
It is 7pm, the sun starting to set in Cabezón De La Sal, Spain in the patio next to the highway at 
El Reino Ecobar, Tuesday, July 25th, 2017 right before my show. 
 
The owner is bringing out my delicious and healthy spanish black bread and vegan something or 
other hummus n shit, and I can tell he thinks I'm very strange. Very closed. At the moment, 
which stretched into hours, I was not there, but in this book, waiting for everything to pan out, 
either tragically or everything’s great and the love story becomes not only a physical and 
emotional one, but a love story to God and to Russia’s future in global policy exchange and the 
whole kaboodle thrown in. Since it’s a love story, that’s how it should go, especially with 19th 
century romantic Russian lit. 
 
I have the black book in my hand and I can't put it down because I'm so close to the end, and I'm 
waiting for everything to make sense in the book and for the moral to begin to be solved. 
 

The book was SMOKE. 
 
And it never got solved. 
 
It just ended, and everything went up in smoke. To sum it up, Turgenev’s final conclusion and 
point in the book is that everything is just smoke (p. 289 in the pdf version available on Google). 
 
If that’s not existential I don’t know what is. 
 
This romantic, pastoral writer who moved to Europe to be all refined and maintain his elegance 
and intellect and not be dragged down by all his native troglodytes, shocked everyone with this 
complete annihilation of any larger hand or sense of right or wrong. It was a love story, but so 
real, in that both characters were weak and indecisive and basically were too insecure to value 
anything over money. Ok, we expect that from real life, but a book? 
 
I don’t even think Turgeneve even knew how existential this book was. 
 
There is no God, an overarching control that will balance the world, and if not make the “right” 
thing happen obviously, have a reason beyond our control and immediate understanding. 
 
Therefore, Dostoyevsky is SO not an existentialist. 
 
I am not religious at all. I guess I’d have to call myself an atheist since I don’t actually believe in 
God, though I’m interested in religion and relate to a lot of religious art and texts, etc. I also like 



Jesus, and certain values in some religions. I feel exactly as J. Lennon put it, that God is a 
concept, but concepts can be pretty important and influential obviously. 
 
I digress though. My overarching point is that there is no way Dostoyevsky was an existentialist 
as that man believed in God so much, reading the Brothers K. almost had me doing the same. 
 
It’s funny to me that Dostoyevky, just because he writes about poor people who “sin” and do 
messed up things, as if they’re acting with no God or moral compass whatsoever, is considered 
existential when the point of ALL his writing is changing that character or idea by the end of the 
story into a perfect Christian (19th century Russian style). Case in point, most obviously in 
Crime & Punishment. 
 
Turgenev on the other hand, this Romantic writer, has this mask of refinement and lofty, noble 
goals and desires, when in fact, this story is as empty as a shell. 
 
I’m writing about this three years after my Turgenev binge, so my memory isn’t as sharp as I’d 
like it to be, but Rudin is a little in the same vein, though I think Smoke is a more intense and 
impactful book. After reading Smoke, I had an urge to share and three years later I have the time 
to actually formulate some thoughts. 
 
Those who mistakenly refer to Dostoyevsky as an existentialist (did they not read to the end of 
Crime & Punishment or a single page of Brothers K?) should read Turgenev’s Smoke or Enough: 
Notes of A Deceased Artist for the closest thing to 19th century Russian existentialism I've come 
across. 
 
Dostoyevsky was a religious man (or at least was at the time of almost all his works), and 
religion is existentialism's antithesis if there can be one. 
 
You could distill a lot of his works to a battle between existentialism and love/Russian 
orthodoxy. Indeed, existentialism is granted a large role, that of the antagonist, but it is always 
defeated with undoubtable victory, the most potently illustrated in the Brothers K, Dostoyevsky's 
most defining work. 
 
People like books because it makes them think all of life can be contained in a book, gives them 
the illusion that life is simpler than it is; impossible to capture the intricacies and level of fucked 
up complexity of reality. 
 



Turgenev is so existential he didn't even become that way or know he is. He was just born it. His 
personal life story exemplifies it. He’s so existential he doesn't even know what that means or 
why Russia thought he was so. 
 
Dostoyevsky is literally the opposite. All of his books show the conquering of existential dread 
with religion. 
 
So, I hope after reading this, the next time you hear Dostoyevsky in the same breath with 
existentialist writers, you will say “No! Have you read Smoke?” 

 
Thank you. 
 
SCREENSHOTS DURING MY READING ENCLOSED BELOW 



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 



 



 



 


