
Crime & Punishment Summary: Part 3 – Chapter 4 

The family conference is suddenly interrupted by the appearance of Sonya, dressed 
in modest simplicity, filled with embarrassment and humility. She has come at 
Katerina Ivanovna's insistence to entreat Rodya to be present at the funeral and 
refreshments afterwards. He offers her a seat and tells her he needs to speak with 
her. She is further embarrassed because she should not be sitting in the presence of 
Dunya and Pulcheria Alexandrovna. She is also in Rodya's "bedroom" and she 
realises the extent of Raskolnikov’s generosity, due to the poverty of his room. 

- NOTE & Question: that Sonya, a prostitute, is invited into a social setting with 
Rodya’s mother and sister is a breach of social class (and for most, a social insult).  
 
Why does Raskolnikov invite her in? Does he mean to insult his mother and sister, or 
is there a deeper intuition (a feeling) that overrides his rational judgement? 

Dunya and her mother must leave and alone, the mother has a presentiment that 
there is a special meaning of some importance between Rodya and Sonya, 
particularly after what Luzhin had written about her. Dunya decides that Luzhin is "a 
wretched scandal-monger." 

- Do you believe in presentiments? That there is meaning in something that is 
happening, that may be deeply important in time to come? 

Raskolnikov wants to be alone with Sonya, but first he tells Razumikhin that he 
needs to arrange an interview with Porfiry. Sonya has to go, and as she leaves, she 
is followed by Svidrigailov who discovers that they live in adjoining rooms. 

- Note: the physical introduction of Svidrigailov – following Sonya. 

As Raskolnikov and Razumikhin are on their way to see Porfiry, Raskolnikov begins 
teasing Razumikhin of being in love with Dunya and of acting like a love-sick Romeo. 
Rodya points out that Razumikhin has shaved and bathed, put on "clean linen," and 
has "Pomatum" on his hair. They enter Porfiry Petrovitch's flat laughing loudly. 

- Note: the social incongruity of this chapter – after Raskolnikov’s isolation and 
loneliness (not that he would admit it consciously), suddenly his bedroom is filled 
with people, and he goes to a party – laughing and seeming to be in actual good 
spirits, for the first time in… 
 
Do we think this will last, given the person whose party he is about to attend? 
 

Crime & Punishment Summary: Part 3 – Chapter 5 

Raskolnikov enters Porfiry's place trying to conceal his laughter. He is surprised to 
see Zametov, the chief clerk of the police department. He is then introduced to 
Porfiry. He tells his host of his official business: He had left Alyona Ivanovna some 
small items not of much value, to which he attached great sentimental value, 
particularly a watch left him by his father. Porfiry announced that he had indeed been 



expecting Raskolnikov, since everyone else who had pledges with the old 
pawnbroker had already made their claims. 

- Do we believe Porfiry? 

Porfiry lets Raskolnikov know that he knew all about his pledges and they had been 
wrapped up carefully by the old pawnbroker and dated with his name on them. 
Porfiry subtly lets Raskolnikov know that he is aware of Raskolnikov's sickness, of 
his meeting with Zametov, and of his presence at Marmeladov's death. All these 
revelations disturb him, and he thinks to himself that Porfiry is playing with him, "like 
a cat plays with a mouse." He momentarily thinks of confessing the whole truth, 
especially since he feels that the police seem to already know everything. 

A discussion of the relationship of crime to one's environment ensues, which leads to 
Porfiry's announcement that he has read Raskolnikov's article on crime, which had 
appeared in a prominent magazine two months ago. Everyone, including 
Raskolnikov, is surprised that the article has indeed been published. Porfiry then 
asks Raskolnikov to explain parts of his theory in more detail, which he undertakes 
to do.  

 
The following excerpt from the book is vitally important – it tells of an article 
that Rodya wrote while still at University, in which he argues that great men 
have the right to break rules (commit crimes). His article reveals a new motive 
for his crime (one that was only hinted at previously) – it reveals that 
Raskolnikov’s crime, at least in his own mind, was a philosophical crime. He 
feels that great men deserve to break laws, otherwise they will never become 
great men (very simplified). Remember as you read that Raskolnikov is deeply 
on edge at the moment because Porfiry has been artfully pushing his buttons 
and positioning him into doing something rash, and revealing himself (but he is 
so clever about it that Raskolnikov truly cannot work out whether Porfiry knows that 
he committed the crime, or not).  

Please note: if the following is too hard for you to read and comprehend, then 
please, instead google “Raskolnikov’s theory” or “Raskolnikov’s superman theory” or 
“Raskolnikov’s Ubermensch theory”. There is a good summary on Cliffsnotes (when 
it works): https://www.cliffsnotes.com/literature/c/crime-and-punishment/critical-
essays/the-ubermensch-or-extraordinary-man-theories 
	
(I	have	included	his	theory	and	then	the	battle	of	wits	between	Porfiry	and	Raskolnikov	that	lasts	until	
the	end	of	the	chapter.	Feel	free	to	stop	reading	once	Raskolnikov	has	outlined	is	theory). 

Excerpt	from	page	367+	feel	free	to	read	the	pdf	instead.	

‘My	article?	In	the	Periodical	Review?’	Raskolnikov	asked	in	astonishment.	‘I	certainly	did	
write	an	article	upon	a	book	six	months	ago	when	I	left	the	university,	but	I	sent	it	to	the	
Weekly	Review.	’	 

‘But	it	came	out	in	the	Periodical.	’	 

‘And	the	Weekly	Review	ceased	to	exist,	so	that’s	why	it	wasn’t	printed	at	the	time.’	 



‘That’s	true;	but	when	it	ceased	to	exist,	the	Weekly	Re-	view	was	amalgamated	with	the	
Periodical	and	so	your	article	appeared	two	months	ago	in	the	latter.	Didn’t	you	know?’	 

Raskolnikov	had	not	known.	
‘Why,	you	might	get	some	money	out	of	them	for	the	article!	What	a	strange	person	you	are!	
You	lead	such	a	solitary	life	that	you	know	nothing	of	matters	that	concern	you	directly.	It’s	a	
fact,	I	assure	you.’	 

‘Bravo,	Rodya!	I	knew	nothing	about	it	either!’	cried	Razumihin.	‘I’ll	run	to-day	to	the	
reading-room	and	ask	for	the	number.	Two	months	ago?	What	was	the	date?	It	doesn’t	
matter	though,	I	will	find	it.	Think	of	not	telling	us!’	
‘How	did	you	find	out	that	the	article	was	mine?	It’s	only	signed	with	an	initial.’	
‘I	only	learnt	it	by	chance,	the	other	day.	Through	the	editor;	I	know	him....	I	was	very	much	
interested.’	
	
Starts	here:	
‘I	analysed,	if	I	remember,	the	psychology	of	a	criminal	before	and	after	the	crime.’	
	
‘Yes,	and	you	maintained	that	the	perpetration	of	a	crime	is	always	accompanied	by	illness.	
Very,	very	original,	but	...	it	was	not	that	part	of	your	article	that	interested	me	so	much,	but	
an	idea	at	the	end	of	the	article	which	I	regret	to	say	you	merely	suggested	without	working	
it	out	clearly.	There	is,	if	you	recollect,	a	suggestion	that	there	are	certain	persons	who	can	...	
that	is,	not	precisely	are	able	to,	but	have	a	perfect	right	to	commit	breaches	of	morality	and	
crimes,	and	that	the	law	is	not	for	them.’	
	
Raskolnikov	smiled	at	the	exaggerated	and	intentional	distortion	of	his	idea.	
	
‘What?	What	do	you	mean?	A	right	to	crime?	But	not	because	of	the	influence	of	
environment?’	Razumihin	inquired	with	some	alarm.	 

‘No,	not	exactly	because	of	it,’	answered	Porfiry.	‘In	his	article	all	men	are	divided	into	
‘ordinary’	and	‘extraordinary.’	Ordinary	men	have	to	live	in	submission,	have	no	right	to	
transgress	the	law,	because,	don’t	you	see,	they	are	ordinary.	But	extraordinary	men	have	a	
right	to	commit	any	crime	and	to	transgress	the	law	in	any	way,	just	because	they	are	
extraordinary.	That	was	your	idea,	if	I	am	not	mis-	taken?’	 

	‘What	do	you	mean?	That	can’t	be	right?’	Razumihin	muttered	in	bewilderment.	 

Raskolnikov	smiled	again.	He	saw	the	point	at	once,	and	knew	where	they	wanted	to	drive	
him.	He	decided	to	take	up	the	challenge.	 

‘That	wasn’t	quite	my	contention,’	he	began	simply	and	modestly.	‘Yet	I	admit	that	you	have	
stated	it	almost	correctly;	perhaps,	if	you	like,	perfectly	so.’	(It	almost	gave	him	pleasure	to	
admit	this.)	‘The	only	difference	is	that	I	don’t	contend	that	extraordinary	people	are	always	
bound	to	commit	breaches	of	morals,	as	you	call	it.	In	fact,	I	doubt	whether	such	an	argument	
could	be	published.	I	simply	hinted	that	an	‘extraordinary’	man	has	the	right	...	that	is	not	an	
official	right,	but	an	inner	right	to	decide	in	his	own	conscience	to	overstep	...	certain	
obstacles,	and	only	in	case	it	is	essential	for	the	practical	fulfilment	of	his	idea	(sometimes,	
perhaps,	of	benefit	to	the	whole	of	humanity).	 

You	say	that	my	article	isn’t	definite;	I	am	ready	to	make	it	as	clear	as	I	can.	Perhaps	I	am	
right	in	thinking	you	want	me	to;	very	well.	I	maintain	that	if	the	discoveries	of	Kepler	and	
Newton	could	not	have	been	made	known	except	by	sacrificing	the	lives	of	one,	a	dozen,	a	
hundred,	or	more	men,	Newton	would	have	had	the	right,	would	indeed	have	been	in	duty	
bound	...	to	eliminate	the	dozen	or	the	hundred	men	for	the	sake	of	making	his	discoveries	
known	to	the	whole	of	humanity.	But	it	does	not	follow	from	that	that	Newton	had	a	right	to	
murder	people	right	and	left	and	to	steal	every	day	in	the	market.	Then,	I	remember,	I	
maintain	in	my	article	that	all	...	well,	legislators	and	leaders	of	men,	such	as	Lycurgus,	Solon,	
Mahomet,	Napoleon,	and	so	on,	were	all	without	exception	criminals,	from	the	very	fact	that,	
making	a	new	law,	they	transgressed	the	ancient	one,	handed	down	from	their	ancestors	and	



held	sacred	by	the	people,	and	they	did	not	stop	short	at	bloodshed	either,	if	that	
bloodshed—often	of	innocent	persons	fighting	bravely	in	defence	of	ancient	law—were	of	
use	to	their	cause.	It’s	remarkable,	in	fact,	that	the	majority,	indeed,	of	these	benefactors	and	
leaders	of	humanity	were	guilty	of	terrible	carnage.	In	short,	I	maintain	that	all	great	men	or	
even	men	a	little	out	of	the	common,	that	is	to	say	capable	of	giving	some	new	word,	must	
from	their	very	nature	be	criminals—	more	or	less,	of	course.	Otherwise	it’s	hard	for	them	to	
get	out	of	the	common	rut;	and	to	remain	in	the	common	rut	is	what	they	can’t	submit	to,	
from	their	very	nature	again,	and	to	my	mind	they	ought	not,	indeed,	to	submit	to	it.	You	see	
that	there	is	nothing	particularly	new	in	all	that.	The	same	thing	has	been	printed	and	read	a	
thousand	times	before.	As	for	my	division	of	people	into	ordinary	and	extraordinary,	I	
acknowledge	that	it’s	somewhat	arbitrary,	but	I	don’t	insist	upon	exact	numbers.	I	only	
believe	in	my	leading	idea	that	men	are	in	general	divided	by	a	law	of	nature	into	two	
categories,	inferior	(ordinary),	that	is,	so	to	say,	material	that	serves	only	to	reproduce	its	
kind,	and	men	who	have	the	gift	or	the	talent	to	utter	a	new	word.	There	are,	of	course,	
innumerable	sub-	divisions,	but	the	distinguishing	features	of	both	categories	are	fairly	well	
marked.	The	first	category,	generally	speaking,	are	men	conservative	in	temperament	and	
law-abiding;	they	live	under	control	and	love	to	be	controlled.	To	my	thinking	it	is	their	duty	
to	be	con-	trolled,	because	that’s	their	vocation,	and	there	is	nothing	humiliating	in	it	for	
them.	The	second	category	all	transgress	the	law;	they	are	destroyers	or	disposed	to	
destruction	according	to	their	capacities.	The	crimes	of	these	men	are	of	course	relative	and	
varied;	for	the	most	part	they	seek	in	very	varied	ways	the	destruction	of	the	present	for	the	
sake	of	the	better.	But	if	such	a	one	is	forced	for	the	sake	of	his	idea	to	step	over	a	corpse	or	
wade	through	blood,	he	can,	I	maintain,	find	within	himself,	in	his	conscience,	a	sanction	for	
wading	through	blood—that	depends	on	the	idea	and	its	dimensions,	note	that.	It’s	only	in	
that	sense	I	speak	of	their	right	to	crime	in	my	article	(you	remember	it	began	with	the	legal	
question).	There’s	no	need	for	such	anxiety,	however;	the	masses	will	scarcely	ever	admit	
this	right,	they	punish	them	or	hang	them	(more	or	less),	and	in	doing	so	fulfil	quite	justly	
their	conservative	vocation.	But	the	same	masses	set	these	criminals	on	a	pedestal	in	the	
next	genera-	tion	and	worship	them	(more	or	less).	The	first	category	is	always	the	man	of	
the	present,	the	second	the	man	of	the	future.	The	first	preserve	the	world	and	people	it,	the	
sec-	ond	move	the	world	and	lead	it	to	its	goal.	Each	class	has	an	equal	right	to	exist.	In	fact,	
all	have	equal	rights	with	me—and	vive	la	guerre	éternelle—till	the	New	Jerusalem,	of	
course!’	 

‘Then	you	believe	in	the	New	Jerusalem,	do	you?’	 

‘I	do,’	Raskolnikov	answered	firmly;	as	he	said	these	words	and	during	the	whole	preceding	
tirade	he	kept	his	eyes	on	one	spot	on	the	carpet.	 

	‘And	...	and	do	you	believe	in	God?	Excuse	my	curiosity.’	 

‘I	do,’	repeated	Raskolnikov,	raising	his	eyes	to	Porfiry.	‘And	...	do	you	believe	in	Lazarus’	
rising	from	the	dead?’	‘I	...	I	do.	Why	do	you	ask	all	this?’	
‘You	believe	it	literally?’	
‘Literally.’	
‘You	don’t	say	so....	I	asked	from	curiosity.	Excuse	me.	 

But	let	us	go	back	to	the	question;	they	are	not	always	executed.	Some,	on	the	contrary	...’	 

‘Triumph	in	their	lifetime?	Oh,	yes,	some	attain	their	ends	in	this	life,	and	then	...’	 

‘They	begin	executing	other	people?’	 

‘If	it’s	necessary;	indeed,	for	the	most	part	they	do.	Your	remark	is	very	witty.’	 

‘Thank	you.	But	tell	me	this:	how	do	you	distinguish	those	extraordinary	people	from	the	
ordinary	ones?	Are	there	signs	at	their	birth?	I	feel	there	ought	to	be	more	exactitude,	more	
external	definition.	Excuse	the	natural	anxiety	of	a	practical	law-abiding	citizen,	but	couldn’t	
they	adopt	a	special	uniform,	for	instance,	couldn’t	they	wear	something,	be	branded	in	some	



way?	For	you	know	if	confusion	arises	and	a	member	of	one	category	imagines	that	he	be-	
longs	to	the	other,	begins	to	‘eliminate	obstacles’	as	you	so	happily	expressed	it,	then	...’	 

‘Oh,	that	very	often	happens!	That	remark	is	wittier	than	the	other.’	 

‘Thank	you.’	
	
‘No	reason	to;	but	take	note	that	the	mistake	can	only	arise	in	the	first	category,	that	is	
among	the	ordinary	people	(as	I	perhaps	unfortunately	called	them).	In	spite	of	their	
predisposition	to	obedience	very	many	of	them,	through	a	playfulness	of	nature,	sometimes	
vouchsafed	even	to	the	cow,	like	to	imagine	themselves	advanced	people,	‘destroyers,’	and	to	
push	themselves	into	the	‘new	movement,’	and	this	quite	sincerely.	Meanwhile	the	really	new	
people	are	very	often	unobserved	by	them,	or	even	despised	as	reactionaries	of	grovelling	
tendencies.	But	I	don’t	think	there	is	any	considerable	danger	here,	and	you	really	need	not	
be	uneasy	for	they	never	go	very	far.	Of	course,	they	might	have	a	thrashing	sometimes	for	
letting	their	fancy	run	away	with	them	and	to	teach	them	their	place,	but	no	more;	in	fact,	
even	this	isn’t	necessary	as	they	castigate	themselves,	for	they	are	very	conscientious:	some	
perform	this	service	for	one	another	and	others	chastise	themselves	with	their	own	hands....	
They	will	impose	various	public	acts	of	penitence	upon	themselves	with	a	beautiful	and	
edifying	effect;	in	fact	you’ve	nothing	to	be	uneasy	about....	It’s	a	law	of	nature.’	 

‘Well,	you	have	certainly	set	my	mind	more	at	rest	on	that	score;	but	there’s	another	thing	
worries	me.	Tell	me,	please,	are	there	many	people	who	have	the	right	to	kill	others,	these	
extraordinary	people?	I	am	ready	to	bow	down	to	them,	of	course,	but	you	must	admit	it’s	
alarming	if	there	are	a	great	many	of	them,	eh?’	 

‘Oh,	you	needn’t	worry	about	that	either,’	Raskolnikov	went	on	in	the	same	tone.	‘People	with	
new	ideas,	people	with	the	faintest	capacity	for	saying	something	new	are	extremely	few	in	
number,	extraordinarily	so	in	fact.	One	thing	only	is	clear,	that	the	appearance	of	all	these	
grades	and	sub-divisions	of	men	must	follow	with	unfailing	regularity	some	law	of	nature.	
That	law,	of	course,	is	unknown	at	present,	but	I	am	convinced	that	it	exists,	and	one	day	may	
become	known.	The	vast	mass	of	mankind	is	mere	material,	and	only	exists	in	order	by	some	
great	effort,	by	some	mysterious	process,	by	means	of	some	crossing	of	races	and	stocks,	to	
bring	into	the	world	at	last	perhaps	one	man	out	of	a	thousand	with	a	spark	of	independence.	
One	in	ten	thousand	perhaps—I	speak	roughly,	approximately—is	born	with	some	
independence,	and	with	still	greater	independence	one	in	a	hundred	thousand.	The	man	of	
genius	is	one	of	millions,	and	the	great	geniuses,	the	crown	of	humanity,	appear	on	earth	
perhaps	one	in	many	thousand	millions.	In	fact	I	have	not	peeped	into	the	retort	in	which	all	
this	takes	place.	But	there	certainly	is	and	must	be	a	definite	law,	it	cannot	be	a	matter	of	
chance.’	 

‘Why,	are	you	both	joking?’	Razumihin	cried	at	last.	‘There	you	sit,	making	fun	of	one	another.	
Are	you	serious,	Rodya?’	
	
Raskolnikov	raised	his	pale	and	almost	mournful	face	and	made	no	reply.	And	the	
unconcealed,	persistent,	nervous,	and	discourteous	sarcasm	of	Porfiry	seemed	strange	to	
Razumihin	beside	that	quiet	and	mournful	face.		

‘Well,	brother,	if	you	are	really	serious	...	You	are	right,	of	course,	in	saying	that	it’s	not	new,	
that	it’s	like	what	we’ve	read	and	heard	a	thousand	times	already;	but	what	is	really	original	
in	all	this,	and	is	exclusively	your	own,	to	my	horror,	is	that	you	sanction	bloodshed	in	the	
name	of	conscience	and,	excuse	my	saying	so,	with	such	fanaticism....	That,	I	take	it,	is	the	
point	of	your	article.	But	that	sanction	of	bloodshed	by	conscience	is	to	my	mind	...	more	
terrible	than	the	official,	legal	sanction	of	bloodshed....’	

 
So – your homework is – to consider Raskolnikov’s theory – does it have any merit in it? Do 
extraordinary people have the right to act in extraordinary ways, so that they may achieve 
extraordinary things? 



Crime & Punishment Summary: Part 3 – Chapter 6 

Raskolnikov and Razumihkin leave Porfiry's to meet with Dunya and Pulcheria; they 
discuss the implications of the conversation about the murder, and Raskolnikov is 
certain that he is suspected. Razumihkin is infuriated that suspicion is cast upon 
Rodya, and he plans to reprimand his distant relative, Porfiry. At this, Raskolnikov 
becomes irritated with Razumikhin. 

Just as they reach the rooming house where his mother and sister are staying, 
Rodya, having grown irritated with Razumkhin, suddenly parts from him, promising to 
return shortly. The parting is again difficult. Rodya flees to his room to search for any 
scraps of evidence, but he can find nothing. 

- Note how uncomfortable Rodya feels when Razumikhin defends him… Why might 
this be? Why else might he have had to quickly leave? 

As he is leaving his room, the porter points out a man who was inquiring after him. 
When approached, the mysterious stranger calls him "Murderer!" and leaves. Even 
though Rodya follows him, he loses him and nothing is resolved. This episode leaves 
him visibly agitated and confused, and rather than going to his mother's, he returns 
to his room and sleeps. 

- Who might this man be? What might he know? 

Alone, he begins to examine the basis of his theory. He still believes in the nobility of 
the theory, but he worries about whether he might not have destroyed some of its 
nobility by practicing it on a disgusting object like the old pawnbroker. Napoleon was 
a real ruler "to whom everything is permitted," but he cannot believe Napoleon, who 
conquered "the pyramids" and "destroyed Toulon," would ever "crawl under a vile old 
woman's bed." He then realises that he "killed not a human being but a principle." 
Furthermore, he feels that he may also be a louse, and he again thinks of 
confessing. 

- Why do you think Raskolnikov suddenly starts questioning his theory? 
 

- What is missing in his re-evaluation of the murder(s)? What does he not consider? 
 

He falls asleep and dreams that he is again striking the old pawnbroker, but this time 
she refuses to die. No matter how hard he strikes her, she keeps taunting him. When 
he awakens from this dreadful dream, he notices Svidrigailov standing in his 
doorway. 

- Note the sudden appearance of Svidrigailov right after this particular dream… 
 

 


