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Ivan Sergyevitch Turgenev came of an old stock of the Russian nobility
He was born in Orel, in the province of Orel, which lies more than a hun-
dred miles south of Moscow, on October 28, 1818. His education was be-
gun by tutors at home in the great family mansion in the town of Spask,
and he studied later at the universities of Moscow, St. Petersburg, and
Berlin. The influence of the last, and of the compatriots with whom he
associated there, was very great; and when he returned to Moscow in
1841, he was ambitious to teach Hegel to the students there. Before this
could be arranged, however, he entered the Ministry of the Interior at
St. Petersburg. While there his interests turned more and more toward
literature. He wrote verses and comedies, read George Sand, and made
the acquaintance of Dostoevsky and the critic Bielinski. His mother, a ty-
rannical woman with an ungovernable temper, was eager that he should
make a brilliant official career; so, when he resigned from the Ministry in
1845, she showed her disapproval by cutting down his allowance and
thus forcing him to support himself by the profession he had chosen.

Turgenev was an enthusiastic hunter; and it was his experiences in the
woods of his native province that supplied the material for “A Sport man’s
Sketches,” the book that first brought him reputation. The first of these
papers appeared in 1847, and in the same year he left Russia in the train
of Pauline Viardot, a singer and actress, to whom he had been devoted
for three or four years and with whom he maintained relations for the
rest of his life. For a year or two he lived chiefly in Paris or at a country
house at Courtavenel in Brie, which belonged to Madame Viardot; but in
1850 he returned to Russia. His experiences were not such as to induce
him to repatriate himself permanently. He found Dostoevsky banished
to Siberia and Bielinski dead; and himself under suspicion by the gov-
ernment on account of the popularity of “A Sportsman’s Sketches.” For
praising Gogol, who had just died, he was arrested and imprisoned for
a short time, and for the next two years kept under police surveillance.
Meantime he continued to write, and by the time that the close of the
Crimean War made it possible for him again to go to western Europe,
he was recognized as standing at the head of living Russian authors.

-5.-



His mother was now dead, the estates were settled, and with an income
of about $5,000 a year he became a wanderer. He had, or imagined he
had, very bad health, and the eminent specialists he consulted sent him
from one resort to another, to Rome, the Isle of Wight, Soden, and the
like. When Madame Viardot left the stage in 1864 and took up her res-
idence at Baden-Baden, he followed her and built there a small house
for himself. They returned to France after the Franco-Prussian War, and
bought a villa at Bougival, near Paris, and this was his home for the rest
of his life. Here, on September 3, 1883, he died after a long delirium due
to his suffering from cancer of the spinal cord. His body was taken to St.
Petersburg and was buried with national honors.

The two works by Turgenev contained in the present volume are char-
acteristic in their concern with social and political questions, and in
the prominence in both of them of heroes who fail in action. Turgenev
preaches no doctrine in his novels, has no remedy for the universe; but
he sees clearly certain weaknesses of the Russian character and ex-
poses these with absolute candor yet without unkindness. Much as he
lived abroad, his books are intensely Russian; yet of the great Russian
novelists he alone rivals the masters of western Europe in the matter of
form. In economy of means, condensation, felicity of language, and ex-
cellence of structure he surpasses all his countrymen; and “Fathers and
Children” and “A House of Gentlefolk” represent his great and delicate
art at its best.

W.ACN.

CRITICISMS AND INTERPRETATIONS

BY EMILE MELCHIOR, VICOMTE DE VOGUE

Ivan Sergyevitch (Turgenev) has given us a most complete picture of-
Russian society. The same general types are always brought forward;
and, as later writers have presented exactly similar ones, with but few-
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modifications, we are forced to believe them true to life. First, thepeas-
ant: meek, resigned, dull, pathetic in suffering, like a child who does not
know why he suffers; naturally sharp and tricky when not stupefied by lig-
uor; occasionally roused to violent passion. Then, the intelligent middle
class: the small landed proprietors of two generations. The old proprietor
is ignorant and good-natured, of respectable family, but with coarse hab-
its; hard, from long experience of serfdom, servile himself, but admirable
in all other relations of life.

The young man of this class is of quite a different type. His intellectual
growth having been too rapid, he sometimes plunges into Nihilism. He
is often well educated, melancholy, rich in ideas but poor in executive
ability; always preparing and expecting to accomplish something of im-
portance, filled with vague and generous projects for the public good.
This is the chosen type of hero in all Russian novels. Gogol introduced it,
and Tolstoy prefers it above all others.

The favorite hero of young girls and romantic women is neither the bril-
liant officer, the artist, nor rich lord, but almost universally this provincial
Hamlet, conscientious, cultivated, intelligent, but of feeble will, who, re-
turning from his studies in foreign lands, is full of scientific theories about
the improvement of mankind and the good of the lower classes, and
eager to apply these theories on his own estate. It is quite necessary that
he should have an estate of his own. He will have the hearty sympathy
of the reader in his efforts to improve the condition of his dependents.

The Russians well understand the conditions of the future prosperity of
their country; but, as they themselves acknowledge, they know not how
to go to work to accomplish it.

In regard to the women of this class, Turgeneyv, strange to say, has little
to say of the mothers. This probably reveals the existence of some old
wound, some bitter experience of his own. Without a single exception,
all the mothers in his novels are either wicked or grotesque. He reserves
the treasures of his poetic fancy for the young girls of his creation. To him
the young girl of the country province is the corner-stone of the fabric of
society. Reared in the freedom of country life, placed in the most healthy
social conditions, she is conscientious, frank, affectionate, without being
romantic; less intelligent than man, but more resolute. In each of his ro-
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mances an irresolute man is invariably guided by a woman of strong will.

Such are, generally speaking, the characters the author describes, which
bear so unmistakably the stamp of nature that one cannot refrain from
saying as he closes the book, “These must be portraits from life!” which
criticism is always the highest praise, the best sanction of works of the
imagination.--From “Turgenev”, in “The Russian Novelists,” translated by
J. L. Edmands (1887).

I
BY WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS

Turgenev was of that great race which has more than any other fully and
freely uttered human nature, without either false pride or false shame in
its nakedness. His themes were oftenest those of the French novelist,
but how far he was from handling them in the French manner and with
the French spirit! In his hands sin suffered no dramatic punishment; it did
not always show itself as unhappiness, in the personal sense, but it was
always unrest, and without the hope of peace. If the end did not appear,
the fact that it must be miserable always appeared. Life showed itself to
me in different colors after | had once read Turgenev; it became more
serious, more awful, and with mystical responsibilities | had not known
before. My gay American horizons were bathed in the vast melancholy of
the Slav, patient, agnostic, trustful. At the same time nature revealed her-
self to me through him with an intimacy she had not hitherto shown me.
There are passages in this wonderful writer alive with a truth that seems
drawn from the reader's own knowledge: who else but Turgenev and
one’s own most secret self ever felt all the rich, sad meaning of the night
air drawing in at the open window, of the fires burning in the darkness on
the distant fields? | try in vain to give some notion of the subtle sympathy
with nature which scarcely put itself into words with him. As for the peo-
ple of his fiction, though they were of orders and civilizations so remote
from my experience, they were of the eternal human types whose origin
and potentialities every one may find in his own heart, and | felt their
verity in every touch.



I cannot describe the satisfaction his work gave me; | can only impart
some sense of it, perhaps, by saying that it was like a happiness | had
been waiting for all my life, and now that it had come, | was richly content
forever. | do not mean to say that the art of Turgenev surpasses the art
of Bjérnson; | think Bjérnson is quite as fine and true. But the Norwe-
gian deals with simple and primitive circumstances for the most part,
and always with a small world; and the Russian has to do with human
nature inside of its conventional shells, and his scene is often as large
as Europe. Even when it is as remote as Norway, it is still related to the
great capitals by the history if not the actuality of the characters. Most of
Turgenev’s books | have read many times over, all of them | have read
more than twice. For a number of years | read them again and again
without much caring for other fiction. It was only the other day that | read
“Smoke” through once more, with no diminished sense of its truth, but
with somewhat less than my first satisfaction in its art. Perhaps this was
because | had reached the point through my acquaintance with Tolstoy
where | was impatient even of the artifice that hid itself. In “Smoke” | was
now aware of an artifice that kept out of sight, but was still always present
somewhere, invisibly operating the story.--From “My Literary Passions’
(1895).

i
BY K. WALISZEWSKI

The second novel of the series, “Fathers and Children,” stirred up a
storm the suddenness and violence of which it is not easy, nowadays, to
understand. The figure of Bazarov, the first “Nihilist’--thus baptized by an
inversion of epithet which was to win extraordinary success--is merely
intended to reveal a mental condition which, though the fact had been in-
sufficiently recognized, had already existed for some years. The epithet
itself had been in constant use since 1829, when Nadiéjdine applied it
to Pushkin, Polevoi, and some other subverters of the classic tradition.
Turgenev only extended its meaning by a new interpretation, destined to
be perpetuated by the tremendous success of “Fathers and Children.”
There is nothing, or hardly anything, in Bazarov, of the terrible revolution-
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ary whom we have since learnt to look for under this title. Turgenev was
not the man to call up such a figure. He was far too dreamy, too gentle,
too good-natured a being. Already, in the character of Roudine, he had
failed, in the strangest way, to catch the likeness of Bakounine, that fiery
organiser of insurrection, whom all Europe knew, and whom he had se-
lected as his model. Conceive Corot or Millet trying to paint some figure
out of the Last Judgment after Michael Angelo! Bazarov is the Nihilist in
his first phase, “in course of becoming,” as the Germans would say, and
he is a pupil of the German universities. When Turgenev shaped the
character, he certainly drew on his own memories of his stay at Berlin,
at a time when Bruno Bauer was laying it down as a dogma that no
educated man ought to have opinions on any subject, and when Max
Stirner was convincing the young Hegelians that ideas were mere smoke
and dust, seeing that the only reality in existence was the individual Ego
These teachings, eagerly received by the Russian youth, were destined
to produce a state of moral decomposition, the earliest symptoms of
which were admirably analysed by Turgenev.

Bazarov is a very clever man, but clever in thought, and especially in
word, only. He scorns art, women, and family life. He does not know what
the point of honour means. He is a cynic in his love affairs, and indiffer-
ent in his friendships. He has no respect even for paternal tenderness,
but he is full of contradictions, even to the extent of fighting a duel about
nothing at all, and sacrificing his life for the first peasant he meets. And in
this the resemblance is true, much more general, indeed, than the model
selected would lead one to imagine; so general, in fact, that, apart from
the question of art, Turgenev--he has admitted it himself--felt as if he
were drawing his own portrait; and therefore it is, no doubt, that he has
made his hero so sympathetic.--From “A History of Russian Literature”
(1900).

v
BY RICHARD H. P. CURLE

But for the best expression of the bewilderment of life we have to turn to
the portrait of a man, to the famous Bazarov of “Fathers and Children.”
Turgenev raises through him the eternal problem--Has personality any
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hold, has life any meaning at all? The reality of this figure, his contempt
for nature, his egoism, his strength, his mothlike weakness are so con-
vincing that before his philosophy all other philosophies seem to pale. He
is the one who sees the life-illusion, and yet, knowing that it is the mask
of night, grasps at it, loathing himself. You can hate Bazarov, you cannot
have contempt for him. He is a man of genius, rid of sentiment and hope,
believing in nothing but himself, to whom come, as from the darkness,
all the violent questions of life and death. “Fathers an Children” is simply
an exposure of our power to mould our own lives. Bazarov is a man of
astonishing intellect--he is the pawn of an emotion he despises; he is a
man of gigantic will--he can do nothing but destroy his own beliefs; he is
a man of intense life--he cannot avoid the first, brainless touch of death.
It is the hopeless fight of mind against instinct, of determination against
fate, of personality against impersonality. Bazarov disdaining everyone,
sick of all smallness, is roused to fury by the obvious irritations of Pavel
Petrovitch. Savagely announcing the creed of nihilism and the end of
romance, he has only to feel the calm, aristocratic smile of Madame Od-
intsov fixed on him and he suffers all the agony of first love. Determining
to live and create, he has only to play with death for a moment, and he
is caught. But though he is the most positive of all Turgenev's male por-
traits, there are others linking up the chain of delusion. There is Rudin,
typical of the unrest of the idealist; there is Nezhdanov (*Virgin Soil”),
typical of the self-torture of the anarchist. There is Shubin (“On the Eve”),
hiding his misery in laughter, and Lavretsky (“A House of Gentlefolk”),
hiding his misery in silence. It is not necessary to search for further ex-
amples. Turgenev put his hand upon the dark things. He perceived char-
acter, struggling in the “clutch of circumstances,” the tragic moments,
the horrible conflicts of personality. His figures have that capability of
suffering which (as someone has said) is the true sign of life. They seem
like real people, dazed and uncertain. No action of theirs ever surprises
you, because in each of them he has made you hear an inward solilo-
quy.--From “Turgenev and the Life-lllusion,” in “The Fortnightly Review”
(April, 1910).

\Y
BY MAURICE BARING
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Turgenev did for Russian literature what Byron did for English literature;
he led the genius of Russia on a pilgrimage throughout all Europe. And
in Europe his work reaped a glorious harvest of praise. Flaubert was
astounded by him, George Sand looked up to him as to a master, Taine
spoke of his work as being the finest artistic production since Sophocles.
In Turgenev’s work, Europe not only discovered Turgenev, but it discov-
ered Russia, the simplicity and the naturalness of the Russian character;
and this came as a revelation. For the first time Europe came across
the Russian woman whom Pushkin was the first to paint; for the first
time Europe came into contact with the Russian soul; and it was the
sharpness of this revelation which accounts for the fact of Turgenev
having received in the west an even greater meed of praise than he was
perhaps entitled to.

In Russia Turgenev attained almost instant popularity. His “Sportsman’s
Sketches” and his “Nest of Gentlefolk” made him not only famous but
universally popular. In 1862 the publication of his masterpiece “Fathers
and Children” dealt his reputation a blow. The revolutionary elements in
Russia regarded his hero, Bazarov, as a calumny and a libel; whereas
the reactionary elements in Russia looked upon “Fathers and Children”
as a glorification of Nihilism. Thus he satisfied nobody. He fell between
two stools. This, perhaps, could only happen in Russia to this extent;
and for that same reason as that which made Russian criticism didactic.
The conflicting elements of Russian society were so terribly in earnest in
fighting their cause, that anyone whom they did not regard as definitely
for them was at once considered an enemy, and an impartial deline-
ation of any character concerned in te political struggle was bound to
displease both parties. If a novelist drew a Nihilist, he must be one or the
other, a hero or a scoundrel, if either the revolutionaries or the reaction-
aries were to be pleased. If in England the militant suffragists suddenly
had a huge mass of educated opinion behind them and a still larger mass
of educated public opinion against them, and some one were to draw in
a novel an impartial picture of a suffragette, the same thing would hap-
pen. On a small scale, as far as the suffragettes are concerned, it has
happened in the case of Mr. Wells. But if Turgenev’s popularity suffered a
shock in Russia from which it with difficulty recovered, in western Europe
it went on increasing. Especially in England, Turgenev became the idol
of all that was eclectic, and admiration for Turgenev a hallmark of good
taste....
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“Fathers and Children” is as beautifully constructed as a drama of Sopho-
cles; the events move inevitably to a tragic close. There is not a touch of
banality from beginning to end, and not an unnecessary word; the por-
traits of the old father and mother, the young Kirsanov, and all the minor
characters are perfect; and amidst the trivial crowd Bazarov stands out
like Lucifer, the strongest--the only strong character--that Turgenev cre-
ated, the first Nihilist--for if Turgenev was not the first to invent the word,
he was the first to apply it in this sense.

Bazarov is the incarnation of the Lucifer type that recurs again and again
in Russian history and fiction, in sharp contrast to the meek, humble type
of lvan Durak. Lermontov's Pechorin was in some respects an anticipa-
tion of Bazarov; so were the many Russian rebels. He is the man who
denies, to whom art is a silly toy, who detests abstractions, knowledge,
and the love of Nature; he believes in nothing; he bows to nothing; he
can break, but he cannot bend; he does break, and that is the tragedy,
but, breaking, he retains his invincible pride, and “not cowardly puts off
his helmet,”

and he dies “valiantly vanquished.”

In the pages which describe his death Turgenev reaches the high-water
mark of his art, his moving quality, his power, his reserve. For manly
pathos they rank among the greatest scenes in literature, stronger than
the death of Colonel Newcome and the best of Thackeray. Among Eng-
lish

novelists it is, perhaps, only Meredith who has struck such strong, pierc-
ing chords, nobler than anything in Daudet or Maupassant, more re-
served than anything in Victor Hugo, and worthy of the great poets, of
the tragic pathos of Goethe and Dante. The character of Bazarov, as
has been said, created a sensation and endless controversy. The revo-
lutionaries thought him a caricature and a libel, the reactionaries a scan-
dalous glorification of the Devil; and impartial men such as Dostoevsky,
who knew the revolutionaries at first hand, thought the type unreal. It is
impossible that Bazarov was not like the Nihilists of the sixties; but in
any case as a figure in fiction, whatever the fact may be, he lives and will
continue to live....--From “An Outline of Russian Literature” (1914).
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LIST OF CHARACTERS

NIKOLAI PETROVITCH KIRSANOQV, a landowner.

PAVEL PETROVITCH KIRSANOV, his brother.

ARKADY (ARKASHA) NIKOLAEVITCH (_or_ NIKOLAITCH), his son.
YEVGENY (ENYUSHA) VASSILYEVITCH (_or_ VASSILYITCH) BA-
ZAROQV, friend of

Arkady.

VASSILY IVANOVITCH (_or_ IVANITCH), father of Bazarov.

ARINA VLASYEVNA, mother of Bazarov.

FEDOSYA (FENITCHKA) NIKOLAEVNA, second wife of Nikolai.
ANNA SERGYEVNA ODINTSQV, a wealthy widow.

KATYA SERGYEVNA, her sister.

PORFIRY PLATONITCH, her neighbor.

MATVY ILYITCH KOLYAZIN, government commissioner.

EVDOKSYA (_or_ AVDOTYA) NIKITISHNA KUKSHIN, an emancipated
lady.

VIKTOR SITNIKQV, a would-be liberal.
PIOTR (_pron. P-yotr_), servant to Nikolai.
PROKOFITCH, head servant to Nikolai.

DUNYASHA, a maid servant.
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MITYA, infant of Fedosya.

TIMOFEITCH, manager for Vassily.

CHAPTERI

‘Well, Piotr, not in sight yet?’ was the question asked on May the 20th,
1859, by a gentleman of a little over forty, in a dusty coat and checked
trousers, who came out without his hat on to the low steps of the posting
station at S—---. He was addressing his servant, a chubby young fellow,
with whitish down on his chin, and little, lack-lustre eyes.

The servant, in whom everything--the turquoise ring in his ear, the streaky
hair plastered with grease, and the civility of his movements--indicated a
man of the new, improved generation, glanced with an air of indulgence
along the road, and made answer:

‘No, sir; not in sight.’

‘Not in sight?’ repeated his master.

‘No, sir,’ responded the man a second time.

His master sighed, and sat down on a little bench. We will introduce him
to the reader while he sits, his feet tucked under him, gazing thoughtfully

round.

His name was Nikolai Petrovitch Kirsanov. He had, twelve miles from the
posting station, a fine property of two hundred souls, or, as he expressed
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it--since he had arranged the division of his land with the peasants, and
started ‘a farm’--of nearly five thousand acres. His father, a general in the
army, who served in 1812, a coarse, half-educated, but not ill-natured
man, a typical Russian, had been in harness all his life, first in command
of a brigade, and then of adivision, and lived constantly in the provinces,
where, by virtue of his rank, he played a fairly important part. Nikolai
Petrovitch was born in the south of Russia like his elder brother, Pavel,
of whom more hereafter. He was educated at home till he was fourteen,
surrounded by cheap tutors, free-and-easy but toadying adjutants, and
all the usual regimental and staff set. His mother, one of the Kolyazin
family, as a girl called Agathe, but as a general’s wife Agathokleya Kuz-
minishna Kirsanov, was one of those military ladies who take their full
share of the duties and dignities of office. She wore gorgeous caps and
rustling silk dresses; in church she was the first to advance to the cross;
she talked a great deal in a loud voice, let her children kiss her hand in
the morning, and gave them her blessing at night-—in fact, she got
everything out of life she could. Nikolai Petrovitch, as a general's
son--though so far from being distinguished by courage that he even de-
served to be called ‘a funk’--was intended, like his brother Pavel, to enter
the army; but he broke his leg on the very day when the news of his com-
mission came, and, after being two months in bed, retained a slight limp
to the end of his days. His father gave him up as a bad job, and let him go
into the civil service. He took him to Petersburg directly he was eighteen,
and placed him in the university. His brother happened about the same
time to be made an officer in the Guards. The young men started living
together in one set of rooms, under the remote supervision of a cousin
on their mother’s side, llya Kolyazin, an official of high rank. Their father
returned to his division and his wife, and only rarely sent his sons large
sheets of grey paper, scrawled over in a bold clerkly hand. At the bottom
of these sheets stood in letters, enclosed carefully in scroll-work, the
words, ‘Piotr Kirsanov, General-Major.” In 1835 Nikolai Petrovitch left the
university, a graduate, and in the same year General Kirsanov was put
on to the retired list after an unsuccessful review, and came to Peters-
burg with his wife to live. He was about to take a house in the Tavrichesky
Gardens, and had joined the English club, but he died suddenly of an
apoplectic fit. Agathokleya Kuzminishna soon followed him; she could
not accustom herself to a dull life in the capital; she was consumed by
the ennui of existence away from the regiment. Meanwhile Nikolai Pet-
rovitch had already, in his parents’ lifetime and to their no slight chagrin,
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had time to fall in love with the daughter of his landlord, a petty official,
Prepolovensky. She was a pretty and, as it is called, ‘advanced’ girl; she
used to read the serious articles in the ‘Science’ column of the journals.
He married her directly the term of mourning was over; and leaving the
civil service in which his father had by favour procured him a post, was
perfectly blissful with his Masha, first in a country villa near the Lyesny In-
stitute, afterwards in town in a pretty little flat with a clean staircase and a
draughty drawing-room, and then in the country, where he settled finally,
and where in a short time a son, Arkady, was born to him. The young
couple lived very happily and peacefully; they were scarcely ever apart;
they read together, sang and played duets together on the piano; she
tended her flowers and looked after the poultry-yard; he sometimes went
hunting, and busied himself with the estate, while Arkady grew and grew
in the same happy and peaceful way. Ten years passed like a dream. In
1847 Kirsanov's wife died. He almost succumbed to this blow; in a few
weeks his hair was grey; he was getting ready to go abroad, if possible to
distract his mind ... but then came the year 1848. He returned unwillingly
to the country, and, after a rather prolonged period of inactivity, began to
take an interest in improvements in the management of his land. In 1855
he brought his son to the university; he spent three winters with him in
Petersburg, hardly going out anywhere, and trying to make acquaintance
with Arkady’s young companions. The last winter he had not been able to
go, and here we have him in the May of 1859, already quite grey, stout-
ish, and rather bent, waiting for his son, who had just taken his degree,
as once he had taken it himself.

The servant, from a feeling of propriety, and perhaps, too, not anxious to
remain under the master’s eye, had gone to the gate, and was smoking
a pipe. Nikolai Petrovitch bent his head, and began staring at the crum-
bling steps; a big mottled fowl walked sedately towards him, treading
firmly with its great yellow legs; a muddy cat gave him an unfriendly look,
twisting herself coyly round the railing. The sun was scorching; from the
half-dark passage of the posting station came an odour of hot rye-bread.
Nikolai Petrovitch fell to dreaming. ‘My son ... a graduate ... Arkasha
... were the ideas that continually came round again and again in his
head; he tried to think of something else, and again the same thoughts
returned. He remembered his dead wife.... ‘She did not live to see it
he murmured sadly. A plump, dark-blue pigeon flew into the road, and
hurriedly went to drink in a puddle near the well. Nikolai Petrovitch began
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looking at it, but his ear had already caught the sound of approaching
wheels.

‘It sounds as if they’re coming sir,” announced the servant, popping in
from the gateway.

Nikolai Petrovitch jumped up, and bent his eyes on the road. A carriage
appeared with three posting-horses harnessed abreast; in the carriage
he caught a glimpse of the blue band of a student's cap, the familiar
outline of a dear face.

‘Arkasha! Arkasha!’ cried Kirsanov, and he ran waving his hands.... A
few instants later, his lips were pressed to the beardless, dusty, sun-
burnt-cheek of the youthful graduate.

CHAPTERII

‘Let me shake myself first, daddy,” said Arkady, in a voice tired from trav-
elling, but boyish and clear as a bell, as he gaily responded to his father’s
caresses; ‘| am covering you with dust.’

‘Never mind, never mind,” repeated Nikolai Petrovitch, smiling tenderly,
and twice he struck the collar of his son’s cloak and his own greatcoat
with his hand. ‘Let me have a look at you; let me have a look at you,’
he added, moving back from him, but immediately he went with hurried
steps towards the yard of the station, calling, ‘This way, this way; and
horses at once.’

Nikolai Petrovitch seemed far more excited than his son; he seemed a
little confused, a little timid. Arkady stopped him.

‘Daddy,” he said, ‘let me introduce you to my great friend, Bazarov, about

whom | have so often written to you. He has been so good as to promise
to stay with us.’
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Nikolai Petrovitch went back quickly, and going up to a tall man in a long,
loose, rough coat with tassels, who had only just got out of the carriage,
he warmly pressed the ungloved red hand, which the latter did not at
once hold out to him.

‘I am heartily glad,” he began, ‘and very grateful for your kind intention of
visiting us.... Let me know your name, and your father’s.’

Yevgeny Vassilyev,” answered Bazarov, in a lazy but manly voice; and
turning back the collar of his rough coat, he showed Nikolai Petrovitch
his whole face. It was long and lean, with a broad forehead, a nose flat
at the base and sharper at the end, large greenish eyes, and drooping
whiskers of a sandy colour; it was lighted up by a tranquil smile, and
showed self-confidence and intelligence.

‘I hope, dear Yevgeny Vassilyitch, you won't be dull with us,” continued
Nikolai Petrovitch.

Bazarov’s thin lips moved just perceptibly, though he made no reply, but
merely took off his cap. His long, thick hair did not hide the prominent
bumps on his head.

‘Then, Arkady,” Nikolai Petrovitch began again, turning to his son, ‘shall
the horses be put to at once? or would you like to rest?’

‘We will rest at home, daddy; tell them to harness the horses.’

‘At once, at once,’ his father assented. ‘Hey, Piotr, do you hear? Get
things ready, my good boy; look sharp.’

Piotr, who as a modernised servant had not kissed the young master’s
hand, but only bowed to him from a distance, again vanished through the
gateway.

‘I came here with the carriage, but there are three horses for your coach
too, said Nikolai Petrovitch fussily, while Arkady drank some water from
an iron dipper brought him by the woman in charge of the station, and
Bazarov began smoking a pipe and went up to the driver, who was taking
out the horses; ‘there are only two seats in the carriage, and | don’t know
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how your friend ...

‘He will go in the coach,’ interposed Arkady in an undertone. ‘You must
not stand on ceremony with him, please. He’s a splendid fellow, so sim-
ple--you will see.’

Nikolai Petrovitch’s coachman brought the horses round.
‘Come, hurry up, bushy beard! said Bazarov, addressing the driver.

‘Do you hear, Mityuha,’ put in another driver, standing by with his hands
thrust behind him into the opening of his sheepskin coat, ‘what the gen-
tleman called you? It's a bushy beard you are too.’

Mityuha only gave a jog to his hat and pulled the reins off the heated
shaft-horse.

‘Look sharp, look sharp, lads, lend a hand,’ cried Nikolai Petrovitch;
‘there’ll be something to drink our health with!’

In a few minutes the horses were harnessed; the father and son were
installed in the carriage; Piotr climbed up on to the box; Bazarov jumped
into the coach, and nestled his head down into the leather cushion; and
both the vehicles rolled away.

CHAPTERI

‘So here you are, a graduate at last, and come home again,’ said Nikolai
Petrovitch, touching Arkady now on the shoulder, now on the knee. ‘At
lastV’

‘And how is uncle? quite well?’ asked Arkady, who, in spite of the genu-

ine, almost childish delight filling his heart, wanted as soon as possible
to turn the conversation from the emotional into a commonplace channel.
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‘Quite well. He was thinking of coming with me to meet you, but for some
reason or other he gave up the idea.’

‘And how long have you been waiting for me?’ inquired Arkady.
‘Oh, about five hours.’
‘Dear old dad!

Arkady turned round quickly to his father, and gave him a sounding kiss
on the cheek. Nikolai Petrovitch gave vent to a low chuckle.

‘| have got such a capital horse for you!” he began. “You will see. And your
room has been fresh papered.’

‘And is there a room for Bazarov?’
‘We will find one for him too.’

‘Please, dad, make much of him. | can't tell you how | prize his friend-
ship.’

‘Have you made friends with him lately?’
Yes, quite lately.’
‘Ah, that's how it is | did not see him last winter. What does he study?’

‘His chief subject is natural science. But he knows everything. Next year
he wants to take his doctor’s degree.’

‘Ah! he’s in the medical faculty,” observed Nikolai Petrovitch, and he was
silent for a little. ‘Piotr,” he went on, stretching out his hand, ‘aren’t those
our peasants driving along?’

Piotr looked where his master was pointing. Some carts harnessed with

unbridled horses were moving rapidly along a narrow by-road. In each
cart there were one or two peasants in sheepskin coats, unbuttoned.
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Yes, sir,” replied Piotr.
‘Where are they going,--to the town?’

‘To the town, | suppose. To the gin-shop,’ he added contemptuously, turn-
ing slightly towards the coachman, as though he would appeal to him.
But the latter did not stir a muscle; he was a man of the old stamp, and
did not share the modern views of the younger generation.

‘I have had a lot of bother with the peasants this year,” pursued Nikolai
Petrovitch, turning to his son. ‘They won't pay their rent. What is one to
do?

‘But do you like your hired labourers?’

‘Yes,’ said Nikolai Petrovitch between his teeth. ‘They're being set against
me, that's the mischief; and they don’t do their best. They spoil the tools.
But they have tilled the land pretty fairly. When things have settled down
a bit, it will be all right. Do you take an interest in farming now?’

‘You've no shade; that's a pity,’ remarked Arkady, without answering the
last question.

‘I have had a great awning put up on the north side over the balcony,’
observed Nikolai Petrovitch; ‘now we can have dinner even in the open
air.’

‘It'll be rather too like a summer villa.... Still, that's all nonsense. What air
though here! How delicious it smells! Really | fancy there’s nowhere such
fragrance in the world as in the meadows here! And the sky too.’

Arkady suddenly stopped short, cast a stealthy look behind him, and said
no more.

‘Of course,” observed Nikolai Petrovitch, ‘you were born here, and so
everything is bound to strike you in a special----'

‘Come, dad, that makes no difference where a man is born.’
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‘Still--—-—-'
‘No; it makes absolutely no difference.’

Nikolai Petrovitch gave a sidelong glance at his son, and the carriage-
went on a half-a-mile further before the conversation was renewed be-
tween them.

‘| don't recollect whether | wrote to you,’ began Nikolai Petrovitch, ‘your
old nurse, Yegorovna, is dead.’

‘Really? Poor thing! Is Prokofitch still living?’

‘Yes, and not a bit changed. As grumbling as ever. In fact, you won'’t find
many changes at Maryino.’

‘Have you still the same bailiff?’

‘Well, to be sure there is a change there. | decided not to keep about me
any freed serfs, who have been house servants, or, at least, not to intrust
them with duties of any responsibility.” (Arkady glanced towards Piotr.)
‘Il estlibre, en effet_,” observed Nikolai Petrovitch in an undertone; ‘but,
you see, he’s only a valet. Now | have a bailiff, a townsman; he seems a
practical fellow. | pay him two hundred and fifty roubles a year. But,” add-
ed Nikolai Petrovitch, rubbing his forehead and eyebrows with his hand,
which was always an indication with him of inward embarrassment, ‘I told
you just now that you would not find changes at Maryino.... That's not
quite correct. | think it my duty to prepare you, though....’

He hesitated for an instant, and then went on in French.

‘A severe moralist would regard my openness, as improper; but, in the
first place, it can’t be concealed, and secondly, you are aware | have
always had peculiar ideas as regards the relation of father and son.
Though, of course, you would be right in blaming me. At my age.... In
short ... that ... that girl, about whom you have probably heard already ...’

‘Fenitchka?’ asked Arkady easily.
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Nikolai Petrovitch blushed. ‘Don't mention her name aloud, please....
Well ... she is living with me now. | have installed her in the house ...
there were two little rooms there. But that can all be changed.’
‘Goodness, daddy, what for?’

Your friend is going to stay with us ... it would be awkward ...’

‘Please don’t be uneasy on Bazarov's account. He’s above all that.’

‘Well, but you too,” added Nikolai Petrovitch. ‘The little lodge is so horrid-
-that’s the worst of it.’

‘Goodness, dad,’ interposed Arkady, ‘it's as if you were apologising; |
wonder you're not ashamed.’

‘Of course, | ought to be ashamed, answered Nikolai Petrovitch,
flushing more and more.

‘Nonsense, dad, nonsense; please don't!’ Arkady smiled affectionately.
‘What a thing to apologise for!’ he thought to himself, and his heart was
filled with a feeling of condescending tenderness for his kind, soft-heart-
ed father, mixed with a sense of secret superiority. ‘Please, stop,” he
repeated once more, instinctively revelling in a consciousness of his own
advanced and emancipated condition.

Nikolai Petrovitch glanced at him from under the fingers of the hand with
which he was still rubbing his forehead, and there was a pang in his
heart.... But at once he blamed himself for it.

‘Here are our meadows at last,” he said after a long silence.

‘And that in front is our forest, isn't it?’ asked Arkady.

Yes. Only | have sold the timber. This year they will cut it down.’

‘Why did you sell it?’

‘The money was needed; besides, that land is to go to the peasants.’
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‘Who don’t pay you their rent?’
‘That’s their affair; besides, they will pay it some day.’

‘I am sorry about the forest,” observed Arkady, and he began to look
about him.

The country through which they were driving could not be called pictur-
esque. Fields upon fields stretched all along to the very horizon, now
sloping gently upwards, then dropping down again; in some places
woods were to be seen, and winding ravines, planted with low, sc