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The article offers an analysis of the workings of Dostoevsky’s paradoxical poetics
of space in three scenes of Notes from the Dead House. In spite of the fact that freedom
in its direct meaning is accessible only outside the walls of the prison, and that in our
social world it is accessible only to a few, inside the prison freedom can be acquired by
everyone, and can be found within every individual The bathhouse scene, as is often
noted by critics, offers a picture of hell However, the bathhouse, like the church where
the prisoners celebrate Easter, is located in the town, not inside the prison. Parallels are
analyzed between these two scenes and the theater scene, which serves as the culmi-
nation of Part I. The theatrical performance takes place in the barracks where the
prisoners live. The curtain is described in terms that suggest an iconostasis; details of
the performance suggest a church service. After the theater, the inhabitants of the for-
tress experience a deep feeling of calm and blessedness, which they do not experience in
any other space: “Everyone was somehow unusually satisfied, even as though happy,
and they fell asleep not as at all other times, but almost with a calm spirit”. In this way,
Notes from the Dead House gives a new vision of freedom at the very center of the
prison. The article cites work by Bakhtin, Emerson, Jackson and others.
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There is nothing more deceptive than an obvious fact. — Sherlock Holmes

[quoted in The New Yorker, 12/13 /04, p. 62]

The visible realm should be likened to the prison dwelling, and the light of

the fire inside it to the power of the sun. And if you interpret the upward journey

and the study of things above as the upward journey of the soul to the intelligible

realm, you’ll grasp what [ hope to convey... In the knowable realm, the form of the

good is the last thing to be seen, and it is reached only with difficulty. Once one

has seen it, however, one must conclude that it is the cause of all that is correct

and beautiful in anything, that it produces both light and its source in the visible

realm, and that in the intelligible realm it controls and provides truth and under-

standing, so that anyone who is to act sensibly in private or public must see it.
(Plato, Republic, 517, b-c)

...y’Ke B OCTpOTe, Ha cgobode...

IIpecmynseHue u HakazaHue. dnuior [4, vol. 6, p. 417]

Notes from the Dead House presents the ultimate Dostoevskian paradox: a memoir-novel, a de-
lusive fictional shell for the presentation of the author’s own observations and true-to-life memories
(In spite of the fictional frame, critics universally recognize the strongly autobiographical nature of
Notes). Dostoevsky’s great theme of the resurrection of the fallen man begins here. Here he embeds
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the secret of freedom and new life, at the very center of the most un-free place on earth: a hard-
labor camp in the geographical center of the most politically constricted country in the mid-
nineteenth-century European world - Nikolaevan Russia. Paradox dominates. This is a place where
one can spend ten years in constant forced communal living (“euiHyicdenHoe o6ujee
coxcumesnbcmso” [4, vol. 4, p. 22]) and yet feel constantly alone; where the hospital is a place to go
when one is NOT ill; where the bathhouse is the most filthy place of all; where the most terrifying
criminal behaves like an affectionate lapdog; and where the air is so stifling that smoking cigarettes
is a way of getting fresh air. Letter to his brother Michael: “It was impossible not to smoke tobacco,
for one could suffocate in such a stuffy atmosphere” (“He KypuUTb Tabaky Toe HeJsib3sl 6bLI0, OO
MOXKHO OBLIO 33aJ0XHYTbhCA B Takou ayxote”, 30 January-22 February 1854) [4, vol. 284, p. 170].
Here the lowest dregs of human society - murderers, perverts, bandits, violent criminals, psycho-
paths and sociopaths - hold all the power, and the educated, refined members of the nobility are
excluded, disenfranchised, alienated. Here is a Dead House teeming with passion and with life. It ap-
pears to be an alien world, fictional, distant from our lives. But is it that different from the free
world, the “real world”, - the world we inhabit? Are we merely voyeurs here, or is this story some-
how about and for us? And if it is not our world, then are we excluded from the book’s message of
reconciliation and peace? Here, after all, is where Dostoevsky offers his parable of resurrection - not
from the Dead House, or outside it, but within, at its very heart.

Unlike Dostoevsky’s purely fictional works, which feature a strong story line, Notes from the
Dead House offers only the most rudimentary plot construction. It presents the experiences and ob-
servations of its autobiographical narrator, wife-murderer Aleksander Petrovich Gorianchikov, over
the course of a single year in a Siberian hard-labor prison. A sense of cyclical time dominates; the
succession of the seasons and the religious rituals that celebrate them provide a clearly circular
temporal structure for the work. The experiences of this year are presented as typical of life in pris-
on in general, and at the end, the remaining nine years of the narrator’s ten-year sentence are com-
pressed and reduced to little or no narrative significance. The effect is a nullification of linearity in
the temporal dimension of narration. As he anticipates the end of his sentence, for example, Gor-
inachikov writes: “I had entered the prison in the winter and so it was in winter that [ was to be re-
leased, on the same date of the month on which [ had arrived”. (“IlocTynua s B ocTpor 3uMoH u 1mo-
TOMY 3UMOH e J0/KEH ObLI BBIATU Ha BOJIIO, B TO CaMoOe YMCJIO Mecsilia, B KOTopoe npuosLt” [4,
vol. 4, p. 230]). It is most likely the relatively weak plot construction of Notes that has kept it from
the front rank of Dostoevsky’s works in the reading public, in spite of the enthusiasm of readers no
less authoritative than Lev Tolstoy, who included it in his “top five” (In Chapter XVI of What is Art,
Tolstoy singles out Notes from the Dead House when including Dostoevsky with Schiller, Victor Hu-
go, Dickens, and George Eliot as the writers whose works exemplify the highest religious art [14]),
and Nietzsche [8, pp. 148-149]. Recognizing this relatively a-temporal nature of Notes from the Dead
House, I would like to propose a “spatially” oriented reading of the work. What is the nature of the
physical world of the Dead House - its stage, its scenery, and its boundaries, - where does Dostoev-
sky situate the key scenes of his account, and what role do these artistic decisions play in communi-
cating his message about freedom and resurrection?

In Problems of Dostoevsky’s Poetics, Mikhail Bakhtin identifies the importance of threshold, bor-
derline space - doorways, crossroads, embankments, etc. - as the locus of significant action in Dos-
toevsky’s novels. Thresholds, of course, do not represent a random artistic choice; they are integral
to the author’s message: “Dostoevsky always represents a person on the threshold of a final deci-
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sion, at a moment of crisis, at an unfinalizable - and unpredeterminable - turning point for his soul”
[3, p. 61]. Notes from the Dead House represents an anomaly in this characteristic Dostoevskian pat-
tern. Here the action - if we can call it that - necessarily takes place not on, but within strict bounda-
ries - the prison walls. Here, unlike in the great novels, characters are shown after they have passed
over that moment of crisis and decision-making. In order to understand the full depth of Dostoev-
sky’s message, then, the reader must realize that the Dead House represents a fundamentally differ-
ent chronotope (Chronotope (“literally, ‘time-space’): “the intrinsic connectedness of temporal and
spatial relationships that are artistically expressed in literature”) [2, p. 84], one that is maximally
spatial. In his examination of boundary genres and utopian literature, Gary Saul Morson suggests
that Dostoevsky’s interest in semi-fictional genres--sketches, feuilletons, and certain kinds of fic-
tionalized journalism (culminating, of course in his Diary of a Writer of the 1870s) - is related to his
deep suspicion of the truth value of “realistic art” [12, p. 15]. In a purely Dostoevskian paradox,
Notes from the Dead House, itself semi-fictional, “borderline”, and “realistic” in nature, locates the
significant action in locations maximally distant from borders, at the center of its delineated space.

The space of the Dead House can be taken as representative of our own visible world, in minia-
ture. Our world is a prison, and we - ostensibly free — readers are prisoners here within a greater
cosmos that we do not fully understand. Our world, by comparison with what is beyond, is “dead”, and
that world represents the promise of life (what Dostoevsky soon (in Notes from Underground) will call,
tautologically, “alive life” [»xuBas >xu3Hb]. (For some fascinating implications, see [11, pp. 141-198].
For more on “alive life”, see [7, pp. 510-529]). At times we are granted a vision, a sense of oneness
with that world. Interestingly, in Notes from the Dead House, Dostoevsky seems suggest that these
moments of transcendence come not through sacred, religious ritual, but through the medium of secu-
lar art, specifically, through the communal experience of theatrical performance. Here the borders be-
tween prisoner and free person, between actor and spectator, and between art and “real life” melt
away, and the readers are given the chance to share in the prisoners’ experience of catharsis.

Any exclusive community divides people into mutually exclusive categories by location: inside
and outside. In the case of a prison, of course, these categories are “free” and “un-free”. The chal-
lenge to the reader is to negotiate our way across the threshold of the text into its inner, ostensibly
unfree, space. The barrier of the border is particularly forbidding to the critic, whose task entails
detachment, observation, and analysis from outside. Master critic Frank Kermode provides a helpful
approach to the problem. In The Genesis of Secrecy, an interpretation of the Gospel of Mark, he di-
vides readers of sacred texts into outsiders and insiders. Outsiders analyze the body of the text; in-
siders come to the text with trust and faith in the truth of its message:

“Interpreters usually belong to an institution, such as a guild as heralds, toastmasters, thieves,
and merchants have been known to form; and as members they enjoy certain privileges and suffer
certain constraints. Perhaps the most important of these are the right to affirm, and the obligation to
accept, the superiority of latent over manifest sense” [10, p. 2].

The true meaning is a secret life force at the heart of the text that can never be exhausted by any
single reader, and that takes on new life with each new generation. It is this attitude toward a text
that separates the hermeneutic reader (us gathered here) from the Deconstructionist. The insider
believes in and contributes to the holistic, though ineffable, significance within; the Deconstruction-
ist destroys the whole for the sake of the parts - and for Deconstructionist’'s own, not always overt,
purposes. The insider grasps the essence; the outsider sees only the exterior crust. The process of
coming to appreciate the inner truth in spite of all appearance is Dostoevsky’s focus in his great fic-
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tional works, and it is a process he himself underwent during his years in prison. As he writes his
brother Mikhail upon his release from prison:

“People are people everywhere. Even in hard-labor prison, in four years I was able to discern
people among the bandits. Can you believe me? There are profound, strong, beautiful characters
there, and how delightful it was to discover gold under the coarse crust”.

“Jlropu Be3fe JoJu. M B kaTopre Mex/ay pa360MHUKAaMH 1, B UeThIpe ro/ia, OTJIMYUJ HaKOHel]
Jmofieit. [loBeprLIb JIU: eCTh XapaKTephl IIyOOKHe, CUJIbHBIE, IPEKPACHbIe, U KaK Beceso 6bL10 nod
2py6oii kopoli ombickamb 3010mo” (My emphasis throughout. - C.A. [4, t. 284, p. 172]).

The earnest, well-meaning outsider reads Dostoevsky’s Notes to learn about tsarist prisons, or
about the author’s life or psychology, or about the sociology of the Russian criminal underclass. Such
readers may hope to use the knowledge they gain from their reading of the text to improve the state
of affairs in their world. By learning about history they hope to avoid repeating the mistakes of the
past. Fortunately, though, remaining safely outside the dead house, they experience no challenge to
their innocence; the horrors of the prison remain fundamentally separate, irrelevant to their imme-
diate experience. In this paradigm for reading, the text and its author are fragmented, and only the
critic remains intact. But to the insider, Dostoevsky’'s book speaks directly. Dostoevsky’s choice to
write his memoir in the form of a first-person quasi-fictional narration serves as an invitation to the
reader to enter the world of his perception, to see the prison from inside, and to accept it as his or
her own world. From this perspective, the external details of the prisoners’ lives serve only to con-
firm our identity with author and prisoner alike, and to reinforce the communal nature of the expe-
rience of reading. Penetrating beyond the deceptive, divisive exterior, we discover our human com-
monalities: [ am not in prison, but [ too am a prisoner. I share my plight with these - my - people.

No interpretation of Notes from the Dead House is possible without building on the work of
Robert Louis Jackson, who devoted four seminal chapters to the work in his The Art of Dostoevsky.
My analysis is necessarily a tribute not only to these chapters, but to Jackson’s powerful body of
Dostoevsky criticism as a whole. In “The Narrator in House of the Dead”, Jackson illuminates the
counterpoint between the narrator’s plot and that of the “broadly ideological plane of action” [9,
p. 36]. Gorianchikov “gains freedom only to die a short while later a lonely and broken man. This
tragic denouement is of course the direct consequence of the power of the dead house”. Neverthe-
less, on the spiritual level, this pattern is reversed, and the overall message of Notes from the Dead
House is the “symbolic redemption of the Russian people” [9, p. 36]. Dostoevsky has moved “from
the egoism of suffering, with its limited perspective, to the altruism of artistic vision” [9, p. 52]. As is
appropriate for an autobiographical work, then, Notes tells the story of the maturation of an artist
(The importance of Dante’s Inferno in Dostoevsky’s Notes, which is also addressed by Jackson, al-
lows us to see the plot as a katabatic journey, in which a protagonist descends to hell and returns
with greater knowledge. Michael Finke explores this pattern in another great Russian writer’s jour-
ney to Siberia in “The Hero’s Descent to the Underworld in Chekhov” [6, pp. 67-80]). Here I should
clarify the difference in my approach to the question of “vision” and Jackson’s. Jackson focuses on
the path of the narrator (and Dostoevsky) from ignorance to deeper knowledge; the prison experi-
ence teaches the narrator-author how to see his fellow prisoners as human beings (particularly, as
Russians); thence he finds a voice and the ability to write about their shared experience. In my read-
ing, vision comes as a form of grace. Prisoner and reader alike open themselves to revelation. Dosto-
evsky situates them, as we shall see, in symbolic (disguised, not overt) religious space and instills
them with a reverent receptivity to grace, and they (and we) are given the gift of understanding.
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Here again, the message is bound up in paradox. Institutions of religion and human justice prove
irrevelant. All generally accepted hierarchies - personal, physical, social, political - are unexpectedly
turned on their head, and lowest are raised high. “For whosoever exalteth himself shall be abased;
and he that humbleth himself shall be exalted” Luke 14:11 (K]JV). The secular reader may prefer
Bakhtin’s notion of carnival as a reference point ([1]. Also see [5, pp. 89-96]).

The spatial metaphor is central in Notes from the Dead House: the prison is opposed to the
world outside. We look out through the eyes of Dostoevsky’s narrator, the fictional wife-murderer
Gorianchikov. For him the dead house is prison. For us, the walls of the prison come to represent the
layered shells of the material world that confine - and protect - our souls (the gold inside the coarse
crust) from the world outside. Here the two-dimensionality of fiction borders on the three-
dimensionality of our world. In its turn, our material environment opens out into a world that
makes itself known to us only in indirect ways, through flashes of insight, dreams, and artistic forms
of communication. Full understanding is impossible. It will yield its secrets only indirectly, through
metaphor. The free reader of Notes and the unfree fictional prisoner, then, - like the prisoners in
Plato’s cave - both inhabit unfree space, and, through their experience of art, they will both discover
a greater freedom.

The opposition between free and confined space is established at the very beginning of the
book. Contrary to the expectations of the voyeuristic reader, Siberia - the vast space of prison and
exile - is a promised land:

“Not only from the careerist’s point of view, but from many others as well, one can thrive in Si-
beria. The climate is superb, and a large number of remarkably prosperous and hospitable mer-
chants live there. There are numerous extremely well-off non-Russian inhabitants, the girls blossom
like roses and are moral to the extreme. Wildlife flies around the streets of the town and bumps
right into the hunter. An unnatural amount of champagne is consumed. The caviar is marvelous. The
harvest is extraordinarily rich. In general a blessed land. All you have to do is take advantage of it”.

“He TOJIBKO C CAy>XeOHOM, HO AaKe CO MHOTHX TOYeK 3peHus B CUOUPU MOXKHO 6J1aXKEHCTBO-
BaTb. KiiMMaT NpeBOCXO/AHBIN; eCTb MHOT0O 3aMeJaTe/IbHO 60raThIX U XJ1e60CObHbIX KyN1L0B. MHO-
ro Ype3BblYalHO JOCTATOYHbIX HUHOPO/LEB. BapbIlIHU [IBETYT po3aMU U HPABCTBEHHBI JI0 MOC/IE]-
Hel KpalHOCTHU. [lU4b JleTaeT 1O yJMLAM U caMa HaTblKaeTcs Ha OXOTHHUKa. lllaMnaHckoe BbINMBa-
eTCsl HeeCTeCTBEHHO MHoro. Mkpa yauBuTesNbHas. Ypokail OblBaeT B HHBIX MeCTaxX CaM-
NATHaAIAThb.. Boobuwe 3emas 6saazociogenHas. Hamo Toabko yMeTb ee moJsib3oBaTbca” (My
emphasis throughout. - C .A. [4, vol. 4, pp. 5-6]).

This is a vision of paradise, of promise of a better life present and accessible to all. We see if first
from outside, then crossing over from our world to that of Dostoevsky’s book, from within. The fic-
tional narrator, Gorianchikov, like the editor, begins with a vision of the world beyond. Having entered
the fictional world we see it now through his eyes from onstage (from inside the prison of our vision):

“Our prison stood at the edge of the fortress, right at the ramparts. You would look through the
chinks in the wall onto God'’s world to see if there was something out there. -And all you would see
would be a scrap of sky and the tall earthen rampart, overgrown with weeds, with the sentries pac-
ing back and forth, day and night, and the thought would come to you that years and years would go
by, and you would come here in just the same way to look through the chinks in the wall and would
see that same rampart, the same sentries and that same small scrap of sky, not the one over the
prison, but a different one, one that was remote and free”.
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“OcTpor Hall CTOsIJI Ha Kpalo KPemnocTH, y CaMoro KpenocTHoro BaJja. Ciy4aaoch, IOCMOTpPHILIb
CKBO3b LIeJIM 3a060pa Ha ceem 602 culi: He YBUJWIUIb JIU XOTb UTO-HUOY/Ab? — U TOJIBKO YBUJUUIb, UYTO
Kpaewek Heba da ebicokull 3eMAsIHOU 8aJ1, nopocwull 6ypbsiHOM, a B3aJ, U BIlepe/, 110 Bajy, JleHb U
HOYb, PAaCXa’KUBAIOT YACOBBIE; U TYT e MoJyMaelllb, YTO NPOUAYT LieJible ro/ibl, @ Thl TOUHO TaK Ke
NoHellb CMOTPETh CKBO3b 11leJIM 3a60pa M YBUJULIb TOT XK€ BaJl, TAKHX K€ YaCOBBIX U TOT e Ma-
JIeHbKMH KpaellleKk He6a, He TOro He6a, KOTOpoe HaJ OCTPOroM, a dpy2020, 0a/1eK020, 80/bHO20
Heba” [4, vol. 4, p. 9].

Like the ape in Vladimir Nabokov’s postlude to Lolita, who sketches the bars of his cage (Nabo-
kov tells of a newspaper article about an ape who, “after months of coaxing by a scientist, produced
the first drawing ever charcoaled by an animal: this sketch showed the bars of the poor creature’s
cage” [13, p. 311] the prisoner sees a landscape of human structures of imprisonment and their
agents - just one more layer of imprisonment. Only a sliver of that “distant, free sky” in “God’s
world” is visible. This perspective recalls Plato’s cave, but here the observers see no shadows, and
though painfully nearsighted, they face the world itself rather than its reflection.

Life, then (or though) is here. The fates of those who do manage to leave the prison suggest that
ordinary human life is possible only inside. Outside is “that world” (ToT cBeT; cBeT 60xuii), which
carries in Russian the figurative meaning of the world beyond ordinary human live, the afterworld.
Those few who escape are brought back; those who serve their term make their way back as recidi-
vists; hoboes and wanderers across the landscape of God’s free world reenter the prison regularly at
the first sign of inhospitable weather; those who are released disappear, or die. Such will be the fate,
for example, of the eagle with the broken wing whom the prisoners free. Such, too, will be Gori-
anchikov’s own fate: from the prison to temporary lodgings (Whatever else one might say about Go-
rianchikov’s short subsequent life -his afterlife - in the Siberian town, it presents moral dangers: the
wife-Kkiller is surrounded by, and in fact entrusted with, at least six nubile teenage girls, five of whom
“podava[li] prekrasnye nadezhdy” [4, vol. 4, p. 6], and thence into death.

Power originates outside. The agents of the law enforcement system come from outside; the
doctors are free men and hold the power of life and death over the prisoners; protest, as eloquently
demonstrated in the chapter entitled “IIpeTen3us”, is pointless and impotent. All present are guilty,
or at least judged so by the erratic and unreliable decisions of the human justice system. Of course
these external forces —prison authorities, for example, or the court system - are more than what
they appear to be. As everywhere in Dostoevsky’'s work, these mundane identities are masks for
greater, invisible and morally loaded forces beyond. The convicts are all confined in prison because
they are guilty (or judged guilty) of a sin. If our world, too, is a prison, then we, too are guilty - alt-
hough in our case we can call our guilt original sin. In Dostoevsky’s world-view, redemption comes
only to those who have sinned. And if in the dead house the major brutally flogs the prisoners with
sadistic pleasure, so, too, do free people suffer helplessly at the hands of a ruthless God, the deity
that Ivan Karamazov, righteous, blind man that he is, accuses of injustice.

In Dostoevsky’s symbolic world, it is not only coercive forces — wrathful sentries, agents of cruel
justice - that are based “outside”. Charity, too begins beyond the prison walls, where dwell people
have devoted their lives to bringing mercy and comfort to the prisoners. The most memorable ex-
ample of such a person is Nastasia Ivanovna, a widow who, though destitute herself, ministers to the
prisoners in modest, but meaningful ways. Gorianchikov describes the charity of outsiders as “a
completely selfless, saintly sympathy and compassion” (“cocTpazianue U co60Jie3HOBaHUE... COBED-
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IIeHHO 6eCKOpBICTHOE, cesamoe” [4, vol. 4, p. 67]). Dostoevsky’s genius chose the word “little angel”
to denote another such messenger of divine mercy:

“A mother came toward me with her daughter, a girl of about ten years, as pretty as a little an-
gel... She started to run after me... ‘Here, unfortunate one, take a kopeck for Christ’s sake’”.

“HaBcTpedy MHe NPOLLJIA MaTh U [04b, IeBOYKA JIET JECSITH, XOpOLIeHbKas, KaK aHzeabYuk... Ta
6pocutach 6ekaTh 3a MHOH... «Ha, HecyacTHBIH, BO3bMHU XpHCTa pajiv Koneeuky»...” [4, vol. 4, p. 19].

Here the borders between Notes from the Dead House and the Epilogue of Crime and Punishment
blur. For who is Sonya, patiently waiting for Raskolnikov outside his hospital window in Siberia, or
ministering to his fellow prisoners as their “little mother”, or suddenly appearing by his side on the
Siberian river bank? Who is she, if not an angel of mercy, the Sophia of divine wisdom, the icon with
her hand outstretched, the link to a transcendent reality?

“Suddenly Sonya appeared beside him. She had come up barely audibly and sat down next to
him. It was still early; the morning cold had not yet lost its bite. She was wearing her shabby old pe-
lisse and her green shawl. Her face still bore the signs of illness and was thinner and paler, hollow-
cheeked. The smile she gave him was joyful and welcoming, but she stretched her hand out to him
timidly as usual”.

“Bapyr noaJe Hero ouyTuaach CoHs. OHa mojouuia e/iBa CJBIIHO U cesla C HUM psAfoM. bblio
ellle 0YeHb PaHO, YTPEHHUH XOJIO/IOK ellle He cMAryuscsa. Ha Helt 6bLI ee 6eAHBIM, cCTapblid 6YpPHYC U
3eJIeHbIH IJIATOK. JIML0 ee ellle HOCWJIO MPU3HAKU 00JIe3HU, MOXYZeJs10, N06JeJHes0, OCYHYI0Ch.
OHa NpUBET/IMBO U PaZlOCTHO YJIBIOHYJIACh €My, HO, IO 0GbIKHOBEHHIO, POOKO NMPOTSHYJIa €My CBOIO
pyky” [4, vol. 6, p. 421].

[t is obvious that freedom is literally outside the prison, and of course it is the inhabitants of
that world who provide the convicts with their rare tastes of that freedom - literally, in the case of
the vodka that is smuggled in from outside. But if we are to interpret the prison as a metaphor for
our own life, there is no comfort in just knowing that freedom exists somewhere “out there”. Some-
how, as “insiders”, we will have to find it within. How does Dostoevsky communicate his message of
hope? Within the stage set that he has created, the prison, Dostoevsky constructs settings that serve
as symbolic spaces. These spaces serve as a setting for communal experience, where a mass of hu-
manity gathers together. These spaces offer potential for escape, or conversely, they can serve to
maintain the prisoners’ state of unfreedom. The difference, as we will see, is one of vision. We will
limit our focus here to three spaces: the bathhouse, the church, and the military barracks where the
priest conducts the Christmas service and where the prisoners stage their theatrical performance.

%k %k %k

The purpose of the bath, on the mundane level, is to clean up the prisoners for the Christmas
holiday. In the most memorable line of the book, Gorianchikov enters the bathhouse and finds him-
self in an inferno: “When we opened the door into the bathhouse, I thought that we had entered
Hell”. (“Korga Mb1 pacTBOpu/IM ABEPH B caMyto 6GaHIo, S AyMaJl, YTO Mbl BOIIH B a7’ [4, vol. 4, p. 98]).
As critics have invariably noted, the vision of this hell is consciously and unmistakably Dantean (See
[9, p- 37]). Here is the infernal heat, the hierarchically arranged rising circles of the benches, the im-
possible press of naked, filthy bodies filling every available space in a tiny, cramped room. What air
is not occupied by human flesh is filled with steam and soot that blind the vision and clog the lungs.
The men in the bath beat each other with birch switches; their shrieks and the clanking of the fetters
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and chains against the floor and walls creates a deafening din. Lest the reader miss the point, Gori-
anchikov concludes his description with another reminder:

“It occurred to me that if we would ever found ourselves all together in hell, then it would look
very much like this place”.

“MHe NpHIIJIO HAa yM, YTO €CJIU BCe Mbl BMECTe Oy/ileM KOor/la-HUOY/b B IIeKJie, TO OHO O4YeHb OY-
JleT II0X0XKe Ha 3To MecTto” [4, vol. 4, p. 99].

Individual distinctions among the prisoners are shed along with their clothing; the only thing
they wear is the fetters that mark them all as unfree. Pressed together into a single human mass,
they constitute one single, collective being, with three figures bearing its consciousness: Gori-
anchikov the observer, Isaiah Fomich, the king of hell; and Petrov, the chillingly amoral creature
who serves as Gorianchikov’s guide. Petrov is rumored to be the most fearsome of all prisoners, and
he is (in the unlikely case that you didn’t notice) the one who steals Gorianchikov’s Bible. In the
words of one of the prisoners:

“This was the most ruthless, the most fearless of all the prisoners... He was capable of anything;
nothing would stop him if the impulse came over him. He would slaughter us, too, without remorse”.

“3To caMbI{ pelIuTeNbHbIN, cCaMblil GecCTpallHbIi U3 BCeX KAaTOPXKHbIX... OH Ha BCe CMIOCOOEH;
OH HU IlepeJ; YeM He OCTAHOBUTCS, €C/IM eMy NpujeT Kanpus. OH U Bac 3apexeT... U He packaeTcs”
[4, vol. 4, p. 84].

Petrov leads Gorianchikov into the burning core of this hell. They have to force themselves, with
great difficulty, through the dense crowd to a choice spot in the bania, stepping over the heads of the
convicts sitting on the floor. There is no place for Gorianchikov to sit. Petrov has to buy a space from
another prisoner. Dostoevsky will repeat these telling details later, in the theater scene that will
serve as an artistic response to this vision of hell. Before leaving the bathhouse, we should note that
it is located not within the confines of the prison fortress, but outside, in the town.

Understandably, critical readers of the Notes tend to focus attention on the overtly religious im-
agery of Russian Orthodox ritual as a response to the hellish spectacle of the bathhouse. Still, Dosto-
evsky’s most important messages are never communicated directly, and if a scene is to be judged by
its effect, the religious rituals depicted here give grounds for skepticism. In the canonical interpreta-
tion, two Christian holidays - Christmas and Easter - give the prisoners respite from the dreary rou-
tine of life in the Dead House. Through communion they are given the opportunity to take their
places, if only briefly, in the greater human community. The religious ceremonies aim to release the
the prisoners -like other human beings - from the constricted, linear flow of ordinary - “small” -
time and bring them into contact with the “greater time” of eternity. Through the beauty of the or-
thodox ritual, the peasant-convict finds his own image and the potential for - if not the full realiza-
tion of - salvation. In Jackson’s reading, it is the outsider, the “deeply and consciously religious” no-
bleman who is morally cleansed by his prison experience and who will, through the act of author-
ship, “prophecy their ultimate redemption” [9, p. 106]. A closer look at the celebration of the reli-
gious holidays, however, may expose some vulnerability in any purely official, ritual-based spirituality.

The first holiday depicted in Notes from the Dead House is Christmas. Fresh and clean from their
trip to the bathhouse, the prisoners are brought together in the prison’s military barracks for the
Christmas service. The military barrack is different from the others: “this was the only room in the
prison that was not cluttered in the middle”. (“3To 6bly1a eIMHCTBEHHAs! B OCTpOre KOMHaTa, He 3a-
rpoMox/JieHHast nocpeaune” [4, vol. 4, pp. 108-109]. The prisoners crowd into this space and the
priest performs his rituals. Dostoevsky offers only a cursory description of the religious service it-
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self; the prisoners’ attention (along with that of the reader and possibly even the priest himself) is
focused primarily on the upcoming feast:

“Finally the priest arrived with the cross and holy water. After praying and chanting in front of
the icon, he stood before the convicts, and all of them began to come forward and kiss the cross with
sincere reverence. Then the priest proceeded through all the barracks and sprinkled them with holy
water. In the kitchen he praised our prison bread...”

“HakoHer mpuIies CBAIEHHUK C KPECTOM U CBATOW BOJIOK. [IoMOJIBIIMCH U NIpOIEeB nepes 06-
pa3oM, OH CTaJl Nepes apecTaHTaMH, U BCe C UCTUHHBIM (6JIarOrOBEHUEM CTaJU MOJXOJUTh MPUKJIA-
JIBIBAaTbCS K KPecTy. 3aTeM CBsAIeHHUK 006o0lles BCe Ka3apMbl U OKPOIWJ UX CBSITOK BOJIOH.
Ha KyxHe OH MOXBaJIMJI HAIll OCTPOXKHBIH x/1€6..." [4, vol. 4, p. 109].

The real attraction of the day turns out to be not the service itself, but the profane celebration
that follows. After eating, the prisoners engage in unrestrained drunken revelry, profane singing,
quarrels among themselves, and, as the alcohol begins to wear off, they fall into an oppressive state
of shared misery:

“Misery, sorrow and a hazy stupor made their appearance amid the drunkenness and revelry. A
prisoner who had been laughing an hour before had overdone it and was now sobbing... These poor
people had wanted to have a good time, to celebrate the great holiday, and, Lord! What a miserable
and oppressive day it had turned out to be for just about every one of them. It was as though each
one of them had suffered a betrayal of some cherished hope”.

“I'pycTh, TOCKA W 4a/| TSPKEJIO MPOTJISbIBAIN CPeIN MbIHCTBA U T'yJIb6bI. CMesBIIMICH 3a Yac
TOMY Has3a/, y>Ke pblAaJ Iae-Huby/1b, HAMUBIIKUCh Yepe3 Kpal. <...> Becb 3TOT 6eIHBINA HAPO/ XOTE
MOBECEJIUThCS, MPOBECTb BECEJIO BeJIMKHUU MPa3HUK — U, TOCNO/U! KAaKOU TSDKeJbId U IPYCTHBIN
ObLJI 3TOT JIeHb YYTh He AJIs KaxAoro. Kaxaplil npoBoAWI ero, Kak 6yATO 00MaHyBIINCh B KAKOK-TO
Hajzexe” [4, vol. 4, p. 111].

In the midst of this depressing scene a pair of drunken prisoners - a man and his demon - wan-
der through, and the evening ends in the little demon’s proto-Chekhovian refrain: “he’s lying”
(“Bpet!” [4, vol. 4, pp. 114-116]). Dostoevsky allows us to deduce the rest:

“But why describe all this intoxication? Finally the oppressive day comes to an end. The con-
victs slip heavily into sleep on their bunks. They talk and rave in their sleep even more than on other
nights. The long awaited holiday has ended”.

“Ho 4To onuceiBaTh 3TOT 4a/! HakoHel KOHYaeTCcs 3TOT YAYIJIUBBIA JileHb. APECTaHThI TshKe-
JIO 3aChINAIOT Ha Hapax. Bo cHe oHU roBoOpAT U 6peAdaT elle 60Jibllle, YEM B IpyTHe HOYH. <...> [laB-
HO OKHM/JIaeMbIi Mpa3aHUK npoiuen” [4, vol. 4, p. 116].

Rather than elevating the prisoners’ spiritual state, the Christmas service seems to have result-
ed in an intensification of the vice, sin and evil in the prison. It is a betrayal, a lie.

The other glimpse into the effects of the institution of Russian Orthodoxy comes at Easter, the
traditionally celebrated time for renewal and rebirth. Gorianchikov’s description of the advent of
spring, the Lenten fast, and the prisoners’ celebration of Easter comes after his return from the hell-
ish hospital ward where he heard Akul’ka’s husband’s story. The prisoners are taken to the real
church, in town (thus finding it paralleled symbolically with the bania, which is also situated outside
the prison walls) [4, vol. 4, pp. 176-177]. Given Dostoevsky’s theme of resurrection, one would ex-
pect the Easter service to serve as the artistic answer to the questions raised by the bathhouse sce-
ne. Still, the reader is left unsatisfied, and the questions remain. For the town church preserves the
class divisions of society, and the prisoners are segregated from the congregation. Gorianchikov re-
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calls church services from his childhood, when the crowd of common churchgoers would part to al-
low dignitaries to make their way to the front. The humble people in the back would pray “in full
consciousness of their lesser status (prinizhennosti)” [4, vol. 4, p. 177]; now he is one of them - a
prisoner sharing a common fate with the others, - and here, too, they are divided. The crowd
shrinks away from them: “Everyone recoiled from us, they even seemed to be afraid of us, they gave
us alms each time” (“oT Hac Bce CTOPOHHUJIMCD, HAC BCe Jla’ke KaK OY/TO OOS/IMCh, HAC KaXK/IbIM pas
oJiesisiaiu MuaocTbiHel...” [4, vol. 4, p. 177]). The description of the church service is cursory and
dry. The only hint at a spiritual effect comes at the end, when, hearing the words “Take me, even as a
thief” (sxo pas6oiinuka Ms npuiimMu), the prisonersnearly all collapsed onto the floor with a clank-
ing of fetters, apparently taking the words literally as referring to them personally” (“noutu Bce mo-
BAJIWJIMCh B 3€MJIIO, 3ByYa KaHJaJlaMH, KOKeTcs MPUHSB 3TU CJ10Ba OYKBaJIbHO Ha CBOU cueT” [4,
vol. 4, p. 177]). The promise of transfiguration is undermined by the lethal Dostoevskian qualifier
“apparently”, and betrayed by the profane celebration that follows the service. What we witness is
anything but spiritual renewal: the prisoners gorge themselves on an unusually heavy meal, and de-
scend into predictable drunkenness and boredom. This effect is directly compared to that of the
Christmas holidays:

“Now Holy Week arrived. The administration issued us each one egg and one piece of wheat
bread. Again the prison was inundated with alms. Again the priest came with his cross, again greasy
cabbage soup, again drunkenness and staggering around - all exactly the same as at Christmas, with
the difference that now it was possible to stroll about outside in the prison yard and bask in the sun-
shine. [t was somehow brighter, more open than during the winter, but somehow sadder. The long,
endless summer day became somehow particularly unbearable during the holidays. During regular
workdays at least our labor made the time go faster”.

“Ho BoT npuiia U cBsATass. OT HayaJIbCTBA BILIJIO HAM [0 OHOMY SIMILY U 110 JIOMTIO MIIEeHUY-
HOTO cjo6Horo xJjeb6a. M3 roposa oname 3asanuau ocmpoz nopasueM. Onsims noceljeHue ¢ Kpe-
CTOM CBSIILleHHHKA, ONsiMb HCUPHblE WU, ONsIMb NbSIHCMBO U WamaHve — 8ce Mob-8-mo4b KaK U Ha
poxcdecmee, C TOIW pa3HHUIEN, YTO Tellepb MOKHO ObLJIO T'yJIATh HA JIBOpe OCTpOra M rpeThCs Ha
COJIHBILIKE. BbLJIO KaK-TO CBETJIee, IPOCTOPHEE, YeM 3UMOM, HO KAK-mo mockausgee. JIIMHHBIH, Gec-
KOHEYHbIH JIETHUH [leHb CTAHOBUJICS KaK-TO 0CO6EHHO HEeB8bIHOCUMbIM HA Npa3dHUKax. B 6y HH, o
KpailHel Mepe cokpailjajcs ieHb pabotor” [4, vol. 4, p. 177].

Phrases that undermine the message of spiritual renewal are highlighted. If the prisoners are to
achieve freedom and peace, it will not come through Russian Orthodox ritual.

%k %k %k

Physical passage beyond the gates of the prison does not liberate the prisoners; outside they
find only more imprisonment (forced labor) and temptation: money, illicit vodka, wretched prosti-
tutes, impotent church services, and the filthy hell of the bathhouse. The truly meaningful spiritual
transformations in Notes from the Dead House come not from the church institution and its rituals,
nor from any mere political or physical liberation, but from deep within: inside the individual pris-
oners themselves and within their community. Prisoners seek escape through dreams, drunkenness,
spending sprees, and prayers, but the one occasion when they move beyond these private solutions
to attain true community comes with the theatrical performance. If, as Robert Louis Jackson argues,
the grim tale of the murder of Akulka that Gorianchikov overhears in the prison hospital is the
“deepest level of Dostoevsky’s hell” [9, p. 71], then the theatrical performance, which follows Akul-
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ka’s story in the narration, provides a glimpse of redemption. What is this, if not a deeply sacramen-
tal - but yet profane - mimicry of the trappings of Russian orthodox ritual?

Jackson’s masterful interpretation of “Akulka’s Husband” reveals the murdered woman to be an
icon, “a pure embodiment of Russian spirituality” [9, p. 114] that remains pure in a world that seems
utterly dominated by sin, deception, and cruelty. Akulka herself is pure, but no one recognizes this
because a vindictive suitor has slandered her. True to the Dostoevskian pattern of holiness, she re-
mains passive and non-resistant to evil, but her image gives a promise of redemption. Like all of
Dostoevsky’s most powerful writing, the message comes deeply embedded in layers of narrative (a
story within a story - that golden kernel concealed by ugly husk). Jackson suggests that although the
poverty, brutality, ignorance, and drunkenness of live in Akulka’s village, “the rituals of the church
are observed, and the icon - the model, the ‘image of God’- is before everybody’s eyes” [9, p. 103]. In
my reading, the iconic image is in fact opposed to the rituals of official Orthodoxy. This view of re-
demption seemingly absent, but available to all who have eyes to see, will be the message of the
prisoners’ theatrical presentation.

The transfigurative moment comes not at the end of the book, as a plot-based reading would
have it. Rather we find it at the very center of the Dead House (The literal center: Chapter 11 of a
twenty-chapter book. In the PSS edition, in which Notes takes up 232 pages, the Theater chapter be-
gins on p. 116) - at the grimmest possible time - in the dark depth of winter, in the heart of the pris-
on, in the souls of the prisoners. As always in Dostoevsky’s most important moments, the kernel of
truth is concealed in layers of artistic disguise: theatrical costumes, a stage performance, and the
narrative layers of the Notes as a whole. Here, as elsewhere (notably, for example, in the Luzhin
slander-scene in Crime and Punishment (see Chapter VI below) Dostoevsky gives the reader a dense
crowd of fallen humanity, ready for a collective redemption. On the third day of the Christmas holi-
day, as they recover from their hangovers, the prisoners stage a theatrical performance, with no ex-
ternal help or interference. Dostoevsky deploys his characeristic situation rhyme, utilizing signifi-
cant details from the two other previous (and related) holiday crowd scenes (the bania and the bar-
racks Christmas service) to establish a direct contrast, and thereby, artistic response, to them. It
takes place in the same military barracks where the priest had conducted the Christmas service. The
birch switches the prisoners use to whip each other in the bath are recalled here in the sturdy logs
(mosrenbst — 122) on which the prisoners stand to watch the performance. The barracks interior is
fifteen paces long and ten paces wide (144 square paces), thus approximately the same size as the
bath (which is twelve paces square: 150 square paces). In an inverted parallel to the prisoners’ visit
to the town church, the slightly larger barracks accommodates additional “free” guests from outside
the prison. Though here the external door opens out onto the freezing cold air of winter, it is hot in-
side and the crowding recalls that of the bathhouse:

“The crowding in the front half of the barracks was unnatural and equaled the oppressive crush
of people that [ had seen not so long ago in the bath”.

“TecHoTa B NepBOM NOJIOBMHE Ka3apMbl Oblja HeeCTeCTBEHHAsd U PaBHAJIACh, MOXET ObITb,
TECHOTe U JlJaBKe, KOTOPYIO 51 HEJJaBHO ellle BU/ies B 6aHe” [4, vol. 4, p. 121].

The same cast of characters is present for the performance, and here, too, Petrov serves as Go-
rianchikov’s guide: But what a difference! There, he and Gorianchikov had had to push their way
through to their place; here, the crowd voluntarily parts to let them through: “Petrov and [ were
immediately allowed to pass through to the front, almost all the way to the benches where the view
was much better than in the back rows”. (“Hac, mens u [leTpoBa, ToT4Yac e IPOMyCTUIN BIepeJ,
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MOYTH K caMbIM CKaMelKaM, rje 6blJ10 ropas/io BUAHee, YeM B 33JJHUX psjax’ [4, vol. 4, p. 121]).
There, the prisoners whip one another; here, they lean on each other (“leaning both hands on the
shoulders of the person standing in front of them” (“o6euMu pykamu ynupaJjics B IJiedya Bliepeau
crosmiero” [4, vol. 4, p. 122]). There they shriek and wail; here they are reverently silent and pa-
tient: “What a strange glow of childish joy, of young, pure pleasure on these faces!” (“dto 3a cTpaH-
HBIM 0T0JIeCK 1eTCKOM PafloCTH, MUJIOTO, YUCTOTO YA0BOJbCTBUSA CUSAL... B 3TUX B3T/a4ax” [4, vol. 4,
p. 122]). There Gorianchikov was held in scorn; here the prisoners make way for him. The focal
point of the bath was Isaiah Fomich, the Jew, reveling on the topmost shelf, where it is hottest, shriek-
ing, insatiable in his need for steam, heat, and whipping. Here, the all eyes are directed at the curtain:

“I was struck most of all by the curtain. It was ten paces long and extended across the entire
barrack. The curtain was such a luxury that it was truly deserving of wonderment. Furthermore, it
had been decorated in oil paints depicting a country scene with arbors, ponds, and stars. It was
made of canvas, old and new depending on what the donors had been able to spare. It was made of
old convict footcloths and sheets sewn together haphazardly into one large panel and, finally, part of
it, for which there had not been sufficient cloth was made out of plain paper, which had also been
begged, pageby page, from various prison offices and bureaus. Our prison artists, among whom Bri-
ullov-A-v was particularly distinguished, had taken considerable care to decorate and paint it. The
effect was astonishing. Even the most gloomy and finicky prisoners rejoiced at such splendor, and
when it came to the performance, all of them turned out to be just as childishly enthusiastic as the
most passionate and impatient of the prisoners”.

“I[Ipexxzie Bcero MeHsl nopasusa 3aHaBecb. OHa TAHyJIAch 1aroB Ha JeCATb NollepeK Bcel Ka-
3apMbl. 3aHaBeChb Obljla TAKOI POCKOLIBIO, YTO JEHCTBUTENbHO ObLIO YeMy NOAUBUTBCA. KpoMme
TOr0, OHa 6blJIa pac¥caHa MacJSHON KpacKot: N306paKa/liCh JiepeBbs, 6ece/iKH, IPy/Abl U 3Be3/bl.
CocTaBuJIach OHA U3 X0JICTA, CTAPOTO M HOBOTO, KTO CKOJIBKO JlaJl U MOXKEPTBOBAJI, U3 CTApPbIX ape-
CTAHTCKUX OHYyYeK U pybax, Koe-KaK CIIMTBIX B OJIHO 60JIblIIOe NOJIOTHUILE, U, HAKOHEll, 4acTh ee,
Ha KOTOPYIO He XBaTUJIO X0JICTA, GbLIa MPOCTO U3 GYMary, ToKe BbIIPOLIEHHOH 110 JTUCTOUYKY B pas-
HBIX KaHLeJSpUAX M NpUKasax. Hauu »xe Manspbl, MeXJy KOTOPBIMU OT/IMYaJCcsA U BprosioB — A-v
(even the worst sinner of all, the traitorous A-v), 103a60TUJINCh PACKPACUTD U pacnucath ee. IdpekT
Obl1 yAUBUTeNbHBbIN. Takas poCcKOIIb paZoBaJjia Aa)Ke CaMbIX YTPIOMBIX M CaMbIX IleNeTH/IbHBIX
apecTaHTOB, KOTOPbIE, KaK JIOLLJIO /10 NpeJiCTaBJIeHHs], OKa3aJHUCh Bce 6e3 UCKII0YEeHUS] TAKUMHU Ke
JIeThMH, KaK U caMble ropsiuMe U3 HUX U HeTeprnesuBbie” [4, vol. 4, pp. 120-121].

The curtain, portraying a pastoral, natural landscape, serves as a homemade - secular - iconos-
tasis. It works a miraculous transformation in the impossibly dense crowd of prisoners standing in
the back of the room behind the seated spectators from the free world. They stand hatless, silent,
expectant. From hung-over, dangerous criminals they have become innocent children gazing bliss-
fully, in wonder (“c 6/1a3keHCTBOM B JIMIIE... OTOJIECK AETCKOU paJlOCTH... HauBHOe” [4, vol. 4, p 122]),
at the marvelous curtain. Looking back at them from his place of honor at the front of the room
(from near the stage), through the dim light provided by a few short tallow candles (also reminiscent
of church, of course), Gorianchikov sees their true inner goodness for the first time:

“All it takes is to remove the external, superficial crust and look carefully at the kernel inside,
closely, without prejudice - and you will see in the people things the likes of which you could never
imagine, Our wise men have very little to teach the people. In fact, I can assert with confidence, on
the contrary: they themselves ought to learn from them”.
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“CTOUT TOJIBKO CHATb HAapY)XHYH, HAHOCHYI0 KOPY U MOCMOTpPETh Ha caMoe 3epHO MOBHHUMa-
TeJibHee, Mo6JIMKe, 6e3 MpeAPacCyAKOB — U UHOM YBUAMT B Hapo/e TaKHe BellH, O KOTOPhIX U He
npeayrajpiBai. HEMHOroMy MOTYT Hay4UTh HapoJ My apelbl Hamu” [4, vol. 4, p. 121-122].

Instead of the strictly choral music of the Russian orthodox church, the prisoners play secular
instruments: fiddles, guitars, home-made balalaikas, and a tambourine. The performance itself is a
secular burlesque, featuring adultery and devils. The whole performance: the setting, the characters,
the plays themselves, the music—serves as a travesty of Russian orthodox ritual. And yet, it works a
true transfiguration among the prisoners. The spectators go home happy, satisfied, and even innocent:

“We all dispersed after the performance joyful, satisfied, praising the actors and thanking the
sergeant. There was no hint of any brawling. Everyone was somehow unusually satisfied, even what
might be called happy, and they were falling asleep not in the usual way, but practically with their
spirits at peace, - and from what, might it seem? And nevertheless, it was not just a dream of my im-
agination. It was true and real. These poor people had been permitted to live in their own way for
just a short time, to enjoy themselves like human beings, to live, if only for an hour not as though
they were in prison, and a person changes morally, if only for just a few moments”.

“Hamu Bce pacxoJisiTCs BeceJible, I0BOJIbHbIE, XBAJIAT aKTEpPOB, 6JarolapAT yHTep-oduUiepa.
Ccop He cJibIITHO. Bce Kak-TO HEMPUBBIYHO JI0BOJIBHBI, JJa’Ke KaK Oy TO CYACT/IMBBI, M 3aChINAIOT He
MO-BCErJJAIIHEMY, A TIOYTH C CIIOKOUHBIM JIYXOM, — a C 4ero Obl, KaKeTcsa? A MeX/1y TeM 3TO He Me4Ta
MOero BooGpakeHHs1. ITO MpaB/a, UCTUHA. TOJbKO HEMHOTO MO3BOJIU/IN 3TUM G€/[HBIM JIIOJISM I0-
YKUTb T10-CBOEMY, NMOBECEJUTHCS MO-JIJCKH, MPOXKUTh XOTh Yac He M0-O0CTPOKHOMY — U 4YeJIOBEK
HPaBCTBEHHO MEHSETCS, XOTS Obl TO 6bIJI0 HA HECKOJIBKO TOJIBKO MUHYT...” [4, vol. 4, p. 129-130].

In a direct response to the hell of Akulka, which emerges from a dreamlike state (Gorianchikov
hears it while half-asleep), Dostoevsky’s redemptive vision leads into dreams. In sleep the prisoners
are innocent children of God. Their souls all find expression in the “calm childish face” (“cnokoiinoe
Jetckoe auno” [4, vol. 4, p. 130]) of the sleeping Alei (himself imprisoned for the sins of his broth-
ers) (The paradox of a Muslim Christ child as the image of grace deserves a more focused treatment
than it can be given here. (See [15]). As Gorianchikov looks at them, the truth of the prison barracks
mixes inextricably with the greater truth of revelation:

“I look at their poor faces, at their poor beds, at this entire, impenetrable hunger and wretched-
ness, - [ look closely, and it is as though I want to assure myself that this is all not just the continua-
tion of a monstrous dream, but the actual truth. But it is the truth: someone’s groan is heard; some-
one flings out his arm with a clanging of fetters. Another shudders in his sleep and starts talking, and
the old man on the stove prays for all “Orthodox Christians”, and I can hear his rhythmical, quiet,
drawn-out “Lord, Jesus Christ, have mercy on us!”

- And after all [ am not here for ever, just for a few years”, — I think and lay my head down on
the pillow”.

“s1 cMoTpIo HA UX GeJHbIE JIMIA, HA UX GeJIHbIe MOCTEJU, HA BCIO 3TY HENMPOXOJUMYIO TOJb U
HUILETY, - BCMAaTPHUBAKOCh — U TOYHO MHE XO4ETCS YBEPUTHCS, UYTO BCE 3TO He MPOJ0KeHHEe 6e306-
pPa3HOro CHa, a JIeUcTBUTeIbHAA npaBjaa. Ho 3To mpaBjia: BOT CJABINIUATCA Y€H-TO CTOH; KTO-TO Ts-
KeJIO OTKHUHYJI PYKY M OpSKHYJ LensiMu. [ pyroil B3[porHy/ BO CHe ¥ Ha4yaJl TOBOPUTH, a JleIylIKa
Ha MeYyMr MOJIUTCS 3a BCeX “IPaBOCJAaBHBIX XPUCTHAH”, U CJBIIIHO €ero MepHOe, TUX0e, MMPOTSIKHOE
“T'ocnogu Uucyce Xpucre, momMmuayi Hacl..”

- He HaBcerja e 51 3/1eCh, a TOJILKO Be/lb Ha HECKOJIBKO JieT! — IyMaro s U CKJIOHSIIO ONATH ro-
JIOBY Ha noaymky” [4, vol. 4, p. 130].
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If we put ourselves into the place of the prisoners, and view the prison as our own material sur-

roundings (nay, our bodies themselves), we will find this message applicable not only to prisoners,

or nineteenth-century Russians, or any other group, but directly to ourselves. The message, then, of

reconciliation and salvation is found not somewhere else, in that “god’s world” that we all seek

without finding, outside ourselves, but right here inside the prison of our own vision.
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B cTaTbe npeasiaraeTcs aHa/IM3 NapafoKcaJbHOW CHMBOJIMKYA NPOCTPAHCTBA B TPeX ClieHaX «3altCoK U3
MepTBoro jfoma». HecMoTpst Ha To, YTo cBO60/y B IPSIMOM CMbICJIe CJI0BAa MOXXHO NMPHUOOGPECTH TOJIbKO BHE
npeJie/ioB TIOPbMBI, U Ha TO, YTO B 06LIeCTBEHHOM MHpe OHA JIOCTYIIHA TOJIbKO HEMHOTHUM, B KOCBEHHOM, 60-
Jiee TJIy60OKOM cMbIC/Ie CBO6O/A JOCTYIHA BCEM, M OHA UCIBITBIBAETCS BHYTPH CTEH TIOPbMBbI, BHYTPH KaX/A0-
ro yesioBeka. CiieHa «baHs», Kak HEOJHOKPATHO OTMeYeHO yUYeHbIMH, jlaeT KapTHUHY aja. Ho 6aHs, Kak u 1ep-
KOBBb, B KOTOPYIO XOJAT 3aK/JII0UeHHble Ha pa3AHuK [lacxyu, HaxoauTCca B TopoJie, He B TIOpbMe. HccieyroTcsa
napaJijieJIu MeXAy 3TUMHU CLieHaMH U CLIeHOM TeaTpa, KyJIbMUHaLMel NepBoi YacTu poMaHa. [IpeacraBieHue
NPOXOJUT B CaMOM KasapMe, I'le XUBYT 3aKJl0OUeHHble. 3aHaBeC MOXHO PAacCMOTpPeTb, KaK MKOHOCTAC, a
CNeKTaKJIb KaK LlepKOBHYI0 cayx0y. [locsie TeaTpabHOr0 NpeACcTaBIeHUs, 0OUTATENIN OCTPOra UCIBITHIBAIOT
rJ71y60K0e YYBCTBO CIIOKOMCTBUSA M 6J1aKEHCTBA, KOTOPBIX OHM He MCIBITHIBAIOT HU B KAKOM JpyroM MecTe:
«Bce KakK-To HeNPUBBIYHO JJOBOJIbHBI, la’ke KaK OY/ITO CYACT/IMBBI, U 3aChbINalOT He 0-BCerjallHeMy, a IOYTH
C CIIOKOHHBIM JiyxoM». TakuM 06pa3oM, B «3anuckax U3 MepTBOro JoMay» IepejaeTcsl HOBOe BUJEHHUE «CBO-
60/1bI» B CAMOM IIeHTpe TIOPbMbL B cTaTbe LUTUPYIOTCA TPyAbl baxTHa, IMepcoH, [JXKIKCOHA U JPYTUX UC-
cjenoBaTesien.

Kamwuesste caosa: ®. M. [locmoesckutl, 3anucku u3z Mepmeozo doma, XxpoHomon, meamp, UKOHOCMAc, yep-
KosHasl cayxba, ceoboda.
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