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CHAPTER ONE

Nickolai Kirsanov was waiting
impatiently at the train station.
He stared down the tracks, willing
the train to come. His son, Arkady,
would be on the train, coming
home after graduating from St
Petersburg University. Nickolai
could not wait to see him.

When the train
finally pulled into

the station,




Nickolai ran to his son. ‘Arkady,
my boy!” he cried. ‘Come give your
papa a hug’

Arkady was a tall young man

in his early twenties. With his fair

skin and brown hair, everyone said

he looked just like his mother,

who had died years ago. He put one
arm around his father and gave
him a light hug, nervously looking
over his shoulder.

‘Father, I would like to introduce
you to someone, Arkady said,
stepping aside to let another young
man come forward. “This is my
good friend Yevgeny Bazarov. We
studied together at university. I
have asked him to stay with us, if
that is all right with you?’

Nickolai took a step back and
looked at Bazarov. Bazarov had
long, dark hair that fell past his

shoulders and dark eyes. He wore



a long, black coat. He looked
more like an undertaker than a
university graduate. Nickolai was
disappointed. He'd been looking
forward to spending some time
alone with his son after so many
years apart. But he smiled at

Bazarov and held out

his hand to greet
him. ‘Of course. Any
friend of my Arkady
is always welcome!’
Bazarov looked
down at Nickolai’s
hand and for

a moment,

Nickolai thought the young man
might not take it. Eventually,
Bazarov gave Nickolai’s hand a
small shake. ‘Thank you, he said
quietly.

Nickolai helped load Arkady and
Bazarov’s cases onto the back of
his horse and cart. On their way to
Nickolai’s estate, Bazarov sat in the
back, looking around at the small
town with its stores and bustling
people. Soon the town melted into
open countryside.

Arkady was sitting next to his
father on the front of the cart as

they drove the horses. ‘I am sorry
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for not telling you I
was bringing a friend
with me, said
Arkady quietly.
It was almost
as if he did not
want Bazarov
to hear what he was saying. ‘But
you will like Bazarov. He studied
science and is going to be a doctor’
‘He doesn’t say much, replied
Nickolai.
Arkady smiled. ‘Bazarov says
only what is necessary. He is a
nihilist. As am I, or at least, I am

learning to be’

12

‘A what?” asked Nickolai. He had
never heard the word before.

‘A nihilist. Nihilists believe
that importance should not be
placed on anything apart from
facts. Emotions do not matter.
Manners do not matter. Paintings
and sculptures do not matter, and
novels and plays do not matter.
Only scientific reasoning and
research matter’

Nickolai scratched his head
and nodded, although he did not
fully understand what his son was

talking about.
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CHAPTER TWO
When they arrived at Maryino,
Nickolai’s large estate and Arkady’s
home, Arkady could not help but
feel excited to be back. The house
and farmland reminded him of
his mother. He’d had many happy
times there.
Bazarov’s face remained
unemotional. It was not the nihilist’s
way to be impressed or excited by

anything. Arkady breathed in the

country air coming from the fields
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that surrounded the stone house.
He followed his father as they
climbed the stairs that led to the
front door.

Once inside, Arkady felt comforted
by the grand, old paintings that hung
on the walls and the rows of books
on every surface. His parents were
both great readers and Nickolai had
kept all of Arkady’s mother’s books
exactly where she left them.

‘Perhaps, when you have settled
in, we could have some tea?’ said
Nickolai, handing his coat and
gloves to the butler. “‘We have a lot to

catch up on, and there is something

15



important I need to discuss with
you, Arkady.

Nickolai turned to go into his
study, but he couldn’t help noticing
the look on Bazarov’s face. He was
staring at one of the paintings with
a look of amusement on his face.

It was almost as though he was

trying not to laugh.

<

‘You call your father “Papa”?’
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Bazarov asked. He was sitting on
the edge of Arkady’s bed, looking
around at his friend’s childhood
bedroom.

‘T used to, said Arkady, blushing.
‘Now I call him Father, of course’

Bazarov gave a small laugh. “You
should call him Nickolai. That is
his name, he said.

Arkady shook his head. Bazarov
was determined to make Arkady’s
life as straightforward and
scientific as it could be. While
Arkady admired him, and wanted

17



to learn from his new and exciting
way of life, there were certain
things that Arkady could still not

understand.
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When Arkady came into the parlour

for tea, Nickolai felt a stab of

annoyance. Bazarov

was with him.

He had hoped he
would be able to

talk to his son

alone. ‘There
is something

quite personal

I need to tell you, said Nickolai,
glancing from his son to Bazarov.

‘Oh, do not mind me, said
Bazarov. ‘I don’t believe in the
emotion of embarrassment. It
serves no purpose in life. I shall
sit by the window and read the
newspaper while you talk’

Nickolai nodded to Bazarov,
who wandered to a window seat.
As his son sat down next to him,
Nickolai whispered, ‘He is an ...
interesting young man’.

Arkady smiled. ‘He’s very
clever. Perhaps you can learn

from him, as I am?’ he said.
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‘Nihilism really is the most
interesting subject.

Nickolai raised an eyebrow. He
wasn’t sure what this young man
with his odd view of life could
teach him. Bazarov was almost
twice his age! But there were more
important things Nickolai needed
to talk about now.

‘Arkady, do you remember that
when your mother died, I employed
a housekeeper?’ Nickolai began.
Arkady nodded as he sipped his tea.
‘Well, the housekeeper’s daughter
used to come and help her. She and

I ... we became quite close’

20

Arkady sat up a little straighter.
It was the first time his father had
mentioned another woman since
his mother had died. He pushed
down his feelings of confusion and
alarm. He tried to focus on the
facts, as Bazarov would. ‘Go on,
he said.

‘The truth is, I have fallen in
love. Her name is Fenichka, said
Nickolai. ‘A few months ago, while
you were away at university, we
had a baby boy. You have a brother’

Arkady swallowed his tea. He
could not help but feel hurt that
his father had not told him about

21



Fenichka, or about his baby brother.
They had written to each

other while he was away
at university and
Nickolai could have

easily mentioned it.

Once again,
Arkady took a
deep breath and
analysed the facts. His father

was happy. He had a brother —
something he had never had before.
These were good things. And his
father may not have mentioned it
before now because he was worried

about Arkady’s feelings.

22

At last, Arkady said, ‘T am happy
for you, Father. I would like to meet
them both. He trusted the facts
of the situation, as a true nihilist

would.

23
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CHAPTER THREE

As the days went by, Arkady
met Fenichka and his new baby

brother, Mitya. He liked both of

them immediately and could see

how happy his father

was. Mitya was a happy,
smiling baby, and
Arkady felt
like an older
brother the
second he held

4 him in his arms.

As Fenichka and Nickolai were
not married, Fenichka lived in her
own cottage on the estate. She was
a little shy of Arkady at first, but
she soon saw that he shared his
father’s warmth and openness.

One evening, while Nickolai,
Arkady and Bazarov were having
dinner, Nickolai said: ‘I would like
to marry Fenichka!

‘What is the point of marriage?’
asked Bazarov. ‘It is just a piece of
paper, after all. It means nothing’

Nickolai shook his head slightly
and sipped his drink. ‘It is far more

than a piece of paper; he replied.
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‘T want everyone to know that we
are a proper family’

Bazarov sighed. ‘You are a
family; he said. ‘I don’t see why you
need a ceremony in a church to
prove it!

Arkady could see his father was
growing tired of Bazarov. ‘I think
if it makes you happy, Father, then
you should do it, he said, glancing
nervously at Bazarov. He wanted
his friend to think well of him.
Bazarov had spent hours teaching
Arkady the rules and principles of
Nihilism. He didn’t want Bazarov

to think he was losing his way.
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A moment’s silence followed
before Bazarov asked: ‘May I ask
why you read so many novels?’

Nickolai sighed. Since he had
arrived at Maryino, Bazarov had
questioned why Nickolai enjoyed
the paintings on his wall — all art
was meaningless. He had also
asked why he ate such fine food -
food was merely fuel for the body.
Nickolai put down his glass and
cleared his throat. ‘Because I enjoy
reading, he said.

“Then you should read scientific
books, or books about history.

Novels are stories that someone

27



has invented. They are meaningless,
said Bazarov calmly.

Nickolai looked over at Arkady,
knowing how much his son enjoyed
reading. But Arkady sat silently,

agreeing with Bazarov. Suddenly,

Nickolai felt very sad. It was clear

that Arkady was growing away from
him. He no longer understood him
like he used to when Arkady was

a boy.

‘I have received a letter from cousin
Kolyazin, Nickolai said, changing the
subject. “You remember he lives in
the city, Arkady? Well, the Governor
is holding a grand ball next week and
Kolyazin has invited me to attend’

“That will be nice for you, Father;
said Arkady.

‘Unfortunately, I won’t be attending,
said Nickolai. ‘T do not want to leave
Fenichka to look after Mitya alone

when he is so young. You should go

29



— and take your friend along!
Arkady already knew what
Bazarov was thinking from the
expression on his face: balls were a
waste of time. Getting dressed up
to eat, drink and dance with people
you barely knew would seem very
silly to him. However, Arkady also
knew that Bazarov having some
time away from the house might do

him — and Nickolai — some good.
S

‘Think of this, Arkady said, later
that night after his father had gone
to bed. ‘If we go to the ball, you can

30

turn it into an experiment. You do
not have to dance or talk to anyone
if you don’t want to. You can just
observe. Bring your notebook if you
like’

Bazarov sighed, but smiled at
his friend. ‘If you would like to go
so much, then we shall, he said.

‘I can see you have a long way to go
before becoming a true nihilist, my
friend!

Arkady smiled. ‘But I am
learning, he said. ‘Even nihilists

need to eat and drink, you know!’
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CHAPTER FOUR

Cousin Kolyazin was a cheerful

man. He was about the same

age as Nickolai and wore bright,
expensive clothes. He was
delighted to see his

young relative, and
the strange young
man with the
long dark hair
whom he had
brought with

him.

‘The Governor’s Ball is one of
the highlights of the year!” said
Kolyazin as they climbed into his
carriage. ‘Everyone will be there.
Some of them you will know,
Arkady. Everyone is excited to see
Anna Odintsov’

‘Who is that?” asked Arkady.

‘A young widow with a large
fortune, said Kolyazin. ‘Her
husband bought an estate nearby
before he died and now she lives
there with her sister. I've met her
once already. She is very beautiful’

‘What does beauty mean?’ said

Bazarov. ‘The fact that her eyes

33



and nose and ears are arranged in

a certain way does not have any

impact on who she is as a person’
Kolyazin was too excited to notice

Bazarov’s grumpy tone. “‘We'll see!’

he said, clapping his hands. ‘Perhaps

even you will fall under her spell!’
>9<

The ballroom was lit up with
hundreds of candles, the light
bouncing off gigantic mirrors that
hung over the fireplaces. The floor
was filled with swirling dresses
and every seat was taken by well-

dressed guests.
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Arkady felt excited to be
there. He hadn’t been to a ball
like this since before he went to
university. However, he knew
that he shouldn’t be impressed
by such a trivial thing as a ball.
He tried to keep his face straight
in case Bazarov was watching
him. But Bazarov, it seemed, was
captivated by something else.
Someone else.

‘Ah, I see you have spotted
Anna Odintsov already, said
Kolyazin, nudging Bazarov in the
ribs. Anna Odintsov was wearing

a shimmering silver dress.
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Her blonde hair was elegantly
piled on top of her head, and she
was talking to a large group of
people who were all battling for

her attention.

Bazarov coughed, his face
turning red. ‘I was simply thinking
about how bright it is in here, he
said hurriedly. ‘The cost for the

candles alone must be very high’




In a flash, Kolyazin disappeared.
He returned moments later with
Anna on his arm. ‘Let me introduce
you to my young nephew, Arkady

Kirsanov, and his friend Yevgeny

Bazarov, Kolyazin said with a smile.

‘They have recently graduated from
St Petersburg University.

Anna looked impressed. ‘A pair
of scholars, she said. ‘I am very
pleased to meet you.

Suddenly the orchestra, who were
placed at the far end of the ballroom,
started playing. “‘Would you like to
dance?” asked Bazarov, reaching out
his hand towards Anna.

Arkady’s eyes widened. He had
never known Bazarov to dance
the entire time he had known him.
The only time Bazarov mentioned
dancing was to say how pointless it
was. Anna accepted his hand and
Bazarov led her to the dance floor.

Arkady marvelled at how graceful
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his friend was. He had tied his
long hair back for the occasion and
looked almost gentlemanly.

‘What have you been studying,
sir?’ asked Anna politely, as she
danced with Bazarov.

‘Science, he replied. ‘I wish to
study medicine next, and perhaps

become a doctor’

Anna watched Bazarov’s face. He

was a good dancer, but he did not
seem to be enjoying himself much.
‘Do you dance often?’ she asked.
‘No, Bazarov replied bluntly.
‘Forgive me, but I find the act

pointless’

40

Anna laughed. ‘Then why did
you ask me to dance?’

Bazarov could not reply. He
had asked her to dance because
he found her captivating. He had
to admit that Kolyazin was right:

Anna Odintsov was beautiful.

41



al *Q?\; v-g? ~ A
S N\ == i, J ok I have danced three times as
£ 2N ' ,
7 many dances!

CHAPTER FIE After they said their goodbyes,

the three men climbed back into

The ball carried on late into their carriage with aching feet.

the night. Arkady, Bazarov and ‘See, did I not tell you that Anna
Kolyazin found themselves was the most heavenly young
huddled in a corner with Anna, woman?’ said Kolyazin.

and the four talked and danced ‘She is very beautiful, agreed

for hours. Arkady watched as Arkady.

Bazarov’s smile grew bigger and ‘She is too old for you, my friend,
bigger the more time that passed. said Bazarov.

‘ am exhausted!’ said Anna Arkady frowned. ‘She is only
happily as the ball came to an a couple of years older than me;
end. ‘It is not fair that there is he said. ‘And she is older than
one of me and three of you. you, too. Bazarov waved his hand
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dismissively. ‘Anyway, she invited
us all to her hotel tomorrow for tea
before she leaves the city’
Bazarov sat up straight. ‘She
did?’ he said. Arkady nodded and
smiled at his friend. It was odd
to see Bazarov’s cool and calm
composure broken for once.
‘She’ll be keen to
get back to her sister
at Nikolskoye, said

Kolyazin. ‘Since her
husband died, it
has been just the
two of them

in that

great house with a grand fortune
to spend’

Bazarov did not care how much
money Anna had. Money meant
nothing to him. All he knew was
that he wanted to spend more time

with her.
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The following day, Bazarov and
Arkady went to the hotel where
Anna was staying. Kolyazin had
business to do in the city, so he left
them to make their visit alone.

In the café of the Grand Hotel in
the centre of the city, Anna Odintsov

45



was surrounded by
luggage. She smiled
happily when she
saw the two young
men she had

met at the

Governor’s
Ball the previous
evening. “You have just caught
me!’ she said. ‘My carriage will
be here in half an hour to take me
back to Nikolskoye!

‘Please forgive my cousin,

Arkady said. ‘He could not join us
this morning. But now you have us

all to yourself!’

46

Bazarov frowned at Arkady. He
was acting foolishly, and Bazarov
suspected that Arkady might have
the same feelings for Anna that he
did.

‘But it is not enough time to get
to know you properly, said Anna.
‘Why don’t you both come to stay
with me at Nikolskoye? It is far too
big just for me and my sister. We
could do with some company’

Arkady looked at Bazarov
cautiously. He was certain
his friend would say no to the
invitation. Bazarov did not pay

calls on ladies, much less stay at

47
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Bazarov replied: “‘We would be

delighted’ Nikolskoye was a beautiful house
S8z with perfect gardens. It was
much larger than Arkady’s family
Later that day, the friends said home. In fact, it made his own
goodbye to Kolyazin, who was estate looks quite run down in
quite jealous of their invitation. comparison.

He would have liked to have seen
inside Anna’s house for himself. ®

Then they packed up their things

and made the short journey into

the countryside to Nikolskoye.




There were stone carvings
around each window and a
fountain outside the front of the
house that was bigger than any
Arkady or Bazarov had ever seen.

The friends were welcomed by
a stern-looking butler in uniform.
He took Bazarov’s long coat as
though it were something he had
just picked off the floor. ‘Madame
is this way, he said in a cold voice,
as he led them along a long marble
corridor.

Anna was sitting in a large room
flooded with light. The fireplace

was lit and a pretty tea set with

50

several cakes was laid out on a
table. ‘I thought I heard a carriage,
said Anna happily. “You are right
on time!’

Bazarov felt a surge of happiness
the moment he saw Anna, but he
tried hard not to show it. Arkady,
too, was happy to see Anna again,
although he noticed her eyes were
focused on Bazarov when she spoke.

At that moment, another
young woman entered the room,
followed by a large white dog. ‘Let
me introduce you to Katya, my
younger sister; said Anna, getting

up and putting an arm around
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Katya’s waist. ‘And this is Fifi.
Anna ruffled the white fur on the
dog’s head as he sniffed the two

men curiously.
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Katya was very like her sister,
though her hair was darker and
she was at least five years younger.
As the butler served tea and
offered cake, Katya petted her
dog and occasionally smiled and
nodded at her sister’s new friends.
She preferred to listen to the
conversation rather than take part
in it.

‘After lunch I would like to show
you my garden, said Anna. Again,
she was talking directly to Bazarov.
‘We have a herb garden. Many
of the plants we grow are used in

medicines, I believe!
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Bazarov smiled and nodded. He
was thrilled to be asked to spend
some time alone with Anna. ‘That
would be very educational, thank
you, he replied.

‘Perhaps Katya could show you
some of your mother’s letters,
Arkady?’

Arkady put down his teacup

with a start. ‘I'm sorry?’ he asked,

confused. “You

have letters from
my mother?’

Anna laughed
lightly. “‘Why yes,

lots!’ she said.

‘I realised last night why your name
was so familiar to me. Our mother
and your mother were childhood
friends. They did not see each other
much after they got married, but
they stayed in touch. When our
mother died, Katya and I kept a
chest of her letters. I am so happy
to know you, Arkady. It feels like a
little connection to our mother’
Arkady felt thrilled, but also
slightly disappointed. He would
love to read his mother’s letters,
but he'd been hoping Anna might
want to spend some time with him

herself, rather than Katya.
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‘What a wonderful discovery,
Arkady said at last. ‘If you have
the time, Katya, that would be very
nice’

And so, after a delicious lunch,
Arkady and Katya parted ways
with Bazarov and Anna to spend

their afternoon.
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As the weeks went by, Anna and
Bazarov found more excuses to
spend time alone with one another.
She showed him the gardens each
day, and they looked through the
telescope her late husband had
given her to gaze at the stars.

This left Arkady to be entertained
by Katya. To his surprise, he found
that he liked her more each day.
She was quieter than her sister,

but she was clever and kind.
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The first afternoon they spent
together was in the attic of the
great house, surrounded by
Arkady’s mother’s
letters. Seeing her
handwriting was
_~ agreat comfort to

= Arkady. He laughed as

he read stories of himself

as a baby, and smiled as he learnt
about his mother’s day-to-day life
at Maryino.

After showing Arkady his
mother’s letters, Katya took him
to the library. Without Bazarov
around, Arkady confessed that he

58

used to love reading novels. Katya
showed him her favourite books
and poems, and they discovered
they had a lot in common. Arkady
even grew fond of Fifi, who followed

them everywhere in hope of

a head scratch.
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While Arkady grew happier
and happier at Nikolskoye,
Bazarov became filled with
confusion. The more time he
spent with Anna, the stronger his
feelings grew towards her. He had
never felt the rush of emotions he
felt when she was nearby. Despite
his determination that such
feelings were silly, he knew that
he was falling in love.

But Bazarov wanted to be a
faithful nihilist. Nihilists did not
follow young ladies around in a
cloud of romance. He felt silly and

frustrated with himself. He knew
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that if he stayed much longer, his
belief in nihilism would be tested.

As much as he wanted to stay
with Anna, Bazarov knew he had to
leave Nikolskoye.

Bazarov waited until Arkady and
Katya had gone to bed one evening.
Then he told Anna that he would be
leaving the next day.

Anna felt a stab of disappointment.
She had enjoyed spending her days
with Bazarov. He was the most
interesting young man she had
ever met. When they walked in the
garden or he explained something

scientific to her, she felt happier
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than she had for many years.
‘Why must you leave now?” Anna
asked, trying to keep her voice
light.

‘I must go and see my parents,
Bazarov replied. ‘I have not seen
them since I graduated from
university.

This much was true. Bazarov
had not seen his parents for many
years. But the real reason he
wanted to leave was to remove
himself from Anna before his
feelings grew any stronger.

‘I will miss you, said Anna,

gazing into the fire.
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Bazarov stared at her. The light
from the flames lit up her face and
made her look even more beautiful.
‘T will miss you too, Bazarov said,
despite himself. He wrestled with
his feelings. He wanted nothing
more than to stay with Anna
forever, but that would mean giving
up his beliefs. Perhaps it would
be worth it? Suddenly, Bazarov
moved to sit next to Anna and
held her hand.

‘I love you, he said.

To his surprise, Anna pulled her
hand away. ‘I'm sorry, Bazarov.

I can’t be with you!” she said,
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quickly standing up and rushing
from the room.

Bazarov’s heart felt like it had
split in two. He had thought that
Anna felt the same way for him
as he did for her. He must have
been wrong. He had betrayed his
nihilistic beliefs and given in to
emotion for nothing.

Bazarov flew up the stairs of the
grand house and into
Arkady’s bedroom.

Arkady was reading
in bed and
jumped up when

his friend entered.

Bazarov looked upset
— something Arkady
had never seen
before. “Whatever is
the matter?’ asked
Arkady.

‘I must leave tomorrow morning,
Bazarov said, sitting heavily at the
end of Arkady’s bed. ‘I have fallen in
love with Anna.

Arkady had suspected that his
friend had fallen in love, but he
never expected him to admit it.

‘It is all right to feel love, Bazarov,
said Arkady. ‘Even men of science

get married!
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Bazarov shook his head. ‘She
does not feel the same way as me,
he replied. ‘I must go away and
forget this place. There is no point
in dwelling on something that has
no future’

Arkady was surprised that Anna
did not feel the same way. He had
noticed the way she looked at Bazarov.
‘Are you certain?’ Arkady asked.

‘I am, replied Bazarov firmly. ‘I will
go to my parents’ house tomorrow.
You are more than welcome to join
me, but I understand if you would
rather stay here. My parents’ home is
far smaller than this!

66

Arkady smiled sadly. “You are my
friend, Bazarov. I would like to meet
your parents.

The following morning, Bazarov
and Arkady said their goodbyes.
Bazarov spoke few words, but
thanked Anna for having them.
Arkady was sad to be leaving Katya
and he promised to
write to her. Arkady

noticed tears welling

in Anna’s eyes as she

waved them off.



L)
&

POy — 2N s J.

CHAPTER EIGHT
Doctor and Mrs Bazarov lived in a
smart townhouse in a small town just
an hour away from St Petersburg.
The town was run-down and there
were people huddled around fires in
the streets. Bazarov looked straight
ahead as their carriage rolled through
the town, while Arkady looked out of
the window at the boarded-up shops
and houses.

Eventually the carriage turned

onto a more pleasant street and
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stopped in front of a house with a
man and woman standing outside.
The man was tall and dressed in a
brown woollen suit. His hair was
neat and he had a warm, friendly
face. The woman’s face was lined but
happy. She wore a shawl around her

shoulders and her grey hair fell in

a long plait over her shoulder. She
looked half the size of her husband.




As soon as Bazarov had stepped
from the carriage, his parents
covered him in hugs and kisses.
‘My son! My son!’ cried the man.
‘You are home at last!’

Arkady smiled at the scene as
he took their luggage from the
carriage driver. When Bazarov
was finally released, he introduced
his friend. ‘Mother, Father, this is
Arkady Kirsanov’

Doctor Bazarov kissed Arkady
on both cheeks. “You are very
welcome here!” he said.

Mrs Bazarov waved a small

hand and beckoned Arkady inside.
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‘Come, come!’” she said. “We have
lunch ready for you. You are both
far too skinny!’

Over lunch, Arkady marvelled
at Doctor and Mrs Bazarov. He
could not understand how his
friend, who was always so calm and
measured, could have been brought
up by these people. They were loud
and friendly. They asked questions
and told stories.

‘You would not think of it to look
at him, said Doctor Bazarov, filling
up Arkady’s glass. ‘But Yevgeny
was a tiny little thing when he was

younger’
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Bazarov shook his head and
blushed. Arkady laughed at his
friend’s embarrassment. ‘But
he was always so serious!’ said
Mrs Bazarov. ‘So clever and so
determined. We knew he would
do well’

‘Mother, that is enough, Bazarov
said. Arkady noticed that he called
his parents ‘Mother’ and ‘Father,
and not by their real names as he
had once advised Arkady to do
with his. ‘Arkady has not come here
to hear my life story’

‘Why not?’ exclaimed Mrs

Bazarov. ‘We are so proud of you.
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We tell your story to anyone who
will sit still long enough to hear it’

Bazarov and Arkady spent the
afternoon helping Doctor Bazarov
in his surgery. Bazarov studied
the cases that his father could not
diagnose, and Arkady helped
with the filing.




“You boys are so helpful, I won’t be
able to do without you when you
go!’ said the doctor.

‘We can only stay a few days,
said Bazarov.

Arkady noticed Doctor Bazarov’s
face fall slightly, before he smiled
again. ‘Oh, well. It is nice to see you
for however long we can’

That evening, Arkady and
Bazarov retired to the room they
were sharing on the top floor of the
house. ‘We can stay longer than a
few days, said Arkady. “You have
not seen your parents for a long

time. They might want you to stay’
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Bazarov sighed and rubbed his
head. ‘My parents are too much
for me, he said. ‘All my life I have
been unable to understand them.
They seem so happy and content to
live a small life, but I always knew
[ wanted something different. When
I went to university, I found nihilism
and it suited me. I had lived my life
surrounded by too much emotion —
nihilism offered me a life with
no emotion’

Arkady nodded. He felt he now
understood his friend so much
more than he had before. ‘Your

parents love you, said Arkady,
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kindly. ‘And that has made them
happy’

‘But what good has that done
them?’ said Bazarov, becoming
angry. ‘My father could be one of
the best doctors in Russia, but he is
too emotional. He gets involved in
people’s lives instead of looking at
the facts!’

Arkady could see that his
friend was upset. ‘Let us stay one
more day, then we can return to
Maryino. You left some of your
work there. You can continue it
in peace and I can see my father.

Perhaps that will clear your mind?’
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Bazarov agreed. Maryino was
quiet and, best of all, it was far
enough away from Anna and his
parents that he could concentrate

on what was important.
o L
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Mrs Bazarov could not stop crying
when Arkady and Bazarov left for
Maryino. Doctor Bazarov also had
tears in his eyes. “You are the best
thing in our lives, said the doctor
as he hugged his son tightly. ‘Come
back soon!
Bazarov pulled away from his

parents and climbed into the
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carriage. Arkady thanked Doctor
and Mrs Bazarov for having him

stay at their house. ‘Look after my

boy, said Mrs Bazarov.
‘T will; replied Arkady.

-
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CHAPTER NINE
The journey back to Maryino
was quiet. Bazarov did not want
to talk. His mind was full of
questions.

Bazarov wanted to be a true
nihilist. For him, this meant that
feelings and emotions were not
important. He did not expect to fall
in love with Anna and he had gone
to his parents to forget her. Instead,

he was faced with his parents’

overbearing love for him.
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Arkady could see that his friend
was upset, so he left him to think.
Soon, Arkady felt his own mind
being tugged back to Katya. He had
thought of her every day since he
and Bazarov had left Nikolskoye.
Now that they were apart, it was
like a piece of him was missing.

Arkady stared out of the carriage

window, feeling comforted when

the land around Maryino came
into view. He was also surprised
when he noticed how run-down
some of the farm buildings had
become. His father had always
managed the estate and the
farmland so well, and Arkady
wondered what had gone wrong in

the years that he had been away.
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Nickolai was overjoyed to see his
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son again. He gave Arkady a big
hug, and Arkady hugged him back.
Bazarov watched and marvelled at
how easily Arkady showed love to
his father.

Bazarov excused himself almost
immediately and went to find
the papers he had been working
on before they left. Arkady was
pleased. He wanted to talk to his
father alone.

‘Papa, may I ask you
something?’ asked Arkady. They

were sitting in his father’s study.
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Piles of paper covered the large
mahogany desk.

‘Of course, my boy, Nickolai
replied.

Arkady took a deep breath. ‘Is
everything all right with the estate?
On the way here I noticed some of
the farm buildings look like they
need repairing, and some of the
fields are empty. Shouldn’t they be

full of corn by now?” &

The smile on
Nickolai’s face
faded. He had
wanted to keep

the truth from



his son for as long as possible.
Nickolai had been struggling to
keep on top of his work. The older
he became, the harder he found
managing the estate all by himself.
It was hard for him to admit this,
because he wanted Arkady to see
him as his strong, capable Papa.
‘It is time you knew the truth,
said Nickolai with a sigh. ‘I cannot
keep up anymore. The farmers are
complaining and work is not being
done. If I don’t get help soon, I
am afraid I might have to sell the
estate. I want to marry Fenichka

and provide a good home for her
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and little Mitya, but I am not as
young as [ was!

Arkady put his hand on his
father’s shoulder. Studying nihilism
with Bazarov had taught him to
look at facts rather than emotions.
Here Arkady realised that he could
and should look at both.

‘Papa, Arkady said, ‘I think I

have an idea’
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CHAPTER TEN
Arkady decided that he would live
at Maryino and help his father
with the estate. When he was at
university, this had felt like the last
thing he would ever want to do.
He had grand plans to commit to
nihilism and travel the country with
Bazarov. But so much had changed
over the last few weeks. For one,
Arkady had felt so happy to be back

at his old home. For another, he now

knew that he wanted to get married.
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He also knew who he wanted to get
married to.

When Arkady told his father
that he would stay and help on the
estate, Nickolai was thrilled. ‘My
darling boy, do you know what this
means?’ he said, taking Arkady’s
hand. ‘I do not have to sell, and I
can marry Fenichka. Best of all, you
will be here. We can work alongside
each other! I cannot tell you how
happy this makes me’

Arkady felt happier and more
certain of his future than he had for
some time. He had trusted his head,

but also his heart.
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‘Father, there is one last thing
I need to do before I can start
working on the estate properly,
Arkady said. ‘Do you remember a
friend of Mama’s called Madame
Lotkev? She had two daughters
called Anna and Katya.

Nickolai frowned in concentration.

‘The name is familiar] he said, trying
to remember. ‘It sounds like an old
schoolfriend she used to have’
“That’s right. I wonder, do you
have any of Mama’s old letters?’
asked Arkady.
‘There is a chest in the attic,

I believe. This is all very curious!’
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said Nickolai, chuckling at his son’s
odd request.

Arkady smiled. “Thank you,
Papa, he said, as he ran up to the
attic to search for the letters from

Katya’s mother.
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Bazarov continued to study in
his room. He had taken some of
his father’s medical books with
him when he left home, and he

spent hours going

through them. He only \

came downstairs at

mealtimes and was
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quiet and polite. He no longer At the sound of

questioned Nickolai’s enjoyment Anna’s home, Bazarov
of paintings and books. looked at the fire,
After dinner one evening, worried his feelings
Arkady asked Bazarov to stay with for Anna might
him by the fire, instead of returning show on his face.
to his room to study. ‘T hope you will
‘I have made a decision, Arkady allow me not to accompany you,
said. ‘In fact, I have made two said Bazarov.
decisions’ ‘Of course, replied Arkady.
Bazarov nodded. ‘That is good, He knew that seeing Anna again
he replied. ‘I hope you have given would make Bazarov unhappy.
these decisions plenty of thought?’ ‘My father is more than happy
‘I have. The first is that I am for you to stay here. My second
going to go back to Nikolskoye to decision is a rather big one. I have
see Katya, said Arkady. decided to stay here and help my
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father on the estate. He cannot
manage on his own and I like it
here! Arkady smiled to himself
and added: ‘T suppose you will
think I am not a true nihilist
now. I have let my feelings guide
my decisions.

Bazarov sighed and sat back in
his chair. ‘“You are a clever man,
my friend, Bazarov said. ‘And a

good man. All this time I thought

I was teaching you the best way to

live. Perhaps I should have been

learning from you!

Arkady and Bazarov talked until
it was late. Although Arkady knew
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they would always be friends,

he and Bazarov were headed in
different directions. Arkady’s life
now centred around Maryino,
helping his father, and one more
thing: Katya. Although he was not

brave enough to confess

it to Bazarov just yet,
Arkady knew that he
wanted to spend his

life with Katya.



(HAPTER ELEVEN

The journey to Nikolskoye seemed
to take a lifetime. Arkady could not

wait to see Katya again.

When he finally arrived,

Katya ran out of the
house to greet him,
her enormous dog

Fifi running closely

behind her.

Katya laughed at the size of the
large trunk Arkady was carrying. ‘Is
that full of clothes?’ she asked. ‘How
long are you intending to stay?’

‘I have brought a surprise for you
and Anna, said Arkady, smiling.
Katya and Arkady waited in
the parlour for Anna to join them.
When she did, Arkady opened the
trunk he had brought. ‘When I was
last here, you were kind enough
to show me the letters my mother
sent to yours, Arkady said, placing
a pile of yellowing envelopes
between the sisters. ‘It was such a

comfort to me to see my mother’s

f Ity
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writing and hear her they laughed as they remembered

voice in my head. the birthdays and holidays their
I thought it would be mother wrote about in her letters.
nice for you to do the They felt lucky to have them and felt
same. These are the close to their mother once more.

letters from your mother to mine’
Katya and Anna looked at the
letters, then at each other. Their

eyes filled with tears. ‘Thank you,
said Katya, taking Arkady’s hand.
“Thank you so much!’

Katya and Anna spent the
day reading their mother’s
letters. Although the
memories were tinged

with sadness,
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At dinner, Anna asked Arkady
nervously why Bazarov had not
come with him.

‘Bazarov is committed to his
studies right now, said Arkady,
politely. ‘But he said to pass on his
regards. Arkady did not want to
say the truth: that Bazarov could
not bear to see Anna again after
she had rejected him.

After dinner, Anna went to bed
early and left Arkady and Katya
to talk. Arkady’s heart started to
pound in his chest. He was going
to ask Katya to marry him. He felt

his palms become hot and sweaty,
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his neck become cold and his knees
tremble. Even Bazarov would have
to admit that his emotions at that
moment were real. They had such
an effect on his body!

‘Katya, Arkady began softly.
‘There is another reason why I
wanted to come and see you!

Katya smiled and stroked Fifi’s
sleeping head as it rested in her
lap. “What is that?’ she asked.

‘T would like to ask you to
marry me, Arkady said. ‘I fell in
love with you on our last visit. I
want to spend the rest of my life

with you!
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Katya’s eyes widened with joy.
She had counted each day she
had been apart from Arkady. She
had treasured each letter he had
sent her. He was the only man she
had ever felt anything more than
friendship for. ‘Oh, Arkady!” she
said. ‘Of course I will marry you!’

Arkady thought his heart would
burst. He was truly happy.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
Later that evening, Arkady wrote
to his father and Bazarov to tell
them the happy news. A few days
later, he had replies from both of
them. Nickolai’s letter was full
of congratulations and happy
thoughts. He could not wait to
meet his future daughter-in-
law. But Arkady trembled as he
opened Bazarov’s letter. He did

not know how his friend would

react to the news.

101



S

My dear {riend,

once | would have thought that marriage
was the most pointless activity on earth.
Now, however, | can see how it is good for
some people. Perhaps il | had won Anna’s
love | would have married, too. | am

happy for you.

| also have news. | have decided to leave
Maryino to go back to my parents’ house.
| have been thinking of them a great deal
ince you told me how you wanted to help
your [ather. Perhaps the greatest way to

learn i§ to learn from our parents.

By the time this letter reaches you, I will
be on my way. | wish you V\o{’king but

the best.
Yours in {riev\dship,

Bazarov

S

——

Arkady held the letter to his chest.
At university, Arkady had believed
that Bazarov knew everything.
Nihilism had seemed the best way
to live his life. And yet, so much had
happened to them over the past few
weeks to change their minds.

Arkady had realised that home
and family were more important
than anything else in the world.

He would be forever thankful to
Bazarov for teaching him the ways
of nihilism. And he would look at
the facts, as well as his feelings, in
every situation that presented itself

to him.
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Bazarov had also learnt to
question his trust in nihilism. He
still wanted to believe in truth and
facts, but he had started to realise
that there was more to life than
just this. His love for Anna and
admiration for his parents had

shown him that.
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Doctor and Mrs Bazarov were

overjoyed to have their son home

once again. They were happier still

when he declared that he would
like to stay with them and study to

become a doctor like his father.
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Bazarov helped his father each
day as he saw patients in his
surgery and visited their homes.
He started to see how all sorts of
different people lived their lives.

In the evenings, Bazarov would

take a medical book and sit by his

mother at the fireplace. She would




sew or read, and occasionally look Doctor Bazarov agreed. ‘Thank

up at her son as he read by the you, son, he said, sitting heavily at
glow of the fire. his desk. ‘I will ask Mama to start
Sz the dinner for when you return’

One day, Doctor Bazarov came
into the surgery with a sad look
on his face. ‘A family is very ill.
They have a serious illness called
typhus!’

Bazarov looked at his father and
saw how tired he was from a busy
day. ‘I will go and see them, said
Bazarov, taking his father’s medical
bag. ‘I know the treatments. I can

help them?
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

When Bazarov went to see the
family with typhus, he was
shocked. He knew they were very
ill, but he was not prepared to see
each family member covered in a
rash and shaking from fever.
Bazarov went from bed to bed in
the tiny house, giving each person
medicine. Those who could speak
thanked him. Those who were too
ill to talk tried to smile. Bazarov

was touched. Even when they were
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suffering, this family remembered

their manners. It was important to
them to be grateful and polite. This
poor family were teaching Bazarov
more about how to live than he had

ever learnt at university. This was

real life, Bazarov realised.




When he left, Bazarov felt as
though he had done some good.
He had to admit that it made
him happy to be able to make a
difference, no matter how small.
As soon as he returned home,
he wrote to Arkady about his
experience.

A few days later, Bazarov
started to feel
unwell. Doctor
Bazarov knew the

signs — Bazarov

had caught

The fever made him feel terrible.
Soon he was too weak to move
out of bed. Bazarov took the same
medicine he had given the family,
but still his condition got worse.

‘Father, Bazarov asked after two
days in bed. ‘Please send for Anna
Odintsov. Bazarov feared that he
would not recover. He needed to
see Anna one last time.

Although he had never written
to someone as rich and powerful
as Anna, Doctor Bazarov did as his
son asked. He told Anna that his
son was dying and to come quickly.

When Anna arrived at the little
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house a few days later, her eyes were ‘T am like you, Anna said with

red as though she had been crying. a sad smile. ‘I look at the facts of
Doctor and Mrs Bazarov welcomed the situation. The fact is that I was
her and showed her to Bazarov’s not always rich. I thought I needed
room. They marvelled at how their to marry someone with money, to
son knew such a fine lady. support my sister and the house.
Anna sat by Bazarov’s bedside But now Katya is getting married,

and held his hand. She was shocked
to see how he had changed. His

face was pale and he had lost the
sparkle from his eyes. ‘T am so sorry,
Bazarov, whispered Anna. ‘I was
foolish to turn you away when you
told me you loved me!’

Bazarov looked at Anna, too

exhausted to speak.



as I am sure you know. I don’t need
to worry about her anymore!

Bazarov nodded slightly. He
wanted to tell Anna that he
understood. That none of that
mattered now. It only mattered
that she was there with him.

‘T wish I had not made you leave,
Bazarov, Anna continued. ‘The
days we spent together were the
happiest of my life. I loved you and
I turned you away. Can you ever
forgive me?’

Bazarov squeezed Anna’s hand
as tightly as he could. He nodded

once more, then closed his eyes.
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Doctor and Mrs Bazarov joined
Anna in their son’s room. They
stayed with him until the last
breath left his body, surrounding

him with love.
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day, even though Arkady wished

Bazarov could have been there.

The two couples worked hard to
get the Maryino estate back to how

Arkady and Katya, Nickolai and it used to be. They mended the farm
Fenichka were married in a double buildings and sewed the fields with
wedding ceremony. It was a joyous crops. Soon, Arkady and Katya had

a son whom they called Nickolai
after Arkady’s father. Katya and
Fenichka became the closest of
friends, and Anna visited

them often.




After Bazarov’s death, Arkady
promised that he would try each
day to remember what his friend
had taught him. He still analysed
each situation by looking at the
facts, but he no longer dismissed
what his heart was telling him.

Anna married a lawyer from a
good family with plenty of money.
Even though she did not feel as
much love for him as she had for
Bazarov, her new husband was a
kind man. She was happy.

Doctor and Mrs Bazarov
visited Bazarov’s grave in their

small town’s cemetery each day.
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Although they were devastated to

have lost him, they were proud of

the man their son had been.
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