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A scene that really spoke to me was in Volume II, Part IV, Chapter V, when Nikolai is 
hunting and waiting for the wolf to appear: For some reason unknown to him, the chase 
went wrong, and he was uncertain about whether they would catch the wolf or not. While 
“hope alternated with despair” (499) inside of him, he prayed several times to God that he 
could catch the animal “with that passionate and guilty feeling with which people pray at 
moments of strong agitation arising from insignificant causes” (499), showing that, when 
he is troubled, Nikolai turns to God. That being said, it was the first time in the whole book 
that Nikolai even mentioned God, and the fact that it happened at a moment of need 
shows that the nature of his belief is selfish, which Nikolai does not seem to realize. 
The reason why this passage appeals to me is that I often catch myself doing the same 
thing, and feeling awful afterwards. I was raised catholic in Venezuela: My grandma was a 
catechist and I went to a catholic school from pre-school to when I was 11, that was run by 
priests and nuns who made us pray when we got to school every morning. Needless to 
say, I went to church every Sunday. Since I moved to Canada, our faith has decreased 
dramatically due to the chaotic pace of our lives here and my chosen field of study in the 
sciences does not help my interest in religion increase either, so I rarely even think about 
my beliefs anymore, and am quick to criticize organized religion whenever the opportunity 
arises. That being said, I have a reflex, probably internalized during that first half of my life, 
of praying every night and asking God for help. When I was younger, I had no problems 
with this, but, as of last year, I am plagued by guilt about this habit: When I don’t pray, I 
feel guilty because I am renouncing part of my culture and family traditions – maybe even 
paving my road to hell. On the other hand, when I do pray, I feel guilty and selfish because 
I know I am only doing it so that I can finish with a sentence that goes a little like this: 
“God, I know I don’t really think of you much, but I would really, really, really love it if you 
could help me get 100% in organic tomorrow. Tnx bye.” When I catch myself doing it, my 
neurotic guilt pushes me to add “Oh, help the Syrian refugees too!” just to alleviate it. 
While Nikolai does not feel the extent of the guilt I feel, the passage spoke to me as the 
fact that we both behave similarly towards religion comforts me, making me feel like I am 
not a horrible person. Like me, Nikolai does not really care for God 95% of the time, but 
when he needs a favor he is quick to address him, saying, “Do it for me! I know You are 
great, and it’s a sin to ask it of You, but, for God’s sake, make it so…” (499), and goes 
back to not thinking of religion after his wish is fulfilled. 
I think that, moving forward, I want to be less like Nikolai in his faith, as that would make 
my life more satisfying, if not more meaningful. I don’t really know where I stand religion-
wise – my Christian guilt makes even writing that down uncomfortable – but I think that I, 
at least, need to be consistent, not have one foot in the chapel and the other out. Unlike 
Nikolai, I am going to need to pick a side and stop being ambivalent. 
 


