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Chapter VIII, The Third and Last Interview with Smerdyakov 

WHEN he was half-way there, the keen dry wind that had been blowing early that morning rose again, and a fine dry snow began falling thickly.  It did not lie on the ground, but was whirled about by the wind, and soon there was a regular snowstorm.  There were scarcely any lamp-posts in the part of the town where Smerdyakov lived.  Ivan strode alone in the darkness, unconscious of the storm, instinctively picking out his way.  His head ached and there was a painful throbbing in his temples.  He felt that his hands were twitching convulsively.  Not far from Marya Kondratyevna's cottage, Ivan suddenly came upon a solitary drunken little peasant.  He was wearing a coarse and patched coat, and was walking in zigzags, grumbling and swearing to himself.  Then suddenly he would begin singing in a husky drunken voice:

                  “Ach, Vanka's gone to Petersburg;
                   I won't wait till he comes back.”

But he broke off every time at the second line and began swearing again; then he would begin the same song again.  Ivan felt an intense hatred for him before he had thought about him at all.  Suddenly he realized his presence and felt an irresistible impulse to knock him down.  At that moment they met, and the peasant with a violent lurch fell full tilt against Ivan, who pushed him back furiously.  The peasant went flying backwards and fell like a log on the frozen ground.  He uttered one plaintive "O--oh!" and then was silent.  Ivan stepped up to him.  He was lying on his back, without movement or consciousness.  "He will be frozen," thought Ivan, and he went on his way to Smerdyakov's.

In the passage, Marya Kondratyevna, who ran out to open the door with a candle in her hand, whispered that Smerdyakov was very ill; "It's not that he's laid up, but he seems not himself, and he even told us to take the tea away; he wouldn't have any."

"Why, does he make a row?" asked Ivan coarsely.

"Oh dear no, quite the contrary, he's very quiet.  Only please don't talk to him too long," Marya Kondratyevna begged him.  Ivan opened the door and stepped into the room.

It was over-heated as before, but there were changes in the room.  One of the benches at the side had been removed, and in its place had been put a large old mahogany leather sofa, on which a bed had been made up, with fairly clean white pillows.  Smerdyakov was sitting on the sofa, wearing the same dressing-gown.  The table had been brought out in front of the sofa, so that there was hardly room to move.  On the table lay a thick book in yellow cover, but Smerdyakov was not reading it.  He seemed to be sitting doing nothing.  He met Ivan with a slow silent gaze, and was apparently not at all surprised at his coming.  There was a great change in his face; he was much thinner and sallower.  His eyes were sunken and there were blue marks under them.

"Why, you really are ill?" Ivan stopped short.  "I won't keep you long, I won’t even take off my coat.  Where can one sit down?"

He went to the other end of the table, moved up a chair and sat down on it.

"Why do you look at me without speaking?  I’ve only come with one question, and I swear I won't go without an answer.  Has the young lady, Katerina Ivanovna, been with you?"

Smerdyakov still remained silent, looking quietly at Ivan as before.  Suddenly, with a motion of his hand, he turned his face away.

"What's the matter with you?" cried Ivan.

"Nothing."

"What do you mean by 'nothing'?"

"Yes, she has.  It's no matter to you.  Let me alone."

"No, I won't let you alone.  Tell me, when was she here?"

"Why, I'd quite forgotten about her," said Smerdyakov, with a scornful smile, and turning his face to Ivan again, he stared at him with a look of frenzied hatred, the same look that he had fixed on him at their last interview, a month before.

"You seem very ill yourself, your face is sunken; you don't look like yourself," he said to Ivan.

"Never mind my health, tell me what I ask you.”

"But why are your eyes so yellow?  The whites are quite yellow.  Are you so worried?"  He smiled contemptuously and suddenly laughed outright.

"Listen; I've told you I won't go away without an answer!" Ivan cried, intensely irritated.

"Why do you keep pestering me?  Why do you torment me?" said Smerdyakov, with a look of suffering.

"Damn it!  I've nothing to do with you.  Just answer my question and I'll go away."

"I've no answer to give you," said Smerdyakov, looking down again.

"You may be sure I'll make you answer!"

"Why are you so uneasy?" Smerdyakov stared at him, not simply with contempt, but almost with repulsion.  "Is this because the trial begins to-morrow?  Nothing will happen to you; can't you believe that at last?  Go home, go to bed and sleep in peace, don't be afraid of anything."

"I don't understand you....What have I to be afraid of to-morrow?" Ivan articulated in astonishment, and suddenly a chill breath of fear did in fact pass over his soul.  Smerdyakov measured him with his eyes.

"You don't understand?" he drawled reproachfully.  "It's a strange thing a sensible man should care to play such a farce!"

Ivan looked at him speechless.  The startling, incredibly supercilious tone of this man who had once been his valet, was extraordinary in itself.  He had not taken such a tone even at their last interview.

"I tell you, you've nothing to be afraid of. I won't say anything about you; there's no proof against you.  I say, how your hands are trembling!  Why are your fingers moving like that?  Go home, you did not murder him."

Ivan started.  He remembered Alyosha.

"I know it was not I," he faltered.

"Do you?" Smerdyakov caught him up again.

Ivan jumped up and seized him by the shoulder.

"Tell me everything, you viper!  Tell me everything!"

Smerdyakov was not in the least scared.  He only riveted his eyes on Ivan with insane hatred.

"Well, it was you who murdered him, if that's it," he whispered furiously.

Ivan sank back on his chair, as though pondering something.  He laughed malignantly.

"You mean my going away.  What you talked about last time?"

"You stood before me last time and understood it all, and you understand it now."

"All I understand is that you are mad."

"Aren't you tired of it?  Here we are face to face; what's the use of going on keeping up a farce to each other?  Are you still trying to throw it all on me, to my face?  You murdered him; you are the real murderer, I was only your instrument, your faithful servant, and it was following your words I did it."

…
Chapter IX, The Devil. Ivan’s Nightmare.

I AM not a doctor, but yet I feel that the moment has come when I must inevitably give the reader some account of the nature of Ivan's illness.  Anticipating events I can say at least one thing: he was at that moment on the very eve of an attack of brain fever.  Though his health had long been affected, it had offered a stubborn resistance to the fever which in the end gained complete mastery over it.  Though I know nothing of medicine, I venture to hazard the suggestion that he really had perhaps, by a terrible effort of will, succeeded in delaying the attack for a time, hoping, of course, to check it completely.  He knew that he was unwell, but he loathed the thought of being ill at that fatal time, at the approaching crisis in his life, when he needed to have all his wits about him, to say what he had to say boldly and resolutely and "to justify himself to himself."

He had, however, consulted the new doctor, who had been brought from Moscow by a fantastic notion of Katerina Ivanovna's to which I have referred already.  After listening to him and examining him the doctor came to the conclusion that he was actually suffering from some disorder of the brain, and was not at all surprised by an admission which Ivan had reluctantly made him. "Hallucinations are quite likely in your condition," the doctor opined, 'though it would be better to verify them... you must take steps at once, without a moment's delay, or things will go badly with you." 

…

The countenance of the unexpected visitor was not so much good-natured, as accommodating and ready to assume any amiable expression as occasion might arise.  He had no watch, but he had a tortoise-shell lorgnette on a black ribbon.  On the middle finger of his right hand was a massive gold ring with a cheap opal stone in it.

Ivan was angrily silent and would not begin the conversation.  The visitor waited and sat exactly like a poor relation who had come down from his room to keep his host company at tea, and was discreetly silent, seeing that his host was frowning and preoccupied.  But he was ready for any affable conversation as soon as his host should begin it.  All at once his face expressed a sudden solicitude.

…

"Leave me alone, you are beating on my brain like a haunting nightmare," Ivan moaned miserably, helpless before his apparition.  "I am bored with you, agonizingly and insufferably.  I would give anything to be able to shake you off!"

"I repeat, moderate your expectations, don't demand of me 'everything great and noble,' and you'll see how well we shall get on," said the gentleman impressively.  "You are really angry with me for not having appeared to you in a red glow, with thunder and lightning, with scorched wings, but have shown myself in such a modest form.  You are wounded, in the first place, in your aesthetic feelings, and, secondly, in your pride.  How could such a vulgar devil visit such a great man as you!  Yes, there is that romantic strain in you, that was so derided by Byelinsky.  I can't help it, young man, as I got ready to come to you I did think as a joke of appearing in the figure of a retired general who had served in the Caucasus, with a star of the Lion and the Sun on my coat.  But I was positively afraid of doing it, for you'd have thrashed me for daring to pin the Lion and the Sun on my coat, instead of, at least, the Polar Star or the Sirius.  And you keep on saying I am stupid, but, mercy on us!  I make no claim to be equal to you in intelligence…Yes, till the secret is revealed, there are two sorts of truths for me--one, their truth, yonder, which I know nothing about so far, and the other my own. And there's no knowing which will turn out the better.... Are you asleep?"

"I might well be," Ivan groaned angrily.  "All my stupid ideas--outgrown, thrashed out long ago, and flung aside like a dead carcass you present to me as something new!"

"There's no pleasing you!  And I thought I should fascinate you by my literary style.  That hosannah in the skies really wasn't bad, was it? And then that ironical tone a la Heine, eh?"

"No, I was never such a flunkey!  How then could my soul beget a flunkey like you?"

"My dear fellow, I know a most charming and attractive young Russian gentleman, a young thinker and a great lover of literature and art, the author of a promising poem entitled The Grand Inquisitor.  I was only thinking of him!"

"I forbid you to speak of The Grand Inquisitor," cried Ivan, crimson with shame.

"And the Geological Cataclysm.  Do you remember?  That was a poem, now!"

"Hold your tongue, or I'll kill you!"

"You'll kill me?  No, excuse me, I will speak. I came to treat myself to that pleasure.  Oh, I love the dreams of my ardent young friends, quivering with eagerness for life!  ‘There are new men,' you decided last spring, when you were meaning to come here, 'they propose to destroy everything and begin with cannibalism.  Stupid fellows!  They didn't ask my advice!  I maintain that nothing need be destroyed, that we only need to destroy the idea of God in man, that's how we have to set to work.  It's that, that we must begin with.  Oh, blind race of men who have no understanding!  As soon as men have all of them denied God--and I believe that period, analogous with geological periods, will come to pass--the old conception of the universe will fall of itself without cannibalism, and, what's more, the old morality, and everything will begin anew.  Men will unite to take from life all it can give, but only for joy and happiness in the present world.  Man will be lifted up with a spirit of divine Titanic pride and the man-god will appear.  From hour to hour extending his conquest of nature infinitely by his will and his science, man will feel such lofty joy from hour to hour in doing it that it will make up for all his old dreams of the joys of heaven.  Everyone will know that he is mortal and will accept death proudly and serenely like a god.  His pride will teach him that it's useless for him to repine at life's being a moment, and he will love his brother without need of reward.  Love will be sufficient only for a moment of life, but the very consciousness of its momentariness will intensify its fire, which now is dissipated in dreams of eternal love beyond the grave'... and so on and so on in the same style.  Charming!"

Ivan sat with his eyes on the floor, and his hands pressed to his ears, but he began trembling all over.  The voice continued.

"The question now is, my young thinker reflected, is it possible that such a period will ever come?  If it does, everything is determined and humanity is settled forever.  But as, owing to man's inveterate stupidity, this cannot come about for at least a thousand years, everyone who recognizes the truth even now may legitimately order his life as he pleases, on the new principles.  In that sense, 'all things are lawful' for him.  What's more, even if this period never comes to pass, since there is anyway no God and no immortality, the new man may well become the man-god, even if he is the only one in the whole world, and promoted to his new position, he may lightheartedly overstep all the barriers of the old morality of the old slave-man, if necessary.  There is no law for God.  Where God stands, the place is holy. Where I stand will be at once the foremost place... 'all things are lawful' and that's the end of it!  That's all very charming; but if you want to swindle why do you want a moral sanction for doing it?  But that's our modern Russian all over.  He can't bring himself to swindle without a moral sanction.  He is so in love with truth--"

The visitor talked, obviously carried away by his own eloquence, speaking louder and louder and looking ironically at his host.  But he did not succeed in finishing; Ivan suddenly snatched a glass from the table and flung it at the orator…

A loud, persistent knocking was suddenly heard at the window.  Ivan jumped up from the sofa.

"Do you hear?  You'd better open," cried the visitor; "it's your brother Alyosha with the most interesting and surprising news, I'll be bound!"

"Be silent, deceiver, I knew it was Alyosha, I felt he was coming, and of course he has not come for nothing; of course he brings ‘news,'" Ivan exclaimed frantically.

"Open, open to him.  There's a snowstorm and he is your brother.  Monsieur sait-il le temps qu'il fait? C'est a ne pas mettre un chien dehors."

The knocking continued.  Ivan wanted to rush to the window, but something seemed to fetter his arms and legs.  He strained every effort to break his chains, but in vain.  The knocking at the window grew louder and louder.  At last the chains were broken and Ivan leapt up from the sofa.  He looked round him wildly.  Both candles had almost burnt out, the glass he had just thrown at his visitor stood before him on the table, and there was no one on the sofa opposite.  The knocking on the window frame went on persistently, but it was by no means so loud as it had seemed in his dream; on the contrary, it was quite subdued.

"It was not a dream!  No, I swear it was not a dream, it all happened just now!" cried Ivan.  He rushed to the window and opened the movable pane.

"Alyosha, I told you not to come," he cried fiercely to his brother. "In two words, what do you want?  In two words, do you hear?"

"An hour ago Smerdyakov hanged himself," Alyosha answered from the yard.

[bookmark: _GoBack]“Come round to the steps, I’ll open at once,” said Ivan, going to open the door to Alyosha.   
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