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Fyodor Dostoyevsky, The Brothers Karamazov (Simplified Edition, Adapted and 

Simplified by ChatGPT) 

 

Part 1 

 

  Fyodor Pavlovich Karamazov was a man who lived without restraint, and he 

made no effort to hide it. He laughed loudly, drank heavily, and spoke in ways 

that often shocked those around him. “Life is short,” he would say. “Why should 

I waste it on rules or shame?” Some people laughed with him, but most watched 

him with distrust. He was careless, but not harmless, and his house was never at 

peace. 

  His eldest son, Dmitri Fyodorovich, was a man of strong emotion and sudden 

action. He could love deeply and hate with equal force, and he moved through life 

as if driven by something inside him. “I will not be cheated,” he said more than 

once. “What is mine must be mine.” His conflict with his father had grown over 

money, pride, and old promises that neither of them could clearly explain anymore. 

  One evening, their argument rose again, louder than before. “You owe me,” 

Dmitri shouted, his face red with anger. Fyodor leaned back and smiled in a way 

that made others uncomfortable. “I owe you nothing,” he replied. “You have taken 

enough already.” Dmitri stepped forward. “Do not laugh at me,” he said. “I am 

not a fool.” Fyodor answered, “You are worse than a fool. You are a man who 

does not know himself.” 

  Alyosha, the youngest son, entered quickly when he heard their voices. “Please 

stop,” he said. “This will only lead to harm.” Dmitri turned to him, still breathing 

hard. “You speak of peace,” he said, “but you do not feel what I feel.” Alyosha 

answered gently, “I feel your suffering, but anger will not heal it.” Fyodor laughed 

again. “Listen to the holy boy,” he said. “He thinks love can solve everything.” 

  Ivan Fyodorovich, the second son, stood apart and watched the scene with a 

calm expression. He did not raise his voice, and he did not take sides openly. 

Instead, he spoke when others had finished. “You repeat the same words,” he said 

quietly. “Nothing changes because nothing is understood.” Dmitri turned sharply. 
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“Then explain it,” he said. “You always think you see more than the rest of us.” 

Ivan replied, “Seeing is not the same as solving.” 

  Later, when the house had grown quiet, Ivan sat alone and thought about what 

he had seen. “People act according to what they believe,” he said softly. “If belief 

changes, action follows.” These thoughts were not new to him, but they had grown 

stronger over time. “If there is no higher judgment,” he continued, “then what 

truly stops a man?” He did not answer himself, but the question remained. 

  Alyosha, meanwhile, returned to the monastery and spoke with Father Zosima, 

the elder he respected deeply. “There is anger in my family,” he said. “And there 

are dangerous thoughts.” Father Zosima listened calmly. “Anger is easy,” he said. 

“Understanding is difficult.” Alyosha nodded. “But what if understanding is lost?” 

he asked. The elder replied, “Then suffering grows.” 

  Among the servants in the Karamazov house was Pavel Smerdyakov, a quiet 

man who spoke little but listened carefully. He moved through the rooms without 

drawing attention, yet he noticed everything. “Words remain,” he once said quietly. 

“They do not disappear.” When Ivan heard this, he looked at him with interest. 

“Yes,” he replied. “Sometimes they remain longer than actions.” 

  The house did not know it yet, but something had already begun to take shape. 

Words had been spoken, anger had grown, and thoughts had deepened. Each 

person carried something within them, and those hidden things were moving 

slowly toward a single point. No one yet saw it clearly, but it was already there, 

waiting. 

 

Part 2 

 

  The tension in the house did not fade after that evening. Instead, it settled into 

something quieter but more dangerous. Fyodor Pavlovich continued his careless 

life, laughing loudly and speaking without restraint. “Everything passes,” he said. 

“Why take anything seriously?” Yet even as he spoke, he watched Dmitri with a 

kind of hidden caution, as if he understood that anger does not simply disappear. 

  Dmitri moved through the town with restless energy, unable to find peace. “He 



 - 4 - 

mocks me,” he said to himself. “He thinks I will do nothing.” More than once, he 

stopped near his father’s house, then turned away at the last moment. “Not yet,” 

he said. “But soon.” His thoughts grew darker, though he still held himself back 

from action. 

  Alyosha continued to visit both men, trying to calm them. “You must not let 

this grow,” he said to Dmitri. Dmitri answered, “It has already grown.” Alyosha 

replied gently, “Then it must be stopped.” Dmitri shook his head. “Some things 

cannot be stopped,” he said. “They must break first.” Alyosha felt the truth of 

those words, but he did not accept them. 

  Ivan spent more time away from the house, walking alone and thinking deeply. 

One evening, he spoke again with Smerdyakov, who had been waiting quietly. 

“You listen more than you speak,” Ivan said. Smerdyakov answered, “Listening 

is often more useful.” Ivan studied him. “And what have you learned?” he asked. 

Smerdyakov replied, “That people say more than they intend.” 

  Ivan gave a faint smile. “That is true,” he said. “And sometimes they reveal 

what they do not wish to reveal.” Smerdyakov nodded slightly. “Especially when 

they believe nothing will come of it,” he added. Ivan looked at him with interest. 

“And what do you believe will come of it?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered 

quietly, “That depends on what is allowed.” 

  Ivan paused at those words. “Allowed?” he repeated. Smerdyakov met his gaze. 

“Yes,” he said. “If a man believes that nothing will be judged, then what prevents 

him?” Ivan’s expression grew thoughtful. “You are asking a serious question,” he 

said. Smerdyakov replied, “I am only repeating what I have heard.” 

  Ivan spoke slowly now. “If there is no final judgment, then perhaps everything 

is permitted,” he said. Smerdyakov lowered his eyes slightly. “Everything?” he 

asked. Ivan answered, “In theory, yes.” Smerdyakov remained silent for a moment, 

then said, “That is a powerful idea.” 

  Alyosha later spoke again with Father Zosima, troubled by what he felt in his 

family. “There is something growing,” he said. “Not only anger, but something 

deeper.” Father Zosima nodded. “When the heart loses its center, it seeks another,” 

he said. Alyosha asked, “And what if it finds the wrong one?” The elder answered, 
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“Then suffering will follow.” 

  That night, Smerdyakov lay awake, thinking carefully about the words he had 

heard. “Everything is permitted,” he repeated softly. He did not smile, and he did 

not move. He simply held the thought, turning it slowly in his mind. Outside, the 

house remained quiet, but within him, something had begun to take shape more 

clearly than before. 

 

Part 3 

 

  The next days passed without open conflict, but the silence between the 

members of the house grew heavier. Fyodor Pavlovich continued to behave as if 

nothing were wrong. “Why do you all look so serious?” he said one afternoon. 

“Nothing has happened.” Yet his eyes moved quickly, and he watched Dmitri 

more carefully than before. He laughed, but there was something uneasy behind 

the sound. 

  Dmitri did not return to the house, but he remained close enough to feel its 

presence. “He thinks I will do nothing,” he said again. “He believes I am only 

noise.” His hands shook with anger more than once. “I will show him,” he 

whispered. Yet even then, he hesitated, as if something within him still held him 

back. 

  Alyosha continued his visits to the monastery, seeking guidance from Father 

Zosima. “I feel that something terrible may happen,” he said. “But I do not know 

how to stop it.” The elder listened quietly, then spoke with calm certainty. “You 

cannot control all actions,” he said. “But you can remain responsible for love.” 

Alyosha lowered his head. “Is that enough?” he asked. Zosima replied, “It is the 

beginning.” 

  Ivan, meanwhile, returned once more to speak with Smerdyakov. “You have 

been thinking,” Ivan said as he entered. Smerdyakov answered, “Yes.” Ivan sat 

down slowly. “And what conclusion have you reached?” he asked. Smerdyakov 

replied, “That ideas are stronger than people believe.” Ivan watched him closely. 

“Stronger in what way?” he asked. 
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  Smerdyakov spoke carefully. “If a man truly accepts an idea, it becomes part 

of his action,” he said. Ivan nodded slightly. “That is true,” he replied. 

Smerdyakov continued, “Then an idea can act through a person, even if the person 

does not see it clearly.” Ivan’s expression grew more serious. “You speak as if 

ideas have power beyond intention,” he said. Smerdyakov answered, “Perhaps 

they do.” 

  Ivan leaned forward. “And what idea do you speak of?” he asked. Smerdyakov 

met his gaze. “That everything may be permitted,” he said. Ivan was silent for a 

moment. “That is a dangerous conclusion,” he said at last. Smerdyakov replied, 

“But it follows naturally from what you said.” Ivan answered quickly, “I spoke of 

theory, not action.” Smerdyakov said quietly, “The two are not always separate.” 

  Ivan stood and began to walk slowly across the room. “You take this too far,” 

he said. “An idea does not force a man to act.” Smerdyakov replied, “No, it does 

not force him. But it removes what might stop him.” Ivan stopped and looked at 

him. “And you believe that is enough?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered, “For 

some men, yes.” 

  Alyosha returned again to Father Zosima, feeling a deeper unease. “I hear 

words that frighten me,” he said. “Words that seem small, but feel dangerous.” 

The elder looked at him with calm eyes. “Words are seeds,” he said. “They grow 

in silence.” Alyosha asked, “Can they be stopped?” Zosima answered, “They can 

be answered, but not erased.” 

  That night, Ivan sat alone, repeating the conversation in his mind. “He 

misunderstands,” he said. “Or perhaps he understands too well.” He did not know 

which troubled him more. The thought returned again: “Everything may be 

permitted.” He did not accept it fully, yet he could not deny that it had been 

spoken—and heard. 

 

Part 4 

 

  The days grew heavier, and the distance between each member of the family 

became more clear. Fyodor Pavlovich still laughed, but now he laughed alone 
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more often. “They all take things too seriously,” he said. “Life is simple if you do 

not think too much.” Yet he kept his doors locked more carefully at night, and he 

listened for sounds that had never troubled him before. 

  Dmitri’s movements became more urgent, as if time itself were pushing him 

forward. “I cannot wait forever,” he said. “Something must happen.” He walked 

again near the house and stopped, his heart beating hard. “If I enter now, 

everything will change,” he whispered. For a moment, he stepped forward, then 

turned away once more. “Not yet,” he said again, though the words sounded 

weaker. 

  Alyosha remained at the monastery, where Father Zosima had grown weaker. 

“Your time is near,” Alyosha said softly one evening. The elder smiled faintly. 

“All time is near,” he replied. Alyosha lowered his head. “I am afraid,” he said. 

Zosima answered, “Do not be afraid of death. Be afraid only of losing love.” 

  Ivan continued his conversations with Smerdyakov, though each meeting left 

him more uneasy. “You return again,” Smerdyakov said quietly. Ivan answered, 

“Because I am not satisfied.” He paused, then added, “You listen too carefully, 

and you draw conclusions too quickly.” Smerdyakov replied, “I only follow what 

is said to its end.” 

  Ivan frowned. “And what end do you see?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered 

calmly, “That if there is no higher law, then there is no true crime.” Ivan’s voice 

grew sharper. “That is not what I said,” he replied. Smerdyakov inclined his head. 

“Perhaps not in those words,” he said. “But the meaning is close.” 

  Ivan stepped closer. “You mistake thought for permission,” he said. 

Smerdyakov looked at him steadily. “And what is the difference?” he asked. Ivan 

hesitated for a moment. “The difference is choice,” he said. “A man chooses his 

actions.” Smerdyakov answered, “Yes. And he chooses based on what he believes 

is allowed.” 

  The room fell silent for a moment. Ivan spoke again, more slowly now. “Then 

belief becomes responsibility,” he said. Smerdyakov replied, “It always was.” 

Ivan turned away, troubled. “You speak as if I have already acted,” he said. 

Smerdyakov answered quietly, “Not yet.” 
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  At the monastery, Father Zosima called Alyosha closer. “You will soon return 

to the world,” he said. Alyosha looked at him in surprise. “So soon?” he asked. 

Zosima nodded. “Your work is not here alone,” he said. “You must go where 

suffering lives.” Alyosha’s voice trembled slightly. “I do not feel ready,” he said. 

Zosima answered, “No one is ready. That is why it is necessary.” 

  As night fell, each man remained in his own place, carrying his own thoughts. 

Dmitri with his anger, Ivan with his ideas, Alyosha with his faith, and Smerdyakov 

with something quiet and growing. None of them yet understood how close they 

had come to the moment when thought would become action. 

 

Part 5 

 

  Father Zosima grew weaker with each passing day, and those around him began 

to understand that the end was near. “Do not grieve too soon,” he said gently when 

he saw their concern. “Death is not an end, but a passage.” Alyosha stayed close 

to him, unwilling to leave even for a short time. “I want to remember every word,” 

he said. Zosima smiled faintly. “Then listen not only with your ears, but with your 

heart.” 

  One evening, Zosima asked Alyosha to sit beside him. “You are troubled,” he 

said. Alyosha nodded. “There is anger in my family, and I fear it will lead to 

something terrible,” he replied. Zosima closed his eyes for a moment. “It may,” 

he said quietly. “But even then, you must not lose faith.” Alyosha’s voice trembled. 

“How can I hold faith when everything breaks?” he asked. 

  Zosima opened his eyes and looked at him steadily. “Faith does not exist only 

in peace,” he said. “It must live in suffering as well.” Alyosha listened closely. “If 

you love others, you must accept their pain and their error,” Zosima continued. 

“Do not turn away when they fall. Stand near them.” Alyosha lowered his head. 

“I will try,” he said. 

  The next morning, the monastery gathered quietly around Zosima. His 

breathing had grown slow, but his face remained calm. “Remember,” he said softly, 

“each of us is responsible for all.” The words were simple, but they carried great 
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weight. Alyosha felt them deeply, as if they had entered his heart and remained 

there. 

  Zosima’s voice became weaker. “Do not judge too quickly,” he added. “And do 

not lose hope, even when you see darkness.” Alyosha leaned closer. “I will not 

forget,” he said. Zosima looked at him one last time and gave a faint smile. Then 

his breathing stopped, and the room fell into silence. 

  For a moment, no one moved. Then one of the monks whispered, “He has 

passed.” Alyosha remained still, his head bowed. “He is gone,” he said quietly. 

Yet even as he spoke, he felt that something remained. “His words remain,” he 

added softly. 

  The monks began to prepare the body, speaking in low voices. “He was a holy 

man,” one said. “His memory will guide us.” Another replied, “People will come 

from far away to honor him.” Alyosha listened, but he did not speak. His thoughts 

were still with the final words he had heard. 

  Later, as Alyosha stepped outside, the world felt both the same and different. 

“He is no longer here,” he said. “And yet he is not lost.” He looked at the sky and 

felt a quiet sorrow, mixed with something like strength. “I must go where I am 

needed,” he said, remembering Zosima’s command. 

  But even as he held on to those words, he did not yet know how deeply his faith 

would soon be tested. For the death of Father Zosima was not the end of his trial, 

but only its beginning. 

 

Part 6 

 

  After Father Zosima’s death, many people came to the monastery, expecting to 

witness a sign of holiness. “His body will remain pure,” one man said. “There will 

be no decay.” Another added, “That is how we will know he was truly blessed.” 

The monks spoke quietly among themselves, but a silent expectation filled the air. 

  Alyosha remained near the body, holding on to the elder’s words. “Faith must 

live in suffering,” he repeated softly. Yet as the hours passed, something 

unexpected began to happen. A faint smell spread through the room, and those 
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who stood nearby began to look at one another with uncertainty. “Is this possible?” 

someone whispered. 

  The smell grew stronger, and the truth became clear. “The body is decaying,” a 

voice said quietly. Another answered, “But this should not happen so soon.” The 

expectation of a miracle began to fade, replaced by confusion and doubt. Alyosha 

felt the change at once. “This is not what they hoped for,” he thought. 

  Some of the monks tried to remain calm. “All bodies return to the earth,” one 

said. “This is natural.” But others were troubled. “Why would this happen to him?” 

another asked. “He was a holy man.” The question remained without answer, and 

the room filled with uneasy silence. 

  Alyosha stood still, his heart shaken. “Was I wrong?” he asked himself. “Did I 

misunderstand him?” The thought came suddenly and deeply, and it frightened 

him. “If even this fails, what remains?” he whispered. The faith that had felt so 

strong now seemed uncertain. 

  He stepped outside, seeking air and space. “This cannot be the end,” he said. 

“There must be meaning in this.” Yet the feeling of doubt did not leave him. “Why 

would such a man be given such an end?” he asked. No answer came, and the 

silence felt heavy. 

  Meanwhile, in the Karamazov house, life continued without knowledge of what 

had happened at the monastery. Fyodor Pavlovich laughed as before, unaware of 

the quiet crisis unfolding elsewhere. “The world remains the same,” he said. 

“Nothing changes.” Yet he did not know how close he stood to his own end. 

  Ivan, hearing of Zosima’s death, considered it with cold thought. “People 

expected a sign,” he said. “They received none.” He paused, then added, “Or 

perhaps the sign was different from what they wanted.” His voice carried neither 

comfort nor sorrow, only analysis. 

  Smerdyakov listened when he heard the news. “So even a holy man decays,” 

he said quietly. He lowered his eyes and added, “Then nothing stands above what 

happens.” The thought settled deeply within him, joining the others he had already 

accepted. And with each thought, something inside him grew more certain. 
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Part 7 

 

  Alyosha could not remain at the monastery after what he had seen. The doubt 

that had entered him would not leave, and the quiet halls no longer gave him peace. 

“I must go out,” he said. “I must face the world as it is.” He remembered Father 

Zosima’s words and held on to them, even as his certainty weakened. “Faith must 

live in suffering,” he repeated, though the words now felt like a question. 

  As he walked away, he felt both loss and confusion. “If holiness does not protect 

even him,” he thought, “then what does it mean?” He stopped for a moment and 

looked back. “No,” he said softly. “I will not abandon what I have received.” Yet 

he knew that something inside him had changed. His faith was no longer simple. 

  Ivan, hearing more about the events at the monastery, spoke again with 

Smerdyakov. “They expected a miracle,” Ivan said. “Instead, they saw decay.” 

Smerdyakov replied, “Then their belief depended on what they could see.” Ivan 

nodded. “Many beliefs do,” he said. Smerdyakov looked at him. “And yours?” he 

asked. Ivan answered, “Mine does not depend on miracles.” 

  Smerdyakov paused, then said quietly, “Then nothing will disturb it.” Ivan gave 

a faint smile. “That is the idea,” he replied. Smerdyakov lowered his eyes. “Then 

there is no higher judgment,” he said. Ivan answered, “There is no proof of one.” 

Smerdyakov spoke slowly, “Then everything may be permitted.” 

  Ivan did not respond at once. The words were familiar now, but they carried a 

different weight. “You repeat that too easily,” he said. Smerdyakov answered, 

“Because it follows.” Ivan stepped closer. “It does not follow for action,” he said. 

“Only for thought.” Smerdyakov replied, “For some men, that is enough.” 

  Meanwhile, Dmitri’s anger reached a new level. “I cannot endure this any 

longer,” he said. “Everything pushes me toward one moment.” He walked again 

near the house, no longer turning away so quickly. “If I enter, it will be decided,” 

he said. His voice was low, but firm. “Perhaps it must be decided.” 

  Alyosha found him there and spoke with urgency. “You must not act in anger,” 

he said. Dmitri turned to him, his eyes intense. “It is not only anger,” he replied. 

“It is everything.” Alyosha answered, “Then you must stop before everything 
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becomes something you cannot undo.” Dmitri looked at him for a long moment. 

“You ask for what may no longer be possible,” he said. 

  Alyosha felt the weight of those words, but he did not step back. “It is always 

possible,” he said quietly. Dmitri shook his head. “You still believe that,” he 

replied. “I wish I could.” He turned away, leaving Alyosha standing alone. 

  Smerdyakov watched these movements quietly, saying nothing. “The moment 

is coming,” he said softly to himself. “All the parts are in place.” He did not hurry, 

and he did not hesitate. He simply waited, holding the ideas he had accepted, until 

the time when they would become action. 

 

Part 8 

 

  The tension that had been building now moved toward a single point, though 

no one yet saw it clearly. Fyodor Pavlovich remained in his house, restless without 

understanding why. “Why do I feel watched?” he said one evening. He laughed 

to hide the feeling. “Nonsense,” he added. Yet he locked his doors more carefully 

than before and listened to every sound outside. 

  Dmitri’s movements grew sharper, as if he had already made a decision but had 

not yet acted on it. “Tonight,” he said more than once. “It may be tonight.” He 

walked quickly through the streets, then stopped suddenly. “No, not yet,” he said 

again, though the hesitation was fading. His thoughts moved between action and 

restraint, but the balance was no longer stable. 

  Alyosha continued to move between the monastery and the town, carrying both 

doubt and faith within him. “I must not lose what I have learned,” he said. Yet the 

image of Zosima’s body returned to him again and again. “Why did it happen that 

way?” he asked. He could not answer, but he did not abandon the question. 

  Ivan prepared to leave the town for a short time, as he had planned earlier. 

Before he left, he spoke once more with Smerdyakov. “I will be away,” Ivan said. 

Smerdyakov nodded. “Yes,” he replied. Ivan looked at him closely. “You 

understand what that means,” he added. Smerdyakov answered quietly, “Yes.” 

  Ivan continued, “Nothing should happen in my absence.” Smerdyakov met his 
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gaze. “Nothing that you would not accept,” he said. Ivan frowned. “Do not speak 

in that way,” he replied. Smerdyakov inclined his head slightly. “Then I will say 

nothing,” he answered. 

  Ivan hesitated for a moment. “You take ideas too seriously,” he said. “They are 

not commands.” Smerdyakov replied, “They become commands for those who 

accept them fully.” Ivan shook his head. “You misunderstand,” he said. 

Smerdyakov answered, “Or perhaps I understand too well.” Ivan turned away, 

uneasy. 

  As Ivan left, he repeated his own words in his mind. “Nothing should happen,” 

he said. Yet another thought followed: “Or perhaps everything may happen.” He 

did not like that second thought, but he could not remove it. “I am leaving,” he 

said again, as if to fix the first statement in place. 

  Alyosha watched Ivan depart and felt a quiet concern. “This is not a simple 

absence,” he thought. “Something is changing.” He turned toward the town again, 

sensing that he must remain present. “If something happens, I must be there,” he 

said. 

  Smerdyakov remained behind, calm and still. “The moment has arrived,” he 

said softly. “Absence creates opportunity.” He did not move at once, but he no 

longer hesitated. What had once been only thought now stood ready to become 

action, and he accepted it without fear. 

 

Part 9 

 

  That night, the house stood quiet, as if holding its breath. Fyodor Pavlovich 

moved from room to room, unable to rest. “Why is it so still?” he said. He poured 

himself another drink and laughed softly. “I imagine things,” he added. Yet he 

listened again, and this time he did not laugh. 

  Outside, Dmitri approached the house with a force that he could no longer 

control. “This is the moment,” he said. His heart beat loudly, and his steps were 

quick and uneven. “I will end this,” he whispered. He reached the gate and stopped, 

his hand trembling. “If I go in, everything will change,” he said. 
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  For a brief moment, he hesitated. Then anger rose again. “He has taken 

everything,” he said. “He has left me nothing.” He moved forward and entered 

the yard. The house stood before him, silent and waiting. He stepped closer, then 

stopped again. “No,” he said suddenly. “Not like this.” He turned sharply and 

stepped back. 

  Inside, Fyodor Pavlovich heard something and froze. “Who is there?” he called. 

There was no answer. He moved toward the door slowly. “Show yourself,” he said, 

though his voice was uncertain. He opened the door slightly and looked out into 

the darkness. Nothing moved. 

  Dmitri stood hidden, watching. “I could do it now,” he thought. “I could end 

everything.” But something held him back. “No,” he said again. “Not like this.” 

He stepped away, his breath heavy. “I will not do it,” he said. With sudden force, 

he turned and left the yard. 

  The house fell silent again, but the moment did not pass. Smerdyakov moved 

quietly within the shadows, unnoticed and calm. “It is time,” he said softly. He 

had waited for this exact moment, when anger had come and gone, leaving the 

way clear. 

  He entered the room without hesitation. Fyodor Pavlovich turned, surprised. 

“You?” he said. “What are you doing here?” Smerdyakov did not answer at once. 

He stepped forward slowly. “You should not be afraid,” he said quietly. Fyodor 

frowned. “I am not afraid,” he replied, though his voice shook. 

  Smerdyakov looked at him steadily. “There is no reason to speak further,” he 

said. His voice was calm, without anger. Fyodor stepped back. “What do you 

mean?” he asked. But before any more words could be said, the act was done. 

  The room fell still. Smerdyakov stood for a moment, looking at what had 

happened. “It is finished,” he said softly. There was no hesitation in his voice, and 

no regret. He moved quietly, leaving the scene behind him, as if nothing unusual 

had occurred. 

  Outside, the night remained silent. Dmitri was already far away, carrying his 

anger but not the act. The house stood unchanged from the outside, but within it, 

everything had been decided. And the truth of that moment remained hidden, 
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known only to the one who had acted. 

 

Part 10 

 

  Morning came slowly, and the silence of the house broke with a sudden cry. 

“He is dead!” a servant shouted. Others rushed in, their faces pale. “What has 

happened?” one asked. “Who has done this?” No one answered, but fear spread 

quickly through the rooms. 

  Alyosha arrived soon after and stopped at the doorway. He looked at the still 

body and lowered his head. “It has happened,” he said quietly. He stepped inside 

and observed the room carefully. “There are no signs of struggle,” he added. “This 

was done quickly.” His voice remained calm, but his heart felt heavy. 

  Dmitri was found not far from the house, restless and disordered. “I did not kill 

him,” he said at once. “I came near, but I did not do this.” A man replied, “You 

were seen there.” Dmitri nodded. “Yes,” he said. “I was there. But I left.” His 

voice carried both truth and urgency, yet doubt remained. 

  Smerdyakov lay in his room, appearing weak and unmoving. When he was 

questioned, he spoke softly. “I heard nothing,” he said. “I was ill.” His eyes, 

however, were clear and steady. Alyosha looked at him for a moment. “You heard 

nothing at all?” he asked. Smerdyakov shook his head. “Nothing,” he repeated. 

  Ivan returned when he heard the news, his face pale and tense. “When did it 

happen?” he asked. Alyosha answered, “In the night.” Ivan looked around the 

room, then spoke quietly. “Then everything has begun,” he said. Alyosha looked 

at him. “What do you mean?” he asked. Ivan replied, “That truth will not be easy 

to find.” 

  Dmitri was taken for questioning, and suspicion gathered around him quickly. 

“You hated him,” one man said. Dmitri answered, “Yes, I hated him. But I did not 

kill him.” Another voice said, “You threatened him many times.” Dmitri raised 

his hands. “Words are not deeds,” he said. “Do not confuse them.” Yet his anger 

did not help him. 

  Alyosha spoke with Dmitri in private. “Tell me everything,” he said. Dmitri 



 - 16 - 

replied, “I went there, ready for anything. But I did not enter. I turned away.” 

Alyosha nodded slowly. “Then hold to that truth,” he said. Dmitri looked at him 

with tired eyes. “Who will believe me?” he asked. “Everything points to me.” 

  Ivan walked through the house again, his thoughts growing darker. “He spoke 

before,” he said to himself, remembering Smerdyakov’s words. “He spoke as if 

he knew.” The memory returned clearly. “Opportunity,” Ivan repeated. “He said 

it would come.” A deep unease settled within him. 

  That evening, Ivan went to Smerdyakov’s room. “I want to speak with you,” he 

said. Smerdyakov looked at him calmly. “Of course,” he replied. Ivan stepped 

closer. “You said something before I left,” he said. “You spoke of what might 

happen.” Smerdyakov answered quietly, “I spoke of possibilities.” Ivan’s voice 

grew sharper. “And now it has happened,” he said. “What do you know about it?” 

 

Part 11 

 

  Smerdyakov did not answer at once. He looked at Ivan with a calm expression, 

as if nothing unusual had happened. “I know only what others know,” he said. 

“That Fyodor Pavlovich is dead, and that people are searching for the one who 

did it.” Ivan frowned. “You speak as if you are outside of it,” he said. “But you 

are not.” 

  Smerdyakov lowered his eyes slightly. “I am only a servant,” he replied. Ivan 

stepped closer. “Do not hide behind that,” he said. “You have listened to 

everything, and you understand more than you say.” Smerdyakov answered 

quietly, “Understanding does not require speaking.” 

  Alyosha entered, sensing the tension between them. “If you know something, 

you must say it,” he said gently. Smerdyakov turned toward him. “There is 

nothing I can say that would change anything,” he replied. Alyosha answered, 

“Truth always matters.” Smerdyakov gave a faint smile. “Only when it is 

believed,” he said. 

  Ivan’s voice grew sharper. “You spoke of opportunity,” he said. “You said 

absence creates it.” Smerdyakov nodded. “Yes,” he replied. Ivan continued, “And 
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I was absent.” Smerdyakov answered, “Yes.” Ivan’s eyes narrowed. “Then say 

clearly what you mean,” he said. 

  Smerdyakov paused for a moment, then spoke slowly. “What was possible 

became real,” he said. Ivan shook his head. “That is not enough,” he replied. “I 

want the truth.” Smerdyakov looked at him steadily. “Truth is not always useful,” 

he said. Alyosha answered at once, “Truth is always necessary.” 

  The room fell silent for a moment. Ivan spoke again, more quietly now. “Do 

you believe Dmitri did this?” he asked. Smerdyakov replied calmly, “It is what 

people expect.” Ivan said, “I did not ask what people expect.” Smerdyakov 

answered, “Then I will say that expectation often becomes reality.” 

  Alyosha stepped forward. “That is not the same as truth,” he said. Smerdyakov 

looked at him. “No,” he replied. “But it is often stronger.” Ivan turned away, 

frustrated. “You avoid every direct answer,” he said. Smerdyakov answered, 

“Perhaps the answer is already clear.” 

  Ivan stopped and looked back. “Clear?” he repeated. Smerdyakov nodded 

slightly. “To those who wish to see,” he said. Ivan felt a sudden tension rise within 

him. “Then I will return,” he said. “And when I do, you will speak clearly.” 

Smerdyakov replied quietly, “When you are ready.” 

  Ivan left the room, but his unease only grew stronger. “He knows,” he said to 

himself. “And he waits.” Alyosha remained behind for a moment and looked at 

Smerdyakov with concern. “You must not hide the truth,” he said. Smerdyakov 

answered calmly, “It is not hidden. It is simply not accepted.” 

 

Part 12 

 

  The investigation moved forward quickly, and suspicion gathered more 

strongly around Dmitri. “He had reason,” one man said. “He had anger.” Another 

added, “He was seen near the house.” Each statement seemed to build the same 

conclusion. Dmitri stood firm, but his voice carried frustration. “I did not kill him,” 

he said. “I will repeat it as many times as needed.” 

  Alyosha remained close to him. “You must not lose yourself,” he said. Dmitri 
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answered, “I will not lose myself, but I may lose everything else.” Alyosha replied, 

“Truth is not nothing.” Dmitri shook his head. “Not in a courtroom,” he said. 

“There, truth must wear proof, and I have none.” 

  Ivan could not remain silent within himself. “He avoids, but he knows,” he 

repeated. He returned again to Smerdyakov, his steps faster than before. “I have 

come back,” he said as he entered. Smerdyakov looked at him calmly. “Then 

perhaps you are ready,” he replied. 

  Ivan stepped closer. “I am ready,” he said. “Now speak without shadows.” 

Smerdyakov watched him carefully. “You once said that everything might be 

permitted,” he began. Ivan answered quickly, “That was an idea, not a command.” 

Smerdyakov nodded. “Yes,” he said. “An idea.” 

  Alyosha entered quietly, standing near the door. “Be careful,” he said softly. 

Ivan did not turn. “I must hear this,” he replied. Smerdyakov continued, “If a man 

believes that nothing will be judged, then nothing prevents him.” Ivan’s voice 

grew sharper. “That does not mean he will act,” he said. Smerdyakov answered, 

“But it allows him to act.” 

  Ivan felt tension rise within him. “Say what you mean,” he said. Smerdyakov 

raised his eyes and met his gaze. “Very well,” he replied. “Dmitri did not kill 

Fyodor Pavlovich.” Ivan’s expression changed at once. “Then who did?” he 

demanded. 

  There was a short silence. Then Smerdyakov spoke clearly. “I did,” he said. 

  The room seemed to grow still. Alyosha drew in his breath. Ivan stared at him. 

“You?” he said. “You are saying that you killed him?” Smerdyakov nodded once. 

“Yes,” he answered. “I killed him.” 

  Ivan stepped forward, his voice unsteady. “Why?” he asked. Smerdyakov 

replied calmly, “Because it was possible. Because nothing stopped me.” Ivan 

shook his head. “That is not enough,” he said. “There must be more.” Smerdyakov 

answered quietly, “You gave me the idea. You removed what would have stopped 

me.” 

 

Part 13 
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  Ivan stood still for a moment, unable to answer. “You say that I gave you the 

idea,” he said slowly. “But I did not tell you to act.” Smerdyakov looked at him 

calmly. “You did not need to,” he replied. Ivan’s voice rose slightly. “Words are 

not commands, ”  he said. Smerdyakov answered, “For some men, they are 

enough.” 

  Alyosha stepped forward, his expression serious. “No one is forced to commit 

such an act,” he said. Smerdyakov turned toward him. “No,” he replied. “But 

some men are freed from fear.” Alyosha answered, “Freedom from fear is not 

permission for evil.” Smerdyakov gave a faint smile. “It can become that,” he said. 

  Ivan pressed his hand against his forehead. “Explain everything,” he said. “Do 

not leave anything hidden.” Smerdyakov nodded slightly. “Very well,” he replied. 

“That night, I waited. I knew Dmitri would come, driven by anger. I also knew he 

might turn away.” Ivan listened closely, his face tense. 

  Smerdyakov continued, “When he left, the moment became clear. No one 

remained who would act, and no one remained who would stop me.” Ivan asked 

sharply, “And you felt no hesitation?” Smerdyakov answered, “None. The path 

was open.” Alyosha said quietly, “There is always a choice.” Smerdyakov replied, 

“Yes. And I chose.” 

  Ivan’s voice grew quieter. “You entered the room,” he said. Smerdyakov 

nodded. “Yes,” he replied. “He was alone. He did not expect me.” Ivan closed his 

eyes briefly. “And then?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered, “Then it was done.” 

His voice remained calm, without emotion. 

  Alyosha lowered his head. “This is a terrible thing,” he said. Smerdyakov 

answered, “It is a simple thing.” Alyosha looked at him. “No,” he said. “It is never 

simple to take a life.” Smerdyakov replied, “It becomes simple when nothing 

stands above it.” 

  Ivan turned sharply. “You speak as if there is no law,” he said. Smerdyakov 

answered, “There is no law that I accepted.” Ivan said, “Then you created your 

own.” Smerdyakov replied, “Yes.” Ivan stepped back. “And you call that 

freedom?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered, “It is one form of it.” 
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  The room fell silent again. Ivan spoke slowly. “You say that Dmitri did not kill 

him,” he said. “Then he will suffer for your act.” Smerdyakov nodded. “That is 

likely,” he replied. Ivan’s voice grew tense. “And you accept that?” he asked. 

Smerdyakov answered, “It does not concern me now.” 

  Alyosha spoke firmly. “It must concern you,” he said. “You must speak the 

truth to others.” Smerdyakov looked at him. “Truth is not always accepted,” he 

replied. Ivan said, “That is not the question.” He paused, then added, “The 

question is whether I can remain silent.” 

 

Part 14 

 

  Ivan stood in silence for a moment, then spoke again, more firmly. “I will not 

remain silent,” he said. “I will speak what I have heard.” Smerdyakov looked at 

him without concern. “You may speak,” he replied. “But you will not be believed.” 

Ivan’s voice grew sharper. “That does not matter,” he said. “Truth must be spoken.” 

  Alyosha nodded. “Yes,” he said. “Even if it is not accepted, it must be given.” 

Smerdyakov turned toward him. “You speak as if truth has power on its own,” he 

said. Alyosha answered, “It has meaning, even when it is ignored.” Smerdyakov 

gave a faint smile. “Meaning without effect is a quiet thing,” he said. 

  Ivan stepped closer. “You must come with me,” he said. “You must say this 

before others.” Smerdyakov shook his head. “There is no need,” he replied. Ivan 

raised his voice slightly. “There is every need,” he said. “An innocent man will be 

condemned.” Smerdyakov answered calmly, “That is already happening.” 

  Ivan clenched his hands. “Then you must stop it,” he said. Smerdyakov replied, 

“It cannot be stopped now.” Ivan said, “It can, if you speak.” Smerdyakov looked 

at him steadily. “And if I am not believed?” he asked. Ivan hesitated for a moment. 

“Then I will speak as well,” he said. 

  Alyosha added quietly, “We will both speak.” Smerdyakov lowered his eyes 

slightly. “Then you will both be doubted,” he said. Ivan answered, “That is not 

the question.” He paused, then added, “The question is what must be done.” 

  The room fell silent again. Smerdyakov spoke slowly, “You carry this now.” 
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Ivan replied, “No. It is yours.” Smerdyakov answered, “The act is mine. But the 

idea was not mine alone.” Ivan’s voice grew tense. “Do not say that again,” he 

said. Smerdyakov replied calmly, “It remains true.” 

  Alyosha stepped forward. “You must not place your guilt on others,” he said. 

Smerdyakov turned toward him. “Guilt is not so simple,” he replied. Alyosha 

answered, “It is simple in action. You chose.” Smerdyakov said, “Yes. And I chose 

because I could.” 

  Ivan turned away, struggling with his thoughts. “If I speak, I condemn myself,” 

he said. “If I remain silent, I condemn Dmitri.” Alyosha replied, “There is still a 

path.” Ivan asked quietly, “What path?” Alyosha answered, “The path of truth, 

even if it is difficult.” 

  Ivan stood still for a moment, then said, “I will speak.” Smerdyakov watched 

him carefully. “Then you will learn what happens to truth when it stands alone,” 

he said. Ivan did not reply. He turned and left the room, carrying the weight of 

what he had heard and what he had decided to do. 

 

Part 15 

 

  The trial began with great attention from the town, and the courtroom filled 

quickly. “This is the case everyone has been waiting for,” one man said. “We will 

finally see justice.” Another replied quietly, “Or something like it.” The 

atmosphere was tense, and every word seemed to carry weight. 

  Dmitri stood before the court, his face pale but determined. “I did not kill him,” 

he said. “I was angry, and I spoke foolishly, but I did not take his life.” The 

prosecutor answered calmly, “Your anger is clear, and your presence at the scene 

is known.” Dmitri raised his voice slightly. “Then judge my actions,” he said, “not 

my words.” 

  Alyosha sat among the listeners, watching closely. “He speaks the truth,” he 

said softly. “But will they hear it?” He looked around and saw doubt in many faces. 

“They have already formed their judgment,” he thought. “Now they only seek 

confirmation.” His heart grew heavy. 
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  Ivan entered late and took his place quietly. “This is the moment,” he said to 

himself. “I must speak now.” He listened as the arguments continued, each one 

building the same picture. “Motive, anger, opportunity,” the prosecutor said. “All 

point to the accused.” The words seemed clear and complete. 

  Dmitri shook his head. “You build a story,” he said. “But it is not the truth.” 

The prosecutor replied, “The story is supported by evidence.” Dmitri answered, 

“Evidence can be misunderstood.” The exchange continued, but the direction of 

the case did not change. 

  Alyosha looked toward Ivan. “Now,” he thought. “He must speak now.” Ivan 

felt the weight of that moment. “I cannot remain silent,” he said to himself. He 

stood slowly, and the room grew quiet. “I have something to say,” he began. 

  His voice was not strong, but it carried through the silence. “The man on trial 

is not the murderer,” he said. A murmur spread through the room. Dmitri looked 

at him with sudden hope. “Then say who did,” he said. 

  Ivan hesitated for a moment, then forced himself forward. “It was Smerdyakov,” 

he said. “He told me himself. He said, ‘I killed him.’” The room reacted with 

confusion and disbelief. “A servant?” someone said. “This cannot be true.” 

  The judge leaned forward. “Do you have proof of this statement?” he asked. 

Ivan faltered. “He confessed to me,” he said. The prosecutor replied at once, 

“Private words are not evidence.” The murmur grew louder, and doubt returned. 

Ivan felt the strength leaving him, even as he tried to hold his ground. 

 

Part 16 

 

  Ivan struggled to continue, but his voice began to weaken. “It is true,” he said. 

“He told me everything.” The judge looked at him carefully. “You must be precise,” 

he said. Ivan pressed his hand against his head. “I am precise,” he replied, though 

his tone lacked strength. The prosecutor stepped forward. “The court requires 

proof, not personal belief,” he said. 

  Dmitri looked at Ivan with urgency. “Do not stop,” he said. “Tell them 

everything you know.” Ivan tried again. “He said, ‘I killed him,’” he repeated. But 
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the words did not carry enough force to change the direction of the case. The room 

began to return to its earlier certainty. “This is confusion,” someone whispered. 

“It proves nothing.” 

  Alyosha watched with concern. “He cannot carry this alone,” he thought. “The 

truth is slipping away.” Yet he did not speak, knowing that this moment belonged 

to Ivan. “He must finish it,” Alyosha said quietly. But Ivan’s strength continued 

to fade, and the moment began to pass. 

  The prosecutor resumed, his voice calm and controlled. “We have heard a claim 

without evidence,” he said. “But the facts remain clear.” He turned toward the 

court. “The accused had motive, presence, and intent.” His words restored order, 

and the earlier doubt began to disappear. 

  Dmitri stood again, his voice filled with frustration. “You ignore what has been 

said,” he declared. The prosecutor replied, “We cannot accept what cannot be 

proven.” Dmitri answered sharply, “Then truth has no place here.” The prosecutor 

said, “Truth must be supported.” Dmitri lowered his head. “Then justice is 

impossible,” he said. 

  Ivan sat down slowly, his strength gone. “I have spoken,” he thought. “But it 

was not enough.” The words of Smerdyakov returned to him. “You will not be 

believed,” he had said. Ivan closed his eyes briefly. “He was right,” he whispered. 

  Alyosha leaned toward him. “You must not lose hope,” he said softly. Ivan 

shook his head. “Hope is not the question,” he replied. “The truth is spoken, but 

it has no power.” Alyosha answered, “It still has meaning.” Ivan did not respond. 

  The trial moved toward its conclusion, and the final arguments were made. 

Each side spoke, but the direction of the case no longer changed. The earlier 

confusion had settled, and the outcome seemed clear. Dmitri stood in silence, no 

longer resisting. 

  As the session ended, the verdict approached. It had not yet been spoken, but 

its shape was already visible. Ivan remained seated, holding the truth that had been 

revealed but not accepted. And in that space between knowledge and belief, 

everything moved toward its final judgment. 
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Part 17 

 

  The courtroom gathered once more for the final decision, and the air was heavy 

with expectation. “Now it will be decided,” one man whispered. Another replied, 

“It has already been decided.” Dmitri stood straight, his face calm but distant. 

Alyosha watched him closely. “Remain strong,” he said softly. Dmitri nodded. “I 

will stand,” he replied. “Whatever they say, I will stand.” 

  The judge began to speak, his voice steady and formal. “The court has 

considered all evidence,” he said. “It has heard all testimony.” The room fell into 

silence, every ear waiting for the conclusion. Ivan sat still, his thoughts pressing 

heavily upon him. “This cannot be changed now,” he said to himself. 

  “The accused,” the judge continued, “is found guilty.” The words settled into 

the room, and a quiet reaction followed. Some nodded, as if confirming what they 

had expected. Others looked uncertain, but no one spoke openly. Dmitri did not 

move. “So it is decided,” he said quietly. “They have judged me.” 

  Alyosha felt the weight of the verdict deeply. “This is not the truth,” he thought. 

“But it is what they believe.” He stepped closer to Dmitri. “Do not lose yourself,” 

he said. Dmitri gave a faint smile. “I will not,” he replied. “They can take my 

freedom, but not who I am.” 

  Ivan remained seated, unable to rise at first. “I failed,” he said to himself. “I 

spoke, but I did not make them believe.” The confession echoed in his mind. “He 

said, ‘I killed him,’” Ivan repeated. “And still it changed nothing.” His hands 

trembled slightly, but he did not move. 

  Outside the courtroom, voices rose again. “Justice has been done,” one man 

said. Another replied quietly, “Or something like it.” Their words faded as they 

left. Inside, the silence remained heavy, as if the room itself understood what had 

been lost. 

  Dmitri was led away, but he turned once more toward Alyosha. “Remember,” 

he said. “I did not do this.” Alyosha answered, “I know.” Dmitri nodded. “That is 

enough,” he said. “More than enough.” He walked on without resistance. 

  Ivan finally stood and moved slowly toward the exit. “Truth without belief is 
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powerless,” he said quietly. “Or perhaps it is not powerless, but hidden.” He did 

not know which was worse. His thoughts returned again to Smerdyakov. “He 

remains,” Ivan thought. “And I must face him again.” 

  As the day ended, the case was closed in the eyes of the world. Dmitri had been 

judged, and the story seemed complete. Yet beneath that judgment, another truth 

remained, unaccepted and unresolved, waiting for no one but still present. 

 

Part 18 

 

  After the verdict, the town slowly returned to its usual life, but something 

remained unsettled beneath the surface. “It is finished,” people said. “The court 

has decided.” Yet some spoke more quietly. “There were doubts,” one said. “But 

doubts are not enough.” The case closed, but it did not disappear. 

  Ivan could not accept what had happened. “It is not finished,” he said to himself. 

“Not for me.” The words of Smerdyakov returned again and again. “I killed him.” 

Ivan pressed his hands against his head. “Then why does nothing change?” he 

asked. “Why does truth have no power?” No answer came. 

  Alyosha stayed close to Dmitri as long as he could. “Do not lose hope,” he said. 

Dmitri answered calmly now, without anger. “Hope is not what I need,” he said. 

“I need to remain myself.” Alyosha nodded. “That is also a kind of hope,” he 

replied. Dmitri gave a faint smile. “Perhaps,” he said. 

  At last, Ivan returned again to Smerdyakov. “Everything has happened as you 

said,” Ivan began. Smerdyakov looked at him calmly. “Yes,” he replied. “It has 

followed its course.” Ivan stepped closer. “Dmitri has been condemned,” he said. 

“And you remain here.” Smerdyakov answered, “That is how it is.” 

  Ivan’s voice grew sharper. “Say it again,” he said. “Say it so that there is no 

doubt.” Smerdyakov inclined his head slightly. “I killed Fyodor Pavlovich,” he 

said. “I did it myself.” Ivan closed his eyes briefly. “And Dmitri?” he asked. 

Smerdyakov replied, “He did not kill him.” 

  For a moment, neither of them spoke. Then Ivan said, “You must confess to 

others.” Smerdyakov shook his head. “There is no need,” he replied. Ivan stepped 
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forward. “There is every need,” he said. “An innocent man suffers.” Smerdyakov 

answered calmly, “That cannot be changed now.” 

  Ivan felt anger rise within him. “It can be changed,” he said. “You can speak.” 

Smerdyakov looked at him steadily. “And will they believe me?” he asked. Ivan 

did not answer at once. Then he said, “They must.” Smerdyakov gave a faint smile. 

“They believe what they wish,” he said. 

  Ivan turned away, struggling with his thoughts. “Then everything is 

meaningless,” he said. Smerdyakov replied, “Not meaningless. Simply as it is.” 

Ivan shook his head. “That is not enough,” he said. Smerdyakov answered, “It is 

enough for reality.” 

  Ivan stood still for a moment, then spoke quietly. “I will not forget this,” he 

said. Smerdyakov replied, “You should not.” Ivan left the room slowly, carrying 

the truth with him, though it remained without power to change what had already 

been decided. 

 

Part 19 

 

  Ivan could not rest after that meeting, and the weight of what he had heard did 

not leave him. “He is still here,” Ivan said to himself. “And yet everything is 

already decided.” The confession repeated in his mind, clear and unchanged. “I 

killed him.” Ivan pressed his hand against his forehead. “Then why does nothing 

move?” he asked. “Why does truth remain still?” 

  Alyosha found him later, standing in silence. “You must not face this alone,” 

he said. Ivan gave a faint, tired smile. “It is already inside me,” he replied. “How 

can I be separate from it?” Alyosha answered gently, “You are not the one who 

acted.” Ivan shook his head. “But I am not untouched,” he said. “The thought was 

mine, even if the act was not.” 

  Alyosha looked at him with concern. “You must not take what is not yours,” he 

said. Ivan replied quietly, “Responsibility is not so easily divided.” He paused, 

then added, “If a man opens a door, is he not part of what enters?” Alyosha 

answered, “He is responsible for opening it, but not for what another chooses to 
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do.” 

  Ivan did not respond at once. “That sounds clear,” he said finally. “But it does 

not feel clear.” He stepped away, restless. “Everything is mixed,” he added. 

“Thought, action, guilt.” Alyosha remained beside him, offering quiet presence 

rather than argument. 

  Meanwhile, Smerdyakov remained alone, quiet and unchanged. Those who saw 

him believed he was still weak. “He knows nothing,” one said. But within his 

room, Smerdyakov sat calmly. “It has been done,” he said softly. “There is nothing 

more to add.” His voice held no regret, only certainty. 

  Ivan returned once more, unable to remain away. “You speak as if everything 

is finished,” he said. Smerdyakov looked at him. “For me, it is,” he replied. Ivan 

frowned. “What do you mean?” he asked. Smerdyakov answered, “There is 

nothing left to decide.” 

  Ivan stepped closer. “There is still truth,” he said. Smerdyakov shook his head 

slightly. “Truth has already been spoken,” he replied. Ivan said, “Then it must be 

repeated.” Smerdyakov answered, “Repetition does not change belief.” Ivan’s 

voice grew tense. “Then nothing changes anything,” he said. 

  Smerdyakov looked at him steadily. “Some things change nothing,” he said. 

“Others end everything.” Ivan felt a sudden unease. “What do you mean?” he 

asked. Smerdyakov did not answer at once. “You will understand,” he said quietly. 

  Ivan stood there for a moment, uncertain. “You speak as if something more will 

happen,” he said. Smerdyakov lowered his eyes. “Something always happens,” 

he replied. Ivan turned away, but the unease followed him, growing stronger with 

each step he took away from the room. 

 

Part 20 

 

  The next day, Ivan returned again, driven by a sense of urgency that he could 

no longer ignore. “He spoke as if something was about to end,” Ivan said to 

himself. “I must see him now.” He walked quickly through the corridor and 

reached the door. “I have come,” he called. There was no answer. He knocked 
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again, louder. “Do you hear me?” he asked. The silence did not change. 

  Ivan felt a sudden unease and pushed the door open. The room was still, and 

the air felt heavy. For a moment, he did not understand what he saw. Then he 

stopped completely. “So it has come to this,” he said quietly. The truth stood 

before him, final and undeniable. 

  Smerdyakov had taken his own life. 

  Ivan remained at the doorway, unable to move. “You have ended it,” he said 

under his breath. “You have chosen your own conclusion.” Yet even as he spoke, 

he felt no relief. “No,” he corrected himself. “Nothing has ended.” He stepped 

forward slowly, his eyes fixed on the still figure. 

  “You said everything was already decided,” Ivan continued. “Was this also 

decided?” There was no answer, only silence. He looked around the room, as if 

searching for something that might explain it. “You confessed,” he said. “You told 

me clearly.” His voice tightened. “And now you leave it with me.” 

  Alyosha entered shortly after, having followed Ivan. He stopped when he saw 

the scene. “It has happened,” he said softly. Ivan did not turn. “Yes,” he replied. 

“He has done the final act.” Alyosha stepped closer. “This confirms what he said,” 

he added. Ivan shook his head. “It confirms nothing for the world,” he answered. 

“Only for us.” 

  Alyosha looked at his brother with concern. “But the truth remains,” he said. 

Ivan gave a faint, tired smile. “Yes,” he replied. “It remains, but without a voice.” 

He turned at last. “He is gone,” Ivan continued. “And with him, the proof.” 

Alyosha lowered his eyes. “Then we must carry it,” he said. 

  Ivan walked past him slowly. “Carry it?” he repeated. “It is not something that 

can be carried lightly.” He paused at the door. “He said, ‘I killed him,’ and now 

he has taken that truth with him.” Alyosha answered gently, “Not completely. You 

heard it. I heard it.” Ivan looked at him. “And yet it changes nothing,” he said. 

  Alyosha spoke with quiet firmness. “It changes what we know,” he said. “And 

that matters.” Ivan stood still for a moment. “Perhaps,” he said. “But knowledge 

without power is a heavy burden.” He stepped out into the corridor, leaving the 

room behind him. 
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  The house fell into silence once more, but it was not the same silence as before. 

The truth had been spoken and confirmed, yet it remained hidden from the world. 

And those who knew it were left to carry it, without the power to change what had 

already been decided. 

 

Part 21 

 

  After Smerdyakov’s death, Ivan’s condition grew worse, and his thoughts no 

longer moved in a clear line. “He is gone,” Ivan said to himself. “And yet he 

remains.” The confession echoed in his mind, but now it was mixed with silence 

and confusion. “There is no one left to answer,” he added. “Only me.” The weight 

of that truth pressed on him without rest. 

  Alyosha stayed near him as much as he could. “You must not lose yourself,” he 

said. Ivan gave a faint, distant smile. “I am already lost,” he replied. “Not in the 

world, but in my own thoughts.” Alyosha answered gently, “Then hold on to what 

is still clear.” Ivan shook his head. “Nothing is clear,” he said. “Everything is 

mixed together.” 

  Dmitri, far from them now, faced his sentence with a strange calm. “I will 

endure it,” he said. “Even if it is unjust, I will endure it.” Alyosha visited him once 

more. “I believe you,” he said again. Dmitri nodded. “That is enough,” he replied. 

“More than enough.” He looked at Alyosha carefully. “Do not forget me,” he 

added. Alyosha answered, “I will not.” 

  Alyosha then turned his attention to the group of boys who had gathered around 

Ilyusha. The boy had grown weaker, and his illness could no longer be denied. 

“Will he recover?” one of the boys asked. Alyosha shook his head gently. “We 

must be ready,” he said. “But we must also remain kind and strong for him.” 

  Ilyusha lay quietly, his breathing slow and uneven. When Alyosha entered, the 

boy opened his eyes and tried to smile. “You came,” he said softly. Alyosha knelt 

beside him. “Of course,” he answered. “We are all here for you.” Ilyusha looked 

at the boys gathered nearby. “Do not forget me,” he said. One of them replied 

quickly, “We never will.” 
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  Alyosha took Ilyusha’s hand. “You will not be lost,” he said. “You will remain 

in our hearts.” Ilyusha closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again. 

“Then I am not afraid,” he whispered. Alyosha felt sorrow, but he kept his voice 

steady. “There is nothing to fear,” he said. “You are loved.” 

  Not long after, Ilyusha’s breathing grew quieter, and then it stopped. The room 

fell into silence. One of the boys began to cry, and the others followed. Alyosha 

lowered his head for a moment, then spoke gently. “He is at peace,” he said. “We 

must remember him.” 

  Later, they gathered outside, standing together in the cold air. “What will we 

do now?” one boy asked. Alyosha looked at them calmly. “We will remember 

him,” he said. “And we will remain kind to one another.” Another boy asked, 

“Will we meet again?” Alyosha answered, “Yes. We will meet again, and we will 

remember everything.” 

  The boys stood quietly, holding those words. Their sorrow remained, but it was 

no longer empty. Alyosha stood among them, not removing their grief, but giving 

it meaning. And in that moment, something small but steady began to take shape 

within them. 

 

Part 22 

 

  The boys remained together for some time, unwilling to leave the place where 

they had shared their grief. “We must not forget this day,” one said quietly. 

Another answered, “We will not.” Their voices were soft, but they carried a new 

kind of strength. Alyosha looked at them and understood that something important 

had begun, even in the midst of sorrow. 

  “Listen to me,” Alyosha said gently. “Life is not only suffering. We must 

remember the good as well.” The boys turned toward him. “Even now?” one asked. 

Alyosha nodded. “Especially now,” he replied. “If we forget the good, then we 

lose everything.” The boys stood still, taking in his words. 

  “Ilyusha is not lost,” Alyosha continued. “He remains with us in what we 

remember and in how we live.” One boy wiped his tears and said, “Then we must 
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live in a way that honors him.” Alyosha smiled faintly. “Yes,” he said. “That is 

exactly what we must do.” The others nodded, slowly but firmly. 

  “Let us promise something,” Alyosha said. “Let us promise that we will not 

forget him, and that we will always be kind to one another.” One by one, the boys 

answered, “We promise.” Their voices were quiet, but clear. Alyosha looked at 

each of them in turn. “Hold on to this,” he said. “Even when life becomes difficult.” 

  The group began to separate, but not as they had before. Each boy turned back 

at least once, as if to keep the moment alive. “We will meet again,” one said. “Yes,” 

another answered. “We will remember.” Their words remained even after they had 

gone. 

  Alyosha remained for a moment longer, standing alone. He thought of 

everything that had happened—the crime, the trial, the suffering—and he did not 

deny any of it. “All of it is real,” he said softly. “But so is this.” He looked at the 

place where they had stood together and felt a quiet strength. 

  “We are not alone,” he said. “Even in suffering, we are connected.” The words 

of Father Zosima returned to him. “Each of us is responsible for all,” he repeated. 

Now he understood them more deeply than before. They were no longer only 

words, but something he could live. 

  Alyosha turned and began to walk forward. The path was not clear, and the 

future was uncertain, but he did not turn away. “We must go on,” he said quietly. 

“And we must go on together.” His steps were steady, even as the weight of the 

past remained. 

  And so the story reached its end, not in silence or despair alone, but in memory, 

responsibility, and a quiet hope that continued beyond what had been lost. 


