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"The Goodreads Top 100 Literary Novels of All Time List" represents a list of 100 literary novels recommended by the Goodreads Serious Literature Group for voting by all Goodreads Members via Listopia. PLEASE DO NOT ADD BOOKS TO THIS LIST. A book’s total score is based on multiple factors, including the number of people who have voted for it and how highly those voters ranked the book. List Challenge The average Goodreads member has read 16 out of 100 books on this list — how many have you read? 1 Pride and Prejudice by 4.29 avg rating —
4,570,946 ratings 2 1984 by 4.20 avg rating — 5,144,476 ratings 3 The Great Gatsby by 3.93 avg rating — 5,665,825 ratings 4 Jane Eyre by 4.15 avg rating — 2,238,020 ratings 5 Crime and Punishment by 4.28 avg rating — 1,007,593 ratings 6 Lolita by 3.87 avg rating — 909,234 ratings 7 Wuthering Heights by 3.90 avg rating — 1,939,256 ratings 8 Of Mice and Men by 3.89 avg rating — 2,724,636 ratings 9 The Count of Monte Cristo by 4.32 avg rating — 981,053 ratings 10 The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn by 3.83 avg rating — 1,311,511 ratings 11 Brave
New World by 3.99 avg rating — 1,993,109 ratings 12 One Hundred Years of Solitude by 4.12 avg rating — 1,057,397 ratings 13 Anna Karenina by 4.10 avg rating — 897,515 ratings 14 The Brothers Karamazov by 4.38 avg rating — 364,007 ratings 15 Catch-22 by 3.99 avg rating — 867,851 ratings 16 Slaughterhouse-Five by 4.10 avg rating — 1,439,536 ratings 17 The Grapes of Wrath by 4.02 avg rating — 963,508 ratings 18 A Tale of Two Cities by 3.87 avg rating — 991,032 ratings 19 The Old Man and the Sea by 3.81 avg rating — 1,250,330 ratings 20 War
and Peace by 4.17 avg rating — 354,000 ratings 21 Moby-Dick or, The Whale by 3.56 avg rating — 597,820 ratings 22 East of Eden by 4.43 avg rating — 591,135 ratings 23 Don Quixote by 3.90 avg rating — 294,219 ratings 24 The Metamorphosis and Other Stories by 3.89 avg rating — 1,309,136 ratings 25 All Quiet on the Western Front by 4.10 avg rating — 498,942 ratings 26 The Sound and the Fury by 3.86 avg rating — 190,854 ratings 27 Ulysses by 3.77 avg rating — 137,429 ratings 28 The Name of the Rose by 4.14 avg rating — 384,371 ratings 29 The
Scarlet Letter by 3.44 avg rating — 897,507 ratings 30 Candide by 3.76 avg rating — 292,091 ratings 31 The Master and Margarita by 4.29 avg rating — 394,904 ratings 32 David Copperfield by 4.04 avg rating — 251,454 ratings 33 To the Lighthouse by 3.81 avg rating — 204,241 ratings 34 For Whom the Bell Tolls by 3.98 avg rating — 308,973 ratings 35 Tess of the D’Urbervilles by 3.84 avg rating — 296,110 ratings 36 Invisible Man by 3.92 avg rating — 197,300 ratings 37 The Plague by 4.02 avg rating — 295,779 ratings 38 The Catcher in the Rye by 3.80
avg rating — 3,767,320 ratings 39 The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter by 3.99 avg rating — 115,887 ratings 40 Things Fall Apart (The African Trilogy, #1) by 3.74 avg rating — 399,232 ratings 41 Brideshead Revisited by really liked it 4.00 avg rating — 122,209 ratings 42 A Confederacy of Dunces (Evergreen Book) by 3.89 avg rating — 289,698 ratings 43 Their Eyes Were Watching God by 3.99 avg rating — 373,796 ratings 44 Blindness by 4.18 avg rating — 320,025 ratings 45 I, Claudius (Claudius, #1) by 4.25 avg rating — 71,029 ratings 46 Infinite Jest by 4.25
avg rating — 97,808 ratings 47 The Awakening by 3.68 avg rating — 220,936 ratings 48 Blood Meridian, or, the Evening Redness in the West by 4.16 avg rating — 199,001 ratings 49 My Antonia by 3.84 avg rating — 143,923 ratings 50 Sons and Lovers by 3.64 avg rating — 54,878 ratings 51 Middlemarch/Silas Marner/Amos Barton by 3.98 avg rating — 792 ratings 52 In Search of Lost Time by 4.34 avg rating — 13,577 ratings 53 Vanity Fair by 3.81 avg rating — 131,496 ratings 54 Light in August by 3.94 avg rating — 64,846 ratings 55 All the King's Men by
4.09 avg rating — 65,444 ratings 56 The Tin Drum by 3.95 avg rating — 45,728 ratings 57 Ficciones by 4.41 avg rating — 74,715 ratings 58 To Kill a Mockingbird by 4.26 avg rating — 6,618,471 ratings 59 The House of Mirth by 3.97 avg rating — 102,783 ratings 60 The Magic Mountain by 4.13 avg rating — 55,606 ratings 61 Pale Fire by 4.17 avg rating — 55,289 ratings 62 Dead Souls by 3.98 avg rating — 92,152 ratings 63 The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling by 3.75 avg rating — 33,936 ratings 64 The Maltese Falcon, The Thin Man, Red Harvest by 4.30
avg rating — 1,981 ratings 65 The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman by 3.73 avg rating — 22,547 ratings 66 Tropic of Cancer (Tropic, #1) by 3.66 avg rating — 76,063 ratings 67 Cancer Ward by 4.26 avg rating — 17,440 ratings 68 Gilead (Gilead, #1) by 3.85 avg rating — 119,680 ratings 69 Cat’s Eye by 3.95 avg rating — 70,916 ratings 70 The Adventures of Augie March by 3.84 avg rating — 18,616 ratings 71 Death Comes for the Archbishop by 3.97 avg rating — 40,957 ratings 72 An American Tragedy by 3.97 avg rating — 38,076 ratings 73
The Alexandria Quartet (The Alexandria Quartet, #1-4) by 4.18 avg rating — 12,133 ratings 74 Rabbit Angstrom: The Four Novels by 4.25 avg rating — 1,685 ratings 75 The Stranger by 4.03 avg rating — 1,285,892 ratings 76 A House for Mr Biswas by 3.80 avg rating — 21,858 ratings 77 Lost Illusions by 4.16 avg rating — 12,006 ratings 78 Bridge of Sighs by 3.80 avg rating — 24,726 ratings 79 The Forsyte Saga (The Forsyte Chronicles, #1-3) by 4.18 avg rating — 20,427 ratings 80 V. by 3.97 avg rating — 24,620 ratings 81 Adam Bede by 3.82 avg rating —
26,031 ratings 82 Under the Volcano by 3.76 avg rating — 26,164 ratings 83 Jazz (Beloved Trilogy, #2) by 3.89 avg rating — 35,639 ratings 84 The Sot-Weed Factor by 4.11 avg rating — 7,579 ratings 85 The Tale of Genji by 3.72 avg rating — 14,250 ratings 86 Therese Raquin by 3.73 avg rating — 36,193 ratings 87 Finnegans Wake (Classic, 20th-Century, Penguin) by 3.68 avg rating — 13,377 ratings 88 The Vicar of Wakefield by 3.46 avg rating — 10,487 ratings 89 The Recognitions by 4.20 avg rating — 6,093 ratings 90 The Tenth Man by 3.73 avg rating —
5,175 ratings 91 Life and Fate (Stalingrad, #2) by 4.45 avg rating — 14,545 ratings 92 Mason & Dixon by 4.13 avg rating — 11,993 ratings 93 Humboldt's Gift by 3.84 avg rating — 9,838 ratings 94 J R by 4.32 avg rating — 3,639 ratings 95 The Death of Virgil by 4.14 avg rating — 1,686 ratings 96 Middlesex by 4.04 avg rating — 654,528 ratings 97 1919 (U.S.A., #2) by 3.97 avg rating — 3,207 ratings 98 Native Son by 4.04 avg rating — 102,623 ratings 99 The Tunnel by 4.05 avg rating — 1,897 ratings 100 Darconville's Cat by 4.27 avg rating — 585 ratings Get
Results & Compare With Friends » To vote on existing books from the list, beside each book there is a link vote for this book clicking it will add that book to your votes. What are the best books you've EVER read? A book’s total score is based on multiple factors, including the number of people who have voted for it and how highly those voters ranked the book. You must have a goodreads account to vote. To vote on existing books from the list, beside each book there is a link vote for this book clicking it will add that book to your votes. To vote on books not in
the list or books you couldn't find in the list, you can click on the tab add books to this list and then choose from your books, or simply search. Jump to ratings and reviewsReturning to Russia from a sanitarium in Switzerland, the Christ-like epileptic Prince Myshkin finds himself enmeshed in a tangle of love, torn between two women—the notorious kept woman Nastasya and the pure Aglaia—both involved, in turn, with the corrupt, money-hungry Ganya. In the end, Myshkin’s honesty, goodness, and integrity are shown to be unequal to the moral emptiness of
those around him. In her revision of the Garnett translation, Anna Brailovsky has corrected inaccuracies wrought by Garnett’s drastic anglicization of the novel, restoring as much as possible the syntactical structure of the original story. 32809 people are currently reading421003 people want to readDisplaying 1 - 30 of 10,763 reviewsJune 15, 2018If Raskolnikov was the charismatic murderer whose side I took despite myself when he killed an old woman out of greed and broke down psychologically afterwards, Prince Myshkin is the supposedly good, childlike
Christ figure whom I failed to like at all. Just do make it clear from the beginning: I liked the novel just as much as Crime and Punishment and Notes from Underground, and I found it just as compulsively readable. The cast of characters is magnificent. My sole problem is the character of Myshkin. We are not a likely pair to hit it off, of course.He is a religious fanatic, whose conviction is so narrow-minded that he hates other variations of Christian dogma even more than atheists: “Yes, that’s my opinion! Atheism only preaches a negation, but Catholicism goes
further: it preaches a distorted Christ, a Christ calumniated and defamed by themselves, the opposite of Christ! It preaches the Antichrist, I declare it does, I assure you it does!” - [ am an atheist, but strongly in support of tolerance and respect beyond the narrow boundaries of one’s own convictions. So I will give Myshkin a pass on his fanaticism, knowing full well he wouldn’t give me one, considering his reaction when he heard his benefactor had converted to Catholicism.He is a Russian nationalist, believing in expanding Russian dogma to the West: “Not
letting ourselves be slavishly caught by the wiles of the Jesuits, but carrying our Russian civilisation to them, we ought to stand before them and not let it be said among us, as it was just now, that their preaching is skilful.” - I believe in global citizenship and consider nationalism to be the greatest evil in world history. But I will give him a pass on that one, knowing the historical framework in which it was uttered.He is proud of his lack of education, and does absolutely nothing to enhance his own understanding, despite having leisure to spend all day studying.
1 believe in lifelong learning to develop as a human being. But I will give him a pass on that one, knowing he suffers from epilepsy and maybe from other conditions as well, which might make learning impossible for him.He is an elitist, openly rejecting equality and democracy in favour of his own, idle class: “I am a prince myself, of ancient family, and I am sitting with princes. I speak to save us all, that our class may not be vanishing in vain; in darkness, without realising anything, abusing everything, and losing everything. Why disappear and make way for
others when we might remain in advance and be the leaders?” - I am for equality and democracy, for a classless society without any privileges.He is utterly afraid of female sexuality and almost pathological in his attempt to ignore the fact that it exists, admiring childlike behaviour and the inexperienced beauty of virgins. - I am a grown-up woman.I will let all of that pass, there is no reason why I shouldn’t be able to identify with that as much as with a raving murderer, right? What I can’t accept is his posturing as a “truly good”, almost holy person. That is too
much. His social ineptitude, his lack of imagination, his literal-mindedness, his prejudices - all of that might be fitting the time and place where he lives, but it is not objectively good. In fact, I don’t see any goodness in him at all. Even Raskolnikov, poor, and under supreme stress, was able to spontaneously give his last money to a desperate family to finance a funeral. Myshkin does nothing helpful with his fortune, which conveniently fell into his over-privileged lap. On the contrary. He uses the money to cruise in the Russian upper class society and to mingle
with distinguished families. He doesn’t work, and isn’t even remotely interested in anything to do with actual progress in society. Instead, he gives credit to whoever happens to be in the room with him at the moment, without engaging or giving any active help, and he changes his mind when another person steps into the room. Critics are eager to call this his “innocence” and gullibility, and to use it as proof that he is a “better person” than the characters who have motives and agendas for their actions. Since when is cluelessness a virtue? And what if he is not
an idiot? If you for one second step out of that thought pattern, you can also call his change of mind hypocrisy, or opportunism, or fear of conflict, or flattery. Some might call it Christian meekness. I call it condescension. Myshkin is incredibly one-dimensional in his value system, fearing sexuality and human interaction. To compensate for his fears, he puts himself “above” them, looking down on “weak” people, forgiving and pitying them. But what right has he to “forgive” other people for engaging in conflicts that are caused by his own social ineptitude? If I
could see in Myshkin a person who is on the autistic spectrum, I would feel compassion for him and be frustrated that his community is not capable of helping him communicate according to his abilities. But whenever that idea comes to mind, the big DOSTOYEVSKY LITERARY CRITICISM stands in the way. Under no circumstances am I to forget that Dostoyevsky truly saw in Myshkin a Christlike figure, and that he himself was committed to orthodox Christian dogma to the point of writing in a letter (in 1854):“If someone proved to me that Christ was outside
the truth, and it was really true that the truth was outside Christ, then I would still prefer to remain with Christ than with truth.”Well, to be honest, I think that is precisely what this novel shows. Dostoyevsky, the brilliant realist writer, writes a story containing the truth of social life as he has accurately observed it, and his Christ is moping around on the fringes, causing trouble rather than offering ethical guidelines. He is absolutely passive, incapable of one single motivated, proactive good deed. Only criminals and ignorant peasants invoke the name of Christ
in the novel. The educated people with whom Myshkin mingles are concerned with their own nervous modernity. They act like neglected children, drawing negative attention to themselves to make the (God)-father figure notice them. But he remains silent, ignoring even his most cherished child, the one he sacrificed for all the others, - Christ. It is Holbein’s dead Christ, brutally shown in his human insignificance, that stands as a symbol for the religious vacuum in the novel, a Christ figure that can make people lose their faith, as Myshkin admits himself. The
characters argue and discuss their respective positions on philosophy and religion throughout the long digressive plot, and Myshkin mourns earlier times when people were of a simpler mind:“In those days, they were men of one idea, but now we are more nervous, more developed, more sensitive; men capable of two or three ideas at once ... Modern men are broader-minded - and I swear that this prevents their being so all-of-a-piece as they were in those days.”That is what he says to Ippolyt, a poor, cynical 18-year-old boy dying (but not fast enough) of
consumption. When the young man asks Myshkin how to die with decency, the idiotic Christ figure doesn’t offer him his house or moral support, even though he knows that Ippolyt is in a conflict with Ganya, with whom he is currently staying. No, help can’t be offered, just this:“Pass us by, and forgive us our happiness”, said Myshkin in a low voice.”Oh, the goodness of that (non-)action.Another telling situation occurs when Myshkin receives the clearly confused general Ivolgin, in a state of rage, whose Miinchhausen-stories of meeting Napoleon are evidently
hysterical lies. Even the idiotic Myshkin understands that something is wrong with the general, but he lets him rave on, encouraging him in his folly. If that was all, I could argue that two fools had met, and that Myshkin couldn’t be expected to show compassion and try to calm down the ill man (who has a stroke in the street shortly afterwards, supported by the “malignant” atheists rather than the Christian elitist characters). But Myshkin is not a fool in that respect, just a passively condescending man. His reaction is outrageous: “Haven’t I made it worse by
leading him on to such flights?” Myshkin wondered uneasily, and suddenly he could not restrain himself, and laughed violently for ten minutes. He was nearly beginning to reproach himself for his laughter, but at once realised that he had nothing to reproach himself with, since he had an infinite pity for the general.”Right! How convenient for you, Prince! And you suffer so much when others laugh at your inadequacies. I have an infinite pity for you, Sir! But I won't raise a finger to help you, all the same. Because being a completely innocent little idiot, I don’t
know how to do that.Which leads me to my last comment on the character of Myshkin, who repeatedly was compared to Don Quixote in the novel. He is NOT AT ALL LIKE THE DON!Don Quixote has more imagination and erudition than his contemporaries. Myshkin has none at all.Don Quixote actively wants to change the world for the better. Myshkin wants to passively enjoy his privileged status.Don Quixote is generous and open-minded. Myshkin is aloof and uninterested.Don Quixote has a mission. Myshkin floats in upper class meaninglessness.Don Quixote
loves his ugly Dulcinea. Myshkin can’t choose between the two prettiest girls in society, but wants them to remain children to be able to worship them as virgins.So, who were my favourite characters then? As often happens to me while reading Dickens as well, I found much more satisfaction following the minor characters. Kolya, Ippolyt, Lebedyev, Rogozhin, Aglaia, Nastasya - all these people experiencing Russian society in the process of moving towards modernity are affected by one or several of its aspects. They try to deal with modernity ad hoc, without a
recipe, and suffer from confusion.Aglaia!When she says she wants to become an educator, to DO something, she shows the spirit of future entrepreneurship, including women in active life. When she goes from one emotional state to another, not willing to be a negotiable good in her parents’ marriage plans, a piece of property moving from one domestic jail to another, she is a true hero. But she embraces the idea of ownership and control, and in order to own Myshkin, she acts out a despicably arrogant farce in front of a vulnerable rival, using as a weapon her
privilege and chastity. A flawed but interesting character for sure. She would have been utterly unhappy, had she reached her goal.Kolya! Trying to navigate his hysterical environment and to build bridges between his family’s needs and the society they depend on, and to support parents, siblings, and friends with actions rather than words, he is a truly good person.Rogozhin! Blinded by passion but capable of sincere feeling and fidelity, he is a true lover, yet driven to madness and criminal behaviour. He admits to his crimes and accepts the following
punishment.Nastasya! The abused child who takes out the punishment on herself, like anorexic or self-harming young girls nowadays, convinced that the harm done to them is a sign of their own filthiness. Myshkin drives her over the edge with his condescending pity and forgiveness - by enforcing her idea of guilt and worthlessness. As if Myshkin had any right to claim superiority! He seals her fate when he remains completely passive in the showdown between her and arrogant, impertinent Aglaia, and then creates an atmosphere of self-sacrifice during the
wedding preparations: “He seemed really to look on his marriage as some insignificant formality, he held his own future so cheap.”So what am I to make of my reading of the Idiot? What is the ultimate feeling, closing the book after days of frenzied engagement with the characters?I loved the novel, hated the main character (but I'll FORGIVE him, of course, feeling PITY for his suffering), and am prepared for another Dostoyevsky. Let the Devils haunt me next!1001-books-to-read-before-you-die dostoyevsky favorites August 10, 2009I've been trying to review
this book for over a week now, but I can’t. I'm struggling with something: How do I review a Russian literature classic? Better yet, how do I review a Russian literature classic without sounding like a total dumbass? (Hint: It’s probably not going to happen.)First I suppose a short plot synopsis should be in order: The Idiot portrays young, childlike Prince Myshkin, who returns to his native Russia to seek out distant relatives after he has spent several years in a Swiss sanatorium. While on the train to Russia, he meets and befriends a man of dubious character
called Rogozhin. Rogozhin is unhealthily obsessed with the mysterious beauty, Nastasya Filippovna to the point where the reader just knows nothing good will come of it. Of course the prince gets caught up with Rogozhin, Filippovna, and the society around them.The only other Dostoevsky novel I've read was Crime and Punishment, so of course my brain is going to compare the two. Where Crime and Punishment deals with Raskolnikov’s internal struggle, The Idiot deals with Prince Myshkin’s effect on the society he finds himself a part of. And what a money-
hungry, power-hungry, cold and manipulative society it is.I admit that in the beginning and throughout much of the novel I felt intensely protective of Prince Myshkin. I got pissed off when people would laugh at him or call him an idiot. Then towards the end of the novel, I even ended up calling him an idiot a few times. Out loud. One time I actually said “Oh, you are an idiot!” But then I felt bad.Poor Prince Myshkin. I think he was simply too good and too naive for the world around him.Now here is where my thought process starts to fall apart. There’s just so
much to write about that I can’t even begin to write anything. There were so many themes that were explored in the novel such as nihilism, Christ as man rather than deity, losing one’s faith, and capital punishment among other things. And I haven’t even mentioned Dostoevsky’s peripheral characters yet, which, like those in Crime and Punishment, are at least as interesting, if not more interesting than the main characters. My favorite character was Aglaya Ivanovna. She was so conflicted with regard to her feelings about the prince and loved him in spite of
herself. I had mixed feelings toward Ganya. I mostly disliked him, but I grew to like him more towards the end. The entire novel was much like a soap opera, but a good soap opera, if that makes sense. Well, at this point I've been moving paragraphs around for far too long, and I realize there’s no way this review will do the book any justice. I wanted to write about the symbolism of the Holbein painting and how I love that in both Dostoevsky books I've read he references dreams the characters have, but I just have too many questions and not enough answers.
Instead I'll just say that it was truly an excellent read and definitely worth your time.Fergus, Weaver of Autistic WebsMarch 20, 2025Prince Lev Nicolayevich Myschkin discovered relativity in 1886.Well, actually the scientific theory of relativity wasn’t discovered until 30 years later, by Albert Einstein, but I don’t think that discovery would have been possible without the relativistic ferment that had started sweeping through Europe in the mid-19th century, with its ultimate CHRISTIAN formulation in The Idiot, in 1886.Moral chaos is so cataclysmic to
conservative spectators. So much so to Prince Myschkin, in fact, that he suffers an enormous three-year nervous collapse. But he comes out of it Reborn.“Reborn!?” you may say. “Isn’t he just... a little ODD?”Well listen, if as an intelligent kid you were submitting - along with the rest of intelligent Europe - to the Willy-nilly Transvaluation of all Values, wouldn’t you want to somehow return to your Moral Roots? And if you didn’t Pooh-Pooh change in any form, like so many mature people do, wouldn’t you try to reason through this enormous alteration in values?
Prince Myschkin does both. He REASONS THROUGH THE CLIMACTERIC OF RADICAL RE-ORIENTATION - from a CHRISTIAN POV.Something we all should be doing today if we're believers.Sure, the sophisticated St Petersburg in-set decides mainly to lead him on - apparent imbecile that he is - into traps of their own devising, but isn’t that what most normal people do today with an oddball: feed him enough rope to hang himself with?But these worldly sophisticates have a “don’t go there” mindset to new ideas. Unless they’re new FUN ideas. They are
intellectually and morally stuck. And so the nutty prince is like a breath of fresh air to them, in a funny sort of way!Bigotry wasn’t born yesterday. It was born when someone decided to take a small, SAFE pathway through the perils of life. And so many have - alas! - followed him.But Prince Myschkin has just emerged, barely breathing, from a total moral collapse in a world of ethical relativism. More power to him, I say - at least he’s not scared of the world’s shadows anymore.For he’s now emerged with a triumphant Christian Faith from the dark chambers of
Dis. Into a New, Wide-Awake World.Myschkin, you see, refuses to JUDGE OTHERS. All his crazy antics are just a logical offshoot of that logically primitive decision. The basic building block of his, and all true ethical behaviour.And that’s what makes this book Great.For this is the portrait of an unlikely modern saint - but it is written with a double-edged pen!It’s ironical - and it’s not.Sort of reminds you of the Gospel, doesn’t it?And, somehow, you know - I think that’s what Dostoevsky intended.Petra in Hawaii doing hulaMay 11, 2015There are many reviews of
this book making out that Prince Myshkin was Christ-like, a truly good man who lived for the moment. A holy idiot, or more accurately, wholly idiot indeed is what he really was. Why did they think Dostoyevsky entitled the book, The Idiot if he meant 'The Man who was Innocent and Really Good" or "The Man who was like Jesus"? The title wasn't any kind of irony, it was about an idiot.Prince Myshkin had spent years in a sanitarium for his epilepsy and returns to Russia where he trusts untrustworthy people, falls for all their plots where he is the patsy, and falls
in love with a rather uppity girl who returns his affections and then when it comes to the moment, chooses another woman for all the wrong reasons and thereby ends up rejected by both. He is the very definition of an idiot, he never, ever learns and what intelligence he has he doesn't put to working out the truth of a situation and what he should do to benefit himself. He always falls for the next plot, the next plan, the next person with a glint in their eye for how they can use him to further their own ends. And he goes just like a lamb to the slaughter.Sadly, the
debacle, written in a time when not even the word 'neurology' had been invented, let alone the science, is rather idiotic. On getting drawn into a crime committed by a man mad in every sense, crazy and angry, his epilepsy degenerates into a mental illness so deep he crosses over into another land. Bye bye gentle idiot. I was glad to read of you, I'm glad I didn't know you.August 5, 2021(Book 861 From 1001 books) - UnuoT = The Idiot, Fyodor DostoevskyThe Idiot is a novel by the 19th-century Russian author Fyodor Dostoyevsky. It was first published serially
in the journal The Russian Messenger in 1868-9.The title is an ironic reference to the central character of the novel, Prince (Knyaz) Lev Nikolaevich Myshkin, a young man whose goodness and open-hearted simplicity lead many of the more worldly characters he encounters to mistakenly assume that he lacks intelligence and insight. In the Character of Pnnce Myshkm Dostoevsky set himself the task of depicting "the positively good and beautlful man" The novel examines the consequences of placing such a unique individual at the center of the conflicts,
desires, passions and egoism of worldly society, both for the man himself and for those with whom he becomes involved. The result, accordlng to philosopher A.C. Grayling, is "one of the most excoriating, compelling and remarkable books ever written; and without question one of the greatest." > 11390 2389 (388 W }.38& 3;[&5 ;L;.%L k¢ 4 949 nﬂb«’ “xlmingn 42 aLBAGI JROE. 516 i gl A elpie) loxSyn g il 93959 toaiumsi fabil 10lgins oMo
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wiluu | w95 .5)23.13/05/1400 06106433l p g w bt ,Ss slolas, o il gwluiiy gl S LT aalss o oS Wled (a3 sl aS swol ul @ 9 00 gwilaislings Sl oS «ouzsbl»April 28, 2022Prince Myshkin (whose name to the Russian ear sounds somewhat like Prince Mousy) may be considered as a disciple of quietism...“Oh, so you are a philosopher; but are you aware of any talents, of any ability whatever in yourself, of any sort by which you can earn your living? Excuse me again.”“Oh, please don’t apologise. No, I fancy I've no talents or special abilities; quite t
my living, I fancy...”But those who always turn the other cheek to those who slap them on the right cheek get themselves eventually broken by evil and drowned in the stream of malice.And a man capable of doing nothing but good and longing for the union with God is awarded with a title The Idiot and crucified - and the crowd rejoices.March 23, 2019A terrific novel - very worth reading - but lacking the thrust and pleasures of BROTHERS KARAMAZOV, which is one of my favorite books. It is, perhaps, the most difficult novel to evaluate with the Goodreads
star system, because it is both very, very great, and not particularly good. When the action soars - in searing, autobiographical moments, with sequences of epilepsy, fits, executions, and long social sequences - there is really nothing like it. An outdoor party scene with the (overly) noble Prince Myshkin will stick with me forever, as will the cursed love between Nastasya Fillippovna and Rogozhin. The idea of a pure man misunderstood by an impure society is wonderful, but THE IDIOT reads more like a sequence of thematic parables than a novel.I've been
taught, and I teach, the iceberg theory of writing. The author should know more about her characters than she is willing to show (90% below water, 10% visible.) This iceberg is almost totally submerged. The main action - the stuff I was dying to see - too often occurred BETWEEN parts of the novel. I have never experienced such exciting exposition in my life - but I saw almost none of that excitement on the page. Structurally, this makes it somewhat disastrous, and it feels rushed, as if Dostoevsky was so eager to plumb the depth of philosophy that he forgot to
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guy he never met before, and then declaring his own total love for this lady.That’s right just another day in 19th century Russia, Dosto-style.If Dostoyevsky was a 21st century writer he would be so rich writing scripts for shows like Desperate Housewives or Days of Our Lives because one thing he was was a natural born soap opera scriptwriter. He produced tremendous shouty thirty page arguments and 50 page carcrash scenes involving 12 outrageously-behaving borderline lunatics, just right for the campier type of tv, but I guess he’d have flounced out of his
moneyspinning career on day one when they refused to include one character’s five minute monologue on what it must feel like in the half second when you are watching the guillotine blade begin to descend on your naked neck. WHAT THIS LONG BOOK IS ABOUTThe Idiot is about this young Prince (it was a minor minor title, not royal or even royalish) who comes to town and gets involved with these train people and their families and kind of gets all entangled. There are two strong female leads (Nastasya and Aglaya), both of whom can bring men to their
knees with a single glance, and this leads to many complications. Some of the plot can be summed up by the Lovin’ Spoonful in their 1966 hit “Did you Ever Have to Make Up Your Mind?”Did you ever have to finally decide?And say yes to one and let the other one ride?There's so many changes and tears you must hide.Did you ever have to finally decide? It may be a bit spoilerish (but you will have forgotten it before you get round to reading this) but these two women finally meet in a showdown that is a 19th century Russian version of the one in A Fistful of
Dollars. It's a great scene, one of many. Also, I should mention one great scene where Nastasya rips a whip out of some nasty guy's hands and smashes his face with it.... go Nastasya!'DOSTOWORLDRich men who rape poor girls don’t generally apologise :He could not repent of his original action with her as he was a hardened voluptuaryGuys have got poor attitudes to marriage :Although at last, after agonising hesitations, he agreed to marry the “vile woman” he swore in his soul to take a bitter revenge on her for it and to “harry her to death” later onPeople
do not think tact is something to even think twice about:Earlier today I thought you were an out-and-out evildoer... now I see that one can consider you neither an evildoer nor even a very corrupt man. In my opinion, you're just the most ordinary man there could be. People are gold medal standard haters :I hate you more than anything and anyone in the world! I understood and hated you long ago, when I first heard about you, I hated you with all the hatred of my soul. Women send their boyfriends strange presents : “Did you receive my hedgehog?” she asked
firmly and almost angrily. TALES OF THE MIDDLE AGESComedy flashes all the way through this long strange tale and the funniest part for me was when some people are discussing outbreaks of cannibalism during famines of previous centuries. Somebody says :One such cannibal, approaching old age, announced of his own accord and without any compulsion that throughout his long and poverty-stricken life he had killed and eaten personally sixty monks and several lay infants...Later on : “But could anyone possibly eat sixty monks?” People laughed all
round. THE COMICAL DOSTOYEVSKY NARRATORIn The Brothers Karamazov and again here the narrator is a bumbling old fart type character who often breaks into the narrative and delivers a speech of his own or says stuff likePerhaps we shall do no great harm to the vividness of our narrative if we pause here and have recourse to a few explanationsAnd as the story gets more complicated the narrator frankly gives up trying to understand what’s going on, which I thought was most amusing :We feel we must confine ourselves to the plain exposition of the
facts, as far as possible without particular explanations, for a very simple reason : because we ourselves are hard put to explain what happened. A RARE WORDTen points to the translator David McDuff for using a rare and excellent word FanfaronadeAlas, it means “boastful talk” when it should mean something much prettier.And in general this translation was beautifully readable, as is the book itself. RATING DOSTOThis is my third big Dostoyevsky book this year and I think The Idiot is overshadowed by Crime & Punishment and The Brothers Karamazov but
that’s because they are two of the most extraordinary novels ever. So it’s an unfair comparison. The plot of The Idiot is frenzied and cramful of too many people talking at the same time and trips over itself in the middle (caused I think by Dosto writing to a magazine deadline when he just didn’t know how the story should go) but it’s a hell of a ride so try it some time, say, during a global pandemic. HOW THE AVERAGE DOSTO CHARACTER BEGINS HIS DAYIn a state of indescribable agitation, bordering on terrorAugust 5, 2023,,- Dar Rogojin s-ar casatori [cu
Nastasia Filippovna]?- Cred ca si miine s-ar putea casatori [zise Printull; s-ar casatori si, peste o saptaming, zic eu, ar 1nJungh1a 0” (p.40).Printul Miskin are toate calitatile unui om ,cu desdvirsire minunat”: inocenta, franchete, intuitie a psihologiei celor din jur, capacitate de a anticipa consecintele, bunatate, blindete. Din pacate, ,clarviziunea” lui e luata de ceilalti in ris. Sinceritatea lui necrutétoare i aduce calificativul de ,idiot”. Termenul ,idiot / idiota” nu a avut intotdeauna sensul peiorativ de azi. in Evul Mediu, il desemna pe individul care nu a fost
pervertit de scoli si lecturi, individul care judeca si gindeste cu mintea lui. Cu acest sens, il foloseste Nikolaus Cusanus in titlurile cartilor sale. Fireste, Lev Nikolaevici MlSkll‘l poate fi caracterizat ca ,idiota” (in sens medieval). Dar in romanul lui Dostoievski, termenul e folosit, desigur, cu intelesul lui difamant: Miskin e prost, sdrac cu duhul, nu stie sa-si tina gura, nu respecta discretia, spune tot ce-i trece prin cap, indiferent de urmari. Franchetea lui nesabuita este, de multe ori, o forma de cruzime. Din acest motiv, Ganea il loveste, iar Rogojin vrea sa-1 ucida.
E o noua ipostaza a lui Don Quijote. Cind oamenii s-au obisnuit cu minciuna si situatiile echivoce, adevarul devine o ofensa si un scandal. Printul este cu siguranta un ,trouble-féte”. Dupa cum exclama un personaj, ,aparitia lui produce haos”.Am putea gindi ca prezenta printului va opri catastrofa din final. Dar nu este deloc asa. Miskin nu poate impiedica raul. Mai curind, il precipita...Desigur, Dostoievski si-a pus in Idiotul o problema mai larga, stim asta din insemnarile lui. Oare ce s-ar intimpla daca lisus Christos ar reveni printre noi? Intrebarea l-a obsedat

pe autor multa vreme. Un prim réspuns poate fi gasit in romanul de fata, celalalt in , Parabola Marelui Inchizitor” din Fratii Karamazov. in ambele cazuri, a doua venire ar consemna un esec. Omul nu mai poate fi salvat de nimeni, Dumnezeu a esuat. Raspunsul lui Dostoievski e pesimist.P. S. Cineva a rezumat Idiotul in chipul urmator: ,Doi barbati iubesc aceeasi femeie, in timp ce doua femei iubesc ace1a51 barbat”. E imposibil sa stim daca Miskin o iubeste cu adevarat pe Nastasia Filippovna. Mila nu inseamna intotdeauna iubire.P. P. S. Dostoievski a lucrat la
Idiotul din decembrie 1867 (se afla in exil la Geneva) pina in 1anuane 1869. Criticii literari nu au fost deloc entuziasmati de roman. L-au gasit haotic, rau construit, greu de urmdrit. Meseria criticului literar e sa caute noduri in papura si, cind nu le gaseste, sa le inventeze...January 10, 2020 L ol obS sasllbs jl gy 235 aieadMe 31 o0 | ol pwliidl lsluwg,sS @ 4dls asle Lbols ay o cuwl o aizlw ol el b e plid aiz 5 Oloy oul Sl oy pulidl plid iz o9s iuzxo > anz i auilesu |, Ol Lai> syiad sioadde w9 OB ximuss ar ST 5 i Ol ol wlxas 51l ogicme o w9 cagr s
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friends or money, in the world, but with a desire to see his beloved native land, again. That he hardly remembers, having lived in Switzerland, treated by a kindly Doctor Schneider, without charge for years. However meets two men that will be friends or enemies (in the future), inside his train compartment. Rogozhin, a young man who can't control his emotions, very unstable, just inheriting a vast fortune, eager to show the whole city, it. And Lebedev , a minor clerk the kind of gentleman who knows everything about Petersburg's important people. Myshkin,
doesn't even have proper clothes for the cold, late November day as he steps down into the unknown metropolis. Nevertheless he has valuable information received from the well informed Mr. Lebedev . Seeing General Epanchin retired, his wife has the same name as our "hero," maybe some kind of relation? With difficulties, servants are such doubters and have good reason to be, Myshkin finally gets in the house's family quarters. Meeting the three beautiful daughters of the general, and his volatile and scary wife, Lizaveta. Falling in love with the youngest,
prettiest daughter Aglaia, she's 20, very immature, has crushes on every handsome suitor she's introduced to. The inexperienced prince, also loves Nastasya a kept woman he sees soon after, the best looking female in the country. He wants to save this lady, from a life of inevitable degradation and doom, the eternal triangle. Later entering society, they the ruling class look at him, the eccentric Myshkin closely, an oddity a childish fool, not suitable for them as a friend. Yet these citizens have no real ones, themselves ... Good fortune comes to Prince Lev
Nikolayevich Myshkin, he inherits a lot of money, unexpectedly, when he goes to Moscow. A letter tells him, naturally he gives away most of it to people, who say the prince owes them money. And the "poor", those asking for a little help, how can he refuse? Fleeing Moscow, the ill man goes back to the Russian capital, the two women in his life, are there. Rents a villa in the suburbs from Mr. Lebedev , invites the consumptive boy that he befriended, Ippolit, ( an unpleasant youth) to stay during his last days and still earns no respect, from anyone ... The "Idiot",
has proposed marriage, to both of his loves!April 27, 2023«Queria hablar a menudo, pero, la verdad, no sabia qué decir. ;Sabe usted? En ciertos casos es mejor no decir nada».Como siempre me pasa con Dostoievski, debo decir que he disfrutado mucho la historia del Principe Lev Nikolaievich Mishkin, quien vuelve luego de cuatro afios de un sanatario en Suiza para recuperarse... ¢adivinen de qué? si, de epilepsia, como Dostoievski, hacia Pavlovsk en Rusia. De ahi, que, a partir de su epilepsia, es considerado por todos como un idiota. Al volver a insertarse en
la sociedad rusa, la encuentra totalmente fria, distorsionada, mezquina y malévola y es mensaje que Dostoievski realmente quiso mostrar acerca de su presente, alla por 1868-1869.Debo reconocer que cuando lo lei en su momento “El adolescente” me gusté mucho, pero “El idiota” més aun porque me parecié mas fluido, més ameno de leer, tal vez con una historia menos enrevesada y con personajes mas marcados (en El adolescente los parentescos confunden, los apellidos se repiten y es necesario apoyarse en las notas aclaratorias al final del libro).Otro
aspecto interesante del libro son los didlogos. Tal vez, lo atribuyo a los traductores que hacen que la lectura del libro que sea fluida.La concepcion de Dostoievski sobre el personaje es muy rica, ya que se propuso crear en Mishkin un personaje totalmente antagénico a Rodion Raskdlnikov (recordemos que escribié Crimen y Castigo en 1866) y esto se nota en el caracter del principe, dado que el hombre tiene sus convicciones, pero estas no logran ser refutadas o respetadas, como las del Raskélnikov. Mishkin es débil, ingenuo, influenciable, indeciso. Su relacion
con las mujeres es conflictiva, enfermiza y angustiante; por momentos por culpa de su propia decisién, en otras por estar negativamente influenciado.El tridngulo amoroso (y enfermizo) que forma que involucra al principe con Aglaia Ivanovna y a Nastasia Filippovna es por donde pasa el nudo de esta historia.También he de destacar que algunos personajes son muy importantes en esta historia, puesto que tienen implicancia directa. Cito entre ellos a Parfién Rogozhin, a Lizaveta Prokofievna, el General Ivolguin, Ippolit Terentiev, Kostia Lebediev y Gavrila
Ardalidnovich, entre otros. Siempre en las novelas de Dostoievski, las conexiones entre personajes son el modo de llevar adelante la historia.Como creador de la novela polifénica, Dostoievski le da a sus héroes la funcién fundamental de que cada uno desarrolle su propia idea y sea portador de su voz, y a la vez, cada una de estas voces hace al conjunto de la historia.Dicen que Dostoievski quiso hacer confluir en el principe Mishkin caracteristicas de Jesucristo y Don Quijote. Yo particularmente me quedo con el segundo. Realmente hay momentos en que

Mishkin va interactuando con los demas personajes de una manera tristemente quijotesca, sobre todo al exponer sus ideales (su discurso sobre el Catolicismo, el Ateismo y el Nihilismo es muy importante e interesante de leer con detenimiento).Y por ultimo creo que el concepto de Don Quijote cuadra mas porque, sin hacer spoiler, todo eclosiona en el final.La belleza salvard al mundo proclama el principe Mishkin en un pasaje de la novela.Es probable que la ingenuidad de esta frase encierre la naturaleza de su fracaso.May 27, 2024Eke{ mov moAepodv ot
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Abokolo, Bapd Ko onovdaio mrevpatikd épyo. H[&[Zag mpokadw Avtéyete;Kadn avdyvwon. ITIoAhodg aonaopovg.best dante-deo humming-closer-no-hesitation-give-m June 7, 2016This book disappointed me. I never thought I would be saying this with regard to a book by Dostoyevsky, but it's true. Perhaps this is only because I've been spoiled by reading The Brothers Karamazov, which even admirers of The Idiot will likely admit is a much stronger work. Yet I was not merely unimpressed by this work, but was often greatly frustrated by it. To be concise, I found
The Idiot to be a rambling mess. Anyone familiar with Dostoyevsky’s work will know that he is not a versatile artist. He is a writer with obvious flaws and with tremendous strengths. It is, therefore, incumbent on the reader to look past his demerits—his clunky dialogue, his exaggerated personalities, his slipshod plots—in order to appreciate his peculiar genius, if the reader is to get anything at all out of his works. In this book, however, I found his usual deficiencies to be overabundant, and his usual brilliance to be pushed to the side. Let us take the
protagonist. He is supposed to be a nearly perfect man, the very picture of benevolence and kindness. Yet I was not at all impressed with Prince Myshkin. He was a polite and amiable fellow, sure. But did he go very far out of his way to help others? Was he capable of doing any good? Was he busying himself in improving the world? Not at all. Rather, Myshkin comes off as rather bumbling and self-absorbed. This was, of course, partly Dostoyevsky’s goal—to show how true kindness can make you vulnerable and lead to inactivity and ruin. But the impression I
was left with was not of a kind man tragically taken advantage of, but a man who was simply incapable of dealing with the world; a man not overly virtuous, but simply inept. This is in stark contrast to two of Dostoyevsky’s other characters, Father Zossima and Alyosha Karamazov, both of whom I found to be more wise, more open-hearted, more interesting, and many times more capable than Prince Myshkin—who, to be frank, is so passive as to be dull. It is clear that much of this novel’s design is due to the influence of Don Quixote, which Dostoyevsky refers

to many times during the course of this work. Prince Myshkin is something of a Quixotic character—a bit of a dunderhead, a bit of a loon—except that he is tragic, whereas the Don is comic. We also see Cervantes’s influence in the large and unwieldy cast of minor characters (something not typical of Dostoyevsky), who continually intrude, sometimes violently, on the main action of the plot. It seems that Dostoyevsky vaguely wanted to write a genuine burlesque, with a witless protagonist suffering misadventure after misadventure in the real world. But of
course, Dostoyevsky turns this general idea into a distorted nightmare that very often borders on absurdity. Either from lack of practice, or simply because he wrote this novel very quickly while in dire financial straits, Dostoyevsky didn’t seem up to the challenge of keeping track of all these minor characters. All of them act erratically, often to the point that they are unrecognizable one scene to the next. They suffer acute changes of mood and opinion, veering from emotion to emotion too quickly for the reader to even keep up. Admittedly, this is characteristic
of much of Dostoyevsky’s writing; and to be sure, he often uses fitful, unpredictable, and irrational characters to brilliant effect, keeping the reader constantly on edge. But in this work, I found it to be so overdone as produce a kind of apathy in me. I couldn’t wrap my head around the characters enough to care about them; and since I didn’t really know them, and thus didn’t expect anything from them, they couldn’t surprise me—since surprise is the thwarting of expectation. Perhaps what I most regretted about this design, however, was not the shoddy
characterization, but how it forced Dostoyevsky to deal with his typical themes. Instead of putting his always arresting philosophical speeches into the mouths of major characters, several minor characters butt into the story in order to deliver lengthy and, from the perspective of the story, rather pointless harangues that are promptly swept to the side. So instead of the critique of modern society, nihilism, rationalism, and his analysis of the decline of religion being in the forefront, these themes are peripheral, which I think is a shame. This is not to mention the
several incidents that Dostoyevsky introduces apparently only to stretch the page-count (he was being paid by the page). The most egregious example of this was when a young man bursts into a drawing room, spends an hour claiming that he is the son of Prince Myshkin’s doctor and is thus owed money, and reads a lengthy and absurd article that Myshkin then refutes point by point; then, another minor character announces that he has been researching this man for some time (why?), and reveals that his claim to be the son of the doctor is false—and this,
after an interminable conversation with many other side-remarks—so that the whole affair comes to absolutely nothing, and isn’t at all important to the rest of the book. This enormous amount of space dedicated to side issues is especially perplexing when one considers that major plot developments are, by contrast, introduced willy-nilly without much ado—such as when Prince Myshkin simply announces, in the midst of a major scene, that he has inherited a large sum of money. To cut short this review, I found this to be a deeply flawed book, one that

obviously needed several more drafts before it could be really compelling. I am still giving it three stars, however, because there are occasional brilliant flashes. I especially liked when Prince Myshkin spoke of executions, and Lebedev’s story about the repentant cannibal who killed and ate monks. Yet these shining moments were overshadowed by the many pages of tedium. Of course, it’s quite possible that I missed something. One of my friends is a big fan of Dostoyevsky, and he says this book is his favorite. But until my eyes are opened to this book's secret
merit, I will steer those who ask to Crime and Punishment and The Brothers Karamazov, which are not merely occasionally brilliant, but splendid from beginning to end.novels-novellas-short-stories russophiliaJune 9, 2010The Idiot is a remarkable literary feat; a true accomplishment. It not only shows and represents true human complexity, but it births it, both in the inner workings of its passionate characters, and in the overall story. It's replete with patient, mind testing issues that spring the reader’s level of understanding back-and-fourth; yet its emotional
intensity is felt throughout. It speaks truth of our striving human conditions; our emotions which only know the truth of their existence in the moment; yet it is a true and pure novel, like the heart of our unusual but endearing hero, Prince Myshkin: our idiot. Nobody brings the drama like Fyodor: nobody. Yet despite all the exclamation points and the excessively passionate characters -- who all seem to speak with great clarity, with penetrating philosophical insight -- Dostoevsky novels still feel very real to me. Despite its great entertainment value and all the
outbursts from its characters, very real emotional boundaries are pushed in very natural, all encompassing ways. What The Idiot bespeaks is something about life that is so real and true that the novel, while very intense, feels completely unexaggerated. Dostoevsky novels don’t take place in, but are a world of both utter emotional madness and pure genius. And they display how the two are often inseparable:"He fell to thinking, among other things, about his epileptic condition, that there was a stage in it just before the fit itself (if the fit occurred while he was
awake), when suddenly, amidst the sadness, the darkness of soul, the pressure, his brain would momentarily catch fire, as it were, and all his life's forces would be strained at once in an extraordinary impulse. The sense of life, of self-awareness, increased nearly tenfold in these moments, which flashed by like lightning. His mind, his heart were lit up with an extraordinary light; all his agitation, all his doubts, all his worries were as if placated at once, resolved in a sort of sublime tranquility, filled with serene, harmonious joy, and hope, filled with reason and
ultimate cause." These characters, none of them were "all bad" or "all good"; in fact there was not one single character in this entire novel that I didn't feel both sympathy and contempt for, at various stages.The Idiot is epic. The way it played out will have my mind reeling for weeks, I know. And I like that. I like that a lot. "But I'll add though that there is something at the bottom of every new human thought, every thought of genius, or even every earnest thought that springs up in any brain, which can never be communicated to others, even if one were to
write volumes about it and were explaining one's idea for thirty-five years; there's something left which cannot be induced to emerge from your brain, and remains with you forever; and with it you will die, without communicating to anyone perhaps, the most important of your ideas."favorites good-fiction memorable-characters February 4, 202005,5 S ol 9 el 8o aisS o o alil Loyl 8,9 ol ‘Sl)d 2w ol 9 o Made @ ol oy e Wi e Yisow 9 VIS Ll aSL Dy e @i Jade @ Yauw, Jl abl gl @S 5,8 wols L,I,J oo aloz ol o 1 Ll plas 5 ccazubs o sloaiy slsl
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overcast night and straggle into the woods to take a pee, and run into a wall of shrubbery?4. You ever been in a leadership reaction course, blindfolded, and run into a wall?5. You ever been deployed to Qatar in the transition billeting tent at night, not wanting to disturb all the soldiers with your mag-light, and run into a tent wall?What do these questions have in common? 3 things. One, you’ve lost your primary sense--eyesight. Two, you’ve run into something through which you can’t pass. Three, to continue you must turn east or west. This is exactly how I felt
when I read The Idiot. Lost, in a strange place, against a barrier. (preview: it’s all about the translator, paragraph 10)Then I agonized for a week about posting a review of a piece of monolithic literature to which I award only 2 stars. How the hell, dude, can you award 2 stars to an uber-classic? Did you forget it was Dostoevsky? Do you realize that among your 56 friends on Goodreads that 2 stars is the lowest anyone has rated it? You missed something; you're ignorant!And I truly subjected myself to several good harangues. I reread the lengthy, academic
foreword and afterword. I thought deeply about the book. I stretched my mind, my cognitive abilities, each time against a wall. I was really concerned about your opinion of me, as a reader, as a consumer of serious literature, as a trustworthy, balanced critic of dense writing.Then it appeared to me, like a turn in the dark. Screw you!! I'm not writing this for you. I write reviews to capture how I feel about a specific novel at a particular place and time in my life. It’s completely fair to award 2 stars to Dostoevsky. At this particular time in my life--as I realize the
Deepwater Horizon oil spill may have been overblown by the media, as I decide whether or not to delete my Facebook account, as I realize Obama’s economic plan is an absolute failure with unemployment remaining above 9% for the next 12 months and home values not rebounding for 36 months, as I wonder if next will be as tough as the previous year raising my 3 young kids--at this particular time in my life, I didn’t very much enjoy The Idiot. This is where I'm at in time and place with The Idiot, and I'm so glad to capture feelings other than a middling 3
stars (which is sometimes a rounding error). 2 stars is harsh, but fair.I read Crime and Punishment twice, and think The Brothers Karamazov one of the best 5 books I ever read. I've been under the spell of Dostoevsky for nearly half my life. So my lean this week into The Idiot was a disappointment.Here’s what the author said about the book: “There’s much in the novel...that didn’t come off, but something did come off. I don’t stand behind my novel, but I do stand behind my idea.” Authors sometimes give themselves a giant pat on the back, but couch it in self-
deprecating language. As if to say the ideas in the novel were so august, so pantheon, so divine that their ability to define or make sense of these ideas with terrestrial words resulted, simply, in a spatchcock of human themes. Ignore the writing. The message is in the idea. Come on, Fyodor, we all know you write like an immortal.The Idiot is brimming with philosophical inquiry into people’s lives, society, culture, and history. Immutable, transcendent ideas about which Russian writers always grapple. The authors of the foreword/afterword reveal and
underscore dozens of themes in the book. They discuss mechanics and perspectives and symbols. They discuss Russian history and the Russian concept of suffering, and how these were adroitly parsed among the characters. And how the characters themselves represented the unique attributes--in splinter form--of the Russian whole.Well that’s all great. You read it and take from it what you want. I found it tangled, hard to follow, uninteresting. The characters were so weighed down by being representatives of the Russian whole that they failed to be engaging
characters by themselves. And so unlike Dostoevsky, I found not a single sentence worth transcribing here. In 660 pages, wow, nothing worth remembering. How unfulfilling. Certainly nothing like THIS powerful, euphonic sentence. (Important) Because I know Fyodor can bring the noise, it leads me to believe that the translation is faulty, dated. Indeed, I read the version translated originally in 1913 by Olga Carlisle. It’s the staid, orthodox version. Perhaps if I read the translation by Larissa Volokonsky, then I would've been in measure with the writing. She
won the 2002 Efim Etkind Translation Award for her work on The Idiot, for Chris’akes!! Swoon. Cuss. Paradise Lost! Alas, I won’t reread The Idiot. It’s just too long...and me, I'm too slow a reader. I'll read The Possessed in a couple years. The experts call it a more traditional story on par with CAP and TBK. Dostoevsky is too fine a writer to abandon, and so I won’t.Another problem I had with the Carlisle translation was the melodramatic interpretation of character staging. Let me, for example, open the book to page 580--a random choice--and list every
instance on both pages where the character staging is electrified....got up rather late and immediately recalled......first moment she burst into tears......the prince at once reassured her......he was suddenly struck by the strong compassion......Vera blushed deeply......she cried in alarm, quickly drawing her hand away......went away in a strangely troubled state......her father had hurried off......Koyla ran in, also for only a minute......in a great hurry......was in a state of intense and troubled agitation......was deeply and violently moved......poor boy was
thunderstruck...... quietly burst into tears...... he jumped up...... hurriedly inquired about...... added in haste...... was predicting disaster......was asking pointed questions...... with a gesture of vexation...... accursed morbid mistrustfulness...... in the form of an order, abruptly, dryly, without explanation...... suddenly turning around...... and feverishly looked at his watch...Remember, this came from a total of 1200 printed words. The entire book is similarly charged. I got tired of reading all this ‘juiced’ action. Did Dostoevsky intend 660 pages of melododrama, or was this
a translator’s interpretation? I got robbed, man. Bad translation. The review stops here.March 28, 2018I have been trying to fill this review box ever since I finished this book. After writing and rewriting about this book, I think I have finally come close to what I feel about this book. I don’t think I can ever do justice to the beauty of this book but I still wanted to write few things about it. I started reading this novel last year. Put on pause twice, then finally finishing it this month. I was so relieved not only because I managed to read it, but also because it is one of
those books that are still a treat to read even after 150 years of its publication. Story revolves around Prince Myshkin who arrived in Russia from Switzerland. There he meet Rogozhin on the train and befriends him. Then he went to see his distant relatives General and meet family. Here he sees a picture of Nastasya Fillipovna and falls in love with her. Things get complicated when he proposes her and she rejects him for Rogozhin, who is also madly in love with her. On the day of marriage she elopes to be with Rogozhin. Myshkin finds love in Agalaya but all
hell loose breaks when once again Nastasya decides that she is still in love with the Prince. In Prince Myshkin, Mr. Dostoyovesky created a beautiful soul. A man who is free of deception, lies, concoction, and brutally honest. A man who always put others before his own happiness. A man whom no one can hate even if one tries they fail miserably and end up falling in love with this simpleton. So many times I felt so angry when people called him mad, fool, idiot, because they failed to see the beautiful heart that the Prince had. Then one can’t blame them for we
always hate people who are too good and have the qualities that we don’t possess. We want to be clever but hate it when outsmarted by cleverer person. But our prince is beyond all this, he just love and think highly of others even if those very people are trying to drag him down. And that’s the reason they find it so hard to begrudge him.While the prince has no vile motives, the two leading ladies of the novel have intentions that were hard to grasp upon for me. One minute they were madly in love with Prince, but in the next moment they would leave him and
tell him that they don’t love him. They could not bear the thought of him being with another, oh how they made sure of it. One kept running away from him, and the other kept him on the edge with her own confusion. They drove him mad and how I wanted him to leave both of them to their fate and go some other place where he would get peace of mind but they would not let him walk away. Dostoyovesky has written a stunning story that evoked so many emotions in me. I found myself teary, laughing, distressed, full of hatred, scared, angry, and sad on behalf
of the prince. I don’t think one will get to meet a person like Prince in real life but it is easy to see the goons that surround him in everyday life. His characters are deeply flawed, impulsive, and dense but at the same time they make me understand (or at least I tried to) how human nature works. I absolutely loved this book, and I am definitely reading his other works but I think I will still take another year to get out of this world. 2018 5-star massive-tomes August 27, 2023Is being different from others a flaw?The difference we do not understand and will
reduce, isolate, or denigrate is how to forge a society of reasonable intelligence.With the strength of his style, the author leads us into this philosophy to make us ask questions and leave us with questions about our views of yesterday.e-3 fyodor-dostoevsky historical-fiction December 10, 20240n the first day of 2018, I spent it with a fever. I slept too much during the day and couldn't fall asleep at night. I lay in bed reading until dawn, surprisingly finishing half of this book. When I finally turned off the light and lay in bed, the fever medicine, Dostoevsky, and

the coffee I had in the morning all tangled in my mind, creating a chaotic dream.Frankly speaking, Dostoevsky’s books are not suitable to be read at the pace of your average novels because they are too intense and dense. The best approach is to read a bit, put it down, do something else, and then come back to it. This time, I read too quickly, and it felt like a massive steel block forcefully shoved into my brain, which I couldn't digest. So, I decided to finish the second half and then read a couple of light books to balance things out.The reason I read so quickly
was that I simply couldn't put it down. Many think that classics are meant for self - cultivation and are described as useful rather than enjoyable. But in reality, any great work is, first and foremost, a good read. It all depends on whether your standard of what is "good" has improved.For Dostoevsky, I don't want to discuss his depth, his philosophy, or his religious sentiments, as those have already been thoroughly analyzed. I want to say that his books are genuinely enjoyable. Take this book for example. I found that Dostoevsky is like a director who excels at
orchestrating group scenes, mastering layers, rhythm, character development, and scene coordination perfectly. There are individual highlights without overall chaos. One of my hobbies in watching movies is enjoying group scenes, but I know it's challenging to pull off well. Most fail miserably. For a novelist, managing more than 4 characters in a single scene is difficult because novels aren't plays. However, in the chapter set in Lebedev's villa, I counted 19 characters. Each one is distinct, useful, and has their thoughts, making it a thrilling and fulfilling read.I
felt dizzy but incredibly excited because I sensed that its internal structure and rhythm were clear, warranting a reread or even multiple rereads to understand Dostoevsky’s techniques, knowing I could never replicate them. Such complex structures in Asian hands are usually treated with broad strokes, passing over masses of people with a few words, while Dostoevsky dares to depict every brick meticulously. You think you've seen enough, but then he surprises you further. Just when your mind is entirely absorbed in discussions about the world, faith, and
soul, amid chaotic debates, the next speaker, a dying young man, says, "Do you know I came here to see the trees?" He also says, "When you were leaving, I suddenly thought: these people are here now, but they will never be here again. The same goes for the trees - only a brick wall will remain, the red brick wall of Meyer’s house."After all the heavy discussions on soul, life, and truth, such a light statement combined with the preceding weighty words hits me profoundly. This boy is the nihilist Dostoevsky criticizes. At that moment, I thought I am the nihilist
he critiques. Although I love discussions on life's major issues, in the end, I still casually look at trees. But that's Dostoevsky’s charm. He is a powerful advocate for religion. I won't convert, but I still like him because he also understands nihilists like me. He criticizes us not out of ignorance but out of disagreement. Knowing is precious, and disagreement doesn't matter.Even among the 19 ocharacters, some are considered despicable, yet you feel they have a complete worldview and philosophy. They still ponder life and social issues. Even the most vile
characters discuss the soul and don't avoid problems. They may be swindlers or ugly, but they aren't shallow or superficial. You never feel they are being pretentious. It seems like Russians are naturally suited to casually discuss the soul over dinner, which feels extravagant, while Chinese, British, or other people discussing the same topics often feel awkward and somewhat ridiculous.Even Dostoevsky s illains are more profound than the people around us in real life, just like any of Agatha Christie’s murderers are more elegant and poised than the people we
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uplifting cleansing virtue. Contact with it is supposed to improve the soul. But this isn’t always the case. Sometimes, in company, my five year old son will blurt out something I don’t want outsiders to know and I end up blushing! His innocence causes me discomfort. I also remember that little girl from Aleppo who every day updated online the situation in the besieged city. Imagine the reactions of Assad’s regime to her online posts. Would they have been won over by her innocence? No way! They would have been made deeply uncomfortable by her innocence.
They would have wanted to shut her up. The idiot here has a similar effect on Russian society. Dostoevsky’s idea was that if Christ returned to 19th century Russian society he would be treated as a simpleton, an idiot. So he has created a character who always endeavours to be honest, to tell the truth as he sees it. He has a “noble simplicity and is boundlessly trusting”. His innocence though causes as much hatred as admiration, more anarchy than goodwill. He makes you realise there are many situations in life where a lie is preferable to the truth if the boat
isn’t to be rocked. Because there’s nearly always something expedient in a lie, especially in what we call white lies. There’s usually some personal gain to be had from shunning the truth. Usually these are small private lies; sometimes bigger, more public lies, like Trump denying climate change because it’s in his financial interests to take this stand. He doesn’t want to look at images of innocent nature devastated by oil spills from leaking pipes. One of the most interesting things I learned while reading this is how the novel has evolved for the better since the
19th century. As brilliant as this is there’s a lot of rambling waffle, as if all the characters are on amphetamines and don’t know when to shut up. Dostoevsky resorts to rather cheap tactics too - a character arrives breathless with the urgency to convey news but instead of getting to the point embarks on a completely different discourse and finally decides now is not the time to share his news. Or the narrator will coyly tell us he doesn’t know what two characters spoke about when they were alone together, even though on the previous page he told us what a
character thought in the privacy of his own mind. I wondered if this was mischief on the part of Dostoevsky or just sloppiness. Apparently this was serialised and Dostoevsky was under great duress when he wrote it. Also, all the women are bonkers. They’re so volatile and capricious that it’s impossible to know what they want. They seem to be overloaded with stoppered sexual energy. Sexual emotions, in Dostoevsky’s novel, seem to deny the female characters access not only to innocence but also measured reflection, a subtext I wasn’t entirely comfortable
with. The women sometimes confused the clarity of the theme of this novel. And ultimately it’s the sexual jealousy of an essentially innocent young woman that causes the concluding mayhem. This is not a seamless great read. It can be baggy, chaotic, digressive but the best bits are simply brilliant and overall I found it a tremendously edifying read. October 7, 2023 Bilo je vremena, uvijek je bilo za sve vremena i sve je moralo do¢i s vremenom i po redu.Ono $to mi se svidjelo kada je u pitanju roman Idiot jeste isklju¢ivanje pukog gomilanja stati¢nih opisa

kakvim znaju biti podvrgnuti nesto opsirniji romani. Umjesto toga ovaj roman njeguje debatno-dijalosku formu, sa predivnim unutrasnjim replikama koje dodatno daju na dinamici i ¢vrstini same fabule. Pisac je izgleda opcCinjen polemic¢kim narativom. Ona sacinjava sustinski dio saznanja o svijetu i o stvarima kojima je ¢ovjek izlozen. Ti razgovori nisu mehanicki, vodeni iz puke razonode, nego se iz ruku protivnika izvlaci i posljednji argument. A jedan od tih ako ne i najvaznijih argumenata se ogleda u tome da nauka i razum ne rjesavaju krucijalne, pa i uopste
probleme CovjeCanstva. Tako na jednom mjestu pisac kaze: ,,Same ZeljezniCke pruge nece pomutiti izvore Zivota, nego je sve to u cijelini prokleto...” Dostojevski polazi od toga da ljudi od nauke, plate, kredita, industrije, zadovoljavaju samo svoje li¢ne i materijalne potrebe, a ne i potrebe drustva u cjelini. On je be$éutno neposredan. Njegova neposrednost se mozda najbolje primjecuje u kritici programa za postizanje ljudskog blagostanja kada na jednom mjestu pominje ,,prijatelje ¢ovje¢anstva” izmedu ostalog i engleskog ekonomistu Roberta Tomasa Maltusa.
Ljudska istorija je sve samo ne razumna i svo ono djelovanje u njoj bez moralne potpore, covjeka baca u niskost i efemernost. Pis¢ev knez Miskin i pored svojih mana i nedostataka koji su dakako vidljivi, jeste jagnje medu vukovima (Cast izuzecima poput Kostje Lebedeva, na primjer). Naizgled sa nerazumnim ponasanjem, idiot sa kojim planeri i zavjerenici ostvaruju sopstvene ciljeve. Neukaljan pohlepnoscu i plahovito§¢u. Po misljenju autora Covjek je bice koje voli proces postizanja cilja, ali nikako i sam cilj. Tu jasno iznosi primjer Kolumba i njegovog otkrica,
pronicljiv pokazatelj sa kojim su mnogi upoznati i sa kojim se mogu povezati. Leon s’en va, Leon s’en va pour toujours! Lav odlazi, Lav odlazi zauvijek!November 13, 2024Further chapter in the story of my books and the conversations they strike up.There's a scene in The Idiot where the main character, Prince Lev Nikolyevich Myshkin, while traveling on a train to Saint Petersburg, recalls an execution by guillotine he witnessed in France. Being a very sensitive sort, he empathizes intensely with the victim, imagining that the worst aspect might not be the blade
itself but the knowledge, during the days and hours leading up to the beheading, that the victim is facing his final moments. The Prince considers that the last half minute before the blade falls must be the most intensely cruel. He speaks about that experience several times in the novel so it's a significant theme—though the book handles many themes in the course of its baggage-laden journey to the final page.When I read about the guillotine scene, I was reminded of Vladimir Nabokov's novel, Invitation to a Beheading in which the victim's dilemma is the
opposite of the one in Prince Myshkin's account. Nabokov's main character has been sentenced to death by beheading, but he has not been told the date or time of the execution. His torture lies in not knowing what hour will be his last hour—he wants desperately to be told the date and time but no one will oblige him. I wondered if Nabokov's book was a response to Dostoyevsky's—he was not one of D's greatest fans, after all. There was also the fact that Nabokov places a pretend spider in the condemned man's cell. Might that have been a way to ridicule a
sentimental detail about a real spider in Prince Myshkin's account of a prison cell? Or maybe I'm searching too hard to link these two books together? When I finished The Idiot, I went looking for information on Dostoyevsky's life and found that he was sentenced to execution by firing squad for his involvement with a literary group critical of the Tzar (incidentally, the group used to meet in the café on Nevsky Avenue in Saint Petersburg in which Pushkin spent his last hours before the frivolous duel that ended his life). It seems that Dostoyevsky and his
comrades were already blindfolded and standing in front of their graves on Semyonov Place when a message came from the Tzar commuting the sentence to several years hard labor in Siberia instead. The Tzar's decision had been made the previous day but ordered not to be communicated to the prisoners until the last minute. It's clear that Prince Myshkin's theories about the horrors of awaiting execution originated from Dostoyevsky's real experience unlike Nabokov's theories. But the thing is, one of the men responsible for ordering Dostoyevsky's execution
was called Ivan Nabokov. What if he were related to the writer, I thought, so I looked him up. He was! Ivan Nabokov belonged to the same prominent St Petersburg family as Vladimir Nabokov's immediate forebears. It may not mean anything but it is an interesting coincidence. Ok, I hear you say, enough with the coincidences. But here's another one. In Nabokov's novel, The Gift, there is a chapter ridiculing Nikolay Chernyshevsky, a writer and contemporary of Dostoyevsky who was also subjected to a mock execution because of his revolutionary activities.
Nabokov had more than a passing interest in the subject of executions, it seems, and reading The Idiot has given me new ways to think about those two Nabokov novels as if the three books had just had a conversation with each other.Actually, there's a fourth book involved in the conversation. I started reading a long novel by contemporary Russian author Oleg Strijak a week before I started 'The Idiot'. Strijak's book is a beautiful but complex tribute to Saint Petersburg, to its history, its literature, its canals and its rivers. Half-way through, I decided to pause
the reading and choose a nineteenth century novel associated with the city that I haven't yet read. I picked The Idiot. It's a book I've dutifully intended to read for years (ever since I was eighteen and found myself too embarrassed to admit I didn't know who the Idiot of the title was), but we all know about our reading intentions—they often remain just that. What I prefer is when the urge to read something comes, not from any sense of duty, but because another book nudges me to finally get to it. I know then that the time is right, and that was the case with
The Idiot. Strijak's angst-ridden idiot of a main character was the perfect preparation for meeting Dostoyevsky's angst-ridden Prince Myshkin who is not an idiot at all. He's now joining my list of favorite literary characters. I think I'll place him beside Leopold Bloom and let them chat to each other. And needless to add, I'm very grateful to Oleg Strijak's book for introducing me to the Prince at last.dostoyevsky translated-from-russianApril 14, 2024Did I ever think a day would come for me to say that I was disappointed in a work by Dostoevsky? A month ago I
would have laughed at the very thought. But a month later, I'm not laughing. I'm shocked to find that it is possible. And if it is possible to break your heart over a literary disappointment, I should say that I am brokenhearted. At present, I'm nursing my wound, so maybe this is not the right time to write a review. But at the same time I feel that if I do not write now, I never will. I just want to finish everything connected with this book as quickly as possible; forget if I can the distressing reading experience I endured through a month. I want to remember the
Dostoevsky whom I fell in love over The Brothers Karamazov , Crime and Punishment and White Nights . And I will cherish that Dostoevsky till the end of my days.On approaching the story, I went through the introductory notes in this particular edition. I read that Dostoevsky presents to us a Christ-like hero - an epitome of goodness and innocence; a pure, kind, and compassionate heart. I read how his kindness, his compassion, his goodness, and his innocence being trampled on. I read how human innocence becomes victimized by a corrupted society. In short,
I was about to read the story of a "holy fool". But to my utter dismay, Prince Myshkin was turned out to be not a "holy fool" but "a fool" - an idiot. There is no irony there. The title has to be taken in its literary meaning. Dostoevsky has truly presented us with a complete idiot! This was a huge blow to my expectations. However, this fall in my expectation has nothing to do with Dostoevsky or his choice of the hero. Authors have the right to choose over who they would make their hero. And choosing such a person as Prince Myshkin has originality. I totally lay
down my disappointment on the introductory notes, which to me, misrepresented the whole story.It took some time for me to grasp what I have expressed in the previous paragraph. I didn't at first understand that Prince Myshkin was a complete idiot in a literary sense. I was at a loss as to how to understand him. Then only I realized what Dostoevsky meant. The titular character really is what is meant by the word. Then came my disappointment so I had to lay low till I overcame that. I recommenced the read with a new mind to give heed to Prince Myshkin.
But there again I was in for another disappointment, this time at the hand of Dostoevsky himself. It started alright with my knowledge that Prince Myshkin was simple-minded from his childhood and that he had a hard time comprehending things and struggled very much when learning. On top of that, he was an epileptic too. From this perspective, I continued my read. But here too, my comprehension of this character failed due to many characteristic contradictions. He is said to be simple-minded but at the same time, he displayed a keen and rare intelligence.
He was kind and compassionate, I agree, and to that extent pure. But there was some subtle cunning in him and at times I sensed there a calculating mind. And his actions which led to ruin the life of a young and trusting girl led me to totally despise him. This didn't correspond with my notion of the character of Myshkin. No matter how hard I tried I couldn't understand nor connect with him. This really exhausted me to the point of annoyance, so much so that I was in indecision whether to continue or to abandon. Then again this was Dostoevsky after all so I
decided to take repose.I took it up again determined to see through it to the end. This time I concentrated on Dostoevsky's portrayal of human psychology for I could fathom no proper plot on which the story developed save except the two "love triangles" (if it may be called such) in which the Prince was the object in one and pursuer in the other. I could honestly say that this unique feature of Dostoevsky, this portrayal of human psychology which he had adopted in all his works, is what saved this work. As always he has brilliantly done this. Strong emotions
such as love, obsession, jealousy, suspicion, and rage are so well portrayed that even though I didn't enjoy any other, I did enjoy that. I wasn't much impressed with the characters - certainly not of the "hero". There were a couple of characters that I felt real and liked but the majority were superficial. And Dostoevsky's writing although undeniably beautiful, was too verbose and unnecessarily so. It hurts to say this but The Idiot is my least enjoyed Dostoevsky novel. in-my-library russian-litjanuary 4, 2021A Bue 3HaeTe JIH 110 € TO UOUOT? Cpelanu Iu CTe UAUOTH
B JKMBOTa CH? Y Hac fyMara ,HJUOT" € 0COOeHO IIMPOKO IOHSITHE U Ce IIPHUJIara Iefpo 0 OTHOIIeHHEe Ha Xopa, KOMTO Hai-00I10 He ca ChIJIAaCHH C BaC MM II0 Ballle MHEHHe Ca U3BBPINIIIM BbIuema rirynoct. Cropen ,Peynnk Ha nsiBona” Ha AM6poy3 BUBpPC HOMOTET € ,<IeH Ha TOJISIMO M MOIIHO IIJIeMe, YUSITO POJIsl B YOBEIIKUTE Jlejla BUHAru e OHiia roCIofCcTBala ¥ PpKoBoHA". B 6bnrapckus HakasaTereH KOIEKC ITBK € 3aj102KeHa KaTo Is1JI0 XyMaHHaTa ujes Ha 3aKOHOfaTells, Ye HAUOTHATa, CHpey Hal-BUCOKaTa CTelleH Ha HeBMEeHsIeMOCT, € IIPeAIoCcTaBKa 3a
ocBOGOXKIaBaHe OT HaKa3aTelHa OTTOBOPHOCT. 3alllo MHIIa BCHYKY Te3W HeCBbP3aHu Hemla u? 3aIoTo ,uAM0THT” Ha [IOCTOEBCKY € eAuH Masiko mo-ocobeH Bum. He ci COMHSM fla CbM Yejla POMaH OT PyCKH aBTOD, B KONTO MepCOHaXkuUTe fa He U3MafiaT B KPaitHu U3CTHIIEHUS U PeuTa UM fla He e IPEeTeHIH03Ha U U3IIbIHeHa C TOTyTHYHYE Pa3MUIIIeHNs, TOTyo0pbIiIeHus KbM ch0ec@@OHIKa, TOPafi KOETo IsI0TO MOBeCTBOBaHUe [00UBa eIuH JIeKo GaHTacTUYeH xapakTep. [IpHKOBaBa Mor/ela Ta3d XUMHOTH3UPAallla IMHAMHUKA U BH Ce CTPYBAa, 4e BCHITHOCT Mpeq
BacC Ce pa3surpaBa HIKaKbB CIIEKTaKBJI C O4YapOBATEIHUATE JIEKO IIPeeKCIOHNPaHY TeaTPalHi MaHMepH, XapaKTePHHU 3a TOBa M3KyCTBO. B mpou3sefenusita Ha JI0CTOEBCKM MMa [IOMBIIHUTEJIHO HACUIIaHe IIOpajid TOBa, Ye OCHOBHUTE My IIePCOHAXKM BHHArU CTOSIT Ha phba Ha HIK0sl 6e3qbHHA JIMYHA IIPONACT ¥ BRIPOCHT HUKOra He e ,Jlanu?“, a ,Kora?“.,A3 He CbM CBLITIaCeH U [jaxke ce Bb3MylllaBaM, KOTaTo HSKOM BH HapHyaT UIMOT; BHe CTe TBbPAe YMEeH, 3a [jla BU HapuJaT TakKa; HO ChIJIaceTe Ce CaM, Ye CTe TOJIKOBA CTPaHEeH, Ye Ce pa3jndyaBaTe OT BCHYKH
xopa.“KHs3bT cBeTell MUIIKKH € ONUTHT Ha [lOCTOEBCKH fia Ch3hane o0pasa Ha ,Hall'bJIHO IIPeKpacHus 4oBeK". [I[peKpacHHUST Y0BEeK, KOWTO MOoxKe fa Oble TaKbB, CAaMO akKo e ,MajKo CMellleH", ChIIo KaTo [JoH KuxXoT, U caM He BHK/Aa YUCTOTaTa CH. ,Toil 6M CMeTHaJI 3a Helo YyJOBUIIHO Bb3MOKHOCTTA fa ObIe o0MYaH ,TaKbB YOBEK KaTo Hero“. MOuoT e MUIIKUH U BCHYKH My IIOBTapsT TOBA, He TOJIKOBA [TOPafy eMUIENTUYHITE IPUIaAbLX, KOUTO Y2K OT MaJIbK Ca IO OCTaBUJIM ITOUYTH 6e3 pa3ChAbK, a 3alloTo ,He IbXKeTe Ha BCsIKa Kpadka, a Moxe 6u u cpBceM”. He
TIPOITyCKAaT fa IoKakaT H3MeH4YMBaTa CH YOBeIIKa IPHPOofa M XOpaTa, KOMTO HCKPEHO Ce Bb3XHIaBaT OT KH3a U JOPH ro ,06m4aT”. ([Ipyra CTpaHHOCT Ha pycKaTa JIUTepaTypa 3a MeH - BCHYKH WMJIH ,00M4YaT” HIKOro, MK ,He To o6uyaT”, mim Moxe 6u ro ,mpesupat”. KaTo ge pycure He ca CIIOCOOHH Ha II0-yMepEeHH YyBCTBa OT Te3M ABe KpaiHOCTH. Moxe 6M ToBa e HIKaKBa JacT OT OHa3u HeoOsTHa pycKa AyIla, KOsTO Ollle HUKaK He Mora fia pa3bepa). CsKall HsIKak ce 60siXxa OT TOBa HETOBO TaKa HEIIO[IPaBeHo JoOpOoAyIIe ¥ HCKPEHOCT, KaTo OT HIKaKBa
NpUYyAINBa CTUXHS ce 60sixa, KOSTO MOXKe [ja TH IIbTHe U 00e3nuun. Kak fa He Te e CTpax OT Helo TOJIKOBA HEIOHSITHO U [ja He Ce OIIMTBAII fla IO OMaJIOBaKHMIII, IIOTHIIYEII OPH, Ye fa Ce MPeANasu?,,... a3 BU CMITaM 3a Hal-4eCTHUs U Hal-CIpaBe[JIUBHUS YOBEK, [10-4eCTEH U [I0-CIPaBe[i/IMB OT BCHYKH, X aKO Ka3BaT 3a Bac, Ye BAIIUAT yM... TOECT, e IIOHSKOra BUe CTe OOJIeH YMCTBEHO, TOBa He € CIPaBe/INBO; a3 ce YOeOuX B TOBa U CIIOPEX C APYTUTeE, 3all0TO MaKap 4e CTe HaUCTHHA OOJIEH YMCTBEHO... TJIaBHUSAT BU YM € II0-Pa3BHUT, OTKOJIKOTO ¥ BCUYKH THAX, IO
TaKaBa CTeIleH JIOPH, Ye Te M ImpefcTasa HaMat"“.B ,Mouor” [JocToeBCKH ce HarspbBa fa OIMIIe He CaMo II'bTS Ha CBOS ,KHS3 XpUCTOC”, HO ¥ OTHOLIEHHTA B ciuenpedopMena Pycus B cpepara Ha XIX Bex. OcobeHO ce HHTepecyBa OT chebHaTa pedopma Ha Anekcasasp II, KosaTo HabIHO U3MeHs chebHaTa cucTeMa B Pycust u BbBeka NPHHIUIN KaTo CBOOOJHATA aiBOKaTypa U ChAeOHUTE 3acefiaTeNld - TeMa, KOsITO € oCcTa 3acThlleHa U B ,Bpars Kapamasosu“ , Hall-Bede B mporeca cpemly Mutsi. HeBegHBX ce CIIOMeHaBa H ,?KEHCKHUST BBIIPOC” U IIOCIIEBATIOTO
KonebGaHue Ha XKEHUTe [Aanu conuanHaTa PoJisd, KOsITO Ca U3IbJIHABAJIM [J0Cera, € JoCTaTb4Ha. Kato os1o ,]IOCTOQBCKI/I BUHAaru pa3BuBa IEPCOHaXUTE CH He HAKAK OTBJIEYEHO OT HCTOPUYECKHsI KOHTEKCT, a T'¥ IIPefCTaBsA KaTo IIPOAYKT U IIPOABJIZKEHHE Ha YBIIMYAIIUTE COLIMA/IHU T€YEeHUA U B KOHTPACT C PEaKIJUOHHUTE BB3TJIeNU. Ocob6eHo OCTpPO IIapBa CapKa3MbT MY IIO IIOBOJ Ha ,,OpI/IFI/IHaHHI/I‘{eHeTOH U TUNIAYHHUA U OO0 JHEC Bb3rJIe] Ha YOBEeKa, 4e 3a [a yCleell B XKUBOTa, TpSIGBa Ja CH KOJIKOTO Ce MOzxKe HO-KOH(l)OpMI/ICTKI/I HaCTpOEH. KaTo BCUYKM OCTaHAJA B
crazfoTo. BebiHoCT [IOCTOEBCKY YECTO IPHUIINBA OGPBIIEHUETO , MAKOT KbM KH5I3 MUIIKKH, HO MO3UIUITa My HE OCTaBsi CbMHEHHE KOH Ca BCBUIHOCT UCTUHCKHUTE UAMOTH B poMaHa.,llle ce HaMepy JIM HAIpUMep MaiKa, KOSITO HeXXKHO o6H4a IeTeTO CH, fa He Ce M3IUIAILH U pa36oJiee OT CTPax, ako CHHBT WM ABIIEPS M MaJIKo u3jese ot pencute? ,He, HUKaKBa OPUTHHATHOCT, HEKA I0-H06pe Gbje IIACTINBO U XKUBEE B OXOJICTBO" — MUCIIM BCsSIKa MaiKa, KOraTo IPUCIKBA NETETO CH.”,... U3BeCTHA YMCTBEHA THIIOTA € KaTO 4e JIU [I0YTH He0OXOAMMO KayeCTBO aKo He 3a
BCEKU [eJIOBU YOBEK, TO IIOHE 3a BCEKH, KOWTO CEPHO3HO Ce e 3ael Aa Tpyna napu.“He Mu ce e fja HUILIS CIOKHUTE XapaKTepu Ha Poroxwux, Hactacus ®UIKIOBHA UK ATJiasi U OTHOILIEHUSITA UM C MUINKKH. Y BCEKH OT TSIX MMa [OBEYE U [0-MaJIKo 6e3yMue, Kbe OT CTPACT, Kbie OT YHU3E€HO YYBCTBO 3a JOCTOMHCTBO MJIU II'BK IIPOCTO OT MJIAAOCT. [JOCTOEBCKH He [aBa OLEHKHU. [IPOCTO OmKCBa U HAOJII0faBa Te3U Hella Ha TOTaBaLIHOTO OGIIECTBO, KOUTO UMAT [0 EOWH HEBUAUM KIIYI OT YOBEIIKH C1aG0oCTH OKOJIO IIMSITA U TOW U Ayluu iu, Oyiumm. HaGmogasa ru u
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