botyh that | don't know you

and don't want to know you. What is it you want?"

He was not at all the same as Konstantin had been fancying him

The worst and nost tiresome part of his character, what nade al

relation with himso difficult, had been forgotten by Konstantin
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Levin when he thought of him and now, when he saw his face, and
especially that nervous twi tching of his head, he remenbered it

all.

"I didn't want to see you for anythng," he answered timdly.

"I'"ve sinply conme to see you."

His brother's timdity obviously softened Nikolay. His |ips

tw tched.

"Ch, so that's it?" he said. "Well, cone in; sit down. Like

some supper? Masha, bring supper for three. No. stop a mnute.
Do you know who this is?" he said, addressing his brither, and
indicating the gentleman in the jerkin: "This is M. Kritsky, ny
friend fromKiev, a very remarkable man. He's persecuted by the

police, of course, because he's not a scoundrel."

And he | ooked round in the way he always did at every one in the
room Seeing that the woman standing in the doorway was noving
to go, he shouted to her, "WAit a mnute, | said.” And with the
inability to express hinself, the incoherence that Konstantin
knew so wel |, he began, with another |ook round at every one, to
tell his brother Kritsky's story: how he had been expelled from
the university for starting a benefit society for the poor
students and Sunday schools; and how he had afterwards been a
teacher in a peasant school, and how he had been driven out of

that too, and had afterwards been condenmed for sonething.

"You're of the Kiev university?" said Konstantin Levin to
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Kritsky, to break the awkward silence that foll owed

"Yes, | was of Kiev," Kritsky replied angrily, his face

dar keni ng.

"And this worman," Ni kolay Levin interrupted him pointing to her,
"is the partner of my life, Marya Ni kol aevna. | took her out of

a bad house," and he jerked his neck saying this; "but | |ove her
and respect her, and any one who wants to know ne," he added,

rai sing his voice and knitting his brows, "I beg to | ove her and
respec her. She's just the sanme as ny wife, just the sane. So
now you know whom you've to to do with. And if you think you're

| owering ourself, well, here's the foor, there's the door."

And again his eyes traveled inquiringly over all of them

"Why | should be | owering nyself, | don't understand."

"Then, Masha, tell themto bring supper; three portions, spirits

and wine...No, wait a mnute...No, it doesn't matter...Go al ong.

Chapter 25

"So you see," pursued Nikolay Levin, painfully winkling his

forhead and twi tching.

It was obviously difficult for himto think of what to say and
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do.

"Here, do you see?"...He pointed to some sort of iron bars,
fastened togethr with strings, lying in a corner of the room
"Do you see that? That's the beginning of a newthing we're

going into. It's a productive association..."

Konstantin scarcely heard him He | ooked into his sickly,
consunptive face, and he was nore and nore sorry for him and he
could not force hinself to listen to what his brother was telling
hi m about the association. He saw that this association was a
mere anchor to save himfrom sel f-copntenpt. Nikolay Levin went

on tal ki ng.

"You know that capital oppresses the |aborer. The | aborers with
us, the peasants, bear all the burden of |abor, and are so placed
t hat however much they work they can't escapte fromtheir
position of beasts of burden. Al the profits of |abor, on which
they might inprove their position, and gain |leisure for

t hemsel ves, and after that education, all the surplus values are
taken fromthem by the capitalists. And society's so constituted
that the harder they work, the greater the profit of the

mer chants and | andowners, while they stay beasts of burden to the
end. And that state of things nust be changed,"” he finished up

and he | ooked questioningly at his brother

"Yes, of course,” said Konstantin, |ooking at the patch of red

that had conme out on his brother's projecting cheek bones.
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"And so we're founding a | ocksniths' association, where all the
production and profit and the chief instruments of production

will be in common."

"Where is the association to be?" asked Konstantin Levin.

“I'n the village of Vozdrem Kazan governnent."

"But why in a village? In the villages, | think, there is plenty

of work as it is. Wiy a |locksmths' association in a village?"

"Why? Because the peasants are just as nuch slaves as they ever
were, and that's why you and Sergey |vanovitch don't |ike people
to try and get themout of their slavery,” said Nikolay Levin,

exasperated by the objection

Konstantin Levin sighed, |ooking nmeanwhil e about the cheerl ess
and dirty room This sigh seenmed to exasperate Ni kolay stil
nore.

"I know your and Sergey Ivanovitch's aristocratic views. | know
that he applies all the power of his intellect to justify

existing evils."

"No; and what do you tal k of Sergey lvanovitch for?" said Levin,

sm |ing.

"Sergey lvanovitch? I'Il tell you what for!" N kolay Levin
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shri eked suddenly at the nane of Sergey lvanovitch. "I'Il tell
you what for...But what's the use of talking? There's only one
thing...Wat did you come to ne for? You | ook down on this, and
you're welcone to,--and go away, in God's nane go away!" he

shri eked, getting up fromhis chair. "And go away, and go away!"

"l don't |look down on it at all,"” said Konstantin Levin timdly.

"I don't even dispute it."

At that instnat Marya N kol aevna came back N kol ay Levin | ooked
round angrily at her. She went quickly to him and whispered

sonet hi ng.

"I"'mnot well; I've grown irritable," said Ni kolay Levin, getting
cal mer and breathing painfuly; "and then you talk to me of Sergey
I vanovitch and his article. It's such rubbish, such lying, such
sel f-deception. What can a man write of justic who knows nothing
of it? Have you read his article?" he asked Kritsky, sitting

down again at the table, and noving back off half of it the
scattered cigarettes, so as to clear a space

“I"ve not read it," Kritsky responded gloon |y, obviously not

desiring to enter into the conversation

"Why not ?" said N kolay Levin, now turning with exasperation upon

Kritsky.

"Because | didn't see the use of wasting ny time over it."
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"Oh, but excuse ne, how did you know it would be wasting your
time? That article's too deep for many people--that's to say
it's over their heads. But with ne, it's another thing; | see

through his ideas, and | know where its weakness lies."

Every one was nute. Kritsky got up deliberately and reached his

cap.

"Wn't you have supper? All right, good-bye! Cone round

tonobrrow with the |locksmth."

Kritsky had hardly gone out when Ni kolay Levin sniled and w nked.

"He's no good either,"” he said. "I see, of course..."

But at that instant Kritsky, at the door, called him..

"What do you want now?" he said, and went out to himin the

passage. Left alone with Marya N kol aevna, Levin turned to her

"Have you been long with nmy brother?" he said to her

"Yes, nore than a year. N kolay Dnmitrievitch's health has becone

very poor. Nikolay Dmitrievitch drinks a great deal," she said.

"That is...how does he drink?"

"Drinks vodka, and it's bad for him"
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"And a great deal ?" whispered Levin.

"Yes," she said, looking timdly towards the doorway, where

Ni kol ay Levin had reappeared.

"What were you tal ki ng about?" he said, knitting his brows, and

turning his scarred eyes fromone to the other. "Wat was it?"

"Ch, nothing," Konstantin answered in confusion.

"Ch, if you don't want to say, don't. Only it's no good your
talking to her. She's a wench, and you're a gentleman," he said
with a jerk of the neck. "You understand everythng, | see, and
have taken stock of everything, and | ook with comm seration on ny

shortcom ngs,"” he began again, raising his voice.
“"Ni kolay Dmitrievitch, N kolay Dmtirevitch," whispered Marya

Ni kol aevna, again going up to him

"Ch, very well, very well!...But where's the supper? Ah, here it

is," he said, seeing a waiter with a tray. "Here, set it here,"
he added angrily, and pronptly seizing the vodka, he poured out a
gl assful and drank it greedily. "Like a drink?" he turned to his

brother, and at once becane better hunored.

"Well, enough of Sergey Ivanovitch. I'mglad to see you, anyway.
After all's said and done, we're not strangers. Cone, have a

drink. Tell ne what you're doing," he wnt on, greedily nuching a
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pi ece of bread, and pouring out another glassful. "How are you
l'iving?"
“I live alone in the country, as | used to. |'m busy | ooking

after the land," answered Konstantin, watching with horror the
greedi ness with which his brother ate and drank, and trying to

conceal that he noticed it.

Why don't you get married?"

"It hasn't happened so," Konstantin answered, reddening a little.

"Why not? For nme now...everything's at an end! |'ve made a ness

of my life. But this |I've said, and | say still, that if my

share had been gi vben ne when | needed it, ny whole |life would

have been different."

Konstantin nmade haste to change the conversation.

"Do you know your little Vanya's with ne, a clerk in the

counti nghouse at Pokrovskoe."

Ni kol ay jerked his neck, and sank into thought.

"Yes, tell nme what's going on at Pokrovskoe. |Is the house
standing still, and the birch trees, and our school roon? And

Philip the gardener, is he living? How | remenber the arbor and

the seat! Now mind and don't alter anything in the house, but
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make haste and get nmarried, and make everything as it used to be

agains. Then I'Il cone and see you, if your wife is nice."

"But cone to nme now," said Levin. "How nicely we would arrange

it

I'"d cone and see you if | were sure |I should not find Sergey

| vanovi tch. "

"You wouldn't find himthere. | live quite independently of
him ™

"Yes, but say what you like, you will have to choose between ne

and him" he said, looking timdly into his brother's face.
This timdity touch Konstantin.

"If you want to hear my confession of faith on the subject, |
tell you that in your quarrel with Sergey |vanovitch | take
neither side. You' re both wong. You're nore wong externally,
and he inwardly."

"“Ah, ah! You see that, you see that!" N kolay shouted joyfully.

"But | personally value friendly relations with you nore

because..."

"Vihy, why?"

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

Konstantin could not say that he valued it nore because Ni kol ay
was unhappy, and needed affection. But N kolay knew that this
was just what he neant to say, and scowling he took up the vodka

agai n.

"Enough, Nikolay Dmitrievitch!" said Marya Ni kol aevna, stretching

out her plunp, bare armtowards the decanter

"Let it be! Don't insist! I'll beat you!" he shouted.

Marya N kol aevna sniled a sweet and good- hunored smle, which was

at once reflected on N kolay's face, and she took the bottle.

"And do you suppose she understands nothi ng?" said N kolay. "She
understands it all better than any of us. Isn't it true there's

sonet hi ng good and sweet in her?"

"Were you never before in Moscow?" Konstantin said to her, for

t he sade of saying sonething.

"Only you nmustn't be polite and stiff with her. It frightens
her. No one ever spoke to her so but the justices of the peace
who tried her for trying to get out of a house of ill-fane.
Mercy on us, the senselessness in the world!"™ he cried suddenly.
"These new institutions, these justices of the peace, rura

councils, what hideiousness it all is!"

And he began to enlarge on his encounters with the new
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institutions.

Konstantin Levin heard him and the disbielief in the sense of
all public institutions, which he shared with him and often
expressed, was distasteful to himnow fromhis brother's |ips.

"In another world we shall understand it all,"” he said lightly.
“I'n another world! Ah, | don't like that other world! | don't
like it," he said, letting his scared eyes rest on his brother's
eyes. "Here one would think that to get out of all the baseness
and the ness, one's own and other people's, would be a good
thing, and yet |I'mafraid of death, awfully afraid of death." He
shuddered. "But do drink sonmething. Would you |like sone
chanpagne? Or shall be go sonewhere? Let's go to the Gypsies!

Do you know I have got so fond of the Gypsies and Russi an songs.

Hi s speech had bugun to falter, and he passed abruptly from one
subj ect to another. Konstantin with the help of Masha persuaded

himnot to go out anywhere, and got himto bed hopel essly drunk

Masha prom sed to wite to Konstantin in case of need, and to

persuade Ni kolay Levin to go and stay with his brother.

Chapter 26

In the norning Konstantin Levin left Mbscow, and towards evening

he reached hone. On the journey in the train he talked to his
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nei ghbors about politics and the new railways, and, just as in
Moscow, he was overcone by a sense of confusion of ideas,

di ssatisfaction with hinself, shame of sonethng or other. But
when he got out at hi won station, when he saw his one-eyes
coachman, lgnat, with the collar of his coat turned up; when, in
the dimlight reflected by thestation fires, he saw his own

sl edge, his own horses with their tails tied up, in their harness
trimmed with rings and tassels; when the coachman |Ignat, as he
put in his luggage, told himthe village news, that the
contractor had arrived, and that Pava had cal ved,--he felt that
little by little the confusion was clearing up, and the shanme and
sel f-di ssatisfaction were passing away. He felt this at the nere
sight of Ignat and the horses; but when he had ut on the
sheepski n brought for him had sat down wapped in the sl edge,
and had driven off pondering on the work that |lay before himin
the village, and staring at the side-horse, that had been his
saddl e- horse, past his prinme now, but a spirited beast fromthe
Don, he began to see what had happened to himin quite a
different light. He felt hinself, and did not want to be any one
el se. Al he wanted now was to be better than before. In the
first place he resolved that fromthat day he would give up
hopi ng for any extraordi nary happi ness, such as narriage nust
have given him and consequently he wul d not so di sdain what he
really had. Secondly, he would never again let hinself give way
to | ow passion, the nenory of which had so tortured hi mwhen he
had been making up his nmnd to make an offer. Then renenbering
hi s brother N kolay, he resolved to hinself that he woul d never

allow himself to forget him that he would follow himup, and not
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| ose sight of him so as to be ready to help when things should
go ill with him And that would be soon, he felt. Then, too,

his brother's talk of communism which he had treated so lightly
at the time, now made himthink. He considered a revolution in
econim c conditions nonsense. But he always felt the injustice
of his own abundance in conparison with the poverty of the
peasants, and now he determ ned thgat so as to feel quite in the
right, though he had worked hard and lived by no neans

| uxuriously before, he would now work still harder, and would
all ow himsel f even less luxury. And all this seened to him so
easy a conquest over hinmself that he spent the whle drive in the
pl easant est daydreans. Wth a resolute feeling of hope in a new,

better life, he reached home before nine o'clock at night.

The snow of the little quadrangl e before the house was lit up by
a light in the bedroom w ndows of his old nurse, Agafea

M hal ovna, who perforned the duties of housekeeper in his huse.
She was not yet asl eep. Kouznma, waked up by her, cane sidling
sleepily out onto the steps. A setter bitch, Laska, ran out too,
al nost upsetting Kouzma, and whining, turned round about Levin's
knees, junping up and longing, but not daring, to put her forpaws
on his chest.

"You' re soon back again, sir," said Agafea M hal ovha

"I got tired of it, Agafea M halovna. Wth firends, one is well

but at hone, one is better,"” he answered, and went into his

st udy.
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The study was slowmy lit up as the candl e was brought in. The
fam liar details came out: the stag's horns, the bookshel ves,
the | ooki ng-glass, the stove with its ventilator, which had | ong
wanted nmending, his father's sofa, a large table, on the table an
open book, a broken ash tray, a manuscript book with his
handwiting. As he saw all this, there cane over himfor an

i nstant a doubt of the possibilty of arranging the new life, of
whi ch he had been dreaming on the road. Al these traces of his
life seemed to clutch him andto say to him "No, you're not
going to get away fromus, and you're not going to be different,
but you're going to be the sanme as you' ve al ways been; with
doubts, everlasting dissatisfaction with yourself, vain efforts
to anend, and falls, and everlasting expectation, of a happiness

whi ch you won't get, and which isn't possible for you."

This the tings said to him but another voice in his heart was
telling himthat he nust not fall under the sway of the past, and
that one can do anything with oneself. And hearing that voice,

he went into the corner where stood his two heavy dumbbells, and
began brandi shing themlike a gymmast, trying to restore his
confident tenper. There was a creak of steps atthe door. He

hastily put down the dunbbells.

The bailiff cane in, and said everything, thank God, was doing
well; but infornmed himthat the buchwheat in the new drying
machi ne had been a little scorched. This piece of news irritated
Levin. The new drying machi ne had been constructed and partly

i nvented by Levin. The bailiff had al ways been agai nst the
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dryi ng machine, and now it was with suppressed triunph that he
announced that the buchwheat had been scorched. Levin was firmy
convinced that if the buchwheat had been scorched, ti was only
because the precautions had not been taken, for which he had
hundreds of tinmes given orders. He was annoyed, and repri nanded
the bailiff. But there had been an inportant and joyful event:
Pava, his best cow, and expensive best, bought at a show, had

cal ved.

"Kouzma, give me ny sheepshin. And you tell themto take a

lantern. 1'll cone and | ook at her," he said to the bailiff.

The cowhouse for the nore val uable cows was just behind the
house. Wal ki ng across the yard, passing a snowdrift by the lilac
tree, he went into the cowhouse. There was the warm steany

smel | of dung when the frozen door was oopened, and the cows,
astoni shed at the unfam liar light of the lantern, stirred on the
fresh straw. He caught a glinpse of the groad, snooth, black and
pi ebal d back of Holl andka. Berkoot, the bull, was |ying down
with his ring in his |lip, and seenmed about to get up, but thought
better of it, and only gave two snorts as they passed by him
Pava, a perfect beauty, huge as a hi ppopotanus, with her back
turned to them prevented their seeing the calf, as she sniffer

her all over.

Levin went into the pen, | ooked Pava over, and lifted the red and
spotted calf onto her long, tottering | egs. Pava, uneasy, began
| owi ng, but when Levin put the calf close to her she was soot hed,

and, sighing heavily, began Iicking her with her rough tongue.
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The cal f, funbling, poked her nose under her nother's udder, nad

stiffened her tail out straight.

"Here, bring the light, Fyodor, this way," said Levin, exam ning
the calf. "Like the nother! though the color takes after the
father; but that's nothing. Very good. Long and broad in the
haunch. Vassily Fedorovitch, isn't she splendid?" he said to the
bailiff, quite forgiving himfor the buckwheat under the

i nfluence of his delight in the calf.

"How coul d she fail to be? Ch, Senyon the contractor canme the
day after you left. You nust settle with him Konstantin
Dmitrievitch," said the bailiff. "I did informyou about the

machi ne. "

Thi s question was enough to take Levin back to all the details of
his work on the estate, which was on a |large scale, and
conplicated. He went straight fromthe cowhouse to the counting
house, and after a little conversation with the bailiff and
Senyon the contractor, he went back to the house and straight

upstairs to the drawi ng room

Chapter 27

The house was big and ol d-fashi oned, and Levin, though he |ived

al one, had the whol e house heated and used. He knew that this

was stupid, he knew that it was positively not right, and
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contrary to his present new plans, but this house was a whol e
world to Levin. It was the world in which his father and nother
had |ived and died. They had lived just the Iife that to Levin
seened the ideal of perfection, and that he had dreaned of

beginning with his wife, his famly.

Levin scarcely renmenbered hs nother. Hi s conception of her was
for hima sacred nenory, and his future wife was bound to be in
his imagi nation a repetition of that exquisite, holy ideal of a

woman that his nother had been.

He was so far from conceiving of |ove for wonan apart from

marri age that he positively pictured to hinself first the famly,
and only secondarily the woman who woud give hima fanmly. H's

i deas of marriage were, consequently, quite unlike those of the
great majority of his acquai ntances, for whomgetting married was
one of the nunmerous facts of social |ife. For Levin it was the
chief affair of life, on which its whol e happi ness turned. And

now he had to give up that.

When he had gone into the little drawi ng room where he al ways
had tea, and had settled hinself in his srnchair with a book ,
and Agafea M hal ovha had brought himtea, and with her usual,
"Well, 1'Il stay a while, sir," had taken a chair in the w ndow,
he felt that, however strange it mght be, he had not parted from
hi s daydreans, and that he could not live without them Whether
with her, or with another, still it would be. He was reading a
book, and thinking of what he was reading, and stopping to listen

to Agafea M hal ovna, who gossi ped away wi thout fl agging, and yet
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with Il that, all sorts of pictures of family life and work in
the future rose disconnectedly before his imagination. He felt
that in the dpeth of his soul something had been put inits

pl ace, settled down, and laid to rest.

He heard Anafea M hal ovnha tal king of how Prohor had forgotten his
duty to God, and with the noney Levin had given himto buy a
horse, had been drinking w thout stopping, and had beaten his
wife till he'd half killed her. He listened, and read his book,
and recalled the whole train of ideas suggested by his reading.
It was Tyndall's Treatise on Heat. He recalled his own
criticisms of Tyndall ofr his conplacent satisfaction in the

cl everness of his experinents, and for his |ack of philosophic
i nsight. And suddenly there floated into his mind the joyfu
thoght: "In two years' time | shall have two Dutch cows; Pava
herself will perhaps still be alive, a dozen young daughters of

Ber kood and the three others--how | ovel y!'"

He took up his book again. "Very good, electricity and heat are
the sane thing; but is it possible to substitute the one quantity
for the onther in the equation for the solution of any problen?
No. Well, then what of it? The connection between all the forces
of nature is felt instictively...It's particulary nice if Pava's
daught er should be a red-spotted cow, and all the herd will take
after her, and the other three, too! Splendid! To go out with

my wife and visitors to neet the herd... W wife says, Kostya and
| | ooked after that calf like a child.' Howcan it interest you

so much?' says a visitor. Everything that interests him
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interests nme.' But who will she be?" And he renmenberd what had
happened at Moscow..."Well, there's nothing to be done...It's not
nmy fault. But now everything shall go on in a new way. It's
nonsense to pretend that Iife won't | et one, that the past won't
| et one. One nust struggle to live better, nmuch better."...He

rai sed his head, and fell to dreaming. Od Laska, who had not

yet fully digested her delight at his return, and crept up to
him bringing in the scent of fresh air, put her head under his

hand, and whi ned plaintively, asking to be stroked.

"There, who'd have thought it?" said Agafea M hal ovha. "The dog
now. .. why, she understands that her master's come home, and that

he's lowspirited."”

"Why | owspirited?”

"Do you suppose | don't see it, sir? It's high tinme | should know
the genty. Wiy, 1've grown up froma little thing with them
It's nothing, sir, so long as there's health and a clear

consci ence. "

Levin | ooked intenely at her, surprised at how well she knew his

t hoght .

"Shall | fetch you another cup?" said she, and taking his cup she

went out.

Laska kept poking her head under his hand. He stroked her, and

she promptly curled up at his feet, laying her head on a hindpaw.
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And in token of all now being well and satisfactory, she opened
her mouth a little, snmacked her lips, and settling her sticky
lips nore confortably about her old teeth, she sand into blissfu

repose. Levin watched all her novenments attentively.

"That's what |1'll do," he said to hinself; "that's what 1'l| do!

Nothing's amss...All's well."

Chapter 28

After the ball, early next norning, Anna Arkadyevna sent her

husband a tel egramthat she was | eaving Moscow the sane day.

"No, | nust go, | nust go"; she explained to her sister-in-law
the change in her plans in a tone that suggested that she had to

remenber so many thngs that there was no enunerating them "no,

it had really better be today!"

St epan Arkadyevitch was not dining at hinme, but he prom sed to

conme and see his sister off at seven o' clock

Kitty, too, did not come, sending a note that she had a headache.

Dol ly and Anna dined alone iwth the children and the English

governess. Whether it was that the children were fickle, or that

they had acute senses, and felt that Anna was quite different
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that day from what she had been when they had taken such a fancy
to her, that she was not now interested in them--but they had
abruptly droppedtheir play iwh their aunt, and their |ove for
her, and were quite indifferent that she was goi ng away. Anna
was abosorbed the whole norning in preparations for her
epaurture. She wrote notes to her Mdscow acquai ntances, put down
her accounts, and packed. Altogether Dolly fancied she was not
in a placid state of mnd, but in that worried nmood, which Dolly
knew wel | with herself, and which does not come w thout cause,
and for the nost part covers dissatisfaction with self. After

di nner, Anna went up to her roomto dress, and Dolly foll owed

her.

"How queer you are today!" Dolly said to her

"1? Do you think so? I'"mnot queer, but I'mnasty. | amlike
that simetines. | keep feeling as if | could cry. It's very
stupid, but it'll pass off," said Anna quickly, and she bent her

flushed facde over a tiny bag in which she was packing a nightcap
and sonme canbric handkerchiefs. Her eyes were particulary

bright, and were continually swimrng with tears. "In the sane
way | didn't want to | eave Petersburg, and now | don't want to go

away from here."

"You cane here and did a good deed," said Dolly, looking intently

at her.

Anna | ooked at her with eyes wet with tears.
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"Don't say that, Dolly. |'ve done nothing, and could do not hi ng.
I often wonder why people are all in |league to spoil me. Wat
have | done, and what cold |I do? In your heart there was found

| ove enough to forgive..."

"if it had not been for you, God knows what woul d have happened!
How happy you are, Anna!" said Dolly. "Everything is clear and

good in your heart."

"Every heart has its own skeletons, as the English say."

"You have no sort of skeleton, have you? Everything is so clear

in you."

"I have!" said Anna suddenly, and unexpectedly after her tears, a

sly, ironical smle curved her |ips.

"Cone, he's anusing, anyway, your skeleton, and not depressing,"

said Dolly, smling.

"No, he's depressing. Do yo know why |'m goi ng today instead of
tomorrow? It's a confession that weighs on ne; | want to nmeke it
to you," said Anna, letting herself drop definitely into an

arnchair, and | ooking straight into Dolly's face.

And to her surprise Dolly saw that Anna was bl ushing up to her

ears, up to the curly black ringlets on her neck
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"Yes," Anna went on. "Do you know why Kitty didn't cone to
di nner? She's jealous of ne. | have spoiled...|'ve been the
cause of that ball being a torture to her instead of a pleasure.

But truly, truly, it's not my fault, or only my fault a little

bit," she said, daintily drawiing the words "a little bit."

"Oh, how like Stiva you said thatl" said dolly, |aughing.

Anna was hurt.

"Ch no, oh no! I'"'mnot Stiva," she said, knitting her brows.
"That's why I'mtelling you, just because | could never |et

nysel f doubt nyself for an instant,"” said Anna.

But at the very nonment she was uttering the words, she felt that
they were not true. She was not nerely doubting herself, she
felt enotion at the thought of Vronsky, and was goi ng away sooner

than she had neant, sinply to avoid neeting him

"Yes, Stiva told ne you danced the mazurka with him and that

he..."

"You can't imagi ne how absurdly it all canme about. | only neant

to be matchmeki ng, and all at once it turned out quite

differently. Possibly against my own will..."

She crinsoned and st opped.

"Ch, they feel it directly?" said Dolly.
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"But | should be in despair if there were anything serious in it

on his side," Anna interrupted her. "And | amcertain it will all
be forgotten, and Kitty will |eave off hating ne."
"Al'l the sanme, Anna, to tell you the truth, |I'mnot very anxious

for this marriage for Kitty. And it's better it should come to
nothing, if he, Vronsky, is capable of falling in |ove with you

in a single day."

"Oh, heavens, that would be too silly!" said Anna, and again a
deep flush of pleasure cane out on her face, when she heard the
i dea, that absorbed her, put into words. "And so here | am going
away, having made an eneny of Kitty, whom | |iked so nuch! Ah,

how sweet she is! But you'll make it right, Dolly? Eh?"

Dolly could scarcely suppress a smile. She |loved Anna, but she

enj oyed seeing that she too had her weaknesses.

"An eneny? That can't be."

"I did so want you all to care for nme, as | do for you, and now

care for you nore than ever," said Anna, with tears in her eyes.

"Ah, how silly I amtoday!"

She passed her handkerchi ef over her face and began dressing.

At the very nmoment of starting Stepan Arkadyevitch arrived, |ate,
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rosy and good- hunored, snelling of wine and cigars.

Anna's enotionalisminfected Dolly, and when she enbraced her
sister-in-law for the last tine, she whispered: "Renmenber, Anna,
what you've done for ne--1 shall never forget. And renenber that

I love you, and shall always |ove you as my dearest friend!"

"I don't know why," said Anna, kissing her and hiding her tears.

"You understood nme, and you understand. CGood-bye, ny darling!"

Chapter 29

"Cone, it's all over, and thank God!" was the first thought that
came to Anna Arkadyevna, when she had said good-bye for the |ast
time to her brother, who had stood bl ocking up the entrance to
the carriage till the third bell rang. She sat down on her

| ounge besi de Annushka, and | ooked about her in the twilight of

t he sl eeping-carriage. "Thank God! tomorrow | shall see Seryozha
and Al exey Al exandrovitch, and ny life will go on in the old way,

all nice and as usual ."

Still in the sane anxious frame of mnd, as she had been all that
day, Anna took pleasure in arranging herself for the journey with
great care. Wth her little deft hands she opened and shut her
little red bag, took out a cushion, laid it on her knees, and
carefully wapping up her feet, settled herself confortably. An

invalid | ady had already lain down to sleep. Two other [|adies
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began tal king to Anna, and a stout elderly |lady tucked up her
feet, and made obervati ons about the heating of the train. Anna
answered a few words, but not forseeing any entertai nnent from
the conversation, she asked Annushka to get a |anp, hooked it ont
the arm of her seat, and took from her bag a paper knife and an
Engli sh novel. At first her reading made no progress. The fuss
and bustle were disturbing; then when the train had started, she
could not help listeneing to the noises; then the snow beating on
the left wi ndow and sticking to the pane, and the sight of the
muf fl ed guard passing by, covered wit snow on oe side, and the
conversations about the terrible snowstormragi ng outside,

di stracted her attention. Farther on, it was continually the
same again and again: the same shaking and rattling, the sane
snow on the wi ndow, the sanme rapid transistions from steani ng
heat to cold, and back again to heat, the sanme passing glinpses
of the sane figures in the twilight, and the sane voices, and
Anna began to read and to understand what she read. Annushka was
al ready dozing, the red bag on her lap, clutched by her broad
hands, in gl oves, of which one was torn. Anna Arkadyevna read
and understood, but it was distasteful to her to read, that is,
to follow the reflection of other people's lives. She had too
great a desire to live herself. If she read that the heroine of

t he novel was nursing a sick man, she longed to nove with

noi sel ess steps about the roomof a sick man; if she read of a
menber of Parlianment nmaking a speech, she longed to be delivering
the speech; if she read of how Lady Mary had ridden after the
hounds, and had provoked her sister-in-law, and had surprised

every one by her bol dness, she too wished to be doing the same.
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But there was no chance of doing anything; and tw sting the
smoot h paper knife in her little hands, she forced herself to

read.

The hero of the novel was al ready al nost reaching his English
happi ness, a baronetcy and an estate, and Anna was feeling a
desire to go with himto the estate, when she suddenly felt that
HE ought to feel ashaned, and that she was ashanmed of the sane
thing. But what had he to be ashaned of? "What have | to be
ashaned of ?" she asked herself in injured surprise. She laid
down the book and sank agai nst the back of the chair, tightly
gri pping the papter cutterin both hands. There was nothing. She
went over all her Moscow recollections. Al were good, pleasant.
She renenbered the ball, renebvered Vronsky and his face of

sl avi sh adoration, remenbered all her conduct with him there
was not hing shaneful. And for all that, at the sane point in her
menories, the feeling of shane was intensified, as though sone

i nner voice, just at the point when she thought of Vronsky, were
saying to her, "Warm very warm hot." "Well, what is it?" she
said to herself resolutely, shifting her seat in the |ounge.
"What does it nmean? Am | afraid to look it straight in the face?
Why, what is it? Can it be that between ne and this officer boy
there exist, or can exist, any other relations than such as are
common with every acquai ntance?" She | aughed conpenptuously and
t ook up her book again; but now she was definitely unable to
foll ow what she read. She passed the paper knife over the w ndow
pane, then laid its snooth, cool surface to her cheek, and al npst
| aughed al oud at the feeling of elight thatall at once wi thout

cause came over her. She felt as thogh her nevers were strings
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being strained tighter and tighter on some sort of screw ng peg.
She felt her eyes opening w der and wi der, her fingers and toes
twi tching nervously, sonmething within oppressing her breathing,
while all shapes and sounds seened in the uncertain half-light to
strike her iwth unaccustonmed vividness. Mnents of doubt were
contiually com ng upon her, when she was uncertain whether the
train were going forwards or backwards, or were standing stil

al t hoget her; whether it were Annushka at her side or a stranger
"What's that on the armof the cahir, a fur cloak or sone beast?
And what am | nysel f? Myself or sone other woman?" She was

afraid of giving way to this delirium But something drew her
towards it, and she could yield to it or resist it at will. She
got up to rouse herself, and slipped off her plaid and the cane
of her warm dress. For a nmonment she regai ned her

sel f-possession, and realized that the thin peasant who had cone
in wearing a |ong overcoat, with buttons mssing fromit, was the
stoveheater, that he was | ooking at the thernmonmeter, that it was
the wind and snow bursting in after himat the door; but then
everht hing grew blurred again...That peasant with the | ong wai st
seened to be gnawi ng sonething on the wall, the old | ady began
stretching her legs the whle length of the carriage, and filling
it with a black cloud; then there was a fearful shrieking and
bangi ng, as though sone one were being torn to pieces; then there
was a blinding dazzle of red fire before her eyes anda wal

seenmed to rise up and hide everythng. Anna felt as though she
were sinking down. But it was not terrible, but delightful. The
voice of a man nmuffled up and covered with snow shouted sonethi ng

in her ear. She got up and pulled herself together; she realized
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that they had reached a station and that this was the guard. She
asked Annushka to hand her the cape she had taken off and her

shawl , put them on and noved towards the door

"Do you wish to get out?" asked Annushka.

"Yes, | want a little air. It's very hot in here."” And she
opened the door. The driving snow and the wind rushed to neet
her and struggled with her over the door. But she enjoyed the

struggl e.

She opened the door and went out. The wi nd seened as though

lying in wait for her; with gleeful whistle it tried to snatch
her up and bear her off, but she clung to the cold door post, and
hol di ng her skirt got down onto the platform and under the
shelter of the carriages. The wi nd had been powerful on the
steps, but on the platform under the lee of the carriages, there
was a lull. Wth enjoynment she drew deep breaths of the frozen
snowy air, and standing near the carriage |ooked about the

platformand the |lighted station.

Chapter 30

The ragi ng tenpest rushed whistling between the wheels of the
carriages, about the scaffolding, and round the corner of the
station. The carriages, posts, people, everything that was to be
seen was covered with snow on one side, and was getting nore and

nmore thickly covered. For a nmonment there would conme a lull in
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thestorm but then it would swoop down again with such onslaughts
that it seened inpossible to stand against it. Meanwhile nen ran
to and fro, talking nerrily together, their steps crackling o the
platform as they continuyally opened and cl osed the big doors.
The bent shadow of a man glided by at her feet, and she heard
sounds of a hammer upon iron. "Hand over that telegranl" canme an
angry voice out of the storny darkness on the other side. "This
way! No. 28!" several different voices shouted again, and

muffled figures ran by covered with snow. Two gentleman with
lighted cigarettes passed by her. She drew one nore deep breath
of the fresh air, and had just put he hand out of her muff to
take hold of the door post and get back into the carriage, when
another man in a mlitary overcoat, quite close beside her
stepped between her and the flickering light of the |anp post.

She | ooked round, and the sane instant recogni zed Vronsky's face.

Putting his hand to the peak of his cap, he bowed to her and
asked, Was there anything she wanted? Could he be of any service
to her? She gazed rather a long while at thimw thout answering,
and, in spite of the shadow in which he was standi ng, she saw, or
fanci ed she saw, both the expression of his face and his eyes.

It was again that expression of reverential ecstasy which had so
wor ked upon her theday before. Mre than once she had told
hersel f during the past few days, and again only a few nonents
before, that Vronsky was for her only one of the hundreds of
young nen, forever exactly the sane, that are net everywhere,
that she woul d never allow herself to bestow a thought upon him

But now at the first instant of neeting him she was seized by a
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feeling of joyful pride. She had o need to ask why he had cone.
She knew as certainly as if he had told her that he was here to

be where she was.

"I didn't know you were going. What are you coming for?" she
said, letting fall the hand with which she had grasped the door

post. And irrepressible delight and eagerness shone in her face.

"What am | conming for?" he repeated, |ooking straight into her
eyes. "You know that | have cone to be where you are," he said;

"I can't help it.”

At that nonent the wind, as it were, surnounting all obstacles,
sent the snow flying fromthe carriage roofs, and cl anked sone
shee of iron it had torn off, while the hoarse whistle of the
engine roared in front, plaintively and gloonmly. All the
awf ul ness of the storm seened to her nore splendid now. He had
said what her soul longed to hear, though she feared it with her

reason. She made no answer, and in her face he saw conflict.

"Forgive nme, if you dislike what | said,"” he said hunbly.

He had spoken courteously, deferentially, yet so firmy, so

stubbornly, that for a long hwile she coul d make no answer.

"It's wong, what you say, and | beg you, if you're a good man,

to forget what you've said, as | forget it," she said at |ast.

"Not one word, not one gesture of yours shall 1|, could I, ever
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forget..."

"Enough, enough!" she cried trying assiduously to give a stern
expression to her face, into which he was gazing greedily. And
clutching at the cold door post, she clamberred up the steps and
got rapidly into the corridor of the carriage. But in the little
corridor she paused, going over in her imagination what had
happened. Though she could not recall her own words or his, she
realized instinctively that the nonentary conversation had
brought htem fearfully closer; and she was panic-stricken and
blissful at it. After standing still a few seconds, she went

into the carriage and sat down in her place. The overstrained
condition which had tornmented her before did not only cone back
but was intensified, and reached such a pitch that she was a raid
every mnute thatsonething would snap within her fromthe
excessive tension. She did not sleep all night. But in that
nervous tension, and in the vision that filled her inmagination
there was not hing di agreeabl e or gl oony: on the contrary there
was sonet hing blissful, glow ng, and exhilerating. Towards
nmorni ng Anna sank into a doze, sitting in her place, and when she
waked it was daylight and the train was near Petersburg. At once
t hought of home, of husband and of son, and the details of that

day and the foll owi ng came upon her

At Petersburg, as soon as the train stopped andshe got out, the
first person that attracted her attention was her husband. "Oh,
mercy! why do his ears | ook |ike that?" she thought, |ooking at

his frigid and inposing figure, and expecially the ears that
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struck her at the nonent as propping up the brimof his round
hat. Catching sight of her, he came to neet her, his lips
falling into their habitual sarcastic smle, and his big, tired
eyes | ooking straight at her. An unpl easant sensation gripped at
her heart when whe net his obstinate and weary gl ance, as though
she had expected to see himdifferent. She was expecially struck
by the feeling of dissatisfaction with herself that she
experienced on neeting him That feeling was an intimte,
famlair feeling, |ike a consciousness of hypocrisy, which she
experienced in her relations with her husband. But hitherto she
had not taken note of the feeling, now she was clearly and

pai nfully aware of it.

"Yes, as you see, your tender spouse, as devoted as the first

year after marriage, burned with inpatience to see you," he said

in his deliberate, high-pitched voice, and in that tone which he
al nost al ways took with her, a tone of jeering at any one who

shol d say in earnest what he said.

"Is Seryozha quite well?" she asked

"And is this all the reward," said he, "for nmy ardor? He's quite

well..."

Chapter 31

Vronsky had not even tried to sleep all that night. He sat in

his arnchair, |ooking straight before himor scanning the people
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who got in and out. |If he had i ndeed on previous occasions
struck and i npressed people who did not know himby his air of
unhesitating conposure, he seened now nore haughty and

sel f-possessed than ever. He | ooked at people as if they were
things. A nervous young man, a clerk in a law court, sitting
opposite him hated himfor that |ook. The young man asked him
for a light, and entered into conversation with him and even
pushed against him to nmake himfeel that he was not a thing, but
a person. But Vronsky gazed at himexactly as he did at the

| anp, and the young man made a wy face, feeling that he was

| osing his self-possession under the oppression of this refusa

to recogni ze himas a person.

Vronsky saw not hing and no one. He felt hinmself a king, not
because he believed that he had made an inpression on Anna--he
did not yet believe that,--but because the inpression she had

made on hi m gave hi m happi ness and pride.

VWhat would cone if it all he did not know, he did not even think.

He felt that all his forces, hitherto dissipated, wasted, were
centered on one thing, and bent with fearful energy on one

bli ssful goal. ANd he was ahppy at it. He knew only that he had
tld her the truth, that he had come where she was, that all the
happi ness of his life, the only neaning in life for him now | ay
in seeing and hearing her. And when he got out of the carriage
at Bol ogova to get sone seltzer water, and caught sight of Anna,

involuntarily his first word had told her just what he thought.
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And he was glad he had told her it, that she knew it now and was
thinking of it. He did not sleep all night. When he was back in
the carriage, he kept unceasingly going over evry position in

whi ch he had seen her, every word she had uttered, and before his
fancy, meking his heart faint with enotion, floated pictures of a

possi bl e future.

When he got out of the train at Petersburg, he felt after his
sl eepl ess night as keen and fresh as after a cold bath. He
puased near his conpartnment, waiting for her to get out. "Once

nore," he said to hinmself, smling uncinsciously, "once nore |
shall see her wal k, her face; she will say sonething, turn her
head, gl ance, snile, maybe." But before he caught sight of her

he saw her husband, whomthe station-nmaster was deferentially
excorting through the crowd. "Ah, yes! The husband.” Only now

for the first time did Vronsky realize clearly the fact that
there was a person attached to her, a husband. He knew that she
had a husband, but had hardly believed in his existence, and only
now fully believed in him wth his head nad shoul ders, and his

legs clad in black trousers; especially when he saw this husband

calmy take her armwith a sense of property.

Seei ng Al exey Al exandrovitch with this Petersburg face and
severely self-confident figure, in his round hat, with his rather
prom nent spine, he believed in him and was aware of a

di agreeabl e sensation, such as a man mght feel tortured by
thirst, who, on reaching a spring, should find a dog, a sheep, or
a pig, who has drund of it and nuddi ed the water. Al exey

Al exandrovitch's manner of wal king, with a swing of the hips and
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flat feet, particularly annoyed Vronsky. He could recognize in

no one but hinself an indubitable right to | ove her. But she was
still the sane, and the sight of her affected himthe sane way,
physically reviving him stirring him and filling his soul with
raputre. He told his German valet, who ran up to himfromthe
second class, to take his thngs and go on, and he hinself went up
to her. He saw the first nmeeting between the husband and wi fe,
and noted with a lover's insight the signs of slight reserve with
whi ch she spoke to her husband. "No, she does not |ove him and

cannot love him" he decided to hinself.

At the nmoment when he was approachi ng Anna Arkadyevna he noticed
too with joy that she was conscious of his being near, and | ooked

round, and seeing him turned again to her husband.

"Have you passed a good ni ght?" he asked, bowi ng to her and her
husband together, and leaving it up to Al exey Al exandrovitch to
accept the bow on his own account, and to recognize it or not, as

he m ght see fit.

"Thank you, very good," she answered.

Her face | ooked weary, and there was not that play of eagerness
init, peeping out in her snmile and her eyes; but for a single
i nstant as she glanced at him there was a flash of something in
her eyes, and although the flash died away at once, he was happy
for that nonment. She glanced at her husband to find out whether

he knew Vronsky. Al exey Al exandrovitch | ooked at Vronsky with
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di spl easure, vaguely recalling who this was. Vronsky's conposure
and sel f-confidence have struck, |ike a scythe against a stone,

upon the cold self-confidence of Al exey Al exandrovitch.

"Count Vronsky," said Anna.

"Ah! We are acquainted, | believe," said Al exey Al exandrovitch

i ndifferently, giving his hand.

"You set off with the nother and you return with the son," he
said, articulating each syllable, as though each were a separate

favor he was bestow ng.

"You're back fromleave, | suppose?" he said, and without waiting
for a reply, he turned to his wife in his jesting tone: "Well,

were a great many tears shed at Moscow at parting?”

By addressing his wife Iike this he gave Vronsky to understand
that he wished to be left alone, and, turning slightly towards
him he touched his hat; but Vronsky turned to Anna Arkadyevna.

"I hope | may have the honor of calling on you," he said.

Al exey Al exandrovitch glanced with his weary eyes at Vronsky.

"Delighted," he said coldly. "On Mondays we're at home. Mbst

fortunate," he said to his wife, dismssing Vronsky altogether,
“that | should just have half an hour to neet you, so that | can

prove my devotion,” he went on in the same jesting tone.
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"You lay too much stress on your devotion for me to value it

much," she responded in the sane jesting tone, involuntarily
listening to the sound of Vronsky's steps behind them "But what
has it to do with ne?" she said to herself, and she began asking

her husband how Seryozha had got on wi thout her

"Ch, capitally! Mriette says he has been very good, and...

nmust di appoi nt you...but he has not m ssed you as your husband
has. But once nore nerci, ny dear, for giving nme a day. Qur

dear Sanpvar will be delighted."” (He used to call the Countess
Lidia lIvanovna, well known in society, a snovar, because she was
al ways bubbling over with excitenent.) "She has been continually
asking after you. And, do you know, if | nmay venture to advise
you, you should go and see her today. You know how she takes
everything to heart. Just now, with all her own cares, she's

anxi ous about the Obl onskys bei ng brought together."

The Countess Lidia |Ivanovna was a friend of her husband' s, and
the center of that one of the coteries of the Petersburg world
wi th which Anna was, through her husband, in the cl osest

rel ati ons.

"But you know | wote to her?"

"Still she'll want to hear details. Go and see her, if you're

not too tired, ny dear. Well, Kondraty will take you in the

carriage, while | go to ny cormittee. | shall not be al one at
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di nner again," Al exey Al exandrovitch went on, no longer in a
sarcastic tone. "You wouldn't believe how I've mssed..." And
with a long pressure of her hand and a nmeaning smile, he put her

in her carriage.

Chapter 32

The first person to neet Anna at hone was her son. He dashed
down the stairs to her, in spite of the governess's call, and
with desperate joy shrieked: "Mther! nmother!"™ Running up to

her, he hung on her neck.

"I told you it was nother1" he shouted to the governess. "I

knew "

And her son, l|ike her husband, aroused in Anna a feeling akin to
di sappoi ntrent. She had i magi ned himbetter than he was in
reality. She had to let herself drop down to the reality ot
enjoy himas he really was. But even as he was, he was charni ng
with his fair curls, his blue eyes, and his plunp, gracefu
little legs in tightly pulled-up stockings. Anna experienced

al nost physical pleasure in the sensation of his nearness, and
hi s caresses, and noral soothing, when she nmet his sinple,
confiding, and |loving glance, and heard his naive questions.
Anna took out the presents Dolly's children had sent him and
told her son what sort of little girl was Tanya at Moacow, and

how Tanya cul d read, and even taught the other children
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"Why, am | not so nice as she?" asked Seryozha.

To me you're nicer than any one in the world."

"I know that," said Seryozha, smling.

Anna had not had tinme to drink her coffee when the Countess Lidia
| vanovna was announced. the Countess Lidia |Ivanovna was a tall
stout woman, with an unhealthily sallow face and spl endi d,
pensi ve bl ack eyes. Anna liked her, but today she seemed to be

seeing her for the first tinme with all her defects.

"Well, ny dear, so you took the olive branch?" inquired Countess

Li di a I vanovna, as soon as she canme into the room

“"Yes, it's all over, but ti was all nuch | ess serious than we had
supposed, " answered Anna. "My belle-soeur is in general too
hasty."

But Countess Lidia Ivanovna, though she was interested in
everything that did not concern her, had a habit of never

listening to what interested her; she interrupted Anna:

"Yes, there's plenty of sorrow and evil in the world. | am so

worried today."

"Ch, why?" asked Anna, trying to suppress a smle

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"“I"'m beginning to be weary of fuitlessly chanpioning the truth,
and sonetinmes |'m qquite unhinged by it. The Society of the
Little Sisters" (this was a religiously-patriotic, philanthropic
institution) "was going splendidly, but with these gentlenen it's
i npossible to do anything," added Countess Lidia |vanovna in a
tone of ironical submssion to destiny. "They pounce on the

i dea, and distort it, and then work it out so pettily and
unworthily. Two or three people, your husbhand anpng them
understand all the inportance of the thing, but the others sinply

drag it down. Yesterday Pravdin wwote to ne..."

Pravdi n was a wel | -know Pansl avi st abroad, and Countess Lidia

| vanovna described the purport of his letter.

Then the countess told her of more disagreenents and intrigues
agai nst the work of the unification of the churches, and departed
in haste, as she had that day to be at the nmeeting of sone

society and also at the Slavonic commttee.

"It was all the sane before, of course; but why was it | didn't
notice it before?" Anna asked herself. "Or has she been very

much irritated today? It's really ludicrous; her object is oing
good; she a Christian, yet she's always angry; and she al ways has
enemnmi es, and al ways enenmies in the name of Christianity and doing

good. "

After Countess Lidia |Ivanovna another friend canme, the wife of a
chief secretary, who told her all the news of the town. At three

o' cl ock she too went away, promi sing to come to dinner. Al exey
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Al exandrovitch was at the mnistry. Anna, left alone, spent the
time till dinner in assisting at her son's dinner (he dine apart
fromhis parents) and in putting her thngs in order, and in
readi ng and answering the notes and |etters which had accunul at ed

on her table.

The feeling of causel ess shanme, which she had felt on the
journey, and her excitement, too, had conpletely vanished. In
t he habitual conditions of her life she felt again resolute and

i rreproachabl e.

She recalled with wonder her state of mind on the previous day.
"What was it? Nothing. Vronsky said sonmething silly, which it
was easy to put a stop to, and | answered as | ought to have
done. To speak of it to ny husband woul d be unnecessary and out
of the question. To speak of it would be to attach inportance to
what has no inportance." She renenbered how she had told her
husband of what was al nost a decl aration made her at Petersburg
by a young man, one of her husband's subordi nates, and how Al exey
Al exandrovitch had answered that every woman living in the world
was exposed to such incidents, butthat he had the fullest
confidence in her tact, and could never |ower her and hinmself by
jealousy. "So then there's no reason to speak of it? And

i ndeed, thank God, there's nothing to speak of," she told

hersel f.

Chapter 33
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Al exey Al exandrovitch cane back fromthe neeting of the mnisters
at four o'clock, but as often happened, he had not tine no cone
into her. He went into his study to see the people waiting for
himw th petitions, and to sign sone papers brought himby his
chief secretary. At dinner time (there were always a few people
dining with the Karenins) there arrived an old | ady, a cousing of
Al exey Al exandrovitch, the chief secretary of the departnment and
his wife, and a young man who had been recommended to Al exey

Al exandrovitch for the service. Anna went into the drawi ng room
to receive these guests. Precisely at five o' clock, before the
bronze Peter the First clock had struck the fifth stroke, Al exey
Al exandrovitch cane in, wearing a white tie and evening coat with
two stars, as he had to go out directly after dinner. Every

m nute of Al exey Alexandrovitch's Iife was portioned out and
occupi ed. And to make tinme to get through all that |ay before

hi m every day, he adhered to the strictest punctuality.
"Unhasting and unresting," was his notto. He cane into the

dining hall, greeted everyone, and hurriedly sat down, smiling to

his wife.

"Yes, ny solitude is over. You wouldn't believe how
unconfortable" (he laid stress on the word unconfortable) "it is

to dine alone."

At dinner he talked a little to his wife about Mbscow matters,
and, with a sarcastic smile, asked her after Stepan Arkadyevitch
but the conversation was for the npst part general, dealing with

Pet ersburg official and public news. After dinner he spent half
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an hour with his guests, and again, with a smle, pressed his

wi fe's hand, withdres, and drove off to the council. Anna did
not go out that evening either to the Princess Betsy Tverskaya,
who, hearing of her return, had invited her, nor to the theater,
where she had a box for that evening. She did not go out
principally because the dress she had reckoned upon was not
ready. Altogether, Anna, on turning, after the departure of her
guests, to the consideration of her attire, was very nuch
annoyed. She was generally a mistress of the art of dressing
wel | without great expense, and before | eaving Mdscow she had

gi ven her dressmaker three dresses to transform The dresses had
to be altered so that they could not be recognized, and they
ought to have been ready three days before. It appeared that two
dresses had not been done at all, while the other one had not
been altered as Anna had intended. The dressmaker canme to
explain, declaring that it wld be better as she had done it, and
Anna was so furious that she felt ashamed when she thought of it
afterwards. To regain her serenity conpletely she went into the
nursery, and spent the whole evening with her son, put himto bed
hersel f, signed himwi th the cross, and tucked hi mup. She was
gl ad she hadnot goe out anywhere, and had spent the evening so
well. She felt so light-hearted andserene, she saw so clearly
that all that had seenmed to her so inportant on her railway
journey was only one of the common trivial incidents of
fashionable life, and that she had no reason to feel ashaned
before any one el se or before herself. Anna sat down at the
hearth with an English novel and waited for her husband. Exactly

at hal f-past nine she heard his ring, and he came into the room
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"Here you are at last!" she observed, holding out her hand to

hi m

He ki ssed her hand and sat down besi de her

"Al together then, | see your visit was a success,"” he said to
her .
"Oh, yes," she said, and she began telling himabout everything

from the beginning: her journey with Countess Vronskaya, her
arrival, the accident at the station. Then she described the
pity she had felt, first for her brother, and afterwards for

Dol ly.

"1 imagi ne one cannot exonerate such a man from bl ame, though he

is your brother," said Al exey Al exandrovitch severely.

Anna sniled. She knew that he said that sinply to show that
fam |y considerations coud not prevent himfrom expressing his
genui ne opi nion. She knew that characteristic in her husband,

and liked it.

"I amglad it has all ended so satisfactorily, and that you are
gack again," he went on. "Cone, what do they say about the new

act | have got passed in the council ?"

Anna had heard nothing of this act, and she felt

consci ence-stricken at having been able so readily to forget what
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was to himof such inportance.

"Here, on the other hand, it has nade a great sensation," he

said, with a conplacent smle

She saw that Al exey Al exandrovitch wanted to tell her sonething
pl easant to himabout it, and she brought him by questions to
telling it. Wth the same conplacent smile he tld her of the
ovations he had received in consequence of the act the had

passed.

"I was very, very glad. It shows that at |east a reasonable and

steady view of tghe nmatter is becomi ng preval ent anong us."

Hanvi ng drunk his second cup of tea with cream and bread, Al exey

Al exandrovitch got up, and was goi ng towards hs study.

"And you' ve not been anywhere this eveining? You' ve been dull,

expect ?" he said.
"Ch, no!" she answered, getting up after himand acconpanying him
across the roomto his study. "What are you readi ng now?" she

asked.

"Just now |'mreading Duc de Likke, Poesie des Enfers," he

answered. "A very renarkabl e book."

Anna sniled, as people smile at the weaknesses of those they
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| ove, and, putting her hand under his, she excorted himto the
door of the study. She knew his habit, that had grown into a
necessity, of reading in the evening. She knew, too, that in
spite of his official duties, which swallowed up al nost the whole
of his tinme, he cosidered it his duty to keep up with everything
of note that appeared in the inellectual world. She knew, too,
that he was really interested in books dealing with politics,

phi |l osophy, and theology, that art wgas utterly foreign to his
nature; but, in spite of this, or rather, in consequence of it,

Al exey Al exandrovitch never passed over anything in the world of
art, but made it his duty to read everything. She knew that in
politics, in philosophy, in theology, Alexey Al exandrovitch often
had doubts, and nmde investigations; but on questions of art and
poetry, and, above all, of music, of which he was totally devoid
of understandi ng, he had the npbst distinct and deci ded opi ni ons.
He was fond of talking about Shakespeare, Raphael, Beethoven, of
the significance of new schools of poetry and nusic, all of which

were classified by himw th very conspi cuous consi stency.

"Well, God be with you,"” she said at the door of the study, where
a shaded candl e and a decanter of water were already put by his

arnchair. "And I'lIl wite to Mdscow. "

He pressed her hand, and again kissed it.

"All the same he's a good nan; truthful, good-hearted, and

remarkable in his own line," Anna said to herself going back to
her room as though she were defending himto some one who had

attaacked him and said that one could not |ove him "But why is
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it his ears stick out so strangely? O has he had his hair cut?"

Precisely at twelve o'clock, when Anna was still sitting at her
writing table, finishing a letter to Dolly, she heard the sound
of neasured steps in slippers, and Al exey Al exandrovitch, freshly

washed and conbed, with a book under his arm cane in to her

"It's tinme, it's tinme," said he, with a meaning snile, and he

went into their bedroom

"And what right had he to look at himlike that?" thought Anna,

recalling Vronsky's glance at Al exey Al exandrovitch.

Undressi ng, she went into the bedroom but her face had none of
t he eagerness which, during her stay in Mdscow, had fairly
flashed from her eyes and her smle; on the contrary, now the

fire seened quenched in her, hidden sonmewhere far away.

Chapter 34

When Vronsky went to Moscow from Petersburg, he had left his

| arge set of roomin Myrskaia to his friend and favorite conrade

Petritsky.

Petritsky was a young lieutenant, not particularly

wel | -connected, and not nmerely not weal thy, but always hopel essly

in debt. Towards eveni ng he was al ways drunk, and he had often
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been | ocked up after all sorts of ludircrous and disgracefu
scandal s, but he was a favorite both of his conrades and his
superior officers. On arriving at twelve o'clock fromthe
station at his flat, Vronsky saw, at the outer door, a hired
carriage famliar to him Wiile still outside his own door, as
he rang, he heard masculine | aughter, the lisp of a femnine
voice, and Petritsky's voice. "It that's one of the villains,
don't let himin!" Vronsky told the servant not to announce him
and slipped quietly into the first room Baroness Shilton, a
friend of Petritsky's with a rosy little face and flaxen hair
resplendent in a lilac satin gown, and filling the whole room
like a canary, with her Parisian chatter, sat at the round table
maki ng coffee. Petritsky, in his overcoat, and the cavalry
captai n Karmerovsky, in full uniform probably just cone from

duty, were sitting each side of her

"Bravo! Vronsky!" shouted Petritsky, junping up, scraping his
chair. "Qur host hinself! Baroness, sone coffee for himout of
the new coffee pot. Wiy, we didn't expect you! Hope you're
satisfied with the ornament of your study," he said, indicating

t hebar oness. "You know each other, of course?"

"I should think so," said Vronsky, with a bright smle, pressing

the baroness's little hand. "What next! I'man old friend."

"You're honme after a journey," said the baroness, "so |I'mflying.

Oh, I'lIl be off this minute, if I"'min the way."
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"You' re hinme, wherever you are, baroness,” said Vronsky. "How do
you do, Kanerovsky?" he added, coldly shaking hands with
Kamer ovsky.

"There, you never know how to say such pretty things," said the

baroness, turning to Petritsky.

"No; what's that for? After dinner | say things quite as good."

"After dinner there's no credit in then? Well, then, 1'll make
you sone coffee, so go and wash and get ready," said thebaroness,
sitting down again, and anxiously turning the screwin the new
coffee pot. "Pierre, give ne the coffee," she said, addressing

Petritsky, whom she called as a contraction of his surnane,

maki ng no secret of her relations with him "I'Il put it in."
"You'l | spoil it!"
"No, | won't spoil it! Well, and your w fe?" said the baroness

suddenly, interrupting Vronsky's conversation with his conrade.

"We've been marrying you here. Have you brought your w fe?"

"No, baroness. | was born a Bohem an, and a Bohem an | shal

die."

"So nmuch the better, so nmuch the better. Shake hands on it."

And t he baroness, detaining Vronsky, began telling him wth many
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j okes, abouther last new plans oflife, asking his advice.

"He persisits in refusing to give ne a divorce! Wll, what am

to do?" (HE was her husband.) "Now | want to begin a suit agai nst
him What do you advi se? Kamerovsky, |ook after the coffee;

it's boiling over. You see, |'mengrossed with business! | want

a |l awsuit, because | nust have nmy property. Do you understand

the folly of it, that on the pretext of nmy being unfaithful to
him" she said contenptuously, "he wants to get the befefit of ny

fortune."

Vronsky heard with pleasure this light-hearted prattle of a
pretty woman, agreed with her, gave her half-joking counsel, and
al toget her dropped at once into the tone habitual to himin
talking to such wonen. In his Petersburg world all people were
divided into utterly opposed classes. One, the | ower class,

vul gar, stupid, and, above all, ridiculous people, who believe

t hat one husband ought to live with the one wife who he has
lawfully married; that a girl should be innocent, a worman nodes,
and a man manly, self-controlled, and strong; that one ought to
bring up one's children, earn one's bread, and pay one's debts;
and various similar absurdities. This was the class of

ol d-fashi oned and ridi cul ous people. But there was another class
of people, the real people. To this class they all bel onged, and
init the great thing was to be el egant, generouls, plucky, gay,
to abandon oneself without a blush to every passion, and to | augh

at everything el se.

For the first nmoment only, Vronsky was startled after the
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i npression of a quite different world that he had brought with
himfrom Moscow. But inmediately as though slipping his feet
into old slippers, he dropped back into the |ight-hearted,

pl easant world he had always |ived in.

The cof fee was never really made, but spluttered over every one,
and boil ed away, doing just what was required of it--that is,
provi di ng much cause for much noise and | aughter, and spoiling a

costly rug and the baroness's gown.

"Well now, good-bye, or you' Il never get washed, and I shall have
on ny conscience the worst sin a gentleman can comrit. So you

woul d advise a knife to his throat?"

"To be sure, and manage that your hand may not be far fromhis
lips. He'll kiss your hand, and all will end satisfactorily,"”

answer ed Vronsky.

"So at the Francais!" and, with a rustle of her skirts, she

vani shed.

Kamer ovsky got up too, and Vronsky, not waiting for himto go,

shook hands and went off to his dressing room

Wil e he was washing, Petritsky described to himin brief
outlines his position, as far as it had changed since Vronsky had
| eft Petersburg. No noney at all. His father said he woul dn't

give himany and pay his debts. His tailor was trying to get him
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| ocked up, and another fellow too, was threatening to get him

| ocked up. The col onel of the regi nent had announced that if

t hese scandal s did not cease he would have to | eave. As for the
bar oness, he wass sick to death of her, expecially since she'd
taken to offering continually to | end hi mnmoney. But he had
found a girl--he'd show hr to Vronsky--a marvel, exquisite, in
the strict Oriental style, "genre of the slave Rebvecca, don't
you know." He'd had a row, too, with Berkoshov, and was going to
send seconds to him but of course it would come to nothing.

Al t oget her everything was suprenely amusing and jolly. And, not
letting his conrade enter itno further details ofhis position
Petritsky proceeded to tell himall the interesting news. As he
listened to Petritsky's famlair stories in the famlair setting
of the rooms he had spent the last three years in, Vronsky felt a
delightful sense of com ng back to the careless Petersurg life

that he was used to.

"I nmpossible!" he cried, letting down the pedal of the washing

basin in which he had been sousing his healthy red neck

"I npossible!”™ he cried, at the news that Laura had flung over

Ferti nghof and had nade up to Mleev. "And is he as stupid and

pl eased as ever? Well, and how s Buzul ukov?"

"Oh, there is a tale about Buzul ukov--sinmply lovely!" cried

Petritsky. "You know his weakness for balls, and he never m sses

a single court ball. He went to a big ball in a new hel net. How
you seen the new hel mets? Very nice, lighter. WelIl, so he's
standing...No, | say, do listen.”
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"I amlistening," answered Vronsky, rubbing hinmself with a rough

t owel .

"Up conmes the Grand Duchess with some anbassador or other, and,
as ill-luck would have it, she begins talking to himabout the
new hel mets. The Grand Duchess positively wanted to show the new
hel met to hte anbassador. They see our friend standing there."
(Petritsky m mcked how he was standing with thehelnet.) "The
Grand Duchess asked himto give her the helnet; he doesn't give
it to her. What do you think ofthat? Well, every one's w nking

at him nodding, frowning--give it to her, do! He doesn't give

it to her. He's nmute as a fish. Only picture it!...Well,
the...what's his name, whatever he was...tries to take the hel net
fromhim..he won't give it up!...He pulls it fromhim and hands
it to the Grand Duchess. Here, your Highness,' says he, is the
new hel net.' She turned the hel net the other side up, and--just
picture it!--plot went a pear and sweetneats out ofit, two

pounds of sweetneats!...He'd been storing themup, the darling!"

Vronsky burst into roars of laughter. And | ong afterwards, when
he was tal ki ng ofother things, he broke out into his healthy
| aught, showi ng hs strong, close rows of teeth, when he thought

of the hel net.

Havi ng heard all the news, Vronsky, with the assistance of valet,
got into his uniform and went off to report hinself. He
i ntended, when he had done that, to drive to his brother's and to

Betsy's and to pay several visits woth a view to beginning to go
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into that society where he might neet Madane Kareni na. As he
al ways did in Petersburg, he left home not neaning to return till

| ate at night.

PART TWO

Chapter 1

At the end of the winter, in the Shtcherbatskys' house, a

consul tati on was being held, which wass to pronounce on the state
of Kitty's health and the neasures to be taken to restore her
failing strength. She had been ill, and as spring came on she
grew worse. The fam |y doctor gave her cod liver oil, then iron,
then nitrate of silver, but as the first and the second and the
thrid were alike in doing no good, and as his advice when spring
came was to go abroad, a celebrated physician was called in. The
cel ebrat ed physician, a very handsome man, still youngish, asked
to exam ne thepatient. He maintained, with peculiar satifaction,
it seemed, that nmiden nodesty is a nere relic of barbarism and
that nothing could be nore natural than for a man still youngi sh
to handl e a young girl naked. He thought it natural because he
did it every day, and felt and thought, as it seemed to him no
harmas he did it and consequently he considered nodesty in the
girl not nerely as a relic of barbarism but also as an insult to

hi nsel f.
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There was nothing for it but to subnit, since, although all the
doctors had studied in the same school, had read the same books,
and | earned the sane science, and though sone pople said this

cel ebrated doctor was a bad doctor, in the princess's househol d
and circle it was for sone reason accepted that this cel ebrated
doctor al one had some special know edge, and that he al one could
save Kitty. After a careful exam nation and soundi ng of the
bewi | dered patient, dazed with shane, the cel ebrated doctor
havi ng scrupul ously washed hi s hands, was standing in the draw ng
roomtalking to the prince. The prince frowned and coughed,
listening to the doctor. As a man who had seen sonet hing of

life, and neither a fool nor an invalid, he had no faith in
nmedicine, and in his heart was furious at the whole farce,
specially as he was perhaps the only one who fully conprehended
the cause of Kitty's illness. "Conceited bl ockhead!" he thought,
as he listened to the celebrated doctor's chatter about his
daughter's synptons. The doctor was nmeantinme with difficulty
restrai ning the expression of his contenpt for this old

gentl eman, and with difficulty consdescending to the level of his
intelligence. He prceived that it was no good talking to the old
man, and that the principal person in the house was the nother.
Before her he decided to scatter his pearls. At that instant the
princess cane into the drawing roomw th the famly doctor. The
prince withdrew, trying not to show how ridicul ous he thought the
whol e performance. The princess was distracted, and did not know

what to do. She felt she had sinned against Kitty.

"Well, doctor, decide our fate," said the princess. "Tell ne
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everything."

"I's there hope?" she meant to say, but her |ips quivered, and she

could not utter the question. "Well, doctor?"
"I'nredi ately, princess. | will talk it over with ny colleague,
and then | will have the honor of |aying ny opinion before you."

"So we had better |eave you?"

"As you pl ease.™

The princess went out with a sigh.

VWhen the doctors were left alone, the fam |y doctor began timdly
expl ai ning his opinion, that there was a commencenent of

t ubercul ous trouble, but...and so on. The cel ebrated doctor
listened to him and in the mddle of his sentence | ookedat his
bi g gol d watch.

"Yes," said he. "But..."
The fam |y doctor respectfully ceased in the mddle of his

observati ons.

"The conmencenent of the tubercul ous process we are not, as you
are aware, able to define; till there are cavities, there is
not hi ng definite. But we may suspect it. And there are

i ndi cations; malnutritrion, nervous excitability, and so on. The
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guestion stands thus: in presence of indicatios of tubercul ous

process, what is to be done to maintain nutrition?"

"But, you know, there are always noral, spiritual causes at the

back in these cases," the fam |y doctor permtted hinmself to

interpolate with a subtle snile

"Yes, that's an understood thing," responded the cel ebrated
physi ci an, again glancing at his watch. "Beg pardon, is the
Yausky bridge done yet, or shall | have to drive around?" he
asked. "Ah! it is. Onh, well, then | can do it in twenty m nutes.
So we were saying the problem may be put thus: to maintain
nutrition and to give tone to the nerves. The one is in close

connection with the other, one nust attach both sides at once."

"And how about a tour abroad?" asked the fam |y doctor.

“I"ve no liking for foreign tours. And take note: if there is

an early stabe of tubercul ous process, of which we cannot be
certain, a foreign tour will be of no use. What is wanted is
means of inproving nutrition, and not for lowering it." And the
cel ebrat ed doctor expounded his plan of treatnent with Soden

wat ers, a renmedy obviously prescribed primarily on the gound that

they could do no harm

The fam |y doctor |istened attentively and respectfully.

"But in foavor of foreign travel | would urge the change of
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habits, the renmoval from conditions calling up rem niscences.

And then the npther wishes it," he added.

“"Ah! Well, in that case, to be sure, let themgo. Only, those
German quacks are m schievous...They ought to be

persuaded. .. Well, let themgo then."

He gl anced once nore at his watch

"Ch! tine's up already,” and he went to the door. The cel ebrated
doct or announced to the princess (a feeling of what was due from
thimdictated his doing so) that he oughtto see the patient once

nor e.

"What! anot her exam nation!" cried the nother, with horror

"Ch, no, only a few details, princess."

"Cone this way."

And t he nother, acconpanied by the doctor, went into the draw ng
roomto Kitty. Wasted and flushed, with a peculiar glitter in
her eyes, left there by the agony of shane she had been put

t hrough, Kitty stood in the mddl e of the room When the doctor
came in she flushed crinson, and her eyes filled with tears. Al
her illness and treatnent struck her as a thing so stupid,

[ udri crous even! Doctoring her seened to her as absurd as
putting together the pieces ofa broken vase. Her heart was

broken. Why would they try to cure her with pills and powders?
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But she could not grieve her mother, expecially as her nother

consi dered herself to bl ane.

“"May | trouble you to sit down, princess?" the cel ebrated doctor

said to her.

He sat down with a smile, facing her, felt her pulse, and again
began asker her tiresonme questions. She answered him and all at

once got up, furious.

"Excuse ne, doctor, but there is really no object in this. This

is the third tine you' ve asked ne the sane thing."

The cel ebrated doctor did not take offense.

“"Nervous irritability," he said to the princess, when Kitty had

|eft the room "However, | had finished..."

And t he doctor began scientifically explaining to the princess,
as an exceptionally intelligent wonman, the condition of the young
princess, and concluded by insisting on the drinking of

thewaters, which were certainly harm ess. At the question:

Shoul d they go abroad? the doctor plunged into deep neditation

as though resolving a weighty problem Finally his decision was
pronounced: they were to go abroad, but to put no faith in

foreign quacks, and to apply to himin any need.

It seened as though some piece of good fortune had come to pass
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after the doctor had gone. The nother was much nore cheerfu
when she went back to her daughter, and Kitty pretended to be
nore cheerful. She had often, al npbst always, to be pretending

now.

"Really, I"'mquite well, mamma. But if you want to go abroad,
let's go!" she said, and trying to appear interested in the
proposed tour, she began tal king of the preparations for the

j ourney.

Chapter 2

Soon after the doctor, Dolly had arrived. SHe knew that there
was to be a consultation that day, and though she was only just
up after her confinenment (she had another baby, a little girl,
born at the end of the winter), though she had trouble and

anxi ety enough of her own, she had left her tiny baby and a sick

child, to come and hear Kitty's fate, which was to be deci ded

t hat day.

"Well, well?" she said, conmng into the drawi ng room wi thout
taking off her hat. "You're all in good spirits. Good news,

t hen?"

They tried to tell her what the doctor had said, but it appeared
that though the doctor had tal ked distinctly enough and at great
length, it was utterly inpossible to report what he had said. The

only point of interest was that it was settled they should go
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abr oad.

Dolly could not help sighing. Her dearest friend, her sister

was goi ng away. And her life was not a cheerful one. Her
relations with Stepan Arkadyevitch after their reconciliation had
become hum liating. The union Anna had cenented turned out to be
of no solid character, and fam |y harnony was breaki ng down again
at the sane point. There had been nothing definite, but Stepan

Ar kadyevitch was hardly ever at hone; nobney, too, was hardly ever
forthcom ng, and Dolly was cintinually tortured by suspicions of
infidelity, which she tried to disnm ss, dreading the agonies of

j eal ousy she had been through already. The first onslaught of

j eal ousy, once lived through, could never cone back again, and
even the discovery of infidelities could never now affect her as
it had the first tine. Such a discovery now would only nean
breaking up famly habits, and she |let herself be deceived,
despising himand still nore herself, for the weakness. Besides
this, the care of her large famly was a constant worry to her
first, the nursing of her young baby did not go well, then the

nurse had gone away, now one of the children had fallen ill.

"Well, how are all of you?" asked her nother
"Ah, mamma, we have plenty of troubles of our own. Lili is ill,
and |'mafraid it's scarlatina. | have cone here now to hear

about Kitty, and then |I shall shut nyself up entirely, if--God

forbid--it should be scarlatina."
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The old prince too had cone in fromhis study after the doctor's
departure, and after presenting his cheek to Dolly, and saying a

few words to her, he turned to his wfe:

"How have you settled it? you' re going? Wll, and what do you
mean to do with me?"

"I suppose you had better stay here, Al exander," said his wfe.

"That's as you like."

“Mamme, why shouldn't father conme with us?" said Kitty. "It

woul d be nicer for himand for us too."

The old prince got up and stroked Kitty's hair. She lifted her
head and | ooked at thimwith a forced smle. It always seened to
her that he understood her better than any one in the famly

t hough he did not say nuch about her. Being the youngest, she

was her father's favorite, and she fancied that his | ove gave him
i nsi ght. When now her gl ance neet his blue kindly eyes | ooking
intently at her, it seemto her that he saw right through her

and understood all that was not good that was passing w thin her

Reddeni ng, she stretched out towards himexpecting a kiss, but he

only patted her hair and said:

"These stupid chignons! There's no getting at the real daughter
One sinply strokes the bristles of dead wonmen. Well, Dolinka,"

he turned to his elder daughter, "what's your young buck about,
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hey?"

"Not hing, father," answered Dol |y, understanding thathe husband
was neant. "He's always out; | scarcely ever see him" she could

not resist adding with a sarcastic smle

"Why, hasn't he gone into the country yet--to see about selling

that forest?"

"No, he's still getting ready for the journey."

"Ch, that's it!" said the prince. "And so am| to be getting
ready for a journey too? At your service," he said to his wife,
sitting down. "And | tell you wat, Katia," he went on to his
younger daughter, "you nust wake up one fine day and say to
yourself: Way, I"'mquite well, and merry, and going out again

with father fro an early norning walk in the frost. Hey?"

VWhat her father said seenmed sinple enough, yet at these words

Kitty becane confused and overcone |like a detected crim nal

"Yes, he sees it all, he understands it all, and in these words
he's telling ne that though |I'm ashaned, | nust get over ny
shame.” She coud not pluck up spirit to make any answer. She

tried to begin, and all at once burst into tears, and rushed out

of the room

"See what cones of your jokes!"™ the princess pounced down on her

hustand. "You're always..." she began a string of reproaches.
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The prince listened to the princess's scolding rather a |ong

while without speaking, but hs face was nore and nore frowning.

"She's so nmuch to be pitied, poor child, so much to be pitied,
and you don't feel how it hurts her to hear the slightest
reference to the cause of it. Ah! to be so m staken in people!”
said the princess, and by the change in her tone both Dolly and
the prince knew she was speaking of Vronsky. "I don't know why

there aren't |aws agai nst such base, dishonorable people."

"Ah, | can't bear to hear you!" said the prince gloomly, getting
up fromhis |Iow chair, and seem ng anxious to get away, yet

stopping in the doorway. "There are |aws, madam and since

you' ve challenged me to it, I'Il tell you who's to blame for it
all: you and you, you and nobody el se. Laws agai nst such young
gal l ants there have al ways been, and there still are! Yes, if

there has been nothing that ought not to have been, old as | am
I'd have called himout to the barrier, the young dandy. Yes,

and now you physic her and call in these quacks."

The prince apparently had plenty nore to say, but as soon as the
princess heard his tone she subsided at once, and becane

penitent, as she always did on serious occasions.

"Al exander, Al exander," she whispered, moving to him and

begi nning to weep.

As soon as she began to cry the prince too cal ned down. He went
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up to her.

"There, that's enough, that's enough! You're wetched too, |
know. It can't be hel ped. There's no great harm done. God is

merciful...thanks..." he said, not knowi ng what he was saying, as
he responded to the tearful kiss of the princess that he felt on

his hand. And the prince went out of the room

Before this, as soon as Kitty went out of the roomin tears,
Dolly, with her notherly, famly instincts, had pronptly
perceived that here a woman's work |ay before her, and she
prepared to do it. She took of her hat, and, norally speaking,
tucked up her sleeves nad prerpared for action. Wile her nother
was attacking her father, she tried to restrain her nother, so
far as filial reverence would allow. During the prince's

out burst she was silent; she felt ashaned for her nother, and
tender towards her father for so quickly being kind again. But
when her father left htem she nmade ready forwhat was the chief

thing needful--to go to kitty and consol e her

"I'"d been nmeaning to tell you sonmething for a long while, mamm:
did you know that Levin neant to make Kitty an offer when he was
here the last tinme? He told Stiva so."

"Well, what then? | don't understand..."”

"So did Kitty perhaps refuse hinP...She didn't tell you so?"
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"No, she has said nothing to me either of one or the other; she's

too proud. But | knowit's all on account of the other."

"Yes, but suppose she has refused Levin, and she woul dn't have
refused himif it hadn't been for the other, | know. And then,

he has deceived her so horribly."

It was too terrible for the princess to think how she had sinned

agai nst her daughter, and she broke out angrily.

"Ch, | really don't understand! Nowadays they will all go their

own way, and nothers haven't a word to say in anything, and

then..."

“"Mamma, 1'I1 go up to her."

"Well, do. Did I tell you not to?" said her nother.
Chapter 3

When she went into Kitty's little room a pretty, pink little
room full of knick-knacks in vieux saxe, as fresh, and pink,
andwhite, and gay as Kitty herself had been two nonths ago, Dolly
remenbered how they had decorated the roomthe year before
together, with what |ove and gaiety. Her heart turned cold when
she saw Kitty sitting on a |low chair near the door, her eyes

fi xed i movably on a corner of the rug. Kitty glanced at her

sister, and the cold, rather ill-tenpered expressio of her face

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

di d not change.

"I"'mjust going now, and | shall have to keep in and you won't be

able to come to see ne," said Dolly, sitting down beside her. "I

want to talk to you.'

"What about?" Kitty asked swiftly, lifting her head in dismy.

"What should it be, but your trouble?"

"l have no trouble."

"Nonsense, Kitty. Do you suppose | could hel p knowi ng? | know

all about it. And believe ne, it's of so little

consequence. .. W' ve all been through it."

Kitty did not speak, and her face had a stern expression.

"He's not worth your grieving over him" pursued Darya

Al exandrovna, com ng straight to the point.

"No, becuase he has treated ne with contenpt," said Kitty, in a

breaki ng voice. "Don't talk of it! Please, don't talk of it!"
"But who can have told you so? No one has said that. I'm

certain he was in love with you, and would still be in love with

you, if it hadn't...
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"Ch, the npst awful thing of all for nme is this synpathizing!"
shrieked Kitty, suddenly flying into a possion. She turned round
on her chair, flushed crinpson, and rapidly noving her fingers,

pi nched the clasp of her belf first with one hand and then with
the other. Dolly knew this trick her sister had of clenching her
hands when she was nuch excited; she knew, too, that in noments
of excitement Kitty was capable of forgetting herself anad saying
a great deal too much, and Dooly woul d have soot hed her, but it

was too | ate.

"What, what is it yo want to make me feel, eh?" said Kitty

qui ckly. That |'ve been in love with a man who didn't care a
straw for ne, and that I'mdying of love for hin?? And this is
said to ne by ny own sister, who inmagines that...that...that
she's synpathizing with me!...1 don't want these condol ences and

hi s hunbug! "

"Kitty, you're unjust."

"Why are you tornenting nme?"

"But |...quite the contrary...|l see you're unhappy..."

But Kitty in her fury did not hear her

“I"ve nothing to grieve over and be conforted about. | amtoo
proud ever to allow nyself to care for a man who does not |ove

me.
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"Yes, | don't say so either...Only one thing. Tell ne the
truth,” said Darya Al exandrovna, taking her by the hand: "tel

me, did Levin speak to you?..

The nmention of Levin's nanme seened to deprive Kitty of the |ast
vestige of self-control. She | eaped up from her chair, and
flinging her clasp on the ground, she gesticulated rapidly with

her hands and sai d:

"Why bring Levin in too? I can't understand what you want to
torment ne for. |I've told you, and | say it again, that |I have
some pride, and never, NEVER would | do as you're doing--go back
to a man who's decei ved you, who has cared for another wonan.

can't understand it! You may, but | can't!"

And saying these words she glanced at her sister, and seeing that
Dolly sat silent, her head mournfully bowed, Kitty, instead of
runni ng out of the roomas she had neant to do, sat down near the

door, and hid her face in her handkerchi ef.

the silence |asted for two m nutes: Dolly was thinking of
hersel f. That humiliation of which she was al ways consci ous cane
back to her with a peculiar bitterness when her sister rem nder
he of it. She had not |ooked for such cruelty in her sister, and
she was angry with her. But suddenly she heard the rustle of a
skirt, and with it the sound of heart-erending, snothered
sobbing, and felt arns about her neck. Kitty was on her knees

before her.
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"Dolinka, I amso, so wetched!" she whispered penitently. And
the sweet face covered with tears hid itself in Darya

Al exandrovna's skirt.

As though tears were the indispensible oil, wthout which the
machi enry of nutual confidence could not run snoothly between the
two sister, the sisters after their tears tal ked, not ofwhat was
uppernost in their nmnds, but, though they tal ked of outside
matters, they understood each other. Kitty knew that the words
she had uttered in anger abouther husband's infidelity and her
hum |iating position had cut her poor sister to the heart, but
shat she had forgiven her. Dolly for her part knew all she had
wnated to find out. She felt certain thather surm ses were
correct; that Kitty's m sery, her inconsol able nisery, was due
precisely to the fact thatLevin had made her an offer and she had
refused him and Vronsky had deceived her, and that she was fully
prepared to |love Levin and to detest Vronsky. Kitty said nota

word of that; she tal ked of nothing but her spiritual condition

"I have nothing to nmake ne miserable," she said, getting cal ner;
"but can you understand that everything has becone hat eful
| oat hsone, coarse to ne, and | nyself nost of all? You can't

i magi ne what | oathsonme thoughts | have about everything."

"Why, what ever | oathsone thoughts can you have?" asked Dol ly,

sm |ing.

"The nost utterly | oathsone and coarse: | can't tell you. It's
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not unhappi ness, or low spirits, but nmuch worse. As though
everything that was good in nme was all hidden away, and not hing
was | eft but the nobst |oathsone. Cone, howaml| to tell you?"

she went on, seeing the puzzled |Iook in her sister's eyes.

"Fat her began saying sonething to me just now. ..It seens to me he
thinks all | want is to be married. Mdther takes me to a ball

it seenms to ne she only takes ne to get ne married off as soon as
may be, and be rid of me. | knowit's not the truth, but | can't
drive away such thoughts. Eligible suitors, as they call them -

| can't bear to see them It seens to ne they're taking stock of
me and summing nme up. In old days to go anywhere in a ball dress
was a sinple joy to ne, | admired nyself; now | feel ashaned and
awkward. And then! The doctor...Then..." Kitty hesitated; she
wanted to say further that ever since this change had taken pl ace
in her, Stepan Arkadyevitch had becone insufferably repulsive to
her, and that she could not see himw thout the grossest and nobst

hi deous conceptions rising before her inmagination

"Ch, well, everything presents itself to ne, in the coarsest,

nost | oathsonme light," she went on. "That's ny illness. Perhaps

it will pass off."

"But you mustn't think about it.

"I can't help it. I'mnever happy except with thechildren at

your house."

"What a pity you can't be with nme!"
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"Oh, yes, I"'mcomng. |I've had scarlatina, and I'l| persuade

manm to |let ne.

Kitty insisted on having her way, and went to stay at her

sister's and nursed the children all through the scarlatina, for
scarlatina it turned out to be. The two sisters brought all the
six children successfully through it, but Kitty was no better in

heal th, andin Lent the Shtcherebatskys went abroad.

Chapter 4

The hi ghest Petersburge society is essentially one: in it every
one knows every one el se, every one even Vvisits every one el se.
but this great set has its subdivisions. Anna Arkadyevna
Karenina had friends and close ties in three different circles of
this highest society. One circle was her husband's governnent

of ficial set, consisting of his colleagues and subordi nates,
brought together in the nost various and caprici ous manner, and
bel onging to different social strata. Anna found it difficult
now to recall the feeling of alnbst awe-stricken reverence which
she had at first entertained for these persons. Now she knew al
of t hem aspeopl e know one another in a country town; she knew
their habits and weaknesses, and where the shoe pinched each one
of them She knew their relatios with one another and with the
head authorities, knew who was for whom and how each one

mai nt ai ned his position, and where they agreed and di sagreed.

But the circle of political, masculine interests had never
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interested her, in spite of countess Kidia |Ivanovna's influence,

and she avoided it.

Another little set with which Anna was in close relations was the
one by neans of which Al exey Al exandrovitch had nmade his career
The center of this circle was the Countess Lidia Ivanovna. It

was a set nmade up of elderly, ugly, benevol ent, and godly wonen,
and clever, |earned, and anbitious men. ONe of the clever people
bel onging to the set had called it "the conscience of Petersburg

society.” Al exey Al exandrovitch had the highest esteemfor this
circle, and Anna with her special gift for getting on with every
one, had in the early days of her life in Petersburg nade friends
inthis circle also. Now, since her return from Mdscow, she had
cone to feel this set insufferable. It seemed to her that both
she and all of them wer insincere, and she fell so bored and il

at ease in that world that she went to see the Countess Lidia

I vanovna as little as possible.

The third circle with which Anna had ties was preem nently the
fashi onable worl d--the world of balls, of dinners, of sunpuous
dresses, the world that hung on to the court with one hand, so as
to avoid sinking to the I evel of the deni-nonde. For the
demi - nonde the nenbers ofthat fashionable world believed that

t hey despised, though their tastes were not nmerely simlar, but
in fact identical. Her connection with this circle was kept up

t hrough Princess Betsy Tverskaya, her cousin's w fe, who had an

i ncome of a hundred and twenty thousand roubles, and who had

taken a great fancy to Anna ever since she first cane out, showed
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her nmuch attention, and drew herito her set, making fun of

Countess Kidia |Ivanovnha's coterie.

"When I'mold and ugly 1'Il be the sanme," Betsy used to say; "but
for a pretty young wormman |like you it's early days for that house

of charity."”

Anna had at first avoided as far as she could Princess
Tverskaya's world, because it necessitated an expenditure beyond
her means, and besides in her heart she preferred the first
circle. But since her visit to Mdscow she had done quite the
contrary. She avoided her serious-mnded friends, and went out
into the fashionable world. There she net Vronsky, and
experienced an agitating joy at those neetings. She nmet Vronsky
specially often at Betsy's for Betsy was a Vronsky by birth and
his cousin. Vronsky was everywhere where he had any chance of
metting Anna, and speaking to her, when he could, of his |ove.
She gave him no encouragenent, but every tine she nmet himthere
surged up in her heart that same feeling of quickened |life that
had come upon her that day in the railway carriage when she saw
himfor the first tine. She was conscious herself that her
del i ght sparkled in her eyes and curved her lips into a snile

and she could not quench the expression of this delight.

At first Anna sincerely believed that she was displeased with him
for daring to pursue her. Soon after her return from Mdscow, on
arriving at a soiree where she had expected to neet him and not
finding himthere, she realized distinctly fromthe rush of

di sappoi ntrent that she had been deceiving herself, and that this
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pursuit was not merely not distasteful to her, but that it made

the whole interest of her life.

A cel ebrated singer was singing for the second tine, and all the
fashi onable world was in the theater. Vronsky, seeing his
cousing fromhis stall in the front row, did not wait till the

entr' acte, but went to her box.

"Why didn't yo come to dinner?" she said to him "I marvel at
the second sight of lovers,” she added with a snmile, so thatno
one but he could hear; "SHE WASN' T THERE. But come after the

opera."

Vronsky | ooked inquiringly at her. She nodded. He thanked her

by a smle, and sat down beside her

"But how | renmenber yor jeers!" continued Princess Betsy, who

took a peculair in following up this passion to a successfu

i ssue. "What's becone of all that? You' re caught, nmy dear boy."

"That's nmy one desire, to be caught," answered Vronsky, with his

serene, good-hunored snile. "If | conpain of naything it's only
that 1'm not caught enough, to tell the truth. | begin to | ose
hope. "

"Why, what ever hope can you have?" said Betsy, offended on behalf
of her friend. "Enendons nous..." But in her eyes there were

gl eans of light that betrayed that she understood perfectly and
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precisely as he did what hope he m ght have.

"None what ever," said Vronsky, |aughing and showi ng his even rows
of teeth. "Excuse ne," he addd, taking an opera gl ass out ofher
hand, and proceeding to scrutinize, over her bare shoul der, the

row of boxes facing them "lI'mafraid |I'm becom ng ridiculous.”

He was very well aware that he ran no risk of being ridiculous in
the eyes of Betsy or any ohter fashionable people. He was very
well aware that in their eyes the position of an unsuccessfu

| over of a girl, or of any woman free to marry, might be
ridiculous. But the position of a man pursuing a marri ed wonman
and, regardl ess of everything, staking his life on draw ng her
into adultery, has sonething fine and grand about it, and can
never be ridiculous; and so it was ith a proud and gay smle
under shi nustaches that he | owered the opera glass and | ooked at

hi s cousi n.

"But why was it you didn't come to dinner?" she said, admring

hi m

"I must tell you about that. | was busily enployed, and doing
what, do you suppose? |I'I|l give you a hundred guesses, a

t housand. . .you' d never guess. |'ve been reconciling a husband

with a man who'd insulted his wife. Yes, really!"

"Well, did you succeed?"

"Al most . "
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"You really nust tell nme about it," she said, getting up. "Cone

tonme in the next entr'acte."

"I can't; I"'mgoing to the French theater."

"From Ni | sson?" Betsy queried in horror, though she could not
hersel f have distinguished Ni|Isson's voice fromany chorus

girl's.

"Can't help it. I've an appointnment there, all to do with ny

m ssi on of peace."

Bl essed are the peacenmakers; theirs is the kingdom of heaven,
sai d Betsy, vaguely recollecitng she had heard sone simlar
sayi ng from soneone. "Very well, then, sit down, and tell ne

what it's all about.

And she sat down agai n.

Chapter 5
"This is rather indiscreet, but it's so good it's an awful
tenptation to tell the story," said Vronsky, |ooking at her with

his | aughing eyes. "lI'mnot going to nention any nanes."

"But | shall guess, so much the better."
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"Well, listen: two festive young nen were driving -

"Officers of your reginent, of course?"

"I didn't say thery were officers,--tw young men who had been

| unchi ng. "

“I'n other words, drinking."

"Possibly. They were driving on their way to dinner with a

friend in the nost festive state of mnd. And they beheld a
pretty woman in a hired sl edge; she overtakes them | ooks round
at them and, so they fancy anyway, nods to them and | aughs.

They, of course, follow her. They gallop at full speed. To

their amazenent, the fair one alights at the entrance of the very
house to which they were going. The fair one darts upstairs to
the top story. They get a glinpse of red |ips under a short

veil, and exquisite little feet."

"You describe it with such feeling that |I fancy you nust be one

of the two."

"And after what you said, just now Well, the young nmen go in to
their conrade's; he was giving a farewell dinner. There they
certainly did drink a little too much, as one always does at
farewel | dinners. And at dinner they inquire who lives at the
top in that house. No one knows; only their host's valet, in

answer to their inquiry whether any young |ladies' are |iving on
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the top floor, answered that there were a great many ofthem about
there. After dinner the two young men go into their host's

study, and wite a letter to the unknown fair one. They conpose
an ardent epistle, a declaration in fact, and they carry the
letter upstairs themselves, so as to el uci date whatever mni ght

appear not perfectly intelligible in the letter."

"Why are you telling me these horrible stories? Wll?"

"They ring. A maidservant opens the door, they hand her the
letter, and assure the maid that they're both so in | ove that
they'll die on the spot at the door. The nmmid, stupefied,

carries in their nmessages. Al at once a gentlenman appears with
whi skers |i ke sausages, as red as a | obster, announdes that there
is noone living in the flat except his wife, and sends them both

about their business."

"How do you know he had whi skers |ike sausages, as you say?"

"Ah, you shall hear. |'ve just been to make peace between them"

"Well, and what then?"

"That's the nost interesting part of the story. It appears that

it's a happy couple, a government clerk and his lady. The

governnment clerk | odges a conplaint, and | becane a nediator, and

such a mediator!...l assure you Talleyrand couldn't hold a candle

to ne."
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"Why, where was the difficulty?"

"“Ah, you shall hear...W apologize in due form we are in
despair, we entreat forgiveness for the unfortunate

m sunder st andi ng. The governnent clerk with the sausages begins
to nelt, but he, too, desires to express his sentinents, and as
soon as ever he begins to express them he begins to get hot and
say nhasty things, andagain |I'mobliges to trot out all ny

di plomatic talents. | allowed that their conduct was bad, but |
urged himto take into consideration their heedl essness, their
yout h; then, too, the young nmen had only just been | unching
together. You understand. They regret it deeply, and beg you

to overl ook their misbehavior.' The governnment clerk was
softened once nore. | consent, count, and amready to overl ook
it; but you perceive that nmy wife--ny wife's a respectabl e wonman
- his been exposed to the persecution, and insults, and

effrontery of young upstarts, scoundrels...' And you nust
under st and, the young upstarts are present all the while, and
have to keep the peace between them Again | call out all ny

di pl omacy, and agains as soon as the thing was about at an end,
our friend the government clerk gets hot and red, and his

sausages stand on end with wath, and once nore | |aunch out into

di plomatic wiles.™

"Ah, he nmust tell you this story!" said Betsy, laughing, to a

lady to canme ito her box. "He has been making nme | augh so."

"Well, bonne chance!" she added, giving Vronsky one finger of the
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hand in which she held her fan, and with a shrug of her shoul ders
she twitched down the bodice of her gown that had worded up, so
as to be duly naked as she noved forward towards the footlights

into the Igith of the gas, and the sight of all eyes.

Vronsky drove to the French theater, where he really had to see
the col onel of his reginment, who never nissed a single
performance there. He wanted to see him to report on the result
of his nediation, which had occupi ed and amused himfor the | ast
three days. Petritsky, whomhe |iked, was inplicated in the
affair, and the other culprit was a capital fellow and first-rate
comarade, who had lately joined the reginent, the young Prince
Kedrov. And what was npst inportant, the interests of the

regi ment were involved in it too.

Both the young nen were in Vronsky's conpany. The col onel of the
regi ment was waited uon the the governnent clerk, Venden, with a
conpl aint against his officers, who had insulted his wife. H's
young wi fe, so Venden told the story--he had been nmarried half a
year--was at church with her nother, and suddenly overcone by

i ndi sposition, arising fromher interesting condition, she could
not remai n standi ng, she drove home in the first sledge, a
smart -1 ooki ng one, she cane across. ON the spot the officers set
off in pursuit of her; she was alarnmed, and feeling still nore
unwel |, ran up the staircase honme. Venden hinsel f, on returning
fromhis office, heard a ring at their bell and voices, went out,
and seeing the intoxicated officers with a letter, he had turned

them out. He asked for exenplary punishnent.
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"Yes, it's all very well,"” said the colonel to Vronsky, whom he
had invited to cone and see him "Petritsky's beconi ng
i mpossi bl e. Not a week goes by w thout sone scandal. This

government clerk won't let it drop, he'll go on with the thing."

Vronsky saw all the thankl essness of the business, and that there
could be no question of a duel init, that everything nust be
done to soften the governnment clerk, and hush the matter up. The
colonel had called in Vronsky just because he knew himto be an
honorabl e and intelligent man, and, nore than all, a man who
cared for the honor of the reginent. They talked it over, and
deci ded that Petritsky and Kedrov nmust go with Vronsky to
Venden's to apol ogi ze. The col onel and Vronsky were both fully
aware that Vronsky's name and rank woul d besure to contribute

greatly to softening of the injured husband's feelings.

And these two influences were not in fact without effect; though

the result remai ned, as Vronsky had described, uncertain

On reaching the French theater, Vronsky retired to the foyer with
the colonel, and reported to himhis success, or non-success.

The colonel, thinking it all over, nmade up his mnd not to pursue
the matter further, but then for his own satisfaction proceeded
to cross-exam ne Vronsky about his interview, and it was a | ong
while before he could restrain his laughter, as Vronsky descri bed
how t he governnment clerk, after subsiding for a while, would
suddenly flare up again, as he recalled the details, and how

Vronsky, at the last half word of conciliation, skillfully
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maneuvered a retreat, shoving Petritsky out before him

"It's a disgraceful story, but killing. Kedrov really can't
fight the gentleman! Was he so awfully hot?" he comrent ed,

| aughi ng. "But what do you say to Claire today? She's

mar vel ous, " he went on, speaking of a new French actress.
"However often you see her, every day she's different. It's only

t he French who can to that."

Chapter 6

Princess Betsy drove hone fromthe theater, w thout waiting for
the end of the last act. She had only just tine to go into her
dressing room sprinkle her long, pale face with powder, rub it,
set her dress to rights, and order tea in the big drawing room
when one after another carriages drove up to her huge house in
Bol shai a Morskai a. Her guests stepped out at the wi de entrance,
and the stout porter, who used to read the newspapers in the
nmor ni ngs behind the glass door, to the edification of the
passers- by, noiselessly opened the i nmense door, letting the

visitors pass by himinto the house.

Al npst at the same instant the hostess, with freshly arranged

coi ffure and freshened face, wal ked in at one door and her guests
at the other door of the drawing room a |large roomw th dark

wal I's, downy rugs, and a brightly lighted table, gleamng with

the Iight of candles, white cloth, siver sanovar, and transparent
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china tea things.

The hostess sat down at the table and took off her gl oves.

Chairs were set with the aid of footnen, noving al nost

i mperceptibly about the room the party settled itself, divided
into two groups: one round the sanpvar near the hostess, the
other at the opposite end of the drawing room round the handsonme
wi fe of an anbassador, in black velvet, with sharply defined

bl ack eyebrows. In both groups conversation wavered, as it

al ways does, fro the first few m nutes, broken up by nettings,
greetings, offers of tea, and as it were, feeling about for

sonmething to rest upon.

"She's exceptionally good as an actress; one can see she's
studi ed Kaul bach," said a diplomatic attache in the group round

t he anbassador's wife. "Did you notice how she fell down?..

"Oh, please ,don't let us talk about Nilsson! No one can

possi bly say anything new about her," said a fat, red-faced,

fl axen- headed | ady, wi thout eyebrows and chi gnon, wearing an old
silk dress. This was Princess Myakaya, noted for her sinplicity
and the roughness of her manners, and ni cknanmed enfant terrible.
Princess Myakaya, sitting in the middle between the two groups,
and |listening to both, took part in the conversation first of one
and then of the other. "Three people have used that very phrase
about Kaul bach to ne today al ready, just as though they had nade
a conpact about it. And | can't see why they |iked that remark

SO.
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The conversation was cut short by this observation, and a new

subj ect had to be thought of again.

"Do tell ne sonething amusing but not spiteful," said the
anbassador's wife, a great proficient in the art of that el egant
coversation called by the English, small talk. She addressed the

attache, who was at a | oss now what to begin upon

"They say that that's a difficult task, that nothing s amusing

that isn't spiteful,” he began with a snmile. "But I'Il try. Get
me a subject. It all lies in the subject. If a subject's given
me, it's easy to spin something round it. | often think that the

celebrated tal kers of the last century would have found it
difficult to talk cleverly now Everything clever is so
stale...”

"That has been said |ong ago," the anbassador's wife interrupted

hi m | aughi ng.

The conversati on began am ably, but just because it was too

am able, it canme to a stop again. They had to have recourse to
the sure, never-failing topic--gossip

"Don't you think there's sonmething Louis Quinze about

Tushkevi tch?" he said, glancing towards a handsone, fair-haired

young nman, standing at the table.

"Oh, yes! He's in thesame style as the drawing roomand that's
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why it is he's so often here."

Thi s conversation was mai ntai ned, since it rested on allusions to
what could not be talked on in that room-that is to say, of the

rel ati ons of Tushkevitch with their hostess.

Round the sampvar and the hostess the conversation had been
meanwhi l e vacillating in just the sane way between three

i nevitabl e topics: the |atest piece of publick news, the
theater, and scandal. It, too, cane finally to rest on the |ast

topic, that is, ill-natured gossib

"Have you heard the Maltishtcheva wonan--the nother, not the

daughter--has ordered a costurne in diable rose col or?"

"Nonsense! No, that's too |ovely!"

"I wonder that with her sense--for she's not a fool, you know -

t hat she doesn't see how funny she is."

Everyone had sonething to say in censure or ridicule of the
| uckl ess Madane Maltishtcheva, and the conversation crackl ed

merrily, like a burning faggot-stack

The husband of Princess Betsy, a good-natured fat nan, an ardent
col |l ector of engravings, hearing that his wife had visitors, cane
into the drawing room before going to his club. Stepping

noi sel essly over the thick rugs, he went up to Princess Myakaya.
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"How did you like Nilsson?" he asked.

"Ch, how can you steal upon anyone |like that! How you startled
me!" she responded. "Please don't talk to ne about the opera;
you know not hi ng about nusic. |'d better nmeet you on your own
ground, and tal k about yor mmjolica and engravi ngs. Come now,
what treasure have yo been buying lately at the old curiosity

shops?”

"Wuld you like me to show you? But you don't understand such

t hi ngs. "

"Ch, do show ne! |'ve been |earning about them at those--what's
their names?...the bankers...they've sonme splendid engravings.

They showed themto us.”

"Why, have you been at the Schuet zburgs?" asked the hostess from

t he sanovar.

"Yes, ma chere. They asked ny husband and nme to dinner, and told

us thesauce at that dinner cost a hundred pounds," Princess
Myakaya sai d, speaking |oudly, and consci ous everyone was
listening; "and very nasty sauce it was, some green ness. We had
to ask them and | made them sauce for eighteenpence, and

everybody was very much pleased with it. | can't run to

hundr ed- pound sauces. "

"She's unique!" said the lady of the house.
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"“Marvel ous!" said soneone

The sensation produced by Princess Myakaya's speeches was al ways
uni que, and the secret of the sensation she produced lay in the
fact that though she spoke notal ways ppropriately, as now, she
said sinple things with sone sense in them In thesociety in

hwi ch she |ived such plain statenents produced the effect of the
wittiest epigram Princess Myakaya coul d never see why it had

that effect, but she knew it had, and took advantage of it.

As everyone had been |istening while Princess Myakaya spoke, and
so the conversation around the anbassador's wi fe had dropped,
Princess Betsy tried to bring the whole party toegether, and

truned to the anbassador's w fe.

"WIIl you really not have tea? You should conme over here by us."

"No, we're very happy here," the anbassador's wife responded with
a smle, and she went on with the conversation that had been

begun.

"It was a very agreeable conversation. Tehy were criticizing the

Kar eni ns, husband and wi fe.

"Anna is quite changed since her stay in Moscow. There's

sonmet hi ng strange about her," said her friend.

"The great change is that she brought back with her the shadow of
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Al exey Vronsky," said the ambassador's wife.

"Well, what of it? There's a fable of G omi s about a man

wi t hout a shadow, a man who's |l ost his shadow. And that's his
puni shment for sonmething. | never coud understand how it was a

puni shment. But a woman nust dislike being without a shadow. "

"Yes, but wormen with a shadow usually come to a bad end," said

Anna's friend.

"Bad luck to your tongue!" said Princess Myakaya suddenly.
"Madane Karenina's a splendid wonan. | don't |ike her husband,

but | |ike her very nuch."

"Why don't you like her husband? He's such a remarkable man,”
said the anbassador's wife. "My husband says there are few

statesnen |i ke himin Europe.”

"And my husband tells nme just the sane, but | don't believe it,"
said Princess Myakaya. "If our husbands didn't talk to us, we
shoul d see the facts as they are. Al exey Al exnadrovitch, to ny
thinking, is sinply a fool. | say it in a whisper...but doesn't
it really make everything clear? Before, when | was told to
consider himclever, | kept looking for his ability, and thought
nyself a fool for not seeing it; but directly |I said, he a fool

t hough only in a whisper, everything' s explained, isn't it?"

"How spiteful you are today!"
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"Not a bit. I1'd no other way out of it. One of the two had to
be a fool. And, well, you know one can't say that of oneself."

No one is satisfied with his fortune, and everyone is satisfied

with his wit.'" The attache repeated the French sayi ng.
"That's just it, just it," Princess Myakaya turned to him "But
the point is that I won't abandon Anna to your nercies. She's so

nice, so charm ng. How can she help it if they're all in |ove

with her, and foll ow her about |ike shadows?"

"COh, | had no idea of blaming her for it," Anna's friend said in

sel f-def ense

"I'f no one follows us about |ike a shadow, that's no proof that

we've any right to blanme her."

And having duly disposed of Anna's friend, the Princess Myakaya
got up, and together with the anbassador's wife, joined the group
atthe table, where the conversation was dealing with the king of

Pr ussi a.

"What wi cked gossip were you tal king over there?" asked Betsy.

"About the Karenins. The princess gave us a sketch of Al exey

Al exandrovitch," said the anbassodor's wife with a smle, as she

sat down at the table.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"Pity we didn't hear it!" said Princess Betsy, glancing towards
the door. "Ah, here you are at last!" she said, turning with a

smle to Vronsky, as he cane in.

Vronsky was not nerely acquainted with all the persons whom he
was neeting here; he saw themall every day; and so he cane in
wtih the quiet manner with which oneenters a roomfull of people

from whom one has only just parted.

"Where do | cone fronP" he said, in answer to a questio fromthe
anbassador's wife. "Well, there's no help for it, | must

confess. Fromthe opera bouffe. | do believe |'ve seen it a
hundrerd tines, and always with fresh enjoynment. It's exquisite!
I know it's disgraceful, but | go to sleep at the opera, and

sit out the opera bouffe to the last minute, and enjoy it. This

evening..."

He nmentioned a French actress, and was going to tell sonething

about her; but theambassoador's wife, with playful horror, cut

hi m short.

"Pl ease don't tell us about that horror."

"Al'l right, I won't especially as everyone knows those horrors."

“"And we should all go to see themif it were accepted as the

correct thing, like the opera,"” chinmed in Princess Myakaya.
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Chapter 7

Steps were heard at the door, and Princess Betsy, knowing it was
Madanme Kareni na, glanced at Vronsky. He was | ooking towards the
door, and his face wore a strange new expression. Joyfully,
intently, and at the sanme tine timdly, he gazed at the
approaching figure, and slowmy he rose to his feet. Anna wal ked
into the drawing room Holding herself extrenely erect, as

al ways, | ooking straight before her, and noving with her swift,
resolute, and light step, that distinguished her fromall other
soci ety wonen, she crossed theshort space to her hostess, shook
hands with her, smled, and wi ththe same snile | ooked around at

Vronsky. Vronsky bowed | ow and pushed a chair up for her

She acknow edged this only by a slight nod, flushed a little, and
frowned. But immediately, while rapidly greeting her
acquai nt ances, and shaki ng the hands proffered to her, she

addressed Princess Betsy:

"l have been at Countess Lidia's, and neant to have cone here

earlier, but | stayed on. Sir John was there. He's very

interesting."

"Oh, that's this m ssionary?"

"Yes; he told us about the life in India, nost interesting

t hi ngs. "
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The conversation, interrupted by her conming in, flickered up

again like the light ofa | anp being bl own out.

"Sir John! Yes, Sir John; I've seen him He speaks well. The

VI assieva girl's quite in love with him"

"And is it true the younger Vlassieva girl's to marry Topov?"

"Yes, they say it's quite a settled thing."

"l wonder at the parents! They say it's a marriage for |ove."

"For | ove? What antediluvian notions you have! Can one talk of

I ove in these days?" said the ambassador's wife.

"What's to be done? It's a foolish old fashion that's kept up

still," said Vronsky.

"So nuch the worse for those who keep up the fashion. The only

happy marriages | know are marri ages of prudence.”

"Yes, but then how often the happi ness of these prudent marriages
flies away |ike dust just because that passion turns up that they

have refused to recognize," said Vronsky.

"But by marriages of prudence we nmean those in which both parties

have sown their wild oats already. That's |ike scarl atina--one

has to go through it and get it over."
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"Then they ought to find out how to vaccinate for |ove, like

smal | pox. "

"I was in love in ny young days with a deacon," said the Princess

Myakaya. "I don't know that it did ne any good."

“No; | imagine, jokingapart, that to know | ove, one nust nake

nm st akes and then correct them" said Princess Betsy.

"Even after marriage?" aid the anbassador's wife plyfully.

It's never too late to nend. The attache repeated the

Engl i sh proverb.

"Just so," Betsy agreed; "one nust nmake nistakes and correct
them What do you think about it?" She turned to Anna, who, with
a faintly perceptible resolute snile on her lips, was |listening

in silence to the conversation

"I think," said Anna, playing with the gl ove she had taken off,
"I think...if so many nen, so nany mnds, certainly so nany

hearts, so many ki nds of |ove."

Vronsky was gazing at Anna, and with a fainting heart waiting for
what she whoud say. He sighed as after a danger escaped when she

uttered these words.

Anna suddenly turned to him

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"Oh, | have had a letter from Moscow. They wite nme that Kitty

Sht cher bat skaya's very ill."

"Real | y?" said Vronsky, knitting his brows.

Anna | ooked sternly at him

"That doesn't interest you?"

"On the contrary, it does, very nmuch. What was it exactly they

told you, if | may know?" he questi oned.

Anna got up and went to Betsy.

"Gve ne a cup of tea," she said, standing at her table.

Wil e Betsy was pouring out the tea, Vronsky went up to Anna.

"What is it they wite to you?" he repeated.

"I often think nmen have no understandi ng of what's not honorabl e

t hough they're always talking of it," said Anna, w thout

answering him "l've wanted to tell you so a long while," she

added, and noving a few steps away, she sat down at a table in a

corner covered with al buns.

"I don't quite understand the neaning of your words," he said,
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handi ng her the cup.

She gl anced towards the sofa beside her, and he instantly sat

down.

"Yes, | have been wanting to tell you," she said, not |ooking at

him "You behaved wongly, very wongly."

"Do you suppose | don't know that |'ve acted wongly? But who

was thecause of ny doing so?"

"What do you say that to ne for?" she said, glancing severely at
hi m

"You know what for," he answered boldly and joyfully, neeting her

gl ance and not dropping his eyes.

Not he, but she, was confused.

"That only shows you have no heart," she said. But her eyes said
that she knew he had a heat, and that was why she wasfaraid of

hi m

"What you spoke of just now was a mi stake, and not |ove."

"Remenber that | have forbidden you to utter thatword, that
hat eful word," said Anna, with a shudder. But at once she felt
that by that very word "forbi dden" she had shown that she

acknow edged certain rights over him and by that very fact was
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encouraging himto speak of love. "I have long nmeant to tell you

this,"” she went on, |ooking resolutely into his eyes, and hot al

over fromthe burning flush on her cheeks. "I've cone on purpose
this evening, knowing |I should neet you. | have cone to tell you
that this nust end. | have never blushed before any one, and you

force ne to feel to blame for sonething.”

He | ooked at her and was struck by a new spiritual beauty in her

face.

"What do you wi sh of nme?" he said sinply and seriously.

"I want you to go to Moscow and ask for Kitty's forgiveness," she

sai d.

"You don't wi sh that?" he said.

"He saw she was sayi ng what she forced herself to say, notwhat

she wanted to say.

"If you love ne, as you say," she whispered, do so that | may

be at peace."

Hi s face grew radiant.

"Don'"t you know that you're all ny life to me? But | know no

peace, and | can't give to to you; all nyself--and |ove...yes.

I can't think of you and nyself apart. You and | are one to ne.
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And | see no cance before us of peace for ne or for you. | see
achance of despair, of wretchedness...or | see a chance of bliss,
what bliss!...Can it be there's no chance of it?" he nurnured

with his lips; but she heard.

She strained every effort of her mnd to say what ought to be
said. But instead ofthat she |let her eyes rest on him full of

| ove, and made no answer.

"I't's come!" he thought in ecstasy. "When | was beginning to
despair, and it seemed there would be no end--it's cone! She

| oves ne! She owns it!"

"Then do this for ne: never say such things to ne, and let us be

friends," she said in words; but her eyes spoke quite

differently.

"Friends we shall never be, you know that yourself. Whether we
shall be the happiest or the wetchedest of people--that's in

your hands."

She woul d have sai d sonething, but he interrupted her

"I ask one thing only: | ask for the right to hope, to suffer as
I do. But if even that cannot ber, command ne to di sappear, and
| di sappear. You shall not see ne if ny presence is distastefu

to you."

"I don't want to drive you away."
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"Only don't change anything, |eave everything as it is," he said

in a shaky voice. "Here's your husband."

At that instant Al exey Alexandrovitch did in fact walk into the

roomwith his calm awkward gait.

G ancing at his wife and Vronsky, he went up to the lady of the
house, and sitting down for a cup of tea, began talking in his
del i berate, always audi ble voice, in his habitual tone of banter

ridiculing sone one.

"Your Ranmbouillet is in full conclave," he said, |ooking round at

all the party; "the graces and the nuses."”

But Princess Betsy could not endure that tone of his -
"sneering," as she called it, using the English word, and like a
skillful hostess she at once brought himinto a serious
conversation on the subject of universal conscription. Al exey

Al exandrovitch was imediately interested in the subject, and
began seriously defending the new inperial decree against

Princess Betsy, who had attacked it.

Vronsky and Anna still sat at the little table.

"This is getting indecorous," whispered one |ady, with an

expressive glance at Madanme Kareni na, Vronsky, and her husband.
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"What did | tell you?" said Anna's friend.

But not only those | adies, alnbst every one in the room even the
Pri ncess Myakaya and Betsy hersel f, | ooked several times in the
direction of the two who had withdrawn fromthe general circle,
as though that were a disturbing fact. Al exey Al exandrovitch was
the only person who did not once |look in that direction, and was

notdiverted fromthe interesting discussion he had entered upon

Noti ci ng the di sagreeable inpressiion that was being nmade on
every one, Princess Betsy slipped sone one else into her place to

listen to Al exey Al exandrovitch, and went up to Anna.

"I"'m al ways amazed at the clearness and precision of your
husband' s | anguage, " she said. "The npbst transcendental ideas

seemto be within ny grasp when he's speaking."”

"Ch, yes!" said Anna, radiant with a smle of happiness, and not
understandi ng a word of what Betsy had said. She crossed over to

the big table and took part in the general conversation

Al exey Al exandrovitch, after staying half an hour, went up to his
wi f e and suggested that they shoudl go home together. Butshe
answered, not |ooking at him that she was staying to supper

Al exey Al exandrovitch made his bows and wi t hdrew.

The fat old Tatar, Madane Karenina's coachman, was with
di fficulty holding one of her pair of grays, chilled with the

cold and rearing at the entrance. A footman stood opening the
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carriage door. The hall porter stood hol ding open the great door
of the house. Anna Arkadyevna, with her quick little hand, was
unfastening the lace of her sleeve, caught in the hook of her fur
cloak, and with bent head listening to the words Vronsky murnured

as he escordted her down.

"You' ve said nothing, of course, and | ask nothing," he was
sayi ng; "but you know that friendship's not what | want: that
there's only one happiness in life for ne, that word that you

di slike so...yes, lovel..

"Love," she repeated slowy, in an inner voice, and suddenly, at
the very instant she unhooked the | ace, she added, "Wy | don't
like the word is that it nmeans too much to me, far nore than you

can understand, " and she glanced into his face. "Au revoir!"

She gave him her hand, and with her rapid, springy step she

passed by the porter and vani shed into the carriage.

Her gl ance, the touch of her hand, set him aflanme. He kissed the

pal m of hi s hand where she had toched it, and went home, happy in

the sense that he had got hearer to the attainment of his ains

that evening than during the |ast two nonths.

Chapter 8

Al exey Al exandrovitch had seen nothing striking or inproper in
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the fact that his wife was sitting with Vronsky at a table apart,
in eager conversation w th hi mabout sonething. But he noticed
that to the rest of the party thisappeared sonething strikign and
i mproper, and for that reason it seened to himtoo to be

i mproper. He nmade up his mnd that he nust speak of it to his

wife.

On reaching home Al exey Al exandrovitch went to his study, as he
usual ly did, seated hinmself in his |ow chair, opened a book on
the Papacy at the place where he had laid the paper-knife in it,
and read till one o'clock, just as he usually did. But fromtine
to time he rubbed his high forehead and shook his head, as

t hought to drive away sonmething. At his usual tinme he got up and
make his toilet for the night. Anna Arkadyevna had not yet cone
in. Wth a book under his arm he went upstairs. But this

eveni ng, instead of his usual thought nad nmeditqgations upon
official details, his thought were absorbed by his wife and
sonet hi ng di sagreeabl e connected with her. Contrary to his usua
habit, he did not get into bed, but fell to wal king up and down
the rooms with his hands cl asped behind his back. He coul d not
go to bed, feeling that it was absolutely needful for himfirst

to think thoroughly over the position that had just arisen.

VWhen Al exey Al exandrovitch had made up his mnd that he nmust talk
to his wife about it, it had seened a very easy and sinple
matter. But now, when he began to thnk over the question that

had just presented itself, it seemed to himvery conplicated and

difficult.
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Al exey Al exandrovitch was not jeal ous. Jeasl ousy according to
his notions was an insult to one's wife, and one ought to have
confidence in one's wife. Wiy one ought to have confidence -
that is to say, conplete conviction that his young wi fe would

al ways | ove him-he did not ask himself. But he had had no
experience of |ack of confidence, because he had confidence in
her, and told hinself that he ought to have it. Now, though his
conviction that heal ousy was a shaneful feeling and that one
ought to feel confidence, had not broken down, he felt that he
was standing face to face with something illogical and
irrational, and did not know what was to be done. Al exey

Al exandrovitch was standing face to face with |life, with the
possibility of his wife's |oving sonme one other htan hinself, and
this seemed to himvery irrational and incoprehensible because it
was life itself. Al his |life Al exey Al exandrovitch had |ived
and worked in official spheres, having to do with the reflection
of life. And every tinme he had stunbl ed against life itself he
had shrunk away fromit. Now he experience a feeling akin to
that of a man who, wile calmy crossing a precipice by a bridge,
shoul d suddenly di scover that the bridge is broken, and that
there is a chasm below. That chasmwas |ife itself, the bridge
that artificial life in which Al exey Al exandrovitch had |ived.
For the first time the question presented itself to himof the
possibility of his wife's |loving some one else, and he was

horrified at it.

He did not undress, but wal ked up and down with his regular tread

over the resoundi ng parquet of the dining room where one | anp
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was burning, over the carpet of the dark drawi ng room in which
the light was frflected on the big new protrait of hinself
handi ng over the sofa, and across her boudoir, where two candl es
burned, lighting up the portraits of her parents and wonman
friends, and the pretty knick-knacks of her witing table, that
he knew so well. He wal ked across her boudoir to the bedroom
door, and turned back again. At each turn in his walKk,
especially at the parquet of the lighted dining room he halted
and said to hinself, "Yes, this | nust decide and put a stop to;
| nmust express ny view of it and my decision.” And he turned
back again. "But express what--what decision?" he said to
himself in the drawing room andhe found no reply. "But after

all," he asked hinself before turning into the boudoir, "what has
occurred? Nothing. She was talking a long while with him But
what of that? Surely wonen in society can talk to whomthey

pl ease. And then, jealousy neans |owering both nyself and her,"”
he told hinself as he went into her boudoir; but this dictum
whi ch had al ways had such weight with himbefore, had now no
wei ght and no nmeaning at all. And from the bedroom door he
turned back again; but as he entered the dark draw ng room sone
inner voice told himthat it was not so, and that if others
noticed it that showed that there was sonething. And he said to
hi msel f again in the dining room "Yes, | nust decide and put a

stop to it, and express ny viewof it..." And again at the turn
in the drawing room he asked hinsel f, "Decide how?" And again
he asked hinsel f, "Wat had occurred?" and answered, "Nothing,"
and recollected that jealousy was a feeling insulting to his

wi fe; but again in the drawing room he was convinced t hat

sonmet hi ng had happened. Hi s thoughts, |ike his body, went round
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a conplete circle, w thout com ng upon anything new. He noticed

this, rubbed his forehead, and sat down in her boudoir

There, | ooking at her table, with the nmalachite bl otting case
lying at the top and an unfinished letter, his thoughts suddenly
changed. He began to think of her, of what she was thinking and
feeling. For the first time he pictured vividly to hinself her
personal |ife, her ideas, her desires, and the idea that she
could and shoul d have a separate |life of her own seened to him so
al arm ng that he made haste to dispel it. It was the chasm which
he was afraid to peep into. To put hinself in thought and
feeling in another person's place was a spiritual exercise as a

har nf ul and dangerous abuse of the fancy.

"And the worst of it all,” thought he, "is that just now, at the
very nonment when ny great work is approaching conpletion" (he was
t hi nki ng of the project he was bringing forward at the tine),
"when | stand in need of all ny nental peace and all ny energies,
just now thi stupid worry should fall foul of me. But what's to
be done? I'm not one of those nen who submit to uneasiness and

worry without having the force of character to face them"

"I must think it over, come to a decision, and put it out of ny

m nd," he said al oud.

"The question of her feelings ,of what has passed and nmay be

passing in her soul, that not ny affair; that's the affair of her

conscience, and falls under the head of religion," he said to
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hi nsel f, feeling consolation in the sense that he had found to
whi ch division of regulating principles this new circinstances

could be properly referred.

"And so," Al exey Al exandrovitch said to hinself, "questions as to
her feelings, and so on, are questions for her conscience, with
which | can have nothing to do. My duty is clearly defined. As
the head of the fanmily, | ama person bound in duty to guide her
and consequently, in part the person responsible; | ambound to

poi nt out to speak plainly to her." And everything that he would
say tonight to his wife took clear shape in Al exey

Al exandrovitch's head. Thinking over what he would say, he
somewhat regretted that he should have to use his tinme and nental
powers for donestic consunption, with so little to show for it,
but, in spite of that, the formand contents of the speech before

hi m shaped itself as clearly and distinctly in his head as a

mnisterial report.

"I nmust say and express fully the follow ng points: first,
exposition of the value to be attached to public opinion and to
decorum secondly, exposition of religious significance of
marriage; thirdly, if need be, reference to the calanmity possibly
ensuing to our son; fourthly, reference to the unhappiness likely
to result to herself." And, interlacing his fingers, Al exey

Al exandrovitch stretched htem and the joints of the fingers
cracked. This trick, a bad habit, the cracking of this fingers,

al ways soothed him and gave precision to his thoughts, so

needful to himat this juncture.
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There was the sound of a carriage driving up to the front door

Al exey Al exandrovitch halted in the nmddle of the room

A wonan's step was heard nounting the stairs. Al exey
Al exandrovitch, ready for his speech, stood conpressing his
crossed fingers, waiting to see if the crack would not cone

again. One joint cracked.

Al ready, fromthe sound oflight steps on the stairs, he was aware
t hat she was close, and though he was satisfied with his speech

he felt frightened ofthe explanation confronting him..

Chapter 9

Anna cane in with handi ng head, playing with the tassels of her
hood. Her face was briliant and gl owi ng; but this gl ow was not
one of brightness; it suggested the fearful glow ofa
conflagration in the mdst of a dark night. On seeing her
husband, Anna r4ai sed her head and sniled, as though she had just

waked up.

"You're not in bed? What a wonder!" she said, letting fall her

hood, and wi t hout stopping, she went on into the dressing room
"It's late, Al exey Al exnadrovitch," she said, when she had gone

t hrough the doorway.

"Anna, it's necessary for ne to have a talk with you."

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"Wth me?" she said, wonderingly. She came out from behind the
door of the dressing room and |ooked at him "Wy, what is it?
What about?" she asked, sitting down. "Well, let's talk, if it's

SO0 necessary. But it would be better to get to sleep."”

Anna said what came to her |ips, and marvel ed, hearing herself,
at her won capacity for |lying. How sinple and natural were her
words, and how likely that she was sinply sl eepy! She felt
herself clad in an inpenetrable arnor of falsehood. She felt

t hat some unseen force had cone to her aid and was supporting
her.

"Anna, | nust warn you," he began.

"Warn me?" she said. "OF what?"

She | ooked at himso sinply, so brightly, that any one who did

not know her as her husband knew her coudl not have noticed

anyt hing unnatural, either in the sound or the sense of her

words. But to him know ng her, know ng that whenever he went to
bed fivbe mnutes |ater than usual, she noticed it, and asked him
the reason; to him knowi ng that every joy, every pleasure and
pain that she felt she communicated to himat once; to him now
to see that she did not care to notice his state of m nd, that

she did not care to say a word about herself, nmeant a great deal

He saw that the innost recesses of her soul, that had al ways

hitherto lain open before him were closed against him More
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than that, he saw from her tone that she was not even perturbed
at that, but as it were said straight out to him "Yes, it's shut
up, and so it nust be, and will be in future." Now he
experienced a feeling such as a man m ght have, returning hone
and finding his own house | ocked up. "But perhaps the key may

yet be found," thought Al exey Al exandrovitch

"I want to warn you," he said in a |low voice, "that through

t hought | essness and | ack of caution you may cause yourself to be
tal ked about in society. Your too aninmated conversation this
eveni ng with Count Vronsky" (he enunciated the nanme firmy and

with deliberate enphasis) "attracted attention."

He tal ked and | ooked at her | aughing eyes, which frightened him
now with their pnpenetrable | ook, and, as he tal ked, he felt al
t he usel essness and i dl eness of his words.

"You're always like that," she answered as though conpletely
m sapprehending him and of all he had said only taking in the
| ast phrase. "One tinme you don't |ike my being dull, and anot her

time you don't like ny being lively. | wasn't dull. Does that

of fend you?"

Al exey Al exandrovitch shivered, and bent his hands to nmake the

joints crack.

"Oh, please, don't do that, | do so dislike it," she said.
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"Anna, is this you?" said Al exey Al exandrovitch, quietly making
an effort over hinself, and restraining the notion of his

fingers.

"But what is it all about?" she said, with such genuine and drol

wonder. "What do you want of me?"

Al exey Al exandrovitch paused, and rubbed his forehead and his
eyes. He saw that instead of doing as he had intended--that is
to say, warning his wife against a nmistake in the eyes of the
wor | d--he had unconsci ously becone agitated over what was the
affair of her conscience, and was struggling agai nst the barrier
he fanci ed between them

"This is what | neant to say to you," he went on coldly and
conposedly, "and | beg you to listen to it. | consider jeal ousy,
as you know, a humiliating and degrading feeling, and | shal
never allow nmyself to be influenced by it; but there are certain
rul es of decorum whi ch cannot be disregarded with inmpunity. This
evening it was not | observed it, but judging by the inpression

made on the conpany, every one observed that your conduct and

deportnment were not altogether what could be desired."

"I positively don't understand," said Anna, shruggi ng her

shoul ders--"He doesn't care,"” she thought. "But other people
noticed it, and that's what upsets him"--"You're not well

Al exey Al exandrovitch," she added, and she got up, and woul d have
gone towards the door; but he noved forward as though he woul d

stop her.
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H s face was ugly and forbidding, as Anna had never seen him
She stopped, and bendi ng her head back and on one side, began

with her rapid hand taking out her hairpins.

"Well, I"'mlistening to what's to cone,” she said, calmy and
ironically; "and indeed | listend with interest, for | should

|li ke to understand what's the matter."

She spoke, and marvel ed at the confident, calm and natural tone

i which she was speaki ng, and the choice ofthe words she used.

"To enter into all the details of your feelings | have no right,

and besides, | regard that as useless and even harnful ," began
Al exey Al exandrovitch. "Ferreting in one's soul. one often
ferrts out sonething that m ght have lain there unnoticed. Your
feelings are an affair of your own conscience; but I amin duty
bound to you, to nyself, and to God, to point out to you your
duties. CQur life has been joined, not by man, but by God. That

union can only be severed by a crine, and a crinme of that nature

brings its own chastisenent."”
"I don't understand a word. And, oh dear! how sleepy | am
unluckily,"” she said, rapidly passing her hand through her hair

feeling for the renmining hairpins.

"Anna, for God's sake don't speak like that!" he said gently.

"Perhaps | am m staken, but believe me, what | say, | say as much
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for nyself as for you. | amyour husband, and | |ove you."

For an instant her face fell, and the nocking gleamin her eyes
di ed away; but the word |voe threw her into revolt again. She
t hought: "Love? Can he love? If he hadn't heard there was such
a thing as | ove, he would never have used the word. He doesn't

even know what |ove is."

"Al exey Al exandrovitch, really | don't understand," she said.

Define what it is you find..."

"Pardon, let ne say all | have to say. | love you. But | am not
speaki ng of nyself; the nobst inportant persons in this matter are
our son and yourself. It may very well be, | repeat, that ny
words seemto you utterly unnecessary and out of place; it may be
tht they are called forth by ny nmistaken inpression. In that

case, | beg you to forgive ne. But if you are consciious

yoursel f of even the snmllest foundation for them then | beg you
to think alittle, and if your heart pronpts you, to speak out to

Al exey Al exandrovitch was unconsci ously saying sonmething utterly

unl i ke what he had prepared.

"1 have nothing to say. And besides,"” she said hurriedly, with

difficulty repressing a smle, "it's really tine to be in bed."

Al exey Al exandrovitch sighed, and, w thout saying nore, went into

t he bedroom
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When she canme into the bedroom he was already in bed. His lips
were sternly conpressed, and his eyes | ooked away from her. Anna
got into her bed, and |ay expecting every minute that he would
begin to speak to her again. She both feared his speaking and

wi shed for it. But he was silent. She waited for a |l ong while

wi t hout noving, and had forgotten about him She thought of that
other; she picutrd him and felt how her heart was flooded with
enptioin and guilty delight at the thought of him Suddenly she
heard an even, tranquil snore. For the first instant Al exey

Al exandrovitch seened, as it were, appalled at his own snoring,
and ceased; but after an interval of two breathings the snore

sounded again, with a new tranquil rhythm

"It's late, it's late,” she whispered with a smle. Along while
she lay, not noving, with open eyes, whose briliance she al npost

fanci ed she could herself see in the darkness.

Chapter 10

Fromthat time a new |ife began for Al exey Al exandrovitch and for
his w fe. Nothing special happened. Anna went out into society,
as she had al ways done, was particularly often at Princess
Betsy's, and net Vronsky everywhere. Al exey Al exandrovitch saw
this, but could do nothing. Al his efforts to draw her into
open di scussion she confronted with a barrier which he could not

penetrate, made up of a sort of amused perplexity. Qutwardly

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

everything was the same, but their inner relations were

conpl etely changed. Al exey Al exnadrovitch, a man of great power
in the world of politics, felt hinself helpless in this. Like an
oXx with head bent, subm ssively he awaited the bl ow which he felt
was |ifted over him Every tine he began to think about it, he
felt that he nmust try once nore, that by kindness, tenderness,
and persuasio there was still hope of saving her, of bringing her
back to herself, and every day he nade ready to talk to her. But
every time he began talking to her, he felt that the spirit of
evil and deceit, which had taken possession of her, had
possession of himtoo, and he talked to her in a tone quite
unlike that in which he had neant to talk. Involuntarily he
talked to her i his habitual tone of jeering at any one who
shoul d say what he was saying. And in that tone it was

i npossi ble to say what needed to be said to her

Chapter 11

That which for Vronsky had been al nost a whol e year the one
absorbing desire of his |life, replacing all his old desires; that
whi ch for Anna had been an inpossible, terrible, and even for
that reason nore entrancing dream of bliss, that desire had been
fulfilled. Hestood before her, pale, his | ower jaw quivering,

and besought her to be calm not know ng how or why.

"“Anna! Anna!" he said with a choking voice, "Anna, for pity's

sake! ..
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But the | ouder he spoke, the | ower she dropped her once proud and
gay, now shane-stricken head, and she bowed down and sank from
the sofa where she was sitting, down on the floor, at his feed;

she woul d have fallen on the carpet if he had not held her

"My CGod! Forgive me!" she said, sobbing, pressing his hands to

her bosom

She felt so sinful, so guilty, that nothing was |left her but to
hum |'i ate herself and beg forgiveness; and as now there was no
one in her life but him to himshe addressed her prayer for
forgi veness. Looking at him she had a physical sense of her
hum |'i ati on, and she could say nothing nore. He felt what a

nmur derer nust feel, when he sees the body he has robbed of life.
That body, robbed by himof life, was their |love, the first stage
oftheir love. There was sonethng awful and revolting in the
menory of what had been bought at this fearful price of shane.
Shane at their spiritual nakedness crushed her nad infected him
But in spite of all the murdererr's horror before the body of his
victim he must hack it to pieces, hide the body, must use what

he had gai ned by his nurder.

And with fury, as it were with passion, the nurderer falls on the
body, and drags it and hacks at it; so he covered her face and
shoul ders with kisses. She held his hand, and did not stir

"Yes, these kisses--that is what has been bought by this shane.
Yes, and one hand, which will always be m ne--the hand of ny

acconplice."” She lifted up that hand and kissed it. He sank on
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his knees and tried to see her face; but she hid it, and said
not hing. At last, as though nmaking an effort over heself, she
got up and pushed himaway. Her face was still as beautiful, but

it was only the nore pitiful for that.

"All is over," she said; "I have nothing but you. Reneber that."

"I can never forget what is ny whole life. For one instant of

thi s happi ness..."

"Happi ness!" she said with horror and | oathing nad her horror
unconsciously infected him "For pity's sake, not a word, not a

word nore."

She rose quickly and nmoved away from him

"Not a word nmore," she repeated, and with a | ook of chil
despair, inconprehensible to him she parted fromhim She felt
that at that nmoment she could not put into words the sense of
shame, of rapture, and of horror at this stepping into a new
life, and she did not want to speak ofit, to vulgarize this
feeling by inappropriate words. But |ater too, and the next day
and the third day, she still found no words in which she could
express the conplexity of her feelings; indeed, she could not
even find thoughts in which she could clearly think out all that

was i n her soul

She said to herself: "No, just now | can't think of it, later on,

when | amcalnmer.” But this calmfor thought never came; every
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time the thought rose of what she had done and what woul d happen
to her, andwhat she ought to do, a horror cane over her and she

drove those thoughts away.

"Later, later," she said--"when | am cal ner."

But in dreans, when she had no control over her thoughts, her
position presented itself to her in all its hideous nakedness.
Once dream haunted her al nost every night. She dreaned that both
were her husbands at once, that both were | avishing caresses on
her. Al exey Al exandrovitch was weeping, kissing her hands, and
sayi ng "How happy we are now " And Al exey Vronsky was there too,
and he too was her husband. And she was marveling that it had
once seemed i npossible to her, was explaining to them | aughing,
that this was ever so much sinpler, and that now both of them
wer e happy and contented. But this dream wei ghed on her like a

ni ghtmare ,and she awoke fromit in terror

Chapter 12

In the early days after his return from Moscow, whenever Levin
shuddered and grew red, remenbering the disgrace of his
rejection, he said to himself: "This was just how | used to
shudder nad bl ush, thinking nmyself utterly lost, when | was

pl ucked i n physics and did not get ny renove; and how | thought
nmyself utterly ruined after | had m smanaged that affair of ny

sister's that was entrusted to ne. And yet, now that years have
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passed, | recall it and wonder that it could distress nme so much.

It will be the sanme thing too with this trouble. Tinme will go by

and | shall not m nd about this either."

But three nmonths had passed and he had not left off minding about
it; and it was as painful for himto think of it as it had been
those first days. He could not be at peace because after

dreami ng so long of famly life, and feeling hinself so ripe for
it, he was still not married, and was further than ever from
marri age. He was painfully conscious hinself, as were all about
him that at his years it is not well for nman to be al one. He
remenber ed how before starting for Moscow he ahd once said to his
cowman Ni kol ay, a sinple-hearted peasant, whom he |iked talking
to: "Well, N kolay! | nean to get married,"” and how Ni kol ay had
pronmptly answered, as ofa matter on which there could be no
possi bl e doubt: "And high tine too, Kinstantin Demtrievitch."
But marriage had now becone further off than ever. The place was
taken, and whenever he tried to imagine any of the girls he knew
in that place, he felt that it was utterly inpossible. Mreover,
the recolletion of the rejection and the part he had played in
the affair tortured himw th shame. However often he told

himsel f that he wasin no wise to blane in it, that recollection
like other humiliating rem niscences of a sinmilar kind, made him
twi nge and bl ush. There had been in his past, as in every man's,
actions, recognized by himas bad, for which his conscience ought
to have tornmented hin but the nenory ofthese evil actions was
far from causing himso nmuch suffering as those trivial but

hum i ati ng rem ni scences. These wounds never healed. And with
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these nenories was now ranged his rejection and the pitiful
position in which he nmust have appeared to others that evening.
But time and work did their part. Bitter nmenories were nore and
nore covered up by the incidents--paltry in his eyes, but really
i nportant--of his country life. Every week he thought |ess

often of Kitty. He was inpatiently |ooking forward to the news
that she was married, or just going to be married, hoping that

such news would, |ike having a tooth out, conpletely cure him

Meanwhi | e spring came on, beautiful and kindly, wthout the

del ays and treacheries of spring,--one of those rare springs in
whi ch plants, beasts, and nman rejoice alike. This lovely spring
roused Levin still nore, and strengthened himin his resolution
of renouncing all his past nad building up his lonely life firmy
and i ndependently. Though many of the plans with which he had
returned to the country had not been carried out, still his nopst
i mportant resolutio--that of purity--had been kept by him He
was free fromthat shame, which had usually harassed himafter a
fall; and he could | ook every one straight in the face. In
February he had received a letter from Marya N kol aevna telling
himthat his brother Nikolay's health was getting worse, but that
he woul d not take advice, and in cosequence of this letter Levin
went to Mobscow to his brother's and succeeded in persuading him
to see a doctor and to go to a watering-place abroad. He
succeeded so well in persuading his brother, and in |l ending him
noney for the journey without irritating him that he was
satisfied with hinself in that matter. In addition to his

farm ng, which called for special attentio in spring, and in
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additon to reading, Levin had begun that winter a work on
agriculture, theplan of which turned on taking into account the
character of the |aborer on the |land as one ofthe unalterable
data of the question, like the clinate and the soil, and
consequent |y duducing all the principles of scientific culture,
not sinmply fromthe data of soil and climte, but fromthe data
of soil, climte, and a certain unalterable character of the

| aborer. Thus, in spite of his solitude, or in consequence of
his solitude, his life was exceedingly full. Only rarely he
suffered froman unsatisfied desire to conmunicate his stray

i deas to sone one besides Agafea M halovna. Wth her indeed he
not infrequently fell into discussion upon physics, the theory of
agriculture, and especially philosophy; philosophy was Agafea

M hal ovna's favorite subject.

Spring was slow in unfolding. For the |ast few weeks it had been
steadily fine frosty weather. In the daytinme it thawed in the
sun, but at night there were even seven degrees of frost. There
was such a frozen surface on the snow that they drove the wagons
anywhere off the roads. Easter canme in the snow. Then all of a
sudden, on Easter Monday, a warm w nd sprang up, storm clouds
swooped down, and for three days nad three nights the warm
driving rain fell in streans. On Thursday the w nd dropped, and
a thick gray fog brooded over the I and as though hiding the
mysteries of the transformations that were bei ng wought in
nature. Behind the fog there was the flow ng of water, the
cracking and floating of ice, the swift rush ofturbid, foam ng
torrents; and on the follow ng Monda, in the evening, the fog

parted, the stormclouds split up into little curling crests of
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cloud, the sky cleared, and the real spring had come. In the
nmorni ng the sun rose brilliant and quickly wore away the thin

| ayer of ice that covered the water, and all the warm air was
qui vering with the steamthat roase up fromthe qui ckened earth.
The ol d grass | ooked greener, and the young grass thrust up its
tiny bl ades; the buds of the guelder-rose and of the currant and
the sticky birch-buds were swollen with sap, and an expl oring bee
was hunmi ng about the gol den blossons that studded the willow.
Larks trilled unseen above the velvety green fields and the

i ce-covered stubble-land; peewits wailed over the | ow |l ands and
mar shes fl ooded by the pools; cranes and wild geese flew high
across the sky uttering their spring calls. The cattle, bald in
pat ches where the new hair had not grown yet, lowed in the
pastures; the bow egged | anbs frisked round their bleating

not hers. Ninble children ran about the drying paths, covered
with the prints of bare feet. There was a nerry chatter of
peasant women over their linen at the pond, and the ring of axes
in the yard, where the peasants were repairing ploughs and

harrows. The real spring had cone.

Chapter 13

Levin put on his big boots, and, for the first tine, a cloth
jacket, instead of his fur cloak, and went out to | ook after his
farm stepping over streams of water that flashed in the sunshine
and dazzled his eyes, and treading one mnute on ice and the next

into sticky nud.
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Spring is the time of plans and projects. And, as he cane out
into thefarnyard, Levin, like a tree in spring that knows not
what formw Il be taken by the young shoots nad tw gs inprisoned
inits swelling buds, hardly knew what undertaki ngs he was going
to begin upon nowin the farmwork that was so dear to him But

he felt that he was full of the nobst splendid plans and projects.

First of all he went to the cattle. The cows had been | et out
into their paddock, and their snmooth sides were al ready shining
with their new, sleek, spring coats; they basked in the sunshine
and lowed to go to the meadow. Levin gazed admiringly at the
cows he knew so intimtely to the mnutest detail of their
condition, and gave orders for themto be driven out into the
meadow, and the calves to be let into the paddock. The herdsman
ran gaily to get ready for the neadow. Thecowherd girls, picking
up their petticoats, ran splashing through the nud with bare

l egs, still white, not yet brown fromthe sun, waving brush wood

in their hands, chasing the calves that frolicked in the mrth of

spring.

After admiring the young ones of that year, who were particularly
fine--the early calves were the size of a peasant's cow, and
Pava's daughter, at three nonths old, was a big as a yearling -
Levin gave orders for a trough to be brought out and for themto
be fed in the padock. But it appeared that as the paddock had

not been used during the winter, the hurdles made in the autunmm
for it were broken. He sent for the carpenter, who, according to

his orders, ought to have been at owk at the thrashing machine.
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But it appeared that the carpenter was repairing the harrows,

whi ch ought to have been repaired before Lent. This was very
annoying to Levin. It was annoying to come upon that everlasting
slovenliness in the farmwork agai nst which he had been striving
with all his mght for so many years. The hurdles, as he
ascertai ned, being not wanted in winter, had been carried to
thecart-horses' stable; and there broken, as they were of |ight
construction, only nmeant for folding calves. Mreover, it was
apparent also that the harrows and all theagricultura

i mpl enents, which he had directed to be | ooked over and repaired
in the winter, for which very purpose he had hired htree
carpenters, had not been put into repiar, and the harrows were
bei ng repaired when they ought to have been harrowi ng htefield.
Levin sent for his bailiff, but imediatley went off hinmself to
ook for him The bailiff, beaming all over, |ike every one that
day, in a sheepskin bordered with astrachan, cane out of the

barn, twisting a bit of straw in his hands.

"Why isn't the carpenter at the thrashing machine?"

"Ch, | neant to tell you yesterday, the harrows want repairing.

Here it's time they got to work in the fields."

"But what were they doing in the winter, then?"

"But what did you want the carpenter for?"

"Where are the hurdles forthe cal ves' paddock?"
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"I ordered themto be got ready. What would you have with those

peasants!" said the bailiff, with a wave of his hand.

"I't's not those peasants but this bailiff!" said Levin, getting
angry. "Wy, what do | keep you for?" he cried. But, bethinking
hi msel f that this would not help matters, he stopped short in the
m ddl e of a sentence, and nerely sighed. "Well, what do yu say?
Can sowi ng bei ng?" he asked, after a pause.

"Behind Turkin tonorrow or the next day they m ght begin."

"And the cl over?"

"I"ve sent Vassily and M shka; they're sowing. Only | don't know

if they'Il manage to get through; it's so slushy.”

"How many acres?"

"About fifteen."

"Why not sow all?" cried Levin.

That they were only swoing the clover on fifteen acres, not on

all the forty-five, was still nore annoying to him C over, as

he knew, both from books and from his own experience, never did

wel | except when it was sown as early as possible, alnost in the

snow. And yet Levin could never get this done
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"There's no one to send. What would you have with such a set of

peasants? Three haven't turned up. And there's Senyon..."

"Well, you should have taken sonme nen fromthe thatching."

"And so | have, as it is.

"Where are the peasants, then?"

"Five are maki ng compote (which neant compost), "four are
shifting the oats for fear of a touch of nmildew, Konstantin

Dmitrievitch."

Levin knew very well that "a touch of mildew' nmeant that his
Engli sh seed oats were already rui ned. Again they had not done
as he had ordered.

"Why, but | told you during Lent to put in pipes," he cried.

"Don't put yourself out; we shall get it all done in tine."

Levin waved his hand angrily, went into the granary to gl ance at
the oats, and then to the stable. The oats were not yet spoiled.
But the peasants were carrying the oats in spaces when they night
sinply let the slide down into the |ower granary; and arranging
for this to be done, and taking two worknmen fromthere for sow ng
clover, Levin got over his vexation with the bailiff. Indeed, it

was such a lovely day that one could not be angry.
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"Ignat!" he called to the coachman, who, iwh his sleeves tucked

up, was washing the carriage wheels, "saddle ne..."

"Which, sir?"
"Well, let it be Kolpik."
"Yes, sir."

VWil e they were saddling his horse, Levin again called up the
bailiff, who was handi ng about in sight, to nake it up with him
and began tal king to himabout the spring operations before them

and his plans for the farm

The wagons were to begin carting manure earlier, so as to get al
done before the early nowi ng. And the bl oughi ng ofthe further
land to go on without a break so as to let it ripen Iying fallow
And the nowing to be all done by hired | abor, not on

hal f-profits. The biliff listened attentively, and obviously
made an effort to approve of his enployer's projects. But stil

he had that | ook Levin knew so well that always irritated him a
| ook of hopel essness and despondency. That | ook said: "That's

all very well, but as God wills."

Not hing nortified Levin so much as that tone. But it was the
tone common to all the bailiffs he had ever had. They had al
taken up that attitude to his plans, and so now he was not

angered by it, but nortified, and felt all the nore roused to
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struggl e against this, as it seenmed, elenental force continually
ranged agai nst him for which he coud find no other expressioin

than "as God wills."

"If we can nmanage it, Konstantin Dmitrievitch," said the bailiff.

"Why ever shouldn't you nmanage it?"

"We positively must have another fifteen | aborers. And they
don't turn up. There were sone here today asking seventy roubles

for the sumer."

Levin was silent. Again he was brought face to face with that
opposi ng force. He knew that however much they tried, they could
not hire nore than forty--thirty-seven perhaps or thirty-eight -
| aborers for a reasonable sum Some forty had been taken on, and
there were no nore. But still he could not help struggling

against it.

"Send to Sury, to Tchefirovka; if they don't conme we nust | ook

for them"
"Ch, I'll send, to be sure," said Vassily Fedorovitch
despondently. "But there are the horses, too, they're not good

for much."

"We'l|l get some nore. | know, of course," Levin added | aughing,

"you al ways want to do with as little and as poor quality as
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possible; but this year |"mnot going to |let you have things your

own way. I'Il see to everything nyself."

"Why, | don't think you take nmuch rest as it is. It cheers us up

to work under the naster's eye..."

"So they're sowi ng closver behind the Birch Dale? I'Il go and
have a | ook at them" he said, getting on to the little bay cob

Kol pi k, who was let up by the coachman.

"You can't get across the streams, Konstantin Dmitrievitch," the

coachman shout ed.

"All right, I'"lIl go by the forest."

And Levin rode through the slush of the farnyard to the gate and
out into the open country, his good little horse, after hs |ong
i nactivity, stepping out gallantly, snorting over the pools, and
asking, as it were, for guidance. If Levin had felt happy before
in the cattle pens and farnyard, he felt happier yet in the open
country. Swaying rhythmcally with the anbling paces of his good
little cob, drinking in the warmyet fresh scent of thesnow and
the air, as he rode through his forest over the crubling, wasted
snow, still left in parts, and covered with dissolving tracks, he
rejoi ced over every tree, wit hte noss reviving on its bark and
the buds swelling on its shoots. Wen he cane out of the forest,
in the i mense plain before him his grass fields stretched in an
unbroken carpet of green, wi thout one bare place or swanp, only

spotted here nad there in the hollows with patches of nelting
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snow. He was not put out of temper even by the sight of the
peasants' horses nad colts tranmpling down his young grass (he
told a peasant he net to drive themout), nor by the sarcastic
and stupid reply of the peasant |pat, whom he net on the way, and
asked, "Well, Ipat, shall we soon be sowi ng?" "W nust get the

pl oughi ng done first, Konstantin Dmitrievitch,"” answered | pat.
The further he rode, the happier he bacane, and plans for the
land rose to his mind each bette than the last; to plant all his
fields with hedges al ong thesouthern borders, so that the snow
should not |lie under them to divide themup into six fields of
arabl e and three of pasture and hay; to build a cattle yard at
the further end of the estate, and to dig a pond and to construct
novabl e pens for the cattle as a means of nmanuring the | and. And
t hen eight hundred acres of wheat, three hundred of potatoes, and

four hundred of clover, and not one acre exhausted.

Absorbed in such dreans, carefully keeping his horse by the
hedges, so as not to tranple his young crops, he rode up to the
| aborers who had been sent to sow clover. A cart with the seed
init was standing, not at the edge, but in the m ddle of the
crop, and the winter corn had been torn up by thewheels and
tranpl ed by the horse. Both the | aborers were sitting in the
hedge, probably snoking a pipe together. The earth in the cart,
with which the seed was m xed, was not curshed to powder, but
crusted together or adhering in clods. Seeing themaster, the

| aborer, Vassily, went towards the cart, while M shka set to work
sowi ng. This was not as it should be, but with the | aborers

Levin seldom | ost his tenper. \Wen Vassily canme up, Levin told
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himto |l ead the horse to the hedge.

"It's all right, sir, it'll spring up again," responded Vassily.

"Pl ease don't argue," said Levin, "but do as you're told."

"Yes, sir," answered Vassily, and he took the horse's head.
"What a sowi ng, Konstantin Dmitrievitch," he said, hesitating;
"first rate. Only it's a work to get about! You drag a ton of

earth on your shoes."”

"Why is it you have earth that's not sifted?" said Levin.

"Well, we crunble it up," answered Vassily, taking up sone seed

and rolling the earth in his pal ns.

Vassily was not to blanme for their having filled up his cart with

unsifted earth, but still it was annoying.

Levin had nore than once already tried a way he knew for stifling
his anger, and turning all that seemed dark right again, and he
tried that way now. He watched how M shka strode al ong, swi ngi ng
the huge clods of earth that clung to each foot; and getting off
his horse, he took the sieve from Vassily and started sow ng

hi nsel f.

"Where did you stop?”

Vassily pointed to the mark with his foot, and Levin went forward
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as best he could, scattering the seed on the | and. Wal ki ng was a
difficult as on a bog, and by the tinme Levin had ended the row he
was in a great heat, and he stopped and gave up the sieve to

Vassi ly.

"Well, master, when sumrer's here, mind you don't scold nme for

these rows," said Vassily.

"Eh?" said Levin cheerily, already feeling the effect of his

met hod.
"Why, you'll see in the sumer tine. It'Il |look different. Look
you where | sowed |l ast spring. Howl did work at it! | do ny

best, Konstantin Dmitrievitch, d ye see, as | would for my own
father. I don't |ike bad work myself, nor would I |et another
man do it. What's good for the master's good for us too. To

| ook out yonder now," said Vassily, pointing, "it does one's

heart good."

"It's a lovely spring, Vassily."

"Why, it's a spring such as the old nen don't renmenber the |ike

of . I was up hone; an old man up there has sown wheat too, about

an acre of it. He was saying you wouldn't know it fromrye."

"Have yo been sowi ng wheat |ong?"

"Why, sir, it was you taught us the year before last. You gave
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me two neasures. We sold about eight bushels and sowed a rood."

"Well, mind you crunble up the clods," said Levin, going towards
his horse, "and keep an eye on Mshka. And if there's a good
crop you shall have half a rouble for every acre."

"Humbly thankful. W are vey well content, sir, as it is.

Levin got on his horse and rode towards the field where was | ast
year's clover, and the one which was ploughed ready for the

spring corn.

The crop of clover coming up in the stubble was magni ficent. It
had survived everything, and stood up vividly green through the
broken stal ks of |ast year's wheat. The horse sank in up to

t hepasterns, and he drew each hoof with a sucki ng sound out of
the hal f-thawed ground. Over the ploughland riding was utterly

i mpossi bl e; the horse could only keep a foothold where there was
ice, and in the thawing furrows he sank deep in at each step

The pl oughl and was in splendid condition; in a couple of days it
woul d be fit for harrowi ng and sow ng. everything was capital
everyt hing was cheering. Levin rode back across the streans,
hopi ng the water would have gone down. And he did in fact get
across, and startled two ducks. "There mnmust be snipe too," he

t hought, and just as he reached the turning homewards he net the

forst keeper, who confirnmed his theory about the snipe.

Levin went hone at a trot, so as to have tinme to eat his dinner

nad get his gun ready for the evening.
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Chapter 14

As he rode up to the house in the happiest frane of nmind, Levin
heard the bell ring at the side of the principal entrance of the

house.

"Yes, that's sonme one fromthe railway station," he thought,
"just the time to be here fromthe Moscow train...Wo could it
be? What if it's brother Nikolay? He did say: Maybe I'Il go to

the waters, or maybe |I'Il conme down to you. He felt di smayed
and vexed for the first mnute, that his brother Nikolay's
presence should come to disturb his happy nobod os spring. But he
felt ashamed of the feeling, and at once he opened, as it were,
the arns of his soul. andwith a softened feeling of joy and
expectation, now he hoped with all his heart that it was his
brother. He pricked up his horse, and riding out from behind the
acaci as he saw a hired three-horse sledge fromthe rail way
station, and a gentleman in a fur coat. It was not his brother.

"Ch, if it were only sone nice person one could toalk to a

little!'" he thought.
"Ah," cried Levin joyfully, flinging up both his hands. "Here's a
delightful visitor! Ah, howglad | amto see you!" he shouted,

recogni zi ng Stepan Arkadyevitch

"I shall find out for certain whether she's married, or when
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she's going to be nmarried," he thought. And on that delicious
spring day he felt that the thought of her did not hurt him at

all.

"Well, you didn't expect nme, eh?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch
gettign out of the sledge, splashed with nud on the bridge of his
nose, on his cheek, and on his eyebrows, but radiant with health
and good spirits. "lI've cone to see you in the first place," he
sai d, enbracing and kissing him "to have sone stand-shooting

second, and to sell the forest at Ergushovo third."

"Delightful! What a spring we're having! How ever did you get

along in a sl edge?”

“"In a cart it would have been worse still, Konstantin

Dmitrievitch," answered the driver, who knew hi m

"Well, I'"mvery, very glad to see you," said Levin, with a

genuine smle of childlike delight.

Levin let his friend to the roomset apart for visitors, where

St epan Arkadyevitch's things were carried al so--a bag, a gun in

a case, a satchel for cigars. Leaving himthere to wash and
change his clothes, Levin went off to the counting house to speak
about the ploughing and cl over. Agafea M hal ovna, always very
anxious for the credit of the house, nmet himin the hall wth

i nqui ri es about dinner.

"Do just as you like, only let it be as soon as possible," he
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said, and went to the bailiff.

When he canbe back, Stepan Arkadyevitch, washed and conbed, cane
out of his roomwith a beanming snile, and they went upstairs

t oget her.

"Well, | amglad | managed to get away to you! Now | shal

under stand what the nyserious business is that you are al ways
abosrbed in here. No, really, | envy you. What a house, how
nice it all is! So bright, so cheerful!"” said Stepan

Ar kadyevitch, forgetting that it was not always spring and fine
weat her |ike that day. "And your nurse is sinply charm ng! A
pretty maid in an apron m ght be even nore agreeabl e, perhaps;

but for your severe nonastic style it does very well."

St epan Arkadyevitch told himmany interesting pieces of news;
especially interesting to Levin was the news that his brother,
Sergey lvanovitch, was intending to pay hima visit in the

sunmmer .

Not one word did Stepan Arkadyevitch say in reference to Kitty
and the Shtcherbatskys; he nmerely gave himgreetings fromhis

wi fe. Levin was grateful to himfor his delicacy and was very
glad of his visitor. As always happened with himduring his
solitude, a mass of ideas and feelings had been accumul ati ng
within him which he could not communicate to those about him
And now he poured out upon Stepan Arkadyevitch his poetic joy in

the spring, and his failures nad plans for the | and, and his
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t houghts and criticisnms on the books he had been reading, and the
i dea of his own book, the basis of which really was, though he
was unaware of it himself, a criticismof all the old books on
agriculture. Stepan Arkadyevitch, always charm ng, understanding
everything at the slightest reference, wasparticularly charning
on this visit, and Levin noticed in hima special tenderness, as

it were, and a new tone of respect that flattered him

The efforts of Agafea M hal ovha and the cook, that the dinner
shoul d be particularly good, only ended in two fani shed friends
attackign the prelimnary course, eating a great deal of bread
and butter, salt goose and salted nushroons, and in Levin's
finally ordering the soup to be served without the acconpani nent
of little pies, with which the cook had particularly neant to
inpress their visitor. But though Stepan Arkadyevitch was
accustoned to very different dinners, he thought everything
excellent: the herb brandy, and the bread, and the butter, and
above all the salt goose and the nmushroons, and the nettle soup
and the chicken in white sauce, and the white Crinmean wne -

everyt hi ng was superb and delicious.

"Splendid, splendid!'" he said, lighting a fat cigar after the
roast. "I feel as if, coming to you, | had |landed on a peacefu
shore after the noise and jolting of a steaner. And so you

mai ntain that the | aborer hinself is an elenment to be studied and
to regulate the choice of methods in agriculture. OF course, |'m
an ignorant outsider; but |I should fancy theory and its

application will have its influence on the | aborer too."
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"Yes, but wait a bit. I"'mnot talking of political econony, I'm
tal king of the science of agriculture. It ought to be like the
natural sceinces, and to observe given phenonena and the | aborer

in his econonic, ethnographical..."

At that instant Agafea M halovna came in with jam

"Oh, Agafea M halovna," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, kissing the
tips of his plunp fingers, "what salt goose, what herb
brandy!...What do yo think, isn't it time to start, Kostya?" he

added.

Levin | ooked out of the wi ndow at the sun sinking behind the bare

tree-tops ofthe forest.

"Yes, it's time," he said. "Kouzma, get ready the trap," and he

ran downstairs.

St epan Arkadyevitch, going down, carefully took the canvas cover
of f his varni shed gun case with his won hands, and opening it,
began to get ready his expensive new fashi oned gun. Kouzma, who
al ready scented a big tip, never left Stepan Arkakyevtich's side,
and put on himboth his stockings and boots, a task which Stepan

Arkadyevitch readily left him

"Kostya, vige orders that if the nmerchant Ryabinin conmes...| told

himto cone today, he's to be brought in and to wait for ne...
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"Why, do you nean to say you're selling the forest to Ryabinin?"

"Yes. Do you know hi nP"

"To be sure | do. | had had to do business with him positively

and conclusively.""

St epan Arkadyevitch | aughed. "Positively and concl usively" were

the nerchant's favorite words.

"Yes, it's wonderfully funny the way he tal ks. She knows where
her master's going!" he added, patting Leska, who hung about

Levin, whining and licking his hands, his boots, and his gun

The trap was already at the teps when they went out.

"I told themto bring the trap round; or would you rather wal k?"

"No, we'd better drive," said Stepan Arkadyevtich, getting into
the trap. He sat down, tucked the tiger-skin rug round him and
lighted a cigar. "Howis it you don't snoke? A cigar is a sort
of thing, not exactly a pleasure, but the corwn and outward sign
of pleasure. Come, this is life! How splendid it is! This is

how | should like to live!"

"Why, who prevents you?" said Levin, smling.

"No, you're a lucky man! You've got everything you |ike. You

i ke horses--and you have them dogs--you have them shooting -
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you have it; farm ng--you have it."

"Per haps because | refjoice in what | have, and don't fret for

what | haven't," said Levin, thinking of Kitty.

St epan Arkadyevitch conprehended, | ooked at him but said

not hi ng.

Levin was grateful to Cblonsky for noticing, with his
never-failing tact, that he dreaded conversation about the

Sht cher bat skys, and so sayi ng not hi ng about them But now Levin
wasl onging to find out what was tornmenting himso, yet he had not

the courage to begin.

"Conme, tell ne how things are going with you," said Levin,
bet hi nking hinself that it was not nice of himto think only of

hi nsel f.

St epan Arkadyevitch's eyes sparkled nerrily.

“You don't admit, | know, that one can be fond of new rolls when
one has had one's rations of bread--to your mind it's a crineg;
but I don't count life as Iife without l|ove," he said, taking
Levin's question his own way. "What am| to do? |I'm nmade that
way. And really, one does so little harmto any one, and gives

onesel f so nmuch pl easure...'

"What! is there sonething new, then?" queried Levin.
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"Yes, ny boy, there is! There, do you see, you know the ype of
Cssian's wonen. .. Wnen, such as one sees in dreams...Wll, these
wonmen are sonetinmes to be net inreality...and these wonen are
terrible. Wonan, don't you know, is such a subject that however

much you study it, it's always perfectly new "

"Well, then, it would be better not to study it."

"No. Sone mathematician has said that enjoynent lies in the

search for truth, not in the finding it."

Levin listened in silence, and in spite of all the efforts he
made, he could not in the least enter ito the feeling of his
friend and understand his sentinents and the charm of studyi ng

such wonen.

Chapter 15

The place fixed on for the stand-shooting was not far above a
streamin a little aspen copse. On reachng the copse, Levin got
out of the trap and |l ed Oblonsky to a corner of a npbssy, swanpy
gl ade, already quite free fromsnow. He went back hinself to a
doubl e birch tree on the other side, and | eaning hs gun on the
fork of a dead |ower branch, he took off his full overcoat,
fastened his belt again, and worked his arms to see if they were

free.
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Gray old Laska, who had followed them sat down warily opposite
hi m and pricked up her ears. The sun was setting behind a thick
forest, and in th glow of sunset the birch trees, dotted about in
the aspen copse, stood out clearly with their hanging tw gs, and

their buds swollen al nost to bursting.

From the thickest parts of the copse, where the snow stil
remai ned, cane the faint sound of narrow inding threads of water
running away. Tiny birds twittered, and now and then fluttered

fromtree to tree.

In the pauses of conplete stillness there cane the rustle of |ast
year's |l eaves, stirred by the thawing of the earth and the growth

of the grass.

"I magi ne! One can hear and see the grass growing!" Levin said

to hinmself, noticing a wet, slate-colored aspen |eaf noving

besi de a bl ade of young grass. He stood, |istened, and gazed
soneti mes down at the wet mpssy ground, sonetinmes at Laska
listening all alert, sonetinmes at the sea of bare tree tops that
stretched on the slope below him sonetinmes at the darkeni ng sky,

covered with white streaks of cloud.

A hawk flew high over a forest far away wit slow sweep of its
wi ngs; another flew with exactly the same notioin in the sane
direction and vani shed. The birds twittered nore and nore |oudly
and busily in the thicket. An owW hooted not far off, and Laska,

starting, stepped cautiously a few steps forward, and putting her
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head on the side, began to listen intently. Beyond the stream
was heard the cuckoo. Twi ce she uttered her usual cuckoo call

and then gave a hoarse, hurried call and broke down.

"I magi ne! the cockoo already!" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, coning

out from behind a bush.

"Yes, | hear it," answered Levin, reluctantly breaking the
stillness with his voice, which sounded di sagreeable to hinself.

"Now it's com ng!'

St epan Arkadyevitch's figure again went behind the bush, and
Levin saw nothing but the bright flash of a match, foll owed by

the red gl ow and bl ue snoke of a cigarette.

"Tchk! tchk!" canme the snapping sound of Stepan Arkakyevitch

cocki ng his gun.

"What's that cry?" asked Oblonsky, drawing Levin's attentiion to

a prolonged cry, as though a colt were whinnying in a high voice,

in play.

"Ch, don't you know it? That's the hare. But enough talking!

Listen, it's flying!" alnost shrieked Levin, cocking his gun

They heard a shrill whistle in the distance, and in the exact
time, so well known to thesportsman, two seconds | ater--another
a third, andafter the third whistle the hoarse, guttural cry

coul d be heard.
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Levin | ooked about himto right and to left, and there, just
facing hi magai nst the dusky bl ue sky above the confused nmass of
tender shoots of the aspens, he saw the flying bird. It was
flying straight towards him the guttural cry, like the even
tearing of some strong stuff, sounded close to his ear; the |ong
beak and neck of the bird could be seen, and at the very very

i nstant when Levin was taking aim behind the bush where Obl onsky
stood, there was a flash of red lightning: the bird dropped Iike
an arrow, and darted upwards again. Again came the red flash and
the dound of a blow, and fluttering its wi ngs as though tryingto
keep up in the air, the bird halted, stopped still and instant,

and fell with a heavy splash on the slushy ground.

"Can | have m ssed it?" shouted Stepan Arkadyevitch, who could

not see for the snpke.

"Here it is!" said Levin, pointing to Laska, who with one ear
rai sed, waggi ng the end of her shaggy tail, canme slowy back as
t hough she woul d prol ong the pleasure, and as it were smling,
brought the dead bird to her master. "Well, 1'mglad you were

successful," said Levin, who, at the sane tinme, had a sense of

envy that he had not succeeded in shooting thesnipe.

"It was a bad shot fromtheright barrel,"” responded Stepan

Ar kadyevitch, loading his gun. "Sh...it's flying!"

The shrill whistles rapidly follow ng one another were heard
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agai n. Two snipe, playing and chasing one another, and only

whi stling, not crying, flew straight at the very heads of the
sportsnen. There was the report of four shots, and |ike swall ows
thesni pe turned swift somersaults in theair and vani shed from

si ght.

The stand-shooting was capital. Stepan Arkadyevitch shot two
nore birds and Levin two, of which one was not found. It began
to get dark. VEnus, bright and silvery, shone with her soft

light | ow down in the west behind the birch trees, and high up in
the east twinkled the red lights of Arcturus. Over his head
Levin made out the stars of the Great Bear and | ost them again.
The sni pe had ceased flying; but Levin resolved to stay a little
I onger, till Venus, which he saw bel ow a branch if birch, should
be above it, and the stars of the Breat Bear should be perfectly
pl ai n. Venus had risen above the branch, and the ear of the G eat
Bear with its shaft wasnow all plainly visible agai nst the dark

bl ue sky, yet still he waited.

"Isn't it tine to go home?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch

It was quite still nowin the copse, and not a bird was stirring.

"Let's stay a little while," answered Levin.

"As you like."

They were standi ng now about fifteen paces from one anot her
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"Stival" said Levin unexpectedly; "howis it you don't tell ne
whet her your sister-in-law s married yet, or when she's going to

be?"

Levin felt so resolute and serene that no answer, he fanci ed,
could affet him But he had never dreaned of what Stepan

Ar kadyevitch repli ed.

"She's never thought of being married, and isn't thinking of it;
but she's very ill, and the doctors have sent her abroad.

They're positively afraid she may not live."

"What!" cried Levin. "Very ill? What is wong with her? How

has she...?"

While they were saying this, Laska, with ears pricked up, was

| ooki ng upwards at the sky, and reproachfully at them

"They have chosen a tinme to talk," she was thinking. "It's on
the wing...Here it is, yes, it is. They'll mss it," thought
Laska.

But at that very instant both suddenly heard a shrill whistle

which, as it were, snmote on their ears, and both suddenly seized
their guns and two flashes gl eaned, and two gangs sounded at the
very sanme instant. The nipe flying high above instantly fol ded
its wings and fell into a thicked, bending down the delicate

shoot s.
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"Spl endi d! Together!" cried Levin, and he ran with Laska ito the

thicket to | ook for the snipe.

"Oh, yes, what was it that was unpl easant?" he wondered. "Yes,
Kitty's ill...Well, it can't be helped; |I'mvery sorry," he

t hought .

"She's found it! Isn't she a clever thing?" he said, taking the

warm bird from Laska's nouth and packing it into the al nost ful

game bag. "l've got it, Stival!" he shouted.
Chapter 16
On the way hone Levin asked all details of Kitty's illness and

t he Shtcherbatskys' plans, and thogh he woul d have been ashaned
to admt it, he was pleased at what he heard. He was pl eased

that there was still hope, and still nore pleased that she should
be suffering who had nmade hi msuffer so nuch. But when Stepan

Ar kadyevitch began to speak of the causes of Kitty's illness, and

menti oned Vronsky's name, Levin cut himshort.

"I have no right whatever to know fanmly matters, and, to tel

the truth, no interest in themeither."

St epan Arkadyevitch smiled harly perceptibly, catching the
i nst ant aneous change he knew so well in Levin's face, which had

become as gloony as it had been bright a mnute before.
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"Have you quite settled about the forest with Ryabinin?" asked

Levi n.

"Yes, it's settled. The price is magnificent; thirty-eight
t housand. Ei ght straight away, and the rest in six years. |'ve
been bothering about it for ever so |long. No one would give

nor e.

"Then you've as good as given away your forest for nothing," said

Levin gl oom |ly.

"How do you nmean for nothing?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch with a
good- hunored smile, knowi ng that nothing would be right in

Levin's eyes now.

"Because the forest is worth at least a hundred and fifty roubles

the acre," answered Levin.

"Oh, these farnmers!" said Stepan Arkadyevitch playfully. "Your
tone of contenpt for us poor townsfol k!...But when it cones to
busi ness, we do it better than any one. | assure you | have

reckoned it all out," he said, "and the forest is fetching a very

good price--so nuch so that I"mafraid of this fellow s crying

off, in fact. You know it's not tinber sai d Stpan
Ar kadyevi tch, hoping by this distinction to convince Levin
conpletely of the unfairness of his doubts. "And it won't run to

nore than twenty-five yards of fagots per acre, and he's giving
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me at the rate of seventy roubles the acre.”

Levin smled contenptuously. "I know, " he thought, "that fahion
not only in him but in all city people, who, after being tw ce
in ten years in the country, pick up two or three phrases and use
themin season and out of season, firmy persuaded that they know
all about it. Tinber, run to so many yards the acre.' He says

those words wit hout understandi ng them hinsel f."

"I wouldn't attenpt to teach you what you wite about in your
office," said he, "and if need arose, | shoudl cone to you to ask
about it. But you're so positive you know all the lore of the

forest. It's difficult. Have you counted the trees?"

"How count the trees?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, |aughing, stil
trying to draw his friend out of his ill-tenper. "Count the
sands of the sea, nunber the stars. Sone hi gher power m ght do

it."

"Ch, well, the higher power of Ryabinin can. Not a single

mer chant ever buys a forest without counting the trees, unless
they get it given themfor nithing, as you' re doing now. | know
your forest. | go there every year shooting, and your forest's
worth a hundred and fifty roubles and acre paid dwon, while he's
giving you sixty by installnments. So that in fact you' re making

hima present of thirty thousand."

"Cone, don't let your imagination run away with you," said Stepan

Arkadyevitch piteously. "Why was it none would give it, then?"
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"Why, because he has an understanding with the nerchants; he's
bought themoff. 1've had to do with all of them | know them
They're not nerchants, you know. they're specul ators. He
woul dn't |l ook at a bargain that gave himten, fifteen per cent
profit, but holds back to buy a rouble's worth for twenty

kopecks. "

"Well, enough of it! You're out of tenper."

"Not the least,"” said Levin gloonmly, as they drove up to the

house.

At the steps there stood a trap tightly covered with iron and

| eather, with a sleek horse tightly harnessed with broad
collar-straps. In the trap sat the chubby, tightly belted clerk
who served Ryabinin as coachman. Ryabinin hinself was already in
the house, and net the friends in the hall. Ryabinin was a tall

t hi nni sh, m ddl e-aged man, with mustache and a projecting

cl ean-shaven chin, and prom ned nuddy-| ooki ng eyes. He was
dressed in a long-skirted blue coat, with buttons bel ow the wai st
at the back, and wore high boots winkled over the ankles and
striaght over the calf, with big gol oshes drawn over them He
rubbed his face with his handkerchief, and w apping round himhis
coat, which sat extrenmely well as it was, he greeted themwth a
smle, holding out his hand to Stepna Arkadyevitch, as though he

wanted to catch sonething.
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"So here you are," said Stepan Arkadyevitch, giving himhis hand.

"That's capital."

"I did not venture to disregard your excellency's commands,

t hough the road was extrenely bad. | positively wal ked the whol e
way, but | amhere at ny tine. Konstantin Dmtrievitch, ny
respects”; he turned to Levin, trying to seize his hand too. But
Levin, scowing, nade as though he did not notice his hand, and
took out the snipe. "Your hnors have been diverting yoursel ves
with the chase? What kind of bird may it be, pray?" added
Ryabi ni n, | ooking contenptuously at the snipe: "a great

delicacy, | suppose."” And he shook his head di sapprovingly, as

t hough he had grave doubts whether this game were worth the

candl e.

"Woul d you like to go into ny study?" Levin said in French to
St epan Arkadyevitch, scowling norosely. "Go into ny study; you

can talk there."

"Quite so, where you please," said Ryabinin with contenptuous
dignity, as though wishing to nake it felt that others night be
indifficulties as to how to behave, but that he could never be

in any difficulty about anything.

On entering the study Ryabinin | ooked about, as his habit was, as
t hough seeking the holy picture, but when he had found it, he did
not cross hinself. He scanned the bookcases and bookshel ves, and

with the sanme dubious air with which he had regarded thesnipe, he
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sm | ed contenptuously and hook his head di sapprovingly, as though
by no means willing to allow that this game were worth the

candl e.

"Well, have you brought the noney?" asked bl onsky. "Sit down."

"Ch, don't trouble about the npbney. |'ve cone to see you to talk

it over."

"What is there to talk over? But do sit down."

"I don't mind if | do," said Ryabinin, sitting down and | eaning
his el bows on the back of his chair in a position of the

i ntensest disconfort to hinmself. "You nuyst knock it down a bit,
prince. It would be too bad. The money is ready conclusively to
the last farthing. As to paying the noney down, there'll be no

hitch there."

Levin, who had neanwhil e been putting his gun away in the
cupboard, was just going out of the door, but catching the
merchant's words, he stopped.

"Why, you've got the forest for nothing as it is," he said. "He

cane to me too late, or |I'd have fixed the price for him™"

Ryabi nin got up, and in silence, with a smle, he | ooked Levin

down and up.
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"Very close about noney is Konstantin Dmitrievitch,” he said with
a smle, turning to Stepan Arkadyevitch; "there's positively no
dealing with him | was bargaining for sone wheat of him and a

pretty price | offered too."

"Why should | give you nmy goods for nothing? I didn't pick it up

on the ground, nor steal it either.”

“Mercy on us! nowadays there's no chance at all of stealing.
Wth the open courts and everything done in style, nowadays
there's no question of stealing. W are just talking things over
like gentlenen. His excellency's asking too nuch for the forest.
| can't nake both ends nmeet over it. | nust ask for a little

concession. "

"But is the thing settled between you or not? If it's settled,

it's useless haggling; but if it's not," said Levin, "I'Il buy

the forest."

The smile vanished at once from Ryabinin's face. A hawklike,
greedy, cruel expression was left upon it. Wth rapid, bony
fingers he unbuttoned his coat, revealing a shirt, bronze
wai st coat buttons, and a watch chain, and quickly pulled out a

fat ol d pocket book.

"Here you are, the forest is mne," he said, crossing hinself
qui ckly, and hol ding out his hand. "Take the nobney; it's ny
forest. That's Ryabinin's way of doing business; he doesn't

haggl e over every hal f-penny,” he added, scowing and waving the
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pocket book.

"I wouldn't be in a hurry if | were you," said Levin.

"Cone, really," said Oblonsky in surprise. "lI've given ny word

you know. "

Levin went out of the room slamm ng the door. Ryabinin | ooked

towards the door and shook his head with a smle.

"lIt's all youthful ness--positively nothing but boyi shness. Wy,
I'"m buying it, upon my honor, sinply, believe ne, forthe glore of
it, that Ryabinin, and no one el se, should have bought the copse
of Oblonsky. And as to the profits, why, | nust make what God
gives. In God's nane. If you would kindly sign the

title-deed..."

Wt hin an hour the nerchant, stroking his big overcoat neatly
down, and hooding up his jacket, with the agreenent in his
pocket, seated hinmself in his tightly covered trap, and drove

honmewar ds.

"Ugh, these gentlefolks!" he said to the clerk. "They--they're

a nice lot!"

"That's so," responed the clerk, handing himthe reins and

buttoning the | eather apron. "But | can congratul ate you on the

purchase, M hail Ignatitch?"
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"Vell, well..."

Chapter 17

St epan Arkadyevitch went upstairs with his pocket bulging with
notes, which the nerchant had paid himfor three nonths in
advance. The business of the forest was over, the noney in his
pocket; their shooting had been excellent, and Stepan
Arkadyevitch was in the happiest frame of nmind, and so he felt
specially anxious to dissipate the ill-hunor that had cone upon
Levin. He wanted to finish the day at supper as pleasantly as it

had been begun.

Levin certainly was out of hunor, and in spite off all his desire
to be affectionate and cordial to his charming visitor, he could
not control his nood. The intoxication of the news that Kitty

was not married had gradually begun to work upon him

Kitty was not married, but ill, and ill fromlove for a man who
had slighted her. This slighte, as it were, rebounded upon him
Vronsky had slighted her, and she had slighted him Levin.
Consequently Vronsky had the right to despise Levin, and
therefore he was his eneny. But all this Levin did not think
out. He vaguely felt that there was something in it insulting to
him and he was not angry now at what had di sturbed hi m but he
fell foul of everything that presented itself. The stupid sale

of the forest, the fraud practised upon bl onsky and concluded in
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hi s house, exasperated him

"Well, finished?" he said, neeting Stepan Arkadyevitch upstairs.

"Woul d you Iike supper?"

"Well, | wouldn't say no to it. What an appetite | get in the

country! Wonderful! Wiy ddin't you offer Ryabinin sonething?”

"Ch, damm him"

"Still, how you do treat him" said Cblonsky. "You didn't even

shake hands with him Wy not shake hands wi th hin®"

"Because | don't shake hands with a waiter, and a waiter's a

hundred tines better than he is."

"What a reactionist you are, really! \Wat about the anal gamati on

of classes?" said Obl onsky.

"Any one who |ikes amal gamating is welcone to it, but it sickens

me.
"You're a regular reactionist, | see.”
"Really, | have never considered what | am | am Konstantin

Levin, and nothing else."

"And Konstantin Levin very much out of tenper,"” said Stepna
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Arkadyevitch, smling.

"Yes, | amout of tenper, and do you know why? Because--excuse

me- - of your stupid sale...”

St epan Arkadyevitch frowned good-hunoredly, |ike one who feels

hi nsel f teased and attacked for no fault of his own.

"Cone, enough about it!" he said. "Wien did anybody ever sel

anything wi thout being told i mediately after the sale, It was

worth nmuch nore' ? But when one wants to sell, no one will give
anything...No, | see you've a grudge agai nst that unlucky
Ryabi nin."

"Maybe | have. And do you know why? You'll say again that |I'ma
reactioni st, or sonme other terrible word; but all the same it
does annoy andanger ne to see on all sides the inpoverishing of
the nobility to which | belong, and, in spite of the amal gamation
of classes, I"'mglad to belong. And their inpoverishment is not
due to extravagance--that would be nothing; living in good style
- that's the proper thing for noblenen; it's only the nobl es who
know how to do it. Now the peasants about us buy |and, and

don't mind that. The gentl eman does nothing, while the peasant
wor ks and supplants the idle man. That's as it ought to be. And
I"'mvery glad for the peasant. But | do m nd seeing the process
of inpverishment froma sort of--1 don't know what to call it -

i nnocence. Here a Polish specul ator bought for half its value a
magni fi cent estate froma young | ady who lives in Nice. And

there a nmerchant will get three acres of |and, worth ten roubles,
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as security for the |loan of one rouble. Here, for no kind of

reason, you've nmade that rascal a present of thirty thousand

roubl es."

"Well, what should | have done? Counted every tree?"

"Of course, they must be counted. You didn't count them but

Ryabinin did. Ryabinin's children will have nmeans of |ivelihood
and education, while yours maybe will not!"
"Well, you nust excuse ne, but there's sonething nean in this

counting. We have our business and they have theirs, and they
nmust make their profit. Anyway, the thing's done, and there's an
end of it. And here cone sonme poached eggs, my favorite dish.

And Agafes M halovna will give us that marvel ous herb-brandy..."

St epan Arkadyevitch sat down at the table and began joking with
Agaf ea M hal ovna, assuring her that it was |ong since he had

tasted such a dinner and such a supper

"Well, you do praise it, anyway," said Agafes M hal ovha, "but
Konstantin Dmitrievitch, give himwhat you will--a crust of
breat--he'll eat it and wal k away."

Though Levin tried to control hinmself, he was gl oony and silent.
He wanted to put one question to Stepan Arkadyevtich, but he
could not bring hinmself to the point, and could not find the

words or the nonment in which to put it. Stepna Arkadyevitch had
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gone down to his room undressed, again washed, and attired in a
nightshirt with goffered frills, he had got into bed, but Levin
still lingered in his room talkin of various trifling matters,
and not daring to ask what he wanted to know.

"How wonderfully they nmake this soap,"” he said gazing at a piece
of soap he was handling, which Agafea M hal ovna had put ready for
the visitor but Oblonsky had not used. "Only | ook; why, it's a

work of art."

"Yes, everything's brought to such a pitch of perfection

nowadays, " said Stepan Arkadyevitch, with a noist and blissfu
yawn. "The theater, for instance, and the
entertainnents...a-a-al" he yawned. "The electric |ight
everywhere...a-a-al"

' said Levin. "Yes. Oh, and where's

"Yes, the electric light,

Vronsky now?" he asked suddenly, |aying down the soap

"Vronsky?" said Stepan Arkadyevitch, checking his yawn; "he's in
Pet ersburg. He left soon after you did, and he's not once been
in Moscow since. And do you know, Kostya, I'Il tell you the
truth,” he went on, leaning his el bow on the table, and propping
on his hand his handsone ruddy face, in which his noist,

good- natured, sleepy eyes shone |ike stars. "It's your own
fault. You took fright at the sight of your rival. But, as |

told you at the tine, | couldn't say which had the better chance.

VWhy didn't you fight it out? I told you at the tinme that..." He

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

yawned i nwardly, w thout opeing his nouth.

"Does he know, or doesn't he, that | did nake an offer?" Levin
wondered, gazin at him "Yes, there's sonething hunbuggi ng,
diplomatic in his face,"” and feeling he was bl ushing, he | ooked

St epan Arkadyevitch straight in the face w thout speaking.

"If there was anything on her side at the tinme, it was nothing
but a superficial attraction," pursued Oblonsky. "H s being such
a perfect aristorcrat, don't you know, and his future position in

soci ety, had an influence not with her, but with her nother."

Levin scow ed. The hunmiliatio of his rejectio stung himto the

heart, as though it were a fresh wound he had only just received.

But he was at hone, and the walls of hone are a support.

"Stay, stay," he began, interrupting Oblonsky. "You talk of his
being an aristocrat. But allow me to ask what it consists in

that aristrocracy of Vronsky or of anybody el se, beside which
can be | ooked down upon? You consider Vronsky an aristorcrat,

but I don't. A nan whose father craw ed up from nothing at al

by intrigue, and whose nother--God knows whom she wasn't m xed
up with...No, excuse nme, but | consider nyself aristocratic, and
people |like nme, who can point back in the past to three or four
honor abl e generations of their famly, of the highest degree of
breeding (talent and intellect, of course that's another matter),

and have never curried favor with any one, never depended on any
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one for anything, like my father and nmy grandfather. And | know
many such. You think it mean of me to count the trees in ny
forest, while you may Ryabinin a present of thirty thousand; but
you get rents fromyour lands and | don't know what, while

don't and so | prize what's cone to nme from my ancestors or been
won by hard work...We are aristocrats, and not those who can only
exi st by favor of the powerful of this world, and who can be

bought for twopence hal f penny."

"Well, but whom are you attacking? | agree with you," said

St epan Arkadyevitch, sincerely and genially; though he was awayre
that in the class of those who could be bought for twopence
hal f penny Levin was reckoning himtoo. Levin's warnth gave him
genui ne pl easure. "Whom are you attacki ng? Though a good dea

is not true that you say about Vronsky, but | won't tal k about
that. | tell you straight out, if I were you, | should go back

with me to Moscow, and..."

"No; | don't know whether you know it or not, but | don't care.
And | tell you--1 did make an offer and was rejected, and
Kat eri na Al exandrovna is nothing now to ne but a painful and

hum i ati ng rem niscence."

"What ever for? VWhat nonsense!"

"But we won't talk about it. Please forgive ne, if |'ve been
nasty," said Levin. Now that he had opened his heart, he bacane
as he had been in the nmorning. "You're not angry with ne, Stiva?

Pl ease don't be angry,"” he siad, and smiling, he took his hand.
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"Of course not; not a bit, and no reason to be. I"'mglad we've
spoken openly. And do you know, stand-shooting in the norning is
unual | y good--why not go? | couldn't sleep the night anyway,

but I might go straight fromshooting to the station.”

"Capital ."

Chapter 18

Al t hough all Vronsky's inner |ife was absorbed in his passion,
his external |ife unalterably and inevitably followed al ong the
ol d accustoned |ines of his social and reginmental ties and
interests. The interests of his regi nent took an inportant place
in Vronsky's |ife, both because he was fond of the rginent, and
because the reginent was fond of him They were not only fond of
Vronsky in his reginment, they respected himtoo, and were proud
of him proud that this man, with his i nmense wealth, his
brilliant education and abilityies, and the path open before him
to every kind of success, distinction, and anbition, had

di sregarded all that, and of all the interests of life had the
interests of his reginent and his conrades nearest to his heart.
Vronsky wasaware of his conrades' view of him and in addition to
his liking for the |ife, he felt bound to keep up that

reputation.

It need not be said that he did not speak of his love to any of
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hi s conrades, nor did he betray his secret even in the wl dest
drinki ng bouts (though indeed he was never so drunk as to | ose
all control of himself). And he shut up any of his thoughtless
conrades who attenpted to allude to his connection. But in spite
of that, his Iove was known to all thetwon; every one guessed
with more or |ess confidence at his relations with Madane
Karenina. The majority of the younger nmen envied himfor just
what was the nost irksome factor in his |ove--the exalted
position of Karenin, and the consequent publicity of their

connection in society.

The greater nunber of the young wonen, who envied Anna and had
| ong been weary of hearing her called virtuous, rejoiced at the
fulfillment of their predictions, and were only waiting for a
decisive turn in public opinion to fall upon her with all the
wei ght of their scorn. They were al ready making ready their
handfuls of nud to fling at her when the right nonent arrived.
The greater nunber of the m ddl e-aged people and certain great
per sonages were displeased at the prospect of the inpending

scandal in society.

Vronsky's nother, on hearing of his connection, was at first

pl eased at it, because nothing to her m nd gave such a finishing
touch to a brilliant young man as a liaison in the highest

soci ety; she was pl eased, too, that Madanme Karenina, who had so
taken her fancy, and had tal ked so nuch of her son, was, after
all, just like all other pretty and well-bred wonen, --at | east
according to the Countess Vronskaya's ideas. But she had heard

of late that her son had refused a position offered him of great
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i nportance to his career, sinply in order to remain in the

regi ment, where he could be constantly seei ng Madanme Kareni na.
She | earned that great personages were displeased with himon
this account, and she changed her opinion. She was vexed, too,
that fromall she could |earn of this connection it was not that
brilliant, graceful, worldly Iiaison which she would have

wel coned, but a sort of Wertherish, desperate passion, so she was
told, which mght well lead himinto i nprudence. She had not

seen him since his abrupt departure from Moscow, and she sent her

el der son to bid himcone to see her

This el der son, too, was displeased with his younger brother. He
did not distinguish what sort of love his might be, big or
little, passionate or passionless, lasting or passing (he kept a
ballet girl himself, though he was the father of a famly, so he
was lenient in these matters), but he knew that this love affair
was viewed with displeasure by those whomist was necessary to
pl ease, and therefore he did not approve of his brother's

conduct .

Besi des the service and society, Vronsky had anot her great

i nterest--horses; he was passionately fond of horses.

That year races and a steepl echase had been arranged for the
of ficers. Vronsky had put his nane down, bought a thoroughbred
English mare, and in spite of his love affair, he was | ooking

forward to the races with intense, though reserved, excitenent..
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These two passions did not interfere with one another. On the
contrary, he needed occupation and distractio quite apart from
his I ove, so as to recruit and rest hinself fromthe viol ent

enotions that agitated him

Chapter 19

On the day of the races at Krasnoe Selo, Vronsky had cone earlier
than usual to eat beefsteak in the commopn nessroom of the
regiment. He had no need to be strict with hinself, as he had
very quickly been brought down to the required |ight weight; but
still he had to avoid gaining flesh, and so he eschewed

fari naceous and sweet dishes. He sat with his coat unbuttoned
over a white waistcoat, resting both el bows on the table, and
while waiting for the steak he had ordered he | ooked at a French
novel that |ay open on his plate. He wasonly | ooking at the book
to avoid conversation with the officers comng in and out; he was

t hi nki ng.

He was thinking of Anna's promise to see himthat day after the
races. But he had not seen her for three days, and as her
husband had just returned from aborad, he did not know whet her
she woul d be able to neet himtoday or not, and he did not know
how to find out. He had had his last inervieww th her at his
cousing Betsy's sumrer villa. He visited the Karenins' sunmer
villa as rarely as possible. Now he wanted to go there, and he

pondered the question howto do it.
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"Of course | shall say Betsy has sent ne to ask whether she's
comng to the races. O course, I'Il go," he decided, lifitng
his head fromthe book. And as he vividly pictured the happi ness

of seeing her, his face |ighted up

"Send to ny house, and tell htemto have out the carriage and

three horses as quick as they can,"” he said to theservant, who
handed hi mthesteak on a hot silver dish, and noving the dish up

he began eating.

Fromthe billiard room next door cane the sound of balls

knocki ng, of talk and laughter. Two officers appeared at the
entrance-door: one, a young fellow, with a feeble, delicate

face, who had lately joined the reginment fromthe Corps of Pages;
the other, a plunp, elderly officer, with a bracelet on his

wrist, and little eyes, lost in fat.
Vronsky gl anced at them frowned, and |ooking down at his book as
t hough he had not noticed them he proceeded to eat and read at

the sane tine.

"What ? Fortifying yourself for your work?" said the plunp

of ficer, sitting down beside him

"As you see," responded Vronsky, knitting his brows, wiping his

nmout h, and not | ooking at the officer

"So you're not afraid of getting fat?" said the latter, turning a
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chair round for the young officer

"What ?" said Vronsky angrily, making a wy face of disgust, and

showi ng his even teeth.

"You' re not afraid of getting fat?"

"Wai ter, sherry!" said Vronsky, wi thout replying, and nmoving the

book to the other side of him he went on reading.

The plump officer took up the list of wines and turned to the

young officer.

"You choose what we're to drink," he said, handing himthe card,

and | ooking at him

"Rhi ne wi ne, please," said the young officer, stealing a timd
gl ance at Vronsky, and trying to pull his scarcely visible

nmust ache. See that Vronsky did not turn round, the young officer

got up.

"Let's go into the billiard room" he said.

The plump officer rose subm ssively, and they noved towards the

door .

At that nonment there wal ked into the roomthe tall and well-built
Captai n Yashvin. Nodding with an air of lofty contenpt to the

two officers, he went up to Vronsky.
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"Ah! here he is!" he cried, bringing his big hand down heavily on
hi s epaul et. Vronsky | ooked round angrily, but hsi face |lighted
up imediately with his characteristic expression of genial and

manly serenity.

"That's it, Alexey," said the captain, in his |oud baritone.
"You nust just eat a nmouthful, now, and drink only one tiny

gl ass. "

"Oh, I'mnot hungry.”

"There go the inseparables,"” Yashvin dropped, gl ancing
sarcastically at the two officers who were at that instant
| eaving the room And he bent his long | egs, swatched in tight

riding breeches, and sat down in thechair, too low for him so

that his knees were cranped up in a sharp angle.

"Why didn't you turn up at the Red Theater yesterday? Numerova

wasn't at all bad. \Were were you?"

"I was late at the Tverskoys'," said Vronsky.
"Ah!" responded Yashvin.
Yashvin, a ganbler and a rake, a man not nerely w thout nora

principles, but of immoral principles, Yashvin was Vronsky's

greatest friend in the reginment. Vronsky |iked himboth for his
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exceptional physical strength, which he showed for the nost part
by being able to drink Iike a fish, and do wi thout sleep w thout
being in the slightest degree affected by it; and for his great
strength of character, which he showed in his relations with his
conrades and superior officers, conmandi ng both fear and respect,
and al so at cards, when he would play for tens of thousands and
however nmuch he m ght have drunk, always with such skill and

deci sion that he was reckoned the best player in the English

Cl ub. Vronsky respected and |iked Yashvin particularly because he
felt Yashvin liked him not for his name and his nmoney, but for

hi msel f. And of all nmen he was the only one with whom Vronsky
woul d have liked to speak of his Iove. He felt that Yashvin, in
spite of his apparent contenpt for every sort of feeling, was the
only man who could, so he fancied, conprehend the intense passion
whi ch now filled hiswhole Iife. Mreover, he felt certain that
Yashvin, as it was, took no delight in gossip and scandal, and
interpreted his feeling rightly, that is to say, knew and
believed that this passion was not a jest, not a pastine, but

somet hing nore serious and inportant.

Vronsky had never spoken to him of his passion, but he was aware
that he knew all about it, and that he put the right
interpretation on it, and he was glad to see that in his eyes.

"Ah! yes," he said, to the announcenent that Vronsky had been at
the Tverskoys'; and his black eyes shining, he plucked at his
| eft nmustache, and began twisting it into his nouth, a bad habit

he had.
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"Well, and what did you do yesterday? Wn anything?" asked

Vronsky.

"Ei ght thousand. But three don't count; he won't pay up."

"Ch, then you can afford to | ose over ne," said Vronsky,

| aughi ng. (Yashvin had bet heavily on Vronsky in the races.)

"No chance of mnmy losing. Mahotin's the only one that's risky."

And the conversation passed to forecasts of the com ng race, the

only thing Vronsky could think of just now

"Cone along, I've finished," said Vronsky, and getting up he went
to the door. Yashvin got up too, stretching his long | egs and

his | ong back.

"It's too early for ne to dine, but | nust have a drink. 1"l
come along directly. H, wine!" he shouted, in his rich voice,
t hat always rang out so loudly at drill, and set the w ndows
shaki ng now.

"No, all right," he shouted again imediately after. "You're

going home, so I'll go with you."

And he wal ked out with Vronsky.
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Chapter 20

Vronsky was staying in a roony, clean, Finnish hut, divided into
two by a partition. Petritsky lived with himin canmp too.

Petritsky was asl eep when Vronsky and Yashvin canme into the hut.

"Get up, don't go on sleeping,"” said Yashvin, going behind the
partition and giving Petritsky, who was lying with ruffled hair

and with his nose in the pillow, a prod on the shoul der

Petritsky junped up suddenly onto his knees and | ooked round.

"Your brother's been here," he said to Vronsky. "He waked ne up,
dam him and said he'd ook in again." And pulling up the rug
he flung hinself back on the pillow "GCh, do shut up, Yashvin!"
he said, getting furious with Yashvin, who was pulling the rug
off him "Shut up!" He turned over and opened his eyes. "You'd
better tell nme what to drink; such a nasty taste in my nouth,

that..."

"Brandy's better than anything," boomed Yashvin. "Tereshtchenko!
brandy for your master and cucunbers," he shouted, obviously

taki ng pleasure in the sound of his own voice.

"Brandy, do you think? Eh?" queried Petritsky, blinking and
rubbing his eyes. "And you'll drink sonething? Al right then,
we'll have a drink together! Vronsky, have a drink?" said
Petritsky, getting up and w apping the tiger-skin rug round him

He went to the door of the partition wall, raised his hands, and
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humred in French, "There was a king in Thule."™ "Vronsky, wll

you have a drink?"

"Go along," said Vronsky, putting on the coat his valet handed to

hi m

"Where are you off to?" asked Yashvin. "Ch, here are your three

horses," he added, seeing the carriage drive up

"To the stables, and |I've got to see Bryansky, too, about the

horses,” said Vronsky.

Vronsky had as a fact pronmished to call at Bryansky's, some eight
mles fromPeterhof, and to bring himsone noney ow ng for sone
horses; and he hoped to have tine to get that in too. But his

conrades were at once aware that he was not only going there.

Petritsky, still hunm ng, w nked and nmade a pout with his Iips,

as though he would say: "Oh, yes, we know your Bryansky."

"Mnd you're not late!" was Yashvin's only coment; and to cahnge
the conversation: "How s nmy roan? is he doing all right?" he
i nqui red, |ooking out of the wi ndow at the m ddle one of the

t hree horses, which he had sold Vronsky.

"Stop!" cried Petritsky to Vronsky as he was just going out.

“"Your brother left a letter and a note for you. WAit a bit;

where are they?"
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Vronsky stopped.

"Well, where are they?"

"Where are they? That's just the question!" said Petritsky

sol emly, noving his forefinger upwards from his nose.

"Cone, tell me; this is silly!" said Vronsky smiling.

"I have not lighted the fire. Here sonewhere about."

"Conme, enough fooling! Where is the letter?”

"No, |I've forgotten really. Or was it a drean? Wait a bit, wait
a bit! But what's the use of getting in a rage. |If you' d drunk
four bottles yesterday as | did you'd forget where you were

lying. Wait a bit, 1'll renenber!"”

Petritsky went behind the partition and |lay down on his bed.

"Wait a bit! This was how | was lying, and this was how he was
standi ng. Yes--yes--yes...Here it is!"--and Petritsky pulled

a letter out fromunder the mattress, where he had hidden it.

Vronsky took the letter and his brother's note. It was the
| etter he was expecting--from hsi nother, reproaching himfor
not having been to see her--and the note was fromhis brother to

say that he nust have a little talk with him Vronsky knew t hat
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it was all about the same thing. "What business is it of their!"
t hought Vronsky, and crunpling up the letters he thrust them
between the buttons of his coat so as to read themcarefully on
the road. In the porch of the hut he was net by two officers;

one of his regiment and one of another

Vronsky's quarters were always a neeting place for all the

officers.

"Where are you off to?”"

"I nmust go to Peterhof."”

"Has the mare cone from Tsar skoe?"

"Yes, but |'ve not seen her yet."

"They say Mahotin's dadiator's lanme."

"Nonsense! But however are you going to race in this nud?" said

t he ot her.
"Here are ny saviors!" cried Petritsky, seeing them cone in.
Before him stood the orderly with a dray of brandy and salted

cucunbers. "Here's Yashvin ordering me a drink a pick-me-up."”

“"Yell, you did give it to us yesterday," said one of those who

had come in; "you didn't let us get a wink of sleep all night."
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"Oh, didn't we make a pretty finsih!" said Petritsky. "Vol kov
clinmbed onto the roof and began telling us how sad he was.
said: Let's have nusic, the funeral march!' He fairly dropped

asl eep on the roof over the funeral march."

"Drink it up; you positively nmust drink the brandy, and then
seltzer water and a | ot of |enobn," said Yashvin, standing over
Petritsky like a nother making a child take nedicine, "and then a

little chanmpagne--just a small bottle."

"Conme, there's some sense in that. Stop a bit, Vronsky. W'l

all have a drink."

"No; good-bye all of you. I'"'mnot going to drink today."

"Why, are you gaining weight? Al right, then we nust have it

al one. G ve us the seltzer water and | enon."

"Vronsky!" shouted some one when he was al ready outsi de.

" \Ml | ?u

"You' d better get your hair cut, it'll weigh you down, especially

at the top."

Vronsky was in fact beginning, prematurely, to get a little bald.

He | aughed gaily, showing his even teeth, and pullng his cap over
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the thin place, went out and got into his carriage.

"To the stables!" he said, and was just pulling out the letters
to read them through, but he thought better of it, and put off
reading them so as not to distract his attenti on before | ooking

at the mare. "Later!"

Chapter 21

The tenporary stable, a wooden shed, had been put up close to the
race course, and there his mare was to have been taken the

previ ous day. He had not yet seen her there.

Durng the | ast few days he had not ridden her outfor exercise

hi msel f, but had put her in the charge of the trainer, nadso now
he positively did not know in what condition his mare had arrived
yesterday and was today. He had scarcely got out of his carriage
when his groom the so-called "stable boy," rfecognizing the
carriage sone way off, called the trianer. A dry-Iooking
Engl i shman, in high boots and a short jacket, clean-shaven,

except for a tuft below his chin, came to nmeet him walking with
the uncouth gait ofa jockey, turning his el bows out and swaying

fromside to side

"Well, how s Frou-Frou?" Vronsky asked in English.

"Al'l right, sir,"” the Englishman's voice responded sonewhere in
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the inside of his throat. "Better not go in," he added, touching

his hat. "I've put a nuzzle on her, and the mare's fidgety.
Better not go in, it'll excite the nmare."
“"No, I'mgoing in. I want to look at her."

"Come al ong, then," said the Englishman, frowning, and speaking
with his mouth shut, and with swi nging el bows, he went on in

front with his disjointed gait.

Tehy went into the little yard in front of the shed. A stable
boy, spruce and smart in his holiday attire, nmet themwth a
broomin his hand, and follwed them In the shed there were
five horses in their separate stalls, and Vronsky knew that his
chief rival, Gadiator, a very tall chestnut horse, had been
brought there, and nust be standing anong them Even nore than
his mare, Vronsky gl onged to see d adi ator, whom he had never
seen. But he knew that by the etiquette of the race course it
was not nerely inpossible for himto see the horse, but inproper
even to ask questions about him Just as he was passing al ong

t he passage, the boy opened the door into the second horse-box on
the left, and Vronsky caught a glinpse of a big chestnut horse
with white legs. He knew that this was G adiator, but, with the
feeling of a man turning away fromthe sight of another man's

open letter, he turned round and went into Frou-Frou's stall

"The horse is here belonging to Mak...Mak...| never can say the

nane, " said theEnglishman, over his shoul der, pointing his big

finger and dirty nail towards G adiator's stall
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"Mahotin? Yes, he's ny nost serious rival," said Vronsky.

"If you were riding him" said the Englishman, "I'd bet on you."

"Frou-Frou's nore nervous; he's stronger,"” said Vronsky, smling

at the conplinent to his riding.

“In a steeplechase it all depends on riding and on pluck," said

t he Engli shman.

O pluck--that is, energy and courage--Vronsky did not nerely
feel that he had enough; what was of far nore inportance, he was
firmy convinced that no one in the world could have nore of this

"pluck” than he had.

"Don'"t you think I want nore thinning down?"

"Ch, no," answered the Englishman. "Please, don't speak | oud.
The mare's fidgety,"” he added, noddi ng towards the horse-box,
before which they were standing, and from which canme thesound of

restless stanping in the straw.

He opened the door, and Vronsky went into the horse-box, dimy
lighted by one little window. In the horse-box stood a dark bay
mare, with a nuzzle on, picking at the fresh straw with her
hoofs. Looking round himin the twilight of the horse-box,

Vronsky unconsciously took in once nore in a conprehensive gl ance

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

all the points ofhis favorite mare. Frou=-Frou was a beast of
medi um si ze, noty altoghether free fromreporach, froma
breeder's point of view. She was snall-boned all over; though
her chest was exterely promnent in front, it was narrow. Her

hi nd-quarters were a little drooping, and in her fore-1legs, and
still nore in her hind-legs, there was a noticeabl e curvature.
The mnuscl es of both hind- and fore-legs were not very thick; but
across her shoul ders the mare was exceptionally broat, a
peculiarity specially striking now that she was | ean from

trai ning. The bones of her |egs bel ow the knewws | ooked no
thicker than a finger fromin front, bnut were extraordinarily
thick seen fromthe side. She | ooked altogether, except across
the shoulders, as it were, pinched in at the sides and pressed
out in depth. But she had in the highest degree the quality that
makes all defects forgotten: that quality was bl ood, the bl ood
that tells, as the Engi sh expression has it. The nuscles stook
up sharply under the network of sinews, covered with this
delicate, mobile skin, soft as satin, and they were hard a bone.
Her cl ean-cut head with prominent, bright, spirited eyes,

br oadened out at the open nostrils, that showed the red blood in
the cartilage within. About all her figure, and expeically her
head, there was a certain expression of energy, and, at the sane
time, of softness. She was one of those creatures which seem
only not to speak because the nmechani sm of their nouth does not

allow themto.

To Vronsky, at any rate, it seened that she understood all he

felt at that noment, |ooking at her
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Directly Vronsky went towards her, she drew in a deep breath
and, turning back her promnent eye till the white | ooked

bl oodshot, she started at the approaching figures fromthe
opposite side, shaking her nuzzle, and shifting lightly from one

leg to the other.

"There, you see how fidgety she is," said the Englishman.

"There, darling! There!" said Vronsky, going up to the nare and

speaki ng soothingly to her

But the nearer he cane, the nore excited she grew. Only when he
stood by her head, she was suddenly quieter, while the nuscles
qui vered under the soft, delicate coat. Vronsky patted her
strong neck, straightened over her sharp withers a stray |ock of
her man that had fallen on the other side, and noved his face
near her dilated nostrils, transparent as a bat's w ng. She drew
a loud breath and snorted out through her tense nostrils,
started, pricked up her sharp ear, and put out her strong, black
lip towards Vronsky, as though she would nip hold of his sleeve.
But remenbering the nmuzzle, she shook it and agai n began

restlessly stanping one after the other her shapely | egs.
"Quiet, darling, quiet!"” he said, patting her again over her
hi nd-quarters; and with a glad sense that his nare was in the

best possible condition, he went out of the horse-box.

The mare's excitenent had infected Vronsky. He felt that his
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heart was throbbing, and that he, too, like the nare, |onged to

nove, to bite; it was both dreadful and delicious.

"Well, | rely on you, then," he said to the Englishman;

"hal f-past six on the ground."

"All right," said the Englishman. "Ch, where are you goi ng, ny
| ord?" he asked suddenly, using the title "my lord," which he had

scarcely ever used before.

Vronsky in amazement raised his head, and stared, as he knew how
to stare, not into the Englishman's eyes, but at his forehead,
astounded at the inpertinence of his question. But realizing

that in asking this the Englishman had been | ooking at himnot as

an enpl oyer, but as a jockey, he answered:

"I"ve got to go to Bryansky's; | shall be honme within an hour."
"How often |I'm asked that question today!" he said to hinself,
and he blushed, a thing which rearely happened to him The
Engl i shman | ooked gravely at him and, as though he, too, knew

where Vronsky was goi ng, he added:

"The great thing's to keep quiet before a race,"” said he; "don't

get out of tenper or upset about anything."”

"All right," answered Vronsky, sniling; and junping into his

carriage, he told the man to drive to Peterhof.
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Bef ore he had driven nmany paces away, the dark clouds that had
been threatening rain all day broke, and there was a heavy

downpour of rain.

"What a pity!" thought Vronsky, putting up the roof of the
carriage. "It was nmuddy before, nowit will be a perfect swanmp."
As he sat in solitude in the closed carriage, he took out his

nother's letter and his brother's note, and read them through.

Yes, it was the same thing over and over again. Every one, his
nmot her, his brother, every one thought fit ot interfere in the
affairs of his heart. This interference aroused in hima feeling
of angry hatred--a feeling he had rarely known before. "What
business is it of theirs? Wiy does everybody feel called upon to
concern hinmself about nme? And why do they worry ne so? Just
because they see that this is sonething they can't understand.

If it were a common, vulgar, worldly intrigue, they would have
left me alone. They feel that this is sonething different, that
this is not a nere pastinme, that this woman is dearer to nme than
life. And this is inconprehensible, and that's why it annoys
them Whatever our destiny is or may be, we have nade it

oursel ves, and we do not conpain of it," he said, in the word we
linking hinself with Anna. "No, they nust needs teach us how to
live. They haven't an idea of what happiness is; they don't know
that wi thout our love, for us there is neither happi ness nor

unhappi ness--no life at all," he thought.

He was angry with all of themfor their interference just because
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he flet in his soul that they, all these people, were right. He
felt that the | ove that bound himto Anna was not a nonentary

i mpul se, which would pass, as worldly intrigues do pass, |eaving
no other traces in the life of either but pleasant or unpl easnat
menories. He felt all the torture of his own and her paosition,
all the difficulty there was for them conspicuous as they were
in the eye of all the world, in concealing their love, in |lying
and deceiving; and in |ying, deceiving, feigning, and continually
t hi nki ng of others, when the passion that united them was so

i ntense that they were both oblivious of everything el se but

their | ove.

He vividly recalled all the constantly recurring instances of

i nevitabl e necessity for Iying and deceit, which were so agai nst
his natural bent. He recalled particularly vividly the shame he
had nore than once detected in her at this necessity for lying
and deceit. And he experienced the strnge feeling that had
sonmeti nes cone upon himsince his secret |ove for Anna. This was
a feeling of |oathing for sonething--whether for Al exey

Al exandrovitch, or for hinself, or for the whole world, he could
not have said. But he always drove away this strange feeling.

No, too, he shook it off and continued the thread of his

t hought s.

"Yes, she was unhappy before, but proud and at peace; and now she
cannot be at peace and feel secure in her dignity, though she

does not showit. Yes, we nust put an end to it," he decided.

And for the first tinme the idea clearly presented itself that it

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

was essential to put an end to this false position, and the
sooner the better. "Throw up everything, she and I, and hide

oursel ves sonmewhere alone with our love," he said to hinself.

Chapter 22

The rain did not last long, and by the tine Vronsky arrived, his
shaft-horse trotting at full speed nad dragging the trace-horses
gal I opi ng through the nud, with their reins hanging | oose, the
sun had peeped out again, the roofs of the sumrer villas and the
old linetrees in the gardens on both sides of the principa
streets sparkled with wet brilliance, and fromthe twi gs cane a
pl easnat drip and fromthe roofs rushin streams of water. He

t hought no nmore of the shower spoiling the race course, but was
rejoicing now that--thanks to the rain--he would be sure to fnd
her at hone and al one, as he knew t hat Al exey Al exandrovitch, who
had | ately returned froma foreign watering place, had not noved

from Petersburg

Hoping to find her alone, Vronsky alighted, as he always did, to
avoid attracting attention, before crossing the bridge, and

wal ked to the house. He did not go up the steps to the street
door, but went into the court.

"Has your master conme?" he asked a gardener

"No, sir. The mistress is at home. But will you please go to
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the frond door; there are servants there," the gardener answered.

"They'l|l open the door."

“No, I'l'l go in fromthe garden."

And feeling satisfied that she was al one, and wanting to take her
by surprise, since he had not promised to be there today, and she
woul d certainly not expect himto conme before the races, he

wal ked, hol ding his sword and stepping cautiously over the sandy
path, bordered with flowers, to the terrace that |ooked out upon
the garden. Vronsky forgot now all thathe had thought on the way
of the hardships and difficulties of their positon. He thought

of nothing but her, and she wasin reality. He was just going in,
st epping on his whole foot so as not to creak, up the worn steps
of the terrace, when he suddenly renenbered what he al ways
forgot, and what caused the nobst torturing side of his relations
with her, her son with his questioning--hostile, as he fancied -

eyes.

This boy was nore onften than any one else a check upon their
freedom When he was present, both Vronsky and Anna did not
nmerely avoi d speaking of anything that they could not have
repeated before every one; they did not even allow thenmsel ves to
refer by hints to anything the boy did not understand. They had
made no agreenent about this, it had settled itself. They would
have felt it wounding thensel ves to deceive the child. In his
presence they tal ked |ike acqui ai ntenances. But in spite of this

cautions, Vronsky often saw the child' s intent, bew | dered gl ance
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fi xed upon him anda strange shyness, uncertainty, at one tine
friendliness, at another, coldness and reserve, in the boy's
manner to him as though the child felt that between this nman and
his nmother there existed some inportant bond, the significance of

whi ch he coul d not understand.

As a fact, the boy did feel that he could not understand this
relation, and he tried painfully, and was not able to nake clear
to hinmself what feeling he ought to have for this man. Whith a
child's keen instinct for every manifestation of feeling, he saw
distinctly that his father, his governess, his nurse,--all did
not nmerely dislike Vronsky, but |ooked on himwth horror and
aversion, though they never said anything about him while his

not her | ooked on him as her greatest friend.

"What does it mean? Wio is he? How ought | to love hin? If |
don't know, it's my fault; either I'mstipid or a naughty boy,"
t hought the child. And this was what caused his dubi ous,

i nquiring, sonetinmes hostile, expression, and the shyness and
uncertainty which Vronsky found so irksone. This child's presence
always and infallibly called up in Vronsky that thrange feeling
of enexplicabl e | oathing which he had experinece of late. This
chil's presence called up both in Vronsky and in Anna a feeling
akin to the feeling of a sailor who sees by the conpass that the
direction in which he is swiftly nmoving is far fromthe right
one, but that to arrest his notion is not in his power, that
every instant is carrying himfurther and further away, and that

to admit to hinself his deviation fromthe right direction is the

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

same as admitting his certain ruin

This child, with his innocent outlook upon Iife, was the conpass
that showed them the point to which they had departed from what

t hey knew, but did not want to know.

This time Seryozha was not at hone, and she was conpl etely al one.

She was sitting on the terrace waiting for the return of her son,
who had gone out for his walk and been caught in the rain. She
had sent a manservant and a maid aout to | ook for him Dressed

in a white gown, deeply enbroidered, she was sitting in a corner
of the terrace behind sone flowers, and did not hear him Bending
her curly black head, she pressed her forhead agai nst a cool er
wat eri ng pot that stood on the parapet, and both her |ovely
hands, with the rings he knew so well, clasped the pot. The
beauty of her whole figure, her head, her nec, her hands, struck
Vronsky every tinme as sonethi ng new nad unexpected. He stood
still, gazing at her in ecstasy. But, directly he would have

made a step to cone nearer to her, she was aware of his presence
pushed away the watering pot, and turned her flushed face towards

hi m

"What's the matter? You are ill?" he said to her in French
going up to her. He would have run to her, but remenbering that
there m ght be spectators, he | ooked round towards the bal cony
door, and reddened a little, as he always reddened, feeling that

he had to be afraid and be on his guard.
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"No, I"'mquite well,"” she said, getting up and pressing his

outstretched hand tightly. "I did not expect...thee."

“Mercy! what cold hands!" he said.

"You startled nme," she said. "I'm alone, and expecting

Ser;yozha; he's out for a walk; they'll come in fromthis side."

But, in spite of her efforts to be calm her lips were quivering.

"Forgive me for comng, but I couldn't pass the day w thout

seeing you," he went on, speaking French, as he always did to
avoid using the stiff Russian plural form so inpossibly frigid

between them and the dangerously intinmate singular

"Forgive you? I'mso glad!"

"But you're ill or worried," he went on, not letting go her hands

and bendi ng over her. "What were you thinking of?"

"Always the sane thing," she said, with a snile.

She spoke the truth. If ever at any nonent she had been asked
what she was thinking of, she could have answered truly: of the
same thing, of her happiness and her unhappi ness. She was

t hi nki ng, just when he canme upon her of this: why was it, she
wondered, that to others ,to Betsy (she knew of her secret

connection with Tushkevitch) it was all easy, while to her it was
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such torture? Today this thought gained special poighancy from
certain other considerations. She asked hi m about the races. He
answered he questins, and, seeing that she was agitated, trying
to cal mher, he began telling her in the sinplest tone the

details of his preparations for the races.

"Tell himor not tell hinP" she thought, |ooking into his quiet,
affectionate eyes. "He is so happy, so absorbed in his races
that he won't understand as he ought, he won't understand all the
gravity of this fact to us."

"But you haven't told ne what you were thinking of when I came
in," he said, interrupting his narrative; "please tell ne!"

She did not answer, and, bending her head a little, she |ooked
inquiringly at himfrom under her brows, her eyes shining under
their long | ashes. Her hand shook as it played with a | eaf she
had picked. He saw it, and his face expressed that utter

subj ection, that slavish devotion, which had done so nmuch to win

her .

"I see sonething has happened. Do you suppose | can be at peace,
knowi ng you have a trouble I am not sharing? Tell me, for God's

sake," he repeated inploringly.

"Yes, | shan't be able to forgive himif he does not realize al
the gravity of it. Better not tell; why put himto the proof?"
she thought, still staring at himin the sanme way, and feeling

the hand that held the | eaf was trenbling nore and nore.
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"For God's sake!" he repeated, taking her hand.

"Shall 1 tell you?"

"Yes, yes, yes .

"I"'mwith child," she said, softly and deliberately. The leaf in
her hand shook nore violently, but she did not take her eyes off
hi m watchi ng how he would take it. He turned white, would have
sai d somet hi ng, but stopped; he dropped her hand, and his head
sank on his breast. "Yes, he realizes all the gravity of it," she

t hought, and gratefully she pressed his hand.

But she was mi staken in thinking he realized the gravity of the
fact as she, a woman, realized it. On hearing it, he felt cone
upon himwith tenfold intensity that strange feeling of |oathing
of sone one. But at the sane tine, he felt that the turning-point
he had been | onging for had come now, that it was inpossible to
go on concealing things from her husband, and it was inevitable
in one way or another that they should soon put an end to their
unnatural position. But, besides that, her enotion physically
affected him in the same way. He | ooked at her with a | ook of
submi ssi ve tenderness, kissed her hand, got up, and, in silence,
paced up and down the terrace.

"Yes," he said, going up to her resolutely. "Neither you nor
have | ooked on our relations as a passing amusenent, and now our

fate is sealed. It is absolutely necessary to put an end"--he
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| ooked round as he spoke--"to the deception in which we are

living."

"Put an end? How put an end, Al exey?" she said softly.

She was cal nmer now, and her face lighted up with a tender snile

"Leave your husband and nake our life one."

"It is one as it is," she answered, scarcely audibly.

"Yes, but altogether; altogether."”

"But how, Alexey, tell me how?" she said in nelancholy nockery at
t he hopel essness of her own position. "Is there any way out of

such a position? AmI| not the wife of ny husband?”

"There is a way out of every position. W nust take our line," he
said. "Anything's better than the position in which you're
living. OF course, | see how you torture yourself over

everyt hing--the world and your son and your husband."”

"Ch, not over mnmy husband," she said, with a quiet smle. "I don't

know him | don't think of him He doesn't exist."

"You' re not speaking sincerely. | know you. You worry about him

t oo.

"Ch, he doesn't even know, " she said, and suddenly a hot flush
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came over her face; her cheeks, her brow, her neck crinsoned, and

tears of shane cane into her eyes. "But we won't talk of him"

Chapter 22

Vronsky had several tinmes already, though not so resolutely as J
now, tried to bring her to consider their position, and every
time he had been confronted by the sane superficiality and
triviality with which she net his appeal now. It was as though
there were sonething in this which she could not or would not
face, as though directly she began to speak of this, she, the
real Anna, retreated sonehow into herself, and another strange
and unaccount abl e woman came out, whom he did not |ove, and whom
he feared, and who was in opposition to him But to-day he was
resolved to have it out.

"Whet her he knows or not," said Vronsky, in his usual quiet and

resolute tone, "that's nothing to do with us. W cannot ...you

cannot stay like this, especially now "

"What's to be done, according to YOU?" she asked with the sane
frivolous irony. She who had so feared he woul d take her
condition too lightly was now vexed with himfor deducing fromit

the necessity of taking sonme step
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"Tell himeverything, and | eave him"

"Very well, let us suppose | do that," she said. "Do you know
what the result of that would be? | can tell you it al

bef orehand," and a wicked |ight gleaned in her eyes, that had
been so soft a minute before. "'Eh, you | ove another man, and

have entered into crimnal intrigues with hinf (M m cki ng her

husband, she threw an enphasis on the word "crimnal," as Al exey
Al exandrovitch did.) " 'l warned you of the results in the
religious, the civil, and the domestic relation. You have not
listened to me. Now | cannot |et you disgrace ny nanme,--' " "and

nmy son," she had neant to say, but about her son she coul d not

jest, -- di sgrace ny nane, and'--and nore in the sane style,"
she added. "In general ternms, he'll say in his official manner

and with all distinctness and precision, that he cannot |let ne

go, but will take all neasures in his power to prevent scandal
And he will calmy and punctually act in accordance with his
words. That's what will happen. He's not a man, but a nachi ne,

and a spiteful machi ne when he's angry," she added, recalling
Al exey Al exandrovitch as she spoke, with all the peculiarities of
his figure and manner of speaking, and reckoning agai nst him
every defect she could find in him softening nothing for the

great wong she herself was doing him

"But, Anna," said Vronsky, in a soft and persuasive voice, trying
to soothe her, "we absolutely nmust, anyway, tell him and then be

gui ded by the line he takes."

"What, run away?"
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"And why not run away? | don't see how we can keep on like this.

And not for ny sake--1 see that you suffer."”

"Yes, run away, and becone your mstress," she said angrily.

"Anna," he said, with reproachful tenderness.
"Yes," she went on, "beconme your mstress, and conplete the ruin
of "

Agai n she woul d have said "ny son," but she could not utter that

wor d.

Vronsky coul d not understand how she, with her strong and
truthful nature, could endure this state of deceit, and not |ong
to get out of it. But he did not suspect that the chief cause of
it was the word--son, which she could not bring herself to
pronounce. Wen she thought of her son, and his future attitude
to his nother, who had abandoned his father, she felt such terror
at what she had done, that she could not face it; but, like a
woman, could only try to confort herself with |ying assurances
that everything would remain as it always had been, and that it
was possible to forget the fearful question of how it would be

wi th her son.

"I beg you, | entreat you," she said suddenly, taking his hand,

and speaking in quite a different tone, sincere and tender
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"never speak to nme of that!"

"But, Anna . . ."

"Never. Leave it to ne. | know all the baseness, all the horror
of ny position; but it's not so easy to arrange as you think. And
leave it to me, and do what | say. Never speak to nme of it. Do

you prom se ne? ...No, no, prom se

"I prom se everything, but | can't be at peace, especially after

what you have told ne. | can't be at peace, when you can't be at
peace...."

"I ?" she repeated. "Yes, | amworried sometines; but that wll
pass, if you will never talk about this. Wen you talk about it--

it"'s only then it worries nme."

"l don't understand," he said.

"I know," she interrupted him "how hard it is for your truthfu
nature to lie, and | grieve for you. | often think that you have

rui ned your whole life for ne.

"I was just thinking the very sane thing," he said; "how could

you

sacrifice everything for nmy sake? | can't forgive nyself that

you' re unhappy!"
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"I unhappy?" she said, coming closer to him and | ooking at him
with an ecstatic snmle of love. "I amlike a hungry man who has
been given food. He may be cold, and dressed in rags, and
ashanmed, but he is not unhappy. | unhappy? No, this is ny

unhappi ness. . ..

She coul d hear the sound of her son's voice coming towards them
and glancing swiftly round the terrace, she got up inpulsively.
Her eyes glowed with the fire he knew so well; with a rapid
novenent she raised her |ovely hands, covered with rings, took
his head, |ooked a long look into his face, and, putting up her
face with smling, parted lips, swiftly kissed his nouth and both
eyes, and pushed hi m away. She woul d have gone, but he held her

back.

"When?" he nurrmured in a whisper, gazing in ecstasy at her

"To-night, at one o'clock," she whispered, and, with a heavy

sigh, she wal ked with her light, swift step to neet her son

Seryozha had been caught by the rain in the big garden, and he

and his nurse had taken shelter in an arbor

"Well, au revoir," she said to Vronsky. "I nust soon be getting

ready for the races. Betsy promsed to fetch ne."

Vronsky, 1 ooking at his watch, went away hurriedly.
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Chapter 24

When Vronsky | ooked at his watch on the Karenins' bal cony, he was
so greatly agitated and lost in his thoughts that he saw the
figures on the watch's face, but could not take in what tine it
was. He canme out on to the highroad and wal ked, picking his way
carefully through the nud, to his carriage. He was so conpletely
absorbed in his feeling for Anna, that he did not even think what
o' clock it was, and whether he had tinme to go to Bryansky's. He
had left him as often happens, only the external faculty of
menory, that points out each step one has to take, one after the
other. He went up to his coachnman, who was dozing on the box in

t he shadow, already |engthening, of a thick linmetree; he admred
the shifting clouds of mdges circling over the hot horses, and,
waki ng the coachman, he junped into the carriage, and told himto
drive to Bryansky's. It was only after driving nearly five nmles
that he had sufficiently recovered hinself to |ook at his watch

and realize that it was half-past five, and he was late

There were several races fixed for that day: the Munted Guards
race, then the officers' nile-and-a-half race, then the
three-nmile race, and then the race~for which he was entered. He
could still be in time for his race, but if he went to Bryansky's
he could only just be in time, and he would arrive when the whol e
of the court would be in their places. That would be a pity. But
he had promi sed Bryansky to cone, and so he decided to drive on

telling the coachman not to spare the horses.
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He reached Bryansky's, spent five mnutes there, and gall oped
back. This rapid drive calmed him Al that was painful in his
relations with Anna, all the feeling of indefiniteness |eft by
their conversation, had slipped out of his mnd. He was thinking
now wi th pleasure and excitenent of the race, of his being,
anyhow, in time, and now and then the thought of the blissfu
interview awaiting himthat night flashed across his imagination

like a flamng |ight.

The excitenent of the approaching race gai ned upon himas he
drove farther and farther into the atnosphere of the races,
overtaking carriages driving up fromthe sumer villas or out of

Pet er sbur g.

At his quarters no one was left at hone; all were at the races,
and his valet was |ooking out for himat the gate. Wile he was
changing his clothes, his valet told himthat the second race had
begun al ready, that a |lot of gentlenen had been to ask for him
and a boy had twice run up fromthe stables. Dressing wthout
hurry (he never hurried hinmself, and never |lost his

sel f - possession), Vronsky drove to the sheds. Fromthe sheds he
coul d see a perfect sea of carriages, and people on foot,
sol di ers surroundi ng the race-course, and pavilions swarm ng with
peopl e. The second race was apparently going on, for just as he
went into the sheds he heard a bell ringing. Going towards the
stable, he net the white-|egged chestnut, Mahotin's d adiator
being led to the race-course in a blue forage horsecloth, with

what | ooked |ike huge ears edged with bl ue.
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"Where's Cord?" he asked the stabl e-boy.

“In the stable, putting on the saddle."

In the open horse-box stood Frou-Frou, saddl ed ready. They were

just going to | ead her out.

“"I"'mnot too | ate?"

"Al'l right! Al right!" said the Englishman; "don't upset

yoursel f1"

Vronsky once nore took in in one glance the exquisite |ines of
his favorite mare; who was quivering all over, and with an effort
he tore hinself fromthe sight of her, and went out of the
stable. He went towards the pavilions at the nost favorable
nmonment for escaping attention. The mile-and-a-half race was just
finishing, and all eyes were fixed on the horse-guard in front
and the |ight hussar behind, urging their horses on with a | ast
effort close to the wi nning-post. Fromthe center and outside of
the ring all were crowding to the wi nning-post, and a group of
sol diers and officers of the horse-guards were shouting |oudly
their delight at the expected triumph of their officer and
conrade. Vronsky noved into the m ddle of the crowd unnoticed,

al nost at the very nmoment when the bell rang at the finish of the
race, and the tall, nudspattered horse-guard who canme in first,
bendi ng over the saddle, let go the reins of his panting gray

horse that | ooked dark with sweat.
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The horse, stiffening out its legs, with an effort stopped its
rapid course, and the officer of the horse-guards | ooked round
himlike a man waking up froma heavy sleep, and just managed to

smle. Acrowd of friends and outsiders pressed round him

Vronsky intentionally avoided that select crowd of the upper
wor | d, which was noving and tal king with discreet freedonbefore

the pavilions.

He knew that Madane Kareni na was there, and Betsy, and his
brother's wife, and he purposely did not go near them for fear of
sonmet hing distracting his attention. But he was continually net
and stopped by acquai ntances, who told himabout the previous

races, and kept asking himwhy he was so | ate.

At the time when the racers had to go to the pavilion to receive
the prizes, and all attention was directed to that point,
Vronsky's el der brother, Alexander, a colonel with heavy fringed
epaul ets, came up to him He was not tall, though as broadly
built as Al exey, and handsomer and rosier than he; he had a red

nose, and an open, drunken-I| ooking face.

"Did you get ny note?" he said. "There's never any finding you."

Al exander Vronsky, in spite of the dissolute life, and in

especi al the drunken habits, for which he was notorious, was

quite one of the court circle.
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Now, as he talked to his brother of a matter bound to be
exceedi ngly disagreeable to him know ng that the eyes of many

peopl e m ght be

?fled him he kept a smiling countenance, as though he were

jesting with his brother about something of little nonent.

"I got it, and | really can't nmke out what you are worrying

yoursel f about," said Al exey.
"I"'mworrying nyself because the remark has just been made to ne
that you weren't here, and that you were seen in Peterhof on

Monday. "

"There are matters which only concern those directly interested

in them and the natter you are so worried about is .

"Yes, but if so, you may as well cut the service....

"I beg you not to neddle, and that's all | have to say."

Al exey Vronsky's frowning face turned white, and his proni nent

| ower jaw quivered, which happened rarely with him Being a man
of very warm heart, he was sel dom angry; but when he was angry,
and when his chin quivered, then, as Al exander Vronsky knew, he

was dangerous. Al exander Vronsky smled gaily.

"I only wanted to give you Mdther's letter. Answer it and don't
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worry about anything just before the race. Bonne chance," he
added, smiling and he noved away from him But after himanother

friendly greeting brought Vronsky to a standstill.

"So you won't recognize your friends! How are you, non cher?”

sai d Stepan Arkadyevitch, as conspicuously brilliant in the mdst
of all the Petersburg brilliance as he was in Mscow, his face
rosy, and his whiskers sleek and glossy. "I came up yesterday,

and |'mdelighted that | shall see your triunph. Wen shall we

meet ?"

"Cone to-norrow to the ness-room" said Vronsky, and squeezing
him by the sleeve of his coat, with apol ogies, he noved away to
the center of the race-course, where the horses were being |ed

for the great steepl echase

The horses who had run in the |ast race were being | ed hone,

st eami ng and exhausted, by the stabl e-boys, and one after another
the fresh horses for the comi ng race nade their appearance, for
the nost part English racers, wearing horsecl oths, and | ooking
with their drawn-up bellies |like strange, huge birds. On the
right was led in Frou-Frou, |ean and beautiful, lifting up her

el astic, rather |long pasterns, as though noved by springs. Not
far fromher they were taking the rug off the |op- eared

d adi ator. The strong, exquisite, perfectly correct lines of the
stallion, with his superb hind-quarters and excessively short
pasterns al nost over his hoofs, attracted Vronsky's attention in

spite of hinmself. He would have gone up to his nmare, but he was
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agai n detai ned by an acquai nt ance.

"Ch, there's Karenin!" said the acquai ntance with whom he was
chatting. "He's looking for his wife, and she's in the nmiddle of

the pavilion. Didn't you see her?"

"No, " answered Vronsky, and w thout even gl ancing round towards
the pavilion where his friend was pointing out Madame Karenina,

he went up to his nmare

Vronsky had not had time to |ook at the saddl e, about which he
had to give sone direction, when the conpetitors were sumoned to
the pavilion to receive their nunbers and places in the row at
starting. Seventeen officers, |ooking serious and severe, nany
with pale faces, net together in the pavilion and drew the
nunmbers. Vronsky drew the nunber seven. The cry was heard:

“Mount!*"

Feeling that with the others riding in the race, he was the
center upon which all eyes were fastened, Vronsky wal ked up to
his mare in that state of nervous tension in which he usually
becanme del i berate and conposed in his novenents. Cord, in honor
of the races, had put on his best clothes, a black coat buttoned
up, a stiffly starched collar, which propped up his cheeks, a
round bl ack hat, and top-boots. He was cal mand dignified as
ever, and was with his own hands hol ding Frou-Frou by both reins,
standi ng straight in front of her. Frou-Frou was still trenbling
as though in a fever. Her eye, full of fire, glanced sideways at

Vronsky. Vronsky slipped his finger under the saddle-girth. The
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mare gl anced aslant at him drew up her lip, and tw tched her
ear. The Englishman puckered up his lips, intending to indicate a

smle that any one should verify his saddling.

"Get up; you won't feel so excited.”

Vronsky | ooked round for the last tine at his rivals. He knew
that he would not see themduring the race. Two were already

riding forward to

the point fromwhich they were to start. Galtsin, a friend of
Vronsky's and one of his nore formi dable rivals, was noving round
a bay horse that would not let himmunt. Alittle |ight hussar
in tight ridingbreeches rode off at a gallop, crouched up like a
cat on the saddle, in imtation of English jockeys. Prince
Kuzovl ev sat with a white face on his thoroughbred mare fromthe
Grabovsky stud, while an English groomled her by the bridle.
Vronsky and all his conrades knew Kuzovl ev and his peculiarity of
"weak nerves" and terrible vanity. They knew that he was afraid
of everything, afraid of riding a spirited horse. But now, just
because h was terrible, because people broke their necks, and
there was a doctor standing at each obstacle, and an anbul ance
with a cross on it, and a sister of nmercy, he had nade up his
mnd to take part in the race. Their eyes net, and Vronsky gave
hima friendly and encouragi ng nod. Only one he did not see, his

chief rival, Mahotin on G adi ator

"Don't be in a hurry,"” said Cord to Vronsky, "and remenber one
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thing: don't hold her in at the fences, and don't urge her on

| et her go as she likes."

"All right, all right," said Vronsky, taking the reins.

"I'f you can, |lead the race; but don't |lose heart till the |ast

m nute, even if you' re behind."

Before the mare had time to nove, Vronsky stepped with an agile,
vi gorous novenent into the steel-toothed stirrup, and lightly and
firmy seated hinmself on the creaking |eather of the saddle.
Getting his right foot in the stirrup, he snoothed the double

reins, as he always did, between his fingers, and Cord | et go.

As though she did not know which foot to put first, Frou-Frou
started, dragging at the reins with her |ong neck, and as though
she were on springs, shaking her rider fromside to side. Cord
qui ckened his step, following him The excited nare, trying to
shake off her rider first on one side and then the other, pulled
at the reins, and Vronsky tried in vain with voice and hand to

soot he her.

They were just reaching the dammed-up streamon their way to the
starting-point. Several of the riders were in front and severa
behi nd, when suddenly Vronsky heard the sound of a horse

gal loping in the nmud behind him and he was overtaken by Mahotin
on his white-legged, |op-eared d adiator. Mahotin sniled, show ng
his Iong teeth, but Vronsky |ooked angrily at him He did not

like him and regarded himnow as his nost formdable rival. He
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was angry with himfor galloping past and exciting his mare.
Frou-Frou started into a gallop, her left foot forward, made two
bounds, and fretting at the tightened reins, passed into a
jolting trot, bunping her rider up and down. Cord, too, scow ed,

and foll owed Vronsky al nost at a trot.

Chapter 25

There were seventeen officers in all riding in this race. The
race-course was a large three-nmle ring of the formof an ellipse
in front of the pavilion. On this course nine obstacles had been
arranged: the stream a big and solid barrier five feet high,
just before the pavilion, a dry ditch, a ditch full of water, a
preci pitous slope, an Irish barricade (one of the nmost difficult
obstacl es, consisting of a nound fenced with brushwood, beyond
which was a ditch out of sight for the horses, so that the horse
had to clear both obstacles or might be killed); then two nore
ditches filled with water, and one dry one; and the end of the
race was just facing the pavilion. But the race began not in the
ring, but two hundred yards away fromit, and in that part of the
course was the first obstacle, a dammed-up stream seven feet in
breadth, which the racers could | eap or wade through as they

preferred.

Three tines they were ranged ready to start, but each tine sone

horse thrust itself out of line, and they had to begin again. The

unpire who was starting them Colonel Sestrin, was beginning to
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| ose his temper, when at last for the fourth tine he shouted

"Away!" and the racers started.

Every eye, every opera-glass, was turned on the brightly col ored

group of riders at the nonment they were in line to start.

"They're off! They're starting!"™ was heard on all sides after the

hush of expectation.

And little groups and solitary figures anong the public began
running fromplace to place to get a better view In the very
first mnute the close group of horsenen drew out, and it could
be seen that they were approaching the streamin tw's and
three's and one behind another. To the spectators it seened as
t hough they had all started sinultaneously, but to the racers

there were seconds of difference that had great value to them

Frou- Frou, excited and over-nervous, had |lost the first noment,
and several horses had started before her, but before reaching
the stream Vronsky, who was holding in the mare with all his
force as she tugged at the bridle, easily overtook three, and
there were left in front of him Mahotin's chestnut G adiator
whose hind-quarters were noving lightly and rhythm cally up and
down exactly in front of Vronsky, and in front of all, the dainty

mar e Di ana bearing Kuzovlev nore dead than alive.

For the first instant Vronsky was not nmaster either of hinself or
his mare. Up to the first obstacle, the stream he could not

gui de the notions of his mare.
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d adi ator and Diana canme up to it together and al nost at the sane
i nstant; sinultaneously they rose above the stream and flew
across to the other side; Frou-Frou darted after them as if
flying; but at the very nonment when Vronsky felt hinmself in the
air, he suddenly saw al nost under his mare's hoofs Kuzovl ev, who
was floundering with Diana on the further side of the stream
(Kuzovlev had let go the reins as he took the |leap, and the mare
had sent himflying over her head.) Those details Vronsky | earned
|ater; at the nonment all he saw was that just under him where
Frou-Frou nust alight, Diana's |egs or head m ght be in the way.
But Frou-Frou drew up her |legs and back in the very act of

| eaping, like a falling cat, and, clearing the other mare,

al i ghted beyond her.

"Othe darling!" thought Vronsky.

After crossing the stream Vronsky had conpl ete control of his
mar e, and began holding her in, intending to cross the great
barrier behind Mahotin, and to try to overtake himin the clear

ground of about five hundred yards that followed it.

The great barrier stood just in front of the inperial pavilion
The Tsar and the whole court and crowds of people were all gazing
at them-at him and Mahotin a |l ength ahead of him as they drew
near the "devil," as the solid barrier was called. Vronsky was
aware of those eyes fastened upon himfromall sides, but he saw

not hi ng except the ears and neck of his owe; mare, the ground
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racing to meet him and the back and white | egs of d adiator
beating time swiftly before him and keeping al ways the sane
di stance ahead. d adi ator rose, with no sound of knocki ng agai nst
anything. Wth a wave of his short tail he di sappeared from

Vronsky's sight.

"Bravo!" cried a voice.

At the sanme instant, under Vronsky's eyes, right before him
flashed the palings of the barrier. Wthout the slightest change
in her action his mare flew over it; the palings vani shed, and he
heard only a crash behind him The nmare, excited by d adiator's
keepi ng ahead, had risen too soon before the barrier, and grazed
it with her hind hoofs. But her pace never changed, and Vronsky,
feeling a spatter of nmud in his face, realized that he was once
nore the sanme distance from d adiator. Once nore he perceived in
front of himthe same back and short tail, and again the sane

swiftly noving white legs that got no further away.

At the very nmoment when Vronsky thought that now was the tine to
overtake Mahotin, Frou-Frou herself, understanding his thoughts,
wi t hout any incitenment on his part, gained ground consi derably,
and began getting al ongside of Mahotin on the nost favorable
side, close to the inner cord. Mahotin would not |et her pass
that side. Vronsky had hardly fornmed the thought that he coul d
per haps pass on the outer side, when Frou-Frou shifted her pace
and began overtaking himon the other side. Frou-Frou's shoul der
begi nning by now to be dark with sweat, was even with d adiator's

back. For a few |l engths they nmoved evenly. But before the
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obstacle they were approachi ng, Vronsky began working at the
reins, anxious to avoid having to take the outer circle, and

swi ftly passed Mahotin just upon the declivity. He caught a

gl i npse of his mud-stained face as he Sashed by. He even fancied
that he smiled. Vronsky passed Mahotin, but he was immediately
aware of himclose upon him and he never ceased hearing the
even-t huddi ng hoofs and the rapid and still quite fresh breathing

of d adi at or.

The next two obstacles, the water-course and the barrier, were
easily crossed, but Vronsky began to hear the snorting and thud
of d adiator closer upon him He urged on his nmare, and to his
delight felt that she easily quickened her pace, and the thud of

G adi ator's hoofs was again heard at the sane di stance away.

Vronsky was at the head of the race, just as he wanted to be and
as Cord had advised, and now he felt sure of being the w nner.
Hi s excitement, his delight, and his tenderness for Frou-Frou
grew keener and keener. He longed to | ook round again, but he did
not dare do this, and tried to be cool and not to urge on his
mare so to keep the sanme reserve of force in her as he felt that
d adi ator still kept. There renmined only one obstacle, the nobst
difficult; if he could cross it ahead of the others he would come
in first. He was eying towards the Irish barricade, FrouFrou and
he both together saw the barricade in the distance, and both the
man and the mare had a noment's hesitation. He saw the
uncertainty in the mare's ears and lifted the whip, but at the

same time felt that his fears were groundl ess; the mare knew what
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was wanted. She qui ckened her pace and rose smoothly, just as he

had fanci ed she woul d, and as she left the ground gave herself up
to the force of her rush, which carried her far beyond the ditch

and with the same rhythm w thout effort, with the sane |eg

forward, Frou-Frou fell back into her pace again.

"Bravo, Vronsky!" he heard shouts froma knot of nen--he knew
they were his friends in the regi nent--who were standing at the
obstacle. He could not fail to recognize Yashvin's voice though

he did not see him

"Ony sweet!" he said inwardly to Frou-Frou, as he |istened for
what was happeni ng behind. "He's cleared it!" he thought,
catching the thud of d adiator's hoofs behind him There remai ned
only the last ditch, filled with water and five feet wi de.
Vronsky did not even |ook at it, but anxious to get in a |ong way
first began sawing away at the reins, lifting the mare's head and
letting it gointine with her paces. He felt that the nare was
at her very last reserve of strength; not her neck and shoul ders
merely were wet, but the sweat was standing in drops on her mane,
her head, her sharp ears, and her breath cane in short, sharp
gasps. But he knew that she had strength |eft nore than enough
for the remaining five hundred yards. It was only fromfeeling

hi nsel f nearer the ground and from the peculiar snoothness of his
noti on that Vronsky knew how greatly the mare had qui ckened her
pace. She new over the ditch as though not noticing it. She new
over it like a bird; but at the same instant Vronsky, to his
horror, felt that he had failed to keep up with the mare's pace,

that he had, he did not know how, made a fearful, unpardonabl e
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m stake, in recovering his seat in the saddle. Al at once his
position had shifted and he knew that sonething awful had
happened. He could not yet make out what had happened, when the
white [ egs of a chestnut horse flashed by close to him and
Mahotin passed at a swift gallop. Vronsky was touching the ground
with one foot, and his mare was sinking on that foot. He just had
time to free his |l eg when she fell on one side, gasping

pai nfully, and, nmaking vain efforts to rise with her delicate,
soaki ng neck, she Buttered on the ground at his feet like a shot
bird. The clunsy novenent made by Vronsky had broken her back

But that he only knew nuch later. At that nonment he knew only
that Mahotin had down swiftly by, while he stood staggering al one
on the nuddy, notionless ground, and Frou-Frou | ay gasping before
hi m bendi ng her-head back and gazing at himw th her exquisite
eyes. Still unable to realize what had happened, Vronsky tugged
at his nmare's reins. Again she struggled all over like a fish,
and her shoul ders setting the saddl e heaving, she rose on her
front legs but unable to lift her back, she quivered all over and
again fell on her side. Wth a face hideous with passion, his

|l ower jaw trenbling, and his cheeks white, Vronsky kicked her
with his heel in the stomach and again fell to tugging at the
rein. She did not stir, but thrusting her nose into the ground,

she sinply gazed at her master with her speaki ng eyes.

"A--a--al" groaned Vronsky, clutching at his head. "Ah! what have
| done!" he cried. "The race lost! And ny fault! shaneful
unpar donabl e! And the poor darling, ruined mare! Ah! what have |

done!"
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A crowd of nen, a doctor and his assistant, the officers of his
regiment ran up to him To his msery he felt that he was whol e
and unhurt. The mare had broken her back, and it was decided to
shoot her. Vronsky coul d not answer questions, could not speak to
any one. He turned, and wi thout picking up his cap that had
fallen off, wal ked away fromthe race- course, not know ng where
he was going. He felt utterly wetched. For the first tinme in his
life he knew the bitterest sort of misfortune, msfortune beyond

remedy, and caused by his own fault.

Yashvin overtook himwi th his cap, and | ed himhome, and half an
hour | ater Vronsky had regai ned his self-possession. But the
menory of that race remained for long in his heart, the cruel est

and bitterest nmenory of of his life.

Chapter 26

The external relations of Al exey Al exandrovitch and his w fe had
remai ned unchanged. The sole difference lay in the fact that he
was nore busily occupied than ever. As in fornmer years, at the
begi nning of the spring he had gone to a foreign watering-place
for the sake of his health, deranged by the winter's work that
every year grew heavier. And just as always he returned in July
and at once fell to work as usual with increased energy. As
usual, too, his wife had noved for the sumer to a villa out of
town, while he remained in Petersburg. Fromthe date of their

conversation after the party at Princess Tverskaya's he had never
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spoken again to Anna of his suspicions and his jeal ousies, and

t hat habitual tone of his bantering mmnmcry was the nost
conveni ent tone possible for his present attitude to his wife. He
was a little colder to his wife. He sinply seened to be slightly
di spl eased with her for that first mdnight conversation, which
she had repelled. In his attitude to her there was a shade of
vexation, but nothing nore. "You would not be open with nme," he
seened to say, nentally addressing her; "so nmuch the worse for
you. Now you may beg as you please, but | won't be open with you.
So nmuch the worse for you!" he said nentally, |like a man who
after vainly attenpting to extinguish a fire, should By in a rage
with his vain efforts and say, "Ch, very well then! you shal

burn for this!" This man, so subtle and astute in official life,
did not realize all the sensel essness of such an attitude to his
wife. He did not realize it, because it was too terrible to him
to realize his actual position, and he shut down and | ocked and
sealed up in his heart that secret place where lay hid his
feelings towards his famly, that is, his wife and son. He who
had been such a careful father, had fromthe end of that w nter
becone peculiarly frigid to his son, and adopted to himjust the
same bantering tone he used with his wife. "Aha, young man!" was

the greeting with which he net him

Al exey Al exandrovitch asserted and believed that he had never in
any previous year had so much official business as that year. But
he was not aware that he sought work for hinself that year, that
this was one of the neans for keeping shut that secret place

where lay hid his feelings towards his wife and son and his
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t hought s about them which becanme nore terrible the |onger they
lay there. If any one had had the right to ask Al exey

Al exandrovitch what he thought of his wife's behavior, the mld
and peaceabl e Al exey Al exandrovitch would have nmade no answer,
but he woul d have been greatly angered with any man who shoul d
question himon that subject. For this reason there positively
came into Al exey Alexandrovitch's face a | ook of haughti ness and
severity whenever any one inquired after his wife's health.

Al exey Al exandrovitch did not want to think at all about his

wi fe's behavior, and he actually succeeded in not thinking about

it at all.

Al exey Al exandrovitch's pernmanent sumrer villa was in Peterhof,
and the Countess Lidia |Ivanovna used as a rule to spend the
sumrer there, close to Anna, and constantly seeing her. That year
Countess Lidia Ivanovna declined to settle in Peterhof, was not
once at Anna Arkadyevna's, and in conversation with Al exey

Al exandrovitch hinted at the unsuitability of Anna's cl ose
intimacy with Betsy and Vronsky. Al exey Al exandrovitch sternly
cut her short, roundly declaring his wife to be above suspicion
and fromthat tine began to avoid Countess Lidia Ivanovna. He did
not want to see, and did not see, that nmany people in society
cast dubious glances on his wife, he did not want to understand,
and did not understand, why his wife had so particularly insisted
on staying at Tsarskoe, where Betsy was staying, and not far from
the canp of Vronsky's reginment. He did not allow hinself to think
about it, and he did not think about it; but all the sane though
he never admitted it to hinmself, and had no proofs, not even

suspi ci ous evidence, in the bottomof his heart he knew beyond
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all doubt that he was a deceived husband, and he was profoundly

m serabl e about it.

How of ten during those eight years of happy life with his wife
Al exey Al exandrovitch had | ooked at other nen's faithless w ves
and ot her decei ved husbands and asked hi msel f: "How can peopl e
descend to that? howis it they don't put an end to such a

hi deous position?" But now, when the misfortune had conme upon
hi msel f, he was so far fromthinking of putting an end to the
position that he would not recognize it at all, would not

recogni ze it just because it was too awful, too unnatural

Since his return from abroad Al exey Al exandrovitch had twi ce been
at their country villa. Once he dined there, another tine he
spent the evening there with a party of friends, but he had not
once stayed the night there, as it had been his habit to do in

previ ous years.

The day of the races had been a very busy day for Al exey

Al exandrovitch; but when nentally sketching out the day in the
norni ng, he nmade up his mnd to go to their country house to see
his wife i mediately after dinner, and fromthere to the races,
which all the Court were to witness, and at which he was bound to
be present. He was going to see his wife, because he had
deternmined to see her once a week to keep up appearances. And
besi des, on that day, as it was the fifteenth, he had to give his
wi fe some noney for her expenses, according to their usua

arrangenent .
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Wth his habitual control over his thoughts, though he thought
all this about his wife, he did not |let his thoughts stray

further in regard to her

That morning was a very full one for Al exey Al exandrovitch. The
eveni ng before, Countess Lidia Ivanovna had sent hima panphl et
by a celebrated traveler in China, who was staying in Petersburg,
and with it she enclosed a note begging himto see the traveler
hi rsel f, as he was an extrenmely interesting person from various
points of view, and likely to be useful. Alexey Al exandrovitch
had not had tine to read the panphlet through in the evening, and
finished it in the nmorning. Then people began arriving with
petitions, and there cane the reports, interviews, appointnents,
di sm ssal s, apportionment of rewards, pensions, grants, notes,

t he wor kaday round, as Al exey Al exandrovitch called it, that

al ways took up so nuch tinme. Then there was private business of
his own, a visit fromthe doctor and the steward who managed his
property. The steward did not take up nuch tinme. He sinply gave
Al exey Al exandrovitch the noney he needed together with a brief
statement of the position of his affairs, which was not

al together satisfactory, as it had happened that during that
year, owing to increased expenses, nore had been paid out than
usual , and there was a deficit. But the doctor, a celebrated

Pet ersburg doctor, who was an intimte acquai ntance of Al exey

Al exandrovitch, took up a great deal of tine. Alexey

Al exandrovitch had not expected himthat day, and was surprised
at his visit, and still nmore so when the doctor questioned him

very carefully about his health, listened to his breathing, and

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

tapped at his liver. Al exey Al exandrovitch did not know that his
friend Lidia lIvanovna, noticing that he was not as well as usua
that year, had begged the doctor to go and examine him "Do this

for ny sake," the Countess Lidia Ivanovna had said to him
"I will do it for the sake of Russia, countess,” replied the

doct or.

"A priceless man!" said the Countess Lidia |Ivanovna.

The doctor was extrenely dissatisfied with Al exey Al exandrovitch
He found the |iver considerably enlarged, and the digestive
powers weakened, while the course of mneral waters had been
quite without effect. He prescribed nore physical exercise as far
as possible, and as far as possible | ess nental strain, and above
all no worry--in other words, just what was as nuch out of Al exey
Al exandrovitch's power as abstaining from breathing. Then he

wi t hdrew, leaving in Al exey Al exandrovitch an unpl easant sense
that something was wong with him and that there was no chance

of curing it.

As he was comi ng away, the doctor chanced to neet on the
staircase an acquai ntance of his, Sludin, who was secretary of

Al exey Al exandrovitch's departnment. They had been conrades at the
uni versity, and though they rarely net, they thought highly of
each other and were excellent friends, and so there was no one to
whom t he doctor woul d have given his opinion of a patient so

freely as to Sludin.
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"How glad | am you' ve been seeing him "™ said Sludin. "He's not

well, and | fancy ...Wll, what do you think of hin®"

“I''"l'l tell you," said the doctor, beckoning over Sludin's head to

his coachman to bring the carriage round. "It's just this,"” said
the doctor, taking a finger of his kid glove in his white hands
and pulling it, "if you don't strain the strings, and then try to
break them you'll find it a difficult job; but strain a string
to its very utnost, and the nere wei ght of one finger on the
strained string will snap it. And with his close assiduity, his
consci entious devotion to his work, he's strained to the utnost;
and there's sonme outside burden weighing on him and not a |ight

one," concluded the doctor;raising his eyebrows significantly.
"WIll you be at the races?" he added, as he sank into his seat in
the carri age.

"Yes, yes, to be sure; it does waste a lot of tine," the doctor

responded vaguely to sonme reply of Sludin's he had not caught.

Directly after the doctor, who had taken up so nmuch tinme, cane
the cel ebrated travel er, and Al exey Al exandrovitch, by means of
t he panphl et he had only just finished reading and his previous
acquai ntance with the subject, inpressed the Raveler by the depth
of his know edge of the subject and the breadth and enli ght ennment

of his view of it.

At the same tinme as the Raveler there was announced a provincia

mar shal of nobility on a visit to Petersburg, w th whom Al exey
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Al exandrovitch had to have sone conversation. After his
departure, he had to finish the daily routine of business with
his secretary, and then he still had to drive round to call on a
certain great personage on a matter of grave and serious inport.
Al exey Al exandrovitch only just managed to be back by five

o' cl ock, his dinner-hour, and after dining with his secretary, he
invited himto drive with himto his country villa and to the

races.

Though he did not acknow edge it to hinself, Alexey
Al exandrovitch always tried nowadays to secure the presence of a

third person in his interviews with his wife.

Chapter 27

Anna was up-stairs, standing before the | ooking-glass, and, with
Annushka's assi stance, pinning the last ribbon on her gown when

she heard carriage wheels crunching the gravel at the entrance.

"It's too early for Betsy," she thought, and glancing out of the
wi ndow she caught sight of the carriage and the bl ack hat of

Al exey Al exandrovitch, and the ears that she knew so wel
sticking up each side of it. "How unlucky! Can he be going to
stay the night?" she wondered, and the thought of all that m ght
come of such a chance struck her as so awful and terrible that,
wi thout dwelling on it for a nonent, she went down to neet him

with a bright and radiant face; and conscious of the presence of
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that spirit of falsehood and deceit in herself that she had come
to know of | ate, she abandoned herself to that spirit and began

tal king, hardly knowi ng what she was saying.

"Ah, how nice of you!" she said, giving her husband her nand, and
greeting Sludin, who was |ike one of the famly, with a snile
"You're staying the night, | hope?" was the first word the spirit
of fal sehood pronpted her to utter; "and now we'll go together

Only it's a pity |I've prom sed Betsy. She's coming for ne."

Al exey Al exandrovitch knit his brows at Betsy's nane.

"Ch, I'mnot going to separate the inseparables,” he said in his
usual bantering tone. "I'mgoing with Mhail Vassilievitch. |I'm
ordered exercise by the doctors too. I'Il walk, and fancy mnyself

at the springs again."”

"There's no hurry," said Anna. "Wuld you like tea?"

She rang.

"Bring in tea, and tell Seryozha that Al exey Al exandrovitch is
here. Well, tell ne, how have you been? M hail Vassilievitch
you've not been to see nme before. Look how lovely it is out on
the terrace,” she said, turning first to one and then to the

ot her.

She spoke very sinmply and naturally, but too nuch and too fast.

She was the nore aware of this fromnoticing in the inquisitive
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| ook Mhail Vassilievitch turned on her that he was, as it were,

keepi ng watch on her

M hai|l Vassilievitch pronptly went out on the terrace.

She sat down besi de her husband.

"You don't look quite well," she said.

"Yes," he said; "the doctor's been with me to-day and wasted an
hour of nmy tinme. | feel that sone one of our friends nust have

sent him ny health's so precious, it seens."

"No; what did he say?"

She questioned hi mabout his health and what he had been doi ng,

and tried to persuade himto take a rest and cone out to her

All this she said brightly, rapidly, and with a peculiar
brilliance in her eyes. But Al exey Al exandrovitch did not now
attach any special significance to this tone of hers. He heard
only her words and gave themonly the direct sense they bore. And
he answered sinply, though jestingly. There was nothing
remarkable in all this conversation, but never after could Anna

recall this brief scene without an agonizing pang of shane.

Seryozha canme in preceded by his governess. |f Al exey

Al exandrovitch had all owed hinself to observe he woul d have
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noticed the timd and bewi | dered eyes with which Seryozha gl anced
first at his father and then at his nother. But he would not see

anyt hing, and he did not see it.

"Ah, the young man! He's grown. Really, he's getting quite a man.

How are you, young man?"

And he gave his hand to the scared child. Seryozha had been shy
of his father before, and now, ever since Al exey Al exandrovitch
had taken to calling himyoung man, and since that insoluble
guestion had occurred to hi mwhether Vronsky were a friend or a
foe, he avoided his father. He | ooked round towards his nother as
t hough seeking shelter. It was only with his nother that he was
at ease. Meanwhil e, Al exey Al exandrovitch was hol ding his son by
the shoul der while he was speaking to the governess, and Seryozha
was so m serably unconfortable that Anna saw he was on the point

of tears.

Anna, who had flushed a little the instant her son cane in,
noticing that Seryozha was unconfortable, got up hurriedly, took
Al exey Al exandrovitch's hand from her son's shoul der, and ki ssing

the boy, led himout onto the terrace, and quickly canme back

"It's time to start, though," said she, glancing at her watch
"How is it Betsy doesn't cone?

"Yes," said Al exey Al exandrovitch, and getting up, he folded his
hands and cracked his fingers. "I've come to bring you sone

noney, too, for nightingales, we know, can't live on fairy
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tales,” he said. "You want it, | expect?"

"No, | don't ...yes, | do," she said, not |ooking at him and
crinsoning to the roots of her hair. "But you'll cone back here
after the races, | suppose?"

"Ch, yes!" answered Al exey Al exandrovitch "And here's the glory
of Peterhof, Princess Tverskaya," he added, |ooking out of the

wi ndow at the el egant English carriage with the tiny seats placed
extrenely high. "Wat el egance! Charm ng! Well, let us be

starting too, then."

Princess Tverskaya did not get out of her carriage, but her
groom in high boots, a cape, and block hat, darted out at the

entrance.

"“I'"m goi ng; good-bye!" said Anna, and kissing her son, she went
up to Al exey Al exandrovitch and held out her hand to him "It was

ever so nice of you to cone."

Al exey Al exandrovitch ki ssed her hand.

"Well, au revoir, then! You'll cone back for sone tea; that's

delightful!" she said, and went out, gay and radiant. But as soon

as she no longer saw him she was aware of the spot on her hand

that his |ips had touched, and she shuddered with repul sion
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Chapter 28

When Al exey Al exandrovitch reached the race-course, Anna was
already sitting in the pavilion beside Betsy, in that pavilion
where all the highest society had gathered. She caught sight of
her husband in the distance. Two men, her husband and her |over,
were the two centers of her existence, and unai ded by her
external senses she was aware of their nearness. She was aware of
her husband approaching a | ong way off, and she could not help
following himin the surging crowd in the mdst of which he was
nmovi ng. She watched his progress towards the pavilion, saw him
now r espondi ng condescendingly to an ingratiating bow, now
exchanging friendly, nonchalant greetings with his equals, now
assiduously trying to catch the eye of sonme great one of this
worl d, and taking off his big round hat that squeezed the tips of
his ears. Al these ways of his she knew, and all were hateful to
her. "Nothing but anbition, nothing but the desire to get on

that's all there is in his soul," she thought; "as for these
|ofty ideals, love of culture, religion, they are only so many

tools for getting on."

From his gl ances towards the | adies' pavilion (he was staring
straight at her, but did not distinguish his wife in the sea of
muslin, ribbons, feathers, parasols and flowers) she saw that he

was | ooking for her, but she purposely avoi ded noticing him

"Al exey Al exandrovitch!" Princess Betsy called to him "I'm sure

you don't see your wife: here she is."
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He smiled his chilly smile

"There's so much spl endor here that one's eyes are dazzled," he
said, and he went into the pavilion. He snled to his wife as a
man should smile on neeting his wife after only just parting from
her, and greeted the princess and other acquai ntances, giving to
each what was due-- that is to say, jesting with the |adies and
dealing out friendly greetings anong the nen. Bel ow, near the
pavilion, was standi ng an adj utantgeneral of whom Al exey

Al exandrovitch had a high opinion, noted for his intelligence and
culture. Al exey Al exandrovitch entered into conversation with

hi m

There was an interval between the races, and so nothing hindered
conversation. The adjutant-general expressed his disapproval of

races. Al exey Al exandrovitch replied defending them Anna heard

hi s hi gh, measured tones, not |osing one word, and every word

struck her as false, and stabbed her ears with pain.

When the three-nile steeplechase was begi nning, she bent forward
and gazed with fixed eyes at Vronsky as he went up to his horse
and nounted, and at the same tine she heard that | oathsone,
never - ceasi ng voi ce of her husband. She was in an agony of terror
for Vronsky, but a still greater agony was the never-ceasing, as
it seemed to her, stream of her husband's shrill voice with its

fam |iar intonations.

"I"'ma wi cked woman, a | ost wonan," she thought; "but | don't
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like lying, | can't endure fal sehood, while as for him (her
husband) it's the breath of his life--fal sehood. He knows al
about it, he sees it all; what does he care if he can talk so
calmy? If he were to kill nme, if he were to kill Vronsky, |

m ght respect him No, all he wants is fal sehood and propriety,"
Anna said to herself, not considering exactly what it was she
want ed of her husband, and how she would have |iked to see him
behave. She did not understand either that Al exey

Al exandrovitch's peculiar loquacity that day, so exasperating to
her, was nerely the expression of his inward distress and
uneasiness. As a child that has been hurt skips about, putting
all his nmuscles into novenent to drown the pain, in the same way
Al exey Al exandrovitch needed nental exercise to drown the

t houghts of his wife that in her presence and in Vronsky's, and
with the continual iteration of his name, would force thensel ves
on his attention. And it was as natural for himto talk well and
cleverly, as it is natural for a child to skip about. He was

sayi ng:

"Danger in the races of officers, of cavalry nen, is an essentia
element in the race. If England can point to the nost brilliant
feats of cavalry in mlitary history, it is sinply owing to the
fact that she has historically devel oped this force both in
beasts and in men. Sport has, in my opinion, a great value, and
as is always the case, we see nothing but what is nost
superficial."

"I't's not superficial," said Princess Tverskaya. "One of the

of ficers, they say, has broken two ribs."
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Al exey Al exandrovitch smiled his smle, which uncovered his

teeth, but reveal ed nothing nore.

"We'll admit, princess, that that's not superficial," he said,
"but internal. But that's not the point," and he turned again to
the general with whom he was tal king seriously; "we nustn't
forget that those who are taking part in the race are nmlitary
men, who have chosen that career, and one nust allow that every
calling has its disagreeable side. It forms an integral part of

the duties of an officer. Low sports, such as prizefighting or

Spani sh bull-fights, are a sign of barbarity. But specialized

trials of skill are a sign of devel opnent."

"No, | shan't cone another tinme; it's too upsetting," said
Princess

Betsy. "lsn't it, Anna?"

"It is upsetting, but one can't tear oneself away," said another
lady. "If 1'd been a Roman woman | shoul d never have m ssed a

single circus."

Anna said nothing, and keeping her opera-glass up, gazed al ways

at the sane spot.

At that nonent a tall general wal ked through the pavilion,

Breaki ng of f what he was sayi ng, Al exey Al exandrovitch got up
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hurriedly, though with dignity, and bowed |ow to the general

"You're not racing?" the officer asked, chaffing him

"My race is a harder one," Al exey Al exandrovitch responded

deferentially.

And t hough the answer neant nothing, the general |ooked as though
he had heard a witty remark froma witty man, and fully relished

| a pointe de | a sauce.

"There are two aspects,"” Al exey Al exandrovitch resuned: "those

who take part and those who | ook on; and | ove for such spectacles
is an unmi stakabl e proof of a | ow degree of devel opnent in the

spectator, | admt, but . . ."

"Princess, bets!" sounded Stepan Arkadyevitch's voice from

bel ow. addressi ng Betsy. "Who's your favorite?"

"Anna and | are for Kuzovlev," replied Betsy.

“I''"'mfor Vronsky. A pair of gloves?"

"Done! "

"But it is a pretty sight, isn't it?"

Al exey Al exandrovitch paused while there was tal king about him

but he began again directly.
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"l admit that manly sports do not he was conti nui ng.

But at that nmoment the racers started, and all conversation
ceased. Al exey Al exandrovitch too was silent, and every one stood
up and turned towards the stream Al exey Al exandrovitch took no
interest in the race, and so he did not watch the racers, but

fell listlessly to scanning the spectators with his weary eyes.

Hi s eyes rested upon Anna.

Her face was white and set. She was obvi ously seei ng nothing and
no one but one man. Her hand had convul sively clutched her fan
and she held her breath. He | ooked at her and hastily turned

away, scrutinizing other faces.

"But here's this lady too, and others very nuch noved as well

it's very natural," Alexey Al exandrovitch told himself. He tried
not to |l ook at her, but unconsciously his eyes were drawn to her
He exami ned that face again, trying not to read what was so

plainly witten on it, and against his own will, with horror read

on it what he did not want to know.

The first fall--Kuzovlev's, at the stream-agitated every one,
but Al exey Al exandrovitch saw distinctly on Anna's pale,
triunphant face that the man she was watchi ng had not fallen
When, after Mahotin and Vronsky had cleared the worst barrier
the next officer had been thrown straight on his head at it and

fatally injured, and a shudder of horror passed over the whole
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public, Al exey Alexandrovitch saw that Anna did not even notice
it, and had some difficulty in realizing what they were talking
of about her. But nore and nore often, and with greater

persi stence, he watched her. Anna, wholly engrossed as she was

with the race, becane aware of her husband's cold eyes fixed

upon. her from one si de.

She gl anced round for an instant, |ooked inquiringly at him and

with a slight frown turned away again.

"Ah, | don't care!" she seened to say to him and she did not

once glance at hi m again.

The race was an unlucky one, and of the seventeen officers who
rode in it nmore than half were throw and hurt. Towards the end
of the race every one was in a state of agitation, which was

intensified by the fact that the Tsar was di spl eased.

Chapter 29

Every one was |oudly expressing di sapprobation, every one was
repeating a phrase sone one had uttered--"The Iions and

gl adiators will be the next thing," and every one was feeling
horrified; so that when Vronsky fell to the ground, and Anna
noaned al oud, there was nothing very out of the way in it. But
afterwards a change cane over Anna's face which really was beyond
decorum She utterly | ost her head. She began fluttering |ike a

caged bird, at one moment woul d have got up and noved away, at
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the next turned to Betsy.

"Let us go, let us go!" she said.

But Betsy did not hear her. She was bending down, talking to a

general who had come up to her

Al exey Al exandrovitch went up to Anna and courteously offered her

his arm

"Let us go, if you like," he said in French, but Anna was
listening to the general and did not notice her husband.

"He's broken his leg too, so they say," the general was saying.

"This is beyond everything."

W t hout answering her husband, Anna lifted her opera-glass and
gazed towards the place where Vronsky had fallen; but it was so
far off,

and there was such a crowd of people about it, that she could
make out nothing. She laid down the opera-glass, and woul d have
noved away, but at that nmonent an officer galloped up and nade
some announcenent to the Tsar. Anna craned forward, |istening.

"Stiva! Stiva!" she cried to her brother.

But her brother did not hear her. Again she would have noved
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away.

"Once nore | offer you ny armif you want to be going," said

Al exey Al exandrovitch, reaching towards her hand.

She drew back fromhimw th aversion, and w thout |ooking in his

face answer ed:

“"No, no, let me be, I'll stay."

She saw now that fromthe place of Vronsky's accident an officer
was running across the course towards the pavilion. Betsy waved
her handkerchief to him The officer brought the news that the

rider was not killed, but the horse had broken its back

On hearing this Anna sat down hurriedly, and hid her face in her
fan. Al exey Al exandrovitch saw that she was weepi ng, and coul d
not control her tears, nor even the sobs that were shaking her
bosom Al exey Al exandrovitch stood so as to screen her, giving

her tinme to recover herself.

"For the third time | offer you ny arm" he said to her after a
little tinme, turning to her. Anna gazed at himand did not know

what to say. Princess Betsy canme to her rescue.

"No, Alexey Al exandrovitch; | brought Anna and | promi sed to take

her home," put in Betsy.

"Excuse nme, princess,"” he said, smiling courteously but |ooking
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her very firmy in the face, "but | see that Anna's not very

well, and | wish her to cone home with ne."

Anna | ooked about her in a frightened way, got up subm ssively,

and | aid her hand on her husband's arm

“I'"'l'l send to himand find out, and | et you know, " Betsy

whi spered to her.

As they left the pavilion, Al exey Al exandrovitch, as always,
tal ked to those he nmet, and Anna had, as always, to tal k and
answer; but she was utterly beside herself, and noved hangi ng on

her husband's arm as though in a dream

"I's he killed or not? Is it truer WIl he conme or not? Shall

see himto- day?" she was thinking.

She took her seat in her husband's carriage in silence, and in
silence drove out of the crowd of carriages. In spite of all he
had seen, Al exey Al exandrovitch still did not allow hinmself to
consider his wife's real condition. He nerely saw the outward
synptons. He saw that she was behavi ng unbeconi ngly, and
considered it his duty to tell her so. But it was very difficult
for himnot to say nore, to tell her nothing but that. He opened
his mouth to tell her she had behaved unbeconingly, but he could

not hel p saying sonmething utterly different.

"What an inclination we all have, though, for these crue
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spectacles,” he said. "I observe .

"Eh? | don't understand," said Anna contenptuously.

He was of fended, and at once began to say what he had neant to

say.

"I amobliged to tell you," he began

"So now we are to have it out," she thought, and she felt

frightened.

"I amobliged to tell you that your behavi or has been unbecom ng

to- day," he said to her in French

"I'n what way has ny behavi or been unbeconi ng?" she said al oud,
turning her head swiftly and | ooking himstraight in the face,
not with the bright expression that seened covering sonething,
but with a | ook of determ nation, under which she concealed with

difficulty the dismay she was feeling.

"Mnd," he said, pointing to the open w ndow opposite the

coachman.

He got up and pulled up the w ndow.

"What did you consi der unbecom ng?" she repeated.

"The despair you were unable to conceal at the accident to one of
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the riders."

He waited for her to answer, but she was silent, |ooking straight

bef ore her.

"I have already begged you so to conduct yourself in society that
even malicious tongues can find nothing to say agai nst you. There
was a tinme when | spoke of your inward attitude, but | am not
speaki ng of that now. Now | speak only of your external attitude
You have behaved inproperly, and I would wish it not to occur

again."

She did not hear half of what he was saying; she felt

pani c-stricken before him and was thinking whether it was true
that Vronsky was not killed. Was it of himthey were speaking
when they said the rider was unhurt, but the horse had broken its
back? She nmerely smiled with a pretense of irony when he

fini shed, and nade no reply, because she had not heard what he
sai d. Al exey Al exandrovitch had begun to speak boldly, but as he
realized plainly what he was speaki ng of, the dismy she was
feeling infected himtoo. He saw the smile, and a strange

nm sappr ehensi on canme over him
"She is smling at my suspicions. Yes, she will tell ne directly
what she told me before; that there is no foundation for ny

suspicions, that it's absurd."

At that nonment, when the revelation of everything was hangi ng
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over him there was nothing he expected so nuch as that she woul d
answer nockingly as before that his suspicions were absurd and

utterly groundless. So terrible to himwas that he knew that now
he was ready to believe anything. But the expression of her face,

scared and gl ooy, did not now prom se even deception

"Possibly I was m staken,"” said he. "If so, | beg your pardon.”

"No, you were not m staken," she said deliberately, |ooking
desperately into his cold face. "You were not mi staken. | was,
and | could not help being in despair. | hear you, but I am
thinking of him | love him | amhis mstress; | can't bear you;
I'"'mafraid of you, and I hate you.... You can do what you like to

ne.

And droppi ng back into the corner of the carriage, she broke into
sobs, hiding her face in her hands. Al exey Al exandrovitch did not
stir, and kept | ooking straight before him But his whole face
suddenly bore the solemm rigidity of the dead, and his expression
did not change during the whole time of the drive home On
reachi ng the house he turned his head to her, still with the sane

expressi on.

"Very well! But | expect a strict observance of the externa
forms of propriety till such time"--his voice shook--"as | may

take nmeasures to secure ny honor and conmunicate themto you."

He got out first and hel ped her to get out. Before the servants

he pressed her hand, took his seat in the carriage, and drove
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back to Petersburg. Inmediately afterwards a footman canme from

Princess Betsy and brought Anna a note.

"I sent to Alexey to find out how he is, and he wites nme he is

quite well and unhurt, but in despair.”

"So he will be here," she thought. "Wat a good thing | told him

all!

She gl anced at her watch. She had still three hours to wait, and

the menories of their |ast neeting set her blood in flamne.

"My God, howlight it is! It's dreadful, but | do love to see his
face, and I do love this fantastic light.... My husband! Oh! yes

Wel |, thank God! everything's over with him"

Chapter 30

In the little German wat eri ng-place to which the Shtcherbat skys
had betaken thenselves, as in all places indeed where people are
gat hered together, the usual process, as it were, of the
crystallization of society went on, assigning to each nmenber of
that society a definite and unalterable place. Just as the
particle of water in frost, definitely and unalterably, takes the
special formof the crystal of snow, so each new person that

arrived at the springs was at once placed in his special place.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

First Shtcherbatsky, samm Gemahlin und Tochter, by the
apartnments they took, and fromtheir name and fromthe friends
they made, were imediately crystallized into a definite place

mar ked out for them

There was visiting the watering-place that year a real Gernman
Furstin, in consequence of which the crystallizing process went
on nore vigorously than ever. Princess Shtcherbatskaya w shed,
above everything, to present her daughter to this Gernman
princess, and the day after their arrival she duly perforned this
nte. Kitty made a | ow and graceful curtsey in the very sinple,
that is to say, very elegant frock that had been ordered her from
Paris. The German princess said, "I hope the roses will soon cone
back to this pretty little face," and for the Shtcherbatskys
certain definite lines of existence were at once |laid down from
whi ch there was no departing. The Shtcherbatskys made the

acquai ntance too of the fam |y of an English Lady Sonebody, and
of a German countess and her son, wounded in the |ast war, and of
a |l earned Swede, and of M Canut and his sister. But yet

i nevitably the Shtcherbatskys were thrown nost into the society
of a Moscow | ady, Marya Yevgenyevna Rtishtcheva and her daughter
whom Kitty disliked, because she had fallen ill, like herself,
over a love affair, and a Moscow col onel, whom Kitty had known
from chil dhood, and al ways seen in uniform and epaul ets, and who
now, with his little eyes and his open neck and fl owered cravat,
was unconmonly ridicul ous and tedi ous, because there was no
getting rid of him Wen all this was so firmy established,
Kitty began to be very nuch bored, especially as the prince went

away to Carlsbad and she was left alone with her nother. She took
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no interest in the people she knew, feeling that nothing fresh
woul d cone of them Her chief nmental interest in the

wat eri ng-pl ace consi sted in watching and maki ng theori es about
the people she did not know. It was characteristic of Kitty that
she always i magi ned everything in people in the nost favorable
i ght possible, especially so in those she did not know. And now
as she nade surmi ses as to who people were, what were their
relations to one another, and what they were like, Kitty endowed
themw th the nost marvel ous and nobl e characters, and found

confirmation of her idea in her observations.

Of these people the one that attracted her npst was a Russian
girl who had conme to the watering-place with an invalid Russian

| ady, Madane Stahl, as every one called her. Madanme Stah

bel onged to the highest society, but she was so ill that she
could not wal k, and only on exceptionally fine days nmde her
appearance at the springs in an invalid carriage. But it was not
so much fromill-health as from pride--so Princess

Sht cher bat skaya interpreted it--that Madane Stahl had not made

t he acquai ntance of any one anong the Russians there. The Russi an
girl | ooked after Madane Stahl, and besides that, she was, as
Kitty observed, on friendly terms with all the invalids who were
seriously ill, and there were many of them at the springs, and

| ooked after themin the nost natural way. This Russian girl was
not, as Kitty gathered, related to Madane Stahl, nor was she a
pai d attendant. Madanme Stahl called her Varenka, and other people

cal l ed her "Madenoi selle Varenka." Apart fromthe interest Kitty

took in this girl's relations with Madane Stahl and with other
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unknown persons, Kitty, as often happened, felt an inexplicable
attraction to Madenoi sell e Varenka, and was aware when their eyes

met that she too |iked her

Of Madenvpi sel |l e Varenka one woul d not say that she had passed her
first youth, but she was, as it were, a creature w thout youth;
she m ght have been taken for nineteen or for thirty. If her
features were criticized separately, she was handsone rather than
plain, in spite of the sickly hue of her face. She woul d have
been a good figure, too, if it had not been for her extrene

thi nness and the size of her head, which was too |arge for her
medi um hei ght. But she was not likely to be attractive to nen.
She was like a fine flower, already past its bloom and w thout
fragrance, though the petals were still unw thered. Mreover, she
woul d have been unattractive to nmen also fromthe |ack of just
what Kitty had too nmuch of--of the suppressed fire of vitality,

and the consci ousness of her own attractiveness.

She al ways seemed absorbed in work about which there could be no
doubt, and so it seened she could not take interest in anything
outside it. It was just this contrast with her own position that
was for Kitty the great attraction of Madenoiselle Varenka. Kitty
felt that in her, in her manner of life, she would find an
exanpl e of what she was now so painfully seeking: interest in
life, a dignity inlife--apart fromthe worldly relations of
girls with men, which so revolted Kitty, and appeared to her now
as a shameful hawki ng about of goods in search of a purchaser

The nore attentively Kitty watched her unknown friend, the nore

convinced she was this girl was the perfect creature she fancied
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her, and the nore eagerly she wi shed to nake her acquai ntance.

The two girls used to neet several tines a day, and every tine
they met, Kitty's eyes said: "Who are you? What are you? Are you
really the exquisite creature | imagine you to be? But for
goodness' sake don't suppose,” her eyes added, "that | would
force ny acquai ntance on you, | sinply admire you and |ike you."
"I like you too, and you're very, very sweet. And | should Iike
you better still, if I had tine," answered the eyes of the
unknown girl. Kitty saw i ndeed, that she was al ways busy. Either
she was taking the children of a Russian famly hone fromthe
springs, or fetching a shawl for a sick |lady, and w appi ng her up
init, or trying to interest an irritable invalid, or selecting

and buyi ng cakes for tea for some one.

Soon after the arrival of the Shtcherbatskys there appeared in
the norning cromd at the springs two persons who attracted

uni versal and unfavorable attention. These were a tall man with a
stoopi ng figure, and huge hands, in an old coat too short for
him with black, sinple, and yet terrible eyes, and a pockmarked,
ki nd-1 ooki ng wonan, very badly and tastel essly dressed.
Recogni zi ng these persons as Russians, Kitty had already in her

i magi nati on begun constructing a delightful and touching romance
about them But the princess, having ascertained fromthe
visitors' list that this was Nikolay Levin and Marya Ni kol aevna,
explained to Kitty what a bad man this Levin was, and all her
fanci es about these two peopl e vani shed. Not so nuch from what

her nmother told her, as fromthe fact that it was Konstantin's
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brother, this pair suddenly seenmed to Kitty intensely unpl easant.
This Levin, with his continual tw tching of his head, aroused in

her now an irrepressible feeling of disgust.

It seened to her that his big, terrible eyes, which persistently
pursued her, expressed a feeling of hatred and contenmpt, and she

tried to avoid neeting him

Chapter 31

It was a wet day; it had been raining all the norning, and the

invalids, with their parasols, had flocked into the arcades.

Kitty was wal king there with her nother and the Mdscow col onel
smart and jaunty in his European coat, bought ready-nmade at
Frankfort. They were wal king on one side of the arcade, trying to
avoi d Levin, who was wal king on the other side. Varenka, in her
dark dress, in a black hat with a turndown brim was wal ki ng up
and down the whole length of the arcade with a blind Frenchwonan,

and, every tinme she net Kitty, they exchanged friendly glances.

“Manme, couldn't | speak to her?" said Kitty, watching her
unknown friend, and noticing that she was going up to the spring,

and that they m ght cone there together

"COh, if you want to so much, I'Il find out about her first and

make her acquai ntance nysel f," answered her nother. "Wat do you

see in her out of the way? A conpanion, she nust be. If you |ike,

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

I"1'l make acquai ntance with Madane Stahl; | used to know her

bel |l e-seur,"” added the princess, lifting her head haughtily.
Kitty knew that the princess was of fended that Madane Stahl had

seenmed to avoid nmaking her acquai ntance. Kitty did not insist.

"How wonderfully sweet she is!" she said, gazing at Varenka just
as she handed a glass to the Frenchworman. "Look how natural and

sweet it all is.

"It's so funny to see your engouenents,"” said the princess. "No,
we'd better go back," she added, noticing Levin conmi ng towards
themwi th his conpanion and a German doctor, to whom he was

tal king very noisily and angrily.

They turned to go back, when suddenly they heard, not noisy talk,
but shouting. Levin, stopping short, was shouting at the doctor
and the doctor, too, was excited. A crowd gathered about them
The princess and Kitty beat a hasty retreat, while the col one

joined the crowd to find out what was the matter.

A few nmnutes |later the col onel overtook them

"What was it?" inquired the princess.

"Scandal ous and di sgraceful!" answered the colonel. "The one

thing to be dreaded is neeting Russians abroad. That tal

gent| eman was abusing the doctor, flinging all sorts of insults
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at him because he wasn't treating himquite as he |liked, and he

began waving his stick at him It's sinply a scandal!"

"Oh, how unpleasant!" said the princess. "Well, and how did it
end?"
"Luckily at that point that ...the one in the nushroom hat.

i ntervened. A Russian lady, | think she is," said the col onel

"Madenoi sel | e Varenka?" asked Kitty.

"Yes, yes. She came to the rescue before any one; she took the

man by the armand | ed hi maway."

"There, mamm," said Kitty; "you wonder that |'m enthusiastic

about her."

The next day, as she watched her unknown friend, Kitty noticed
t hat Madenpi sel l e Varenka was al ready on the sane terns with
Levin and his conpanion as with her other proteges. She went up
to them entered into conversation with them and served as
interpreter for the woman, who coul d not speak any foreign

| anguage.

Kitty began to entreat her nother still nore urgently to |et her
make friends with Varenka. And, disagreeable as it was to the
princess to seemto take the first step in wishing to nmake the
acquai nt ance of Madane Stahl, who thought fit to give herself

airs, she made inquiries about Varenka, and, having ascertained
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particul ars about her tending to prove that there could be no
harm though little good in the acquai ntance, she herself

approached Varenka and nade acquai ntance with her

Choosing a time when her daughter had gone to the spring, while
Varenka had stopped outside the baker's, the princess went up to

her.

"Allow ne to make your acquai ntance," she said, with her
dignified smle. "My daughter has [ ost her heart to you," she

said. "Possibly you do not know ne. | am.

"That feeling is nore than reciprocal, princess," Varenka

answered hurriedly.

"What a good deed you did yesterday to our poor conpatriot!" said

the princess.

Varenka flushed a little. "I don't renenber. | don't think | did

anyt hi ng," she said.

"Why, you saved that Levin from di sagreeabl e consequences. "

"Yes, sa conpagne called nme, and | tried to pacify him he's very
ill and was dissatisfied with the doctor. |I'mused to | ooking

after such invalids."'

"Yes, |'ve heard you live at Mentone with your aunt |
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thi nk Madanme Stahl: | used to know her belle-seur."”

"No, she's not nmy aunt. | call her mamma, but | amnot related to

her; | was brought up by her," answered Varenka, flushing a

little again.

This was so sinply said, and so sweet was the truthful and candid
expression of her face, that the princess saw why Kitty had taken

such a fancy to Varenka.

"Well, and what's this Levin going to do?" asked the princess.

"He's gong away," answered Varenka.

At that instant Kitty cane up fromthe spring beaming with
del i ght that her nother had becone acquainted with her unknown

friend.

"Well, see, Kitty, your intense desire to make friends with

Madenoi sel l e .

"Varenka," Varenka put in smling, "that's what every one calls

ne.

Kitty blushed with pleasure, and slowy, without speaking,
pressed her new friend' s hand, which did not respond to her
pressure, but lay nmot~onless mher hand. The hand did not respond
to her pressure, but the face of Madenoiselle Varenka glowed with

a soft, glad, though rather nournful smle, that showed | arge but
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handsone teeth.

"I have long wi shed for this too," she said.

"But you are so busy."

"Ch, no, I'mnot at all busy," answered Varenka, but at that
monent she had to | eave her new friends because two little

Russian girls, children of an invalid, ran up to her

"Varenka, mamm's calling!" they cried. And Varenka went after

t hem

Chapter 32

The particulars which the princess had learned in regard to
Varenka's past and her relations with Madanme Stahl were as

foll ows:

Madame Stahl, of whom sonme people said that she had worried her
husband out of his life, while others said it was he who had made
her wetched by his immoral behavior, had al ways been a woman of
weak health and enthusiastic tenperanent. \Wen, after her
separation from her husband, she gave birth to her only child,
the child had died al nost i mediately, and the fam |y of Madane
Stahl, knowi ng her sensibility, and fearing the news would kil

her, had substituted another child, a baby born the sanme night
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and in the same house in Petersburg, the daughter of the chi ef
cook of the Inperial Household. This was Varenka. Madane Stah

| earned later on that Varenka was not her own child, but she went
on bringing her up, especially as very soon afterwards Varenka
had not a relation of her own |iving. Madane Stahl had now been
living nore than ten years continuously abroad, in the south,
never |eaving her couch. And sone people said that Madane Stah
had made her social position as a philanthropic, highly religious
wonman; ot her people said she really was at heart the highly
et hi cal being, living for nothing but the good of her

fell ow creatures, which she represented herself to be. No one
knew what her faith was--Catholic, Protestant, or Orthodox. But
one fact was indubitable--she was in anmicable relations with the

hi ghest dignitaries of all the churches and sects.

Varenka lived with her all the while abroad, and every one who
knew Madane Stahl knew and |iked Madenoi sell e Varenka, as every

one call ed her.

Having | earned all these facts, the princess found nothing to
object to in her daughter's intimacy with Varenka, nore
especially as V.arenka's breeding and educati on were of the
best--she spoke French and English extrenely well--and what was
of the nost weight, brought a nessage from Madane Stah
expressing her regret that she was prevented by her ill-health

from maki ng the acquai ntance of the princess.

After getting to know Varenka, Kitty becanme nore and nore

fascinated by her friend, and every day she di scovered new
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virtues in her.

The princess, hearing that Varenka had a good voice, asked her to

come and sing to themin the evening.

"Kitty plays, and we have a piano, not a good one, it's true, but
you will give us so much pleasure?" said the princess with her
affected smle, which Kitty disliked particularly just then
because she noticed that Varenka had no inclination to sing.

Var enka canme, however, in the evening and brought a roll of nusic
with her. The princess had invited Marya Yevgenyevna and her

daught er and the col onel

Varenka seenmed quite unaffected by there being persons present
she did not know, and she went directly to the piano. She could
not acconpany herself, but she could sing nusic at sight very

well. Kitty, who played well, acconpani ed her

"You have an extraordinary talent,"” the princess said to her

after Varenka had sung the first song extrenmely well

Marya Yevgenyevna and her daughter expressed their thanks and

admiration.
"Look," said the col onel, |ooking out of the wi ndow, "what an

audi ence has collected to listen to you." There actually was

quite a considerable crowd under the w ndows.
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"I amvery glad it gives you pleasure,"” Varenka answered sinply.
Kitty | ooked with pride at her friend. She was enchanted by her
tal ent, and her voice and her face, but npbst of all by her
manner, by the way Varenka obviously thought nothing of her
singing and was quite unnoved by their praises. She seemed only

to be asking: "Am | to sing again, or is that enough?"

“If it had been I," thought Kitty, "how proud | should have been
How del i ghted | should have been to see that crowd under the

wi ndows) But she's utterly unnoved by it. Her only notive is to
avoid refusing and to please mamma. What is there in her? Wiat is
it gives her the power to | ook down on everything, to be calm

i ndependently of everything? How | should like to know it and to
learn it of her!"” thought Kitty, gazing into her serene face. The
princess asked Varenka to sing again, and Varenka sang anot her
song, also snoothly, distinctly, and well, standing erect at the

pi ano and beating time on it with her thin, dark-skinned hand.

The next song in the book was an Italian one. Kitty played the

openi ng bars, and | ooked round at Varenka.

"Let's skip that," said Varenka, flushing a little. Kitty let her

eyes rest on Varenka's face, with a | ook of dismay and inquiry.
"Very well, the next one," she said hurriedly, turning over the

pages, and at once feeling that there was sonething connected

with the song.
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"No," answered Varenka with a smile, |aying her hand on the

music, "no, let's have that one." And she sang it just as

quietly, as coolly, and as well as the others.

VWhen she had finished, they all thanked her again, and went off
to tea. Kitty and Varenka went out into the little garden that

adj oi ned t he house.

"Am | right, that you have sone reniniscences connected with that

songs” said Kitty. "Don't tell me," she added hastily, "only say

if I"mright."

“"No, why not? I'Il tell you sinply," said Varenka, and, without
waiting for a reply, she went on: "Yes, it brings up nenories,
once painful ones. | cared for sone one once, and | used to sing

hi mthat song."

Kitty with big, w de-open eyes gazed silently, synpathetically at

Var enka.

"l cared for him and he cared for ne; but his nother did not
wish it, and he married another girl. He's living now not far
fromus, and | see himsonmetinmes. You didn't think | had a

| ove-story too," she said, and there was a faint gleamin her
handsonme face of that fire which Kitty felt nust once have gl owed

all over her.

"I didn't think so? Wy, if | were a man, | could never care for
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any one else after knowi ng you. Only | can't understand how he
could, to please his mother, forget you and make you unhappy; he

had no heart."

"COh, no, he's a very good nman, and |'m not unhappy; quite the
contrary, I'mvery happy. Well, so we shan't be singing any nore

now, " she added, turning towards the house.

"How good you are! how good you are!" cried Kitty, and stopping

her, she kissed her. "If | could only be even a little Iike you!"

"Why should you be |like any one? You're nice as you are," said

Varenka, smling her gentle, weary smle

"No, I"'mnot nice at all. Cone, tell nme ...Stop a mnute,
let's sit down," said Kitty, making her sit down agai n beside
her. "Tell nme, isn't it humliating to think that a nman has

di sdai ned your | ove, that he hasn't cared for it? . . ."

"But he didn't disdain it; | believe he cared for me, but he was

a dutiful son

"Yes, but if it hadn't been on account of his nother, if it had
been his own doing? . . ." said Kitty, feeling she was giving
away her secret, and that her face, burning with the flush of

shame, had betrayed her already.

"I'n that case he would have done wong, and | should not have

regretted him" answered Varenka, evidently realizing that they

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

were now tal king not of her, but of Kitty.

"But the humliation," said Kitty, "the hunmiliation one can never

forget, can never forget," she said, renenbering her |ook at the

| ast ball during the pause in the nusic.

"Where is the humliation? Wiy, you did nothing wong?"

"Worse than w ong--shaneful ."

Var enka shook her head and | aid her hand on Kitty's hand.

"Why, what is there shanmeful ?" she said. "You didn't tell a man,

who didn't care for you, that you loved him did you?"
"Of course not, | never said a word, but he knew it. No, no
there are | ooks, there are ways; | can't forget it, if | live a

hundred years."

"Why so? | don't understand. The whole point is whether you |ove

hi m now or not," said Varenka, who called everything by its nane.

“I hate him | can't forgive nmyself."

"Why, what for?"

"The shane, the humliation!"
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"Oh! if every one were as sensitive as you are!" said Varenka.
"There isn't a girl who hasn't been through the same. And it's

all so uninportant."”

"Why, what is inportant?" said Kitty, |ooking into her face with
i nqui sitive wonder

"COh, there's so nmuch that's inportant," said Varenka, smling.

"Wy, what ?"

"Ch, so nmuch that's nore inportant,” answered Varenka, not
knowi ng what to say. But at that instant they heard the
princess's voice fromthe window. "Kitty, it's cold! Either get a

shawl , or cone indoors."

"It really is time to go in!" said Varenka, getting up. "I have

to go on to Madane Berthe's; she asked ne to."

Kitty held her by the hand, and with passionate curiosity and
entreaty her eyes asked her: "What is it, what is this of such

i mportance that gives you such tranquillity? You know, tell ne!"
But Varenka did not even know what Kitty's eyes were asking her
She nmerely thought that she had to go to see Madane Berthe too
that evening, and to make haste home in time for maman's tea at
twel ve o' clock. She went indoors, collected her nusic, and saying

good- bye to every one, was about to go.

"Allow ne to see you home,"” said the col onel
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"Yes, how can you go alone at night like this?" chimed in the

princess. "Anyway, |'ll send Parasha."

Kitty saw that Varenka could hardly restrain a snmile at the idea

t hat she needed an escort.

"No, | always go about al one and nothing ever happens to ne," she
said, taking her hat. And kissing Kitty once nore, w thout saying
what was inportant, she stepped out courageously with the nusic
under her arm and vani shed into the tw light of the summer night,
bearing away with her her secret of what was inportant and what

gave her the calmand dignity so nmuch to be envied.

Chapter 33

Kitty made the acquai ntance of Madame Stahl too, and this
acquai nt ance, together with her friendship with Varenka, did not
nmerely exercise a great influence on her, it also conforted her
in her nental distress. She found this confort through a
conpletely new world bei ng opened to her by means of this

acquai ntance, a world having nothing in common with her past, an
exal ted, noble world, fromthe height of which she could
contenplate her past calmy. It was revealed to her that besides
the instinctive life to which Kitty had given herself up hitherto
there was a spiritual life. This life was disclosed in religion

but a religion having nothing in cormon with that one which Kitty
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had known from chil dhood, and which found expression in litanies
and all-night services at the Wdow s Hone, where one m ght neet
one's friends, and in learning by heart Slavonic texts with the
priest. This was a lofty, mysterious religion connected with a
whol e series of noble thoughts and feelings, which one could do
nore than merely believe because one was told to, which one could

| ove.

Kitty found all this out not fromwords. Madane Stahl tal ked to
Kitty as to a charmng child that one | ooks on with pleasure as
on the nenory of one's youth, and only once she said in passing
that in all human sorrows nothing gives confort but |ove and
faith, and that in the sight of Chnst's conpassion for us no
sorrow is trifling--and i medi ately tal ked of other things. But
in every gesture of Madane Stahl, in every word, in every
heavenly--as Kitty called it--1ook, and above all in the whole
story of her life, which she heard from Varenka, Kitty recogni zed
that something "that was inportant," of which, till then, she had

known not hi ng.

Yet, elevated as Madane Stahl's character was, touching as was
her story, and exalted and noving as was her speech, Kitty could
not help detecting in her sone traits which perpl exed her. She
noti ced that when questioning her about her fam |y, Madanme Stah
had smi | ed contenptuously, which was not in accord with Christian
nmeekness. She noticed, too, that when she had found a Catholic
priest with her, Madane Stahl had studiously kept her face in the
shadow of the | anp-shade and had smiled in a peculiar way.

Trivial as these two observati ons were, they perplexed her, and
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she had her doubts as to Madane Stahl. But on the other hand
Varenka, alone in the world, without friends or relations, with a
nmel anchol y di sappoi ntnent in the past, desiring nothing,
regretting nothing, was just that perfection of which Kitty dared
hardly dream | nVarenka she realized that one has but to forget
oneself and | ove others, and one will be calm happy, and noble.
And that was what Kitty |longed to be. Seeing now clearly what was
the nost inportant, Kitty was not satisfied with being
enthusiastic over it; she at once gave herself up with her whol e
soul to the new life that was opening to her. From Varenka's
accounts of the doings of Madanme Stahl and ot her peopl e whom she
mentioned, Kitty had already constructed the plan of her own
future life. She would, |ike Madane Stahl's niece, Aline, of whom
Varenka had tal ked to her a great deal, seek out those who were
in trouble, wherever she mght be living, help themas far as she
could, give themthe Gospel, read the Gospel to the sick, the
crimnals, to the dying. The idea of reading the Gospel to
crimnals, as Aline did, particularly fascinated Kitty. But al
these were secret dreanms, of which Kitty did not talk either to

her nother or to Varenka.

While awaiting the tine for carrying out her plans on a | arge
scal e, however, Kitty, even then at the springs, where there were
so many people ill and unhappy, readily found a chance for

practicing her new principles in imtation of Varenka.

At first the princess noticed nothing but that Kitty was much

under the influence of her engouement, as she called it, for

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

Madanme Stahl, and still nmore for Varenka. She saw that Kitty did
not nmerely imtate Varenka in her conduct, but unconsciously
imtated her in her manner of wal king, of talking, of blinking
her eyes. But later on the princess noticed that, apart fromthis
adoration, sonme kind of serious spiritual change was taking place

i n her daughter.

The princess saw that in the evenings Kitty read a French
testament that Madane Stahl had given her--a thing she had never
done before; that she avoi ded soci ety acquai ntances and
associated with the sick people who were under Varenka's
protection, and especially one poor famly, that of a sick

pai nter, Petrov. Kitty was unmn stakably proud of playing the part
of a sister of mercy in that famly. Al this was well enough
and the princess had nothing to say against it, especially as
Petrov's wife was a perfectly nice sort of woman, and that the
German princess, noticing Kitty's devotion, praised her, calling
her an angel of consolation. Al this would have been very well
if there had been no exaggeration. But the princess saw that her
daughter was rushing into extrenmes, and so indeed she told her

"Il ne faut jamais rien outrer," she said to her

Her daughter nade her no reply, only in her heart she thought
that one could not tal k about exaggeration where Christianity was
concerned. What exaggeration could there be in the practice of a
doctri ne wherein one was bidden to turn the other cheek when one
was smitten, and give one's cloak if one's coat were taken? But

the princess disliked this exaggeration, and disliked even nore
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the fact that she felt her daughter did not care to show her al
her heart. Kitty did in fact conceal her new views and feelings
from her nother. She conceal ed them not because she did not
respect or did not |ove her mother, but sinply because she was
her nmother. She woul d have reveal ed themto any one sooner than

to her nother.

"How is it Anna Pavl ovha's not been to see us for so |ong?" the

princess said one day of Madanme Petrova. "I've asked her, but she

seenms put out about sonething.”

“"No, |'ve not noticed it, manman," said Kitty, flushing hotly.

"Is it long since you went to see thenP"

"We're neaning to nmake an expedition to the nountains to-norrow, "

answered Kitty,

"Well, you can go," answered the princess, gazing at her
daughter's enbarrassed face and trying to guess the cause of her

embar r assnent .
That day Varenka came to dinner and told themthat Anna Pavl ovha
had changed her nmind and given up the expedition for the norrow.

And the princess noticed again that Kitty reddened.

"Kitty, haven't you had sone m sunderstanding with the Petrovs?"

said the princess, when they were |left alone. "Why has she given
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up sending the children and com ng to see us?"

Kitty answered that nothing had happened between them and that
she could not tell why Anna Pavl ovna seened displ eased with her
Kitty answered perfectly truly. She did not know the reason Anna
Pavl ovna had changed to her, but she guessed it. She guessed at
sonet hi ng which she could not tell her nother, which she did not
put into words to herself. It was one of those things which one
knows but which one can never speak of even to oneself so

terrible and shameful would it be to be m staken

Agai n and again she went over in her nmenory all her relations
with the famly. She renenbered the sinple delight expressed on

t he round, good- hunored face of Anna Pavl ovna at their neetings;
she renenbered their secret confabul ati ons about the invalid,
their plots to draw himaway fromthe work which was forbi dden
him and to get himoutof-doors; the devotion of the youngest
boy, who used to call her "ny Kitty," and would not go to bed

wi t hout her. How nice it all wasl Then she recalled the thin,
terribly thin figure of Petrov, with his [ong neck, in his brown
coat, his scant, curly hair, his questioning blue eyes that were
so terrible to Kitty at first, and his painful attenpts to seem
hearty and lively in her presence. She recalled the efforts she
had made at first to overconme the repugnance she felt for him as
for all consunptive people, and the pains it had cost her to
think of things to say to him She recalled the timd, softened

| ook with which he gazed at her, and the strange feeling of
conpassi on and awkwardness, and | ater of a sense of her own

goodness, which she had felt at it. Hownice it all was! But al
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that was at first. Now, a few days ago, everything was suddenly
spoi |l ed. Anna Pavl ovna had net Kitty with affected cordiality,

and had kept continual watch on her and on her husband.

Coul d that touching pleasure he showed when she came near be the
cause of Anna Pavl ovha's cool ness?

"Yes," she nused, "there was sonething unnatural about Anna
Pavl ovna, and utterly unlike her good nature, when she said
angrily the day before yesterday: 'There, he will keep waiting

for you; he wouldn't drink his coffee w thout you, though he's

grown so dreadfully weak.' "

"Yes, perhaps, too, she didn't like it when | gave himthe rug.
It was all so sinple, but he took it so awkwardly, and was so

Il ong thanking ne, that | felt awkward too. And then that portrait
of ne he did so well. And nost of all that [ook of confusion and
tenderness! Yes, yes, that's it!" Kitty repeated to herself with
horror. "No, it can't be, it oughtn't to be! He's so nmuch to be

pitied!" she said to herself directly after

Thi s doubt poi soned the charm of her new life.

Chapter 34

Before the end of the course of drinking the waters, Prince

Sht cher bat sky, who had gone on from Carl sbad to Baden and
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Ki ssingen to Russian friends--to get a breath of Russian air, as

he said--came back to his wi fe and daughter

The views of the prince and of the princess on |ife abroad were
conpl etely opposed. The princess thought everything delightful
and in spite of her established position in Russian society, she
tried abroad to be |ike a European fashionable | ady, which she
was not--for the sinple reason that she was a typical Russian
gentl eworman; and so she was affected, which did not altogether
suit her. The prince, on the contrary, thought everything foreign
detestabl e, got sick of European life, kept to his Russian
habits, and purposely tried to show hinself abroad | ess European

than he was in reality.

The prince returned thinner, with the skin hanging in | oose bags
on his cheeks, but in the nost cheerful frane of mnd. Hs

good- hunor was even greater when he saw Kitty conpletely
recovered. The news of Kitty's friendship with Madane Stahl and
Varenka, and the reports the princess gave himof sone kind of
change she had noticed in Kitty, troubled the prince and aroused
his habitual feeling of jeal ousy of everything that drew his
daughter away fromhim and a dread that his daughter m ght have
got out of the reach of his influence into regions inaccessible
to him But these unpleasant matters were all drowned in the sea
of ki ndliness and good-hunor which was always within him and

more so than ever since his course of Carl sbad waters.

The day after his arrival the prince, in his long overcoat, with

hi s Russian winkles and baggy cheeks propped up by a starched
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collar, set off with his daughter to the spring in the greatest

good- hunor .

It was a lovely norning: the bright, cheerful houses with their
little gardens, the sight of the red-faced, red-arned,
beer-drinki ng German waitresses, working away nmerrily, did the
heart good. But the nearer they got to the springs the oftener
they met sick people; and their appearance seenmed nore pitiable
than ever anong the every-day conditions of prosperous Gernman
life. Kitty was no | onger struck by this contrast. The bright
sun, the brilliant green of the foliage, the strains of the nusic
were for her the natural setting of all these fam liar faces,
with their changes to greater enmaciation or to conval escence, for
whi ch she watched. But to the prince the brightness and gaiety of
the June norning, and the sound of the orchestra playing a gay
waltz then in fashion, and above all, the appearance of the
heal t hy attendants, seenmed somethi ng unseenly and nonstrous, in
conjunction with these slowy noving, dying figures gathered
together fromall parts of Europe. In spite of his feeling of
pride and, as it were, of the return of youth, with his favorite
daughter on his arm he felt awkward, and al nost ashanmed of his
vigorous step and his sturdy, stout linbs. He felt alnost like a
man not dressed in a crowd.

"Present ne to your new friends," he said to his daughter
squeezing her hand with his elbow. "I like even your horrid Soden
for maki ng you so well again. Only it's nelancholy, very

nmel ancholy here. Who's that?"
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Kitty mentioned the nanmes of all the people they nmet, with sone
of whom she was acquai nted and sonme not. At the entrance of the
garden they nmet the blind | ady, Madane Berthe, with her guide,
and the prince was delighted to see the old Frenchworman's face
[ight up when she heard Kitty's voice. She at once began talking
to himwi th French exaggerated politeness, applauding himfor
havi ng such a delightful daughter, extolling Kitty to the skies
before her face, and calling her a treasure, a pearl, and a

consol i ng angel

"Well, she's the second angel, then," said the prince, smling.

"She calls Madenpi sel | e Varenka angel nunber one."

"Ch! Madenvi sel |l e Varenka, she's a real angel, allez," Madane

Bert he assent ed.

In the arcade they net Varenka hersel f. She was wal ki ng rapidly

towards them carrying an el egant red bag.

"Here is papa cone," Kitty said to her.

Varenka made--sinply and naturally as she did everything--a
novenent between a bow and curtsey, and inmredi ately began tal king
to the prince, without shyness, naturally, as she talked to every
one.

"Of course | know you; | know you very well," the prince said to

her with a smile, in which Kitty detected with joy that her
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father liked her friend. "Where are you off to in such haste?"

“"Maman's here," she said, turning to Kitty. "She has not sl ept
all night, and the doctor advised her to go out. |I'mtaking her

her work."

"So that's angel nunber one?" said the prince when Varenka had

gone on.

Kitty saw that her father had nmeant to nake fun of Varenka, but
that he could not do it because he |iked her

"Cone, so we shall see all your friends," he went on, "even

Madanme Stahl, if she deigns to recognize ne."

"Why, did you know her, papa?" Kitty asked apprehensively,
catching the gleamof irony that kindled in the prince's eyes at

the nention of Madane St ahl

"l used to know her husband, and her too a little, before she'd

joined the Pietists."

"What is a Pietist, papa?" asked Kitty, dismayed to find that

what she prized so highly in Madanme Stahl had a nane.

"I don't quite know nyself. | only know that she thanks God for

everything, for every msfortune, and thanks God too that her

husband died. And that's rather droll, as they didn't get on
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t oget her."

"Who's that? What a piteous face!" he asked, noticing a sick man
of medi um height sitting on a bench, wearing a brown overcoat and
white trousers that fell in strange folds about his |ong,
fleshless legs. This man lifted his straw hat, showed his scanty
curly hair and high forehead, painfully reddened by the pressure
of the hat.

"That's Petrov, an artist," answered Kitty, blushing. "And that's
his wife," she added, indicating Anna Pavl ovna, who, as though on
purpose, at the very instant they approached wal ked away after a

child that had run off along a path.

"Poor fellow and what a nice face he has!" said the prince. "Wy

don't you go up to hin? He wanted to speak to you."

"Well, let us go, then," said Kitty, turning round resolutely.

"How are you feeling to-day?" she asked Petrov.

Petrov got up, leaning on his stick, and | ooked shyly at the
prince.

"This is nmy daughter,"” said the prince. "Let nme introduce

mysel f."

The painter bowed and smiled, showi ng his strangely dazzling

white teeth.
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"We expected you yesterday, princess,"” he said to Kitty. He
staggered as he said this, and then repeated the notion, trying

to make it seemas if it had been intentional

"I neant to cone, but Varenka said that Anna Pavl ovna sent word

you were not going."

"Not going!" said Petrov, blushing, and i medi ately beginning to
cough, and his eyes sought his wife. "Anital Anita!" he said
| oudly, and the swollen veins stood out |ike cords on his thin

whi te neck

Anna Pavl ovha canme up

"So you sent word to the princess that we weren't going!" he
whi spered to her angrily, losing his voice.

"Good-norning, princess," said Anna Pavlovna, with an assuned
smle utterly unlike her former manner. "Very glad to nake your
acquai ntance," she said to the prince."You' ve | ong been expected,

prince."

"What did you send word to the princess that we weren't going
for?" the artist whispered hoarsely once nore, still nore
angrily, obviously exasperated that his voice failed himso that
he could not give his words the expression he would have |iked

to.
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"Ch, nercy on us! | thought we weren't going," his wife answered
crossly.
"What, when . . ." He coughed and waved his hand. The prince took

of f his hat and noved away with his daughter

"Ah! ah!" he sighed deeply. "Oh, poor things!"

"Yes, papa," answered Kitty. "And you nmust know they've three
children, no servant, and scarcely any nmeans. He gets sonething
fromthe Acadeny,"” she went on briskly, trying to drown the

di stress that the queer change in Anna Pavl ovha's nmanner to her

had aroused in her.

"Ch, here's Madanme Stahl," said Kitty, indicating an invalid
carriage, where, propped on pillows, sonmething in gray and bl ue
was |ying under a sunshade. This was Madame Stahl. Behind her
stood the gl oony healthy- | ooking Gernman workman who pushed the
carriage. Close by was standing a flaxen-headed Swedi sh count,
whom Kitty knew by nane. Several invalids were |ingering near the
| ow carriage, staring at the |ady as though she were sone

curiosity.

The prince went up to her, and Kitty detected that disconcerting
gleamof irony in his eyes. He went up to Madane Stahl, and
addressed her with extrene courtesy and affability in that

excel l ent French that so few speak nowadays.

"I don't know if you remenber ne, but | nust recall myself to
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thank you for your kindness to ny daughter," he said, taking off

his hat and not putting it on again.

"Prince Al exander Shtcherbatsky," said Madane Stahl, lifting upon

hi m her heavenly eyes, in which Kitty discerned a | ook of

annoyance. "Delighted! | have taken a great fancy to your
daughter.™

"You are still in weak heal th?"

"Yes; |I'"'mused to it," said Madane Stahl, and she introduced the

prince to the Swedi sh count.

"You are scarcely changed at all," the prince said to her. "It's

ten or eleven years since | had the honor of seeing you."

"Yes; God sends the cross and sends the strength to bear it.
Often one wonders what is the goal of this |ife? ... The other
sidel" she said angrily to Varenka, who had rearranged the rug

over her feet not to her satisfaction.

"To do good, probably," said the prince with a twinkle in his

eye.

"That is not for us to judge," said Madame Stahl, perceiving the
shade of expression on the prince's face. "So you will send ne
t hat book, dear count? |'mvery grateful to you," she said to the

young Swede.
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"Ahl" cried the prince, catching sight of the Mdscow col one
standi ng near, and with a bow to Madane Stahl he wal ked away with

hi s daughter and the Moscow col onel, who joined them

"That's our aristocracy, prince!" the Mdscow colonel said with
ironical intention. He cherished a grudge agai nst Madanme Stah

for not maki ng his acquaintance.

"She's just the sane,"” replied the prince.

"Did you know her before her illness, prince--that's to say

bef ore she took to her bed?"

"Yes. She took to her bed before ny eyes," said the prince.

"They say it's ten years since she has stood on her feet."

"She doesn't stand up because her legs are too short. She's a

very bad figure."',

"Papa, it's not possible!" cried Kitty.

"That's what w cked tongues say, ny darling. And your Varenka

catches it too," he added. "Ch, these invalid | adies!"

"Ch, no, papal" Kitty objected warmy. "Varenka worships her. And
then she does so nmuch goodl Ask any onel Every one knows her and

Aline Stahl."
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"Perhaps so," said the prince, squeezing her hand with his el bow,
"but it's better when one does good so that you nmay ask every one

and no one knows."

Kitty did not answer, not because she had nothing to say, but
because she did not care to reveal her secret thoughts even to
her father. But, strange to say, although she had so nade up her
mnd not to be iniluenced by her father's views, not to let him
into her innbst sanctuary, she felt that the heavenly i mge of
Madame Stahl, which she had carried for a whole nonth in her
heart, had vani shed, never to return, just as the fantastic
figure made up of sone clothes thrown down at random vani shes

when one sees that it is only sone garment lying there. Al that

was |eft was a woman with short |egs, who | ay down because she

had a bad figure, and worried patient Varenka for not arranging

her rug to her liking. And by no effort of the inmagination could

Kitty bring back the former Madane Stahl

Chapter 35

The prince comunicated his good-hunor to his own famly and his

friends, and even to the German | andlord i n whose roons the

Sht cher bat skys were staying.

On conming back with Kitty fromthe springs, the prince, who had
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asked the colonel, and Marya Yevgenyevna, and Varenka all to cone
and have coffee with them gave orders for a table and chairs to
be taken into the garden under the chestnut-tree, and lunch to be
laid there. The landlord and the servants, too, grew brisker
under the influence of his good spirits. They knew his

open- handedness; and half an hour later the invalid doctor from
Harmburg, who lived on the top floor, |ooked enviously out of the
wi ndow at the merry party of healthy Russians assenbl ed under the
chestnut-tree. In the trenbling circles of shadow cast by the

| eaves, at a table, covered with a white cloth, and set with
cof f eepot, bread-and-butter, cheese, and cold gane, sat the
princess in a high cap with lilac ribbons, distributing cups and
bread- and-butter. At the other end sat the prince, eating
heartily, and talking loudly and nmerrily. The prince had spread
out near him his purchases, carved boxes, and knick-knacks,
paper-knives of all sorts, of which he bought a heap at every

wat eri ng- pl ace, and bestowed t hem upon every one, including

Li eschen, the servant girl, and the landlord, with whom he jested
in his comcally bad German, assuring himthat it was not the

wat er had cured Kitty, but his splendid cookery, especially his
pl um soup. The princess |aughed at her husband for his Russian
ways, but she was nore |ively and good- hunored than she had been
all the while she had been at the waters. The col onel sniled, as
he always did, at the prince's jokes, but as far as regards

Eur ope, of which he believed hinself to be making a carefu

study, he took the princess's side. The sinple-hearted Marya
Yevgenyevna sinply roared with | aughter at everything absurd the
prince said, and his jokes made Varenka hel pl ess with feeble but

i nfectious | aughter, which was something Kitty had never seen
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bef ore.

Kitty was glad of all this, but she could not be light-hearted.
She coul d not solve the problem her father had unconsciously set
her by his goodhunored view of her friends, and of the life that
had so attracted her. To this doubt there was joined the change
in her relations with the Petrovs, which had been so

conspi cuously and unpl easantly marked that norning. Every one was
good- hunored, but Kitty could not feel goodhunored, and this

i ncreased her distress. She felt a feeling such as she had known
in childhood, when she had been shut in her roomas a punishnent,

and had heard her sisters' nerry |aughter outside.

"Well, but what did you buy this mass of things for?" said the

princess, smling, and handi ng her husband a cup of coffee.
"One goes for a wal k, one |ooks in a shop, and they ask you to
buy. 'Erlaucht, Durchlaucht?" Directly they say 'Durchlaucht, "'l
can't hold out. | lose ten thalers.”

"It's sinply fromboredom" said the princess.

"Of course it is. Such boredom nmny dear, that one doesn't know

what to do with onesel f."

"How can you be bored, prince? There's so nmuch that's interesting

now in Germany," said Marya Yevgenyevna
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"But | know everything that's interesting: the plumsoup | know,

and the pea-sausages | know. | know everything."

"No, you nmy say what you |ike, prince, there's the interest of

their institutions," said the col onel

"But what is there interesting about it? They're all as pleased
as brass hal fpence. They've conquered everybody, and why am| to
be pleased at that? | haven't conquered any one; and |'m obliged
to take off ny own boots, yes, and put them away too; in the
nor ni ng, get up and dress at once, and go to the dining-roomto
drink bad tea! How different it is at home! You get up in no
haste, you get cross, grunble a little, and cone round agai n.
You've time to think things over, and no hurry."

"But tinme's noney, you forget that,"” said the col onel

"Time, indeed, that depends! Wy, there's tinme one would give a
mont h of for sixpence, and time you wouldn't give half an hour of
for any noney. Isn't that so, Katinka? What is it? why are you so

depressed?”

“I"'m not depressed."”

"Where are you off to? Stay a little longer,"” he said to Varenka.

"I nmust be going home," said Varenka, getting up, and again she
went off into a giggle. When she had recovered, she said

good- bye, and went into the house to get her hat.
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Kitty followed her. Even Varenka struck her as different. She was

not worse, but different fromwhat she had fancied her before.
"Oh, dear! it's a long while since |'ve |laughed so nuch!" said

Var enka, gathering up her parasol and her bag. "How nice he is,

your father!™

Kitty did not speak.

"When shall | see you agai n?" asked Varenka.

“"Manma neant to go and see the Petrovs. Won't you be there?" said

Kitty, to try Varenka.

"Yes," answered Varenka. "They're getting ready to go away, SO

prom sed to help them pack."

"Well, I'll cone too, then."

"No, why should you?"

"Why not? why not? why not?" said Kitty, opening her eyes wi de,

and clutching at Varenka's parasol, so as not to |let her go. "No,

wait a mnute; why not?"

"Ch, nothing; your father has cone, and besides, they will feel

awkwar d at your hel ping."
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"No, tell me why you don't want nme to be often at the Petrovs'.

You don't want ne to--why not?"

"I didn't say that," said Varenka quietly.

"No, please tell ne!"

"Tell you everything?" asked Varenka.

"Everything, everything!" Kitty assented.

"Well, there's really nothing of any consequence; only that

M hai |l Al exeyevitch" (that was the artist's nane) "had neant to

| eave earlier, and now he doesn't want to go away," said Varenka,

smling.
"Well, well!" Kitty urged inpatiently, |ooking darkly at Varenka.
"Well, and for some reason Anna Pavlovna told himthat he didn't

want to go because you are here. Of course, that was nonsense;
but there was a dispute over it--over you. You know how irritable

t hese sick people are."

Kitty, scowing nore than ever, kept silent, and Varenka went on
speaki ng alone, trying to soften or soothe her, and seeing a

storm com ng--she did not know whether of tears or of words.

"So you'd better not go.... You understand; you won't be
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of fended? . . ."

"And it serves nme rightl And it serves nme right!" Kitty cried
qui ckly, snatching the parasol out of Varenka's hand, and | ooking

past her friend s face.

Varenka felt inclined to smle, |looking at her childish fury, but

she was afraid of woundi ng her

"How does it serve you right? | don't understand,” she said.

"It serves ne right, because it was all sham because it was al
done on purpose, and not fromthe heart. \Wat business had | to
interfere with outsiders? And so it's come about that |'m a cause
of quarrel, and that |'ve done what nobody asked ne to do.

Because it was all a shanl a shaml a sham . . ."

"A shaml with what object!" said Varenka gently.

"Oh, it's so idiotic! so hateful! There was no need whatever for

me.... Nothing but sham" she said, opening and shutting the

par asol

"But with what object?"

"To seem better to people, to nyself, to God; to deceive every

one. No! now |l won't descend to that. I'Il be bad; but anyway not

aliar, a cheat."
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"But who is a cheat?" said Varenka reproachfully. "You speak as

as if..."

But Kitty was in one of her gusts of fury, and she would not |et

her finish.

"I don't tal k about you, not about you at all. You're perfection.
Yes, yes, | know you're all perfection; but what am| to do if
"' m bad? This woul d never have been if | weren't bad. So let ne
be what I am | won't be a sham What have | to do with Anna

Pavl ovna? Let themgo their way, and ne go mne. | can't be

different.... And yet it's not that, it's not that."

"What is not that?" asked Varenka in bew | dernment.

"Everything. | can't act except fromthe heart, and you act from
principle. | liked you sinply, but you nost likely only wanted to

save me, to inprove ne."

"You are unjust," said Varenka.

"But |I'm not speaking of other people, |I'm speaking of nyself."

"Kitty," they heard her nother's voice, "cone here, show papa

your neckl ace."

Kitty, with a haughty air, w thout making peace with her friend,

took the necklace in a little box fromthe table and went to her
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not her .

"What's the matter? Wiy are you so red?" her nother and father

said to her with one voice.

"Not hi ng," she answered. "I'll be back directly,” and she ran
back.
"She's still here," she thought. "What am | to say to her? Oh,

dear! what have | done, what have | said? Wiy was | rude to her?
What am | to do? What am | to say to her?" thought Kitty, and she

st opped in the doorway.

Varenka in her hat and with the parasol in her hands was sitting
at the table exam ning the spring which Kitty had broken. She

|ifted her head.

"Varenka, forgive ne, do forgive nme," whispered Kitty, going up

to her. "I don't remember what | said. | . . ."

"I really didn't nmean to hurt you," said Varenka, smling.

Peace was made. But with her father's coming all the world in

whi ch she had been living was transformed for Kitty. She did not
gi ve up everything she had | earned, but she becane aware that she
had decei ved herself in supposing she could be what she wanted to
be. Her eyes were, it seenmed, opened; she felt all the difficulty

of maintaining herself w thout hypocrisy and self-conceit on the
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pi nnacl e to which she had wi shed to nount. Moreover, she becane
aware of all the dreariness of the world of sorrow, of sick and
dyi ng people, in which she had been living. The efforts she~had
made to like it seened to her intolerable, and she felt a | onging
to get back quickly into the fresh air, to Russia, to Ergushovo,
where, as she knew fromletters, her sister Dolly had already

gone with her children.

But her affection for Varenka did not wane. As she said good-bye,

Kitty begged her to come to themin Russia.

“I'"l'l come when you get married," said Varenka.

"I shall never marry."

"Well, then, | shall never cone."

"Well, then, | shall be married sinply for that. M nd now,

remenber your promise," said Kitty.
The doctor's prediction was fulfilled. Kitty returned hone to

Russi a cured. She was not so gay and thoughtl ess as before, but

she was serene. Her Moscow troubl es had beconme a nmenory to her

PART THREE

Chapter 1
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Sergey lvanovitch Kozni shev wanted a rest from nental work, and

i nstead of going abroad as he usually did, he came towards the
end of May to stay in the country with his brother. In his
judgment the best sort of life was a country life. He had cone
now to enjoy such a life at his brother's. Konstantin Levin was
very glad to have him especially as he did not expect his
brother N kolay that sunmer. But in spite of his affection and
respect for Sergey Ivanovitch, Konstantin Levin was unconfortable
with his brother in the country. It made hi munconfortable, and
it positively annoyed himto see his brother's attitude to the
country. To Konstantin Levin the country was the background of
life, that is of pleasures, endeavors, |abor. To Sergey

I vanovitch the country neant on one hand rest fromwork, on the
ot her a valuable antidote to the corrupt influences of town,
which he took with satisfaction and a sense of its utility. To
Konstantin Levin the country was good first because it afforded a
field for |abor, of the useful ness of which there could be no
doubt. To Sergey lvanovitch the country was particularly good,
because there it was possible and fitting to do nothing.

Mor eover, Sergey lvanovitch's attitude to the peasants rather

pi qued Konstantin. Sergey |vanovitch used to say that he knew and
liked the peasantry, and he often tal ked to the peasants, which
he knew how to do without affectation or condescension, and from
every such conversation he woul d deduce general conclusions in
favor of the peasantry and in confirmation of his know ng them
Konstantin Levin did not Iike such an attitude to the peasants.

To Konstantin the peasant was sinply the chief partner in their
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comon | abor, and in spite of all the respect and the |ove,

al nost |ike that of kinship, he had for the peasant--sucked in
probably, as he said hinself, with the mlk of his peasant nurse-
-still as a fellowworker with him while sometimes enthusiastic
over the vigor, gentleness, and justice of these nen, he was very
of ten, when their common | abors called for other qualities,
exasperated with the peasant for his carel essness, |ack of

met hod, drunkenness, and lying. |If he had been asked whether he
liked or didn't like the peasants, Konstantin Levin would have
been absolutely at a loss what to reply. He |iked and did not

li ke the peasants, just as he liked and did not like nmen in
general. Of course, being a good-hearted man, he |iked nen rather
than he disliked them and so too with the peasants. But |ike or
dislike "the people" as sonething apart he could not, not only
because he lived with "the people,” and all his interests were
bound up with theirs, but al so because he regarded hinself as a

part of "the people," did not see any special qualities or
failings distinguishing hinself and "the people," and coul d not
contrast hinself with them Moreover, although he had lived so
long in the closest relations with the peasants, as farner and
arbitrator, and what was nore, as adviser (the peasants trusted
him and for thirty mles round they would conme to ask his
advice), he had no definite views of "the people," and would have
been as much at a loss to answer the question whether he knew

"t he people” as the question whether he liked them For himto
say he knew the peasantry woul d have been the sanme as to say he
knew men. He was continually watching and getting to know people

of all sorts, and among them peasants, whom he regarded as good

and interesting people, and he was continually observing new
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points in them altering his former views of themand form ng new
ones. Wth Sergey lvanovitch it was quite the contrary. Just as
he liked and praised a country life in conparison with the life
he did not |ike, so too he |liked the peasantry in
contradistinction to the class of men he did not |ike, and so too
he knew the peasantry as sonething distinct from and opposed to
men generally. In his methodical brain there were distinctly
formul ated certain aspects of peasant |life, deduced partly from
that life itself, but chiefly fromcontrast with other nodes of
life. He never changed his opinion of the peasantry and his

synpat hetic attitude towards them

In the discussions that arose between the brothers on their views
of the peasantry, Sergey |vanovitch always got the better of his
brot her, precisely because Sergey Ivanovitch had definite ideas
about the peasant--his character, his qualities, and his tastes.
Konstantin Levin had no definite and unalterable idea on the
subject, and so in their argunents Konstantin was readily

convi cted of contradicting hinself.

In Sergey |lvanovitch's eyes his younger brother was a capita
fellow, with his heart in the right place (as he expressed it in
French), but with a mnd which, though fairly quick, was too nuch
i nfluenced by the inpressions of the moment, and consequently
filled with contradictions. Wth all the condescension of an

el der brother he sonmetinmes explained to himthe true inport of
things, but he derived little satisfaction fromarguing with him

because he got the better of himtoo easily.
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Konstantin Levin regarded his brother as a man of i mense
intellect and culture, as generous in the highest sense of the
word, and possessed of a special faculty for working for the
public good. But in the depths of his heart, the ol der he becane,
and the nore intimately he knew his brother, the nore and nore
frequently the thought struck himthat this faculty of working
for the public good, of which he felt himself utterly devoid, was
possibly not so nmuch a quality as a | ack of sonmething--not a | ack
of good, honest, noble desires and tastes, but a lack of vita
force, of what is called heart, of that inpulse which drives a
man to choose sone one out of the innunerable paths of life, and
to care only for that one. The better he knew his brother, the
nore he noticed that Sergey |vanovitch and many ot her peopl e who
wor ked for the public welfare were not | ed by an inpulse of the
heart to care for the public good, but reasoned fromintellectua
considerations that it was a right thing to take interest in
public-affairs, and consequently took interest in them Levin was
confirmed in this generalization by observing that his brother
did not take questions affecting the public welfare or the
question of the immortality of the soul a bit nore to heart than
he did chess problens, or the ingenious construction of a new

machi ne.

Besi des this, Konstantin Levin was not at his ease with his
brot her, because in sumrer in the country Levin was continually
busy with work on the land, and the | ong sumer day was not |ong
enough for himto get through all he had to do, while Sergey

I vanovi tch was taking a holiday. But though he was taking a
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holiday now, that is to say, he was doing no witing, he was so
used to intellectual activity that he liked to put into concise
and el oquent shape the ideas that occurred to him and liked to
have some one to listen to him H s npst usual and natura

li stener was his brother. And so in spite of the friendliness and
directness of their relations, Konstantin felt an awkwardness in
| eavi ng hi m al one. Sergey |vanovitch liked to stretch hinself on

the grass in the sun, and to lie so, basking and chatting lazily.

"You woul dn't believe," he would say to his brother, "what a
pl easure this rural laziness is to me. Not an idea in one's

brain, as enpty as a drum"”

But Konstantin Levin found it dull sitting and listening to him
especi ally when he knew that while he was away they woul d be
carting dung onto the fields not ploughed ready for it, and
heaping it all up anyhow, and woul d not screw the shares in the
pl oughs, but would | et them cone off and then say that the new
pl oughs were a silly invention, and there was nothing |like the

ol d Andreevna pl ough, and so on.

"Cone, you've done enough trudgi ng about in the heat," Sergey
I vanovitch woul d say to him
"No, | nust just run round to the counting-house for a mnute,"”

Levin woul d answer, and he would run off to the fields,
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Chapter 2

Early in June it happened that Agafea M hal ovna, the old nurse
and housekeeper, in carrying to the cellar a jar of nmushroons she
had just pickled, slipped, fell, and sprained her wist. The
district doctor, a tal kative young nedi cal student, who had just
finished his studies, came to see her. He examined the wrist,
said it was not broken, was delighted at a chance of talking to
the cel ebrated Sergey |vanovitch Koznishev, and to show his
advanced views of things told himall the scandal of the
district, conplaining of the poor state into which the district
council had fallen. Sergey lvanovitch |listened attentively, asked
hi m questions, and, roused by a new |istener, he talked fluently,
uttered a few keen and wei ghty observations, respectfully

appreci ated by the young doctor, and was soon in that eager frame
of mind his brother knew so well, which always, with him
followed a brilliant and eager conversation. After the departure
of the doctor, he wanted to go with a fishingrod to the river.
Sergey lvanovitch was fond of angling, and was, it seened, proud

of being able to care for such a stupid occupation.

Konstantin Levin, whose presence was needed in the plough-1and

and neadows, had cone to take his brother in the trap

It was that time of the year, the turning-point of sumer, when
the crops of the present year are a certainty, when one begins to
think of the sowing for next year, and the nmowing is at hand,

when the rye is all in ear, though its ears are still light, not
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yet full, and it waves in gray-green billows in the w nd; when
the green oats, with tufts of yellow grass scattered here and
there among it, droop irregularly over the |ate-sown fields; when
the early buckwheat is already out and hiding the ground; when
the fall owlands, trodden hard as stone by the cattle, are

hal f pl oughed over, with paths |l eft untouched by the plough; when
fromthe dry dung-heaps carted onto the fields there cones at
sunset a snell of manure m xed with nmeadow sweet, and on the
lowlying Iands the riverside neadows are a thick sea of grass
waiting for the nowi ng, with blackened heaps of the stal ks of

sorrel anong it.

It was the time when there cones a brief pause in the toil of the
fields before the beginning of the | abors of harvest--every year
recurring, every year straining every nerve of the peasants. The
crop was a splendid one, and bright, hot summer days had set in

with short, dewy nights.

The brothers had to drive through the woods to reach the nmeadows.
Sergey lvanovitch was all the while admiring the beauty of the
woods, which were a tangl ed nmass of |eaves, pointing out to his
brother now an old linme-tree on the point of flowering, dark on
the shady side, and brightly spotted with yell ow stipples, now

t he young shoots of this year's saplings brilliant with enerald.
Konstantin Levin did not Iike talking and hearing about the
beauty of nature. Wrds for him took away the beauty of what he
saw. He assented to what his brother said, but he could not help

begi nning to think of other things. Wen they came out of the
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woods, all his attention was engrossed by the view of the

fall ow1and on the upland, in parts yellow with grass, in parts
tranpl ed and checkered with furrows, in parts dotted with ridges
of dung, and in parts even ploughed. A string of carts was noving
across it. Levin counted the carts, and was pleased that all that
wer e want ed had been brought, and at the sight of the neadows his
t houghts passed to the nowi ng. He always felt sonething specia
noving himto the quick at the hay-nmaking. On reaching the neadow

Levin stopped the horse.

The norning dew was still lying on the thick undergrowth of the
grass, and that he might not get his feet wet, Sergey |vanovitch
asked his brother to drive himin the trap up to the willowtree
fromwhich the carp was caught. Sorry as Konstantin Levin was to
crush down his nmow ng- grass, he drove himinto the nmeadow. The
hi gh grass softly turned about the wheels and the horse's |egs,
|l eaving its seeds clinging to the wet axles and spokes of the
wheel s. His brother seated hinself under a bush, arranging his
tackle, while Levin |l ed the horse away, fastened hi mup, and

wal ked into the vast gray-green sea of grass unstirred by the
wind. The silky grass with its ripe seeds cane alnbst to his

wai st in the danpest spots.

Crossing the nmeadow, Konstantin Levin came out onto the road, and
met an old man with a swollen eye, carrying a skep on his

shoul der.

"What ? taken a stray swarm Fonitch?" he asked.
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"No, indeed, Konstantin Dmitritch! Al we can do to keep our own!
This is the second swarmthat has flown away.... Luckily the |ads
caught them They were ploughing your field. They unyoked the

horses and gal |l oped after them"

"Well, what do you say, Fomitch--start nowing or wait a bit?"
"Eh, well. Qur way's to wait till St. Peter's Day. But you al ways
nmow sooner. Well, to be sure, please God, the hay's good.

There'll be plenty for the beasts."”

"What do you think about the weather?"

"That's in God's hands. Maybe it will be fine."

Levin went up to his brother.

Sergey lvanovitch had caught nothing, but he was not bored, and
seenmed in the nost cheerful frame of mind. Levin saw that,

stimul ated by his conversation with the doctor, he wanted to
talk. Levin, on the other hand, would have |iked to get hone as
soon as possible to give orders about getting together the nowers
for next day, and to set at rest his doubts about the now ng,

whi ch greatly absorbed him

"Well, let's be going," he said.

"Why be in such a hurry? Let's stay a little. But how wet you

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

are! Even though one catches nothing, it's nice. That's the best
t hi ng about every part. of sport, that one has to do with nature.
How exquisite this steely water is!" said Sergey |vanovitch
"These riverside banks always renind me of the riddle--do you

know it? 'The grass says to the water; we quiver and we quiver.'

"I don't know the riddle," answered Levin wearily.

Chapter 3

"Do you know |'ve been thinking about you," said Sergey

I vanovitch. "It's beyond everything what's being done in the
district, according to what this doctor tells me. He's a very
intelligent fellow And as |I've told you before, | tell you
again: it's not right for you not to go to the neetings, and

al together to keep out of the district business. |If decent people
won't go into it, of course it's bound to go all wong. W pay
the noney, and it all goes in salaries, and there are no school s,

nor district nurses, nor mdw ves, nor drug-stores--nothing."

"Well, | did try, you know," Levin said slowy and unwillingly.

"I can't! and so there's no help for it.

"But why can't you? | nust own | can't make it out. I|ndifference,

i ncapacity--1 won't admit; surely it's not sinply |aziness?"
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"None of those things. |I've tried, and | see | can do nothing,"

said Levin.

He had hardly grasped what his brother was saying. Looking
towards the plough-land across the river, he nade out sonething
bl ack, but he could not distinguish whether it was a horse or the

bailiff on horseback

"Why is it you can do nothing? You made an attenpt and didn't
succeed, as you think, and you give in. How can you have so

little self-respect?”

"Self-respect!" said Levin, stung to the quick by his brother's
words; "I don't understand. If they'd told ne at college that

ot her peopl e understood the integral calculus, and | didn't, then
pri de would have cone in. But in this case one wants first to be
convi nced that one has certain qualifications for this sort of
busi ness, and especially that all this business is of great

i mportance.”

"What! do you nean to say it's not of inportance?" said Sergey
vanovitch, stung to the quick too at his brother's considering
anything of no inportance that interested him and still nore at

his obviously paying little attention to what he was sayi ng.

"I don't think it inmportant; it does not take hold of nme, | can't

help it," answered Levin, making out that what he saw was the

bailiff, and that the bailiff seemed to be letting the peasants
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go of fthe ploughed | and. They were turning the plough over. "Can

t hey have finished pl oughi ng?" he wondered.

"Cone, really though," said the elder brother, with a frown on
hi s handsonme, clever face, "there's a linmt to everything. It's
very well to be original and genuine, and to dislike everything
conventional --1 know all about that; but really, what you're
saying either has no nmeaning, or it has a very wong nmeani ng. How
can you think it a matter of no inportance whether the peasant,

whom you | ove as you assert

"I never did assert it," thought Konstantin Levin.

"...dies without hel p? The ignorant peasant-wonmen starve the
children, and the people stagnate in darkness, and are hel pl ess
in the hands of every village clerk, while you have at your

di sposal a neans of hel ping them and don't help them because to

your mnd it's of no inportance.”

And Sergey Ivanovitch put before himthe alternative: either you
are so undevel oped that you can't see all that you can do, or you
won't sacrifice your ease, your vanity, or whatever it is, to do

it.

Konstantin Levin felt that there was no course open to himbut to
submt, or to confess to a |ack of zeal for the public good. And

this nmortified himand hurt his feelings.

"It's both," he said resolutely: "I don't see that it was
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possible..."

"What! was it inpossible, if the noney were properly laid out, to

provi de nedi cal aid?"

"I npossible, as it seems to ne.... For the three thousand square

mles of our district, what with our thaws, and the storns, and

the work in the fields, | don't see how it is possible to provide
nmedi cal aid all over. And besides, | don't believe in medicine."
"Oh, well, that's unfair.... | can quote to you thousands of

i nstances.... But the schools, anyway."

"Why have school s?"

"What do you nean? Can there be two opinions of the advantage of
education? If it's a good thing for you, it's a good thing for

every one."

Konstantin Levin felt hinself norally pinned.against a wall, and
so he got hot, and unconsciously blurted out the chief cause of

his indifference to public business.

"Perhaps it may all be very good; but why should I worry nyself
about establishing dispensaries which | shall never make use of,
and schools to which | shall never send my children, to which
even the peasants don't want to send their children, and to which

I'"ve no very firmfaith that they ought to send then?" said he.
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Sergey lvanovitch was for a mnute surprised at this unexpected
vi ew of the subject; but he pronptly nmade a new plan of attack
He was silent for a little, drew out a hook, threwit in again,

and turned to his brother smling.

"Come, now.... In the first place, the dispensary is needed. W

ourselves sent for the district doctor for Agafea M hal ovna."

"Ch, well, but | fancy her wist will never be straight again."

"That remains to be proved.... Next, the peasant who can read and

wite is as a workman of nore use and value to you."

"No, you can ask any one you like," Konstantin Levin answered
with decision, "the man that can read and wite is nmuch inferior
as a workman And nmendi ng the highroads is an inpossibility; and
as soon as they put up bridges they're stolen."

"Still, that's not the point," said Sergey Ivanovitch, frowning.
He disliked contradiction, and still nore, argunents that were

continually

ski pping fromone thing to another, introducing new and
di sconnected points, so that there was no knowing to which to

reply. "Do you adnmit that education is a benefit for the people?"

"Yes, | admit it," said Levin without thinking, and he was

conscious imedi ately that he had said what he did not think. He

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

felt that if he adnmitted that, it would be proved that he had
been tal ki ng neani ngl ess rubbi sh. How it would be proved he could
not tell, but he knew that this would inevitably be logically

proved to him and he awaited the proofs.

The argunment turned out to be far sinpler than he had expected.

"If you admit that it is a benefit," said Sergey Ivanovitch

"then, as an honest man, you cannot help caring about it and

synpat hi zing with the novement, and so wishing to work for it."

"But | still do not admit this novenment to be just," said
Konstantin Levin, reddening a little.

"What! But you said just now . "

"That's to say, | don't admit it's being either good or

possi ble."

"That you can't tell w thout making the trial."

"Well, supposing that's so," said Levin, though he did not

suppose so at all, "supposing that is so, still | don't see, al

the same, what I'mto worry myself about it for

"How so?"

"No; since we are talking, explain it to ne fromthe
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phi | osophi cal point of view, " said Levin.

"I can't see where philosophy cones in," said Sergey |vanovitch

in a tone, Levin fancied, as though he did not admt his

brother's right to tal k about philosophy. And that irritated

Levin.

“I''l'l tell you, then," he said with heat, "I inmgine the

mai nspring of all our actions is, after all, self-interest. Now
in the local institutions I, as a nobl eman, see nothing that

coul d conduce to my prosperity, and the roads are not better and
could not be better; nmy horses carry ne well enough over bad
ones. Doctors and di spensaries are no use to ne. An arbitrator of
di sputes is no use to ne. | never appeal to him and never shal
appeal to him The schools are no good to me, but positively
harnful, as | told you. For ne the district institutions sinply
mean the liability to pay fourpence hal fpenny for every three
acres, to drive into the town, sleep with bugs, and listen to al
sorts of idiocy and | oat hsoneness, and self-interest offers ne no
i nducement . "

"Excuse ne," Sergey lvanovitch interposed with a snile,

"self-interest did not induce us to work for the emancipation of

the serfs, but we did work for it.

“"No!" Konstantin Levin broke in with still greater heat; "the
emanci pati on of the serfs was a different matter. There
self-interest did cone in. One longed to throw of f that yoke that

crushed us, all decent people anong us. But to be a
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t own- counci | or and di scuss how many dustnmen are needed, and how
chi meys shall be constructed in the town in which | don't live--
to serve on a jury and try a peasant who's stolen a flitch of
bacon, and listen for six hours at a stretch to all sorts of

j abber fromthe counsel for the defense and the prosecution, and
t he president crossexamining nmy old half-witted Alioshka, 'Do you
adm t, prisoner in the dock, the fact of the renoval of the

bacon?' 'Eh?'"

Konstantin Levin had warmed to his subject, and began m m cking
the president and the half-witted Alioshka: it seened to himthat

it was all to the point.

But Sergey |vanovitch shrugged his shoul ders.

"Well, what do you nmean to say, then?"

"I sinply mean to say that those rights that touch ne ...ny
interest, | shall always defend to the best of ny ability; that
when they made raids on us students, and the police read our
letters, | was ready to defend those rights to the utnost, to
defend ny rights to education and freedom | can understand
conmpul sory military service, which affects ny children, ny
brothers, and nyself, | amready to deliberate on what concerns
me; but deliberating on how to spend forty thousand roubl es of
district council noney, or judging the half-witted Alioshka--I

don't understand, and | can't do it."
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Konstantin Levin spoke as though the floodgates of his speech had

burst open. Sergey lvanovitch smled

"But to-nmorrow it'll be your turn to be tried; would it have

suited your tastes better to be tried in the old crimna

tribunal ?"
"I"'mnot going to be tried. | shan't nurder anybody, and |I've no
need of it. Well, | tell you what," he went on, flying off again

to a subject quite beside the point, "our district

sel f-governnent and all the rest of it--it's just like the

bi rch-branches we stick in the ground on Trinity Day, for

i nstance, to |look like a copse which has grown up of itself in

Europe, and | can't gush over these birch-branches and believe in

them"

Sergey lvanovitch nerely shrugged his shoul ders, as though to
express his wonder how the birch-branches had cone into their
argunment at that point, though he did really understand at once

what his brother neant.

"Excuse nme, but you know one really can't argue in that way," he

observed.

But Konstantin Levin wanted to justify hinmself for the failing,
of which he was conscious, of lack of zeal for the public

wel fare, and he went on.

"I imagine," he said, "that no sort of activity is likely to be
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lasting if it is not founded on self-interest, that's a universa
principle, a philosophical principle," he said, repeating the
word "philosophica!" with determ nation, as though wi shing to
show that he had as nuch right as any one else to tal k of

phi | osophy.

Sergey lvanovitch smled. "He too has a phil osophy of his own at

the service of his natural tendencies," he thought.

"Cone, you'd better |et philosophy alone,” he said. "The chi ef

probl em of the philosophy of all ages consists just in finding

t he indi spensabl e connecti on which exists between individual and
social interests. But that's not to the point; what is to the
point is a correction | nmust make in your conparison. The birches
are not sinply stuck in, but some are sown and sone are planted,
and one nust deal carefully with them It's only those peoples
that have an intuitive sense of what's of inportance and
significance in their institutions, and know how to val ue them
that have a future before them-it's only those peoples that one

can truly call historical."
And Sergey Ivanovitch carried the subject into the regi ons of
phi | osophi cal history where Konstantin Levin could not follow

him and showed himall the incorrectness of his view

"As for your dislike of it, excuse ny saying so, that's sinply

our Russian sloth and old serf-owner's ways, and |I'm convi nced
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that in you it's a tenporary error and will pass."

Konstantin was silent. He felt hinself vanquished on all sides,
but he felt at the sane tine that what he wanted to say was
unintelligible to his brother. Only he could not make up his nind
whet her it was unintelligible because he was not capabl e of
expressing his nmeaning clearly, or because his brother would not
or could not understand him But he did not pursue the

specul ation, and without replying, he fell to nmusing on a quite

di fferent and personal matter

Sergey lvanovitch wound up the last line, untied the horse, and

they drove off.

Chapter 4

The personal matter that absorbed Levin during his conversation
with his brother was this. Once in a previous year he had gone to
| ook at the nmowi ng, and being nade very angry by the bailiff he
had recourse to his favorite means for regaining his tenper,--he

took a scythe froma peasant and began now ng.

He |liked the work so nmuch that he had several tines tried his
hand at nmowi ng since. He had cut the whole of the nmeadow in front
of his house, and this year ever since the early spring he had
cherished a plan for mowi ng for whole days together with the
peasants. Ever since his brother's arrival, he had been in doubt

whet her to now or not. He was loth to | eave his brother al one al
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day long, and he was afraid his brother would | augh at hi m about
it. But as he drove into the nmeadow, and recalled the sensations
of nmowi ng, he cane near deciding that he would go nowi ng. After
the irritating discussion with his brother, he pondered over this

i ntenti on again.

"I must have physical exercise, or ny tenper'l|l certainly be
rui ned," he thought, and he determ ned he would go nmowi ng,
however awkward he night feel about it with his brother or the

peasants.

Towar ds eveni ng Konstantin Levin went to his counting-house, gave
directions as to the work to be done, and sent about the village
to sumtmon the nowers for the nmorrow, to cut the hay in Kalinov

nmeadow, the |argest and best of his grass |ands.

"And send nmy scythe, please, to Tit, for himto set it, and bring
it round to-nmorrow. | shall maybe do sonme nowi ng nyself too," he

said trying not to be enbarrassed.

The bailiff smled and said: "Yes, sir.

At tea the sane evening Levin said to his brother

"I fancy the fine weather will last. To-norrow | shall start

nowi ng. "

"I'mso fond of that formof field labor," said Sergey
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| vanovi t ch.

"I"'mawfully fond of it. | sonetinmes mow nyself with the

peasants, and to-norrow | want to try nowi ng the whole day."

Sergey lvanovitch lifted his head, and | ooked with interest at

hi s brother.

"How do you nmean? Just |ike one of the peasants, all day |ong?"

"Yes, it's very pleasant,"” said Levin.

"It's splendid as exercise, only you'll hardly be able to stand

it," said Sergey Ivanovitch, w thout a shade of irony.

"I've tried it. It's hard work at first, but you get into it. |

dare say | shall manage to keep it up...."

"Real ly! what an idea! But tell nme, how do the peasants | ook at
it? | suppose they laugh in their sleeves at their master's being

such a queer fish?"

“"No, | don't think so; but it's so delightful, and at the sane

time such hard work, that one has no tine to think about it.

"But how will you do about dining with then? To send you a bottle

of Lafitte and roast turkey out there would be a little awkward."

"No, I'l'l sinply come hone at the tinme of their noonday rest.”
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Next norni ng Konstantin Levin got up earlier than usual, but he
was detained giving directions on the farm and when he reached

the nowi ng-grass the nmowers were already at their second row.

From t he upl ands he could get a view of the shaded cut part of
the neadow below, with its grayish ridges of cut grass, and the
bl ack heaps of coats, taken off by the nowers at the place from

whi ch they had started cutting.

Gradually, as he rode towards the nmeadow, the peasants cane into
sight, sonme in coats, sone in their shirts now ng, one behind
another in a long string, swinging their scythes differently He

counted forty-two of them

They were nowi ng slowy over the uneven, lowlying parts of the
meadow, where there had been an old dam Levin recognized sone of
his own nmen. Here was old Yernmil in a very |long white snock,
bending forward to swing a scythe; there was a young fell ow,
Vaska, who had been a coachnman of Levin's, taking every row with
a wi de sweep. Here, too, was Tit, Levin's preceptor in the art of
mowi ng, a thin little peasant. He was in front of all, and cut

his wi de row wi t hout bending, as though playing with the scythe.
Levin got off his mare, and fastening her up by the roadsi de went

to nmeet Tit, who took a second scythe out of a bush and gave it

to him
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"It's ready, sir; it's like a razor, cuts of itself," said Tit,

taking off his cap with a smle and giving himthe scythe.

Levin took the scythe, and began trying it. As they finished
their rows, the nowers, hot and good-hunored, canme out into the
road one after another, and, laughing a little, greeted the
master. They all stared at him but no one nade any remark, til
atall old man, with a winkled, beardl ess face, wearing a short

sheepskin jacket, cane out into the road and accosted him

"Look' ee now, master, once take hold of the rope there's no
letting it go!" he said, and Levin heard snothered | aughter anong

t he nowers.

"I"l'l try not to let it go," he said, taking his stand behind

Tit, and waiting for the tinme to begin.

"M nd' ee," repeated the old man.

Tit made room and Levin started behind him The grass was short
close to the road, and Levin, who had not done any nowing for a
I ong while, and was disconcerted by the eyes fastened upon him

cut badly for the first nonents, though he swung his scythe

vi gorously. Behind himhe heard voices:

"It's not set right; handle's too high; see how he has to stoop

toit," said one.

"Press nmore on the heel," said another.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

"Never mind, he'll get on all right,” the old man resuned.
"He's made a start.... You swing it too wide, you'll tire
yourself out.... The master, sure, does his best for hinmself! But

see the grass missed out! For such work us fellows would catch

it

The grass becane softer, and Levin, listening wthout answering,
followed Tit, trying to do the best he could. They noved a
hundred paces. Tit kept noving on, w thout stopping, not show ng
the slightest weariness, but Levin was already beginning to be

afraid he woul d not be able to keep it up: he was so tired.

He felt as he swung his scythe that he was at the very end of his
strength, and was naking up his mnd to ask Tit to stop. But at
that very nonent Tit stopped of his own accord, and stoopi hg down
pi cked up sonme grass, rubbed his scythe, and began whetting it.
Levin strai ghtened hinself, and drawing a deep breath | ooked
round. Behind himcanme a peasant, and he too was evidently tired,
for he stopped at once without waiting to mow up to Levin, and
began whetting his scythe. Tit sharpened his scythe and Levin's,
and they went on. The next tinme it was just the same. Tit noved
on with sweep after sweep of his scythe, not stopping or show ng
signs of weariness. Levin followed him trying not to get left
behi nd, and he found it harder and harder: the nmonment cane when
he felt he had no strength left, but at that very moment Tit

st opped and whetted the scythes.
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So they mowed the first row. And this |ong row seened
particularly hard work to Levin; but when the end was reached and
Tit, shoul dering his scythe, began with deliberate stride
returning on the tracks left by his heels in the cut grass, and
Levin wal ked back in the same way over the space he had cut, in
spite of the sweat that ran in streans over his face and fell in
drops down his nose, and drenched his back as though he had been
soaked in water, he felt very happy. Wat delighted him

particularly was that now he knew he would be able to hold out.

Hi s pl easure was only disturbed by his row not being well cut. "I
will swing less with ny armand nmore with ny whol e body," he
t hought, conparing Tit's row, which looked as if it had been cut

with a line, with his own unevenly and irregularly |lying grass.

The first row, as Levin noticed, Tit had nowed specially quickly,
probably wi shing to put his master to the test, and the row
happened to be a | ong one. The next rows were easier, but stil

Levin had to strain every nerve not to drop behind the peasants.

He thought of nothing, wi shed for nothing, but not to be |eft
behi nd the peasants, and to do his work as well as possible. He
heard not hing but the swi sh of scythes, and saw before himTit's
upright figure nmowi ng away, the crescent-shaped curve of the cut
grass, the grass and flower heads slowy and rhythmically falling
before the bl ade of his scythe, and ahead of himthe end of the

row, where would cone the rest
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Suddenly, in the mdst of his toil, w thout understanding what it
was or whence it canme, he felt a pleasant sensation of chill on
his hot, noist shoulders. He glanced at the sky in the interva
for whetting the scythes. A heavy, |owering stormcloud had bl own
up, and big raindrops were falling. Sone of the peasants went to
their coats and put themon; others --just |ike Levin hinself--
nerely shrugged their shoul ders, enjoying the pleasant cool ness

of it.

Anot her row, and yet another row, followed--long rows and short
rows, with good grass and with poor grass. Levin |lost all sense
of time, and could not have told whether it was |late or early
now. A change began to conme over his work, which gave himinmense
satisfaction. In the mdst of his toil there were nmonents during
whi ch he forgot what he was doing, and it cane all easy to him
and at those sane nonents his row was al nost as snooth and wel

cut as Tit's. But so soon as he recoll ected what he was doing,
and began trying to do better, he was at once conscious of al

the difficulty of his task, and the row was badly nown.

On finishing yet another row he would have gone back to the top
of the neadow again to begin the next, but Tit stopped, and going
up to the old man said sonmething in a low voice to him They both

| ooked at

the sun. "What are they tal king about, and why doesn't he go

back?" thought Levin, not guessing that the peasants had been

nmowi ng no | ess than four hours w thout stopping, and it was tine
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for their |unch

"Lunch, sir," said the old man.

"Is it really tinme? That's right; lunch, then."

Levin gave his scythe to Tit, and together with the peasants, who
were crossing the long stretch of nown grass, slightly sprinkled
with rain, to get their bread fromthe heap of coats, he went
towards his house. Only then he suddenly awoke to the fact that
he had been wong about the weather and the rain was drenching

hi s hay.

"The hay will be spoiled," he said.

"Not a bit of it, sir; nmowin the rain, and you'll rake in fine

weat her!" said the old nman.

Levin untied his horse and rode hone to his coffee. Sergey
I vanovitch was only just getting up. Wen he had drunk his
coffee, Levin rode back again to the nmowi ng before Sergey
I vanovitch had had tine to dress and cone down to the

di ni ng-room

Chapter 5

After lunch Levin was not in the sane place in the string of

nmower s as before, but stood between the old man who had accosted

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ANNA KARENINA

hi m jocosely, and now invited himto be his neighbor, and a young
peasant, who had only been married in the autum, and who was

nmowi ng this summer for the first tine.

The ol d man, hol ding hinmself erect, nmoved in front, with his feet
turned out, taking long, regular strides, and with a precise and
regul ar action which seemed to cost himno nore effort than

swWi ngi ng one's arns in wal king, as though it were in play, he

| ai d down the high, even row of grass. It was as though it were
not he but the sharp scythe of itself sw shing through the juicy

grass.

Behi nd Levin cane the lad M shka. His pretty, boyish face, with a
twi st of fresh grass bound round his hair, was all working with
effort; but whenever any one | ooked at himhe snmled. He would

clearly have di ed sooner than own it was hard work for him

Levin kept between them In the very heat of the day the now ng
did not seem such hard work to him The perspiration with which
he was drenched cooled him while the sun, that burned his back
his head, and his arns, bare to the el bow, gave a vigor and
dogged energy to his |abor; and nore and nore often now cane
those nonents of unconsci ousness, when it was possible not to

t hi nk what one was doing. The scythe cut of itself. These were
happy nmonments. Still nore delightful were the noments when they
reached the stream where the rows ended, and the old man rubbed

his scythe with the wet, thick grass, rinsed its blade in
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the fre offered Levin a drink.

"What do you say to ny hone-brew, eh? Good, eh?" said he,

wi nki ng.

And truly Levin had never drunk any |iquor so good as this warm
water with green bits floating in it, and a taste of rust from
the tin dipper. And i mediately after this cane the delicious,

sl ow saunter, with his hand on the scythe, during which he could
W pe away the stream ng sweat, take deep breaths of air, and | ook
about at the long string of nowers and at what was happeni ng

around in the forest and the country.

The | onger Levin nowed, the oftener he felt the nmonments of
unconsci ousness in which it seened not his hands that swung the
scythe, but the scythe nowing of itself, a body full of life and
consci ousness of its own, and as though by magic, wthout
thinking of it, the work turned out regular and well-finished of

itself. These were the nost blissful nonments.

It was only hard work when he had to break off the notion, which
had becone unconscious, and to think; when he had to now round a
hillock or a tuft of sorrel. The old man did this easily. Wen a
hill ock came he changed his action, and at one tine with the
heel, and at another with the tip of his scythe, clipped the
hill ock round both sides with short strokes. And while he did
this he kept |ooking about and watchi ng what canme into his view
at one nonent he picked a wild berry and ate it or offered it to

Levin, then he flung away a twig with the bl ade of the scythe,
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then he | ooked at a quail's nest, fromwhich the bird flew just
under the scythe, or caught a snake that crossed his path, and
l[ifting it on the scythe as though on a fork showed it to Levin

and threw it away.

For both Levin and the young peasant behind him such changes of
position were difficult. Both of them repeating over and over
agai n the same strai ned novenent, were in a perfect frenzy of
toil, and were incapable of shifting their position and at the

same time watchi ng what was before them

Levin did not notice howtinme was passing. |If he had been asked
how | ong he had been working he woul d have said half an hour--and
it was getting on for dinner-tine. As they were wal ki ng back over
the cut grass, the old man called Levin's attention to the little
girls and boys who were coming fromdifferent directions, hardly
vi sible through the |Iong grass, and along the road towards the
nmower s, carrying sacks of bread dragging at their little hands
and pitchers of the sour rye-beer, with cloths wapped round

t hem

"Look'ee, the little emets crawming!" he said, pointing to them
and he shaded his eyes with his hand to | ook at the sun. They

nowed two nore rows; the old man stopped

"Cone, nmaster, dinner-tine!" he said briskly. And on reaching the

stream the nmowers noved off across the lines of cut grass towards

their
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pile of coats, where the children who had brought their dinners
were sitting waiting for them The peasants gathered into groups-
-those further away under a cart, those nearer under a wll ow

bush.

Levin sat down by them he felt disinclined to go away.

Al constraint with the nmaster had di sappeared | ong ago. The
peasants got ready for dinner. Some washed, the young | ads bat hed
in the stream others made a place confortable for a rest, untied
their sacks of bread, and uncovered the pitchers of rye-beer. The
old man crunbl ed up sone bread in a cup, stirred it with the
handl e of a spoon, poured water on it from the dipper, broke up
some nmore bread, and having seasoned it with salt, he turned to

the east to say his prayer.

"Cone, nmster, taste my sop," said he, kneeling down before the

cup.

The sop was so good that Levin gave up the idea of going hone. He
dined with the old man, and tal ked to himabout his famly
affairs, taking the keenest interest in them and told hi mabout
his own affairs and all the circunmstances that could be of
interest to the old man. He felt nuch nearer to himthan to his
brother, and could not help smling at the affection he felt for
this man. Wen the old man got up again, said his prayer, and |ay
down under a bush, putting some grass under his head for a

pillow, Levin did the same, and in spite of the clinging flies
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that were so persistent in the sunshine, and the mnidges that
tickled his hot face and body, he fell asleep at once and only
waked when the sun had passed to the other side of the bush and
reached him The old man had been awake a | ong while, and was

sitting up whetting the scythes of the younger | ads.

Levin | ooked about himand hardly recogni zed the pl ace,

everyt hing was so changed. The i nmense stretch of meadow had been
mown and was sparkling with a peculiar fresh brilliance, with its
lines of already sweet-snelling grass in the slanting rays of the
eveni ng sun. And the bushes about the river had been cut down,
and the river itself, not visible before, now gleamng |ike stee
inits bends, and the noving, ascending peasants, and the sharp
wal | of grass of the unmown part of the meadow, and the hawks
hovering over the stripped nmeadow-all was perfectly new. Raising
hi rsel f, Levin began considering how nmuch had been cut and how

much nore could still be done that day.

The work done was exceptionally much for forty-two men. They had
cut the whole of the big nmeadow, which had, in the years of serf
| abor, taken thirty scythes two days to now. Only the corners
remai ned to do, where the rows were short. But Levin felt a
longing to get as nuch nowi ng done that day as possible, and was
vexed with the sun sinking so quickly in the sky. He felt no
weariness; all he wanted was to get his work done nore and nore

qui ckly and as much done as possi bl e.

"Could you cut Mashkin Upland too?--what do you think?" he said
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to the old man.

"As God wills, the sun's not high. Alittle vodka for the |ads?"

At the afternoon rest, when they were sitting down again, arid
t hose who snmoked had lighted their pipes, the old man told the

men that Mashkin Upland's to be cut--"there' Il be sone vodka."

"Why not cut it? Come on, Tit! We'Ill |ook sharpl W can eat at
ni ght. Cone on!" cried voices, and eating up their bread, the

nower s went back to worKk.

"Conme, lads, keep it up!" said Tit, and ran on ahead al nbst at a

trot.

"Get along, get along!" said the old man, hurrying after himand

easily overtaking him "I'll nmow you down, | ook out!"

And young and ol d mowed away, as though they were racing with one
anot her. But however fast they worked, they did not spoil the
grass, and the rows were laid just as neatly and exactly. The
little piece left uncut in the corner was nown in five m nutes.
The |l ast of the nowers were just ending their rows while the
forenpst snatched up their coats onto their shoul ders, and

crossed the road towards Mashki n Upl and.

The sun was already sinking into the trees when they went with
their jingling dippers into the wooded ravi ne of Mashkin Upl and.

The grass was up to their waists in the mddle of the holl ow,
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soft, tender, and feathery, spotted here and there anong the

trees with wild heart's-ease.

After a brief consultation--whether to take the rows | engthw se
or di agonally--Prohor Yermlin, also a renowned mower, a huge,

bl ack- haired peasant, went on ahead. He went up to the top
turned back again and started nmowi ng, and they all proceeded to
formin |ine behind him going downhill through the hollow and
uphill right up to the edge of the forest. The sun sank behind
the forest. The dew was falling by now, the nowers were in the
sun only on the hillside, but below where a m st was rising, and
on the opposite side, they nowed into the fresh, dewy shade. The
work went rapidly. The grass cut with a juicy sound, and was at
once laid in high, fragrant rows. The nowers from all sides,
brought cl oser together in the short row, kept urging one another
on to the sound of jingling dipper and clangi ng scythes, and the

hi ss of the whetstones sharpening them and good-hunored shouts.

Levin still kept between the young peasant and the old man. The
old man, who had put on his short sheepskin jacket, was just as
good- hunored, jocose, and free in his novenents. Anong the trees
they were continually cutting with their scythes the so-called

"birch nushroons,” swollen fat in the succul ent grass. But the
old man bent down every time he came across a nushroom picked it
up and put it in his bosom "Another present for nmy old woman,"

he said as he did so.

Easy as it was to now the wet, soft grass, it was hard work going
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up and down the steep sides of the ravine. But this did not
trouble the old man. Swinging his scythe just as ever, and noving
his feet in their big, plaited shoes with firm little steps, he
clinbed slowy up the steep place, and though his breeches
hangi ng out bel ow his snock, and his whole franme trenmbled with
effort, he did not miss one blade of grass or one nmushroom on his
way, and kept meking jokes with the peasants and Levin. Levin

wal ked after himand often thought he nmust fall, as he clinbed
with a scythe up a steep cliffwhere it would have been hard work
to clanber without anything. But he clinbed up and did what he

had to do. He felt as though sone external force were nmoving him

Chapter 6

Mashki n Upl and was nown, the last row finished, the peasants had
put on their coats and were gaily trudging home. Levin got on his
horse and, parting regretfully fromthe peasants, rode honewards.
On the hillside he | ooked back; he could not see themin the m st
that had risen fromthe valley; he could only hear rough

good- hunored voi ces, |aughter, and the sound of clanking scythes.

Sergey lvanovitch had | ong ago finished dinner, and was drinking
iced lenon and water in his own room | ooking through the reviews
and papers, which he had only just received by post, when Levin
rushed into the room talking nerrily, with his wet and matted
hair sticking to his forehead, and his back and chest grined and

noi st .
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"We nowed the whole neadowl Ch, it is nice, delicious! And how
have you been getting on?" said Levin, conpletely forgetting the

di sagreeabl e conversation of the previous day.

“"Mercy! what do you look like!" said Sergey I|vanovitch, for the
first noment |ooking round with some dissatisfaction. "And the
door, do shut the door!" he cried. "You nust have let in a dozen

at |east."

Sergey lvanovitch could not endure flies, and in his own room he
never opened the w ndow except at night, and carefully kept the

door shut.

"Not one, on my honor. But if | have, I'Il catch them You
woul dn't believe what a pleasure it is! How have you spent the

day?"

"Very well. But have you really been nmowi ng the whol e day? |
expect you're as hungry as a wol f. Kouzma has got everything

ready for you."

“No, | don't feel hungry even. | had sonething to eat there. But

"1l go and wash."

"Yes, go along, go along, and I'll cone to you directly," said
Sergey lvanovitch, shaking his head as he | ooked at his brother
"Go al ong, nmaeke haste," he added sniling, and gathering up his

books, he prepared to go too. He, too, felt suddenly good-hunored
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and disinclined to | eave his brother's side. "But what did you do

while it was raining?"

"Rai n? Why, there was scarcely a drop. I'll cone directly. So you

had a nice day too? That's first-rate.” And Levin went off to

change his cl ot hes.

Five mnutes later the brothers net in the dining-room Although
it seemed to Levin that he was not hungry, and he sat down to

di nner sinply so as not to hurt Kouzma's feelings, yet when he
began to eat the dinner struck himas extraordinarily good.

Sergey lvanovitch watched himwith a snle

"COh, by the way, there's a letter for you," said he. "Kouzma,

bring it down, please. And mnd you shut the doors."

The letter was from Obl onsky. Levin read it al oud. bl onsky wrote
to himfrom Petersburg: "I have had a letter fromDolly; she's at
Er gushovo, and everything seens going wong there. Do ride over

and see her, please; help her with advice; you know all about it.

She will be so glad to see you. She's quite alone, poor thing. My
not her-in-law and all of themare still abroad."
"That's capital! | will certainly ride over to her," said Levin.

"O we'll go together. She's such a splendid woman, isn't she?"

"They're not far from here, then?"

"Twenty-five mles. Or perhaps it is thirty. But a capital road.
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Capital, we'll drive over."

"I shall be delighted," said Sergey Ivanovitch, still smling.
The sight of his younger brother's appearance had i nmedi ately put

himin a good hunor.

"Well, you have an appetite!" he said, |ooking at his dark-red,

sunburnt face and neck bent over the plate.

"Splendid! You can't imagi ne what an effectual renedy it is for
every sort of foolishness. | want to enrich nedicine with a new

word: Arbeitskur."

"Well, but you don't need it, | should fancy."

"No, but for all sorts of nervous invalids."

"Yes, it ought to be tried. | had neant to cone to the nowing to
| ook at you, but it was so unbearably hot that | got no further
than the forest. | sat there a little, and went on by the forest
to the village, net your old nurse, and sounded her as to the
peasants' view of you. As far as | can nmeke out, they don't
approve of this. She said: '"It's not a gentlemn's work.'
Altogether, | fancy that in the people's ideas there are very
clear and definite notions of certain, as they call it,
"gentlemanly' lines of action. And they don't sanction the

gentry's noving outside bounds clearly laid down in their ideas."
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"Maybe so; but anyway it's a pleasure such as | have never known
inmnm life. And there's no harmin it, you know. Is there?"
answered Levin. "I can't help it if they don't like it. Though
do believe it's all right. Eh?"

"Al toget her," pursued Sergey |lvanovitch, "you're satisfied with

your day?"

"Quite satisfied. W cut the whole nmeadow. And such a splendid
old man | nmade friends with there! You can't fancy how delightfu

he was!"

"Well, so you're content with your day. And so am|. First, |
sol ved two chess problens, and one a very pretty one--a pawn
opening. I'lIl show it you. And then--1 thought over our

conversation yesterday."

"Eh! our conversation yesterday?" said Levin, blissfully dropping
his eyelids and draw ng deep breaths after finishing his dinner
and absol utely incapable of recalling what their conversation

yesterday was about.

“I think you are partly right. Qur difference of opinion amunts
to this, that you nake the mainspring self-interest, while
suppose that interest in the comon weal is bound to exist in
every man of a certain degree of advancenent. Possibly you are
right too, that action founded on nmaterial interest would be nore
desirable. You are altogether, as the French say, too

primesautiere a nature; you nust have intense, energetic action
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or nothing."

Levin listened to his brother and did not understand a single
word, and did not want to understand. He was only afraid his
brot her m ght ask him sonme question which would make it evident

he had not heard.

"So that's what | think it is, nmy dear boy," said Sergey

I vanovi tch, touching himon the shoul der

"Yes, of course. But, do you know? | won't stand up for ny view"
answered Levin, with a guilty, childlike snmle. "Watever was it
I was disputing about?" he wondered. "OF course, |I'mright, and
he's right, and it's all first-rate. Only | nust go round to the

counti ng- house and see to things." He got up, stretching and

smling. Sergey lvanovitch smled too.

“If you want to go out, let's go together," he said, disinclined

to be parted fromhis brother, who seenmed positively breathing
out freshness and energy. "Cone, we'll go to the counting-house,

if you have to go there."

"Ch, heavens!" shouted Levin, so loudly that Sergey |vanovitch

was quite frightened.

"What, what is the natter?"

"How s Agafea M hal ovna's hand?" said Levin, slapping hinmself on
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the head. "I'd positively forgotten her even."

"It's nmuch better."

"Well, anyway "Il run down to her. Before you've tine to get

your hat on, |I'Il be back."

And he ran down-stairs, clattering with his heels |ike a

spring-rattle.

Chapter 7

St ephan Arkadyevitch had gone to Petersburg to performthe npst
natural and essential official duty--so famliar to every one in
t he government service, though inconprehensible to outsiders--
that duty, but for which one could hardly be in governnent
service, of remnding the mnistry of his existence--and having,
for the due performance of this rite, taken all the avail able
cash from honme, was gaily and agreeably spending his days at the
races and in the sunmer villas. Meanwhile Dolly and the children
had noved into the country, to cut down expenses as much as
possi bl e. She had gone to Ergushovo, the estate that had been her
dowy, and the one where in spring the forest had been sold. It
was nearly forty mles fromLevin's Pokrovskoe. The big, old
house at Ergushovo had been pulled down | ong ago, and the old
prince had had the | odge done up and built on to. Twenty years
before, when Dolly was a child, the | odge had been roomy and

confortable, though, like all |odges, it stood sideways to the
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entrance avenue, and faced the south. But by now this | odge was
ol d and dil api dated. When Stepan Arkadyevitch had gone down in
the spring to sell the forest, Dolly had begged himto | ook over
the house and order what repairs m ght be needed. Stepan
Arkadyevitch, like all unfaithful husbands indeed, was very
solicitous for his wife's confort, and he had hinsel f | ooked over
the house, and given instructions about everything that he

consi dered necessary. \Wat he consi dered necessary was to cover
all the furniture with cretonne, to put up curtains, to weed the
garden, to make a little bridge on the pond, and to plant Bowers.
But he forgot many other essential matters, the want of which

greatly distressed Darya Al exandrovna | ater on

In spite of Stepan Arkadyevitch's efforts to be an attentive
father and husband, he never could keep in his mnd that he had a
wi fe and children. He had bachelor tastes, and it was in
accordance with themthat he shaped his life. On his return to
Moscow he infornmed his wife with pride that everything was ready,
that the house would be a little paradise, and that he advised
her nost certainly to go. His wife's staying away in the country
was very agreeable to Stepan Arkadyevitch from every point of
view. it did the children good, it decreased expenses, and it

left himnore at liberty. Darya Al exandrovna regarded staying in
the country for the sunmmer as essential for the children
especially for the little girl, who had not succeeded in

regai ning her strength after the scarlatina, and also as a neans
of escaping the petty humliations, the little bills owing to the

wood- mer chant, the fishnonger, the shoemaker, which nade her
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nm serabl e. Besides this, she was pleased to go away to the
country because she was dreanmi ng of getting her sister Kitty to
stay with her there. Kitty was to be back fromabroad in the

m ddl e of the sumer, and bathi ng had been prescribed for her
Kitty wote that no prospect was so alluring as to spend the
sumrer with Dol ly at Ergushovo, full of childish associations for

both of them

The first days of her existence in the country were very hard for
Dolly. She used to stay in the country as a child, and the

i mpression she had retained of it was that the country was a
refuge fromall the unpl easantness of the town, that |life there,
t hough not | uxurious--Dolly could easily nake up her mnd to
that--was cheap and confortable; that there was plenty of

everyt hing, everything was cheap, everything could be got, and
children were happy. But now coming to the country as the head of
a famly, she perceived that it was all utterly unlike what she

had f anci ed.

The day after their arrival there was a heavy fall of rain and in
the night the water came through in the corridor and in the
nursery, so that the beds had to be carried into the

drawi ng-room There was no kitchenmaid to be found; of the nine
cows, it appeared fromthe words of the cowherd- wonan that sone
were about to calve, others had just cal ved, others were old, and
ot hers agai n hard-uddered; there was not butter nor mlk enough
even for the children. There were no eggs. They could get no
fows; old, purplish, stringy cocks were all they had for

roasting and boiling. Inpossible to get wonen to scrub the
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floors--all were potato-hoeing. Driving was out of the question
because one of the horses was restive, and bolted in the shafts.
There was no place where they could bathe; the whole of the
river-bank was tranpled by the cattle and open to the road; even
wal ks were inpossible, for the cattle strayed into the garden
through a gap in the hedge, and there was one terrible bull, who
bel | owed, and therefore m ght be expected to gore sonebody. There
were no proper cupboards for their clothes; what cupboards there
were either would not close at all, or burst open whenever any
one passed by them There were no pots and pans; there was no
copper in the washhouse, nor even an ironing-board in the maids’

room

Fi ndi ng i nstead of peace and rest all these, from her point of
view, fearful calamties, Darya Al exandrovna was at first in
despair. She exerted herself to the utnost, felt the hopel essness
of the position, and was every instant suppressing the tears that
started into her eyes. The bailiff, a retired quarternmaster, whom
St epan Arkadyevitch had taken a fancy to and had appointed

bailiff on account of his handsome and respectful appearance as a
hal | -porter, showed no synpathy for Darya Al exandrovna's woes. He
said respectfully, "nothing can be done, the peasants are such a

wretched lot,"” and did nothing to help her

The position seened hopel ess. But in the Obl onskys' household, as
inall famlies indeed, there was one inconspi cuous but nost
val uabl e and useful person, Marya Philinonovna. She soothed her

m stress, assured her that everything would cone round (it was
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her expression, and Matvey had borrowed it from her), and wi thout
fuss or hurry proceeded to set to work herself. She had

i medi ately nmade friends with the bailiff's wife, and on the very
first day she drank tea with her and the bailiff under the

acaci as, and reviewed all the circunstances of the position. Very
soon Marya Philinonovna had established her club, so to say,

under the acacias, and there it was, in this club, consisting of
the bailiff's wife, the village elder, and the counting-house
clerk, that the difficulties of existence were gradually snoothed
away, and in a week's tinme everything actually had cone round.
The roof was nended, a kitchenmaid was found--a crony of the
village el der's--hens were bought, the cows began giving mlKk,
the garden hedge was stopped up with stakes, the carpenter nmade a
mangl e, hooks were put in the cupboards, and they ceased to burst
open spont aneously, and an ironing-board covered with arnmy cloth
was pl aced across fromthe armof a chair to the chest of

drawers, and there was a snell of flatirons in the maids' room

"Just see, now, and you were quite in despair," said Marya

Phi | i monovna, pointing to the ironing-board. They even rigged up
a bat hing-shed of straw hurdles. Lily began to bathe, and Darya
Al exandrovna began to realize, if only in part, her expectations,
if not of a peaceful, at least of a confortable, life in the
country. Peaceful with six children Darya Al exandrovna coul d not
be. One would fall ill, another m ght easily becone so, a third
woul d be without sonething necessary, a fourth would show
synmptons of a bad disposition, and so on. Rare indeed were the

brief periods of peace. But these cares and anxieties were for

Darya Al exandrovna the sol e happi ness possible. Had it not been
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for them she would have been left alone to brood over her
husband who did not |ove her. And besides, hard though it was for
the nother to bear the dread of illness, the illnesses

t hensel ves, and the grief of seeing signs of evil propensities in
her children--the children thensel ves were even now repayi ng her
in small joys for her sufferings. Those joys were so small that

t hey passed unnoticed, like gold in sand, and at bad nonents she
coul d see nothing but the pain, nothing but sand; but there were
good nonents too when she saw nothing but the joy, nothing but

gol d.

Now in the solitude of the country, she began to be nore and nore
frequently aware of those joys. Oten, |ooking at them she would
make every possible effort to persuade herself that she was

m st aken, that she as a nmother was partial to her children. Al
the sane, she could not help saying to herself that she had
charm ng children, all six of themin different ways, but a set
of children such as is not often to be net with, and she was

happy in them and proud of them

Chapter 8

Towards the end of May, when everything had been nore or |ess
satisfactorily arranged, she received her husband's answer to her
conpl aints of the disorganized state of things in the country. He
wr ot e beggi ng her forgiveness for not having thought of

everyt hing before, and pronised to cone down at the first chance
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This chance did not present itself, and till the begi nning of

June Darya Al exandrovna stayed alone in the country.

On the Sunday in St. Peter's week Darya Al exandrovna drove to
mass for all her children to take the sacranment. Darya

Al exandrovna in her intimate, philosophical talks with her
sister, her nother, and her friends very often astoni shed them by
the freedomof her views in regard to religion. She had a strange
religion of transmigration of souls all her own, in which she had
firmfaith, troubling herself little about the dogmas of the
Church. But in her famly she was strict in carrying out all that
was required by the Church--and not nerely in order to set an
exanple, but with all her heart in it. The fact that the children
had not been at the sacrament for nearly a year worried her
extrenely, and with the full approval and synmpathy of Marya

Phi | i ronovna she decided that this should take place now in the

sunmmer .

For several days before, Darya Al exandrovna was busily

del i berating on how to dress all the children. Frocks were nmade
or altered and washed, seans and fl ounces were | et out, buttons
were sewn on, and ribbons got ready. One dress, Tanya's, which
the English governess had undertaken, cost Darya Al exandrovna
much | oss of tenper. The English governess in altering it had
made the seans in the wong place, had taken up the sleeves too
much, and altogether spoilt the dress. It was so narrow on
Tanya's shoulders that it was quite painful to | ook at her. But
Marya Philinonovna had the happy thought of putting in gussets,

and adding a little shoul der-cape. The dress was set right, but
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there was nearly a quarrel with the English governess. On the
nor ni ng, however, all was happily arranged, and towards ten

o' clock--the time at which they had asked the priest to wait for
them for the mass--the children in their new dresses, with
beanmi ng faces stood on the step before the carriage waiting for

their nother.

To the carriage, instead of the restive Raven, they had

har nessed, thanks to the representations of Marya Philinonovna,
the bailiff's horse, Brownie, and Darya Al exandrovna, del ayed by
anxi ety over her own attire, cane out and got in, dressed in a

white nuslin gown.

Darya Al exandrovna had done her hair, and dressed with care and
excitement. In the old days she had dressed for her own sake to
| ook pretty and be admred. Later on, as she got ol der, dress
becane nore and nore distasteful to her. She saw that she was

| osing her good | ooks. But now she began to feel pleasure and
interest in dress again. Now she did not dress for her own sake,
not for the sake of her own beauty, but sinply that as the nother
of those exquisite creatures she m ght not spoil the genera
effect. And | ooking at herself for the last tinme in the

| ooki ng- gl ass she was satisfied with herself. She | ooked nice.
Not nice as she would have wi shed to look nice in old days at a

ball, but nice for the object which she now had in view.

In the church there was no one but the peasants, the servants and

t heir wonmen-fol k. But Darya Al exandrovna saw, or fancied she saw,
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the sensation produced by her children and her. The children were
not only beautiful to look at in their smart little dresses, but
they were charming in the way they behaved. Aliosha, it is true,
did not stand quite correctly; he kept turning round, trying to
ook at his little jacket from behind; but all the same he was
wonderfully sweet. Tanya behaved |ike a grownup person, and

| ooked after the little ones. And the smallest, Lily, was

bewi tching in her naive astonishnent at everything, and it was
difficult not to smle when, after taking the sacranent, she said

in English, "Please, sone nore."

On the way honme the children felt that sonething sol enm had

happened, and were very sedate.

Everythi ng went happily at home too; but at lunch Gi sha began
whi stling, and, what was worse, was di sobedient to the English
governess, and was forbidden to have any tart. Darya Al exandrovna
woul d not have let things go so far on such a day had she been
present; but she had to support the English governess's
authority, and she upheld her decision that Gisha shoul d have no
tart. This rather spoiled the general goodhunor. Grisha cried,
decl aring that N kolinka had whistled too, and he was not

puni shed, and that he wasn't crying for the tart--he didn't care
--but at being unjustly treated. This was really too tragic, and
Darya Al exandrovna made up her mind to persuade the English
governess to forgive Grisha, and she went to speak to her. But on
the way, as she passed the drawi ng-room she beheld a scene,
filling her heart with such pleasure that the tears came into her

eyes, and she forgave the delinquent herself.
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The cul prit was sitting at the window in the corner of the

dr awi ngroom besi de hi mwas standing Tanya with a plate. On the
pretext of wanting to give some dinner to her dolls, she had
asked the governess's perm ssion to take her share of tart to the
nursery, and had taken it instead to her brother. Wile stil
weepi ng over the injustice of his punishnent, he was eating the
tart, and kept saying through his sobs, "Eat yourself; let's eat

it together ...together."

Tanya had at first been under the influence of her pity for
Grisha, then of a sense of her noble action, and tears were
standing in her eyes too; but she did not refuse, and ate her

share.

On catching sight of their nother they were di smayed, but,

| ooking into her face, they saw they were not doi ng wong. They
burst out |aughing, and, with their nouths full of tart, they
began wiping their smling lips with their hands, and snearing

their radiant faces all over with tears and jam

“Mercy! Your new white frock; Tanya! Giishal" said their nother
trying to save the frock, but with tears in her eyes, smling a

blissful, rapturous snmle

The new frocks were taken off, and orders were given for the

little girls to have their blouses put on, and the boys their old

j ackets, and the wagonette to be harnessed; with Brownie, to the
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bailiff's annoyance, again in the shafts, to drive out for
mushr oom pi cki ng and bathing. A roar of delighted shrieks arose
in the nursery, and never ceased till they had set off for the

bat hi ng- pl ace.

They gat hered a whol e basketful of nushroons; even Lily found a
bi rch mushroom It had al ways happened before that M ss Hool e
found them and pointed themout to her; but this tinme she found a
big one quite of herself, and there was a general scream of

delight, "Lily has found a nmushroonl™

Then they reached the river, put the horses under the
birch-trees, and went to the bathing-place. The coachnan,
Terenty, fastened the horses, who kept whisking away the flies,
to a tree, and, treading down the grass, lay down in the shade of
a birch and snoked his shag, while the never- ceasing shrieks of
delight of the children floated across to himfromthe

bat hi ng- pl ace.

Though it was hard work to | ook after all the children and
restrain their wild pranks, though it was difficult too to keep
in one's head and not mx up all the stockings, little breeches,
and shoes for the different legs, and to undo and to do up again
all the tapes and buttons, Darya Al exandrovna, who had al ways

i ked bathing herself, and believed it to be very good for the
chil dren, enjoyed nothing so nmuch as bathing with all the
children. To go over all those fat little legs, pulling on their
stockings, to take in her arms and dip those little naked bodies,

and to hear their screams of delight and alarm to see the
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breat hl ess faces with w de-open, scared, and happy eyes of al

her splashing cherubs, was a great pleasure to her

When hal f the children had been dressed, some peasant wonen in
hol i day dress, out picking herbs, cane up to the bathing-shed and
stopped shyly. Marya Philinonovna call ed one of them and handed
her a sheet and a shirt that had dropped into the water for her
to dry them and Darya Al exandrovnha began to talk to the wonen.
At first they | aughed behind their hands and did not understand
her questions, but soon they grew bol der and began to talk

wi nni ng Darya Al exandrovna's heart at once by the genuine

adm ration of the children that they showed.

"My, what a beautyl as white as sugar," said one, admring

Tani t chka, and shaki ng her head; "but thin . . ."

"Yes, she has been ill."

"And so they've been bathing you too," said another to the baby.

"No; he's only three nonths old," answered Darya Al exandrovna

with pride.

"You don't say so!"

"And have you any chil dren?"

"I"ve had four; I've two living--a boy and a girl. | weaned her
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| ast carnival."

"How ol d is she?"

"Why, two years old."

"Why did you nurse her so |ong?"

"It's our custom for three fasts.

And t he conversation becane nost interesting to Darya
Al exandrovna. VWhat sort of time did she have? What was the matter

with the boy? Where was her husband? Did it often happen?

Darya Al exandrovna felt disinclined to | eave the peasant wonen,
so interesting to her was their conversation, so conpletely
identical were all their interests. Wat pleased her nost of al
was that she saw clearly what all the wonen adnired nore than
anyt hi ng was her having so many children, and such fine ones. The
peasant women even nade Darya Al exandrovna | augh, and of f ended
the English governess, because she was the cause of the | aughter
she did not understand. One of the younger wonen kept staring at
t he Engli shworman, who was dressing after all the rest, and when
she put on her third petticoat she could not refrain fromthe
remark, "My, she keeps putting on and putting on, and she'l

never have done!" she said, and they all went off into roars.

Chapter 9
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On the drive home, as Darya Al exandrovna, with all her children
round her, their heads still wet fromtheir bath, and a kerchief
tied over her own head, was getting near the house, the coachman
said, "There's some gentleman comi ng: the master of Pokrovskoe,

do believe."

Darya Al exandrovna peeped out in front, and was delighted when
she recognized in the gray hat and gray coat the famliar figure
of Levin walking to neet them She was glad to see himat any
time, but at this nonent she was specially glad he should see her
in all her glory. No one was better able to appreciate her

grandeur than Levin.

Seeing her, he found hinself face to face with one of the

pi ctures of his day-dreamof famly life.

"You're like a hen with your chickens, Darya Al exandrovna."

"Ah, how glad | amto see you!" she said, holding out her hand to

hi m

"Gad to see me, but you didn't let ne know. My brother's staying

with me. | got a note from Stiva that you were here.”

"From Stiva?" Darya Al exandrovna asked with surprise

"Yes; he wites that you are here, and that he thinks you m ght
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allow nme to be of use to you," said Levin, and as he said it he
became suddenly enbarrassed, and, stopping abruptly, he wal ked on
in silence by the wagonette, snapping off the buds of the
lime-trees and ni bbling them He was enbarrassed through a sense
that Darya Al exandrovna woul d be annoyed by receiving from an
outsider help that should by rights have cone from her own
husband. Darya Al exandrovna certainly did not like this little
way of Stepan Arkadyevitch's of foisting his donestic duties on
others. And she was at once aware that Levin was aware of this.

It was just for this fineness of perception, for this delicacy,

that Darya Al exandrovna |iked Levin.

"I know, of course," said Levin, "that that sinply neans that you
would Iike to see me, and |' m exceedingly glad. Though | can
fancy that, used to town housekeeping as you are, you nust fee

in the wilds here, and if there's anything wanted, |1'm altogether

at your disposal."

"Ch, no!" said Dolly. "At first things were rather unconfortable,
but now we've settled everything capitally--thanks to ny old
nurse," she said, indicating Marya Philinpbnovna, who, seeing that
they were speaking of her, smiled brightly and cordially to
Levin. She knew him and knew that he would be a good match for

her young | ady, and was very keen to see the matter settled.

"Wn't you get in, sir, we'll nake roomthis side!" she said to
hi m
"No, I'l'l walk. Children, who'd Iike to race the horses with me?"
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The children knew Levin very little, and could not renenber when
they had seen him but they experienced in regard to hi mnone of
that strange feeling of shyness and hostility which children so
of ten experience towards hypocritical, grown-up people, and for
which they are so often and mi serably punished. Hypocrisy in
anyt hi ng whatever may deceive the cleverest and npbst penetrating
man, but the | east w de-awake of children recognizes it, and is
revolted by it, however ingeniously it may be disguised. \Watever
faults Levin had, there was not a trace of hypocrisy in him and
so the children showed himthe sane friendliness that they saw in
their nother's face. On his invitation, the two el der ones at
once junped out to himand ran with himas sinply as they would
have done with their nurse or Mss Hoole or their nother. Lily,

t oo, began begging to go to him and her nother handed her to

him he sat her on his shoulder and ran along with her

"Don't be afraid, don't be afraid, Darya Al exandrovna!" he said,
smling good-hunoredly to the nother; "there's no chance of ny

hurting or dropping her."

And, looking at his strong, agile, assiduously careful and
needl essly wary novenents, the nother felt her nmind at rest, and

smled gaily and approvingly as she watched him

Here, in the country, with children, and with Darya Al exandrovna,

wi th whom he was in synmpathy, Levin was in a nmood not infrequent

with him of childlike |ight-heartedness that she particularly
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liked in him As he ran with the children, he taught them
gymmastic feats, set Mss Hoole |aughing with his queer English
accent, and talked to Darya Al exandrovna of his pursuits in the

country.

After dinner, Darya Al exandrovna, sitting alone with himon the

bal cony, began to speak of Kitty.

"You know, Kitty's coming here, and is going to spend the summer

with nme."

"Really," he said, flushing, and at once, to change the
conversation, he said: "Then |I'll send you two cows, shall 1? If
you insist on a bill you shall pay nme five roubles a nonth; but

it"s really too bad of you."

"No, thank you. We can nmmnage very well now. "

"Ch, well, then, I'lIl have a | ook at your cows, and if you'l
allownme, 1'll give directions about their food. Everything

depends on their food."

And Levin, to turn the conversation, explained to Darya
Al exandrovna the theory of cow keeping, based on the principle
that the cowis sinply a machine for the transformati on of food

into mlk, and so on.

He tal ked of this, and passionately |onged to hear nore of Kitty,

and, at the same tinme, was afraid of hearing it. He dreaded the
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breaki ng up of the inward peace he had gained with such effort.

"Yes, but still all this has to be |ooked after, and who is there
to l ook after it?" Darya Al exandrovna responded, w thout

i nterest.

She had by now got her household matters so satisfactorily
arranged, thanks to Marya Philinmnovna, that she was disinclined
to make any change in them besides, she had no faith in Levin's
knowl edge of farm ng. Ceneral principles, as to the cow being a
machi ne for the production of mlk, she | ooked on with suspicion
It seened to her that such principles could only be a hindrance
in farm managenent. It all seened to her a far sinpler matter

all that was needed, as Marya Philinmnovna had expl ai ned, was to
gi ve Brindle and \Witebreast nore food and drink, and not to |et
the cook carry all the kitchen slops to the laundrymaid's cow.
That was clear. But general propositions as to feeding on nea
and on grass were doubtful and obscure. And, what was nost

i mportant, she wanted to talk about Kitty.

Chapter 10
"Kitty wites to me that there's nothing she |ongs for so nmuch as
qui et and solitude,"” Dolly said after the silence that had

f ol | owed.

"And how is she--better?" Levin asked in agitation.
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"Thank God, she's quite well again. | never believed her [ungs

were affected."

"Oh, I'mvery glad!" said Levin, and Dol ly fancied she saw
sonmet hi ng touching, helpless, in his face as he said this and

| ooked silently into her face.

"Let ne ask you, Konstantin Dmitrievitch," said Darya
Al exandrovna, smling her kindly and rather nmocking snmle, "why
is it you are angry with Kitty?"

"I'? 1"'mnot angry with her," said Levin.
"Yes, you are angry. Why was it you did not come to see us nor

t hem when you were i n Moscow?"

"Darya Al exandrovna," he said, blushing up to the roots of his
hair, "I wonder really that with your kind heart you don't fee
this. Howit is you feel no pity for ne, if nothing el se, when

you know. .."

"What do | know?"

"You know | nmade an offer and that | was refused,"” said Levin,

and all the tenderness he had been feeling for Kitty a nmnute

before was replaced by a feeling of anger for the slight he had

suf f er ed.
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"What makes you suppose | know?"

"Because everybody knows it

"That's just where you are mistaken: " | did not know it, though

I had guessed it was so."

"Well, now you know it."

"All 1 knew was that something had happened that nade her

dreadfully m serable, and that she begged nme never to speak of

it. And if she would not tell ne, she would certainly not speak

of it to any one else. But what did pass between you? Tell ne.

"I have told you."

"When was it?"

"When | was at their house the |last tine."

"Do you know that," said Darya Al exandrovna, "I amawfully,

awfully sorry for her. You suffer only frompride....

"Perhaps so," said Levin, "but ...."

She interrupted him

"But she, poor girl ...1 amawfully, awfully sorry for her.
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Now | see it all."

"Well, Darya Al exandrovna, you nust excuse ne," he said, getting

up. "Good-bye, Darya Al exandrovna, till we nmeet again."

"No, wait a mnute," she said, clutching himby the sleeve. "Wiit
a mnute, sit down."

"Pl ease, please, don't let us talk of this," he said, sitting
down, and at the sanme tinme feeling rise up and stir within his

heart a hope he had believed to be buried.

"If | did not like you," she said, and tears cane into her eyes;

"if | did not know you, as | do know you

The feeling that had seened dead revived nore and nore, rose up

and took possession of Levin's heart.

"Yes, | understand it all now, " said Darya Al exandrovna. "You
can't understand it; for you nmen, who are free and make your own
choice, it's always clear whomyou love. But a girl's in a
position of suspense, with all a wonman's or nmiden's nopdesty, a
girl who sees you nen from afar, who takes everything on trust,--
a girl my have, and often has, such a feeling that she cannot

tell what to say."

"Yes, if the heart does not speak

"No, the heart does speak; but just consider: you men have views
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about a girl, you cone to the house, you nmake friends, you
criticize, you wait to see if you have found what you |ove, and

then, when you are sure you |love her, you make an offer....

"Well, that's not quite it."

"Anyway you make an offer, when your love is ripe or when the
bal ance has conpletely turned between the two you are choosing

from But a girl is not asked. She is expected to nake her

choi ce, and yet she cannot choose, she can only answer 'yes' or

no.

"Yes, to choose between ne and Vronsky," thought Levin, and the
dead thing that had come to Iife within himdied again, and only

wei ghed on his heart and set it aching.

"Darya Al exandrovna," he said, "that's how one chooses a new
dress or sone purchase or other, not |ove. The choice has been
made, and so nuch the better.... And there can be no repeating

it."

"“Ah, pride, pride!" said Darya Al exandrovna, as though despi sing
him for the baseness of this feeling in conparison with that

ot her feeling which only wonmen know. "At the tinme when you nade
Kitty an offer she was just in a position in which she could not
answer. She was in doubt. Doubt between you and Vronsky. H m she
was seeing every day, and you she had not seen for a |long while.

Supposi ng she had been older ...1, for instance, in her place
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could have felt no doubt. | always disliked him and so it has

turned out."

Levin recalled Kitty's answer. She had said: "No, that cannot

be...."
"Darya Al exandrovna," he said dryly, "I appreciate your
confidence in nme; | believe you are making a m stake. But whether

| amright or wong, that pride you so despi se makes any thought
of Katerina Al exandrovna out of the question for ne,--you

understand, utterly out of the question.”

"I will only say one thing nore: you know that | am speaki ng of
nmy sister, whom!| love as | love my own children. | don't say she
cared for you, all | meant to say is that her refusal at that

moment proves not hung.

"I don't know" said Levin, junping up. "If you only knew how you
are hurting nme. It's just as if a child of yours were dead, and
they were to say to you: He would have been like this and |ike
that, and he m ght have |lived, and how happy you woul d have been

in him But he's dead, dead, dead! . . ."

"How absurd you are!" said Darya Al exandrovna, |ooking with
mour nful tenderness at Levin's excitenent. "Yes, | see it al
nore and nore clearly," she went on nusingly. "So you won't cone

to see us, then, when Kitty's here?"

"No, | shan't conme. O course | won't avoid meeting Katerina
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Al exandrovna, but as far as | can, | will try to save her the

annoyance of ny presence.”

"You are very, very absurd," repeated Darya Al exandrovna, | ooking
with tenderness into his face. "Very well then, let it be as
t hough we had not spoken of this. What have you cone for, Tanya?"

she said in French to the little girl who had cone in.

"Where's ny spade, manmm?"

"l speak French, and you nust too."

The little girl tried to say it in French, but could not renenber
the French for spade; the nother pronpted her, and then told her
in French where to | ook for the spade. And this made a

di sagreeabl e i npression on Levin.

Everything in Darya Al exandrovna's house and children struck him
now as by no neans so charming as a little while before. "And
what does she talk French with the children for?" he thought;
“how unnatural and false it is! And the children feel it so:
Learni ng French and unl earning sincerity," he thought to hinself,
unawar e that Darya Al exandrovna had thought all that over twenty
times already, and yet, even at the cost of some |oss of
sincerity, believed it necessary to teach her children French in

t hat way.

"But why are you goin