
going forwards.” Death emerges vari- 
ously as nothingness, a black hole, a 
judge (like the character himself), and 
perhaps most memorably, as “It.” In 
Russian this pronoun is feminine and 
thus closer to the English “She.” As 
death slowly comes to the protagonist, 
language itself begins to break down. In 
the final chapter, he starts screaming, “I 
won't,” but this becomes simply “Oh! 
Oh! Oh!”—a sound that lasts for three 
solid days. In his final moments of illu- 
mination, the protagonist tries to ask 

THE DEATH OF IVAN ILYICH | 683 

his son to “forgive” him but says only 
“forgo.” As Ivan Ilyich’s viewpoint devel- 
ops and changes, the story narrows in 
time and space; the focus tightens, his 
range of movements contracts, the 

chapters get shorter, and the time of the 
events shrinks. 

Guy de Maupassant, a French writer 
whom Tolstoy admired, read The Death 
of Ivan Ilyich late in his own life, and 
said, sadly: “I realize that everything I 
have done now was to no purpose, and 
that my ten volumes are worthless.” 

The Death of Ivan Ilyich! 

I 

During a break in the hearing of the Melvinsky case, the members of the 
court and the prosecutor met in Ivan Yegorovich Shebek’s room in the big law 
courts building and began talking about the famous Krasovsky case. Fyodor 
Vasilyevich became heated, contending that it didn’t come under their juris- 
diction; Ivan Yegorovich held his ground; while Pyotr lvanovich, not having 
joined in the argument at the beginning, took no part in it and was looking 
through the Gazette, which had just been delivered. 

“Gentlemen!” he said. “Ivan Ilyich has died.” 
“He hasn't!” 
“Look, read this,” he said to Fyodor Vasilyevich, handing him a fresh copy 

which still smelled of ink. 
Within a black border was printed: “Praskovya Fyodorovna Golovina with 

deep sorrow informs family and friends of the passing of her beloved spouse 
Ivan Ilyich Golovin, member of the Court of Justice, which took place on the 

Ath of February of this year 1882. The funeral will be on Friday at 1 p.m.” 

Ivan Ilyich was a colleague of the gentlemen meeting there and they all 

liked him. He had been ill for several weeks; people were saying his illness 

was incurable. His position had been kept for him, but there had been con- 

jectures that, in the event of his death, Alekseyev might be appointed to his 

position, and either Vinnikov or Shtabel to Alekseyev’s. So on hearing of Ivan 

Ilyich’s death the first thought of each of the gentlemen meeting in the room 

was of the significance the death might have for the transfer or promotion of 

the members themselves or their friends. 

Now I will probably get Shtabel’s or Vinnikov's position, thought Fyodor 

Vasilyevich. It was promised to me long ago and this promotion means a raise 

of eight hundred rubles, plus a private office. 

1. Translated by Peter Carson. 



684 | EOF TOESWTOY 

Now I must ask about the transfer of my brother-in-law from Kaluga, thought 

Pyotr Ivanovich. My wife will be very pleased. Now she won't be able to say that 

I've never done anything for her family. 

“I thought he wouldn't leave his bed,” Pyotr Ivanovich said aloud. “Such a 

pity.” 
“What was actually wrong with him?” 
“The doctors couldn't make a diagnosis. That is, they did, but different 

ones. When I saw him the last time, | thought he would recover.” 
“And I didn’t go and see him after the holidays. I kept meaning to.” 
“Did he have any moneyr” 
“I think his wife had a very small income. But next to nothing.” 
“Yes, we'll have to go and see her. They lived a terribly long way off.” 
“That is, a long way from you. Everything’s a long way from you.” 
“He just can’t forgive me for living on the other side of the river,” said Pyotr 

Ivanovich, smiling at Shebek. And they started talking about distances in the 
city, and went back into the courtroom. 

Apart from the thoughts the death brought each of them about the possible 
moves and changes at work that might follow, the actual fact of the death of 
a close acquaintance evoked, as always, in all who learned of it a complacent 
feeling that it was “he who had died, not I.” 

So—he’s dead; but here I am still, each thought or felt. At this point his closer 
acquaintances, the so-called friends of Ivan Ilyich, involuntarily thought that 
they now needed to carry out the very tedious requirements of etiquette and go 
to the requiem service and pay a visit of condolence to the widow. 

Closest of all were Fyodor Vasilyevich and Pyotr Ivanovich. 
Pyotr Ivanovich was a friend from law school and considered himself under 

an obligation to Ivan Ilyich. 
Having given his wife over dinner the news of Ivan Ilyich’s death and his 

thoughts about the possibility of his brother-in-law’s transfer to their district, 
Pyotr Ivanovich didn’t lie down to have a rest but put on a formal tailcoat and 
drove to Ivan Ilyich’s. 

At the entrance to Ivan Ilyich’s apartment stood a carriage and two cabs. 
Downstairs in the hall by the coatrack, leaning against the wall, was the 
brocade-covered lid of the coffin with tassels and a gold braid that had been 
cleaned with powder. Two ladies in black were taking off their fur coats. One 
of them, Ivan Ilyich’s sister, he knew; the other was an unknown lady. Pyotr 
Ivanovich’s colleague Schwarz was coming downstairs and, seeing from the 
top step who had come in, he winked at him as if to say, “Ivan Ilyich has 
made a silly mess of things; you and I have done things differently.” 

Schwarz’s face with his English side-whiskers and his whole thin figure in 
a tailcoat as usual had an elegant solemnity, and this solemnity, which was 
always at odds with Schwarz’s playful character, was especially piquant here. 
So Pyotr Ivanovich thought. 

Pyotr Ivanovich let the ladies go in front of him and slowly followed them up 
the stairs. Schwarz didn’t come down but stayed at the top. Pyotr Ivanovich 
understood why: he obviously wanted to arrange where they should play vint? 
today. The ladies went up the stairs to the widow but Schwarz, with a serious 

2. A Russian card game, similar to whist and bridge. 
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set to his strong lips and a playful look, indicated by a twitch of his eyebrows 
that Pyotr Ivanovich should go to the right, into the room where the corpse lay. 

Pyotr Ivanovich went in, feeling, as is always the case, at a loss as to what he 
should do there. One thing he did know was that in these circumstances it 
never does any harm to cross oneself. He wasn't altogether sure whether one 
should also bow and so he chose a middle course: entering the room, he started 
to cross himself and made a kind of slight bow. Insofar as the movements of his 
head and hands would allow, he looked round the room at the same time. Two 
young men, probably nephews, one of them a gymnasium’ pupil, were crossing 
themselves as they left the room. An old woman stood motionless, and a lady 
with oddly arched eyebrows was saying something to her in a whisper. A church 
lector* in a frock coat with a vigorous and decisive way to him was reading 
something out loudly with an expression that permitted no contradiction; the 
peasant manservant Gerasim, stepping lightly in front of Pyotr Ivanovich, scat- 
tered something on the ground. Seeing that, Pyotr Ivanovich at once sensed the 
faint smell of a decomposing body. On his last visit to Ivan Ilyich he had seen 
this peasant in the study; he carried out the duties of a sick-nurse, and Ivan 
Ilyich was especially fond of him. Pyotr Ivanovich kept crossing himself and 
bowing slightly in an intermediate direction between the coffin, the lector, and 
the icons on a table in the corner. Then, when he thought the movement of 
crossing himself with his hand had gone on for too long, he stopped and started 
to examine the dead man. 

The dead man lay, as dead men always do, especially heavily, his stiffened 
limbs sunk in the padded lining of the coffin with his head bent back forever 
on the pillow, and, as always with dead men, his yellow waxen forehead stick- 
ing out, showing bald patches on his hollow temples, his nose protruding as if 
it pressed on his upper lip. He had greatly changed, had become even thinner 
since Pyotr Ivanovich had seen him, but like all dead men, his face was hand- 
somer, above all more imposing than when he was alive. On his face was an 
expression that said what had to be done had been done, and done properly. 
This expression also held a reproach or reminder to the living. Pyotr Ivanovich 
found this reminder inappropriate—or at the least one not applying to himself. 
This gave Pyotr Ivanovich an unpleasant feeling, and so he hurriedly crossed 
himself once more and turned, too hurriedly he thought, and not in accor- 
dance with propriety, and went to the door. Schwarz was waiting for him in the 

next room, his legs wide apart and both hands playing behind his back with his 

top hat. One look at Schwarz’s playful, neat, and elegant figure refreshed Pyotr 

Ivanovich. Pyotr Ivanovich felt that Schwarz stood above all this and didn’t 

allow himself to give in to depressing thoughts. The very way he looked stated 

the following: the fact of Ivan Iyich’s requiem cannot serve as a sufficient rea- 

son to consider the order of the courts disrupted; in other words, nothing can 

stop us unsealing and shuffling a pack of cards this evening while the manser- 

vant puts out four fresh candles; in general there are no grounds for assuming 

that this fact can prevent us from spending a pleasant evening, even today. He 

said this in a whisper to Pyotr Ivanovich as he came in, proposing they meet for 

3. School for preparing students to enter uni- —_ Eastern Orthodox Church, responsible for 

i i scripture during services. versity. reading from scrip g 

4. High position in the minor orders of the 
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a game at Fyodor Vasilyevich’s. But apparently Pyotr Ivanovich was not fated to 

play vint this evening. Praskovya Fyodorovna, a short, plump woman who 

broadened from the shoulders down in spite of all her efforts to achieve the 

opposite, was dressed all in black with her head covered in lace and with oddly 

arched eyebrows like the lady standing by the coffin. She came out of her 

rooms with the other ladies, and taking them to the door where the dead man 

lay, said: 
“Now there’ll be the requiem; do go in.” 
Schwarz stopped, making a vague bow—clearly neither accepting nor 

rejecting this proposal. Praskovya Fyodorovna, recognizing Pyotr Ivanovich, 
sighed, went right up to him, took him by the hand, and said: 

“I know that you were a true friend of Ivan Ilyich . . .” and looked at him, 
waiting for an action on his part that corresponded to these words. 

Pyotr Ivanovich knew that just as in that room one had had to cross one- 
self, so here one must press the hand, sigh, and say, “Believe me!” And that’s 
what he did. And having done it he felt that the desired result had been 
obtained: he was moved and she was moved. 

“Come while they haven't started in there; I need to talk to you,” said the 
widow. “Give me your hand.” 

Pyotr Ivanovich gave his hand and they went off into the inner rooms, past 
Schwarz who winked sadly at Pyotr Ivanovich. “There’s your vint gone! Don’t 
take it out on us; we'll find another partner. Maybe you can cut in once you've 
gotten free,” said his playful look. 

Pyotr Ivanovich sighed even more deeply and sadly, and Praskovya Fyodor- 
ovna gratefully pressed his hand. They went into her dimly lit drawing room 
hung with pink cretonne’ and sat down by a table, she on a sofa and Pyotr 
Ivanovich on a low pouf built on springs that awkwardly gave way as he sat 
down. (Praskovya Fyodorovna was going to warn him to sit on another chair 
but found such a warning inappropriate for the situation and changed her 
mind.) As he sat down on the pouf, Pyotr Ivanovich remembered how Ivan 

Ilyich had arranged this drawing room and consulted him about this very 
pink cretonne with green leaves. On her way to sit down on the sofa, as she 
passed the table (the whole drawing room was full of furniture and knick 
knacks), the widow caught the lace of her black mantilla on the carving of the 
table. Pyotr Ivanovich got up to unhook her, and the sprung pouf now released 
below began to sway and push at him. The widow started to unhook the lace 
herself and Pyotr Ivanovich sat down again, quelling the rebellious pouf 
underneath him. But the widow hadn't unhooked it all, and Pyotr Ivanovich 
again got up and the pouf again rebelled and even made a noise. When all 
this was over she took out a clean cambric handkerchief and began to cry. 
Pyotr Ivanovich felt chilled by the episode of the lace and the battle with the 
pouf and sat frowning. This awkward situation was interrupted by Sokolov, 
Ivan Ilyich’s butler, reporting that the place in the cemetery Praskovya 
Fyodorovna had selected would cost two hundred rubles. She stopped crying 
and, looking at Pyotr Ivanovich with the air of a victim, said in French® that 

5. Heavy upholstery fabric, often printed with classes in Russia in the 19th century to speak 
a fancy or gaudy pattern. French to one another. 
6. It was common for members of the upper 
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she was suffering greatly. Pyotr Ivanovich made a silent sign expressing a 
firm conviction that it couldn't be otherwise. 

“Do smoke, please,” she said in a gracious and, at the same time, broken 
voice and talked to Sokolov about the matter of the price of the place in the 
cemetery. Pyotr Ivanovich smoked and heard her asking very detailed ques- 
tions about the different prices of plots and deciding on the one that should 
be bought. When that was done, she went on to give instructions about the 
singers. Sokolov went out. 

“I do everything myself,” she said to Pyotr Ivanovich, moving some albums 
lying on the table to one side. Noticing that his ash was posing a threat to the 
table, she speedily pushed an ashtray towards Pyotr Ivanovich and said, “I 
find it a pretence to state that because of grief I can’t deal with practical 
matters. On the contrary, if there is something that can... not console... 
but distract me, then it’s bothering about him.” She again took out her hand- 
kerchief as if she were going to cry, and suddenly, as if pulling herself together, 
she shook herself and began to speak quietly: 

“However, I have to talk to you about something.” 
Pyotr Ivanovich bowed, not letting the pouf release its springs, which had 

at once started to move underneath him. 
“He suffered terribly in the last days.” 
“Did he suffer very much?” Pyotr Ivanovich asked. 
“Oh. Terribly! At the end he never stopped screaming, not for minutes, for 

hours. For three whole days he screamed without drawing breath. It was 
unbearable. I can’t understand how I bore it; one could hear it from three 

doors away. Oh, what I’ve been through!” 
“And was he really conscious?” Pyotr Ivanovich asked. 
“Yes,” she whispered, “till the final moment. He said goodbye to us a quar- 

ter of an hour before he died and asked as well for Volodya to be taken out.” 
The thought of the sufferings of a man he had known so well, first as a 

cheerful lad, a schoolboy, then as an adult colleague, suddenly horrified Pyotr 
Ivanovich in spite of his unpleasant consciousness of his own and this woman’s 
pretense. He saw again that forehead, the nose pressing on the lip, and he 
became fearful for himself. 

Three days of terrible suffering and death. That can happen to me too, now, 
any minute, he thought, and for a moment he became frightened. But right 

away, he didn’t know how, there came to his aid the ordinary thought that 

this had happened to Ivan Ilyich and not to him; and this ought not and could 

not happen to him; that in thinking like this he was giving in to gloomy 

thoughts, which one shouldn't, as had been clear from Schwarz’s face. And 

having reached this conclusion, Pyotr Ivanovich was reassured and started to 

ask with interest about the details of Ivan Ilyich’s end, as if death were an 

adventure peculiar to Ivan Ilyich but absolutely not to himself. 

After some talk about the details of the truly terrible physical sufferings 

which Ivan Ilyich had undergone (details that Pyotr Ivanovich learned only 

by way of the effect that Ivan Ilyich’s torment had had on Praskovya Fyodor- 

ovna’s nerves), the widow apparently found it necessary to move on to busi- 

ness. 
“Ah, Pyotr Ivanovich, it’s so hard, so terribly hard.” And she again started 

to cry. 
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Pyotr Ivanovich sighed and waited for her to blow her nose. When she had 

blown her nose, he said: 

“Believe me .. .” and again she talked away and unburdened herself of what 

was clearly her main business with him—how on her husband's death she 
could get money from the treasury. She gave the appearance of asking Pyotr 
Ivanovich for advice about the pension, but he saw that she already knew down 
to the smallest details even what he didn’t know—everything that one could 
extract from the public purse on this death—but that she wanted to learn if 
one couldn't somehow extract a bit more money. Pyotr Ivanovich tried to think 
of a way, but, having thought a little and out of politeness abusing the govern- 
ment for its meanness, he said that he thought one couldn't get more. Then she 
sighed and clearly began to think of a way to get rid of her visitor. He under- 
stood this, put out his cigarette, got up, shook her hand, and went into the hall. 

In the dining room with the clock that Ivan Ilyich had been so pleased to 
buy in a junk shop, Pyotr Ivanovich met the priest and also a few acquain- 
tances who had come to the requiem, and he saw a beautiful young lady he 
knew, Ivan Ilyich’s daughter. She was all in black. That made her very slender 
waist seem even more so. She had a somber, decisive, almost angry expression. 
She bowed to Pyotr Ivanovich as if he had done something wrong. Behind the 
daughter, with a similarly offended expression, stood a rich young man whom 
Pyotr Ivanovich knew, an examining magistrate who he'd heard was her fiancé. 
He glumly bowed to them and was about to go on into the room where the dead 
man lay when from under the stairs there appeared the figure of the son, a 
gymnasium student, who looked terribly like Ivan Ilyich. He was a little Ivan 
Ilyich just as Pyotr Ivanovich remembered him at law school. His eyes were 
tearstained and had the look that the eyes of boys with impure thoughts have at 
the age of thirteen or fourteen. When he recognized Pyotr Ivanovich the boy 
began to scowl sullenly and shamefacedly. Pyotr Ivanovich nodded to him and 
went into the dead man’s room. The requiem began—candles, groans, incense, 
tears, sobs. Pyotr Ivanovich stood frowning, looking at the feet in front of 
him. He didn’t look once at the dead man and right until the end didn’t give in 
to any depressing influences. He was one of the first to leave. There was no 
one in the hall. Gerasim, the peasant manservant, darted out of the dead 
man’s study, rummaged with his strong hands among all the fur coats to find 
Pyotr Ivanovich’s, and gave it to him. 

“So, Gerasim my friend,” said Pyotr Ivanovich in order to say something. 
“It’s sad, isn’t it?” 

“It’s God’s will. We'll all be there,” said Gerasim, showing his white, regu- 
lar, peasant’s teeth, and like a man in the full swing of intensive work, briskly 
opened the door, called the coachman, helped Pyotr Ivanovich in, and jumped 
back to the steps as if trying to think what else he might do. 

It was particularly pleasant for Pyotr Ivanovich to breathe the fresh air 
after the smells of incense, the dead body, and the carbolic acid.’ 

“Where to, sir?” asked the coachman. 

“It’s not late. So I’ll still drop in at Fyodor Vasilyevich’s.” 

7. Phenol, used as a disinfectant. 
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And off Pyotr Ivanovich went. And indeed he found his friends finishing 
the first rubber;$ it was easy for him to cut in as a fifth. 

II 

Ivan Ilyich’s past life had been very simple and ordinary and very awful. 
Ivan Ilyich had died at the age of forty-five, a member of the Court of Justice. 

He was the son of a St. Petersburg civil servant who had in various ministries 
and departments the kind of career that brings people to a position in which, 
although it is quite clear that they are incapable of performing any meaningful 
job, they still by reason of their long past service and seniority cannot be dis- 
missed; so they receive invented, fictitious positions and thousands of rubles, 
from six to ten thousand, which are not fictitious, with which they live on to a 
ripe old age. 

Such was Privy Councillor Ilya Yefimovich Golovin, the superfluous mem- 
ber of various superfluous institutions. 

He had three sons, Ivan Ilyich being the second. The eldest had the same 
kind of career as his father, only in a different ministry, and he was already 
approaching the age at which salary starts increasing automatically. The third 
son was a failure. Wherever he had been in various positions he had made a 
mess of things and he was now working in the railways. Both his father and his 
brothers, and especially their wives, not only didn't like to see him but didn’t 
even mention his existence unless absolutely compelled to do so. Their sister 
was married to Baron Gref, the same kind of St. Petersburg civil servant as his 

father-in-law. Ivan Ilyich was le phénix de la famille,’ as they said. He wasn’t as 
cold and precise as the eldest or as hopeless as the youngest. He was some- 
where between them-—a clever, lively, pleasant, and decent man. He had been 
educated with his younger brother in the law school. The younger one didn’t 
finish and was expelled from the fifth class. Ivan Ilyich completed the course 
with good marks. In law school he was already what he would later be during 
his entire life: a capable, cheerful, good-natured, and sociable man, but one 

who strictly did what he considered his duty, and he considered his duty to be 
everything that it was considered to be by his superiors. Neither as a boy nor 
afterward as a grown man did he seek to ingratiate himself, but there was in 

him from a young age the characteristic of being drawn to people of high sta- 
tion like a fly toward the light; he adopted their habits and their views on life 

and established friendly relations with them. All the passions of childhood 

and youth went by without leaving much of a trace in him; he gave in both to 

sensuality and to vanity, and—toward the end, in the senior classes—to lib- 

eralism,! but always within the defined limits that his sense accurately indi- 

cated to him as correct. 
At law school he had done things that previously had seemed to him quite 

vile and had filled him with self-disgust while he did them; but later, seeing 

these things were done by people in high positions and were not thought by 

8. Around of a card game. “prodigy.” Ayes 

9. “The phoenix of the family” (French). The 1. Here meaning libertinism, wild sexual 

word phoenix is used here to mean “rare bird,” _ behavior. 
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them to be bad, he didn’t quite think of them as good but completely forgot 

them and wasn’t at all troubled by memories of them. 

Having left law school in the tenth class and received money from his 

father for fitting himself out, Ivan Ilyich ordered clothes at Sharmer’s, hung 

on his watch chain a medallion with the inscription respice finem, took his 

leave of the princely patron of the school and his tutor, dined with his school- 

mates at Donon’s,? and, equipped with a new and fashionable trunk, linen, 
clothes, shaving and toilet things, and traveling rug ordered and bought from 
the very best shops, he went off to a provincial city to the post of assistant to 
the governor for special projects, which his father had procured for him. 

In the provincial city Ivan Ilyich at once established for himself the kind of 
easy and pleasant position he had had at law school. He worked, made his 
career, and at the same time amused himself in a pleasant and seemly way; 
from time to time he went around the district towns on a mission from his 
chief. He behaved to both superiors and inferiors with dignity and he carried 
out the responsibilities he had been given, mainly for the affairs of religious 
dissenters,’ with an exactness and incorruptible honesty of which he could 
not but be proud. 

In his work, despite his youth and liking for frivolous amusement, he was 
exceptionally reserved, formal, and even severe; but in society he was often play- 
ful and witty and always good-humored, well-behaved and bon enfant,* as his 
chief and his chief's wife, with whom he was one of the family, used to say of 

him. 
There was also in the provincial city an affair with one of the ladies who 

attached herself to the smart lawyer; there was a little dressmaker; there were 
drinking sessions with visiting aides-de-camp and trips to a remote street after 
supper; there was also some fawning deference to his chief and even to his 
chief’s wife, but all this wore such a high tone of probity that it couldn't be 
described in bad words; all this could only go under the rubric of the French 
expression il faut que jeunesse se passe.’ Everything took place with clean hands, 
in clean shirts, with French words, and, most importantly, in the highest soci- 
ety, consequently with the approval of people in high position. 

Ivan Ilyich worked in this way for five years, and then there came changes 
in his official life. New legal bodies were founded; new men were needed. 
And Ivan Ilyich was this new man. 
Ivan Ilyich was offered the position of examining magistrate and he 

accepted it, despite the fact that this position was in another province and he 
had to abandon the relationships he had established and establish new ones. 
His friends saw Ivan Ilyich off: they took a group photograph, they presented 
him with a silver cigarette case, and off he went to his new position. 

As an examining magistrate Ivan Ilyich was just as comme il faut,° well- 
behaved, capable of separating his official duties from his private life and of 

2. One of St. Petersburg’s better restaurants. 
“Sharmer’s”: a fashionable St. Petersburg tai- 
lor. “Respice fem”: “regard the end” (a Latin 

Church in the 17th century; they were subject 
to many legal restrictions. 
4. A nice boy (French). 

motto). 

3. The Old Believers, a large group of Russians 
(about 25 million in 1900), members of a sect 

that originated in a break with the Orthodox 

5. “Youth must have its fling” [translators’ 
note]. 

6. Literally, “as one must” (French); proper. 
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inspiring general respect as he had been as a special projects officer. The 
actual work of a magistrate had much more interest and attraction for him 
than his previous work. In his previous position it had been pleasant to walk 
with a light step in his Sharmer uniform past trembling petitioners and envi- 
ous officials waiting to be seen, straight into his chief’s room to sit down with 
him over a cup of tea with a cigarette. But there were few people who 
depended directly on his say-so—only district police officers and religious 
schismatics when he was sent on missions—and he liked to treat such people 
dependent on him politely, almost as comrades; he liked to let them feel that 
here he was, someone who could crush them, treating them in a simple and 
friendly way. There were only a few such people then. Now, as an examining 
magistrate, Ivan Ilyich felt that all of them, all without exception, even the 
most important, self-satisfied people, were in his hands, and that he only had 
to write certain words on headed paper and this or that important, self- 
satisfied man would be brought to him as a defendant or a witness, and if he 
wouldn't let him sit down, would have to stand before him and answer his 
questions. Ivan Ilyich never abused this power of his—on the contrary he 
tried to use it lightly—but the consciousness of this power and the possibility 
of using it lightly constituted for him the chief interest and attraction of his 
new job. In the work itself, in the actual investigations, Ivan Ilyich very 
quickly mastered a way of setting aside all circumstances that didn’t relate to 
the investigation and expressing the most complicated case in a terminology 
in which the case only appeared on paper in its externals and his personal 
view was completely excluded, and most importantly all requisite formality 
was observed. This work was something new. And he was one of the first 
people who worked out the practical application of the statutes of 1864.’ 

Moving to a new city to the post of examining magistrate, Ivan Ilyich made 
new acquaintances and connections, positioned himself afresh, and adopted 
a slightly different tone. He positioned himself at a certain respectable dis- 
tance from the governing authorities, but chose the best circle of the lawyers 
and nobles who lived in the city and adopted a tone of slight dissatisfaction 
with government, moderate liberalism, and enlightened civic-mindedness. 
Moreover, without changing the elegance of his dress, in his new job Ivan 
Ilyich stopped shaving his chin and let his beard grow freely. 

Ivan Ilyich’s life turned out very pleasantly in the new city as well: the 

society that took a critical view of the governor was good and friendly; his 

salary was larger; and a not inconsiderable pleasure was added to his life by 

vint, which Ivan Ilyich started to play, having an ability to play cards cheer- 

fully, quick-wittedly, and very shrewdly so that generally he won. 

After two years working in the new city Ivan Ilyich met his future wife. 

Praskovya Fyodorovna Mikhel was the most attractive, cleverest, most bril- 

liant girl of the group in which Ivan Ilyich moved. Among the other amuse- 

ments and relaxations from the labors of a magistrate Ivan Ilyich developed 

a playful, easy relationship with Praskovya Fyodorovna. 

While he had been a special assignments official Ivan Ilyich used to dance 

as a matter of course; as an examining magistrate he now danced only on 

7. The emancipation of the serfs in 1861 was followed by a thorough all-round reform of judi- 

cial proceedings [translators’ note]. 
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special occasions. He danced now in the sense that although he was a part of 

the new institutions and in the fifth grade,® when it came to dancing, then he 

could show that in this field he could do things better than others. So from 

time to time at the end of an evening he used to dance with Praskovya Fyodor- 

ovna, and it was during these dances in particular that he conquered her. She 

fell in love with him. Ivan Ilyich didn’t have a clear, defined intention of mar- 

rying, but when the girl fell in love with him, he asked himself a question. 

“Actually, why not get married?” he said to himself. 
Miss Praskovya Fyodorovna was from a good noble family, was not bad- 

looking, and had a bit of money. Ivan Ilyich could aspire to a more brilliant 
match, but this too was a good match. Ivan Ilyich had his salary; she, he hoped, 
would have as much again. The family connection was good; she was a sweet, 
pretty, and absolutely decent woman. To say that Ivan Ilyich married because 
he fell in love with his bride and found in her sympathy for his views on life 
would have been as unjust as to say that he married because people in his 
social circle approved of the match. Ivan Ilyich married because of both con- 
siderations: he was doing something pleasant for himself in acquiring such a 
wife, and at the same time he was doing something his superiors thought a 
right thing to do. 
And so Ivan Ilyich married. 
The actual process of marriage and the first period of married life, with its 

conjugal caresses, new furniture, new china, and new linen, went very well 

until his wife’s pregnancy, so that Ivan Ilyich was beginning to think that 
marriage not only would not destroy the character of an easy, pleasant, cheer- 
ful life, one wholly decorous and approved of by society, which Ivan Ilyich 
thought the true quality of life, but would enhance it further. But then from 
the first months of his wife’s pregnancy something new appeared, something 
unexpected, unpleasant, oppressive, and indecorous that one couldn't expect 
and from which one couldn't escape. 

His wife for no reason, so Ivan Ilyich thought, as he said to himself, began 
de gaieté de coeur’ to destroy the pleasant tenor and decorum of life. She was 
jealous of him without any cause, demanded attentions to herself from him, 
found fault with everything, and made crude and unpleasant scenes. 

At first Ivan Ilyich had hoped to be freed from the unpleasantness of this 
situation by the same easy and decorous attitude to life which had rescued 
him before—he tried to ignore his wife’s state of mind and continued to live 
pleasantly and decorously as before: he invited friends home for a game of 
cards; he tried to go out to his club or see his friends. But on one occasion his 
wife started to abuse him rudely with such energy and continued to abuse him 
so persistently every time he didn’t fulfill her demands, clearly having made a 
firm decision not to stop until he would submit—that is, sit at home and be 
miserable like her—that Ivan Ilyich was horrified. He understood that married 
life—at any rate with his wife—does not always make for the pleasures and 
decorum of life but on the contrary often destroys them, and therefore it was 
essential to protect himself from this destruction. And Ivan Ilyich began to 
seek the means for this. His official work was one thing that impressed Pras- 

8. That is, the government service sector of the 9. Literally, “from gaiety of heart” (French); 
Table of Ranks; the fifth grade was reserved for that is, from sheer impulsiveness. 
high-ranking civil servants. 
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kovya Fyodorovna, and Ivan Ilyich through his official work and the duties that 
arose out of it began to fight his wife, securing his own independent world. 

A child was born. There were attempts at feeding and various failures in 
this, along with the real and imaginary illnesses of child and mother. Sympa- 
thy for all this was demanded from Ivan Ilyich but he could understand noth- 
ing of it. So the requirement of Ivan Ilyich to fence in a world for himself 
outside of the family became all the more pressing. 

As his wife became more irritable and demanding, so Ivan Ilyich moved 
the center of gravity of his life more and more into his official work. He came 
to like his work more and became more ambitious than he had been before. 

Very soon, not more than a year after their marriage, Ivan Ilyich understood 
that married life, which offers certain conveniences, in reality is a very compli- 
cated and difficult business with which, in order to do one’s duty—that is, to lead 
a decorous life that is approved of by society—one has to develop a defined rela- 
tionship as one does with one’s work. 

And Ivan Ilyich did develop for himself such a relationship with married life. 
He required of family life only those conveniences it could give him, of dinner 
at home, a mistress of the house, a bed, and most importantly, that decorum of 

external appearances which were defined by public opinion. For the rest he 
looked for cheerfulness and pleasure, and if he found them was very grateful; if 
he met rejection and querulousness, he at once went off into the separate world 
of official work that he had fenced in for himself and found pleasure there. 

Ivan Ilyich was valued as a good official and in three years he was made 
assistant prosecutor. His new responsibilities, their importance, the ability to 
bring anyone to trial and send him to prison, the public nature of his speeches, 
the success Ivan Ilyich had in this work—all of this tied him even more closely 
to his official work. 

More children came. His wife became more and more querulous and 
angry, but the relationship Ivan Ilyich had developed with domestic life had 
made him almost impervious to her querulousness. 

After seven years of working in one city Ivan Ilyich was promoted to the posi- 
tion of prosecutor in a different province. They moved; they now had little 
money and his wife didn’t like the place to which they had moved. Though his 
salary was more than it had been, life cost more; also two children died, and so 

family life became even more unpleasant for Ivan Ilyich. 
Praskovya Fyodorovna blamed her husband for all the misfortunes that befell 

them in their new home. Most subjects of conversation between husband and 

wife, particularly the education of the children, led to questions that recalled 

past disputes, and quarrels were ready to break out at every minute. There 

remained only rare periods of tenderness that came to the married couple but 

did not last long. These were islands on which they landed for a while but then 

again sailed off into the sea of hidden animosity which expressed itself in their 

alienation from each other. This alienation might have distressed Ivan Ilyich if 

he had thought that it should not be like this, but he now recognized this situa- 

tion not just as normal but as the actual goal of his family life. His object was 

to free himself more and more from these unpleasant things and to give them 

a character of innocuous decorum; he achieved it by spending less and less 

time with his family and when he was forced to do it, he tried to protect his 

situation by the presence of outsiders. The important thing was that Ivan 
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Ilyich had his official work. For him all the interest of life was concentrated 

in that official world, and this interest absorbed him. The consciousness of 

his power, of his ability to bring down anyone he chose to, his importance, 

even in externals when he entered the court and at meetings with subordi- 

nates, his mastery of conducting the work—all this made him feel glad, and 

together with talking to his friends, with dinners and vint, it filled up his life. 
So overall Ivan Ilyich’s life continued to go on as he thought that it should: 
pleasantly and with decorum. 

So he lived for another seven years. His elder daughter was now sixteen, 
another child had died, and there only remained a boy at the gymnasium, a 
subject of dissension. Ivan Ilyich had wanted to send him to law school but to 
spite him Praskovya Fyodorovna had sent the boy to the gymnasium. The 
daughter was taught at home and had grown into a good-looking girl; the boy 
too wasn't bad at his studies. 

IT 

That was Ivan Ilyich’s life for seventeen years after his marriage. He was now 
a senior prosecutor, having refused various promotions in the expectation of a 
more desirable position, when something very unpleasant happened which 
completely destroyed the tranquility of his life. Ivan Ilyich was expecting the 
position of president of the tribunal in a university town, but somehow Hoppe 
overtook him and got the place. Ivan Ilyich was angry, started to make accusa- 
tions, and quarreled with him and his closest superiors; they cooled towards 
him and passed him over for the next appointment. 

That was in 1880. That year was the hardest in Ivan Ilyich’s life. In that year 
his salary wasn’t sufficient for living; everyone forgot him, and what appeared 
to him to be the greatest, the cruelest injustice toward him was found by others 
to be something completely ordinary. Even his father didn’t see it as his duty to 
help him. He felt everyone had abandoned him, considering his situation on a 
3,500-ruble! salary quite normal and even fortunate. He alone knew that with 
his consciousness of the injustices done to him, his wife's constant nagging, 
and the debts he was beginning to run, living above his means—he alone knew 
that his situation was far from normal. 

In the summer of that year, to ease his finances he took some leave and went 
with his wife to spend the summer at Praskovya Fyodorovna’s brother’s home. 

In the country, without his work, Ivan Ilyich for the first time felt not just 
boredom but unbearable depression, felt that he could not live like that and 
that he absolutely had to take some decisive action. 

Having spent a sleepless night pacing the terrace, Ivan Ilyich decided to go 
to Petersburg to make a petition and, in order to punish them, those who 
could not appreciate him, to transfer to another ministry. 

The next day, in spite of all the attempts of his wife and brother-in-law 
to dissuade him, he traveled to Petersburg. 

He went for one thing: to obtain a five-thousand-ruble? salary. He was no 
longer holding out for any particular ministry or direction or type of work. He 

1. The equivalent of nearly $100,000 in today’s 2. The equivalent of over $140,000, in today’s 
US currency. US currency. 
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just needed a position, a position on five thousand rubles, in government, in 
banking, in the railways, in the Empress Maria’s Foundations,? even in cus- 
toms, but he absolutely had to have five thousand rubles and he absolutely 
had to leave the ministry where they couldn't appreciate him. : 
And now this trip of Ivan Iyich’s was crowned with amazing, unexpected 

success. In Kursk he was joined in a first-class carriage by F. S. Ilyin, some- 
one he knew, who told him about a telegram the governor of Kursk had just 
received that announced a reorganization to take place in the ministry: Pyotr 
Ivanovich’s position was going to be taken by Ivan Semyonovich. 

The planned upheaval, apart from its significance for Russia, had a partic- 
ular significance for Ivan Ilyich: by promoting a new face, Pyotr Petrovich, 
and of course Zakhar Ivanovich, his classmate and friend, it was highly pro- 
pitious for him. 

In Moscow the news was confirmed. And when he reached Petersburg, 
Ivan Ilyich found Zakhar Ivanovich and got the promise of a sure place in his 
old ministry of justice. 

After a week he telegraphed his wife: Zakhar has Miller's place stop* I 
receive position at next report. 

Thanks, to this change of personnel Ivan Ilyich got this position in his old 
ministry, which placed him two ranks above his old colleagues as well as a 
salary of 5,000 rubles and 3,500 for removal expenses. All his anger against 
his former enemies and the entire ministry was forgotten, and Ivan Ilyich was 
altogether happy. 

Ivan Ilyich returned to the country more cheerful and content than he had 
ever been. Praskovya Fyodorovna cheered up too and a truce was established 
between them. Ivan Ilyich told her how in Petersburg everyone had feted him, 
how all his old enemies had been shamed and were now crawling before him, 

how he was envied for his position, and especially how highly he was regarded 
by everyone in Petersburg. 

Praskovya Fyodorovna listened to all this and appeared to believe it, and 
she didn’t contradict him in anything but just made plans for their new life in 
the city to which they were moving. And Ivan Ilyich joyfully saw that these 
plans were his plans, that the plans were tallying, and that his life which had 
faltered was again taking on its true and natural character of cheerful pleas- 
antness and decorum. 

Ivan Ilyich had come just for a short time. On September 10 he had to take 
up the new job and furthermore he needed time to settle in their new home, 
to move everything from the provincial city, and to buy and order many more 

things; in a word, to settle as had been decided in his own mind and almost 

exactly as had been decided in that of Praskovya Fyodorovna. 

And now, when everything had worked out so well and he and his wife 

were agreed about their goals (and furthermore weren't living much together), 

they got on harmoniously as they hadn't done since the first years of married 

life. Ivan Ilyich thought of taking his family away with him immediately but 

the insistence of his brother-in-law and his wife, who had suddenly become 

3. Reference to the charitable organization 4. Indicating a period (full stop) in a tele- 

founded by the Empress Maria, wife of Paull, gram. 

late in the 18th century. 
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particularly friendly and familial towards Ivan Ilyich and his family, resulted 

in Ivan Ilyich going away alone. 

Ivan Hyich left, na the cheerful state of mind brought about by his suc- 

cess and the harmony with his wife, one reinforcing the other, stayed with 

him the whole time. A delightful apartment was found, the very one husband 

and wife had been dreaming of. High, spacious, old-fashioned reception 

rooms; a comfortable, imposing study; rooms for his wife and daughter; a 

schoolroom for his son—everything as if devised purposely for them. Ivan 

Ilyich set about arranging it himself: he chose wallpaper, he bought more 
furniture (antiques in particular whose style he found particularly comme il 
faut), he had things upholstered, and it all grew and grew and approached the 
ideal he had composed for himself. Even whavihehad Half arranged things, 
his arrangements exceeded his expectation. He understood the comme il faut 
look, elegant without vulgarity, which everything would take on once it was 
ready. As he went to sleep he imagined to himself how the reception room 
would be. Looking at the drawing room, which wasn't yet finished, he could 
already see the fireplace, the screen, the whatnot and the little chairs dis- 
posed about the room, the plates and saucers on the walls, and the bronzes 
all standing in their places. He was pleased by the thought that he would 
surprise Pasha and Lizanka, his wife and daughter, who also had a taste for 
this. They were certainly not expecting this. He was particularly successful 
in finding old things-and buying them cheaply; they gave everything a par- 
ticularly aristocratic air. In his letters he deliberately described everything in 
less attractive terms than the reality to surprise them. All this absorbed him 
so much that even his new job absorbed him less than he had expected— 
though he loved his work. During sittings of the court he had moments of 
absent-mindedness; he started thinking about whether the curtain pelmets’ 
should be straight or curved. He was so absorbed by this that he often did 
things himself; he even moved the furniture about and rehung the curtains 
himself. Once he got up on a ladder to show a slow-witted decorator how he 
wanted the drapes hung; he missed his footing and fell, but being a strong 
and agile man he held his balance and only knocked his side on the handle 
of the window frame. The bruise was painful but soon disappeared. During 
all this time Ivan Ilyich felt particularly well and cheerful. He wrote, “I feel 
I'm fifteen years younger.” He thought the work would be finished in Septem- 
ber but it dragged on till mid-October. But the apartment was delightful—it 
wasn't just he who said this but everyone who saw it said so to him. 

In actual fact it was the same as the houses of all people who are not so 
rich but want to be like the rich and so are only like one another: brocade, 
ebony, flowers, carpets, and bronzes, everything dark and shiny—everything 
that all people of a certain type do to be like all people of a certain type. And 
what he had was so like that that one couldn’t even notice it, but to him it all 
looked somehow special. When he met his family at the raitiday station and 
took them to his apartment, all finished and lit up, and a manservant in a 
white tie opened the door into the flower-decked hall, and they went into the 
drawing room and study, he was very happy, he took them everywhere, drank 
in their praise, and beamed with pleasure. That evening, when over tea Pras- 

5. Fabric borders above windows, used to hide curtain fittings. 
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kovya Fyodorovna asked him among other things how he had fallen, he 
laughed and in front of them showed how he had gone flying and frightened 
the decorator. ‘ 

“It’s lucky I am a gymnast. Someone else might have been killed but I only 
knocked myself a bit here; when you touch it—it hurts, but it'll pass; it’s just 
a bruise.” : 
And they started to live in the new home which, as always, once they had 

settled in properly, turned out to have one room too few, with the new income 
which, as always, turned out to be too little (only not by very much—five 
hundred rubles). And life was very good. Especially good at first when all was 
not yet done and more still had to be done: things to be bought, ordered, 
moved, adjusted. Although there were some disagreements between husband 
and wife, they were both so pleased and there was so much to do that every- 
thing was finished without serious quarrels. When there was nothing left to 
do, it became a bit more boring and something seemed lacking, but now 
friendships were made and habits established and life filled up. 

After spending the morning in court Ivan Ilyich returned for dinner, and 
at first his mood was good, although it suffered a little, specifically because 
of their home. (Every stain on a tablecloth or brocade or broken curtain cord 
irritated him; he had put so much work into the arrangement that every dis- 
ruption of it was painful to him.) But in general Ivan Ilyich’s life went on just 
as in his view life should flow: easily, pleasantly, and decorously. He rose at 
nine, drank his coffee, read the newspapers, then put on his uniform and 
drove to the court. There the harness in which he worked was already molded 
for him and he slipped into it right away: petitioners, chancery inquiries, the 
chancery itself, public and executive sittings of the court. In all of these one 
had to know how to exclude anything raw and vital, which always destroys 
the even flow of official work: one couldn't admit any human relationships 
except official ones; the occasion for a relationship had to be solely official 
and so had the relationship itself. For example, a man would come in and 
want to find out something. Outside his official role Ivan Ilyich could not 
have any relationship with him; but if this man had a relationship with him as 
a member of the court—one that could be expressed on headed paper—then 
within the bounds of this relationship Ivan Ilyich would do everything, abso- 

lutely everything he could, and in doing this would observe the semblance of 

friendly relations, that is, courtesy. As soon as the official relationship was 

ended, so was any other. This ability to separate out the official side without 

combining it with his real life Ivan Ilyich possessed in the highest degree, 

and by his talents and long practice he had developed it to such a point that 

he even sometimes, like a virtuoso, would allow himself as if in jest to com- 

bine personal and official relationships. He would allow himself this because 

he always felt in himself the power to split off the official again when neces- 

sary and to reject the personal. Ivan Ilyich handled this work of his not just 

easily, agreeably, and decorously but even with the mastery of a virtuoso. 

Between cases he would smoke, drink tea, chat a bit about politics, a bit about 

generalities, a bit about cards, and most of all about official appointments. And 

he would return home tired but with the feeling of a virtuoso who had given a 

lucid performance of his part, one of the first violins in the orchestra. At home 

mother and daughter would go out somewhere or someone came to see them; 
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his son was at the gymnasium, preparing his lessons with tutors and dili- 

gently studying the things they teach in a gymnasium. Everything was good. 

After dinner, if there were no guests, Ivan Ilyich would sometimes read a book 

about which people were talking a lot, and in the evenings he would sit down 

to his work, that is, read his papers, consult the law, examine testimony, and 

check it against the law. All this he found neither boring nor amusing. It was 

boring if he could be playing vint; but if there was no vint—then all the same 
this was better than sitting by himself or with his wife. Ivan Ilyich’s pleasures 
were little dinners to which he would invite ladies and gentlemen who were 
important in terms of worldly position and spending his time with them: that 
was just like the usual way such people spend their time, just as his drawing 
room was like all drawing rooms. 

Once they even had an evening party, with dancing. And Ivan Ilyich felt 
cheerful and everything was good, except he had a big quarrel with his wife 
over the cakes and sweets: Praskovya Fyodorovna had her own plan, but Ivan 
Ilyich insisted on getting everything from an expensive confectioner and the 
quarrel was because there were cakes left over and the confectioner’s bill came 
to forty-five rubles.° The quarrel was a big and unpleasant one to such a point 
that Praskovya Fyodorovna called him “an idiot and a misery,” and he took his 
head in his hands and in a fit of temper said something about divorce. But the 
actual party was enjoyable. The very best society was there and Ivan Ilyich 
danced with Princess Trufonova, sister of the famous founder of the Goodbye 
Sorrow Society. His official pleasures were pleasures of pride; his social plea- 
sures were pleasures of vanity; but Ivan Ilyich’s real pleasures were the plea- 
sures of playing vint. He admitted that after all the various unhappy events in 
his life the pleasure that burnt like a candle above all others was to sit down 
at vint with good players and partners who didn't shout, definitely in a four 
(when youre five it’s really annoying to have to stand out, although you pretend 
you very much like it), and to have an intelligent, serious game (when the cards 
are right), and then to have supper and drink a glass of wine. After vint, espe- 
cially after a little win (a big win was unpleasant), Ivan Ilyich went to bed in an 
especially good mood. 

That’s how they lived. They formed around them a group of the best soci- 
ety, important people went to them and young people, too. 

Husband, wife, and daughter were agreed in their views of their circle of 
acquaintances, and without any formal understanding they dropped and were 
rid of all sorts of shabby little friends and relatives who used to drop in to see 
them, spouting endearments into the drawing room with Japanese plates hang- 
ing on the wall. Soon these shabby little friends stopped dropping in and the 
Golovins were left with just the very best society. Young men paid court to 
Lizanka and Petrishchevy, an examining magistrate, the son of Dmitry Ivano- 
vich Petrishchev and sole heir to his property, began to pay so much attention 
to her that Ivan Ilyich even talked about it to Praskovya Fyodorovna. Shouldn't 
they bring them together in a troika ride or organize some theatricals? That’s 
how they lived. And everything went on like that, without any change, and 
everything was very good. 

6. The equivalent of over $1,200 in today’s US currency. 
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IV 

They were all in good health. One couldn't call poor health the fact that Ivan 
Ilyich sometimes said he had an odd taste in his mouth and something felt 
uncomfortable onthe left side of his stomach. 

But it happened that this discomfort started to grow and to become not quite 
pain but the consciousness of a constant heaviness in his side accompanied by 
a bad mood. This bad mood, which got worse and worse, began to spoil the 
pleasant course of the easy and decorous life that had been established in the 
Golovin house. Husband and wife began to quarrel more and more often, and 
soon the ease and pleasantness disappeared and only decorum was preserved, 
with difficulty. Again scenes became more frequent. Again there remained just 
some islands of calm, and only a few of those, on which husband and wife 
could meet without an outburst. 
And Praskovya Fyodorovna now said, not without cause, that her husband 

had a difficult character. With her natural habit of exaggeration she said he 
had always had this dreadful character, and that one needed her good nature 
to stand it for twenty years. It was true that the quarrels now started with 
him. His fault-finding always began just before dinner and often when he was 
starting to eat, over the soup. He would remark that one of the dishes was 
damaged, or the food wasn’t right, or his son had his elbow on the table, or it 
was his daughter’s hairstyle. And he blamed Praskovya Fyodorovna for every- 
thing. At first Praskovya Fyodorovna answered back and was rude to him, but 
a couple of times at the beginning of dinner he flew into such a rage that she 
understood this was a morbid condition brought on by the intake of food, so 
she controlled herself and didn’t answer back but ate her dinner quickly. 
Praskovya Fyodorovna regarded her self-control as greatly to her own credit. 
Having decided that her husband had a dreadful character and that he had 
created the unhappiness of her life, she started to feel sorry for herself. And 

the more she felt sorry for herself, the more she hated her husband. She 
began to wish that he would die, but she couldn't wish for that because then 
there would be no salary. And that irritated her even more. She considered 

herself terribly unhappy precisely because even his death could not rescue 

her and she became irritated; she concealed it and her concealed irritation 

increased his own irritation. 
After one scene, in which Ivan Ilyich was particularly unfair, and after 

which in explaining himself he said he was indeed prone to irritability but 

that it came from his illness, she said to him that if he was ill then he must 

get treatment, and demanded from him that he see a famous doctor. 

He went. Everything was as he had expected; everything happened as it 

always does. The waiting and the doctor’s assumed pompousness, something 

familiar to him that he knew from himself in court, and the tapping and the 

auscultation’ and the questions requiring predetermined and clearly unneces- 

sary answers, and the meaningful air suggesting that you just submit to us, 

we'll fix everything—we know, we have no doubts about how to fix everything, 

in the very same way for any man you choose. Everything was precisely as in 

7. Listening to internal organs, as with a stethoscope. 
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court. Just as he in court put on an air towards the accused, so in precisely the 

same way the famous doctor put on an air towards him. 

The doctor said: such and such shows that you have such and such inside; 

but if that isn’t confirmed by examining such and such, then one must assume 

you have such and such. If one does assume such and such, then . . . and so 

forth. Only one question was important to Ivan Ilyich: was his condition 

dangerous or not? But the doctor ignored this inappropriate question. From 

the doctor’s point of view the question was pointless and wasn’t the one under 
discussion; it was only a question of assessing various possibilities—a floating 
kidney, chronic catarrh, or an infection of the appendix. It wasn’t a question of 
Ivan Ilyich’s life but an argument between a floating kidney and the appendix. 
And before Ivan Ilyich’s eyes the doctor resolved the argument brilliantly in 
favor of the floating kidney, with the reservation that an examination of his 
urine could provide new evidence and then the case would be looked at again. 
All this was very precisely what Ivan Ilyich himself had done a thousand times 
with defendants and as brilliantly. The doctor did his summing-up just as bril- 
liantly, triumphantly, even cheerfully, looking at the defendant over his glasses. 
From the doctor's summing-up Ivan Ilyich drew the conclusion that things 
were bad, that it didn’t matter much to the doctor or probably to anyone else, 
but that for him things were bad. And Ivan Ilyich was painfully struck by this 
conclusion that aroused in him a feeling of great self-pity and of great anger 
toward this doctor who was indifferent to such an important question. 

But he didn’t say anything and got up, put the money on the desk, and said 
with a sigh: 

“Probably we patients often put inappropriate questions to you. In general 
terms, is this a dangerous illness or not?” 

The doctor gave him one stern look through his glasses as if to say: Accused, 
if you will not stay within the boundaries of the questions that are put to you, 
then I will be compelled to give instructions for your removal from the court- 
room. 

“I have already told you what I consider necessary and proper,” said the 
doctor. “An examination will show the rest.” And the doctor bowed. 

Ivan Ilyich slowly went out, despondently got into the sleigh, and went home. 
For the whole journey he ceaselessly went over everything the doctor had said, 
trying to turn those confused, unclear, scientific words into simple language and 
to read in them an answer to the question: Am I in a bad way, or a very bad way, 
or aren't things yet so bad? And he thought that the sense of everything the doc- 
tor had said was that he was in a very bad way. Everything in the streets looked 
sad to Ivan Ilyich. The cab drivers were sad, the houses were sad, the passersby, 
the shops. This pain, this dull nagging pain that didn’t stop for a single second, 
combined with the doctor's unclear pronouncements acquired another more 
serious meaning. Ivan Ilyich listened to his pain with a new heavy feeling. 

He arrived home and started to tell his wife. His wife listened but in the 
middle of his account his daughter came in wearing a hat: she and her mother 
were going out. She sat down for a moment to listen to this boring stuff but 
she couldn't stand it for long, and her mother didn’t listen to the end. 

“Now I'm very pleased,” his wife said. “So mind you take your medicine prop- 
ery Give me the prescription, I'll send Gerasim to the chemist’s.” And she went 
to dress. 
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While she was in the room he was barely able to breathe and he sighed 
heavily when she went out. 

“Well then,” he said. “Perhaps it’s not so bad.” 
He began to take the medicines and to follow the doctor's directions, which 

changed after the urine examination. But it was the case now that there had 
been some kind of confusion in the examination and in what followed from it. 
It was impossible to get through to the doctor himself, but it turned out that 
what was happening was not what the doctor had told him. Either he had for- 
gotten or he had lied or he had concealed something from Ivan Ilyich. 

But Ivan Hyich still started to follow the directions precisely and in doing 
so at first found some comfort. 

From the time he visited the doctor Ivan Ilyich’s chief occupations became 
the precise following of the doctor's directions about hygiene and the monitor- 
ing of his pain and all his bodily functions. Ivan Ilyich’s chief interests became 
human illness and human health. When others talked in front of him about 
people who were ill or had died or had gotten better, and in particular about 
any illness that resembled his own, he would listen, trying to conceal his agita- 
tion, ask questions, and apply what was said to his own illness. 

The pain got no less but Ivan Ilyich made an effort to force himself to think 
he was better. And he could deceive himself as long as nothing disturbed him. 
But as soon as there was some unpleasantness with his wife or something went 
wrong at work or he had bad cards at vint, he at once felt the full force of his 
illness. In the past he had endured things going wrong in the expectation that 
I'll soon put things right, I'll overcome, I'll be successful, I'll get a grand slam. 
Now anything that went wrong brought him down and cast him into despair. 
He would say to himself, “I was just starting to get better and the medicine was 
already beginning to work, and along comes this cursed accident or unpleas- 
antness. .. .” And he was angry with the accident or with the people who were 
causing him unpleasantnesses and killing him, and he felt that this anger was 
killing him but he couldn't restrain himself. One might have thought it would 
have been clear to him that this anger against circumstances and people made 
his illness worse, and that therefore he shouldn't pay any attention to unpleas- 
ant incidents, but his reasoning was quite the reverse: He said he needed calm; 

he watched out for anything that might breach that calm and at the smallest 

breach he got angry. His condition was made worse by the fact that he con- 

sulted medical books and doctors. His deterioration progressed so evenly that 

comparing one day with another he could deceive himself—there was little 

difference. But when he consulted doctors, he thought he was getting worse 

and that very quickly. And in spite of that he constantly consulted doctors. 

That month he went to see another celebrity doctor; this other celebrity 

doctor said almost the same as the first but put the questions differently. And 

consulting this celebrity doctor only deepened Ivan Ilyich’s doubt and terror. 

A friend of a friend—a very good doctor—diagnosed his illness quite differ- 

ently, and in spite of promising recovery, his questions and assumptions con- 

fused Ivan Ilyich even more and increased his doubts. A homeopath diagnosed 

his illness again quite differently and gave him some medicine, and Ivan 

Ilyich took it in secret from everyone for about a week. But after a week, feel- 

ing no relief and having lost confidence both in the previous treatments and 

in this one, he fell into greater despair. On one occasion a lady he knew was 
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talking about the healing powers of icons.* Ivan Ilyich found himself listening 

carefully and believing the reality of this. This incident frightened him. “Have I 

really become so feeble-minded?” he said to himself. “What rubbish! It’s all non- 

sense. I mustn't give in to hypochondria, but having chosen one doctor I must 

firmly stick to his treatment. That’s what I'll do. Now it’s settled. I’m not going to 

think and I'm going to follow the treatment strictly till the summer. Then there'll 

be something to show. Let’s now have an end to all this wavering!” It was easy to 
say that but impossible to put it into action. The pain in his side wore him down; 
it seemed to keep getting worse; it became constant; the taste in his mouth 
became stronger; he thought a disgusting smell was coming from his mouth; and 
his appetite and strength were going. He couldn't deceive himself: something 
terrible, new, and important was happening in him, something more important 
than anything that had happened to Ivan Ilyich in his life. And only he knew 
about this; all those around him either didn’t understand or didn’t want to under- 
stand and thought that everything in the world was going on as before. That was 
what tormented Ivan Ilyich most of all. He could see that his household—chiefly 
his wife and daughter who were in the full swing of visits and parties—understood 
nothing, and they were vexed that he was so gloomy and demanding, as if he 
were guilty in that. Although they tried to conceal it, he saw that he was a burden 
to them, but that his wife had evolved a particular attitude to his illness and 

adhered to that irrespective of what he said and did. Her attitude was like this: 
“You know,” she would say to friends, “Ivan Ilyich can't strictly follow a pre- 

scribed treatment, as most good people can. Today he'll take his drops and eat 
what he’s been told to and go to bed in good time, but tomorrow if I don’t look 
properly, he’ll suddenly forget to take them and eat oysters (which are forbid- 
den him) and sit down to vint till one in the morning.” 

“When did I do that?” Ivan Ilyich would say crossly. “Once at Pyotr Ivanov- 
ich’s: 

“Yesterday with Shebek.” 
“[ just couldn't sleep from the pain. . 
“Well, whatever it was from, like that you won't get better and you make us 

miserable.” 
Praskovya Fyodorovna’s public attitude to her husband’s illness, which she 

expressed to others and to him, was that this illness was Ivan Ilyich’s own 

fault and that the whole illness was a new unpleasantness he was bringing 
down on his wife. Ivan Ilyich felt that this came out in her involuntarily, but 
that didn’t make it any easier for him. 

In court Ivan Ilyich noticed or thought he noticed the same strange attitude 
to him: now he would think that people were scrutinizing him like a man 
whose position was soon going to be vacant; now all of a sudden his friends 
would start to joke in an amicable way about his hypochondria, as if this thing, 
this awful, terrible, unheard-of thing that had grown in him and was cease- 
lessly gnawing at him and irrepressibly dragging him somewhere, were the 
most pleasant subject for a joke. He was especially irritated by Schwarz with 
his playfulness and energy and comme il faut ways, all of which reminded 
Ivan Ilyich of himself ten years back. 

” 

8. Paintings of religious images, commonly used for devotional purposes in the Russian Ortho- 
dox Church. 
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Friends came to make up a game; they sat down. They dealt, bending the 
new cards; he put diamonds next to diamonds, seven of them. His partner bid 
no trumps—and held two diamonds. What could be better? Things were cheer- 
ful and bright—they had-a grand slam. And suddenly Ivan Ilyich felt that 
gnawing pain, that taste in the mouth, and there seemed to him to be some- 
thing absurd in the fact that he could rejoice in a grand slam. 

He looked at Mikhail Mikhaylovich, his partner, rapping his powerful hand 
on the table and politely and condescendingly refraining from scooping up the 
tricks but pushing the cards toward Ivan Ilyich to give him the pleasure of pick- 
ing them up without straining himself and stretching out his arm. “Does he 
think I’m so weak I can’t stretch out my arm?” Ivan Ilyich thought. He forgot 
about trumps and trumped his partner, losing the grand slam by three tricks— 
and what was really dreadful was that he saw how Mikhail Mikhaylovich was 
suffering, but he didn’t care. And it was dreadful to think just why he didn't 
care. 
They all saw he was feeling bad and said to him, “We can stop if you are 

tired. You must rest.” Rest? No, he wasn’t tired at all, and they finished the 
rubber. They were all gloomy and silent. Ivan Ilyich felt he had brought down 
this gloom upon them and he couldn't dispel it. They had supper and went 
their ways, and Ivan Ilyich was left alone with the knowledge that his life had 
been poisoned for him, that it was poisoning the lives of others, and that this 
poison wasn‘ losing its power but was penetrating his whole being more and 
more, 
And with this knowledge, with the physical pain, and with the terror, he had 

to get into bed and often be unable to sleep from the pain the greater part of 
the night. And the next morning he had to get up again, dress, go to court, talk, 
write, or if he didn’t go to court he had to stay at home with those twenty-four 
hours of the day, each one of which was a torment. And he had to live like that 
on the brink of the abyss, all alone, without a single person who could under- 
stand and take pity on him. 

V 

A month went by like that and then another. Before the new year his brother- 

in-law came to the city and stayed with them. Ivan Ilyich was in court. Pras- 

kovya Fyodorovna had gone out shopping. When Ivan Ilyich went into his study 

he found his brother-in-law, a healthy, full-blooded fellow, unpacking his suit- 

case himself. He raised his head when he heard Ivan Ilyich’s footsteps and 

looked at him for a second in silence. That look revealed everything to Ivan 

Ilyich. His brother-in-law opened his mouth to say “oh” and stopped himself. 

That movement confirmed everything. 

“So, [ve changed, haven't I?” 

“Yes... there is a change.” 

And however much afterwards Ivan Ilyich turned the conversation with his 

brother-in-law to his appearance, his brother-in-law said nothing. Praskovya 

Fyodorovna arrived, his brother-in-law went out to her. Ivan Ilyich locked his 

door and started to examine himself in the mirror—face-on, then from the 

side, He took up a photograph of himself with his wife and compared the image 

with the one he saw in the mirror. The change was huge. Then he bared his 
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arms to the elbow, looked, rolled his sleeves down again, and sat on an otto- 

man, and his mood became darker than night. 

“You mustn't, you mustn't,” he said to himself; he jumped up, went to the 

desk, opened a case file, and began to read it, but he couldn't. He unlocked 

the door and went into the salon. The drawing-room door was shut. He tip- 

toed to it and began to listen. 
“No, you're exaggerating,” said Praskovya Fyodorovna. 

“Exaggerating? You don’t see—he’s a dead man, look at his eyes. There's no 

light in them. What’s the matter with him?” 
“Nobody knows. Nikolayev [that was the second doctor] said something, 

but I don’t know what. Leshchetitsky [that was the celebrated doctor] said the 

opposite sun! 
Ivan Ilyich moved away, went to his room, lay down, and started to think: 

A kidney, a floating kidney. He remembered everything the doctor had told 
him—how it had become detached and was floating. And with an effort of 
the imagination he tried to understand his kidney and to halt it and strengthen 
it; so little was needed for that, he thought. No, I'll go again to Pyotr Ivano- 
vich. (That was the friend who had a friend who was a doctor.) He rang, gave 
orders for the horse to be harnessed, and got ready to leave. 

“Where are you off to, Jean?”’ his wife said, using a particularly sad and 
unusually kind expression. 

This unusual kindness angered him. He looked at her morosely. 
“I have to go to Pyotr Ivanovich.” 
He went to his friend who had a friend who was a doctor. He found him at 

home and had a long conversation with him. 
When he considered both the anatomical and physiological details of what, 

in the doctor’s opinion, had been happening inside him, he understood every- 
thing. 

There was something, a little something in the appendix. All that might be 
put right. Stimulate the activity of one organ, weaken the activity of another; 
the something would be absorbed and everything would be put right. He got 
back a little late for dinner, talked cheerfully for a bit, but for a long time he 
couldn't go to his room to work. Finally he went into his study and at once sat 
down to work. He read his cases and worked, but the consciousness that he 
had set something aside—an important and intimate matter which he would 
take up once his work was over—did not leave him. When he had finished his 
cases, he remembered that this intimate matter was his thinking about his 
appendix. But he didn’t indulge it; he went to the drawing room for tea. There 
were guests, including the examining magistrate, his daughter’s intended; 
they talked and played the piano and sang. Ivan Ilyich spent the evening, as 
Praskovya Fyodorovna noticed, more cheerfully than he had spent others, 
but he didn’t forget for one minute that he had set aside some important 
thinking about his appendix. At eleven o'clock he said goodnight and went to 
his room. Since he had become ill he slept in a little room next to his study. 
He went in, undressed, and picked up a novel of Zola’s,' which he didn’t read. 

9. French for Ivan (in English, John). Germinal, etc.). Tolstoy condemned Zola for his 
i. Emile Zola (1840-1902), French novelist, naturalistic theories and considered his novels 
author of the Rougon-Macquart novels (Nana, crude. 
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He began thinking instead. The desired cure of the appendix took place in his 
imagination. Matter was absorbed, matter was expelled, and normal activity 
was restored. “Yes, that’s how it all is,” he said to himself. “Only nature needs 
a little help.” He remembered his medicine, sat up, took it, watching for the 
beneficial effects of the medicine and the removal of the pain. “Just take it 
regularly and avoid unhealthy influences; I already feel a bit better, much bet- 
ter.” He started to feel his side—it wasn’t painful to the touch. “Yes, I can't feel 
it; I'm really much better now.” He put out the candle and lay on his side. “The 
appendix is getting better; things are being absorbed.” Suddenly he felt the 
familiar old dull nagging pain, the persistent, quiet, serious pain. The familiar 
nastiness in his mouth. His heart began to pump, his head turned. “My God, 
my God!” he said. “It’s here again, it’s here again and it’s never going to stop.” 
And suddenly his case presented itself to him from a different perspective. 
“Appendix! Kidney!” he said to himself. “It’s not a case of the appendix or of 
the kidney, but of life . . . and death. Yes, I had life and now it’s passing, pass- 
ing, and I can’t hold it back. That’s it. Why deceive oneself? Isn’t it obvious to 
everyone but myself that I am dying, and it’s only a question of the number 
of weeks, days—maybe now. There was light and now there’s darkness. I was 
here but now I’m going there! Where?” A chill came over him, his breathing 
stopped. He could only hear the beating of his heart. 

“I won't exist, so what will exist? Nothing will exist. So where will I be when 
I don’t exist? Is this really death? No, I don’t want it.” He got up quickly, tried to 
light a candle, groped with shaking hands, dropped the candle and candlestick 
on the floor, and slumped back again onto the pillow. “Why? Nothing matters,” 
he said to himself, looking into the darkness with open eyes. “Death. Yes, death. 
And none of them knows and they don’t want to know and they have no pity for 
me. They're enjoying themselves.” Outside the door he could hear the distant 
noise of music and singing. “They don’t care but they too will die. Fools. It'll 
come to me first, to them later; they too will have the same. But they're having 
fun, the beasts!” Anger choked him. And he felt painful, unbearable misery. “It 
cannot be that we're all doomed to this terrible fear.” He raised himself. 

“Something's not right; | must calm down, I must think over everything from 

the outset.” And he began to think. “Yes, the start of my illness. | knocked my 

side, and I stayed just the same that day and the next; it ached a bit, then more, 

then the doctors, then depression, despair, the doctors again; and I kept getting 

nearer and nearer to the abyss. Less strength. Nearer and nearer. And now I’ve 

wasted away, there’s no light in my eyes. And death, and I think about my 

appendix. I think of how to mend my appendix, but this is death. Is it really 

death?” Again horror came over him; he bent down, tried to find the matches, 

and banged his elbow on the nighttable. It got in his way and hurt him; he got 

angry with it; in his irritation he banged his elbow harder and knocked the 

nighttable over. And in his despair he fell back, gasping for breath, expecting 

death to come now. . 

Now the guests were leaving. Praskovya Fyodorovna was seeing them out. 

She heard something fall and came in. 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing. I knocked it over by mistake.” 

She went out and brought back a candle. He lay breathing heavily and very 

fast, like a man who has run a mile, looking at her with motionless eyes. 
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“What's the matter with you, Jean?” J | 

“Nothing. I... knocked... it... over.” (What should I say? She wont 

understand, he thought.) 
Indeed she didn’t. She picked the table up, lit a candle for him, and quickly 

went out; she had to see a guest out. 

When she returned, he was lying in the same position, on his back, looking up. 

“How are you feeling? Is it worse?” 
“Yes; it is.” 
She shook her head and sat down. 
“You know, Jean, I am wondering whether we shouldn't ask Leshchetitsky 

to the house.” 
That meant asking the celebrated doctor regardless of cost. He smiled ven- 

omously and said, “No.” She sat for a while, then went over to him and kissed 
him on the forehead. 
When she kissed him he hated her with all his might and made an effort 

not to push her away. 
“Good night. With God’s help you'll go to sleep.” 
West 

VI 

Ivan Ilyich saw that-he was dying and was in constant despair. 
Ivan Ilyich knew in the very depths of his soul that he was dying but not 

only could he not get accustomed to this, he simply didn’t understand it; he 
just couldn’t understand it. 

All his life the example of a syllogism he had studied in Kiesewetter’s* logic— 
“Caius is a man, men are mortal, therefore Caius is mortal’—had seemed to 

him to be true only in relation to Caius but in no way to himself. There was 
Caius the man, man in general, and it was quite justified, but he wasn’t Caius 
and he wasn’t man in general, and he had always been something quite, quite 
special apart from all other beings; he was Vanya,* with Mama, with Papa, with 
Mitya and Volodya, with his toys and the coachman, with Nyanya, then with 
Katenka, with all the joys, sorrows, passions of childhood, boyhood, youth. Did 
Caius know the smell of the striped leather ball Vanya loved so much? Did 
Caius kiss his mother’s hand like that and did the silken folds of Caius’s mother’s 
dress rustle like that for him? Was Caius in love like that? Could Caius chair a 
session like that? 
And Caius is indeed mortal and it's right that he should die, but for me, 

Vanya, Ivan Ilyich, with all my feelings and thoughts—for me it’s quite differ- 
ent. And it cannot be that I should die, It would be too horrible. 

That’s what he felt. 
“If I had to die like Caius, then I would know it, an inner voice would be 

telling me, but nothing like that happened in me, and I and all my friends— 
we understood that things weren't at all like with Caius. But now there’s this!” 
he said to himself. “It can’t be. It can’t be, but it is. How has this happened? 
How can one understand it?” 

2. Karl Kiesewetter (1766-1819) was a Ger- (1796) was widely used in Russian adapta- 
man popularizer of Kant’s philosophy. His Out- tions as a schoolbook. 
line of Logie According to Kantian Principles 3. Diminutive, familiar form of Ivan. 
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And he couldn't understand it and tried to banish this thought as false, inac- 
curate, morbid, and to replace it with other true and healthy thoughts. But this 
thought, and not just the thought but reality as it were came and stopped in 
front of him. 
And in the place of this thought he called up others in turn in the hope of 

finding support in them. He tried to return to his previous ways of thought, 
which had concealed the thought of death from him. But—strangely—every- 
thing which previously had concealed and covered up and obliterated the aware- 
ness of death now could no longer produce this result. Ivan Ilyich now spent 
most of his time attempting to restore his previous ways of feeling that had 
concealed death. Now he would say to himself, “I'll take up some work, that’s 
what I live by.” And he went to court, banishing all his doubts; he talked to 
friends and sat down, absentmindedly looking over the crowd of people with a 
pensive look as he used to and supporting both wasted hands on the arms of his 
oak chair; leaning over toward a friend as usual, moving the papers of a case, 
whispering together, and then suddenly raising his eyes and sitting up straight, 
he would pronounce the particular words and open the case. But suddenly in 
the middle of it, the pain in his side, ignoring the stages of the case’s develop- 
ment, began its own gnawing work. Ivan Ilyich listened and tried not to think 
about it, but it kept on. It came and stood right in front of him and looked at 
him, and he became petrified; the fire in his eyes died down, and he again began 
to ask himself, “Is it alone the truth?” And his friends and staff saw with sur- 
prise and dismay that he, such a brilliant, subtle judge, was getting confused 
and making mistakes. He would give himself a shake, make an effort to recover 
himself, and somehow or other bring the session to an end, and he would 
return home with the depressing awareness that his work as a judge couldn't 
hide from him as it used to what he wanted it to hide; that with his work as a 

judge he couldn't be rid of It. And what was worst of all was that It was distract- 
ing him not to make him do anything but only for him to look at It, right in the 
eye, look at it and without doing anything endure inexpressible sufferings. 
And to rescue himself from this condition, Ivan Ilyich looked for relief— 

for new screens—and new screens appeared and for a short time seemed to 
offer him salvation, but very soon they again not so much collapsed as let the 
light through, as if It penetrated everything and nothing could hide it. 

Latterly he would go into the drawing room he had arranged—the drawing 

room where he had fallen—how venomously comic it was to think of it—for 

the arrangement of which he had sacrificed his life, for he knew that his illness 

had started with that injury; he would go in and see that something had made 

a scratch on a polished table. He would look for the cause and find it in the 

bronze ornament of an album that had become bent at the edge. He would pick 

up the album, an expensive one he had lovingly compiled, and be cross at the 

carelessness of his daughter and her friends—things were torn and the photo- 

graphs bent. He would carefully set things to rights and bend the decoration 

back again. 
He then would have the thought of moving this whole établissement* of 

albums over into another corner by the flowers. He would call the manservant,; 

either his daughter or his wife would come to his help; they would disagree, 

4, Arrangement (French). 
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contradict him; he would argue, get angry, but everything would be all right 

because he didn’t remember It, couldn't see It. 
And then his wife would say when he himself was moving something, “Let the 

servants do it, you'll hurt yourself again,” and suddenly It would flash through 

the screens; he would see It flash just for a moment, and he still would hope It 

would disappear, but without wanting to he would pay attention to his side—the 

same thing would still be sitting there, still aching, and he couldn't forget it, and 

It would be looking at him quite openly from behind the flowers. Why? 
It’s true, it was here on these curtains that I lost my life as if in an assault. Did 

I really? How terrible and how stupid! It can't be so! It can’t be, but it is. 

He would go into his study, lie down, and be left alone with It. Face-to-face 
with It, but nothing to be done with It. Just look at It and turn cold. 

VII 

How it happened in the third month of Ivan Ilyich’s illness is impossible to 
say because it happened step by step, imperceptibly, but it did happen that his 
wife and his daughter and his son and the servants and his friends and the 
doctors and, above all, he himself knew that all interest others had in him lay 
solely in whether he would soon, at last, vacate his place, free the living from 

the constraint brought about by his presence, and be liberated himself from 
his sufferings. 

He slept less and less; they gave him opium and started to inject morphine. 
But that gave him no relief. The dull pangs he felt in his half-somnolent state 
at first gave him relief as being something new, but then they became as ago- 
nizing as outright pain or even more so. 

They prepared special food to the doctors’ prescriptions, but this food he 
found more and more tasteless, more and more disgusting. 

Special contrivances had to be made for excretion, and every time this was 
a torment for him. A torment because of the uncleanliness, the loss of deco- 

rum, and the odor, from the consciousness that another person had to take 
part in this. 

But some comfort for Ivan Ilyich did come out of this unpleasant business. 
Gerasim, the manservant, always came to take things out for him. 

Gerasim was a clean, fresh young peasant who had filled out on city food. 
He was always cheerful and sunny. At first Ivan Ilyich was embarrassed by 
seeing this man, always dressed in his clean, traditional clothes, having to do 
this repulsive job. 

Once getting up from the pan and lacking the strength to pull up his trou- 
sers, he collapsed into an easy chair and looked with horror at his feeble bare 
thighs with their sharply defined muscles. 

Gerasim came in with firm, light steps in his heavy boots, giving off a pleasant 
smell of tar from the boots and of fresh winter air; he had on a clean hessian°® 
apron and a clean cotton shirt, the sleeves rolled up over his strong, young, bare 
arms; without looking at Ivan Ilyich, he went to the vessel, obviously masking the 
joy in living shining out from his face so as not to hurt the sick man. 

“Gerasim,” Ivan Ilyich said weakly. 

5. Coarse, strong fabric made from hemp. 
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Gerasim started, obviously scared he had made some mistake, and with a 
quick movement turned toward the sick man his fresh, kind, simple, young 
face, which was just beginning to grow a beard. ; 

“Do you need something, sir>” 
“I think this must be unpleasant for you. You must forgive me. I can’t man- 

age. 
“No, sir.” Gerasim’s eyes were shining and he showed his young white 

teeth. “What’s a little trouble? You've got an illness.” 
And with strong, dexterous hands he did his usual job and went out, tread- 

ing lightly. And in five minutes, treading just as lightly, he came back. 
Ivan Ilyich was still sitting there like that in the armchair. 
“Gerasim,” he said when Gerasim had put down the clean, rinsed vessel, 

“please, come here and help me.” Gerasim came. “Lift me up. It’s difficult by 
myself and I’ve sent Dmitry away.” 

Gerasim came over to him; he put his strong arms around him and, gently 
and deftly, the same way he walked, lifted and supported him; he pulled up 
his trousers with one hand and was going to sit him down. But Ivan Ilyich 
asked Gerasim to take him to the sofa. Effortlessly and with next to no pres- 
sure, Gerasim led him, almost carrying him, to the sofa and sat him down. 

“Thank you. How easily, how well . . . you do everything.” 
Gerasim again smiled and was about to go out. But Ivan Ilyich felt so good 

with him around that he didn’t want to let him go. 
“Now. Please move this chair over to me. No, that one, underneath my legs. 

I feel better when my legs are higher.” 
Gerasim brought the chair, placed it without making any noise, lowering it 

in one movement to the floor, and lifted Ivan Ilyich’s legs onto the chair; Ivan 

Ilyich thought he felt better the moment Gerasim raised up his legs. 
“I feel better when my legs are higher,” Ivan Ilyich said. “Put that cushion 

under me.” 
Gerasim did that. Again he lifted his legs up and put the cushion into posi- 

tion. Again Ivan Ilyich felt better when Gerasim held his legs up. When he 
lowered them, he thought he felt worse. 

“Gerasim,” he said to him, “are you busy now?” 
“No sir, not at all,” said Gerasim, who had learned from the townsfolk how 

to talk to the gentry. 
“What do you still have to do?” 
“What is there to do? I’ve done everything; I’ve just got to chop the wood 

for tomorrow.” 
“So hold my legs up a bit higher, can you do that?” 

“Of course I can.” Gerasim lifted up his legs and Ivan Ilyich thought that 

in this position he felt absolutely no pain. 
“But what about the wood?” 
“Don’t worry, sir. We'll manage.” 

Ivan Ilyich told Gerasim to sit down and hold up his legs, and he talked to 

him. And—strange to say—he thought he felt better while Gerasim held up 

his legs. A et ’ 
From that day Ivan Ilyich started sometimes to call Gerasim in to him and 

made him hold up his legs on his shoulders, and he liked to talk to him. Gerasim 

did this easily, willingly, simply, and with a goodness of heart that touched Ivan 
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Ilyich. In all other people Ivan Ilyich was offended by health, strength, high 

spirits; only Gerasim’s strength and high spirits didn’t depress but calmed Ivan 

Ilyich. 
Ivan Ilyich’s chief torment was the lie—that lie, for some reason recognized 

by everyone, that he was only ill but not dying, and that he only needed rest and 

treatment and then there would be some very good outcome. But he knew that 

whatever they did, there would be no outcome except even more painful suffer- 

ing and death. And he was tormented by this lie; he was tormented by their 
unwillingness to acknowledge what everyone knew and he knew, by their want- 
ing to lie to him about his terrible situation, by their wanting him to and mak- 
ing him take part in that lie himself. The lie, this lie being perpetrated above 
him on the eve of his death, the lie which could only bring down this terrible 
solemn act of his death to the level of all their visits and curtains and sturgeon 
for dinner . . . was horribly painful for Ivan Ilyich. And, strangely, many times 
when they were performing their tricks above him, he was within a hair's 
breadth of crying out to them, “Stop lying; you know and I know that I am 
dying; so at least stop lying.” But he never had the strength to do it. The terri- 
ble, horrific act of his dying, he saw, had been brought down by all those sur- 
rounding him to the level of a casual unpleasantness, some breach of decorum 
(as one treats a man who, entering a drawing room, emits a bad smell); brought 
down by that very “decorum” he had served his whole life, he saw that no one 
had pity for him because no one even wanted to understand his situation. Only 
Gerasim understood his situation and felt pity for him. And so Ivan Ilyich only 
felt comfortable with Gerasim. He felt comfortable when Gerasim held up his 
legs, sometimes for whole nights without a break, and wouldn't go off to bed, 
saying, “Please, sir, don’t worry, Ivan Ilyich, I'll still get plenty of sleep”; or 
when he would suddenly add, going over to the familiar “thou,” “You're sick, so 
why shouldn't I do something for you?” Gerasim was the only one not to lie; 
everything showed he was the only one who understood what the matter was 
and didn’t think it necessary to hide it, and simply felt pity for his wasted, feeble 
master. He even once said directly when Ivan Ilyich was dismissing him: 

“We'll all die. So why not take a little trouble?” He said this, conveying by 
it that he wasn’t bothered by the work precisely because he was doing it for a 
dying man and hoped that in his time someone would do this work for him. 

Apart from this lie, or as a consequence of it, what was most painful for 
Ivan Ilyich was that no one had pity on him as he wanted them to have pity; 
at some moments after prolonged sufferings Ivan Ilyich wanted most of all, 
however much he felt ashamed to admit it, for someone to have pity on him 
like a sick child. He wanted them to caress him, to kiss him, to cry over him 
as one caresses and comforts children. He knew he was an important legal 
official, that he had a graying beard and that therefore this was impossible, 
but he still wanted it. And in his relations with Gerasim there was something 
close to that, and therefore his relations with Gerasim comforted him. Ivan 
Ilyich would want to cry, would want them to caress him and cry over him; 
then in would come his friend, the lawyer Shebek, and instead of crying and 
caresses Ivan Ilyich would assume a serious, stern, pensive expression and 
out of inertia would give his opinion on the meaning of a verdict of the court 
of appeal and stubbornly insist on it. This lie all around him and inside him 
more than anything poisoned the last days of Ivan Ilyich’s life. 
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VIII 

It was morning. It was morning only because Gerasim had gone out and Pyotr 
the manservant came in, put out the candles, opened one curtain, and started 
quietly to tidy up. Whether it was morning or evening, Friday or Sunday, was 
immaterial, it was all one and the same: the gnawing, agonizing pain that 
didn’t abate for a moment; the consciousness of life departing without hope but 
still not yet departed; the same terrible, hateful death advancing, which was 
the only reality, and always the same lie. What did days, weeks, and times of 
day matter here? 

“Would you like some tea?” 
He has to have order; masters should drink tea in the mornings, he thought 

and only said: 
“No.” 
“Would you like to move to the sofa?” 
He has to tidy the chamber, and I'm in the way; | am dirt, disorder, he thought 

and only said: 
“No, leave me be.” 

The manservant did some more things. Ivan Ilyich stretched out his hand. 
Pyotr came up to serve. 

“What do you want?” 
“My watch.” 
Pyotr got the watch, which was lying right there, and handed it to him. 
“Half past eight. Have they got up?” 
“No, sir. Vasily Ivanovich”—that was his son—“has gone to the gymna- 

sium, but Praskovya Fyodorovna gave orders to wake her if you asked for her. 
Shall I?” 

“No, don't.” Shall I try some tea? he thought. “Yes, tea. . . bring it.” 
Pyotr went to the door. Ivan Ilyich felt terrified of being left alone. How can 

I detain him? Yes, my medicine. “Pyotr, give me my medicine.” Why not, maybe 
the medicine will still help. He took the spoon and drank. No, it won't help. 
It’s all nonsense and a sham, he decided as soon as he sensed the familiar 

sickly, hopeless taste. No, I can’t believe in it anymore. But the pain, why the 
pain, if it would just go down even for a minute. And he groaned. Pyotr turned 
round again. “No, go away. Bring me some tea.” ; 

Pyotr went out. Left alone, Ivan Ilyich groaned not so much from the pain, 

however frightful it was, as from anguish. “Always the same, always these 

endless days and nights. If only it could be soon. What could be soon? Death, 
darkness. No, no. Anything is better than death!” 

When Pyotr came in with the tea on a tray, Ivan Ilyich looked distractedly at 

him for a long time, not taking in who and what he was. Pyotr was embarrassed 

by this stare. And when Pyotr was embarrassed, Ivan Ilyich came to himself. 

“Yes,” he said, “tea... good, put it down. Only help me wash and give me 

clean shirt.” 
; And Ivan Ilyich began to wash. Stopping to rest, he washed his hands, his 

face, cleaned his teeth, began to brush his hair, and looked in the mirror. He felt 

frightened, especially frightened by the way his hair stuck flat to his forehead. 

When his shirt was being changed, he knew that he would be even more fright- 

ened if he looked at his body, and so he didn’t look at himself. But now it was all 
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done. He put on a dressing gown, covered himself with a blanket, and sat in an 

armchair to have his tea. For one minute he felt refreshed, but as soon as he began 

to drink the tea, again the same taste, the same pain. With an effort he finished 

the tea and lay down, stretching out his legs. He lay down and sent Pyotr away. 

Always the same. There'd be a small flash of hope, then a sea of despair 

would surge, and always pain, always pain, always despair, and always the 

same. It was horribly depressing being alone; he wanted to ask for someone 

but he knew in advance that with others there it would be even worse. “If only 
I could have morphine again—and lose consciousness. I'll tell him, the doc- 
tor, to think of something else. Like this it’s impossible, impossible.” 

An hour, a couple of hours would go by like that. But now there’s a bell in 
the hall. Maybe it’s the doctor. It is; it’s the doctor, fresh, bright, plump, 
cheerful, his expression saying, “You've gotten frightened of something there 
but now we'll fix all that for you.” The doctor knows that this expression isn’t 
appropriate here, but he has assumed it once and for all and he can't take it 
off, like a man who has put on a tailcoat in the morning and is paying visits. 

The doctor rubs his hands briskly and reassuringly. 
“lm cold. There’s a cracking frost. Let me warm myself up,” he says, his 

expression being as if one just had to wait a little for him to warm himself, 
and when he had, then he would set everything to rights. 

“So, how are we?” 
Ivan Ilyich feels the doctor wants to say, “How are things?” but feels one 

can't talk like that, and he says, “How did you spend the night?” 
Ivan Ilyich looks at the doctor, his expression asking, “Will you really never 

be ashamed of telling lies?” But the doctor doesn’t want to understand the 
question. 

And Ivan Ilyich says: 
“Just as dreadfully. The pain isn’t going, it isn’t going away. If I could just 

have something!” 
“Yes, you patients are always like that. Well, sir, now I’ve warmed up, even 

our very particular Praskovya Fyodorovna wouldn't have anything to say against 
my temperature. So, sir, good morning.” And the doctor shakes his hand. 

And, dropping all his earlier playfulness, the doctor begins to examine the 
patient with a serious expression, takes pulse and temperature, and then 
begin the tappings and auscultations. 

Ivan Ilyich knows firmly and without any doubt that all this is nonsense, an 
empty fraud, but when the doctor on his knees stretches over him, applying his 
ear first higher, then lower, and performs over him various gymnastic exer- 
cises, Ivan Ilyich succumbs to all this as he used to succumb to lawyers’ 
speeches when he knew very well that they were lying and why they were lying. 

The doctor, kneeling on the sofa, was still tapping something when there 
was a rustling at the door of Praskovya Fyodorovna’s silk dress, and they 
could hear her scolding Pyotr for not informing her of the doctor’s arrival. 

She comes in, kisses her husband, and at once starts to make it clear that 
she has got up long ago and that it’s because of a misunderstanding that she 
wasn't there when the doctor came. 

Ivan Ilyich looks at her, examines her closely, and holds against her the 
whiteness and plumpness and cleanliness of her arms and neck, the gloss of 
her hair and the shine of her eyes that are so full of life. He hates her with 
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his whole soul. And her touch makes him suffer from a surge of hatred 
towards her. 

Her attitude to him and to his illness is always the same. Just as the doctor 
has developed for himself an attitude toward his patients which he hasn't been 
able to put aside, so has she developed a simple attitude towards him—he isn't 
doing something he should be doing, and it’s his fault, and she lovingly scolds 
him for this—and she hasn't yet managed to put this attitude toward him aside. 

“He just doesn't listen. He doesn’t take his medicine when he should. And 
above all—he lies in a position that has to be bad for him—with his legs up.” 

She described how he makes Gerasim hold his legs. 
The doctor smiled a smile of amiable scorn, as if saying, “What can one do? 

Sometimes these patients dream up such silly things; but one can forgive them.” 
When the examination was over the doctor looked at his watch, and then 

Praskovya Fyodorovna announced to Ivan Ilyich that whatever he might 
want, today she had asked in a famous doctor and he and Mikhail Danilovich 
(that was the usual doctor’s name) would examine him together and discuss 
the case. 

“So please don't go against this. I’m doing this for myself,” she said ironi- 
cally, letting him understand that she did everything for him and just by her 
saying this he was given no right to refuse her. He said nothing and frowned. 
He felt that the lies surrounding him had become so tangled that it was dif- 
ficult now to see anything clearly. 

Everything she did for him she did only for herself, and she told him so, as 
if that was something so unlikely that he had to understand it in the opposite 
sense. 

Indeed the famous doctor did arrive at half past eleven. Again there started 
the auscultations and serious conversations, both in front of Ivan Ilyich and 
in another room, about his kidney and appendix, and questions and answers 
delivered with such a serious air that again, instead of the real question about 
life and death which now was the only one that confronted him, there came 
a question about his kidney and appendix, which were doing something not 
quite as they should be and which Mikhail Danilovich and the celebrity doc- 
tor would get to grips with right away and make them correct themselves. 

The famous doctor said his goodbyes with a serious expression, but one 

that hadn't given up hope. And to the timid question Ivan Ilyich put to him, 

raising eyes that were shining with fear and hope—is there any possibility of 

recovery?—he answered that though one couldn't guarantee it, there was a 

possibility. The look of hope with which Ivan Ilyich said goodbye to the doc- 

tor was so pitiful that, when she saw it, Praskovya Fyodorovna burst into 

tears as she went through the study doors to give the famous doctor his fee. 

The rise in his spirits brought about by the doctor’s encouragement didn’t 

last long. Again it was the same room, the same pictures, curtains, wallpaper, 

medicine bottles, and his same hurting, suffering body. And Ivan Ilyich started 

to groan; they gave him an injection and he lost consciousness. habe. 

When he came to, it was beginning to get dark; they brought in his dinner. 

With some effort he took some broth; and again all those same things and 

again night was coming on. 

After dinner at seven o'clock Praskovya Fyodorovna came into his room 

dressed for an evening out, her breasts large and lifted and traces of powder 
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on her face. That morning she had reminded him that they were going to the 

theater. Sarah Bernhardt® was visiting and they had a box which Ivan Ilyich 

had insisted they take. Now he had forgotten that, and her clothes outraged 

him. But he concealed his outrage when he remembered that he himself had 

insisted they get a box and go because it was a cultural treat for their children. 

Praskovya Fyodorovna came in pleased with herself but also with a kind of 

guilty feeling. She sat down, asked about his health—as he could see, just for 
the sake of asking rather than to learn, knowing that there was nothing to 
learn—and began to say what she needed to: that she wouldn't have gone out 
for anything but the box was taken and Héléne was going and their daughter 
and Petrishchev (the examining magistrate, their daughter’s fiancé), and it was 
impossible to let them go alone. But it would be so much more agreeable for her 
to sit with him. He must just do what the doctor had ordered without her. 

“Yes, and Fyodor Petrovich—the fiancé—wanted to come in. Can he? Liza, 
too.” 

“Let them come in.” 
His daughter came in all dressed up with her young body bared, that body 

which made him suffer so. But she was flaunting it. Strong, healthy, clearly 
in love and angry at the illness, suffering, and death that stood in the way of 
her happiness. 

Fyodor Petrovich came too, in a tailcoat, his hair curled a la Capoul,’ his 
long sinewy neck encased in a white collar, with a huge white shirtfront and 
with powerful thighs squeezed into narrow black trousers, with one white 
glove pulled onto his hand and an opera hat. 

After him the schoolboy crept in inconspicuously in a new school uniform, 
poor fellow, wearing white gloves and with terrible dark patches under his 
eyes, the meaning of which Ivan Ilyich knew. 

His son always made him feel sorry for him. And the look he gave him was 
terrible, full of sympathy and fear. Apart from Gerasim, only Vasya under- 
stood him and felt pity for him, so Ivan Ilyich thought. 
They all sat down, asked again about his health. A silence fell. Liza asked 

her mother about the opera glasses. There ensued an argument between 
mother and daughter about who had put them where. It felt unpleasant. 

Fyodor Petrovich asked Ivan Ilyich if he had seen Sarah Bernhardt. At first 
Ivan Ilyich didn’t understand what he was being asked and then said: 

“No, but have you?” 

“Yes, in Adrienne Lecouvreur.”® 

Praskovya Fyodorovna said that she was particularly good in something or 
other. Their daughter disagreed. There began a conversation about the ele- 
gance and realism of her acting—that conversation which is always exactly 
the same. 

In the middle of the conversation Fyodor Petrovich looked at Ivan Ilyich 
and fell silent. The others looked and fell silent. Ivan Ilyich looked straight 

6. Stage name of French actress Rosine Ber- 8. A play (1849) by the French dramatist 
nard (1844-1923), famed for romantic and — Eugéne Scribe (1791-1861), in which the her- 
tragic roles. oine was a famous actress of the 18th century. 
7. That is, worn in tight curls in the manner Tolstoy considered Scribe, who wrote over 400 
of famed French tenor Victor Capoul (1839— __ plays, a shoddy, commercial playwright. 
1924). 
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ahead with shining eyes, clearly becoming angry with them. This had to be 
put right, but it was quite impossible to put right. Somehow this silence had to 
be broken. No one had the resolve, and they all became frightened that some- 
how the decorous lie would collapse and the true state of things would become 
obvious to all. Liza was the first to take the resolve. She broke the silence. She 
wanted to hide what they were all feeling, but she said it wrong. 

“So, if we are going to go, it’s time,” she said, looking at her watch, a present 
from her father, and she gave a barely perceptible smile to the young man, 
which meant something known to them alone, and got up, her dress rustling, 

They all got up, said goodbye, and went off. 
When they had gone out, Ivan Ilyich thought he felt better: the lie wasn’t 

there—it had gone out with them—but the pain remained. The same con- 
stant pain, the same constant fear made nothing more difficult, nothing eas- 
ier. Everything was worse. 

Again minute followed minute, hour followed hour; it was always the same 
and there was still no end and the inevitable end became more terrifying. 

“Yes, send me Gerasim,” he said in reply to a question Pyotr asked. 

IX 

His wife came back late at night. She walked on tiptoe but he heard her; he 
opened his eyes and quickly shut them again. She wanted to send Gerasim 
away and sit with him herself. He opened his eyes and said: 

“No. Go away.” 
“Are you in a lot of pain?” 
“It doesn’t matter.” 
“Take some opium.” 
He agreed and drank. She went out. 
Till three o’clock he was in a tormented stupor. He thought that in some 

way they were pushing him and his pain into a narrow, deep, black sack; they 
kept pushing further but they couldn’t push them right in. And this terrible 
business for him was crowned by his suffering. And he was both struggling 
and wanting to drop right down, both fighting against it and assisting. And 

suddenly he was free and fell and came to. The same Gerasim was still sitting 

on the bed at his feet, dozing quietly, patiently. And Ivan Ilyich was lying 

there, having lifted his emaciated legs in their socks onto Gerasim’s shoulders; 

there was the same candle with its shade and the same unceasing pain. 

“Go, Gerasim,” he whispered. 

“It doesn’t matter, sir, I’ll sit a bit longer.” 

“No, go.” 
He removed his legs and lay on his side on top of his arm, and he began to 

feel sorry for himself. He waited for Gerasim to go out into the next room and 

he couldn't control himself anymore, and he burst into tears like a child. He 

wept for his helplessness, for his horrible loneliness, for people’s cruelty, for 

God’s cruelty, for God’s absence. 

“Why have you done all this? Why have you brought me here? Why, why do 

you torment me so horribly?” 

He didn’t expect an answer, but he also wept because there wasn’t and 

couldn't be an answer. The pain increased again but he didn't move or call 
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anyone. He said to himself, “More, go on, beat me! But why? What have I done 

to you, why?” 

Then he calmed down; he not only stopped weeping, he stopped breathing 

and became all attention, as if he were listening not to a voice speaking in 

sounds but to the voice of his soul, to the train of thoughts rising within him. 

“What do you want?” was the first clear idea capable of being expressed in 

words that he heard. “What do you want? What do you want?” he repeated to 

himself. “What? Not to suffer. To live,” he answered. 
And again he became absorbed with such intense attention that even the 

pain did not distract him. 
“To live? To live how?” asked the voice of his soul. 
“Yes, to live, as I lived before: well and pleasantly.” 
“As you lived before, well, pleasantly?” asked the voice. And he began to go 

over in his imagination the best moments of his pleasant life. But—strange to 
relate—all these best moments of a pleasant life now seemed quite different 
from what they had seemed then. All of them—except for his first memories of 
childhood. There in childhood was something so truly pleasant with which he 
could live, if it returned. But the person who had experienced those pleasant 
things no longer existed: it was like a memory of something else. 

As soon as the process began which had resulted in Ivan Ilyich, the man of 
today, all the things which had seemed joys melted away before his eyes and 
were changed into something worthless and often vile. 
And the further from childhood, the nearer to the present, the more worth- 

less and dubious were the joys. That began with law school. There was still 
something there truly good: there was gaiety, there was friendship, there were 
hopes. But in the senior classes these good moments were already less fre- 
quent. After that, at the time of his first period of service with the governor, 
again good moments appeared: there were memories of love for a woman. After 
that all this became confused and there was even less of what was good. Fur- 
ther on there was still less good, and the further he went the less there was. 

Marriage . . . so casually entered, and disillusionment, and the smell that came 
from his wife’s mouth, and sensuality, hypocrisy! And that deadly work of his 
and those worries about money, and on for a year, and two, and ten, and twenty— 
and always the same. And the further he went, the more deadly it became. “As if 
I were walking downhill at a regular pace, imagining I was walking uphill. That's 
how it was. In the eyes of the world I was walking uphill, and to just that extent 
life was slipping away from under me . . . And now it’s time, to die! 

“So what is this? Why? It can’t be. It can’t be that life was so meaningless 
and vile. But if it was indeed so meaningless and vile, then why die and die 
suffering? Something is wrong. 

“Maybe I have lived not as I should have” —the thought suddenly came into 
his head. “But how so when I did everything in the proper way?” he said to 
himself, and immediately rejected this solution of the whole riddle of life as 
something wholly impossible. 

“What do you want now? To live? To live how? To live as you lived in court 
when the court officer pronounces, ‘The court is opening!’ The court is opening, 
opening, the court,” he repeated to himself. “Here’s the court! But I'm not guilty!” 
he shouted angrily. “For what?” And he stopped weeping and, turning his face to 
the wall, he began to think of just the one thing: why all this horror, for what? 
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But however much he thought, he found no answer. And when there came 
to him the thought, as it often did, that all this was happening because he 
had lived wrongly, he at once remembered all the correctness of his life and 
rejected this strange thought. 

X 

Two more weeks went by. Ivan Ilyich didn’t get up from the sofa anymore. 
He didn’t want to lie in bed and instead lay on the sofa. And, lying almost 
all the time with his face to the wall, he suffered in his loneliness all those 
same insoluble sufferings and in his loneliness thought the same insoluble 
thoughts. What is this? Is it really true that this is death? And a voice within 
answered: Yes, it’s true. Why these torments? And the voice answered: That’s 
the way it is; there is no why. Apart from that there was nothing more. 

From the very start of his illness, when Ivan Ilyich went to the doctor for the 
first time, his life was divided into two diametrically opposed moods, which 
alternated with each other: on the one hand despair and the expectation of an 
incomprehensible and horrible death, on the other hope and the absorbed 
observation of the activity of his body. Now he had before his eyes just a kid- 
ney or appendix which for a time had deviated from the performance of its 
duties; now there was just incomprehensible, horrible death from which it was 
impossible to escape in any way. 

From the very beginning of his illness these two moods alternated with 
each other; but the more the illness progressed, the more fantastic and ques- 
tionable became thoughts about his kidney and the more real the conscious- 
ness of approaching death. 

He only had to remember what he had been three months previously and 
what he was now—to remember how he had been walking downhill at a regu- 
lar pace—for all possibility of hope to crumble. 

In the recent loneliness in which he found himself, lying with his face to the 
back of the sofa, loneliness in the midst of a crowded city and his numerous 
acquaintances and family—loneliness that could not be more absolute anywhere, 
either at the bottom of the sea or underneath the earth—in his recent terrible 
loneliness Ivan Ilyich lived only by his imagination in the past. One after another 
pictures of his past presented themselves to him. It always began with the closest 

in time and went back to the most remote, to his childhood, and rested there. If 

Ivan Ilyich thought of the stewed prunes he was offered to eat now, he remem- 

bered the moist, wrinkled French prunes of his childhood, their particular taste 

and the flow of saliva when he got to the stone, and alongside this memory of 

taste there arose a whole row of memories of that time: his nyanya, his brother, 

his toys. “You mustn't think of that. . . . It’s too painful,” Ivan Ilyich said to him- 

self, and was again transported into the present. A button on the back of the sofa 

and the creases in its morocco leather. “Morocco is expensive and wears badly; 

there was a quarrel because of it. But it was different leather and a different row 

when we ripped our father’s briefcase and were punished, but Mama brought us 

some pies.” And again he stopped in his childhood and again it was painful for 

Ivan Ilyich, and he tried to push it away and think of something else. 

And here again, together with this train of memories, another train of memo- 

ries went through his mind—of how his illness had intensified and grown. It was 
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the same; the further back he went, the more life there was. There was more 

good in life and more of life itself. And the two merged together. As my torments 

kept getting worse and worse, so the whole of life became worse and worse, he 

thought. One bright spot, there, at the start of his life, and after that everything 

blacker and blacker, and everything quicker and quicker. In inverse ratio to the 

square of the distance from death, thought Ivan Ilyich. And an image of a stone 

flying downward with increasing speed became fixed in his mind. Life, a sequence 

of increasing sufferings, flies quicker and quicker to the end, to the most terrible 
suffering of all. I am flying ... He shivered, moved, tried to resist, but he now 
knew that resistance was impossible, and again, with eyes that were tired of look- 
ing but which couldn't help looking at what was in front of him, he gazed at the 
back of the sofa and waited—waited for that terrible fall, the crash, and annihila- 
tion. “I can't resist,” he said to himself. “But if I could just understand why. That 
too I can't. I might be able to explain it if I said I had lived not as I should have. 
But it’s impossible to admit that,” he said to himself, remembering all the lawful- 
ness, the correctness, and the decorum of his life. “It’s impossible to admit that 
now,” he said to himself, grimacing with his lips, as if anyone could see this smile 
of his and be deceived by it. “There’s no explanation! Torment, death. . .. Why?” 

XI 

Two weeks went by like that. In those weeks an event took place that had 
been desired by Ivan Ilyich and his wife: Petrishchev made a formal proposal. 
It happened in the evening. The next day Praskovya Fyodorovna went in to 
her husband, wondering how to announce Fyodor Petrovich’s proposal to 
him, but that very night Ivan Ilyich had taken a turn for the worse. Praskovya 
Fyodorovna found him on the same sofa, but in a new position. He was lying 
on his back, groaning and looking ahead with a fixed gaze. 

She started talking about medicines. He turned his eyes to her. She didn’t 
finish what she had begun to say; there was so much anger expressed in those 
eyes, aimed directly at her. 

“For Christ’s sake, let me die in peace,” he said. 
She was about to go, but at that moment his daughter came in and went up 

to say good morning. He looked at his daughter as he had at his wife and to 
her questions about his health he drily said to her that he would soon liberate 
them all from himself. They both said nothing, sat briefly, and went out. 

“What can we be blamed for?” Liza said to her mother. “As if we'd done 
this! I’m sorry for Papa, but why must he torment us?” 

The doctor came at the usual time. Ivan Ilyich answered him “yes, no,” not 
taking his angry eyes from him, and finally said: 

“You know that you won't be of any help, so leave me.” 
“We can relieve the suffering,” the doctor said. 
“You can’t do that either; leave me.” 
The doctor went out into the drawing room and informed Praskovya 

Fyodorovna that things were very bad and that there was only one resource— 
opium, to relieve the suffering, which must be terrible. 

The doctor said that Ivan Ilyich’s physical sufferings were terrible, and that 
was true; but even more terrible than his physical sufferings were his mental 
sufferings, and there was his chief torment. 
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His mental sufferings lay in the fact that that night, as he looked at Gera- 
sim’s sleepy, good-natured face with its high cheekbones, there suddenly had 
entered his head the thought: But what if in actual fact all my life, my con- 
scious life, has been “wrong”? ; ; 

It occurred to him that the notion that had previously seemed to him a com- 
plete impossibility—that he had not lived his life as he should have done— 
could be the truth. It occurred to him that his barely noticeable attempts at 
struggling against what was considered good by those in high positions above 
him, those barely noticeable attempts which he had immediately rejected, 
could be genuine, and everything else wrong. His work and the structure of his 
life and his family and his social and professional interests—all that could be 
wrong. He tried to defend all that to himself. And suddenly he felt the fragility 
of what he was defending. And there was nothing to defend. 

“But if this is so,” he said to himself, “and lam leaving life with the realiza- 

tion that I have lost everything I was given and that it’s impossible to put 
right, then what?” He lay on his back and started to go over his whole life 
afresh. When in the morning he saw the manservant, then his wife, then his 
daughter, then the doctor—every one of their movements, every one of their 
words confirmed for him the terrible truth that had been disclosed to him in 
the night. He saw in them himself, everything by which he had lived, and saw 
clearly that all this was wrong, all this was a terrible, huge fraud concealing 
both life and death. This realization increased, increased tenfold his physical 
sufferings. He groaned and tossed about and pulled at the clothes on him. He 
felt suffocated and crushed. And he hated them for that. 

They gave him a big dose of opium; he lost consciousness, but at dinnertime 
the same began again. He drove them all away from him and tossed about from 
side to side. 

His wife came to him and said: 
“Jean, my dear, do this for me. It can’t do any harm, but it often helps. So, 

it’s nothing. And people in good health often. . .” 
He opened his eyes wide. 
“What? Take communion? Why? There’s no need to! But then... 
She started crying. 
“Yes, my dear? Ill call for our man, he’s so sweet.” 
“Fine, very well,” he said. 
When the priest came and took his confession, he was calmed; he felt a kind 

of relief from his doubts and, as a consequence of that, from his sufferings, and 

a moment of hope came to him. He again began to think of his appendix and the 

possibility of curing it. He received communion with tears in his eyes. 

When, after communion, he was put to bed, for a moment he felt comfort- 

able and hope for life appeared again. He began to think of the operation being 

suggested to him. “To live, I want to live,” he said to himself. His wife came to 

congratulate him on taking communion; she said the usual words and added: 

“You feel better, don’t you?” 

Without looking at her he said, “Yes.” 

Her clothes, her body, the expression of her face, the sound of her voice— 

everything said to him one thing: “Wrong. Everything by which you have lived 

and are living is a lie, a fraud, concealing life and death from you.” And as soon 

as he thought that, hatred rose up in him, and together with hatred agonizing 

9 
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physical suffering, and with those sufferings an awareness of the end, nearby 

and unavoidable. Something new happened: his breath started to strain and 

come in spurts and be squeezed out. 
His expression when he said “yes” was terrible. Having said that yes, he 

looked her straight in the eye and with unusual strength for his weakness 

turned himself facedown and cried: 
“Go away, go away, leave me!” 

XII 

From that minute began three days of unceasing screams that were so hor- 
rible one couldn't hear them from two doors away without feeling horror. The 
minute he answered his wife, he understood that he was lost, that there was 
no return, that the end had come, the very end, but the doubt still wasn't 
resolved; it still remained doubt. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” he cried out in various tones. He began to cry out, “I don’t 
want to, no!” and went on like that crying out the letter O. 

For the whole three days, during which time did not exist for him, he 
tossed about in the black sack into which he was being pushed by an invisi- 
ble, insurmountable force. He struggled as a man condemned to death strug- 
gles in the arms of the executioner, knowing he cannot save himself; and 
with every minute he felt that for all his efforts at struggling he was coming 
nearer and nearer to what filled him with horror. He felt that his agony lay 
both in being pushed into that black hole and even more in being unable to 
get into it. He was prevented from climbing in by his declaration that his life 
had been good. This justification of his life caught on something and stopped 
him from going forward, and that distressed him most of all. 

Suddenly some kind of force struck him in the chest and on the side; his 

breath was constricted even more; he collapsed into the hole and there at the 

bottom of the hole some light was showing. There happened to him what he 
used to experience in a railway carriage when you think you are going for- 
ward but are going backward and suddenly realize your true direction. 

“Yes, everything was wrong,” he said to himself, “but it doesn’t matter. I can, 
I can do what is right. But what is right?” he asked himself, and at once fell 
silent. 

It was the end of the third day, an hour before his death. At that very 
moment the gymnasium schoolboy quietly slipped into his father’s room and 
approached his bed. The dying man was still crying out despairingly and 
waving his arms about. One of his hands hit the schoolboy’s head. The 
schoolboy took it, pressed it to his lips, and wept. 

At that very moment Ivan Ilyich fell through and saw a light, and it was 
revealed to him that his life had been wrong but that it was still possible to mend 
things. He asked himself, “What is right?” and fell silent, listening. Now he felt 
someone was kissing his hand. He opened his eyes and looked at his son. He felt 
sorry for him. His wife came to him. He looked at her. She looked at him, mouth 
open and tears on her nose and cheeks that she hadn't wiped away. He felt sorry 
for her. 

“Yes, | make them unhappy,” he thought. “They are sorry for me, but it'll 
be better for them when I die.” He wanted to say that but didn’t have the 
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strength to utter it. “However, why say things? One must act,” he thought. 
With a look to his wife he pointed to his son and said: 

“Take him away... sorry for him... and for you...” He wanted to add 
“forgive” but said “give,” and not having the strength to correct himself, waved 
his hand, knowing that He who needed to understand would understand. 
And suddenly it became clear to him that what had been oppressing him 

and not coming to an end—now everything was coming to an end at once, on 
two sides, on ten sides, on every side. He was sorry for them, he must make 
it so they had no pain. Free them and free himself from these sufferings. “So 
good and so simple,” he thought. “And the pain?” he asked himself. “Where’s 
it gone? Well, where are you, pain?” 

He began to listen. 
“There it is. So—let the pain be. And death? Where is it?” 
He searched for his old habitual fear of death and didn’t find it. Where was 

death? What death? There was no fear, because there was no death. 
Instead of death there was light. 
“So that’s it!” he suddenly said aloud. “Such joy!” 
For him all this took place in a moment, and the significance of this 

moment didn’t change. For those there his death agony lasted two hours 
more. Something bubbled in his chest; his emaciated body shivered. Then 

the gurgling and wheezing became less and less frequent. 
“It is finished!” someone said above him. 
He heard these words and repeated them in his heart. “Death is finished,” 

he said to himself. “It is no more.” 
He breathed in, stopped halfway, stretched himself, and died. 
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trying to sign the latest acting stars. 
One might compare nineteenth-century 
theater with present-day Hollywood and 

riting in an era when drama had 
become a second-rate occupa- 

tion, with most gifted writers turning 

instead to novels or poetry, Henrik 

Ibsen restored prestige and relevance 

to the theater. Over the course of the 

nineteenth century, the invention of 

new theatrical machinery and tech- 

niques had turned theater into specta- 

cle. Theater producers spent their time 

and money on special effects, dazzling 

audiences with lighting, horses, or even 

nautical battles in addition to, of course, 

its focus on blockbuster action movies 
packed with special effects and star 
actors. Ibsen showed Europe that the- 
ater could be more than just spectacle, 

that it could be an art form addressing 
the most serious moral and social ques- 
tions of the time. The theatergoing pub- 
lic was first shocked, and later thrilled, to 
have controversial themes presented on 
the stage, and to have them presented 


