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The Double 
A St Petersburg Poem
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1

I t wAs A little before eight o’CloCk� in the morning 
when Titular Councillor* Yakov Petrovich Golyadkin came to 

after a long sleep, yawned, stretched and in the end opened his eyes 
fully. But for a couple of minutes he lay motionless on his bed like 
a man not yet entirely sure if he has woken up or is still asleep – 
if everything now happening around him is in the waking world 
and in reality or is a continuation of the disordered dreams of his 
sleep. Soon, however, Mr Golyadkin’s senses began more clearly 
and distinctly to take in their customary, everyday impressions. 
He was given a familiar glance by the rather dingily greenish, 
smoke-darkened, dusty walls of his little room, his mahogany 
chest of drawers, imitation mahogany chairs, table painted with 
red paint, reddish-coloured oilskin Turkish couch with little 
green flowers and, finally, the clothing removed in a hurry the day 
before and thrown down in a heap on the couch. Finally, the grey 
autumnal day, dull and dirty, peeped into his room through the 
grimy window so angrily and with such a sour grimace that Mr 
Golyadkin could no longer be in any sort of doubt whatsoever 
that he was not in some fairy-tale kingdom or other, but in the 
city of St Petersburg, in the capital, on Shestilavochnaya Street, on 
the third floor of a very large tenement block, in his own apart-
ment. Having made such an important discovery, Mr Golyadkin 
closed his eyes spasmodically as if in regret over his recent sleep 
and desirous of bringing it back for a moment. But a moment 
later he jumped out of bed in a single bound, probably having 
finally hit upon the idea around which his hitherto scattered 
thoughts had been circling before being brought into appropriate 
order. Having jumped out of bed, he immediately ran up to the 
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little round mirror standing on the chest of drawers. Although 
the figure reflected in the mirror, sleepy, quite weak-sighted and 
rather bald, was of just such an insignificant nature that at first 
glance it would not have held the especial attention of absolutely 
anyone at all, still its owner was evidently perfectly satisfied with 
everything he saw in the mirror. “What a thing it would have 
been,” said Mr Golyadkin in a low voice, “what a thing it would 
have been if I’d had something missing today, if something had, 
for example, gone wrong, some extraneous spot or other had 
appeared, or some other unpleasant thing had happened; but so 
far, so good; so far everything’s going well.” Very pleased that 
everything was going well, Mr Golyadkin put the mirror down 
in its previous place and, despite the fact that he was barefooted 
and still had on the costume in which he was accustomed to go to 
bed, he himself ran to the window and with great concern began 
searching for something in the courtyard of the building onto 
which the windows of his apartment looked out. What he found 
in the yard evidently satisfied him perfectly too: his face beamed 
with a self-satisfied smile. Then – but after first glancing behind the 
partition into the cubbyhole of Petrushka, his valet, and assuring 
himself that Petrushka was not there – he tiptoed up to the table, 
unlocked one of its drawers, rummaged around in the corner at 
the very back of this drawer, finally took out from under some old, 
yellowed papers and rubbish of some sort a worn, green wallet, 
opened it cautiously, and peeped solicitously and with enjoyment 
into its farthest, secret pocket. The wad of green, grey, blue, red 
and various multicoloured notes probably looked very amicably 
and approvingly at Mr Golyadkin too: with a beaming face he 
put the open wallet onto the table in front of him and rubbed his 
hands hard to indicate the greatest pleasure. Finally he took it 
out, his comforting wad of state banknotes, and, actually for the 
hundredth time since the day before, began counting them, giving 
each note a thorough rub between his thumb and index finger. 
“Seven hundred and fifty roubles in notes!” he finally concluded 



5

ChApter 1

in a half-whisper. “Seven hundred and fifty roubles… a grand 
sum! It’s a nice sum,” he continued in a quavering voice that was 
somewhat weak with pleasure, squeezing the wad in his hands 
and smiling significantly, “it’s a very nice sum! A nice sum for 
anyone at all! Would I like to see a man now for whom that sum 
would be a trifling sum! Such a sum can take a man a long way…”

“But what’s this, though?” thought Mr Golyadkin. “Where on 
earth is Petrushka?” Still retaining his same costume, he glanced 
for a second time behind the partition. Petrushka was again 
nowhere to be found behind the partition, and just the samovar 
alone, set there on the floor, was fuming, raging, losing its temper, 
continually threatening to run away, and gabbling something 
heatedly and rapidly in its queer language, burring and lisping to 
Mr Golyadkin – probably that, so to speak, you should come and 
get me, good people, I’m absolutely done and ready, you know.

“The devil take him!” thought Mr Golyadkin. “That idle beast 
could end up driving a man beyond his final limits; where’s he 
wandered off to?” In just indignation he went into the entrance 
hall, consisting of a small corridor, at the end of which was a 
door into the lobby; he opened this door a tiny bit and saw his 
servant surrounded by quite a little knot of serving, domestic and 
chance riff-raff. Petrushka was recounting something, the others 
were listening. Mr Golyadkin evidently liked neither the topic of 
conversation nor the conversation itself. He immediately called 
Petrushka and returned to his room totally dissatisfied, even upset. 
“That beast is prepared to sell a man, and especially his master, 
for no money at all,” he thought to himself, “and he has done, 
he has done for sure, I’m ready to bet that he has, for not even a 
copeck he has. Well, what is it?…”

“The livery’s arrived, sir.”
“Put it on and come here.”
After putting on the livery, Petrushka entered his master’s room 

with a stupid grin. His costume was inconceivably strange. He had 
on the green, very second-hand livery of a footman with moulting 
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gold galloons, evidently made for a man a good two feet taller 
than Petrushka. In his hands he held a hat, also with galloons 
and with green feathers, and at his hip he had a footman’s sword 
in a leather sheath.

Finally, to complete the picture, in accordance with his favour-
ite custom of always going around half-dressed as if at home, 
Petrushka was even now barefooted. Mr Golyadkin inspected 
Petrushka all over and was evidently satisfied. The livery had 
clearly been hired for some solemn occasion. It was also notice-
able that during the inspection Petrushka looked at his master 
with some strange expectation and followed his every move with 
unusual curiosity, which Mr Golyadkin found extremely troubling.

“Well, and the carriage?”
“The carriage has arrived too.”
“For the whole day?”
“For the whole day. Twenty-five, in notes.”
“And the boots have come?”
“And the boots have come.”
“Twit! Can’t you say ‘have come, sir’? Give them here.”
Having expressed his pleasure about the boots fitting well, 

Mr Golyadkin asked for some tea and his things for washing and 
shaving. He shaved very thoroughly and washed in just the same 
way, gulped his tea down hastily and set about his most important 
final robing: he put on trousers that were almost absolutely new; 
then a shirt front with brass buttons, a waistcoat with very nice 
bright little flowers; he tied a multicoloured silk tie round his 
neck, and, finally, pulled on a uniform coat, also nice and new 
and thoroughly cleaned. He glanced lovingly at his boots several 
times while dressing, every minute raised now one leg, now the 
other, admired the style and kept on whispering something under 
his breath, occasionally winking with an expressive grimace at 
what he was thinking. But Mr Golyadkin was extremely absent-
minded this morning, because he barely noticed Petrushka’s 
little smiles and grimaces on his account as he helped him to 
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dress. Finally, having done everything that was needed, and fully 
dressed, Mr Golyadkin put his wallet into his pocket, had a final 
look at Petrushka, who had put on his boots and was thus also 
in complete readiness, and noting that everything was already 
done and there was no longer anything to wait for, hurriedly, 
fussily, with a slight palpitation in his heart, he ran down his 
staircase. A cabman’s carriage, blue and bearing coats of arms 
of some sort, rolled with a clatter up to the porch. Petrushka, 
exchanging winks with the cabman and some idlers, settled his 
master into the carriage; in an unaccustomed voice and scarcely 
containing his idiotic laughter he called: “Drive on!”, jumped up 
onto the footboard, and the whole lot, with a noise and a clat-
ter, a ringing and a cracking, rolled off to Nevsky Avenue. No 
sooner had the blue carriage managed to drive out of the gates 
than Mr Golyadkin rubbed his hands spasmodically and broke 
into quiet, inaudible laughter, like a man with a merry character 
who has succeeded in playing a splendid trick, a trick with which 
he is himself as pleased as Punch. But immediately after the fit of 
merriment the laughter was replaced on Mr Golyadkin’s face by a 
strange, anxious sort of expression. Despite the fact that the day 
was damp and overcast, he lowered both of the carriage windows 
and began carefully scrutinizing passers-by to the right and to 
the left, immediately adopting a decorous and respectable air as 
soon as he noticed anybody looking at him. At the turning from 
Liteinaya onto Nevsky Avenue a most unpleasant sensation made 
him shudder and, frowning like some poor soul who has had a corn 
accidentally trodden on, he hurriedly, even fearfully, huddled into 
the darkest corner of his carriage. The thing was that he had met 
with two of his fellow workers, two young clerks from the same 
ministry in which he himself worked. And the clerks, as it seemed 
to Mr Golyadkin, were also for their part extremely bewildered 
at meeting their colleague like this; one of them even pointed his 
finger at Mr Golyadkin. It even seemed to Mr Golyadkin that the 
other called to him loudly by name, which was, of course, most 
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improper in the street. Our hero concealed himself and did not 
respond. “What young pups!” he began reasoning with himself. 
“Well, what’s so strange about it? Someone in a carriage; someone 
needs to be in a carriage, so he’s taken a carriage. Just rubbish! 
I know them – just young pups who need some more thrashing! 
They’d enjoy just wasting their salaries on games of pitch-and-toss 
and hanging around somewhere or other, that’s their business. 
I’d tell them all something, but only…” Mr Golyadkin stopped 
short and his heart stood still. A lively pair of Kazan horses, very 
familiar to Mr Golyadkin and harnessed to a smart droshky, 
were quickly overtaking his carriage on the right-hand side. The 
gentleman sitting on the droshky, when he by chance caught sight 
of the face of Mr Golyadkin, who had rather incautiously poked 
his head out of the window of the carriage, was evidently also 
extremely astonished at such an unexpected meeting and, bend-
ing down as far as he could, he began to gaze with the utmost 
curiosity and concern into that corner of the carriage where our 
hero made haste to try and hide. The gentleman on the droshky 
was Andrei Filippovich, the head of department in that place of 
work where Mr Golyadkin was also employed in the capacity of 
assistant to his head of section. Mr Golyadkin, seeing that Andrei 
Filippovich had fully recognized him, that he was gazing at him 
wide-eyed and that it was quite impossible to hide, blushed to the 
roots of his hair. “Bow or not? Respond or not? Acknowledge or 
not?” thought our hero in indescribable anguish. “Or pretend that 
it’s not me, but someone else with a striking resemblance to me, 
and look as if there were nothing wrong? Simply not me, not me, 
and that’s that!” said Mr Golyadkin, doffing his hat to Andrei 
Filippovich and not taking his eyes off him. “I, I’m all right,” he 
forced himself to whisper, “I’m perfectly all right, it’s not me at 
all, Andrei Filippovich, it’s not me at all, not me, and that’s that.” 
Soon, however, the droshky had overtaken the carriage, and the 
magnetic power of his superior’s gaze passed. However, he still 
blushed, smiled and mumbled something to himself… “I was a 
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fool not to respond,” he finally thought, “on a bold footing and 
with a candour not lacking in nobility I should simply have said, 
‘It’s like this, Andrei Filippovich, I’ve been invited to the meal as 
well, and that’s that!’” Then suddenly remembering that he had 
come a cropper, our hero reddened like fire, knitted his brows and 
threw a terrible, defiant look at the front corner of the carriage, 
a look ideally suited to reducing all his enemies to dust in an 
instant. Finally, all of a sudden, moved by some sort of inspira-
tion, he pulled on the cord tied to the elbow of the cabman-cum-
coachman, stopped the carriage and ordered him to turn back to 
Liteinaya. The thing is that, probably for his own peace of mind, 
Mr Golyadkin needed to say something most interesting to his 
doctor, Krestyan Ivanovich, at once. And although he had been 
acquainted with Krestyan Ivanovich for a very short time, had, to 
be precise, visited him only once the previous week as a result of 
certain needs, still, after all, a doctor, as they say, is like a confes-
sor – it would be silly to conceal things, and knowing a patient 
is his very duty. “Will it all be all right, though?” continued our 
hero, getting out of the carriage at the entrance to a five-storey 
building on Liteinaya, beside which he had ordered his vehicle to 
be stopped. “Will it all be all right? Will it be proper? Will it be 
appropriate? But then, after all, what of it?” he continued, going 
up the stairs, catching his breath and suppressing the beating of 
his heart, which was in the habit of beating hard on all staircases 
other than his own. “What of it? After all, it’s about me, and 
there’s nothing reprehensible here… It would be silly to conceal 
things. So in this way I’ll pretend that I’m all right, and for no 
reason, in passing… And he’ll see that this is how it should be.”

Reasoning thus, Mr Golyadkin went up to the first floor and 
stopped in front of apartment number five, on the door of which 
had been set a beautiful brass plate with the inscription:

Krestyan Ivanovich Rutenspitz,
Doctor of Medicine and Surgery.
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Having stopped, our hero hastened to give his physiognomy a 
respectable air, free-and-easy, and not without a degree of ami-
ability, and prepared to pull on the bell cord. Having prepared 
to pull on the bell cord, he immediately and quite appropriately 
reasoned that it might be better tomorrow and that now for the 
time being there was no great need. But since Mr Golyadkin sud-
denly heard somebody’s footsteps on the staircase, he immediately 
altered his new decision and, at the same time, moreover with 
the most decisive air, he now rang at Krestyan Ivanovich’s door.

2

DoCtor of mediCine and Surgery Krestyan Ivanovich 
Rutenspitz – a very healthy, albeit already elderly man, 

endowed with thick, greying eyebrows and whiskers, an expres-
sive, flashing gaze, which was evidently all he needed to drive off 
every illness, and, finally, with a significant decoration – was sitting 
that morning in his comfortable armchair in his study, drinking 
the coffee his wife had personally brought him, smoking a cigar 
and from time to time writing out prescriptions for his patients. 
After prescribing the last phial for an old man suffering from 
haemorrhoids and seeing the suffering old man out through the 
side doors, Krestyan Ivanovich settled down to await the next 
visit. In came Mr Golyadkin.

Krestyan Ivanovich had evidently not been expecting, nor indeed 
wishing to see Mr Golyadkin before him at all, because he sud-
denly became troubled for a moment, and his face involuntarily 
expressed a strange, even, it could be said, discontented sort of 
look. Since Mr Golyadkin for his part almost always became some-
how inappropriately deflated and bewildered at those moments 
when he happened to assail somebody for the sake of his own 
little affairs, now too, not having prepared the first phrase, which 
in such instances was a real stumbling block for him, he became 
very considerably embarrassed, mumbled something – actually, 



alma classics

alma classics aims to publish mainstream and lesser-known European 
classics in an innovative and striking way, while employing the highest 
editorial and production standards. By way of a unique approach 
the range offers much more, both visually and textually, than readers 
have come to expect from contemporary classics publishing.

latest titles published by alma classics

398 William Makepeace Thackeray, Vanity Fair
399 Jules Verne, A Fantasy of  Dr Ox
400 Anonymous, Beowulf
401 Oscar Wilde, Selected Plays
402 Alexander Trocchi, The Holy Man and Other Stories
403 Charles Dickens, David Copperfield
404 Cyrano de Bergerac, A Voyage to the Moon
405 Jack London, White Fang
406 Antonin Artaud, Heliogabalus, or The Anarchist Crowned
407 John Milton, Paradise Lost
408 James Fenimore Cooper, The Last of  the Mohicans
409 Charles Dickens, Mugby Junction
410 Robert Louis Stevenson, Kidnapped
411 Paul Éluard, Selected Poems
412 Alan Burns, Dreamerika!
413 Thomas Hardy, Jude the Obscure
414 Virginia Woolf, Flush
415 Abbé Prevost, Manon Lescaut
416 William Blake, Selected Poems
417 Alan Riddell, Eclipse: Concrete Poems
418 William Wordsworth, The Prelude and Other Poems
419 Tobias Smollett, The Expedition of  Humphry Clinker
420 Pablo Picasso, The Three Little Girls and Desire Caught by the Tail
421 Nikolai Gogol, The Government Inspector
422 Rudyard Kipling, Kim
423 Jean-Paul Sartre, Politics and Literature
424 Matthew Lewis, The Monk
425 Ambrose Bierce, The Devil’s Dictionary
426 Frances Hodgson Burnett, A Little Princess
427 Walt Whitman, Leaves of  Grass
428 Daniel Defoe, Moll Flanders
429 Mary Wollstonecraft, The Vindications
430 Anonymous, The Song of  Roland
431 Edward Lear, The Owl and the Pussycat and Other Nonsense Poetry
432 Anton Chekhov, Three Years
433 Fyodor Dostoevsky, Uncle’s Dream

www.almaclassics.com






