= N g = e EEpe e —— e e
\¥ . £+ 1 .
\ # 1t
P 5
%
h

LIFE AND LITERATURE IN THE SOVIET UNION

Under the general Editorship of
IVOR MONTAGU and HERBERT MARSHALL

New Books in a Well-known Series

CROCODILE ALBUM
of SOVIET HUMOUR

The Soviet sense of humour is very like
“our own—grim or gay, as the occasion de-
mands.- This unique collection of humot-

ous stories and cartoons is taken from

Moscow’s wittiest magazine ‘‘Crocodile’’. ;

You will find Soviet citizens laughing at e |

their own shortcomings and being bitterly ° W |

satirical at the expense of the Nazis. -
By EGOR BOELZA. Edited by ALAN BUSH

A detailed and illustrated survey of the Is 42 i ls 43
main Soviet composers and their works, :
prepared by a Professor of Music 1 - '
| Moscow and edited by a well-known :
British composer and conductor- This

book is indispensable to those who listen
to concerts and broadcasts of Soviet music.

With many Portraits ‘ 3, 6

Further Titles forthcoming : EnITEn Bv I"on mnnrnﬁu “
PILOT PRESS LTD. i - @ - AND HERBERT MARSHALL

45 GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON, W.C.1 ‘. =

With many Illustrations 3, 6

HANDBOOK OF




Scanned / Transcribed by
The Socialist Truth in Cyprus - London Bureaux

http://www.st-cyprus.co.uk/intro.htm
http://www.st-cyprus.co.uk/english/home/index.php

xlb ris ta Aylik Siyasi Guln

A SISTALIS? GERGEK



Soviet Short Stories
2nd Series 1942-1943

The stories in this book all reflect the
courage and humanity of a great people
engaged in total war. The authors include
such well-known writers as Sholokhov,
Simonov and Wanda Wassilewska, and
thete are several whose work will be new

to British readers.

Edited by

IVOR MONTAGU
and HERBERT MARSHALL

SOVIET
SHORT STORIES
1942-1943

KIBRISTA  SOSYALIST
GERGEKX LONDRA BURGSU

&= SEP 2011
SOCIALIST TRUTHIN cYPRUS

THE PILOT PRESS LTD.
© 45 GREAT RUSSELL STREET,
LONDON, W.C.1



o 2nd Series. . _ 1942-1943

‘ Simonov and Wanda Wassilewska, and

SOVlet Short Stories o

' The stories in this book all reflect the
courage and humanity of a great people
engaged in total war. The authors include

such well-known writers as Sheclokhov,

there are several whose work will be new

" to British readers.

Edited by

IVOR MONTAGU
and HEREBERT MARSHALL

SOVIET
SHORT STORIES
1942-1943

KIBRISTA  SOSYALIST
GERGEK LONDRA BURGSH
% SR 2011
SOCIALIST TRUTHIN CYPRUS

THE PILOT PRESS LTD.
45 GREAT RUSSELL STREET,
LONDON, W.C.r -




Life and Literature in the Soviet Union
edited by
» R ~ Iver Montagu a_nd Herbert Marshall

First Published, October, 7943

BE AT

PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN BY THE CHISWICK PRE3S LTD,
NEW SOUTHGATE, LONDON, N.11,

CONTENTS
*
, Page
Foreword -~ . . . . . . . iv
Inside the Hut. By Wanda Wassilewska .._ L
Duty. By Alexander Isbach . . R ¥
The Party Cards. By Wanda Wassilewska . . . 18
Zero Hour. By Boris Gorbatov . B . . .25
The Sniper. By Leonid Soboles . . . L. 300
The Third Adjutant. By Konstantin Stmonov . . 37
" His Sweetheart. By Leonid Sobolew S R 48
The Musician, By Nikolai Shpanov S 1
A Child is Born. By Nikolai Tikhonov . . . . 64
The Old Seldier. By Ntkolai Tik?trmap N
The Family. By Nikolai Tikhonov .~ .- . 7f
One Quarter of an Hour. By Le‘z} Kassil .. .75
The Razor. By Konstantin Pa'vstowky L . : .83
The Profeséor of Music. By Yevgeny Petrov . . . 86
The Blue Scarf. By Leonid Sobolev . 0. gt
Down South. By Mikhail Sholokkos . . - . . 98
On the Cliffs of Norway. By Konstantin Stmonov . . 107

The Mother. By Nikolai Tikhonov . o . 116



FOREWORD

A

ALL TI-!E stories in this collection, possibly all the stories now
being written in the U.S.8.R,, deal with one of two themes: the
human being portrayed as a Soviet citizen capable of heroism
and sacrifice, the presentation of the contrast between the Soviet
citizen and the fascist, o

] Lo:ve becomes not a separate theme, but a transfiguration and
zllu_mmation of sacrifice, gaining rather than losing thereby in
poignancy.

“The typewriter is also a weapon™, éays the Soviet author;

and with the mobilisation of his whole peoplé for war he at once
assumes with his talents a part in the conflict, not as a self-
imposed task, but as a natural act. o '

What is this task? Stalin has called writers “the engineers of
the soul”. By this is meant that there is an inter-influence
between literature and life. In so far as a character is realistically
portrayed, it will in turn exert influence upon the reader. The
model, fixed and selected by the author, if not sentimentalised
or exaggerated, will be reflected in however small a degree in
the heart and conduct of the general.

Herein lies the importance of the Soviet writer’s role in the

war, ' : .
It is a little difficult to disentangle, in the short story, fiction
from reportage. The creative writer goes to the front, works at
the front, and his published writings include all shades from war
correspondence to romance based on his experiences.

Certain selections have been made here to illustrate this
graduation. Certainly such a' piece as Isbach’s “Duty” is an
extreme case of communique, bearing as well as the author’s
signature that of the Brigade Commissar, and serving almost as a
citation in dispatches, ' ‘ S

But are the stories by Pavstovsky, Petrov and Shelokhoy

FOREWORD v
reportage, rendered vivid by their creative talent in presentation,
or fictional exercises on the basis of experienced material?

With Tikhonov it is clearer that the latter interpretation is the
correct one, while with Sobolev and Wassilewska we come mare
into the field of imaginative fiction. proper.

Some brief bibliographical and personal notes: Isbach was

- even before the war a specialist in Red Army subjects. He and

Pavstovsky were both represented in the earlier volume in this
series “Soviet Short Stories”. Readers of the two Pavstovsky
pieces will find an interesting preoccupation with the mind of
the old craftsman running through both. . '

Petrov, who was killed while reporting the siege of Sebastopol,
shortly after writing the piece included here, was with IIf (who
predeceased- him before the war), co-author of the brilliant
comic and satiric volumes Diamonds to Sit On, Little Golden Calf,
Litile Golden America.

Sholokhov, famous author of the series of Cossack novels

- beginning with Quiet Flows the Don, is engaged on a new novel,

They Fought for their Country. His seventy-five-year-old mother
was killed when the Don village in which she lives, Veshenskaya,
was bombed by the Germans from the air. _ ‘

Wanda Wassilewska is the distinguished Polish authoress,
writer of Rainbow, Stalin Prize Novel for 1943 (published in
England by Hutchinson), who is a Deputy of the Supreme
Soviet and Chairman of the Union of Polish Patriots in the
U.8.8.R. The two stories by her included here were first issued
in a small volume entitled In the Hut. :

Tikhonov is a veteran Leningrad poet and man of letters, who
remained in his pative city throughout the siege. The stories
selected here were taken from his Tales of Leningrad.

Gorbatov’s short volume Aleci Kulikov, Red Army Man is
about to be published in English. _

Simonov is a young Ukrainian writer who has leaped into fame
as 2 war correspondent and with his successful play The Russians,
which has been performed in translation in both New York and
London. His story printed here was included in a small collection - -
entitled On the Petsamo Road.
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The story by Sobolev, Blue Scarf, has given its name to

a romantic song extremely popular in Russia, With the other

two Sobolev stories it was first included by him in a small volume
entitled One Desire. ' :

) Three of the subjects included have previously been published
.in the Anglo-Soviet Fournal of the Society for Cultural Relations.

-The choice of an anthologist under war conditions is, of
course, more restricted than when, as in making a peacc-t,ime
selection, he has the leisure to range over 2 wide period and
abundance of material. : :

It i‘s hoped, however, that each story included will be found
suﬂicxentl.y illustrative of Soviet scene and. people, sufficiently
characteristic of the rble of its author in his people’s effort and
ordeal, to serve the general purpose to which this whole series is
devoted. . - e

I M.and H.P. J. M.

INSIDE THE HUT - .

By WANDA WASSILEWSKA |- -

*,

il

“GRANNY! I say, Granny!”.
Anissia looked up. Natalka was cailing to her from the other

- side of the fence.

“What is it?”’ ‘

“May.I come in for a minute?”’ S

“No reason why you shouldn’t. Come in if you want to
Anissia mumbled in her grouchy way. - "

Oh, how warm the sun was to-day! At last her stiff aching
bones would get some warmth into them. The good, kind July
sun. If only if wouldn’t rain any more. The very prospect set
her worrying in advance. Rain—no, nothing could be worse.

"’

"Then every bone in her body ached, shooting with pain, the

joints swelled, and it was difficult even to take a step. But when
the sun was shining, particularly as it was just now-—then things
were different. The kind July sun which caressed the earth with
its golden rays. - S : Ce

“Granny!”

“What is it now?”’

“Can you hear met”’ . .o

“Why shouldn’t I hear you?. .. Of course I can hear you,”
Anissia replied indifferently. ‘“That girl's always. up to some-
thing, . . . Why can’t they let an old body rest in peace! One
doesn’t ask anything from life any more, only a little peace, only
a little peace, only to while away the hours before death, which
lingers so on the road, takes ome,’” was the thought .in- her
mind. : o
“Granny,” Natalka persisted, “look at mel”’ .

The old woman raised her heavy. eyelids reluctantly. Her
faded eyes, which seemed covered by a film, peered at the girl.

“Granny, the Germans are comning.”” - : .
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Anissia shrugged her shoulders. She’d heard the rumour for
several days running. They were coming, were they? Well,
“and what if they were? The Germans at least would let an oid
bundle of bones-like herself die in peace. If they were coming,
let them come. Germans—the word itself seemed so remote
and, really, meant nothing to her, What was more important
was to bask in the sun and feel the pleasant warmth creep through
her aching bones. The Germans—Iet the young people worry

- about the Germans. ... What could it matter to an old woman

like her. ... _
“Granny, we're going off into the woods.”
“Well, go if you want to,” Anissia mumbled. - *“What's that
got to do with me?. .. 'm not going with you.” Co
Natalka impatiently caught hold of her arm. - o
“Don’t do that.. . It hurts. . .. Now see what. . . .”
““Granny, Granny, please do listen to me for a minute!”
“Imlistening. ... o e
“Can you hear me?”"
“Yes, what is it?” i S
~“Granny, we're going off into the woods. Dad’s going and
P'm going and so’s everybody else!’ - o
“Well, go then....The Germans are coming are they?. . .
Then of course you maust take to the woods. But I'm going to
stay here and sun myself. . ..” :
“Granny, there are two Red Army men in our garden,”
“T'wo what?** . o o
“Two Red Army men. Do you undérstand me?”’
“Yes. ... But what’s that got to do with me? .. .”
The girl shook her by the shoulders in desperation.
“Granny, you are dozing off again. Do try not to fall asleep.”
“I'm not falling asleep. . . . 'm drowsy, that’s all. . . .”
*“Granny, are you listening to me? There are two Red Army-
men in our garden, in that shed of ours near the plum trees,”’
“Well, what of it? Have you taken a fancy to ohe of them?”
Natalka sighed in despair. She squatted down and, looking
into the faded old eyes bleary, with cataract, explained to her
loudly, stressing each word to the utmost.

- INSIDE THE HUT ten. Thev 3
1 ' i . They're
"‘Granny, there are two Red Army men in our garden.
wounded. yWe can’t take them with us. They’re too sick to be_
oved. Do you understand?”’ _ : _
m“Yes, yes, I understand. ... They ought to be out in the
hine. ... : .
suﬁ%ut, Granny, they're badly wounded, do you understand
me? We're all clearing out to the woods. The Germans may be
here any moment now....Granny, somebody will have ;cg
get them a drink of water, take care of them_, do you,l,mdersta.nd. ,
“There’s nothing much to understand, is there?””
“Could you manage to do it?"” ' -
“Co v ncyyt? As Igng-as there’s a bit of sun and my bones
don’t ache, I'll manage all right.” . - :
“You haven't forgotten where our shed is?”. |
“No, of course not. . .."” )
“Then you'll take a look at them? ;
“Yes, yes, I'll take a look at them.,. - hing. . "
“Only be careful the Germans don’t notice anything. ...
“They;r won’t, not a thing. . . . Why should they watch an old
woman? I'll just sort of ramble around until I come past those
plum trees, past those plum t;‘ees. S
“You won't forget, Granny!” ’
“Why should 1 forget....Two, you say. . .. They 1}11 be
wanting water, and somebody to smooth their pillows f?r t erkr’ll
and things like that. ... Some food, 1 suppose. That’s to be
expected. . ..” o
The girl was overjoyed. )
“Yesgyes, Granny. Only they can’t eat just now, poor Chfips.
. Bu;: in a day or two, perhaps, when they begin to feel a little
tter. .. ." )
be“f’ii do what I can. . . . I'll bring them some bread or a bite of
something else. ... Il look after them.” ' .
*When will you go to them?” _ _ ’
“T'll go now- and then later on I’ll look in again. .. hDon’E
worry, everything will be all right, everything will be all right. . ..
“You won't forget?”
The old woman grew angry.

y



. SOVIET SHORT STORIEs—w1942—1943
An'N'OW don t be cheeky. Remember once and for all, if Granny
Anissia Ip)romlses something, she keeps her word. What's worry-
g you?! You think Granny Anissia is such an old bundle of

bones that she’ i
bones she’s already worse than useless? - Nothing of the

thing, ...”
‘ltTataIka patted the trembling, wrinkled hand. :
Well, good-bye, Gl_'anny. -.. I’'m pretty sure we'll we back
soon . .. bu’f for the time being we've got to make ourselves
searce. ?Vc. 1 keep on pecking at them from the woods.”
5 That s right,”’ the old woman muttered. “From the woods. . .
on’t worry, you’ll find them safe and sound when you get back
: - - I won’t forget these boys of yours....” -+ . - .
:’zx voice called from the other side of the fence:
. Natalka! Where are you? Natalka!” . -
I'm coming, Dad! I’'m coming!”
‘he}ger bare feet flashed by in the sunlight. = Anissia shook her
a . ) . . .

“Tust like a frisky young goat. Well, old it’s ti
had a look at those two. . g’% e banes, it's time you
She struggled to her feet with difficult
y. It always cost h
an u?ffart to get up. But once she had straightened hgr back hzi
aching feet bore her along. Leaning heavily on her stick she
;ambled slo'vcrly round _the garden. Her half-blind eyes looked
or the familiar path;. in the glare of sunlight. She could find
every one of them blindfold. She had lived here, on this plot—
for II?W ;na.ny vears?! Ninety? Ninety-one?...
“No, T’ve lost count. I've got all the dd
many of them I've seen.” i yoars muddied o How
She made her way around the fence and e
: ntered the garden of
her neighbour, Natalka’s father. The plum trees grfw atntl'?e
further corner past the rows of sunflowers and hemp, past the
clumps of_ raspberry bushes. The  shed—a tiny building
covered with straw—was buried under a heap of twigs and
branches. She groped around to find the entrance.

“You can hardly find it They’ it up 1
‘ : AU y've covered it ’
next to impossible to find. .. ."” : we that i

- . As long as there’s sunshine I can still do some-.

_ INSIDE THE HUT ‘ 5
. Two wounded men were lying on some straw. The old woman
: knelt down and peered at them.

" “Why, bless me, they’re only youngsters. . . 7 ‘
One of the wounded men awoke from the feverish doze into
which he had fallen and raised his bandaged head.

“Who’s therfe?” he cried. '

“Gh! Shl...It's Granny Anissia come to see you....You
just lie still and be comfortable. .. 2

“Water. ...."

“Water? , . . Of course I'll bring you some water, sonny. I
bring you whatever you need. . . e : :

The old woman could not understand where she found the
strength. The shooting pain in her legs ceaséd. . .. She forgot
all aboutit. She drew some water from the well, filled a pitcher
and then returned to the garden, to the shed beyond the plum

trees.
“Here, have a drink, have a drink, sonny. ... It'’s fine water,
. nice and cold from our own well. Fere, have a drink....It'sa

real life-saver and not just ordinary water.” _

he second wounded man was tossing about in high fever.
She moistened a rag and put it on his burning forehead.

“So an old body can be of some use yet....And Natalka—
the way she went at me, the way she went at me. ... What is
! there to understand? Who doesn’t know that a sick man wants a
‘ ~ drink of water. ..and you, sonny, you just lie still and make
yourself comfortable. . . . Take it easy for a day or two and then

you'll begin to feel better. ..."” :

She set the pitcher down near the wounded men and slowly
shuffled off to her own hut. Once back, she sat down again on
the doorstep and immediately dozed off, tired out by the cares
of the day. In her sleep she sensed, as it were, the droning of
_the sleepy, indolent flies, the heat of the sun, and the bliss as her
whole body was suffused with its warmth, The chill of the
evening air aroused her. With an effort she shambled off to the
wounded men and then again returned to her own hut.

“Well, the day’s over at last. . . . And to-morrow it’s going to
be a fine, clear day too!” -
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N 'Z‘l"h‘e next morning three men entered her yard.  Granny
fOI;l:Iila gras not 1:1 the least scared by them. What did she carz
€ &rermans! Another few days, perhaps, and dea
come for her, death which tarried so iong OIEI) éhenway?ath rould
. She _Wauted_ calmly. She could hear the harsh sounds of a
ongue that was alien to her. Let them gabble for all she cared
Al;rthhe sarleedshe couldn’t understand a thing o
ey yelled at her but she only smiled . i
good-naturedly, try
lilr‘er hardest to get a close look at them to see what they W};re {iilileg
es, there were only three of them, three young whipper—snappers.
no older than those who were lying in the shed, in the farther
;:l(;rne; tof her rcxle1ghbour’s garden. Then all of a sudden the
ought eatered her mind—was there enough - i
: water in th
pltche‘r? I'f only they would go away and leavg her in peari:e‘ ii
st.. high time to have a look at those others, . . . Yes, she would
Vﬁ?h it 21} the sly, on the sly, and nobody would notice her. .
0, after all, would pay attention to an old sou! who co Id
kardly move around. h
They yefled and velled at her
The » and finally they went
Anissia thought that that was the end of them, but s¥1e hr::i l?a‘ﬁgl};

managed to get :
Germgan . o get up from ’Fhe doorstep. when the yard was full of

- ““Is this your hut?*"
OnShe raised her arm to §hac}e her eyes from the sunlight. Some-
f W?; speaking to her in Ukrainian—in her own native tongue
only the words were pronounced somewhat more hazshly and

hoarsely, She understood evervthi i
- m t '
she did not fee] like talking, ehing the man sa1d... However,
E‘he officer, however, was insistent. |
Speak up, is this your hut?”
“Mine. . . . Why?”
The officers conferred amon . ‘

. gst themselves. . Anissi
terribly angry at them because they kept out the sunlli11 sif;a g}?s_
snorted angrily through her nose. | - e S

“What's that?” , . o
“Nothing. ... It’s nothing, . . .’
“Open the door!”

INSIDE THE HUT vl
- “Why, .i’s open,” Anissia said in surprise.

“Open it when you're told,” the interpreter shouted at her.

* Slowly, with many a groan and a moan she struggled to her
feet and, leaning heavily on her stick, pushed the door further
open and entered the hut. 'The officers crowded after her.
_“It’s small and stuffy,” the colonel said, making a wry face.

- “The window can be opened,” and one of the subordinate
officers dashed forward and pushed the small window. The
windowpanes rattled as they flew open onto the shady garden
still fresh and cool from the morning dew. _

“‘Ask her where the villagers are”, the colonel ordered.

Anissia stood where she was, leaning on her stick, silently
taking stock of the strangers.

“How should I know?” she said, shrugging her shoulders at
the question of the interpreter. “‘I'm an old woman, and hardly
go out of doors.”

“Do you live alone here?”’ .

““Yes, all alone. . . . It’s ten years now that I've been alone. .. .

They left her in peace. They made themselves at home on
the bench and the bed and began to talk about something noisily,
She remained where she was for a while and then shuffled towards
the door. A heavy hand fell on her shoulder and pulled her back.
She realized that they would not let her out of the hut. The
colonel discussed something at great length with the inter-

preter.
“Keep an eye on her. She may be old and blind but the devil
alone knows what she may be up to. . . . Before you know

what’s what she’ll be giving somebody wind that we’re here, My
orders are not to let her out of the hut, don’t lose sight of her for a
mdment, not for even a moment. . .."” ‘
. When the interpreter explained to her that she would have
to stay indoors all the time Anissia nodded her head several
times in-compliance. What difference, did it make to her?...
She was ordered to stay indoors, she’d stay indoors.

She clambered up onto the flat top of the stove where she had
her bed and fell into a doze. The Germans in the room were
talking loudly, laying out maps on the table, quarrelling, whistling,
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g;ill?nghthe floor ring with their hobnailed boots3. This did not
ot u(:; de;;ﬂflze kept or;k dc;lzmg. The flies kept up their never-
: , doors creaked, soldiers came running i
All this reached her as through some thick mist, hef ::ilca;ﬁ:db?)gt'
unger the spell of her senile torpor. , 0
ut. towards evening she grew uneasy. i
] y. Inside the sh
ﬁdizf avlva%y Fndle;-r the plum trees, there probably wasn’te asdfoc;
er left In the pitcher. The lads were doubtles iti
: ; - rere: sly wait;
mmpatiently for Granny Anissia. They could not be exgecz:du:g

know what was going on. What they miost likely thought was

that the old
budge. . . . woman had forgotten them, that_sh.e was too lazy to

She was wide awake now and t

: . ook careful stock of what w
going on in the room. It was full of Germans, Theyvzrgzvg:fl
around the door, and she could see them pacing to and fro in

‘1;1’1: passalgle. A sentry s‘food on guard at the entrance? No, there
N s no chance of slipping out unnoticed.  Groaning éhe:,clam
ered down from the stove. S S )

:]‘:‘Wherc are you off to?”- _

he int o .
gmund.m erpreter appeared suddenly as-if from un.der .the
- She angrily pushed away his hand with her stick,

“Now, none of th
il at. . . . I have to : .
understand?-. . .»’ ‘ go out sometimes. D’you

- He stepped back but outside she noticed
at ‘h‘?é' lﬁeels. She shrugged ‘her shoulders
‘Well, I declare! Fancy the Germans }'Je' i
. : ing afraid of an old
woman. ... Although I’'m s0 old, I can still do something, it
seeSmhs. Vf:r)lr3 well, watch me, watch me....” e
e went back to the hut and to her pl - ﬂ
: . place on the stove. She
was anxious about those two. i
heavily on her heart. s '._I'he._ thought of them sieighed
“Now Natasha, probably, would have .
, ly, managed to st to...
is_for m’e, an old body like me. .., What caxg1 I do, sﬁr?r?ies if
i ?iy won’t even let me go out when I have to, without SOHyle-
ody trailing after me as if' T were God knows who. Now what
am I to do? What should T do?” - B ’

that he was following

INSIDE THE HUT’
- For a long time she tossed and turned on her bed, sighing
heavily.

When, at last, she did fall asleep she dreamed of those two.
They were asking for water, imploring for water, but there was
not a drop of water in the shed. They were calling for her, calling
for Granny Anissia, but Granny Anissia did not come. The
bandage had slipped from the head of one of the wounded men,
but therewas nobody there to adjust it. And they were complain-

" ing to Natalka that Granny Anissia had not kept her word and

Natalka was threatening her with her finger and giving her a
bit of her mind and oh! so sternly that.the tears were welling up
in Anissia’s old eyes. Oh! how loudly they were shouting, how
they were crying for water! They were crying so loudly that
Anissia awoke with 2 start. And she instantly felt that something
was wrong. She peeped-down from the stove and it seemed to
her that she must still be dreaming. '
The officers were sitting round the table on stools and on the
bed. Facing them and supported on either side by soldiers, stood

" those two from the shed under the plum trees. It seemed to

Granny Anissia that the film over her eyes which had been
growing for years had suddenly cleared. She saw everything
so distinctly, far more distinctly than she had for oh! so many
years—the bandages on. their heads and legs and arms, the
many days’ growth of dark stubble on their youthful faces.
Their eyes burned with a feverish light. Anissia raised herself a
little on the stove, her finger nails cutting into the palms of her
hands to keep her from crying out aloud.

The colonel was seated in the middle rocking himself in his -

chair and an enormous, MONStrous shadow flittered on the wall
in time with his movements. The kerosene lamp threw the light
downwards and the colonel's eyes were swallowed up in the
black shadow cast by the deep sockets. The interpreter was
standing at the table near the wounded men. The colonel snapped
out a question and the interpreter immediately repeated it in a
gruff, hoarse voice: ' : T

“What unit do you belong to?” -

Granny Anissia could hear everything distinctly as though
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the plug which for years had seemed stuffed in her ears had gone.
Every word reached her clearly and distinctly as never before for
ever $0 many years, S '
- Even up there on the stove, Anissia could hear the heavy
~ breathing of the wounded men. They were gasping for air
through their parched lips, breathing with an effort. They were
swaying en their feet but the hands of the German soldiers held
them up roughly and firmly, o
“What unit do you belong to?” o
They did not answer., - The colone! struck the table angrily
with his fist. . : B
“Tell them that I won’t stand any nonsense, is that clear?
"Tell them that my advice, my sincere advice to them, is to speak.
Tell them that I have my own way of dealing with people like
them. Ask them what unit they belong to, when it was quartered
here, where it was bound for, where it came from, where the
army is, where the villagers are, what battles they- fought. in?
That’s the lot! Go ahead!” : -
Anissia caught the ominous threat in his voice. She could
feel her heart throbbing ready to burst. It beat as it had not

beaten for many, many vears and it seemed to the old woman
that the men sitting around the table must surely hear the -

turmoil that was tearing at her breast. But no one so much as
glanced in her direction. All eyes were on those two who stood
there reeling before the table, supported by. the rough hands of
the soldiers. S _

“What unit do you belong to?’ = :

The one who was wounded in the head drew a.deep breath.
Granny Anissia waited to hear what he would say, trembling
from head to foot, : T

“I won’t tell you.” SR

“You won't, eh? Now then, Hans, help him out. He can’t
get the words through his teeth. Go on, help him out!”’

The soldier raised his fist and struck the wounded Red Army -
man full in the face. The head bound up in dirty, blood-caked
bandage fell back helplessly. But the wounded man, with a

supreme effort of will power, steadied himself.

e “1 won't tell you.”

- make him remember. ..
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““Where’s the army?”’
“I don’t know.”

#You don’t? Now, Hans, just freshen up his memory, freshen

it up for him. The poor chap’s evidently forgotten. ... But
we'll try and make him remember, oh! yes, we'll do. cur best to

2

> A blow on the jaw followed, then a- secohd, a third. Fresh

blood stains appeared on the bandage. Only with an effort did
. Anissia suppress the cry that was ready to tear from her throat.
: “Where are the villagers?™

~:."I don’t know. ., . I never saw any of them,” came the husky

- reply.

" 'The colonel in a fury crumpled up the papers lying in front

of him. :

i “He never saw any of them, Hans. ... Just fm}cy, he never -
- saw. any of them....Go on, man, help his eyesight for him.
* You understand, help him so he’ll be able to see. . ..”

" The Red Armyman fell to the floor. Anissia raised hersc?lf.
No, it-couldn’t be, her old eyes were deceiving her! The soldier
took out his bayonet. Two others sat on the prostrate man,

¢ Then with a careful, almost gentle movement the soldier, Hans,

drove the blade into the wounded man’s 1eft eve. ‘An inhuman,
strangled cry rent the air, It ceased almost immediately.

o “Where’s the army?”’ ,

T don’t know. ... I won't tell you....You won’t get any-

. thing out of me, . ..” the wounded man replied hoarsely, with an_

_effort. The blood trickled down from the eye socket, gathered

~  at his mouth. The colonel got up from behind the table and sz:nt
_ over the dying man. The expression on his face was something

' akin to curiosity. He kicked the motionless body with the toe

- of his boot.

“Ask him for the last time whether he’ll speak or not.”
The interpreter. bent down over the man prostrate on the :

. ground. Granny Anissia heard the blood gurgling in the wounded

man’s throat. And above this terrible sound she could hear the
words coming with an effort, intermingled with groans of pain.
B
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Then comrades . ,
us....”
“What’s that? What'
113 < g . ) at P
VYhat P 5 ﬂ'.li.lt.. the colonel asked with interest.
. (NOthiIlg.’r . B ST e
"gw]at do you mean by nothing?
“in}zt}ﬂ.pg unintelligible. . , 5
sii him off,” the col ,
E‘Nhe s;)lldier raised his ba?élr?}a: r'd'ered' '
t 12 ’ .
Thg Sof;fér the colonel shouted; “doit outside!” -
ampis e cz;lég_ht hold of the motionlesg bociy und .
lege rasein aglg It towards the door. Anissia saw th s
e d ging along the floor leaving a tr od the s
Sg; g along _ g 2 trace of blood the whole
€ sat up, her hand to h . |
0 : o her heart. B
¢ walls, hobnailed boots stamped on thia?ll;osil a‘li\?;f:r tclllanced od
. e second

one was S[aﬂ.dl !JefOIe the abl IIe WasS TOCKE on hlS ieet-

The rough hands
: £ fabl _
“Question him.’? the soldiers supported him.

Anissia hastily hid h
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-come rally...the last fight. .. let

e sl er head under her quilt. Sh '
as not-to hear. She pressed her hands to Ife:t:yﬁ;dﬂfp |
at

she might not see.” Wi

‘ . With a groan she. Y

11:1 ad Eirag_ge_d on for ninety,g I.’line’cS h,e cursed this life of hers that
o this night, to this ghastly ni Y

was happening.

Through the quj .

) e quilt the old e -

groans and ars could hea .

“T domt ?{hne same cry repeated in a desperatz the moans' and
ow! I won’t tell you!,, - mqnotOne: »

At last, silence fell
’ 1l But f :
herself t ¢ or a long time sh .
head ou:. 10%11:1 ;Lg from under the quilt. Fina?l;?;l]f nlt snng
slecp, taking off th ernans, apparently, were preparin P(; ed her
shutters over th ol belts and baots. They adjusted tl% e
camped cutside'ihtlﬁdf Wil bolted the door. The so}d?eEOOden
A ‘ ut. A sentry paced u were
: p and down in front

He did say _sdmething_ - n
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of the door but the officers evidently trusted no one. The colonel -
imself inspected the bolt and tried the door and the shutters

d he even came up to the stove to see if the old woman was -

. ‘Anissia hastily shut her eyes and tried to breathe evenly and-
maietly, v : . g S
The lamp was snuffed out. Anissia felt her arms and - legs-
grow stiff, as though weighted with lead., R o
. She waited. Time dragged on slowly, oh! so terribly slowly!
In:the sinister gloom: of the Toom the seconds dragged out into
eternity. Time was at 2 standstill. Anissia’s arms and feet were.
as cold as ice and icy beads of perspiration covered her brow. and
her back. Still, she had to do it! . '
" Somebody was snoring already, Anissia noiselessly sat up on
the stove, It seemed to her that she could be seen in the darkness
he made could be heard. But the

and that every movement. s
Germans were sound asleep. Their wheezing and snoring could: -

be heard from all sides.  There they lay, sprawling on a rough-: .
bedding of straw on the fAoor. The colonel occupied the bed. -
She lowered one leg cautiously over the side of the stove. She
waited. Nobody stirred. Then the other leg—so far so good.
And just as noiselessly and cautiously she let herself down from
the stove. If only her heart which was pounding so loudly, just
like a tom-tom, did not wake them up. But no, they were fast
asleep, the deep, sound heavy sleep of weary men. Anissia
groped her way to the door. Hardly daring to breathe, she turned
the key in the lock once more and took it out of the keyhole.
After that she tightened up the cross-bars on the shutters. What
strength there was yet in those trembling, swollen hands! Now
the door was shut fast as though with a clamp, and so were the
windows. Now nobody would be able to get into the hut, hinder
the sleep or disturb the rest of the officers.

She waited for a few minutes. Then she groped around under
the bench. Yes, the bottle was in its usual place. It was full to
the top, Natalka had brought it for her from the store only recently
and put it there. The bottle was full.

The old woman pulled out the cork. Noiselessly she bent
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st‘;:v the bed and slowly, carefully, poy .1?142 ey
sira at the colonel’s feet.. “Then Is)h o
Just as slowly and cautiously poured some

where the .
room ofﬁcers. werg Iymg,. on the threshhold

The beams were dI}‘ so were the WO
3
ho % maﬂy s‘eals -had th.e hut bGEH Sta.n

DUTY

T

on s - .
» A over _t.he wi - By ALEXANDER 1S8BACH and z." ZLATOPOLSK’

k

RN

oden walls 3Hd'ﬂoof
ding? The woodwork i—g: ' o e : : A
. SHE VOLUNTEERED or the front the very first days of the
war. She was just seventeen, and to the Red Army men whose
wounds she tended it seemed that it was a beloved. younger
ister touching their burning foreheads.. -~ = -
* * Once, after a particularly: hot engagement, Nurse Tamara
Kalnina was entrusted’ with the evacuation of the wounded Red
Army men and commanders.” The red crosses on the ambulance
* §tood out quite clearly, and this may have been the very reason
“why the fascists decided to smash it, hoping to exterminate the
wounded Red Army men’ whom' it carried. * - 7
- Seven enemy planes were: flying just over the road. Seeing
the ambulance lorry, all the seven of them dived. 300 feet.
Then 150. 100. 40 feet. Nearly touching the ground, the hostile
“ birds of prey swooped past:” Then they returned, flew past
" again and lashed the ambulance lorry with incendiary bullets.
Tamara sat riveted to her seat, not daring: to breathe. The

Ial]g out IOU.deI th.aIl a Ilﬂe SIIOC. But nO,

quiet in- th
e hut, the only sound being. the regular snorj
oring of

She bent down
_ and
n Ofif and then found ghe coé}d :
¢ straw, darted in and out fike he flame crept swiftly over
then ~out like a snak y over
Spread everywhere, ¢.among the stalks and
Anissia could not tear her . . ' . . |
3 eyes a S
not feel hey kerosene-soaked siirt c‘:tac%qu? "he fares. She did...-

When one of th

e slee . S
- the ‘hut was. g] ¢ Sieeping men did at lagt jum i o

mounting hlaze, r;ige enveloped in an all-devil?rlzi)r:lwnh asfry, . wounded moaned. She readjusted their bandages, gave them
Granny Anijss; 0ne was pounding desperage] & swiltly water from her flask. After that they felt better and calmed down.
mto the ﬂameslssgeitlzltg}fd to her feet onlj}z) to ;itycit }tllgecﬁogr_ " Another volley—and the lorry was enveloped in flames. It
were closed, closed St taought was that the doors 4 d neong - stopped in the middle of the wood, blazing like a gigantic bonfire.
b closed ever so-tightly and that o one qoupd o o"° -~ The wounded tossed about, falling off their racks, shifting their
T - .COU d poss1bly : bandages; they gasped and choked in their helplessness, gulping

_ down the scorching air. For an instant, only one instant, Tamara
i DR R e ‘  fost her presence of mind. The girl leapt out of the flaming lorry. -
: : I BT R . To flee! Into the forest. To escape from imminent death. ...
' i S §1 What was that? Instantly she came to herself.  Where could
+* ghe flee, leaving behind her the wounded, the men entrusted
to her care? She—a Young Communist...a volunteer. ...
How could she go on living after that? How would she look

‘people in the face?™
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She rushed back to the lorry. With feeble, childish hands she
started dragging out the wounded. At first the driver helped her,
but there!—the enemy planes had again returned, again they
. were attacking the burning lorry, and, mortally. wounded, the
driver fell to the ground.

Tamara was now alone. Alone in the middle of the wood,
in a blazing lorry, her fifteen wounded desperately in need of
.her help, the enemy’s bullets flying overhead. o
... Fifteen times she clambered.up into the burning lorry. Fifteen
times, clasping her arms around the big heavy body of a wounded
man, she dragged him, panting heavily, to a hollow near the wood,
--and there stopped.to gasp for breath, to. gulp down 3 whiff of
-, fresh. air, to put out the fire-that had caught her dress, . = -

- The. whole thing seemed. impossible. - It seemed beyond all 7

- human strength. - Yet it was not beyond the strength. of a real
- human being, a fearless girl who defeated the. flames, defeated
seven fascist vultures, defeated death itself. BT

Some of the wounded lay unconscious, others opened their
- eyes and with wonder, with rapture looked gratefully at this mite
of a girl who had saved their lives. :

- “Don’t worry, lads,”. she whisperéd, moving Her éracked,_ ]
parched lips with difficulty. “Never mind, it’ll be all right. I'll - &

never, never leave you!”.. .. . :
~++1 And only her eyes could smile to them, her. large, deep com-
. passionate eyes. : a : S
The lorry was burning out by the time Tamara had dragged
all fifteen men over to the hollow. Tearing.off her smouldering
clothes, not paying any attention to the dreadful pains she felt
- in her burnt limbs, half. delirious, she ran, walked, crawled to
- the First Aid Post for help. In a broken whisper she explained,
- where they could find the wounded, and then lost consciousness.
The fifteen. men were saved, every one of them.. They were
taken to hospital.. - SR -
And many of them never even learnt the name of their heroic:
young rescuer, She is. Tamara Kalnina. Will you ever forget

. this name?

She lay on the brink of death—from her.rburn.s, and from_. the

ent al by pl: d :7
i and was
hill she bad caught. She was sent to a hospital by plane
zn;tclied from the jaws of death. They saved her as she saved you,
Red Army men and commanders! :

She will live. .
And when the greatest artists of our country erect 2 monument

i ' i ide of our mighty warriors,

honour of victory and glory, by the side of ; g
1131;' t;e side of Gastello and Mamedov, beside our airmen, Lm}i
men, rifiemen and sappers, let them place the figure of a slight,

. small girl with a Red Cross on her sleeve, the figure of the Young
 Communist Tamara Kalnina. .

ili il of the -Wes Front,
By order of the Military Council of the North-Western ,
thi3 y_;{g;negr %ommunist Tamata Kalnina has been awarded the

. .Order of Lenin: . .




' THE PARTY CARDS
By WAN#A WAS_SILEWSI%A
Her hair staggled in disorder foms st b besen e

all intent on his machin , di S0 mu
_ e-gun, did not so much as glanc
“Come on, Katya, come on....”” =~ " - glange st her

The machine-gun rattled awa . ved in |
y, the long belt moved inexor-
ably through the breech case. Katya snatched up the nexfx(?x:e

and held it in readiness.
“Katyat”
((YesPll
“Try and ring up again. R ’ V
Tell b oveniis g” g eport to the colonel, d’'you hear?
She crawled through the underbrush. On the other side of the

slope she jumped up and ran for all sh g
She snatched wp the telephone all she was worth to a house.

“Get me the town, quick, 3-5.”
*““They don't answer.”
- “Try 3-6-l!
“No reply.”
The teceiver clicked. Kat i
. ya stood where she was, wringi
1}:lw:r hands. She rushed to the window. The crackling of %:Eg
f }:e,bvogeys and isclated shots, came from somewhere beyond
) s o )
againjls es. With trembling hagds she snatched up the receiver
“Dear, please, this is Orlovka speakin |
a dear and get me the town, 3-5. P R B Orlovka - do.be
““There’s no reply.”
“But please, understand...this is Orlovk i
Orlovka! I must get the call throu h ot Sl?eakmg wa
: cwe A
will do, you must put me througgh!” Ry pumbET in the town
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“{lf do what I can, hang on,” came the voice over the
wire. . ‘
' She repressed a shiver: from somewhere, from afar, Katya
could hear the clicking of lines being connected and the pleasant
- voice of the switchboard girl repeating persistently:
w4 Town, . .. Town. ... Town. ... S '
“Hello, is that Orlovkal”
“Ves, 'm Orlovka, Orlovka....” '
“The line to the town has been cut.” They're fixing it now.
~Yowll have to wait.” v S
" Katya's hands dropped helplessly. - . '
She dashed out of the house. To gain the clump of bushes she
" had to crawl flat on her stomach. Now she had already reached
the firing line. Alexei turned his head for a moment from his
machine-gun, perspiration pouring down his smoke-begrimed

.face.
“Well?”? -
. “The line’s cut. They're repairing it.”
" He ground his teeth. o

““Katya, have a look at Grisha, will you ?—1I can’t hear anything
from his side.”.

She crawled to the right to the top of the mound. The young
frontier guard was lying there, his face flattened against the
ground. She touched his youthful cheek ever so gently with her
lips. It was still warm. She put her hand under his tunic—his
heart had stopped beating. ' .

“He’s dead,” she said to Alexei.

“Nine,” he rejoined. ‘‘Some more ammunition, Katya.”’

She kept on feeding him with ever new supplies. Her eyes,
dilated, intent on that spot over there on the other side, on the
L narrow strip of river and bridge. From there, from beyond the
! bridge, red spurts of flame leapt up against the background of
: ricen. The Germans were there.

. #“Come on, Katya, come on. ...’
They lay there, flattened against the ground, hidden by the
bushes and by the riot of wild grass. And oblivious to everything
he kept on firing away, never stopping even for a second. Between

b
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them and the Germans was a
three hundred yards.

Katya kept handing him machiné~gun-belts. - She did it
mechanically, and just as mechanically she kept reckoning: yes, |

nine left, only nine. Grisha: didn’t count any more, . . .
A groan came from somewhere

weren’t nine any more but only eight, _
“Katya, try again, have another try, maybe its mended,”

= Shejumped_up and ran. - . - _

“Orlovka. . .. This is Orlovka speaking. ... Do be a dear,
please, connect me with the town. .,.” . - -
. ““The line will be in order again in two hours’ time."” -

- Katya flung down the receiver and made her way back as fast
as she could, T : S L

“Alexei, it won’t be mended for two hours.”

“We won’t be alive in two hours, Katya darling.” o

Hurriedly, she numbered them of. Seven. Yes, only severn. . ..

“Katya, your hand is bleeding. Wrap it in 2 handkerchief and
crawl over and see what’s happened to Platon,”

Katya hastily bound her hand and crept away into the bushes,

“You're badly wounded, Platon, you’d better. crawl. to - the

crear.Lt oo ' o
i “It's only a scratch, Katya, it’s nothing.”

“Katyal”? R o

She heard her husband’s voice and made her way to him.

“Listen, Katya....” R :

Alexei did not even turn his head toward her. . His €yes were
intent on the green spinney, over there beyond the bridge,
where the red spurts of flame grew so profusely,

“Could you manage to get the truck out of the shed?”

She staggered backward as though somebody had hit her on
the chest. - IR

“Well, could you?”

He would not look at her, his eyes were glued to one spot, to
that green spinney over there which seemed to be alive with red
- balls of flame. - T S S R :
~*“Yes,” she said in 2 muffled voice. - -

stretch of not more than two or:

quite .nearby. Now there
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***Are you listening, Katyai”

‘%:it dﬁéuments aré in the cupboard. Get them alllingp’ the
truck and make for town. Hand them over to the colonel. D’you
understand#”’ - . S o

3 u-n“zjirosha darling, T'd rather stay. ... I simply |rca.n ... o
”"Katya i;mnedi'ate!yl You understand? At oncel Amom?iﬁn
'. :delay and, it might be too late. The c_iocument?.—m’r,eryt g
.that’s in the cupboard. D’you understand, Katya?. ..

. _.Hie:‘;buld not turn, even for a single gi'ance at her. '-tAflicif&
.- she suppressed - the longing to touch his' hand as T re

: belt of cartridges. -

Ou}‘éc:t :hrée:rvuclz and step on it. Race her for all you're wo}fth.
Take the revolver, d'you hear? And remember, Katya‘, tc:;:
are seven bullets in the barrel-and l’eave the last one in
anything happens, d’you _upderstand? 8 |
Ages?it;xit-ly as she .c.:ould she crawled towards the underbrush.

alled her back.- . : ,
Su‘éicé:::;r); h;:it a tick, take my Party card, and take the others

. Hand them over as well.”
to%he tigk the little red-covered book.  She c:rawvl:;(1dfroxrelr one
10 the other: Five, only five Par‘,ty cards were handed over.
e them from the others.’ o '
Srlll‘c?kseearci:d the pockets of the men who had been killed.
Now she had them all, the little red-covered books. ' o
“Don’t forget, Katya, to have some petrol 1'::::1dy,i1 in cia:
accidents—pouf it over everything and put 2 matcN;:V hurry
And the seventh bullet, don’t forget’ ’al_:)out that. ... .
' ickly as you can. . ..
up"rllfiztzi:;i: i‘l{? 1:clurmzjc’t and looked at her. Grey, beloved eyes. ...
" “‘Alyosha. .. ‘”K‘ g |
o ind, Katya, never .
Sllj;g:fﬂymlsri-le, felttyall her desperate, uncontrollable love for

this man. .
“Hurry. This is true love, Katya.”




© in her ears:-
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. This is true love, She bit her lips. She crawled along cau-
tiously, the sharp corners of the red little books pressing into her
breast. - - _ _ SR S
- And then—she made a dash for it. The truck was in the shed,
at the back of the house. ) iy e '
Katya started the engine. Over there, behind those' bushes,
they could most likely hear the engine running. Alexei could
hear it too. - : A EE A,
*"T'his is true love. . .. This is true love,” she kept on repeating
through parched lips as though in a daze. She got the truck out
onto the road. - R -
She bent over the wheel. It was a straight and smooth strip
of road. Katya let in the clutch. The wind whistled in her ears:
Green trees and white huts kept flashing by.” The truck tore
over the road quickly, ever-more quickly, Alexei’s words ringing

“At once! A moment’s delay and it might bé too late:’.

At the cross-roads she had to stop the car and ask the way.
She didn’t know this locality. It was the first time she had ever
been here. One evening and one night after having been parted
from Alexei for six months. . .". : - o

At last she reached the town. She was stopped and questioned.

‘She replied mechanically. ™ =~ 00 oo :

‘They told her how to get there. Her legs seemed weighted
with lead as she walked up the staircase. One flight, two flights.
.. What 2’ terribly long’ staircase..".’; One door, two .doors,
three. ... Men 'in military * uniform; in the uniform of the
militia, crowds of people:” Green-topped' caps, * Her heart con-
tracted at the ‘sight of the'green-topped caps of the frontier
guards, - ST e AT o .

She went up to the table and said:

“The commandant, Alexei Nazarov, ofdered me ‘to deliver
these documents.” ) S

She handed over the papers, briefcases, packages. - The man

* on the other side of the table attended to everything in turn, with
calm and quiet efficiency. e
“And now you must sit down and rest.”
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She wanted to say that she was not tired, but her knees gave

.Way. She sat down heavily in the pro_ffered chair, T’he crack
| of rifle fire and the unbearable chugging of the truck’s motor

ill rang in her-ears. . |
Stl'%'}ie gan on the other side of the table took off the receiver.

“Get me Crlovka.” : -

Katya waited.

“Qrlovka, Orlovka, at once!”’ o -
Katya’s breath almost stopped. Her 'ﬁngers cc?nvuls1vely
grasped at the edge of the table. Her burning eyes tr1§ad to bore |
into those of the man at the telephone. Tried to read in his eyes

an inkling of what was happening at the other ‘end of the wire.

“So, That’s right.” _

Slowly he put down the receiver.

“What is it?” : : _

He came over to her from behind the table, took her cold,
tightly clasped hands into his own.

“Orlovla doesn’t -answer.”
' “Jen’t the line in order yet?” ;

She felt her fingers grow numb, her legs seem to turn cold an
also her whole bedy. :

L}“My dear, be brave. ... What can we do? It’s war, ... The
Germans are in Orlovka.” '

And like an echo the words of a song flitted through he_r
memory—who was it who used to sing it and Wh.enP Alexei,
whose grey eyes were set off by black brows—darling, beloved,

dear Alexei!

My only regret is to leave the wide heath,
The sun in the sky and love down beneath. . ..

She pulled herself together. -
“Bxcuse me, I'll be going. ... I have to go to the Regiona
Party Committee.” - '

She was told where to go. ‘ )
Again a writing table, again a man bebind a desk. And again
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her. heart contracted. Whom does hegclfok";ﬁls{e?

GI“J‘_SI’la, young Grisha, the one who was the first to fall. -
“D've brought these Party cards”’ o
She took them out

books.

“Where did you get them? Whose are they?”.

Katya straightened her i -
2 shoulders and without the sl
tremor in her voice she said: o he b_hg_htest

“They are the Party
guards, who this mornin
the Germans.”

- 'The secretary stood up. T '
' p. The Party cards lay on his d
Ten tiny, crimson books that st d inst £t o
like drops of living blood. OD- Qut agalnSt the gf‘een_ ?IOth

cards of ten comrades, ten frontier
g, at dawn, died at their post, fighting

Why, yes,

from under her blouse: Ten tiny, scarlet

ZERO HOUR
By- BORIS _GOBBATC.)V'.

T * -

COMRADE! They have just read the order to us. ‘At dawn we
go into battle. Seven hours until dawn.

It is night. Overhead the faraway twinkling of the stars. And
silence, T'he thunder of the artillery fire has ceased. My neigh--
© bour has fallen into a light slumber. Somewhere in the corner a
" buzz is barely audible. The liaison man is. whispering some-
- thing. ... ‘ ' '

There are moments of ‘a strange kind of silence that are im- -
possible to forget! ) ‘

Some day I shall recall this night-—the night of 3oth October,
1041. I shall remember the moon drifting over the Don steppe, -
and how the stars shivered as though chilled. I shall remember
how my neighbour tossed in his sleep. And over the hillocks,
over the trenches and firing positions, hung a silence—a storm-
charged silence, The silence before a battle.

I was lying in the trench, covering my flashlight with the front
of my wet overcoat, writing a letter to you, and thinking. . ..
And millions of other fighters, from the north Arctic Ocean to
the Black Sea, were lying, just as I was, on this night on the
damp ground, waiting for daybreak and the attack, thinking of
life and death, and of their fate,

Comrade! One wants to live very much. I want to live, to
" breathe, to be able to walk, to see the sky over my head. But I

do not want to live just any kind of a life. I am not interested in

just being alive—in just existing. :
l Last night a man crawled into our trench “from the other
shore”. Escaped from the fascists. He came crawling on swollen
legs, on skinned and bloody elbows. When he saw us, his own
people, he began to cry. He kept shaking hands. He wanted
to embrace everyone. His face jerked; his lips quivered. We
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gave him some bread and butter and tobacco. After he had finished
eating, he quieted down and told us about the Germans; he told
us of rape, torture, robbery. Listéning to him made one’s blood
boil and the heart pound faster. . :

I saw the man’s back. I could look at nothing else. My eyes
were glued to his back. It was more frightful than any story.

It had been only a month and a half that this man had lived

under fascist rule, but his back was bowed, as though his spinal-
column were broken. As if during the entire month and a half.

‘be bad walked around bowing low, turning and twisting, his

back trembling in anticipation of blows. This was the back of -

a man whose will was broken. This was the back of a slave.

“Straighten up!’’ one wanted to shout. “Throw your shoulders

back, comrade! You're among your own.”

Crystal clear I saw what the fascists have in store for me: a
life with a broken back, a life of submission.

Comrade! Five hours are left before daybreak. In five hours
1 go into battle. It is not for this little greyish hillock in front of

us that I will fight the fascists. No, the fight is for bigger stakes,

For the decision who is to be the master of my fate: Hitler
or L. ‘

Until now you and I, each one of us, has been the master of his
own. destiny.- We chose our own type of work, we chose the
profession we liked, we married the woman we loved. Free
people in a free land, we bravely looked to the future, The
entire country was our motherland.  In each home were com-
rades. Every profession was honoured, work was a matter of
valour and glory. You knew that each new ton of coal you
mined brought you honour, fame, and reward. Each bushel of

wheat you harvested multiplied your wealth, the wealth of .

your family.

But now the fascist comes. The fascist will be the master
of your fate. He will trample your To-day and will steal your
To-motrow. - He will rule your life, your home, your farnily.
He will deprive you of your home, and you will be driven with a
bent back into the rain and the mud. Yes, he may let you live.
He needs beasts of burden. He will make 2 slave of you—a
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slave with a broken back. You will harvest the bushel of whe'at,
but he will take it away and leave you hungry. You will mine
the ton of coal, but he will take that away and swear at you:

*“You Russian swine, you work badly.” You will always be for

him the Russian Ivan—an animal of some lower order. He ngl
force you to forget the language of your f.athers:, the language in
which you dreamed dreams, the language in which you told your
sweetheart of your love. He will force you to sp\.eak his language,
and will jeer at you as you struggle with a foreign tongue. -
" He will trample on your dreams and spit on your hopes. Yc?u
have hoped and dreamed that when your bey grows up he will
become -a learned man, an. engineer, a wprthy man. - But_the
fascists will have no use for Russian scientists; they have herded
their own into concentration camps. They need but du‘ll.beasts
of burden, and your son will be driven -under the fascist yole,
forfeiting his childhood, his youth, and his futqre.r

You have watched over and. cherished your lovely daughter.

How many times have you and your wife bent over the little

white crib of Marinka and dreamed of her hapPine,ss. But the
fascists do. not want clean, wholesome Russian g1rls.. To a house
of prostitution, for the pleasure of their brgwn—stnrted hordes,
will your pride and joy—Marinka, lqvely chfld—be thrown. . ..
You are proud of your wife. She is we}l liked by everyone in
our village, your Oxsana! ‘We all have envied you. But in slayery
women do mot have a chance. They age before their time.
Your Oxsana will fast become an old woman. An old woman
i owed back. _ . .

IIWI$0?1bhonouf your parents—your father and mother—for did -
they not bring you into the world and raise yf)u? Our counnl'g
helped you to arrange for them a happy, quiet, hopoured 01 :
age. But the fascists will have no use for old Russian people:
the old cannot work, and so they must starve, for the fascists
will not give your parents any of the brea‘d which you harvest.

- It may be that you can bear all of this. It may-be th‘at_ you
will not die, but will become dulled, will compromuse, will drag
. ind, hungry, joyless. existence. ‘ _

O-IJ; ie?:; such agfijgelj_ ?léfo, I don’t want to live like that. Better

o
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death than such an existence! Better a bayonet in my. throat

‘than a yoke over my neck* No, better to dle a hero 8§ death than :

_ to live as a slavel'

"~ Comrade!" Only three hours are left before daybreak. My
fate is in my hands. My fate is at the sharp point of my bayonet.
My fate, the fate of my family, of my country, of my people
" Comrade! There aré two more hours till .daybreak.

I look through the night with the eyes of a'man-who, bccause
of the nearness of the battle and possible death, can sée far ahead.
‘Through ‘many nights, days, months, I look"ahead, and-over
mountains of sorrow I see our victory, We will achieve it. Through
rivers of blood,- suffermg, and torture, through the muck and

- horror of war, we will z arrive at victory. ‘'To a final and complete
Victory over the enemy We have suﬁ'ered for it, and we. w111
win! '

Remember the years before” the war." Our gener-anon has
always had this sword of war hanging over its head. We lived,
worked, caressed our wives, brought up our children, but not

for one minute did we forget.  There across our borders a wild |

beast was getting ready, was baring and sharpening its fangs.

“War was our constant neighbour.” The breath of the rattlesnake

poisoned our very hves, our labour our love We slept uneasﬂy
'We ‘waited.

““T'hie beast attacked us. He is on our la.nd The most terrible
‘battle is on. A battle to'the death.’ Compromises-are impossible
now. There'is no choice. “To strangle; to destroy, to end once
‘and for all the Hitler beast. And only when the last fascist is
" thrown into his grave, when the last volley from the howitzers
18 dlscharged only then will the horrible nightmare be dispelled.
" A stillness, a great unbroken stillness of victory will then come.
And we will then hear, comrade, not merely the rustling of the
"joyous forest leaves. We will then hear the reheved and happy

sigh ‘of the whole world, of all mankind.

We will enter the liberated cities and Vlliages, and a trivmphant
stillness will greet' us—a stillness of hearts’ overflowing with
joy. And then—smoke will burst forth from the rebuilt factories

‘and mills, lifé will begin to surge. . . . A remarkable life, comrade.
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A truly great and precious life in a free world, of a brotherhood of
all people.

For such a life, dymg 1s not too much It is not death, Itis
immortality.

It is daybreak, comrade...timid, grey shadows streak the
‘ground. -Never did life appear so beautiful to me as in this
hour. Look how the Don steppe blossoms forth, how the chalky
“mounds become silvery under the rays of the sun.’
L1 Yes, life is worth-while, - To see victory achieved. ' To press
~into the folds of my greatcoat the curly head of my little daughter
"7 1 love life very much—and that is why I am now going into
" battle. I am going to fight for life.’ For 4 good life; comrade, and
 not for a slave existence.’ For the happiness of my children. - For
“the happiness of my motherland.” For my happiness.’ I love life,
but will not spareit. Ilove life, but I am not afraid of death. To
" ‘live bravely, and to d1e bravely, is how I understand hfe
Dawn. .
The machmc guns have begun their rattle.
preparing. And in a moment we, too, go in.
Comrtade! ~ Over my native Don steppe the sun is rising.
“The sun of battle. Under its rays I triomphantly vow to you,
. comtade: I will not falter, If injured, Iwill not leave the ranks.
. If surrounded by enemies, I will not give myse]f up. There is
. 1o fear, no confusion in my heart, no compassmn for the enemy.
Only a hatred. A fierce hatred The heart is ﬁred Thls is our
-battle to the death. SR .
- Here T got - - -

The artﬂlery is




THE SNIPER
BYILEONID SOBOLE\.’

*
FROM;THE deep well of complete forgetfulness a vague feelihg
of heaviness in his legs began to rise hazily. It became more.and
+-more persistent and finally ended in an unconscious movement
by which the sleeper attempted to make himself more comfortable.
But something hindered -him from moving his legs and this
. flashed an alarm signal to his. brain. - His first. unclear thought
- was that Kolya: Sitin; who had the hammock above, had again
-fallex% on his legs. :‘With an abrupt but already conscious motion
he tried to free them.. Then he felt the pain and opened his eyes,
_ For a few seconds he stared ahead of him, blinking at the bright
¥1ght and trying to understand why he was lying on his stomach
in the snow, pinned down by a fir tree whose .thick branches
made a heavy canopy over him. o o
- T%n-ough the green:needles redolent of frost and pitch hanging .
in, %ns very face, the snow glared blindingly. *The great bough "
which 'held- him down could not be moved. Someone’s laboured
: breathjzng was disturbing the profound quiet of the winter forest.
He listened attentively. - And suddenly realising that it was he
hn:nself ‘who was breathing so loudly, he opened his mouth wide.
With this precaution of a scout he came to completely, -and
immediately realised where he was and what had happened,. He
broke out in a cold sweat. His heart beat fast and loud. Neither
the greatest exertion of his will power nor his even breathing
was now able to stop its frenzied thumping, which seemed to fill
the whole forest. A nauseating weariness rose from his legs
spread through his whole body and flooded it with a motionles;
and paralysing langour It was fear, ordinary brute fear, the
desperate protest of the living body of a human being that

Zuiienly finds itself in a trap from which the only way out is
eath,
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He tried to take stock of his situation. In an enemy-occupied

 forest; mercilessly lit up by the sun, he lay quite alone, practically
unarmed, with only 2 hand grenade at-his belt, lay there held

own by a tree. It had saved him from the unerring aim of a’

- shiper, but it had crushed and perhaps broken his legs. His
rifle had been knocked from his hand by the heavy blow which
- had thrown him from the'dense fir grove to- this place in the
“snow at the foot of a pine tree, plunging him into oblivien.

“'That night there had been two of them-—Kolobanov himself

and his restless bunk-mate Kolya Sitin.' They had crawled here,

in white overalls; cautiously and noiselessly, two bosom friends,
two happy-go-lucky Red sailors; two of the finest scouts of the
Naval detachment. And there in that dense fir grove they had
crouched for half an hour, or perhaps an hour, before creeping
forward to the open snow between the fir grove and the motion-
less trunks of the pines. They had lain quietly and listened.
"Their experienced ears had caught the distant clanking of weapons
and the rustling behind the pines.’ But where they had lain all.
had been quiet. SRR R
Then Sitin had signalled to him that- he was going ‘ahead
alone, and had crawled out of the fir grove. He had disappeared
within three paces, an indistinct shadow moving over the snow,
slowly and noiselessly, as only he could do. But nevertheless -
from somewhere nearby the low sound of a sniper’s shot had
cracked out as if someone had stepped on a dry twig, and then
once again the profound woodland silence had enveloped the night.
Kolobanov had waited five or ten minutes, confident that
Kolya would return. Many a time after such shots, of no avail
in the dark, they had met again, safe and sound. But this time
Sitin had not returned. Then he had crept forward to help him
if he were wounded or to see if he had perished. But after he
had moved off about three yards, a second shot had cracked,
from a different’ direction this' time, and a puff of snow had
eddied up near his left shoulder. He had stopped stock still and
lain flat for a long time, waiting for the eyes of the invisible
" sniper to grow dim, tired ‘with their tense peering into the
darkness. - ' ‘ ' e S
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. But presently someone had tugged at his right le iti .

invisible scout” as they nicknaried him mgtheirg;ietighlfxlg: '

. had ¢rawled back and round behind him. Kolobanov had cre 1,:
back to the fir grove and stretched out: beside his friend Tlllj '
feverish breath of the latter had burned his check,: and fm hag .
been able to'guess that Sitin was smiling nervously and excitedly, |
11!§e:'a h}:nter who has sighted game.: Without a sound; with uziz
his excited breathing, Sitin had said: “The place is alive with
Snipers. . ... I:’et’s go through- the fir grove.... we'll ipoke
a_rqund' a bit.”’ 'And immediately his lithe body had slipped into
the thicket. . Kolobanov had followed: him, carefully- bending
and pushing aside the heavily snow-laden ‘branches. Suddenlg.
a column of fire had shot up ahead; theheavy air had scorched hlz
face. - He had not quite realised that- he was being carried b
the irresistible- force of an explosion when he had lost: con)E“

sciousness. - e

. Now, upon- regaining- consciousness; ‘he realized that he had

been thrown into this pi i i
. pit at the foot of the pine at night b
_mm; that had exploded and uprooted a fir tree, which hgad fai)lre;
En im. Without moving he peered through the needles of the
1, at the snow and trees, looking for Kolya.. Then he saw some-=
tha}:;g hornblle in the reddened snow ard closed his eyes.
e. - . i - ) .
s th\;va:mai-on.e.. Thcre_.v.v.as no.dOlet ab_gut it now, ' And this
th-Thc' day had just:begun. - Bright, merciless sunlight fooded
: e woods, and on the trees sat snipers, those who had hunted
Efn themn: at night. - It was impossible to leave the pit.. The only
thing that remained was to wait for night, but he was not warm
;rﬁughht(; dl;J this.:- As it:was. little heat remained in his body
c : - :
Sdousne:s. .een..f;-g.zen_ through by. @e lpgg.-- hours. of uncon-
. The sun crept-‘th'rbugh the thick fir tr moved aro .
' : : ees, moved around t
| yellow. resiny trunks of-the pines.. All this:‘took placeu;iowll*le'
Tlg fotht ‘was hushed and silent. o o
e thought: of everything but the forest, silence igh
] E s and light.
I-llle pfctured to hlmselvf a dark Ukrainian night, the fragranccga of
cherries and the croa%(mg of frogs at the pond. He called to mind

THE SNIPER 13

all the various kinds of darkness he had ever known. He thought

only of the darkness—of the darkness for lovers, the darkness for
‘battle, the darkness for weariness, and the darkness of the sleepy

night. - He waited only for darkness, under cover of which be.
could crawl out from under the fir tree. .From time to time he

opened his eyes and gazed at the trunks of the pines bathed in the

vivid sunlight. oo _ . :
- Time lost all meaning. It did not move, and it seemed that

darkness would never come. .. .- - C

Despair seized him. - He felt for his gl.:eﬁa'dé.'. That :wbﬁld Be

the simplest of all. He had only to pull out the ring and he would.
lie as calmly-as Kolya Sitin....He would . no longer have to
count his heart beats, to.search for.a way of getting into. the
shadow: of a pine. He would no longer have to wait and ‘wait
and wait, when waiting was impossible. ' ‘ ‘-

Once again his eyes turned to the reddened snow around the
imotionless body; and suddenty he felt the ot breath of his friend .
on his cheek, his soundless whisper, his excited smile, and the
thought flashed. through his- head that most likely Kolya had
whispered sweet nothings into some girlish ear in just that way,
stirring ‘the tendrils of hair with his breath. And once again a
thirst for life gripped him. Hehad to live in order to take revenge

~ on those who had forever stopped: that fiery breathing. This

thought seemed to him of the utmost importance, and he tensed
his muscles, priming his body for an.encounter, his brain for
quick thinking, his soul for hatred. = - L e L
Suddenly the quiet of the forest was broken. A dry rumbling
shook the air. - The branches of the fir:trees: stirred and great
pyramids of snow fell from some of the branches. Again and
again the roaring was repeated from somewhere high up-in the
sky, and Kolobanov realized that the barrage had begun; our
artillery was sending shrapnel over the.trees, frightening off the
spipers, . The forest came to life. Twigs fell to the ground,
snipped off by the hot metal. All around shrapnel was whistling.
by. Two crows whirred past noisily. - A squirrel darted out
and hid in the thick shelter of the branches, shaking: them and
sprinkling down the powdery snow. . ) -
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~And then.frqm a pine tree not far off, slowly and clumsily, a
man Towered himself, swinging from branch to branch ”

.

: He was In aliez} '])ut familiar uniform;, wrapped up and muffled -
agamnst long waiting in the frost. He came down without his

gun, leaving behind the automatic rifle with' whic
_ . which he h
;t the scouts t}}e .mght before. - A hot wave ran over Kgloggnilzr?:
ody, almost lifting him from under the fir. Then ke thought

better of it and cautiously reached for ‘his grenade, no longer .'

fe_an'ng to betray himself.  The sniper was not interested in the
ngrnn_gs in the fir tree now—shrapnel was whistling through the
orest and his only thought was to find shelter. - Kolobanov
managed to:drag his legs from under the tree. He crouch ;
against a snowdrift in readiness to jump; ‘throw the grenade aed
dash into the fir grove—but just then something warm and h v
dropped on him. P  UE RS I an - .ea_vy.

Not yet realizing what it-was, hé' jerked Back his elbow sharply a

heard a groan and then instantly't ‘a igh
that had krocked him 'o'vefn' d umedamund e the_- eght
It was a second sniper, who had been i > pi e Kolo-
_ ) per, w en in the pine over -
b}zlinov-and who hac% just lowered himself downpinto ZI?: i)(i:k;t'
; :S _f:gt _;)tf thz tgee m-wlri_‘ich he had been hiding. The skirmish
W ort and- fierce. The enemy tried to ' '
25 : : getat the d
in’ h1s belt. . Kolp_b;_a._nqv, pinning down his arms, sough:gif:
a ‘weapon. -_Ol}ce'.agam ‘his"hand grasped- the grenade, and
swinging it lustfly like 2 hammer he hit the enemy on the’h d
W.ltTh lt__slfveral times until his body refaged. .~ - < =
‘Trembling -with  loathing; he p he" dagger | .
Tremb ith ' he pulled the dagger from th
f;_mp;r s })glt and did what was required by this éucgrlﬁen encoﬁntej
]];_n the pit. Then he raised the branch of the fir, thrust out his
S;j-d and look.'ed 'arp1_n_1d with no thought of ‘concealment
; ;pnel.was-wll‘ whistling through the branches, the ajr roareci -
;_vl;; lthe cgashtlﬁg_ as-the barrage kept up steadily and ruthlessly
glanced at ' illec i ..
b e u; .e.r}_c_amy‘hg.:hgc.i kllled,_lookeq up at the pine, and
~ Among the branches he found the sniper’ :
g th rch per’s nest. Here b :
Eu;omatlc rifle, clips’of cartridges, a kit-bag with foozriesu;;%izg g
eld glasses and a canteen—all that was needed to remain in the

THE SNIPER A 15
ce-until relief came, even though it might be as long as three
days. - Shrapnel whined and whistled in the air, and for the first
+ime-in all this period Kolobanoy opened his mouth to speak.
144 good job they're doing,” he said out loud. “The enemy
“1L not be sitting pretty under a barrage like this. . . R
“'And he settled himself more comfortably among the branches,
picked up the automatic rifle and waited, ducking his head
‘whenever the shrapnel burst over the trees,

The first one he picked off was the sniper whom he had seen '
rushing away to take shelter. As soon as the barrdge was over,
he had lifted his head from the hole in the ground into which
he had dug himself, sniffing the air like a rat. Kolobanov raised
his rifle, but then changed his mind. He let the sniper climb
half way up 2 pine and then shot him square in the forehead.
The sniper threw out his arms and pitched into the snow. It
fooked as if he had been killed by a shrapnel bullet. -

He had to wait a long time for his second mark: The forest
was deserted.” Apparently only these two snipers had been there.
Kolobanov picked up the field glasses, carefully turned around’
and began to peer through the branches behind him. The sun
was already setting when he noticed the figure of an officer coming
~ from behind the trunks of the pines in the distance. Kolo-
. banov took aim and fired. The officer fell. Two men immedi-
ately dashed out of the grove and ran over to him. They crashed
to the ground beside him.

It was growing dark, and Kolobanov could leave now. But
he remained in the pine, He was waiting for the relief. .. .

It came when it was already quite dark-—four men, walking
confidently and carelessly. When they reached the fallen sniper
they stopped, bent over him and began to talk excitedly. One
after the other all four fell: two on top of the first body, the third
at the foot of the pine tree to which he had run, the fourth on
the snow beside the body of Sitin, an indistinct shadow in the
ashen murk. .

It was quite clear that the firing would attract the attentions
of the enemy. And soon Kolobanov saw flashes spurting up here
and there in the darkness. A regular siege was being laid to the
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. pine. Bullets whistled past; tearing the bark fr I'
: ; : the trunk,:

but so far none of them had hit Kolobanov. After v'?fgtingea whli]ll;"

he noiselessly and nimbly lowered himself into the pit below. . g

.’ There he pulled out his grenade,-placed it beside him and

thrust his automatic rifle through the branches. The firing had"

become more frequent. : Tle enemy was- coming: closer.  He

peered through the darkness:for the dim sithouettes, but saw:. .:

only the flashes. Snow showered down on:hi '

: ' _ ‘him together with
the twigs that were being. snipped off.. The enemy.gwas rak‘iln
the top of the pine with his fire. He waited. e g.

. Then:the firing ceased. Evident! the
. v the enemy thought that th
nest must be empty by now. He heard loud voices. gI‘hey weree -

coming towards the pine. - - .o
Kolobanov. loeked: up at the sky. 'S i over hir
] y. - ‘Btars twinkled over h
bngtﬁtl;{) tgroufghhthg frost.- He rested the barrel of his-automaiclilc:
on the body of the dead sniper, the former inhabi '
above, and reached for the gr:anade. o : et 9f=-th:‘3 neSt

But once again the sky was riven, and shrapnel began tc:;-whixie.. g

Our men were laying down a new. bar
: \ -barrage. Kolobanov hung his’
grer;la}de on. his belt again, thrust the clips into his pocket ga.nds-
us - 03 . . ) >
gr g;r)lgeh.ls. : autq.maflc.:.nﬂ? %11 front of .hln:l, ,crawlgd .owfer. to the.
. -By mornix_l_g he was back in our lines.

THE THIRD ADYUTANT

By EONSTANTIN SIMONOV .. '
THE COMMIS’SAR was convinced that brave men had much

less chance of being killed than cowards. He liked to bring this
point home and was always annoyed when anybody attempted

‘to. dispute it..

In the division he was liked and feared: He had his own way
of inuring people to war.  He studied men in action. He would
take a man along with him to the divisional headquarters, or to
one of the regiments, keep him at his side the-whole day long,
have him accompany him wherever: he had to.be that day. If
an attack was impending. they. would go into action together,
side by side. : o

If the man passed the test the commissar would, so to speak,
become formally ‘acquainted with him in the evening. -
| “What’s your name?”’ he would unexpectedly ask in his staccato
The surprised man would again mention his name.

«And mine’s Kornev,” the commissar would say shaking him
warmly by the hand. “We've been in action together, sprawled.
on the ground together, so we might as well know each other
better.”” : :

The very first week after he came to the division two adjutants
of his were killed in succession. '

The first showed funk; at a tense moment he scrambled out
of a trench intending to crawl to a safer spot. He was simply
riddled by a machine-gun.. : :

In the evening, on the way to headquarters, the commissar
indifferently passed by the body of his- dead adjutant. He'did
not even turn his head to look at him. . -

The second adjutant received a builet wound through the
chest during an attack. The rays of the waning autumn sun
hurt the eyes. It was cold and unbearably dry. The adjutant
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lay on his back in the recaptured tren(?li gagg?ng for air. H
askeEI’ for water. Nobody had a drop. The strip of “I\To-z.nzm’e
land” beyond the breastworks was strewn with the bodies of deag
G_crgms. Near one of them lay a flask. The commissar to k
out h_xs field glasses and .peered through them for 4 long tim ;
if trying to fnake sure whether the flask was empty or nogt 'I‘l(':z:eas
swinging his no longer young and now grown heavy bo'd ov::,'
the breastwork, he walked over to it with his ﬁsual‘-tinhurriejcrl gaitl'-

For some reason or other the Germans did not :
ans 'did not shoot, T
opened fire only when he had reached the flask, Pic.ﬁed P i;y

shaken it and, holding it ti i '
» holding 1t tight under his arm, turned to go b
- The Germans aunedi at his back.  One bullet: hit tﬁz ﬂxi:'
e stopped't}}e hole with his finger and went on, but now | .
held the flask in front of him, = = .. i
He jumped into the trench and, carefully, so as not to spill a

d p 'pr 11 3
oy UI 1 e CClOUus qu]d handed theﬂa [{ 1o one Of e m
‘ S O _he eI.l.

“Supposing; after you’d taken all ‘the trouble of going for it, |

thl;':‘ #ZSI; had proved to be empty?”’ someone asked.
ave got back and sent you out to look fo ' '
e M r
that wasn’t, he retorted, looking at the questioner W?trllloat};er ary
flash in his eyes. R ' ' ey
N He ofgen did things which, as commissar of the division. he
y :2 Ezzn (ziund toTcio. ]}31ut he always recollected it after the tI;ing
one. Then he would be angry at himself and at t
who reminded him of it. That was wh b o
. . vhat happened this ti
toczl. ?ftcr he had got the flask he no longer went near the adj ulé:rft’
;?m, (;i 111 anybody could t.ell, he had entirely forgotten about
s ngrossed  was he in how things ‘were faring- in the

Fifteen mi . _ .
mander, mmiutes later he_ suddealy hat_led .the .b_at_t.aﬁon com-
“Well, have you sent him off to the field hospital?”

*No, comrade commi
missa 't do i : .
il sk ” ¢ r, we couldn’t do it, we’ll have to wait

“He’ll be dead by then,” the commissar said

Py and turne
to signify that the conversation was at an end. daway
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. Five minutes later two Red Army men, crouching as low as
possible to escape the bullets whizzing past, carried the adjutant’s

" motionless body away over the rugged field.

_Perhaps it was rash, but when the commander of the barttalion
called for volunteers to carry.the adjutant, all the men who had

seen the commissar go after the flask offered their services to a

man. It was only natural after what they had seen.’

.+ As for the commissar, he remained unperturbed as he watched
- _them go. His attitude to. danger was the same whether it con-

cerned himself or others. People get killed—that’s war. But

brave men are less likely to be killed.

. The Red Army men went on boldly, never stopping once to
take cover, never forgetting for 2 moment that they were carrying
a wounded man, and that was why he was confident that they

~ would get through without a scratch.

That night, on the way to headquarters, he stopped over at the

field hospital. . . . - : .
“Well, how is he progressing?” he asked the surgeon in his

" usual abrupt manner. In his opinion, at the front, everything

could and had.to be done with the same promptness—whether
it.was delivering despatches, or going into action, or treating a
-wounded man. : _
And when the surgeon told him that his adjutant had died of
Joss of blood he raised his eyes in surprise. -
“Do you realize what you are saying?” he said in an undertone,
taking the surgeon by the belt and drawing him closer to himself.
“The men carried him two miles under fire in order to save his
life and now you are telling me he’s dead.. What was the use of
their doing it, then?”’ o
" He did not mention a thing about having himself gone under
fire 1o get some water for the wounded man. And it was not
out of sheer modesty; he had simply forgotten all about it.
The surgeon shrugged his shouldess. . :
“Besides,” the commissar added, noting the motion, ‘‘he was
a brave chap and should have pulled through. Yes, yes, he should
have pulled through,” he repeated angrily. “‘You're not doing
‘your job properly.” : . :
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- And ‘turning on his heel he went back to-his car. The blue
spots of the headlights glided over the black trunks of the cypress
trees. The car turned to the left and disappeared from sight. -

. ~'The surgeon stood ‘ori the steps looking after him. " Of course,

- the' commissar was wrong.© Logically, what he had said was

even stupid, perhaps.” But in his' words, in his impatient and sad

, voice, there was something so potent and convincing that for a
- moment it seemed to him that ‘the’ commissar was right, that

brave men ought not to die; and that if they did it was because

' he, the surgeon, did not do his job properly. - - B

“Nonsense,” he said aloud, trying to shake off this strange idea,
~ But the idea persisted. He pictured in his mind the two Red
Army men carrying the wounded adjutant over that endless,
rugged ‘field. - R R e

“Mikhail Lvovich,” he suddenly said, addressing his assistant,
who had just come out onto the porch to have a smoke, “in the
morning we must have two more dressing stations with sUrgeons

' in attendance fixed up nearer to the front lines.”” He spoke of
this as of something that had been decided long ago, = °

It was daybreak by the time the commissar reached head-
quarters. *Outside it was drizzling, The rain tirned into sleet.

_ It was the beginning of the autumn season of bad weather. The
‘commissar was in bad humour and his manner was especially
terse and peremptory that morning. It was not only a mood,
 however. He had his own reasons for wanting people to go away

-with hurt feelings-aftet'an interview with himi. The commissar
was of the opinion that there was nothing 2 man could not do.

- He never scolded anyone for not doing what could not have been
done. But when a man did accomplish a great deal, the com-
missar would reproach him for not having done more. He was
profoundly convinced that people’s minds worked better when
‘they felt nettled. He was in the habit of ending a conversation
abruptly, when he was satisfied that the person to whom he was
talking had grasped the main point,  The' rest he left to him to
figure out for himself. ~In this way he always succeeded in
making his presence félt in the division. He could not devote
much of his time to everybody. But after he had been a minute
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t so with a person he left him with enough food for thought

_until the next interview.

: i i ious day’s casualties was
‘In the morning a list of the previous day
pla:ad on his desk. As he read it he thought of the surgeon.

“Of course; it was tactless on his part to tell that old, experien.ced
“surgeon that he was not doing his job properly, but nevet mind,

i ] it will make him

harm done: let him be offended per.haps it wi .
?l?inka of something worth while. = He did not repent a :smgle
word he had said, The saddest part of it all was that the-adjutant

i i it himself to ponder over
‘had died. However, he did not permit himself to p
'tI?is too long. After all these months of war he would have too

many people on his mind if he: did. -Tha:: would have -to‘lgz;;t
until later, when the war was over, when v1olegnt death on he
solely the result of an accident; or some misfortune. - At t; e
front, however, death was always 'vmler.xt, there was no other
kind, therefore one might as well take it for granted. But in

. spite of all these reflections, he could not help feeling sad, and
. that was why his manner was especially brusque when he told

-the Chief of Staff that his adjutant had been killed_ and thaf. he

~needed another,

i j sp ir-hairet ‘blue-eyed young
" 'The third adjutant was a-small, {air .h'au'ed, _ eye
"chap who had just graduated from a military academy. He had
' r been: to the front before. ' |
n'ewixen on the very first day of their acquaintance he’ accom-
panied the commissar over the frost-harden_ed autumn field in
‘which trench-mortar shells burst at frequent intervals, he Wallked
along at his side without faltering for a moment. ‘He kept as close
to the commissar as possible because, as he ul.lderstood it, that
" was his duty 4s an adjutant, and besides, the big, h?avy-set mlan
walking along unhurriedly next to him seemed-mvulner%b e.
It seemed to him that he had only to keep close to the comumissar
and nothing could happen to him. _ .
anWﬁen thge shells began to come over in rapid succession and
it was obvious that it was they the Germans were after, the
commissar and his adjutant dropped to the group_d occ_asmr.l—
5];»ut hardly had they dropped down, and even before the



42 SOVIET SHORT STORIES—IQ42-1943
smoke of the closé-by explosion had been dispelled; when th
commissar would be up on his feet and continuing on his way.
“Get a move on, nan, get 2 move on,” he muttered, “‘there
nothing for us to do here.” - : T :
- They had almost reached the trenches when they were caugh
between two shells—one bizrst in front of them, the other behin
The commissar jumped up and shook. off the dirt. .
“You sce,” he said, pointing to the tiny crater behind them
“if we’d funked it and waited, that shell would have got us
straight.” It’s always the best policy to keep going ahead, and *
quickly at that—then you’ll never be hit” oo Do
“‘But supposing we had walked faster, then .. .” the adjutant
nodded in the direction of the crater in front of them. :
“Nothing of the sort,” retorted the commissar. * They were
aiming at us here, and that one fell short, If we had been over
“there they would have aimed . at us . there and that shell would -

have fallen short, too.”.

The adjutant could not help smiling at this: the commissar -
was certainly jesting. But glancing at his face he became aware
that the commissar. was in real -earnest. He had- spoken with
profound conviction. *'And, suddenly, the adjutant was scized -
with 2 feeling of confidence in this man, a feeling which in war
comes to one unexpectedly, on the spur of the mornent, and then
remains forever.: The last hundred yards he walked alongside the
comunissar, so close to him that they were almost rubbing elbows:

‘he was- absolutely certain now that neither the commissar nor
anyone who walked alongside of him could be killed.
- That was how their acquaintance began. . :

A month passed. The roads in the South were now hardened
by frost, now shishy and Impassable again. In the vineyards the
grape crop, which had been left unharvested, was gathering rust
and rotting. The desolate fields were criss-crossed with trenches.

Rumour had it that somewhere in the rear the necessary forces
were. being mustered for a counter-offensive, In the meantime
the thinned division was still fighting sanguinary defensive
battles, R - S :

!
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‘- It was a dark autumn night. The commissar was sitt.ing near
the iron stove in his dug-out, drying his wet beots which were
thickly coated with mud.

: TTIifg division had been seriously
- That morning the commmander of the )
wounded; apparently it was fatal. The Chief of Staff, one

i i i ble, was softly
. wounded arm’in a black sling resting on the table,
- grumming on the table-top with his fingers. The fact that he
- could do that gave him great pleasure—it meant he would be

his fingers again. :

ab%?‘;:ryu Sgreﬂ, myg stubgorn friend,” he said, apparently con-
tinuing an interrupted conversation, “let us assume that Kholo-
dilin was killed because he got cold feet, izut h?,w abun the
general? The general was a brave man, wasn t he? .

“Not was, but is—and he'll pull through,’ szud-.the' commissar
and, as was his wont, he turned away as thqugh indicating' f:hat
there was nothing more to be said on the subject. o .

But the Chief of Staff tugged at his sleeve and said in a whisper,

50 that no one else could overhear his words:

“It’s all right for you to say that he'll pull through, but M}ronov
didr{:ctS ;lull g1:h1‘0ug?rh, nor did Zavodchikov, nor Gavrilenko.
They all died, yet they were all brave men. Where does that

eory?’” :
'lea‘“ff {Z:z t11110 tgeory on that score,” the. co%n'missar retorted
sharply. “All I know is that, given equal cor_1d1t1ons, brave men
are less likely to be killed than coward.s. And if we keep repeating
the names of brave men who died, it’s because when a coward_
dies he’s no-sconer buried than forgotter}, but when a brave man
dies he’s remembered, spoken of, written about.. We .on_Iy
remember the name of the brave. That's all. But if you insist
on calling it my theory—have it your own way. A theory WhI'Ch
helps people not to be afraid is a good theory. All other .tltfones
are bad. Incidentally, it helps me too not to be afraid”, the
commissar suddenly added with a smile, _”Because———between
you and me—whatever you may say, sometimes alsq you and [

it scared.” ) -
fe%lI‘geb:d?utant came in. During the past _mon_th his face hzfci
grown haggard and there was a tired look in his eyes. But in
P

7
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z\riege%thirdrespﬁct he remained the same yoif’g fellow he was
rst day the commissar had seen him. He cli i
¢ ad ¢ . He clicked h
piﬁi?iaaz §1e dll-f‘whlilp 1}:10 dattentmn and reported that 121? etfgz
m which he had just come everything was i
ey e oo ome ¢ g was in order,
only the c pany comm.ande.r,-Sen‘mr .Lleutenant Polyak_ov, was
“Who’s taken his place?”
“W place?”’ asked the commi
“Lleutenal’lt Vasiliev of the 3rd‘pIat001111.1’1’n o
”And who’s in charge of the 3rd platoon?”’-
*“One of the sergeants.” S
"‘I“he comunissar pordered a moment.
Are you very cold? ' '
::To tell the truth, I am.” C
Here, drink this.”* . The commissar pou

vodka: from the teapot, and the adj ot ool of

utant, without removing his

greatcoat, only hastily unbuttoning it, swallowed the draught. in -

one gulp. - -
worf;lelg ndo’w you'll have to go back,” said the commissar. “F'm
- @ you understand?  Your place is over there, on thé
) :

peninsula.. You'll §§rve- as my eyes there. .You'd better be off -

quickly.”
The adjutant got u
vn;;:{grr;zr:; qf ; 1;11931 th’]; is anx;ous to linger a little longer in a
-~ But once buttoned and belted he did not 1 '
2111;:1;1;1;:;(1;‘:1. ‘Bfnflllngimiv{;l 80 a3 not to-bump into the linte? h: ileisa
ired 1nto the darkness. The door slammed ; im.
“A; splendid chap,” said th. i he sors of felon:

, , e commissar, “‘the sort of fell
you know, I'm sure nothing wi ' i thar

w, I'n ‘ g will happen to. I’m convinced th
;11,6 II::nC : ;i:?igl:;gz tv;luli i:om_ela1 thzough it all without a scratch arf;
. at I will, . ’ in thi

nght, Jonced nd that’s the main thing. Am I
m];{:e }(I:hIEf of Staff slowly drummed with his fingers on the
.bmvéry e ;:;f;t }?ebrﬁe man, but he did not like to theorize about
~—waether his.own or other people’s. i
Se??;f’d to Irfnm that the commissar wzsoﬁgZ: o, however, it
es,” he said, “and in general I don’t b‘ i .

Y s elieve that b
dies, It always seems to me that when anyone is kiliedatlil{ar:;di{sr

p. He buttoned his greatcoat With the sldw :
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invariably someone else ready to take his place—someone who is
not a bit worse than the dead man. That’s why I'm convinced
that we are bound to win. Because, since this is the case there
can be no other result.” '

Logs crackled in the stove. The commissar slept with his head
on a large-scale;map and his hands extended over it as if trying
to retrieve the entire area of land desecrated by the enemy.

In the morning the commissar went to the peninsula himself.
He crossed the inlet in a frail little rowboat. The wind, blowing
from the north, raised small foamy waves which hit against the
sides of the boat. o :

He has never since cared to recall the details of that day. In
the night the Germans had unexpectedly landed on the peninsula
and in a fierce engagement had wiped out the entire 3rd platoon.

During the day it fell to his lot to do what he, as commissar
of the division, really was not supposed to do. In the morning
he raltied all the available men he could muster and led them
three times into the attack. - The grating sand which had been
touched by the first frosts, was dotted with craters and drenched
with bloed.  Many Germans were killed, others, who tried to.
swim across to the opposite shore, were drowned, the rest were.
taken prisoner. ’

The comtnissar handed his now no longer needed rifle with its
bloodstained bayonet to one of the men and went to make the
round of the peninsula, Only the dead bodies could tell him
what had taken place during the night. The dead can speak too.
Interspersed with the bodies of killed Germans were the: bodies
of the Red Army men of the 3rd platoon. Some lay in the

. trenches, stabbed to death by bayonets, gripping their broken

rifies with dead fingers. Others—those who had flinched and
tried to flee—lay stretched in the open field, in the frozen steppe,
where the bullets of the enemy had overtaken them. There they
lay with arms outstretched, facing east, thejr backs to the enemy.
The commissar.slowly walked through the silent battlefield
scanning the poses of the killed, their rigid faces. Even dead these
men were to him either brave or cowards. In the poses of the
dead he read their conduct in their last minutes of life. And even
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death did not extenuate the guilt of the coward. That was some-
thing he could not forgive. If it were possible he would have
buried the brave apart from the cowards. Let there be a distinc-
tion between them after death too, just as there was when they
were alive. T :

He peered intently into the dead faces, looking for his adjutant.
He could not have fled nor have been taken prisoner. He was
bound to be somewhere among the dead.

At fast the commissar found him far from the trenches where
the men had fought and died. The adjutant lay flat on his back,

one arm awkwardly bent behind and under him and the other .

outstretched with a revolver held in a death grip. His tunic was
covered with congealed blood. o

For quite a long time the commissar stood contemplating the -

body. Then he hailed one of the commanders who accompanied

him and ordered him to roll up the tunic and see whether there

was a bullet wound or a bayonet stab. He would have done this

himself, but his right arm, injured by several fragments of a

hand grenade, hung limply at his side. He looked with drritation

at his tunic which was cut as far as the shoulder, and at the bload-
stained, hastily applied bandages. What irritated him was not so
much the wound and the pain as the fact that he had been
injured—he who was regarded as invulnerable. He knew that
this faith in his invulnerability had encouraged men to go more
fearlessly into battle. It was a very. inopportune wound and the
best thing was to get it healed and forget about it as soon. as
possible. - o :

The commander bent over the adjutant, unbuttoned the tunic
and raised the undershirt. _

" “It’s.a bayonet stab,” he said, turning his head:toward the
commissar, ‘Then he bent again over the adjutant and for about
a minute kept his ear pressed to the motionless body.

When he got up again his face expressed surprise. .

““His heart’s still. beating,”” he said.

“Really?” .

Not the least flicker betrayed the commissat’s agitation. He
had not yet made up his mind whether he should be agitated on

account of this man who turned out to be still 2

eyed and looking as much like
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e e out live. He lay there,

§ar from the trenches; most likely he had fled. Yef—no, that was

i i isjudged people. ‘
1m‘1‘)§{s:11}e}1€3;01316t:;tr:lzvoﬁejhéi,” te suddenly ordered in 2 sharp

tone. ‘“Pick him up and rush him to the dressing station. Maybe

! f saving him.”
th;flt’; Stt?rrfssn:r(: ’gis heeigand proceeded farther along the field.

i tion was tangled in
- he pull through or not? This ques :
hi:v 1?111131(:}:1 ;ifi? two others: How had hfe behe;;rii dutlilugrgs tlI;}er
he found apart from all the others, ©
e fumar tions soon merged in
“hi ? d involuntarily, the two ques
gﬁs?ff .nogw.lilncu;:as amiss, if he had behaved bravely, h;: would
surf;l get WB].T, he would. certainly pull through. e adiucant
Pej;haps that was why, when, 2 month latfer., ';1 e:r:d] b}ue,
j i e and thin, but as fair-haired;, -
just out of the hospital, pale a.na e er  cver, appﬁgd e
i asked him no
-visional: headquarters, -the  commissar !
t}tfestcilé:: 1(l)mt stretched out his left, sound arm to sbz].se his hand.
? After tim £rst words of greeting the adjutant said: 4 SJatoon
<That time, you know, I never got up as far as the 3¢ g atoon
T got held 1;p at the crossing, I was still about a hundred yar ]

away when... ‘ .
«] know,” the commissar interrupted

don’t need to explain. I know tl}at’ you acte
giaﬁ: ?osjljeﬁoiigl? zx(z:r_l; iie:ﬁig?;ﬁ‘ who on‘?j mont{;;f;e: zﬁt;:ll; _
ixr:lgcizkel:;t;asl-;g i?cﬁieg ;to l?ismoc;f??lb‘;‘r:;sggf ﬁm and femarked

Sﬂc}gfm colonel and 1 ar.e getting on in years, you See. It’s

already more than 2 month ago, 1;Lnd mylzzzggd Ztﬁﬁ 13125:;; ;
i it’ 0 2 . :
“ealed. In his case it's three mONths ag ey nd e b

wo hands between us-to manag ,
il;;‘;ft OaI;lg. 1?Wrc:nyﬁleft.. But people say the result ’s not too bad

for all that....” .

hirn, “I know it all, you
d splendidly and I'm
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HIS SWEETHEART =
B:y LEONID SOBOLEV '

ON THE day

allin fri i
excellent spirits. Charining and glowing with life, she would

fly into the ward in the ing i

e morning in her soft slippers wi
sonnd. co‘isébgea:;y of sunshine. The frost Woulcllj I:tﬂf 1)“:11:31;::' e
ould spuciie aTlde:sdon her cheeks; her laughing, guileless emg
would (arkle and ance, and the legless major in the | ed
4 variably exclaim: o ? fust bed
‘A maiden’s cheeks are b .
saj‘r,' Lyubochka, are we to
o ‘Absolutely!” she would
. Ing on her frozen fingers. -
Putting her hands behind

righter than roses.. .. W
goonliving?” hat do you

o d her back she would i
serioulsgn Bblat::k stove, a slim white figure Whof&: EFI;S Seelike
88 was ds delightful and touching as a chilg’S lnei;ﬁﬁe
d’s, ile

she was warmin
g her hand
of about a thousand WoI;ds she would babble away at the rate

the mornin, ds a'minute about everything:
darmp ﬁrewgo‘ga; l;:ommunlque,. about what had hapryxilrlxlegd tibgl!:t
about the movies Em what was cooking in the kitchen for | ;
e the movies she had seen the day before. And Ettle b ufil <&
testified o ga e e WardA would quieten Hown, faces cht Etlg
dreary hos ita% nzing pain’ would clear ‘up, the de ot
and o pital air of the ward would freshen s’o pressingly
T ouihts look up and smile, - - » SOrrow grow lighter,
en she would place her slent
make st slender fingers agaj
wrinkI:rE;h?;‘ F:eg j;ad tha}vvzd out, her straigh%: Ilintflte 1:121;5 Sw?:ultg
T . occupied way, sh. . N
expertenced glance around the wg'rd d:civc‘lriox?gldwilﬁzw;oa ;‘apld,
10 start—

and the workday of the ward nurse would begin

Everything she did w
as done qui .
e  she did was quickly and ¢
ash the patzentsl hair without Spﬂliiirg a drzl;d‘z?{v:fieozoﬁid
u e

s wh ' : i
en Lyuba was on duty in the ward we were

replyina c.:lear rjngi.ng voice, breath-
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pillow, write ietters for those who were unable to do so, immedi-

- ately notice if a patient took a turn for the worse and send for

the doctor, fight tenaciously and passionately for the life of 2
wounded man when he was on the brink. of death, comfort -
those who seemed to have lost all rest, and lull them into tranquil

and healing sleep. ,
We were all fohd of her and perhaps all of us were in Jove with

"her. But jealousy was not allowed into our ward. And ifina

free moment Lyuba would sit down beside some one of us and

'~ play a game of “Old Maid”’, we all knew that on that day he must

be feeling worse than the rest. - -
On this day I was by right the first candidate for “Old Matd”.

I had not slept il night, I had worried about matters that have
nothing to do with this story, and in the morning I had only
been able to manage a grimace in the semblance of a smile in
reply to her greeting. Tt was amazing how this young woman,

little more than a girl, immediately sensed something wrong in

another person’s soul. - She had barely glanced at me and yet
-when she had finished her round she unerringly walked over to
my bed with a pack of cards in her hand. o
But we did not have a game. Her ¢hild-like mouth drooped
bitterly, her merry eyes were sad, and suddenly it scemed to me
that she was years and years old. The cards lay idly, the ten of
spades, symbol of sorrow; looming black on the white counter-
pane, and we began to talk softly and unreservedly. :
Her husband, 2 captain in the Tank Corps and a man of great
courage which had already won him a decoration, had been
reported missing. For a whole month she had been unable to
trace him. For a long month this young womatl had come flying:
in to us with her sumny smile, and all the time her soul had been
heavy within her and her heart had ached, while at night she
had cried softly to herself in the dormitory, trying not to wake
her friends. Yesterday she had asked for the day off and had
looked up an old friend of her husband’s, someone high up in the
Tank Corps. He had taken her hand and said:- "
‘] ghan't try to fool you, Lyuba.” Pavel got left: behind in
enemy-occupied . territory. The others broke through, but he
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c:;;; t tu‘z“%etrlic up. Hg had squeezed her hand to keep her from
coyin g‘;va_t a c;:f1t €asy, L‘yuba, he may come back. You see you
o it, course, It’s a great art—waiting. - I promi:se to
. goukwhen there’s no se in waiting any longer.” '
Charazgerefhz: ?;;eand 'tr.ied hto find in myself the strength of
: was I this young woman. In £ :
il:eg I forgot my own, but T could not find i my 2111::36 Ofvlvllfr
hl‘. and seIﬁsI} male soul those words of comfort a ﬂ); A
W 'ﬁil she 50 lavishly bestowed on us all ' o hope
- Lhe major in the end bed groan d. is ‘imagi on:
bod jo ‘ groaned.  His imagina
waerebiigchu?- it s;iemed to him that the soles of his anglput?;ezgg?t’
e agaiﬁlg};er e);x;l;a _;umpedip and rushed over to him. And
: were as they had been before. The h
‘li’z 32';1;111111:, gave way before that of another.  And no ong in ';‘.Igz
. :

il great a burden of sorrow lay on her slim girlish
ti-j?oil)‘:v iit]:-li:;fd? I'was té'ansferred to another hospital for a
. T 1 returned to the ward I had been in b
i\fﬁzydof tll!e.old patients were no-longer there, new ngfildezfzﬁ

¢d, and in the bed next to mine I saw a big motionJess d :
me}ie'_ of bandages. SRS Cummy
Ches??ngv?czca taé:k man who had been severely burned on the
st and fa _e.b Veryth;ng_-that could possibly burn on a human
e had itse?f an:;i OtTl hm;;_the hair, eyebrows, eyelashes and
: . e white gauze the bulging d
of huge goggles leered omin £ o the g
: . ously. The glasses kept out i
ﬁfi(::z;mg t;'lekpup;ls of the eyes, which had bgenmslai?g lllng)-rhg
, an 1 ing i . .
o .Veepmg ?hem from coming In contact with - the
ful?;?:fith ;Eginn :hsilsit If:r thg nitlouth had been cleverly and skiI-:
. s slit came human speech, livi
qn'lIXhCOnveyor of his thoughts and sengatign;-.hvmg wpeceh the
pain cHtankc. S !ré:‘an was fighting against harrowing and protracted
pa i]e o udered_ tortures when his dressings were changed,
ﬁring-ljn:j;ainto h’IY}f‘. H;Ial wanted to live and to return to the
firing- . 15 will to live seethed in-the: i
indistinct speech. that came from his searzd'llgsfhe tpngqe~tl¢§,
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© He passionately desired to talk. In his dark and solitary world
e thirsted for companionship.  The words that issued from the
- motionless bundle of gauze were muffled and strange, but after I
had learned to understand these wounded, broken words, I could
make out the sounds of valour, hatred and victory, the din of -
attle and contact with death, distinguish dreams and hopes,
onfessions and beliefs—everything that a twenty-two ‘year old
" tnan-who was flecing from the spectre of solitude could possibly
“tell a friend. A friend—for in that night we became fast friends
~ with that sudden strong friendship that comes in battle or in
" illness. ' '
1 woke up before dawn, when it was still quite dark. The ward
was breathing heavily, and from time to time a groan cut through
this alarming breathing of strong male bodies that had been broken
in battle. And from the fact that no soundless white shadow
glided rapidly towards this groan, I knew that Liyuba was not
on duty. Most likely the other nurse was on duty—Fenya, a
plain woman, no longer young, who tired quickly, and frequently
fell asleep on the chair in front of the stove 2t night. I got up
to go out for a smoke and I heard the tank man asking for water.
Fearing that I might hurt him, I wanted to wake the nurse.
" “Don’t,” he said. “It doesn’t matter....” ,
I carefully poured a few mouthfuls of water through a funnel
into the opening in the bandage, and, of course, wet the gauze.
© Very much embarrassed, I apologized.
. ~“It doesn’t matter,” he repeated, and laughed, if the soft gasps
1 could be called laughing. ‘‘Only she knows how to do it.. ..
© As though one were actually drinking with one’s own lips...."”
“Who is she?” ' : o :
“My sweetheart.”

" And I heard an unusual tale of love. o
‘He spoke of a woman whom he had not seen and could not

see. He called her by an old Russian love word, ‘“‘dushenka’
(sweet soul). He had called her this on the very first day, sensing
in her a special tenderness and warmth of heart, and he con-
tinued to call her this because his burnt lips would not let him
say her name, “It's Lyuba, of course,” I thought. Her name
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would indeed sound strange pronounced by him since his mutil
ated lips could not frame the letter “b’" Lyuba—Lyusha. ., .

He spoke of her with the utmost feeling, pride and, strange t

say, passion. Dreaming out loud, he pictured her to himself,

describing her face, her eyes, her smile, and T was amazed by thi

second sight of love which had indeed descried the beloved

image. Lowering his voice he confessed that he knew her hair

the fine silky hair that tumbled from under her cap: once he had -
touched it when he had tried with his blind fingers to help her -
find the thermometer case, which had fallen behind the night -

-table. He spoke of her hands—tender

him,

He told me everything that she had said to comfort him, all

her tender words of hope, her faith that he would be able to see,

to live and fight again, and it seemed to me that | could hear the
In an almost inaudible whisper he told
me-that to-mozrow was the decisive day: the professor had pro-’

voice of Lyuba herself,

mised to remove his goggles and perhaps he would begin to sce.
He had not told this to “Dushenka”—what if he would not be
able to see?. Better that she should not suffer. If it should come
to- nothing, it would corme to nothing—in any case he knew her
face. It was beaitiful and sweet and in her eyes he could see love.,
Then there was something else: she had talked him into a delicate
operation which would return to him his eyebrows, eyelashes
and fresh pink skin. He knew at what price of pain he would buy
this new face for himself, but he was willing to go through any-
thing for the sake of his sweetheart. : :

Yes, his sweetheart. He repeated this word with pride. Her
husband had failen at the front not so long ago. She was alone,
just as he was, and even more unfortunate than he: he had lost
only his face, while she had lost a beloved person. In the course

of the long nights they had learned all there was to know about

each other, and love had come to this ward where death stalked.
Life, brought by love, had gained the upper hand over him. For

, strong, careful hands,
which he had held in his for hours, telling her about himself,

about his childhood, about the fighting, about the tank explosion,
about his solitude and the horrible life of 2 cripple which awaited |
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ihere had been a time when he had wax.lted to _shf;:;: hunsli:I -
t."1?': was the sense of his continuing to 11':re a cripp f' t.h .e .future
“:ft:'ything was different. He was Im.ngh 1r; hoﬁ)esptzness fur thé
b or haj ,
fighti life, for health, for strength, ]
EEZ:;E {grtakz" revenge on the enemy for himself and for

ét]‘lgksl. t.old me ghat it doesn’t matter what the result izewnE
“. facee She said to me, I love you and not your f.ace, gz:ause. .h.is
m}:&nd .he-wept. I could tell that he was cqﬁgeaﬂi use his
‘breast, filled with happiness, heaved and his br _

| - ' ‘ fetly i bed,
bI(:z:\?iig him to himself, I lay down q}xlnethjcr 1t;g:;1§t(a?:m ; :]:as

i dered at her stra .
g e o liia“srlznlove of a noble woman’s soul, or

this real love, the inexp Jove o e e &t o the

i ich is so often kin to love ; 3
tiﬁiiﬁgpé?; ?frﬁm: the horror of a loss, the finding of the ghost
8 ¥

' : n, a hero, s fighter. ... T waited
?f Wh?t 51116 Eidi:lzfﬁiiga;nkdﬁe shift of the.nurses in ,ordez tci
1I_Ilpatlentb); at a glance and see the answer—in such eyes every
read Lyu lain to see. With these thoughts I fell ,aslee_};, e
e “};aslf) late. By the familiar signs of t1§e ward’s df y fboa toe

I I“i(') ed fhat the nurses had already shifted, bu’cd Yliied s
1;:e:'.inlztehe ward, T walked over to the tank man and as
no . g

how he felt. _
“Fine,” he replied.
Only listen here, not a word ab

le to see to-day?”’ o
be};‘; fn'.s voice I could guess that he was smiling

; don’t yout”’
-*“She’ al beauty; you know hcr? D .
“%‘lizlleais’: trrﬁle enough, she is beautiful, 1 replied. © soe her
Again he began to speak to me about how he lv_vas o see her.
diam Suddenly he fell silent, and in silence, mzi?an 0 e
| tz- sy.the light steps in felt slippers, and it ;v;s s gable at
 heou h the bandages which muffled his head he s _
:i};:a?ilrlé—uish them. Or was it the ears of love that, ’hear :
~«Ig’s she,” be said softly. “My Dushenka. . .. pidently
1 turned around. But it was Fenya who came up

"She’ to find out about my dressing.
o gOI::xt the professor. Will I really‘
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she had been detained after her shift. I wanted to tell him that

he had made a mistake. '

“Good morning, Fenichka,” I said. “Will Lyuba be through

.so0n?’* .

*‘Good morning. Back with us again?”’ she asked. “Lyuba’sr‘

gomne, she found her husband, He’s wounded.”
And she sat down beside the tank man..

33

“Kolya, dear,” she said, caressingly. “Be strong....We

have to change your dressing now. . . .
He held cut a trembling hand, and immediately this hand
of a fighter, which had touched death and which was trembling
in anticipation of the pain, found Fenya’s hand. Evidently the
dressing of his wounds was agonizing. - - '

She covered his hand with her own other hand, and a long
and expressive silence fell between them. Softly she smoothed
his hand and twined her fingers in his. And in her eyes, which
were fixed on the dark glasses, there glowed the warm, slow fire
of love. . : i : '

I looked at her face—the undistinguished face which we had
been secing every day and which we had passed over with an in-

different glance. The amazing change in it astonished me. .

Elderly, tired, inspired by the force of love it was beautiful, the
simple face of 2 Russian woman and mother filled with hope and
sad tenderness. Then the tears welled up in her eyes and she
softly. turned her head aside so that they would not drop on his
hand. But feeling this light movement he became alarmed. °

“*Dushenka, dear, what’s the matter?”’

And—astonishing thing-—Fenya began to talk vivaciously and
merrily, cheering him up while the tears coursed down her cheeks
rapidly and without stop, and the deep hurt twisted her mouth
from which these joily and joking words came. Then her eyes
turned to the door, and hopeless silent misery filled them. I
followed her glance: a wheelcot was standing i the doorway,
and J understood her tears. She was anticipating the approaching

_pain. Lo - '

They put the tank man in the cot and Fenya walked beside

him, holding his hand. T accompanied them. At the door of the
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she left him. Her strength deserted her and,
-jamb, she let her tears flow
freely. I touched her on the shoulder. She raised her eyes.
. ““The professor told me.... The professor told me. ...

* She was unable to speak. o
I know,” I replied. ““But why do you upset yourself ahead of

1

time. . . . Be sure, he will see.”

She shook her head as if with pain. .
“And he will see me. ... How can 1 compare with what he
imagines? . ..What has he invented about me, why has he
invented these things? . .. Beautiful, beautiful. . .. Oh, leave me

© alone! she suddenly exclaimed, almost shouting, and pressed

her ear to the door. _ : .
I could hear the professor’s cheerful voice through the door:

“That’s enougl, that'll do for the first time. Iust one more week

in the dark!” . )
Fenya grew pale with the terrible pallor of despair and qmckly

d down the corridor.
Wag-s one ever saw her in the hospital any more. Later we found
out that she had gone back to her home town—a great-souied
woman who preferred to go away in orcller 1o leave w1‘%h the man
whom she had returned to life and victory a b.eauuful c'lream
about a beautiful young woman who loved him for himself
alone and not his face, rather than disclose to him the truth

which would shatter his dreams.
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. LONEL shook his head
tired—youw’ll have to rest?” :

Prokhor wagged his great head: ““You give me any sort of a

job to do, and I’ll show you wh i

i k4 . : th ’ .
_ You're tired, and 1 01:%1 o rext s
imperturbably. '

I’m not going to rest,” said Prokhor doggedly. .

Report to the Chief of Staff: you’ve been ordered a res1.:. Go

into
the town, and don’t come back till to-morrow.”-

In the voice of the Colonel could be heard the tones which we

knew w:el.l enough not to query when we heard th
rII‘Jxm‘rﬂlmgly Pro_khor stood up: “May we dismizzr?’l’.’
Wie;fezas I}oth_lng to be done except go and “res' ",
cocryting,  The steets seemed wmsoly e oy S o
. NSy wi
vwvige 112)01:3 :Ee_ pavements were too narrog fo;d:ﬁesgegiz;;r:
s vgarp < heu’ way along, If the white line on the edge had
ned them of the danger, the crowds would have surged

across the road right under the cars which were

without lights. moving along

h;ivn:sk‘r;;‘:nngzhling of't&? town except the restaurants, our usual
eave. We went | i
| an(Ii h?lrdly-gﬁmmering Iam;;z E;St biacked-out shop-windows
n the square we came upon 2 mas d
_.- : s of people th i
feebly-illuminated doorway of a large buildfng.p It wznaggict:}ri

hall, and a piano recital '
; was
decidedly in front of a noticgl progress. Prokhor stopped un-

“Is it forbidden us to retu
1] . bB 3y
Forbidden,” T replied. rn before dawn?’ he asked,

disapprpvingly: “You're dead.

er you to ;est,” repeated the Celone
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“And we can’t sit in the restaurant till then?”’

N, .

. T et’s have a little highbrow recreation,” he said, smiling and

pointing at the notice with his finger.

~Vou wor't find it a bit interesting,” 1 replied.
" P'm going in for your sake,” said he, and opened the door.

“You can listen and I'll go to sleep.”

T knew he said this just to annoy me.

- In the, stalls Prokhor made a great show of folding his arms,
disposed himselfsuitablyinhisseat, and pretended to go off tosleep.

A slightly-built man in an evening dress suit with long tails

came on to the platform. He sat down, then moved the piano-
stool about from place to place several times, and meditatively
began to rub his long, thin fingers together. At the same time he

locked vaguely over the piano. His auburn hair was combed
back,  displaying a wide and prominent forehead.
~ The pianist dropped his chin onto his tie, which stuck out
like the wing of a white butterfly, and laid his fingers on the
keys. He played Chopin—polonaises, ballades, preludes.
Prokhor cast mocking glances at me. He really seemed to be
getting bored. I realized that a fighter pilot did not have to
anderstand and love the piano. But now the brave notes of a
mazurka were ringing out; then came walizes and polonaises.
The pianist went on to Liszt. The ponderous bass of the funeral
marches thundered out in the room like the hammer-blows of
destiny. Prokbor no longer blinked disdainfully. He cupped his
head in his hand and fixed his gaze on the pianist, whose auburn
hair, as he played, fell in disorder over his forehead and covered
the delicate ears with fiery strands. ‘Turning his head, the
usician let his eyes wander above the piano, to the black velvet
of the wings.

When the first part of the programme finished 1 said: ‘“Shall
we got”’ : SRR

Prokhor only looked surprised.

At the second interval he was all attention.

«The devil take him!” he cried, as we went outy “the devil

ake him!” : '
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Somehow it happened that.instead of going to the restaurant
we went to the railway statior. Sitting in the dark coach of the
suburban train I asked him: ‘“Well, what do you think of our
bit of rest?” : : :

He looked at me for a long time without speaking. - Then he
said very seriously: “If I had known how good it could be, I
shouldn’t have started arguing with the Colonel. I really did have
a good rest. Tell me, please: where. does such a little, feeble
fellow get all that strength from? His fingers were like match-
sticks, but look at the strength of them! He literally carried me
away, -picked me up and took me into another world, the devil
knows where.”” . R : S

I . :

In the life of all of us there are black days. Such a black day
for Prokhor was the one on which he lost his plane in battle and
came down in a wood, cut off from his base. Believing that if
he went to one side of the wood he would be able to see his own
people, Prokhor left the wood quite openly. . But the first thing
that he set eyes upon.was a German. patrol. There was nothing
for it but to get back into the wood as guickly as possible.

He spent nearly the whole night, helped by the peasants of
the neighbourhood, in looking for an old acquaintance, “‘the
man with the glasses”, the leader of a guerrilla band. This man
was getting ready for an important expedition. As quickly as
possible, since the forces of the guerriflas were limited, they had
to-remove some maps from a Nagzj Headquarters. Everything
was arranged so that under the guise of a “delegation” they
should get into the German Headquarters. “The man with the
glasses” invited Prokhor to take part in the expedition, and
Prokhor joyfully accepted. They gave him the task of attracting,
by any method he chose, the attention of the German officers to
himself, until- his companions had looked, over the house. “The
man with the glasses” had a great deal of experience of that sort
of thing, Everything went according to plan. The delegates
stood in front of the German major. Prokhor, aciing the part of 2
traitor, gave the most fantastic information about the Red Army.
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The Nazi listened to him incredulously; in the end he couldn’t

ick i longer, and unrolled a map. o -
su?};i:r: I(l:jélo(;le%, "he called out behind the partition. “Something

_important.”

In the doorway appeared a small red-faced czlx‘mn WIEE Eif:e;;
; “delegates”’ standing Wi
looked attentively at the c_ie g 2PS
.gziroﬁands, and without speaking - went up to the map lying Ofa
the table. ) " |
o t’s the matter now? . '
Pgllcl;ors had hardly begun spinning a rather_ attractweﬁyftn
when two guards came in with a little chap wearmgta torn,BegSid;
i i d with a narrow strap. -
coloured mackintosh tied round - - ey
b uni ldiers’ greatcoats this ma
the officers’ uniforms and the sol mackintosh
i ion of a childish attempt at fancy- . _
e e loewod at the pri khor realized that there was.
he looked at the prisoner Prokho: alize i
;v: eciluv.es(:'cimm of dressing up. The pnsonelr. ks falcl:e, wasfblw\;f mg:c-:zlr
i i - hattering like those of 2
with cold and his teeth,were ct . -
anim i i d hair was uncovered.
imal. His great blazing shock of red ha
Prok]ior did ncg>t immediately remember how it was that he knteilv;
this man. . But when he remembered he started: it - was
janist, the very same pianist. )
i The officers conferred and Prokhor listened, e vestord
“Herr Colonel, here is the same Jew that we caught y fords 3)':
near the bridge. He still insists that he is 2 musician, and.
he had no intention of damaging the bridge. e iamist &
The colonel turned his solemn- grey eyes on ’f,f p e& b
“Tt looks as if it might be true,” he said s.,lm.pvly, yow;i ne e
strength of a bear for such a job and this is somet ;{g——
Then he stopped and turned to- the captive: Musician
“E?Vb:’.ll prove it—show what you can do. » The coiﬁnel nodded
towards an old harmonium standing against the wall. .
“If yow're really such 2 famous musiclan as you say, W
go. Pla ' ' )
Ym'i‘flz prisoier sat down at the harmonium and ralsedéns lzgn;ihse
Then he suddenly looked at his blue fingers, cramped Wi |
cold, and dropped them helplessly. .
E

P’
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“His hands are frozen,” said the major to the colonel.

“Warm your hands,” said the colonel shortly; and again he"

nodded and pointed to the lamp.
“The musician went over to the lamp and began to wdrm his.
hands. His thin wrists glowed right through; his blood began to
flow again. Prokhor looked at his hands, forgetting why he was
heré, forgetting the story he had begun over the: unrolled
map. . ‘ _ -
The musician sat’ down at the instrument. He rubbed his
hands now with the movements so well remembered by Prokhor
. at his first concert. Prokhor saw in his delicate skin deep scratches
and -scars. ' The pianist, too, as if conscious for the first time of
the wounds on his hands, cast a frightened glance at the Nazis,
and hurriedly bent over the instrument. -
The funereal tones of the Requiem filled the rcom, went out
through the cracked windows, into the frosty, dark quiet of the
wood, which came right up to the houge. ' '
The colonel unceasingly watched the pianist’s hands, his brows
drawing nearer to one another over the bridge of his glasses.
Noticing this movement of the brows, the major shouted to the
musician: “Stop! Cut out that Slav moaning.” .
The pidnist stopped playing in terror. His hands, like a bird
shot in flight, hovered for a moment, then fell on the keyboard.
" The colonel angrily turned to the major:- ““What do you mean,
all this Slav stuff? This is.our German composer Mozart,”
“Aeh! Sol” ejaculated the major apologetically. “Wunderbar.”
The colonel shouted at the pianist: *‘Play!”’—-and once more
his keen grey eyes were fixed on the musician’s fingers.
The Germans again spoke among themselves. '
“With such hands you could never do anything,” said the
colonel. “They’re the hands of an artist.” :
“Yes,”" agreed the major. '
“In America they insure hands like that,” said the colonel
to the musician. “And in your country?”’
“In my country it is not necessary,” said the pianist quietly.

“But my hands were actually insured when I went t6. the
Statez.” SRR g :

B
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“How much for!"’ asked the major eflgerly. o '
: “Two hundred thousand dollars,”-sald the muimxan quietly.
is Iooked at one another in amazement. ‘
: %12 N1:r1az;.zjor went up close to the pianist, and Prokhor saw his
fist clenched for a blow. Prokhor had to make a great effort to
restrain himself from attacking the officer, and: - But he must
not make a disturbance without orders from tht.he man with the
#_ The job was the most important thing. - ‘
gl%sf;':;en——youi- fingers are a treasure,’” said the oﬁice::r in mocking
t01’11‘6151:6 pianist looked at his fingers wonderingly, as if su.ch an
idea had never occurred to him before. He no_dded without
speaking, and glanced round at those present in embarrass-
??Ee colonel’s glance over his glassc?s was again expressionless,
He turned his back on the pianist indifferently and bent qverthe
map. . . . - - .
aior prasped the pianist violently by the arm just above
ih?\l:ﬁ;? zjmdgﬂurlpg him on the table, ‘The crack as his hands
hit the table broke the death-like silence of thF rOom. ‘
“Stay there! Quietly!” ordered ‘l:l}e major, and qumk}l\y
picking up 2 heavy paperweight _Wh}ch was on the 1.:a1,31e e
suddenly hit the pianist’s fingers with it. - A terrib}e ghriek rang.
the house.’ ' _ :
thrjgzgi}’lcch tike an electric current ran up Prokhor’s arm from
the tip of his fingers to the shoulder. He felt as if the German .
had smashed his own fingers. The sick feeling was so0 real that
he felt his teeth grating. His glance met that of the “man Wxtl;1
the glasses” as it turned aside. Prokhor 1mmefitately followe
- the direction and saw that the colonel was taking-a bundle of
marked maps out of a case. Prokhor understood that these maps
were the object of their expedition, for ‘the guerrilla was lookmE
at them so eagerly. But before he had time to turn his eyes bac
1o his leader’s face a new noise filled the house. Prok}}or forgot
everything—the orders of the “man W}th the glasses”, the '_]ob
to be done, all his caution. His reason anply ceased to fL}ncuon.
His great body went out in an irresistible leap. Everything was
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in confusion. The room was filled with shouts, smothered grunts,
the din of fierce fighting. The lamp was hit, and the whole house
was plunged into darkness. ' '

A few hours later, in a rough hut, hidden in an unfrequented
part of the wood, Prokhor jealously followed the skilful move.
ments of the guerrilla nurse who was bandaging the broken
fingers of the pianist. Prokhor had brought him there on his
shoulders, and now treated him like a precious ‘trophy: . The
bandaging was finished, and then the “man.with the glasses”

came into the hut and said to Prokhor: “You're lucky: those’

were the papers we needed.” .
. “And if they hadn’t been?”’ - . T : ;
- “Don’t ask,” said the guerrilla seriously,- “We should. have
shot you for disobeying orders.”
. ‘Strong - discipline,” smiled . Prokhor, . and shrugged ' his
shoulders-nervousty, - SR
“Accepted voluntarily,” said the guerrilla. ““Now, listen,” he
began in a new tone, smiling gently with his short-sighted eyes;
“not far away is hidden an acroplane. ‘We have guarded it like
the apple of our- eyes, though there is no one among us who
knows how to fly. Have a look at it this very night, so that at
dawn "’ The guerrilla waved expressively with his hand and
pursed his lips. “You'll take these documents,”: -~ <.
“That’s the stuff!” cried Prokhor delightedly.  *“That’s the
real stuffl” Then he looked at the pianist, who was lying on a
heap of pine-branches; and asked the guerrilla: “What sort of
plane?” S ‘ _ _ PR o
“How should we know what it is?”* _

- “Right,” said Prokhor decisively. ‘“Whatever it is, I shall take

him with me.™ . ‘

‘““Yes, here he would have a rough time,” said the guerrilla
mildly; then he asked the musician: “But who really did what the
Fritzes suspected you of#"—and then he explained to Prokhor:
“Someone left the bridge in such a state that several- German
tanks dived under the ice.”” . . B :
. The pianist looked up above the other’s head.” Prokhor was
reminded of the same sort of look directed across. the. piano,

o of the wings. is ti instead?;gi’:
behind the velvet curtains of the wings. But this tg?iioor cad of
the black velvet before the musician, was the (c)lp oo ot

rth hut, and beyond that the sleeping woo ﬂsip e
:iow Th,c pianist let his glance rest on tl}e guerrilla and,
in a rather embarrassed way, sgd: I did.

1
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THE MAN ing heavi
et stood panting heavily.

“I had 'the devil of 2 job findi
. ' job finding you. A

E‘ist‘hﬁr‘s own hc‘)‘use in this blackness,”” he said Si:]?inwotlﬁd o
m his cap. Is this the lying-in hospital?”’ § e snow
“%}115,6 hels1 was told. “What’s the matter:P"

o aks the matter? Why, 2 woman is giving birth to a child
2 back street. That's what’s the matter.” ? child
“And who are you?” ' o

I am just a chance passer-by.,

the night-shift. Let's make hast T ey home from

the i e. I will show
andartloz: EIl)usu;essl -+« I was walking along, and tggxl'le tsllllz e
soul about except myself. . . . What could I do? I“;as’
‘ | . ? m

not a midwife.”

A minuté i i .
¢ later Irina, a hospital attendant and the stranger

were stumbling through the snowdri

N . bt snowdrifts. It was very d

S;l;:fss‘s;ood hke'stark cliffs. Not a light to be seen?.z z:ﬁ:n 'It';h :

et Sea:;pt 2{ bh{,zard and snow-dust whirled through thg a'le
med as if the shadows of scouts were stealing througnl—';

thg jg;;:et,i transparent, frigid and swift-moving
o e:t ljlré Iﬁl;eg:;c};(uatted dc?wn in the snow, their noses buried
rovring sy oo s.1 A thin, evenly rising sound was heard
a8 closer a hcoser. They drew their heads into their,
e ot hw ere from aroupd the corner red flames shot

a thunderous explosion reverberated through -tl?e

street. Icicles dro
pped from the house-
the pavement with a splintering sound vaves and shattered on

“I hope it hasn’t struck her,” i
) | 1, exclaimed Irina.
strarl:lc;, Sh?‘ ;f on t?le other side. Look for her there,” said th
ger. “You will ﬁgd her beyond the iamp-posti I'm oﬂ? s

He was irate and con-
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The bombardment is frerce to-night, I don’t want to get hit:
before I get home.” :
Irina was not an accoucheuse by training. She was a nurse:
in the reception room.of the lying-in hospital. But now she had
" to go forth into the night to seek out this woman and help her
to give birth to her child. "There was no time to lose. Nobody
else would come to her aid. It was the dead of night. Frost and:
" blizzard: With a hiss and a clang, shell after shell passed over-
head. Irina and the attendant ran from snowpile to snowpile,-
stopped and listened.

A groan was heard from the right. They dashed to the spot
and, sure enough, beyond the lamp-post, as the stranger had said, -
leaning her back against the wall of 2 house near the tightly locked -
gate, sat a woman in the snow. Trina dropped on her knees
hefore her, and the woman seized her hand in her own. It was.
hot and trembling. ‘ -

Yes, it was too late to bring this woman to the Iying-in hospital.
She was already in the throes of childbirth. She was giving birth
to a-child in the snow, in that black winter’s night, jlluminated
by the fitful glare of bursting shells. Irina glanced around. It
~ all looked like a gloomy nightmare. The snow sifted under the

. collar of her coat, fierce gusts of wind struck her in the face, her
hands began to freeze, and her heart pulsated so violently that:
she could hear its beat. It seemed as if there were no Leningrad,
but only a wild, black wilderness, swept by 2 winter storm, to
the howl of enemy guns. It would be vain to hammer at those
tightly-locked gates, it would be vain to call—the street was
deserted, and until the morning came no human being would
pass this way. '

Yet here, in this murk, in this open spot, swept by all the
winds of heaven, a new life was being born. It had te be saved,
it had to be torn from the cold and the murk and the guns. Her
ear was already deaf to the exploding shells. She helped the
woman as if she were lying in a snug ward, in the way women
are atways helped in childbirth. . .. '

" She raised the infant high in the air, as if to display it to
the great city lying lost in the gloom. She carried it tightly clutched
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to her bosom, this warm, whimpering mite, nestling beneath her

coat. She strode through the snow, which was fresh and stiil’

unmarked by human feet;

Behind her, supported b ] i
hind s ¥ the attendant, like some I :
ruffled bird, the mother dragged her weary feet. She stumgfgg:

in the snowdrifts. She whispered throu i
"’ gh her parched lips: *I
can walk by myself....” The attendant, himself wearitfd'and

harassed, mere  rei ing:
) ly kept relterathg. “We'll soon be there: it's

not very far now....” -

The blizzard drove handfals of d into thieir faces.

. I'V snow into their faces; " A
rain of shattered glass followed on each reverberating explosion.
I;lut they strode forward like conguerors, conquerors of the night;
the cold, and the cannonade. If need be, this procession WO\JlCi-

have marched through the whole city, carrying this new tiny life
¥

this . . . . co
- E:Ii‘tmy being, which had appeared in our city in this ama;—.

The mother already knew that she had given birth to a girl..

Now and again she would stretch forth her hands towards Irina.

who was carrying the infant, as though sh .
and would then let them fall again. gh she wanted to detam her,

They arrived at the lying-in hospital. And when the woman

had already been put to bed, and everything was being done to .

- curt, almost stern whisper:
“What is your name?" - .
‘ Why do you want to know?” asked Irina.
‘I must know.” S
‘:I[VI}L nlaitme is Irina. But why do you ask?”’
“I shall call my daughter after you. Let her rem l
1 . emb :
You saved he_r life. I thank you from the bottorn of my hearetl.‘ .Y-O?f ;
_ And she kissed her three times. - Itina turned away and burst
into tears. Why, she could not say. T -

make her comfortable, she called for Irinz and said to herina

THE OLD SOLDIER
| By NIKOLAI.TIKHONO\.T

*

4

HE WAS very old, and his eyes could scarcely see. They were
all standing at the open windows. He went up:to them, but he
could see nothing. So he asked: S :

“Tell me, what is happening over yonder?”

“Somewhere, far away, thick clouds of smoke are rising above
the city. Enormous mountains of white smoke. Their edge is
rosy in the light of the sunset. And now the smoke is turping
blue. It has reached the very zepith....” - ' .
““What is it—#fires?”’ he inquired. “Have the Germans done

“Yes,” he was told. ' ) :

"The anti-aircraft guns were still firing; but lazily. . . . He used
to pore over his maps far into the night. He was an old Military.
Geography teacher and an inventor. He had piles of maps. The

' - variety of the contours, the richness of the terrestrial features and

the quaint intricacy of the reliefs were a source of consolation to
him. Beyond these blue patterns and brown patches, beyond
the green and yellow strips, he saw the life of 2 mighty country—
vast, ardent, free and growing. He knew how its map was chang-
ing from year to year. But now, as he gazed at the maps of
Leningrad and its environs, his brow was furrowed and his
glance was veiled and sombre. : .

The Germans were promenading along the avenues of the
Pushkin Park, their shells were battering the palace at Gatchina,
Peterhof was being sacked, and the rattling of machine guns
could be heard not far from Kolpino. -

“No, it’s impossible,”” he said to himself; ‘it cannot be. It
cannot be that the Germans will enter Leningrad, this city which ~
has never surrendered to an enemy. I cannot believe it-—my
mind refuses to conceive it. Never has this city been yielded,
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never, never. Can it be that i i
never, n b our times are to be covered in

He flung down his magnifyi in agitati
o qun e r o .ymg lens in agitation and strode up
bméu;’d {;elddgl to whom? To the Germans! To those doltish

sh, bloo t i i ’
rutish, b 1rs‘y assassins of women and children. To the

“No, no!” he muttered to him ¢
No, . self. “The German

are smug marionettes. - Though they are not bad as E.ZI:;E}.S
strators, and they know how to fight. . .. )

“But do they know how to fight?” he cried the next minuté.. B

1]

Theyfa;'e a(_iventu%'ous gamblers, and all their plans are the
ruse;q o banc_iits,‘deszgned to hypnotize, to disarm, to discourage.
-+« No, but it will not work this time! We are not to be fooled

- - - The Russian people are not so casily duped. ' You will never -

get Leningrad!”

He retired to his bed, but slee

. s p would not come. His whol
b.ezng shuddered at the thought of the battle going on arou:él toh:
city. He closet':l his eyes and the picture rose in his mind of those
peaceable environs where over half a centufy ago, as a youn
officer, he had takc?n part ir} manoeuvres. Those quiet nooks WerE
no}vlv one by one disappearing in the smoke of conflagrations, and
;;—ﬂol;r;l::llf ;izl?iuglgt!h—pqrhaps enemytanks had alreadypenet;‘ated

skirts of the city: If that were so. . . well, he still had -

the strength to tﬁrow a hand-grenade. He would no,t ask: l“I—Ioaw
many are there?” True, his eyesight wds feeble, but he would .

ask: “Where are they?”’ But no, it was impossible; the Germans : .

would never tl:ead _thesc sacred streets and squares. Never!
hWhen the air-raid alarm sounded he did not go to the bomb-
? elter. The house shook with the force of the concussions, shell
t;lag;nents rame«:ji down on the roof, the windows rattled’ and
¢ house sw if i i :
the bous ayed as if it were a thing of matchboard, but all he
T];ly’ you vultures; but you will soon break your necks! . . .’
7 e battle dragged on. The enemy entrenched outside the -
N erthalls of Leningrad. Winter came. It was cold and dark °
. the house. A few damp shavings in the small iron stove .
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emitted but a feeble warmth. Every day it became harder for the
old man. He lay beneath his rug and his whole life passed
before his eyes. It had been a long, industrious and interesting

life, and had it not been for the present privations he could have
carried on for a long time yet. But weakness had now fettered his
arms and legs, and even the firewood for the little stove he had
to have cut for him, for he himself, he was ashamed to say, was
rapidly fatigued by this child’s labour.

He thought of the wonderful, inimitable, majestic city beyend
his windows that was living its life of labour and battle. Shells
were often bursting now in.the neighbouring street, and the
thunder of their explosions drove him into a state of acute irrita-
tion. ‘ '

In sentimental moments, when the thought of his ebbing life
was particularly oppressive, he would take a gold watch out of
his table drawer and fondle it in his hand. This watch had been
presented to him in recognition of his work at the Higher Militia
Courses, where he had taught for many years and had helped
in the training of many a young, intelligent and dashing com-
mander. . . . He. thought of their smiling faces, their youthful:
spirits, their noisy discussions. And then he suddenly saw him-

- self, young, riding on horseback by foaming mountain streams or

ranging the Caucasian heights, an inquisitive cartographer,.
traveller and historian of mountain warfare... . . But that was all
so long ago. : '

He had grown very feeble. He even found it an effort to raise
his- soup-spoon to his mouth at table, and his daughter had to
feed him. And as she did so she recounted the news from the
fronts. '

“Retreating, always retreating!” he would murmur with a
heavy sigh, and his shortsighted, almost blind eyes would peer
in agony at his daughter. -

“The old fellow won’t last long,” the neighbours said.

... One fine morning, the old soldier’s daughter heard strange
noises emanating from her father’s room. - First there was the
sound of a saw, then of a hammer, then the sound of singing. . . .
Yes, somebody was singing in the room. The words were in-
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chs;fw_t, in fact, the song could scarcely be said to have any words
at all. " It was a sort of contented, self-engrossed rumbling.

* As far as she knew, the old man' should be lying, covered with'

his ancient rug, subdued,  debilitated and discouraged. -

" She went to the door, but it was i ..
. oo, some-time' before she mad
up her mind to open it. When she did, she saw that her s;'acII{n :ngi

senile parent was sawing awa ingi
; g away at a plank and singing to himself.
z;s& it was he that was singing. And as he sang, higs e:%es gleam:}iﬁ-
although an old overcoat hung from his frail shoulders, he

lpoklgd as majestic as a patriarch. -
“Father, what is the matter with you?”’ she cried jn s .K
F, cried in-ala
Why have you got up?  And wh 4 wing?. o not
vy st fog; ' gﬁ!” why are you sawing?  You are not
He glanced at her, and then in a clear i :
[ o T PR . ’ and s , said:
I?}dn_ t you hear the radio this morning?” oo Sald
TEITO, | ;he repii(:. “What did it say?’ @ - o
e old man almost hopped, with the 1
th? plank in the other, e b saw # one hand and
““You didn’t hear it? The whole world h | -
~“You. ! rld has heard and you k
?othmg.. The Germans have been smashed at Moscow! YSInas:ll:)e:‘;lr
ﬂ.; atolllns, to powder . . . the wretched adventurers! I always said
1:hat the only way they can fight is like bandits. - Their tactics are-
! & tactics of footpads anc_l highwaymen. They have been routed
ﬂf you ]llinderstandP And if they got a beating like that at Moscow, :
teylw'l never get Leningrad. When I heard that I could noé
‘sLag;_l y:illllg do_\zn a?,y more. I jumped up. T jumped up to cry:
ive vi ! ’ - Iyi .
o i vy You calt .t bying down, dasghcs

' THE FAMILY

By NIKOLAT TIKHONOV
; N

“MOTHER, come here for a minute, T want to tell you some-
thing,” said Semyon Ivanovich.

Dasha stared at her husband as if she was seeing for the first
time this broad-shouldered, serious-looking man with the un-
hurried movements and the stern eyes; who for so long now had
not smiled at her or jested with her.” She wiped her hands on her
apron, sat down on a chair, and with averted eyes, said:’

T know what you are géing to say, Semyon.”

“You do, do you? - How do you know? . . .”

“ feel it in my heart. ... Well, go on, what do you want to
say?” ' . .
“Shut the door, I don’t want Olya to hear....”

“QOlya has gone for water. 1 will tell you myself what you want
to say; you just correct me if I am wrong.... I have seen, of
course, what you have been going through ever since Kostya
was killed. Well, Kostya died a good death, defending Leningrad..
And we have got to take revenge on the fascists; we have got to
take revenge on them every day, every hour. ... Oh, the villains,
the scoundrels, the things they are doing! It is terrible, it is
horrible. 1 hate them, I despise them....You want to take
revenge for your brother Kostya.” You want to join the army,
you want to go to the front. That is so, isn't it? Am I right?”

Semyon Ivanovich slapped his knee, rose, went up to his wife,
embraced and kissed ber, and said:

“You are a regular mind-reader, Dasha. You are right, I
couldn’t have put it better myself. Well, to settie the matter I
have already filled inthe applications. So that’s how it is, mother.
There will be one soldier more in the Red Army. I can’t go on

- working at the bench; my heart is just boiling over. AndYaman
old soldier, I have been through the last world war, and I haven’t
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forgotten how to shoot....But I ‘have little time to spare,
mother. Help me to get my things packed. . ..”

“I’ll see to it,”” said Dasha softly. She went to the window and

looked into the street to see whether Olya was coming. The
street was crowded with people, as though it were a holiday,
They were all walking on foot, because the street cars were not
running. Many were dragging sleds loaded with firewood or
sacks. On some of the sleds sat old men or women, wrapped up in
shawls and scarves, : : '

Water too was being carried on sleds-—in children’s baths, in

churns, in buckets and in kegs. People elipped on the frozen

road, the water would splash out of its receptacles and freeze in~

. tongues of ice. The frost was fierce. Gusts of wind came blowing
fromi the gulf, hurling prickly snow and biting icedust into
people’s eyes. Everybody had his face bound up to the mouth
in a black scarf, and seemed to be wearing 2 half-mask, like a
masquerader. Dasha stood for some time staring at the endlessly
moving throng. Beneath the masks, the breath froze into an iey
lacework and a white vapour rose from the pedestrians’ mouths.
It would be hard to spot Olya with her bucket in the thick of
this human torrent. She should be coming any minute.

“I also have something to say,” said Dasha, turning away

- from the window. “I have made up my mind too: since you are
going to the front, I shall take your place in the factory. Don’t
interrupt me, listen to what I have to say. - Our city is besieged.

_ The sufferings of the people are indescribable. The city has now
become the front—that is what the papers are saying. And it is
true. And that being so, and since you-are going off to take
revenge on the Germans for your brother, I shall take your place.
I am still hale and hearty, and T can stand it. You don’t have to
worry. I have got commmonsense, and I like work. I shan’t let you
down. You won’t have any cause to be ashamed of your wife. . . .
I'm used to the life. After all, I only left the factory because of

the children....” . ' : '

“But that situation is still the same now,” exclaimed Semyon
Ivanovich. - ‘ S

“How is it still the same?”’

THE FAMILY B
“Petya is little more than a baby. And even Olya is only
twelve; and she is such a delicate girl. What ?vﬂI become of the
children, if both of us go away? The home will go to wrack and
ruin, mother. Have you thought of that?”’ :
T have, Semyon, I have thought it over very carefully.. I
shall send the children to Porokhoviye. I have an old friend
there and she has children just about the same ages as ours. i
shall ask her to take care of them. And then our hands will be
free. This is not the time to think of family life. We may see
one another again, or we may not, Yes, the enemy is even
smashing up our homes. We've got to fight, we can’t sit with
folded arms. Nobody will fight for us if we don’t fight ourselves.
... Am I right, Semyon?” o -
“You are right, mother,”gS emyon Ivanovich aid approvingly.
1% M ell.” N g ) )
YOO?yEIfalr;‘: in. Leaving her bucket of water in the kitchen,
she went straight into the room to-warm herself. She W?.lked up
to the little stove and spread her tiny hands, b}ue with cold:
before it. . She was struck by something unusual in her parents
_IATINEL. : N

“Marnma,” she exclaimed, “‘what is the matter with you to-
day? Something has happened. Has somebody else been killed?
No, tell me the truth, don’t hide anything.” _ .

“We have nothing to hide from you, my dear,” said Dasha.
“Take off 'your things and listen carefully to what we have
decided.” She took a deep breath and said 'ra.p1d.1y, with scarcely
a pause between the words: “Your father' is going to the front,
and I am going to the factory to tal{e;'hls place, and we have
decided to send you children to Auntie Lolya at”Porokhowye
to be taken care of. ... That’s how it is, Olya...."

Olya opened the stove door, threw in a couple of billets and.
sat staring at the low reluctant flames. Then, without raising her
head, she asked: L

“But why send Petya and me to Porokhoviye?

“Because there will be nobody to look after the house, my
dear. Who is going to quene up for bread, a_nd get firewoad, and
fetch water, and feed Petya? Somebody will have to look after
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him when he comes back from playing with the neighbours’*
.- Who is going to do all”

children; he can’t be left to himself. .
this when I am away?. ..

“Mamma, I won’t go to Porokhoviye; and don’t send '
d;:ll’tblli?e Atlxlntie Lolya. Sheis alwaz's’ complaining. Skfl,:tlir:(;pi
fighTmI;% Ha‘tl”.clay. o And as to the houscls, I shall ma?age all

She.stood up, with an abrupt movement threw her coat from
her thl'n, almost boyish shoulders, shook her head and began to
speak in a distinct confident voice: ; g

“Do I manage badly now? Don’t I fetch the water? I can
manage. I know where to get firewood; Valya from No. 17 will
help me. A_nd as to lighting the stove, I can manage. And I can
make the dinner'too. Valya and I will take turns queuing up for
bread. And I give Petya his food evéry day anyhow. Don’t think
T'm just a child. There are no children now, we're all grown up
Go, both of you, since that’s what’s needed. Don’t worry aboué
us. You’ll be coming home each day for a bit, won’t you, mother?
... Well, that’s all right. If it’s hard for me, what of it? Ifs

hard for _everybody nowadays. Nothing will make me go to
Porokhoviye. ‘So there you are, mother darling. Don’t worry,

:ﬁe jng will be all right. . .. There, let me kiss you. That’s

&

~ ONE QUARTER OF AN HOUR
Si BY LEV.'KASSIL.'. o B

o ) o,

“THEY’D gone! And I'wasina great burry. They had said: “In
- gquarter of an hour.” I don’t know how much time had passed.

It was some minutes before I fully remembered. Many minutes
were wasted, gone from the short space that they had left me-to
live, and only then did I see perfectly clearly that we should not
get out alive. T ’ -

“Keep away! Keep away from this house, friends! Get away
quickly and keep right away! There’sa mine herel” |

Notw I will explain everything, if there’s time. They had gone
and left us behind—little Tatyana and me. They had gone, and
they had got nothing out of me. How they had tried to get in-
formation doesn’t bear remembering. ... But I said nothing.
Tell Nikon Matveyevitch and Tarasov and Sonya Ivanovna, I
said nothing. o ‘

Tt was two days after I fell into their hands. I could not stay
in the cellar any longer. In my arms little Tanya was burning
with scarlet fever. I went out at night to find the doctor. They
were firing all round, and the whole town was rocking and
burning with a deadly glow like my little Tatyana. I just ran,
stepping over the heads of the people lying in the streets, bending
and slipping under the feet of those swinging from posts. As
ran T thought to myself: “Not everyone’s killed or is killing;
there must be some people who will help me to save my dying
child.” . .. Well, they caught me; I don't know who informed
about me. Whether he did it through fear or for money, may his
traitorous soul burn within him while he lives. Anyway, some-
how or other, the Germans found out that I was connected with
the group. Butthey wanted to know more—they wanted to know
everything—and they learnt nothing. ' e

You know, comrades, a thrashing from the enemy is not really

F .
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such a disgrace and pain. Waiting for the blow is very much more
awful than the pain itself.. It is trué, comrades! It is only the
waiting that is so terrible. How silly is the degrading fantasy

with- which the slave comforts himself: “The punishment of
the kind-hearted doesn’t hurt for so long!” How stupid it is!
How untrue! If a person I really loved were to lay hands on me
- T could not-bear it. I should hate him for ever. And that wound
would never heal. But blows from a cruel, hated enemy, whom
you don’t even regard as human, merely leave their mark on

the body. - The heart does not.feel it, for in the heart there cries

out such proud anger that any pain is silenced.- - o

I bore everything. I want you to know that. Sonya used t
say: “Our Antonina is too delicate a creature. She is given too
much to refined poetry. I am worried if anything were to happen
toher.” -

Now she need no longer doubt. Something has happened to
me, and I have come through. - I was quite alone among them;
they took Tatyana away somewhere—to. the doctor, they said.
This evening they had a sort-of bazaar, dragging in all sorts of
parcels, tearing them open and arguing among themselves. I
knew that our people were not far away, but I felt sure that I
should never see you again. Then they had to get away ina hurry,
so they pushed me into this cellar and made another attempt to
get some information out of me quickly. But you can rest assured
that they got nothing. And do you know what they did then?
They put under the building a delayed-action mine—a devilish
contrivance operated by clockwork—and explained to me in
detail how it would work: the time goes by, the mechanism ticks

away, then 1 am blown to pieces. However, an alternative was

possible; I might tie a white handkerchief to a small stick, which
they politely handed to me, and push it through a little opentng
high up under the ceiling. That would be a signal that I was
giving in. And then, if it were not too late, they would remove
the mine, and everything would be all right. I just laughed in
their faces. But they were amused, too, and after a minute a
- junior officer pushed his way into the cellar, 2 man with a sharp

face, like a pike. He was carrying under his arm something

‘Tatyana.

ONE- QUARTER OF AN HOUR -7

' i i ' hrew this bundle
rapped in a dirty, tattered blanket. They t
;:ritopfr)ly arms, and at once throtgh the blanket I felt the warmth

and palpitation of a body in'a terrible fever. It.was Tatyana, @y

43 that you won't be lonely,” said the officer. . :
' I?:cmfess:)r 1 could not hold out any longer. Forgive me, com-
rades—I began to implore therm, in 2 moment of weakness, yt;lu
quite understand—it was my child. I begged them to take the
child away, it did not matter where, if onlly they.took her a‘\;ay
quickly out of that tomb, where I was being buried alive. A es;
I threw myself on my knees, and cried like a baby, tugged att 1elmci
thrust my little girl into their indifferent arms, but they pus z
her away as if she were not fit to be touched. Then they departed,
carefully locking all the doors. R R
“A happy sojourn,” one of them said. ) - .
1 don’t know how much time has gone by since then; maybe

" shall not even finish writing this note. Death may come to me

at any moment. They said fifteen—twenty r.ninutes, but I havin’;
a watch; the junior officer tore it off my wrist, apd when I as’ §
what time it was he said: ““It will be all up with you within'a
of an hour” -~ -~ - - :

qu?rst:arrched the whole cellar, without letting _'I‘atyana out of my
arms, but there was fio way out. I want to write to you so.much,.
but the time is so short, and Tatyana’s br.cath‘mg is 50 difficult;
she does not recognize me, the poor fe.vensh little mite. !Pleasc
dor’t think to yourself: “What rock-hl‘{e- self-possession! Sge
even finds strength to write!” It is simply tha}t I cannot do
otherwise—I want to be with you during these minutes, any one
of which may be the last. To speak the honest truth, it is terf'lfy-
ing. But to be a traitor—no! " That would be a thousand. times
: e. ‘
m?lz\f rdril‘zidful that ticking is! At first [ f:iid not notice it, 'put
when they had all gone I suddenly heard 1t:—“T1f:k, tock, tick,
tock”’~—they had set the clockwork of the mine going. Aftd 'thc
noise was hard and unpleasant, with a German ac?er}t, Txc}f,
tock’; I believe there is a German word like that ““Tick-toc 7,
but I can’t remember what it means. Tt sounds somewhere quite
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close; the mine must be right underneath me: I hear it so dise.
tinctly. - I would stop my ears, but I am bolding: Tatyana in::
one arim and a pencil in my free hand, and T must try to go on
writing to you. Is is true or is it my imagination—that “‘tick
~There’s a pendulum there -
our death like a cursed saw,
to and fro; tick, tock, to and fro; tick, tock; sawing away our life, :
Perhaps it all hangs on a hair. It touches: crash! . . ..and the end. |
There’s some sort of activity and noise in the street. Isthere a
possibility that our people might arrive in time? It has got dark

tock” is getting louder and louder.
in the mine itself, trying to hurry on

in the cellar. Someone has covered the little wi
No.:.it is not our people.

_ again: I ask them not to worry me, The
Again—*“Tick, tock, tick, tock.” - ‘
What is it that they are shouting at me from up

ndow up there

the ugly, pike’s face has been saying to me. Apparently it is
only just now that they have connected the mine to its clockwork
mechanism. That’s why they were so brave in coming back into
the cellar! So the pendulum ticking had meant nothing! They had
stmply been having a game with me! All that T had suffered during
those two days was not enough for them. But now they have
attacked it in good earnest. I could hear them fussing about,
and how the pike-faced man gave orders. = :
"They have gone. All is quiet. Somewhere
than ever; is that “‘tick, tock, tick, tock. .. .” :
Did a' woman really bear these men? You- just can’t believe
that any of such people ever had a mother, the wife of a human
being. Their foul breed was born of a: corpse-eating hyena! - I
know: you mark my words, friends. And I do mot feel sorry for
their wives and mothers, If they have only the faintest resem-
blance to' their husbands, then there is nothing' that can -affect
their toads’ hearts.” But if anything womanly has remained in
them, then let them recoil under the curses that are merited by
those who rocked these criminals in their cradles or fondled

» seemingly nearer

them in their beds. .
Forawhile I couldn’t write; I waiked round the cellar, rocking

* They have come to offer me life
y said it would be soon.

there? At first
I did not understand. Only now do I realize. what the man with

ONE QUARTER OF AN HOUR - o ',;1’9,
ied i arms: “Mamma, what is tha:c ticking?
o Cnedilrr:gr.n{;isten to the cloaj.k ticking.” Mu1:nm1eé
let’s go away from here. It’s nota bit nice here. 1\()&;1{111}{:11?‘:&21;&.
we going out soont” - “Very soor, my dear,h:fl:ry ‘: o .ether nd
'y'ou won't go without me?"” - No, we s all g g T -
mgSe}ihe;ent to slelap and was quiet. Then there was silence in
tﬁe s:reet, too—they had all gone away. Now it-must be .vn.ary
SO(EL :’Ii‘)m:, ':1310 r;ly dear ones. Remember _T_atyana and me
som:t?n‘:esj.r ,I don’t know where ‘e'xaf:‘tly Lyosha ;; nc;:r;ni’ ,hclag;
they will broadcast on the radio, in ‘“Letters to ::Wﬂte {o’him
last greetings to him, to. my belovec'l. And- you rfnus e o
about yourselves, too, girls. Tell him how we ‘ouigima hind the
German lines. Write about evFrythmg. I can jus ‘tci e wht,
the announcer will say: “Radimtsev, _Alexel _P.etgl iI,l_a o e
broadcasting a message to you from. your wife 2:1. e et
ovna.” Onply I shan’t hear it; I do hope the anmlmn er Wi
. — she will understand how to read su..ch_ a letter.
wofligha my dear one, goodbye. They w111'v§rr1te to-you abouz
ev'er? little thing that happens, and I am wn?ng ;hx:ntc;n 32301; :d‘
the last moment, and I rr;)us: hl:hrz.yiﬁhfvzer : :a:ay: na hun—y;_
o busy,
;1:)?: r{z:e? ﬁgil a;.:;jfc?;e; noxz, you must .forgive me-—1 have no .
time to spare, my minutes are disappearing.

' Lyosha, my dear, precious one. T know it will be very hard for
you, a terrible blow,

when you know. . . . But you can be proud
that it was not in vain that you always trusted me. You see,

;T:atyana. i
“That’s a clock, darl

I

iti ible for me too, Lyosha.
't disgraced you. Of course it 1s terri
1;:5?1:’3 Iiseirt-breaking about our T::,inya. Shg vgo;ig l;z;;e‘l;;gg:
girl. - has often remembered you. Bu : ;
::fnglurﬁe Sl:;e liz.ve always understood one an}gther, you :mc}3 i;
pl i her, Lyosha. Do you remem
we had plenty of good times together, ou remember
t first, you the chief a
how at College I was afraid of you at i e e o o
the professor, while I was only 4 rescarch. stu

iznt::emgzg-:he Volga? - The mountains came right d?wndto t}ﬁ«:
water, 'brown'at'the foot, chalky-white farther up, like: doughs




ONE QUARTER OF AN HOUR 81
we all long for, for the right which is on ourside, I am ready to
die.- 1 have said it now!" And already the horror of it has gone.
Already that cursed “tick, tock’ has stopped frightening me. . . .
Do you know what I have suddenly remembered? How we rode
through Moscow-—the Mail connection never arrived, and we
- went in a taxi. And now, here am 1, sitting over an infernal
* machine, and the meter is ticking just the same with its metallic
“tick, tock’. T look atit with fear; I look, just a little longer, and
" it will swallow up my last rouble.
No! To-day I know—you will repay for me, and for that
_““tick, tock”, to the uttermost farthing. 1 am sure of that.
Enough! One mustn’t breathe too strongly in the moment
before death. Now I am going to place the letter in 2 shawl, tie
it up with string, and throw it out of that little window up there.
Qur people will come and sce it. Then we shall wrap ourselves
in a blanket, my little daughter and I, and try not to hear the -
explosion. T embrace you for the last time, darling Liyosha. Let
me kiss you even at this distance. { have just closed my eyes and
I’can see you quite clearly. All's finished. Tonya.

8o SOVIET SHORT
; ; STORIES~-1942—1
The 'boa_t goes quite close'in to the shorc.-4 In ?Jjﬁ' wake is a lo
gumng wave which washes ashore the pebbles. - Little boys .
¢ lfsperatebly to g;t outside our wake. I am standing with )y(oéo'w}
e very bows of the boat and I even lean forw i
hev ard over it; whi
11:;.116 Pr;eze fans our faces. We are standing there lf;l:iinWhé;eﬁ
;evzz; sbr al:.:ﬁs ' Axlw.ld 1ndfront there is so much a.ir, that yogﬁ c:n
eathe it all; and the water stretche far i -
tance that there is no limit and no oot il b
. end; and to-m it wi
_]Pst the same, and next week; and we shall stand acﬁ‘i%‘:tl' ¥ WIH' b
hkgthat, side by side, arm in arm. . fme, Just
Or again, remember, in the Suramsk . .
; ) y Pass, we t
z];lj;wnh our hz?nds when the storm broke on us.- O§t (;qut{l:*ie(czllotll:g
" e“ 3;3 ;1;.:1211 (:;::aa; sha%gydcio}:?k and a shaggy cap, as if he him-:
clothed in cloud; he set before us a basket full
f:azlr:les andfszud to.me: “Eat, and good health to you; greetin;i
‘ f;rithhﬂpi?us%rtuga’.te on?l.‘ I see that you are lucky, for you have
_ and.” . .. The whol
liki tfhat basket, bountiful, 'mviti(:);.o'f o comEy e pefores,
ife before us—how good it was to h
. - bef ; ave been! 1 had h
fittle life, and how greedy I was; I could never gct'tirzd o? CllifS:

But now nothing of that will ; pp : .

and then—full sto%_ oo .&b_e'ml_l_le any more. ““Tick, tock”, - . . . . . .
ASKlphng savs: . B e S o .
o ‘ T K To Senior Lieutenant ALEXEL PETROVITCH RADIMTSEV.

“The tides they'll go t . - : ' On ascertaining your whereabouts we send you a letter from

" And  see the%ogf?yf;oﬁg_igdy Rgce’ but 'll go never more : your wife, A. K. Radimtseva. Comrade Radimtseva was dis-

-~ shore. mark turn: scampering on the | covered when our forces recaptured the town of N.' As our

" No more Il sez the #r . . ' 5 troops neared the house in the cellar in which Antonina Radimt-

Or watch the fall Ffallizﬁ;?ﬁi?elow the Bfm Rock ground ceva was locked by the Germans, 2 note tied up in a woman’s

o o ST ignts tear blazing up the Sound.” : shawl was found in the snow; this note warned our men that the

Ah; how I should like ¢ : . ' : house was mined. In addition, hearing the voices of Red Army

is tilat Fundy Race? .I S(;l:lclenZ}:rZ:IEht again! By the way, where men near by, Comrade Radimtseva began calling out from the

“ You remember, Lyosha, they so nownow: - C oL o cellar to tell everyone to keep away from the house, since an

urgently, fetch you Straig};t frofn .t;:letl_mes used to send for you _ explosion might take place at any moment. Tt appears that this

you would sigh and say: “Now, A ni c?:ema't? the College, and ' did not stop our men, Who ignored the danger and went into the

as well.”” Now, I am asking ou: LOS I_z:’ see it through for me cellar and brought out your wife and three-year-old daughter

mie as well. And be happy for{ne'. Fyos ha,. see it all through for . Tatyana. The explosion followed four and a half minutes later,
- For thefuture, for the victory ! destroying the whole building dowa to the foundations.
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noge:: ;ﬁio;m you that the. health of your wi.f:znd daughter is :
fow. < e X satisfactory, Your daughter is well on the road to -
rec nog.she t1 sﬁ;sityoul:r Enfe suffered from a-nervous affection.
no etter. The only tr i is- that
sht_’ S_t111 cannot stand the tickinyg oi'cae gli:nl‘:lke: experiences s that

0 3.. :Mﬂitary ngtor {znd. ClaSS)'\STEPANOIV,-J

THE RAZOR
By KONSTANTIN PAVSTOVSEY
, *
AT DAWN two Red Army men brought into the major’s cottage
" an old, bent man. Without 2 word the men placed on the major’s
table a passport, a razor, and a shaving brush—all they had
found on the old fellow. Then they reported that he had been
detained in the guily near a well. The old man was questioned.
He gave his name as Avetis-Akorov, Armenian barber employed
by the Mariupol Theatre, and he told ‘a story that later went
the rounds of all the units in the district. - _
" "Fhe barber had been unable to get out of Mariupol before
thé Germans entered the town. He hid in the cellar of the
theatre along with the two small sons of his Jewish neighbour.
The day before, the children’s mother had gone to town for bread
and had not returned. Probably she had been killed inan air-raid.
The barber spent more than twenty-four hours with the two
boys. 'The children sat huddled close together, not sleeping.
On the second night the younger boy began to cry loudly and
insistently. 'The barber soothed him and he quieted down.
"Then the barber took a bottle of water from his pocket and
the child drank loudly, greedily gulping down the water along
with his tears. : _ E
On the second day a Nazi corporal and two soldiers pulled the
children and the old man out of the cellar and took them to their
chief, Lieut. Friedrich Colberg, who lived in an abandoned fiat
that had belonged to & dentist. The smashed windows were
boarded up. It was cold and dark in the rooms. An icy storm was
sweeping over the Sea of Azov.
** Colberg was crouching before a stove, thrusting legs of chairs
: o - © . and gilded picture-frames into the fire. ‘“What have you got
PO : there?” he asked, when the soldiers and - captives halted at the
; © " door. “Three of them, Herr Lieutenant,” the corporal replied.
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“Not exactly,” the lieutenant replied softly, ““The brats are
Jews but that old freak is a typical noble Greek descendant of
the Hellenites, I'll wager. What's that? You are an Armenian?.
How can you prove it to me, you old ape?” The barber did not:
reply. Kicking the last piece of frame into the stove, the lieuten-

ant ordered the prisoners removed to a vacant apartment next door,

Toward evening the licutenant came in with his pal, a fat

airman named Erli. - Under their arms they carried large bottles,
"The lieutenant sat the boys at the table, opened up one bottle, and
poured out four full tumblers of vodka. . -

“I won't give you any, Achilles,”” he said to the barber. *I
want you to shave me this. evening: Going to pay a visit to your
local belles.”” . SR - -

The lieutenant forced open the boys’ mouths and poured a
tull glass of vodka down the throats of each. The children choked
and spluttered. Tears streamed from their eyes, Colberg clinked
glasses with the airman, drained his and said, “I always favoured
the humane way, Erli”’  He poured another glass of the fiery
liquid down the throat of each child. The boys resisted as best
they could, but the lieutenant held their hands and made them
swallow every drop. The smaller boy began to vomit. His eyes
grew red and inflamed and he slipped from his chair onto the
floor, but the airman put him on the chair again. Then the older
boy sereamed a loud, piercing scream. He stared at his tormentor
with eyes round with horror. Then he toppled off the chair and
crawled over to the wall, obviously searching for the door, but
blinded by alcohol he struck his head against the door-jamb,
uttered a groan and fell silent. -

" “By night they were both dead,” the barber said. “Their
corpses were black as if lightning had struck them.” “Yes, go
‘on,” said the Red Army major, reaching for the document on
the table. 'The paper rustled loudly.  The major’s hands were
trembling. B

“You want to hear the end? As you please. The lieutenant
ordered me to shave him. He was very drunk, otherwise he
would never have done anything so foolish. The ajrman had left.

1 lighted 2 candle in an iron candlestick, heated water on the

THE RAZOR 8s

' ] i he candlestick on 2
1 d began to lather his face. I putt '
?:?a‘;?bt;ide :ﬁe mirror. Then T thrust the s}(:agy .sha’\;mg-:;n;i}i
right i i ’ He hardly had time to ¢

right into the lieutenant’s eyes. hardly bad o e o e
; I struck him a heavy blow on the te P! :

:tri?{n” ﬁ‘Kill him?” interposed the major. “Qutright. Then I

made my way over to you. It took

me two days.”

"The major glanced at the razor. “I know what you are think-

| id. “ i 1 didn’t use
ing,” the old man said. ““You are wondering why

been more certain, of course. But
the razor. That would have been

toetell you the truth I couldn’t bring myse{f’ to. use my razor for
that job: I’'ve worked with it for ten years.”’ . -



THE PROFESSOR OF MUSIC
By YEVGENY PETROV:® - ;-

THIS SIMPLE soldier had a fine, very expressive face; his long:

hair bung down over his ears; and his fingers were what are
generally called artistic. True they were dirty and cracked, but
they preserved their sensitiveness and suppleness. He was:
continually fingering the edges of his greatcoat, which was several
sizes too long for him. :

He was a musician from the town of Kassel, by name Reinhardt

Raif; he was young, only twenty-eight years old, but he had

already had some success in life. He had finished the pianoforte
and violin courses at the College of Music, and very soon after-
wards had become a professor of theory in the same College at
Kassel. He was conscripted in 1939, and since that time had
carried out every sort of job behind the lines. One day he was
. sent to the Soviet-German Front, and immediately gave himself
up.
*“This war, it is terrible,” he said; ““I never imagined anything
like it.”
A very characteristic remark. They all expected to find in
Russia what they had found in France—plenty of champagne
and a scarcity of opposition. After being choked with their own

blood, they realized their mistake. Reinhardt Raif did not take .

very long to decide for himself the question of peace and war.
He quite simply chose peace. He had already lost the fear of
death, and was now experiencing the pleasure of security.

I questioned him: “What is your attitude to the Hitler regime?”’

“Oh, all that sort of thing—politics—does not interest me in
the least. There’s only one thing in the world for me—music.”

“You’re quite a young man. You grew up and were formed
under Hitler’s rule. It’s impossible that you should be quite
unaffected by Hitlerism.”

genuinely convinced that music and

i $Let’s talk about music,” I said.

87
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i ile.
.. “Pyg it this way,” said the young man, with a pleasant sm

b LR
[ have only one love-—music: nothing else exists for me.

I tried to see things from his point of view. Perbaps he was

politics. are incompatible. .

Rather strange to be talking of

Music is—well, just rnusic. e o

music while: not far away a fierce battle was raging,

) . d
~windows of the hut where wé were talking rattled every now an

of dropping bombs when

then, because the Junkers have a habit e

0o one asks them to. Yet music is a very plegsgnt squect. tot
about. :

“With the greatest of pleasure,” he _rel’a,liedj
“What do you think of French m.us’zfz?
“1 beg your pardon: French music?”

“Yes.” ) : . ] _
- He was struck dumb. For a time he just stared at me sheer .

i t he was a
' arently remembering that ,
mer, he Then’ - ently: ‘ hete is no music in France.’
prisoner, he said very gently: “‘But there 1s n¢
) ’ . 3 .
“How do you megn, no n.1us_1c?
He looked at me a little pityingly,

i H bR}
French music. ; ¢ vou name &
“Don’t you know one French composer: Can't y

single one?”

and repeated: ‘“There is no

] ing hi Iy trying
“ ” ied, shrugging his shoulders and cl_e?.,r v
N enet? Moo, I don’t know of any.

;o ? Neno .

to remember. “French? N-no, > 0w 0f 7. | o the
“Fine!” cried a commander, 2 major, Who .

nd this conversation about

iously did not approve of
}r?lll:siind“cg:?;:;di Faust and Bizet’s Carmen! A fine teacher of

e w
i i i 's no sort of 4 musician.
usic. He's simply lying, he’s n l »
m“]ust a moment,”’ I said, and turned to the prisoner: But ypu
. ?!? .
COMPOSErs! _ |
kn‘C:VRV SOI‘I;flPRuéiTtI;mlw p\?Vho doesn’t? Tchalkovsky!“”
ussian] ! . _ !
“Of course! Yes. And what did Tchaikovsky write!

“"The Fifth and Sixth Symphonies, They are works of %gl‘ius.in
“Do you know what your soldiers and officers did at Klm,

v p!’
'Ichaikovsky’s house, where he wrote ‘those works of genius?
I gave him a brief account of what I had seen.
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“How horrible!” he said. - “It was probably as you say.”

It was quite obvious that he knew very well what German

troops are capable of. S ¥ 2

- “'Well, and what else did Tchaikovsky write?”

" The musician was silent. oo
“Surely you are not ignorant of it. Have you never-been told?”!
‘The musician shrugged his-shoulders. o
“He’s lying,” muttered. the major angrily. . “‘He’s. no.sort of

musician,” : : ' :

“What other Russian composers can you name?”’ .
Reinhardt Raif puckered his brow and thought; trying hard
to remember. o e
“Tchaikovsky,” he said; *“...and- that fellow ... . another
musical genius . ..”" a ' C
He waved his hand, but could not remember. '
““All right, we'll leave Russian and French music. There s
this about it, that this music belongs to your enemies” (an appeal-

ing gesture from the musician). ““Now, here’s your ally—Italy.

Db you like Italian music?”’ . S
“Oh, Italian music! Yes, I like Ttalian music very much.'”

“Splendid. I like it too. Tell me about the Ttalian composers; -

and name their works.”" . S

“Verdi,” he blurted out at once. “He wrote Jida”’

“That’s correct. What else did Verdi write}”.

“Aida,” repeated the professor of the theory of music,.*‘and
then...” He waved his hand. I already knew what ‘that
meant. - T " Lo

“Verdi wrote dozens of operas, and half of them are world
famous. Any first-year student in any music school can recite
their names. All right, let’s leave Verdi for 2 while. After all,
there’s not only Verdi in Italy. Name some more Italian com.
posers.” " - ‘

“Rossini. He wrote a very fine opera. . . Why, it’s gone clean
out of my head!” . . : '

“Well, when all’s said and done, the name is not Very import-

ant. Let’s call it The Barber of Seville. Tell me the theme of that
opera,” i : - ‘

- THE PROFESSOR OF MUSIC Sdg
*The musician from Kassel said nothing. He had gone very rec.

There were beads of sweat on his brow.

“You know,” he said, “‘everything is so easily forgotten at the
Front.” o orsott P’;

- *“What's that! Even music is forgotten: K .

. “Music is never forgotten. I remember Rossini’s music very

ell.” SN
‘.rve“Good. Sing me any melody from any of Rossini’s works.

. There was a very uncomfortable pause. At last the musician

: cleared his throat, spat, and said: ““You know, T’ve caught a cold

at the Front. Your Russian weather is so terribly cold that...
e o T
- He pointed to his throat, as much as to say: Ask me anything
like, but I just can’t sing.” . ) ‘ o
Y0111 tooI; a piecef of paper, and drew on it five lines, \ﬂth a flowing
treble clef, and held out the paper to Hitler's musician.
;- “Please write down any melody of Rossini. . ’ :
The soldier blushed furiously. At last he said: ‘I dor’t know
OHSWeII you tell me you like Aida. Writg.down any melody
from Aida.’ . : S
“T can’t,” he mutiered. _ .
“All right; put down any melody by any foreign composer.
An oppressive pause. . ; ‘
“I'Vepaliready togl’d you that he isn’t a musician at 2lll”” the major
t out’ o - 3
bu}r;ut think of it; comrades, he really was a musician. He wasn’t
lling lies: he was telling the plain truth. _
* In;groltc .down the whole of my conversation with the young
man with shorthand accuracy. It turned out latef that the young
man had an excellent knowledge of German music, that he really
had finished at 2 Hitler College, and had later become a teacher
there. ) ' )

It’s a terrifying fact. At a tender age this musically gifted man
had entered a sort of rmusical concentratiog camp, where German
music was the only music. From everything elsel cre'ated by‘ m]?
in the realm of music, from everything else beautiful in the world,
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he had been shut off, as if by barbed wire. So Hitler had got
what he wanted. He brought up his ignoramus, who was con-

vinced that there is only Germany in the world, that no other -
country has or can have its own art, that every other land must

be nothing more than Germany’s slave. Now, as a prisoner, he
certainly had his tail between his legs. You see, he loved music,
and politics meant nothing to him. It meant nothing to him
that a gang of criminal maniacs had turned 2 thing of such

universal importance as musical education into an instrument of

national oppression, and hence of piracy and robbery.

For 2 number of years there have been trained in cold

blood in Central Europe millions of assassins. It was necessary
to-train them in such a way that nothing and no one could move
them to pity; it was necessary to make it clear to them that the
Germans are the only people.capable of creating cultural treasures.
The whole of the rest of the world consists simply of two-legged
creatures incapable of anything. This young ignoramus believed
absolutely sincerely that there is no Frerch music; how many
other young German blockheads are there abgolutely certain
that in France, in' Russia, in England, in America, even in
Italy, there is neither painting, nor science, nor .theatre, nor
cinema, nor literature? ’ o
For a long time we could not realize all this. We did know it,
but we could not believe it, since it was beyond our under-
standing. Our imagination created for us a young German whom
it would be not too difficult to educate. But we could not grasp
the idea that Hitler has long since turned the youth of Germany
into anthropoid apes, who have learnt nothing more than how to
wear trousers, shave themselves, shout “Halt!” and “Go back!”,
fire automatic weapons, and hate the whole hurman race. - -

 THE BLUE SCARF-
o By. LEONID..SOBOLE;V

S K

. ilot was and where I met him—in Odesga, Lenin-
g:cllcl;r gle];rislzopol—is immaterial. It .is not about his b;avery
that I want to tell you, but about how 1t was bo;n. : "
. The fighter planes were circling for a landing. - ;E"ranAng
cockpit of one of them a long blue scai:f was streamm(gi._
suddenly I recalled the stories about kmghts T had rea hn.my
youth. So it was that the armour-clad kg1ght- had gallope h1'111:0 |
battle, a dainty thin scarf bound rouqd his arm, swqrd. ﬂasl ing,
carrying with him to meet death or victory the precious colours
of the lady of his heart. - I laughed to mysc?lf at-this romafu;c
vision. All the flyers wound silk around thfnr necks so that 1: cel
collars of their jackets would m;t tc;lllafe. Evidently the scarf a
d in the course of the battle. . )
un’?ﬁ::l had indeed been the case. Returning from a raid t.h_e
flight .had been- attacked by- Messlerschmldts. The Sovw:i:
planes had been surrounded on all sides, and the scarf around
the neck of the Major, the commander e‘f tht_a §quadron, ha.
become unwound. The Major succeeded in hitting one plane,
but he was not sure about the result; he had gone to the rescue
of one of his men. While pursuing the second plane, the Majo;
had discovered a new enemy landing field arlxd now he propese
to the Regimental Commander that they wipe out the. German
it at dawn. - = _
Pla’?]?::: OSI:)viet planes were left in 2 safe shelter ‘{the- fron;:dwzs
quite close) and we went into the dugc?ut. Laughingly I to d-thi e
Major about the knight and the beautiful damsel. He raise s
eyes to me, still inflamed with the wind and the ﬁg_htmg,. ]:1111
smiled, Now, without his helmet, his face, frax'ned in the blue
froth of the scarf, looked older to me. - The Major loqked to be
over forty.: - SR ST :
[
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While we were eating, the men discussed the last battle, and -

someone confirmed' that the Messerschmidt that had been hit
by the Major had indeed crashed to earth. Then they recalled
the scarf that had become unwound and the Major was showered
with jokes.
““Some day it’ll drag you out of the cockpit like a parachute,”
said the Colonel. “What do you want with a whole bolt of cloth
“It’s convenient,” replied the Major. “Your head can .turn
round in it like a bearing.” ‘ : S SRR
-+ “And Mironov flies with some kind of stocking wound round
his neck, - Why don’t you divide your scarf in half with him?”
- “One doesn’t tear up an oath, Comrade’ Colonel,” said the
Major, half jokingly; half seriously. “P’llmanage to pin it up
’ §Qmeh_ow_’-’.-'_ R e N
~“It’s a regular talisman as far 4s he’s concerned, Comrade
Colonel;”’-laughed Mironov. - *“The Major sleeps with it, fights
with:it, goes to the bath
old airman.:. .. .

They had been ordered to take off at 5 a.m. and the flyers -

began to fix themselves up for the night. I lay-down beside the
Major. Making: himself comfortable, he had:indeed: carefully
folded up the scarf and placed it under his cheek. . R
A lamp was burning on the table, From time to time the
flame shot ‘up from the chimney, and I could: hear: the sand
sprinkling on the wooden boards of the dugout. The acrodrome
was under fire of heavy artillery. - The flyers, accustomed to this
lullaby, were sleeping peacefully .and someone was snoring
mightily, drowning out the very sound of the exploding shells, -
The scarf tickled my cheek. It seemed:as if a faint, almost
imperceptible fragrance was being’ wafted  from it, and my
imagination set to work, - Youth emanated from its silken folds,
which had most likely rested on frail girlish shoulders: And it
seemed to me beyond a doubt that this talisman was the giftof a
girl in love with the valour.and heroism that was chiselled in the
calm features of the Major’s face as though in marble. I could
picture their last meeting, her trembling lips and tearful glance;

with it.. You.ought to understand: an
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could hear words of hope and pledges—and th}1 all my earcS
understood how a man and fighter already going on 1;:. yezlalr \
.'éﬁveloped in the tenderncss-of a girl’s love, WQulc_l gualllr _sucf :i
talisman with the utmost care and believe in its all-powrtu
might. - _ R
ml% raised myself on my elbow. 1T‘he Majm: was sound aslee;I)J;
:His calm. tired face would not fit-into my 1magmed st.o}rly..l_1 '
was the g:uileless face of a soldier, of an honest airman Wl oh a
returned to the service from the reserve, af].d could scarce y avte
inspired even-the most romantic g.gl with suc:hI ae::ir;:zpﬁg“;

ikely the explanation was 2’ different one. 1 r ;
i\fc::p?]:f %e- had sz.icl-that when he had I:\ee:nhtrajns’fe‘;-_xl'edh_tcg1 tIl;cx):
' e ha
;ment he had managed to get leave to go home.
lf—zﬁnm;eflmyone;however. The. town was in danger, and everyone

ft. . o - : _— : : R
hﬂfll l?ctured to myself how he had entered the ab an-doned z}pzrtd
men? where everything was familiar, where. everything reminde
| him of those who were near and dear to him, and where every-

i m about in the wanton
i 1d and empty, everything strewn a :
fihi:cfd‘:? ZEC; hurried packing, where only the gfhfc;isﬂ oft mc:ir?rc:';:
of ali _of hopes, 0 ¥ ten
rose—the memory of a life of peace, 0 , ly tenderness
Y h, which he would not find again, or w |
?:jnwa.r mIt c,o_‘:ld see him standing in the middle of the mcmci
iooki.'ng about, his lips pressed tight, perhaps tears of rag; an
sorrow in his eyes. -And thenT could see him silently take up
the first thing that came to his hand—a blue scarf, 2 gossamé?
f the past, : S
gh‘cf)’ii'}?aps Ilzvould- have thought of several o_ther-varlgnts, but
jor stirred and opened his eyes. .- o S
th?‘]f*l\foa\-v‘t? zhsaii:r:levil snorIer!” he said, seemg,thaj: T was. not gs_leep.
It than the firing, I'll swear itis....0 .
Iits t::srsjizariants who was snoring, exhalfisted afte; the bla;t%:é
ime 'to ti .particularly loud snore he wou
From time to time after a parti ‘ be
if listening i i himself.  But then a she
silent as if listening in astonishment to hum . "
in hi Azariants would answer 1
1d . burst nearby and in his sleep nts ° j
g?tlill theurasping of some great startled animal, and the music

would begin again.- - - -
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* “It’s no use, I can’t fall asleep,” said the Major with a sigfl-

“Let’s have a smoke.”

We lit up and soon, lying head to head, we began a’quiet

conversation, which neither the barrage, nor the e
the snoring of Azariants could disturb.

In battles and in the constant preparations for them, military
men never discuss their feelings. Their feelings lie buried in their
souls Tike precious jewels. But the heart lives and sorrows, and
yearns to disclose its secrets, which have been uttered to no one.
And so in quiet conversation with a visitor, a chance acquaint-
ance, willing to listen all night, in some such dugout amidst the

roar of bursting shells, in the trenches at night before going over
the top, in a bunk on board a ship entering into battle, the hearts
of the men open up confidingly and eagerly,- And a new light is
thrown on the beautifyl and profound depths of their hearts
and on -their deeds. The curtain: veiling:the birth of hero-
ism rises, and you understand what- hatred - for “the - enemy
theans. : S o s e i
' My romantic guesses proved paler than the truth. It was all
much simpler, more terrible and trenchant. - _ R
At the beginning of the war the Major had seen service in' the
Baltic.: Coming from the reserve he had immediately been
-+ assigned to the defence of 2 small Esthonian town. “In this town
the old"ideas about the Germans still -persisted and no one
seriously believed that they would bomb peaceful cities. Thus
on its beautiful beach the naked bodjes. of bathers would splash’
from morning till evening, and viewed from above it looked as
if a rosy- foam were running on to the sand from the sea. The
Major’s job was to patrol the sky above the town and safeguard
its rest and its children, his eyes keen 10 search out the enemy.
"The sky was blue and deep, the sea warm and caressing, the sand
hot and golden. E. S o '

It happened on-Sunday, 29th June. On the left he caught
sight of a Junkers' over the sea and rushed. to meet it. But
luck was not with him. The fascist gunner pierced his gasoline
tank and the Major had to come down. The Junkers got
away and the Major could see black mushrooms of explosions

xplosions, nor

: _: THE BLUE SCARF : 95
ing up over the town. Small and well-defined, they rose, 1%1en
: i smoke. o . . _

'.e'IIl';:E I?hi Junkers turned towards the water, dwei Ccliov:x;
wer the beach-—and the rosy foam of human bod1e§ gu?:l e ;]l:. °
he sea. From all its machine-guns- it ﬁr(?d away at thell»z ?n
vomen and children. - Frantically they tried to takehs i Tlrets.
he. water, as' if the -sea could protect them from the bullets.

i i “invisible. But the Junkers
They dived under, trying to be invisi :
magz a second attack and the human wave rolled in from the

ea and . flooded for shelter under the gay umbrellas, tents

and awnings, sinking onto the sand like great- motionless
~ drops. '

"Bestde hi i jor kept firing away to no
Beside himself with rage, the Major kep 2

avail at the distant black spot. . Finally his motor died, and .he .

to his senses. S o k
Caﬁi :o'uld land now only on the beach. The Major headed his
damaged plane in that. direction, but the: whole peach wa;
covered with the bodies of woren and children. Motmnlesls; acxll
terrible in the utter defencelessness of the naked humagl ody,
they lay on the sand. Finally he-found a:clear place at the very
f the beach. “. -~ o : :

e‘-j%;e?umped from the cockpit, staggering.. A inoody mist swaﬁn
before his -eyes. . Beeing: nothing, understand1pg nothmgt,)1 de_
walked like.one lost, not knowing where,: until he.stumbled.

" Glancing down, he drew back. =~ -

: him lay the body of-a young girl_, her head_ bent to her:
shfzflfgzi - The iun gilded her smooth- skin an.d a light shadg:
marked her undeveloped breasts. At her waist waﬁ at niz ol
bloody belt extending to the left side of her chest—t t; re:x[ . of
rapid, sharp bullets that had penetrated to her stomac1 . In her
outflung hand she clutched a flimsy b_lue-scarf'—her only ?;rg o
and defence—with which she: had tried to-protect herself fro

in her flight. . - - : . ' :
thi-lzullllfsspliked upg this scarf, carefully opening hcrks_ull v&;agx;
slender fingers. And thus, holding .the scarf aqd loo. (;ng ?_. he
beach strewn with the bodies of children, women and girls, hie:
had made a silent cath, - SRR .
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He did not'tell it to me. But everyone in whom a huma
heart beats will understand what he said and remember it g
hiskife. oo : : B

4] sleep with' it, so"that even in my sIeép Fshould _not' forget”

about hate,” said the Mazjor getting up. - :

He unwound the scarf, = Its: heavy. fringe looked as if it had:

been chewed up. ' I looked close: There were sailor knots in it
neat, tight balls—and-some of the fringe was braided, in all si

knots and eight braids.- Still continuing his' conversation, the "

Major began to plait & new braid.”

"To-day’s ‘Messerschmidt,” he said seriously. -‘“The knots:

are bombers. Only don’t you tell anyone about it. They’ll laugh
and say that the Major has found a new game....” =
“He fell silent, busily plaiting the silk threads.” When he finally
raised his head, I was astounded by the expression on his
fae, T
“‘No,-it’s not a game at all,” he said softly. ' ““Until I knot up

every bit of this fringe I will always be seeing that beach in front-
of ‘my eyes. .. . I never squared it then with that Junkers. ,.

. Oh, well, what’s new in Moscow? . : .’ :
- At five sharp the entire regiment took off to storm the aero-
drome which the Major had spotted. One after the other the
planes rose into the dark and it was amazing to see the skilfulness
with'which they formed behind the Major’s leading fighter. -

An hour and a half later the planes returned to-the field,

_landing in the same way one after the other. ' The flyers; excited
by their bold raid; gathered in a group”and were exchanging

stories.’ - Everything had gone' off perfectly: with the utmost -

accuracy the Major had led' the entire regiment, skimming low
over the woods, straight to'the aerodrome. The Germans had
not even managed to fire. ' The gloom preceding the break of day
had cleared up and -everything had begun to explode, crash and
go up in flames. Not a single ¢enemy plane had been able to take

to the airi’ In a second and third attack they had finished off all =~ |

the planes.  Altogether there had -been nine bombers and eight
fighters. T R
" The Major had not yet returned. At last he showed up. He
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: ine with the long streamer again fluttering from the cock-
;:f Sxﬁl Epparen’dy wa% without gas. Somehow he ma’r%;gegltc;
‘reach the field and make a landing. We ran up to bim. The &1
scarf hung limply over the side of the cockpit and on it glowed 2
:s.ta‘l‘r(llgxfn:‘);?i:%olone 7 said the Major without stirring. ““I think
“you’ll have to lift me out of here. It’s nothing, my shogldsr._. X
And something in theleg.” - ¢ : e

i i the strete] he reported to the
- While they were running for the stretcher,”
Colonel -thatYhe had spotted five Messerschmidis on ‘thc.leftda.nd
had flown to meet them since everything had-l?een procgekm%.
normally”* over the aerodrome. And all -t'he time he had epf
them off, not allowing them to interfere with the destruction ot
ta t. : - . o _.-. . ) .
tl-lfrhzgeliftcd him on to the stretcher-and I noticed his alar_med.
glance. - 1 picked up the scarf from the ground and placed it on
i tcher. I gripped his hand. - -
hl%‘;ti:ree got pgletlxjt?r of work to do now until you get vereill,
Major,” I'said to him in 2 low voice. -“_Nine more ,knog and eig t
braids.” T d
He smiled at me. as‘one_smﬂc?s at a chil
the rules of the game. =

“No, those were not mine. . .. The boys broke those up. -’I” i
just make one braid: I did get one of the five fighters anyway. f .

The stretcher was borne off and h‘e went out of _act‘mn(1 or- 1:atl.
time, a knight of vengeance covereq with a blue scarf sta:m? w1t
his blood, pure and burning as_-_hxs h;te. TIPS -

who does not know



- DOWN SOUTH
> .By' IM-IKHAII;' SI-.I_OLOKHOt.f c

FROM BEHIND the smoking, sombre pyramids of the slagheaps
the sun is'rising. “With astonishing swiftness the violet shadows.
on the snow grow pale; then the roofs of the miners’ dwellings,’
the windows fluffed with rime, the frosted boughs of the wayside
maples and the far-away blue snow-clad hilltops, flame all at
once into dazzling rose-colour, and still more intolerably bright
becomes the glare from the well-worn, polished road. o
East to West stretch the black columns of people moving along
the broad highway. A few men in the rear of one of the columns:
slacken their pace to roll some cigarettes' which they light
“‘Who are all. these people?”” my companion asks, “Where are
you all off to, to dig trenches, or what?”’ .
A’ broad-shouldered, stocky man in a greasy, padded jacket
inhales with evident satisfaction the pungent smoke of the coarse,-
home-grown tobacco before he replies: ST e e
““We? The masters of the Donets Coalficlds—that’s who we
are, and we're off to get-the pits that were flooded or blown-up
working again, - See?” e e T v
Then the stragglers run to catch up with the rest, and once
again, in the clear frosty air, their footsteps merge with the ring-
ing, measured tread of hundreds of other masters of the Donets
Coalfields, on their way to restore their demolished mines.
There are old folk and middle-aged folk, and very young folk
in the ranks. And if the worker bowed with age but returning
to his job seems the embodiment of the Donets Coalfields, past,
then the middle-aged and the striplings stand for their presentand
their future. But the flower of the coalfields’ youth will not be
found among these marching men: the young and able are far
away with Provalov’s Division in the West, with the innumerable
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units of the Red Army, fighting for the liberation of their own
Donets Coalfield, for

the victory: of their

great country. |
B ] &

.The rumbling of the Italian big guns is answered by our

artillery. The battle, which has gone on all night long, starts
with renewed force at daybreak. The German and Ttalian units
'in the Donets Coalfield area defend themselves with. the fury of
‘despair. It is hard for them to leave the warm houses, to take

leave of places so rich in fuel, and fiee into the white. steppe, wherc
the low-blowing snow-blizzard hisses and the wﬂdblast sears
like flame and pierces to the very bone. _

“Yet flee theymust. The thrusts of our troops fortfe themn more.
and more frequently to change their quarters; leaving arms and
equipment on the roads, they retreat hastily westward.

'On the Southern, more than on.any other front perbaps, the.
polyglot nature of the fascist soldiery is most widely repre§ented.
Whom will you not find in the contingents of war-prisoners
brought in by our men? ‘Germans, Italians and R'umamans
prevail in this scum of disarmed cut-throats who ~until recently

. worked their will on the peaceful population of the Ukraine;

but there are Finns and Hungarians among them, too. It may
be truly said of them;, with Pushkin: S
Of faces and dress what a jum_ble, e
Of dialects, tribes and conditions,”
From jail, cell and cottage humble—
Drawn here by their ‘grabbing” ambitions! -

It is precisely plunder and robbery that has.b.rought thi.s' flock
of rogues and hangmen together under the black banner with the
crooked fascist swastika. It might have been of these thieves,
incendiaries and murderers, who with their glfjomy‘ spirit of man-
hating have turned our flourishing regions into “waste landg ,
that Pushkin. wrote: .- . . . : o

... Hazard, blood, debauch and fraud—:
. The links-this dreadful kindred bind,

B U U S—
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: He theirs is who with heart of stone” .
Has passed through guilt of every kind,

Wko slays with cool and steady hand
- The weak who may not him withstand,

- - VWho makes of infants’ moans a fest, .
- Who neler forgives, nor ever spares, .

And like to youth at-love’s behest, . -~

T foulest deeds with joy repairs. - -

_ In.captivity they undergo, outwardl&-at least, a.étri.kit.x.g altez;a;
tion, See them crowding together in the big room, shivering and:

blowing on their fingers-to warm them.. Their unshaven faces

are dirty and dull, the look of despondencyin their eyes is almost. -

human. The long-unwashed bodies and filthy upiforms give off
a heavy, pungent canine-odour.  The cock’s feathers on the hel-
mets- of the Ttalian. bersaglieri are pitifully bedraggled - now.
Gone with the wind is the grooming and swagger. of these

Germans -who have grown lousy. in the trenches. - An Italian:

officer wearing woollen stockings stripped from. some collective-

farta- woman holds out his hand humbly for. a cigarette and-
mumbles haltingly that he has not had a smoke for fifty days.®

That is how they look here. But let-us hear what someone who
saw them in very different circumstances has to say. Old Koles-
n1c1}enko, a collective-farmer who only recently escaped from the
fa:smsts’ clutches, has a habit of raising his hand to the collar of
his worn shirt as though even' that easy-fitting band chokes him.
And he tells us, taking his time over the story:
“___. . . Evening was coming on when a number of their motor-
cyclists whisked through the village. Then six tanks came by
*and _after these the infantry—-the Iatter',iil- lorries and on foot,
- By nightfall a special unit was quartered o us: each of the seldiers
had black lightnings painted on the sides of his helmet and looked
like the very devil. ... - . o o
_ ““Then it started—and it turns one sick and bitter to think of
it. They caught some of our girls and hauled them into the
schoolhouse, some of them were literally dragged by their hair
through the snow. After they’d abused'them all they wanted,
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" they murdered three of them—Martha Solokhina, Dunyasha
- Pilipenko and a young married woman from the next village—
* killed them here in the schoolhouse, pulled the bodies out into
© the yard and laid them by the steps, one on top of the other, cross-
© wise. ' : :

Al through that night the Germans were prewling about our
yard, butchering the fowls and the cattle, and making the women
cook for them. They went through every trunk and pantry and
store-room. . .. And to hear the cattle bellowing, the dogs howl-
ing, and the girls wailing for the dead—you’d think the whole
place was on fire. It was awful to go outside even as far as one's
yard with a din like that going on, believe me! :

“Tt quictened down a bit towards morning, and at daybreak I
went outside my gate. The first thing I saw was my neighbour,
Trofim Bidyuzhny, stretched out by the well and the bucket
lying beside him. He’d been killed because he went out for a
bucket of water, and by German laws civilians aren’t allowed out
even for ordinary needs at night-time.  Next morning they shot
another victim, a youngster of twelve. It seems he’d gone up to
have a look at one of their motor-bikes—you know how keen
boys are on anything like that.. A German standing on the steps
of the house fired his revolver at the boy and did for him. They
wouldn’t even let us bury our dead. Think what the mother felt
seeing her boy lying there! She’d look out of the window—he
was lying by the barn with the snow drifting over him-—and
after just one glance she’d fall to the ground like dead. Her folks
had to keep splashing water over her to bring her round. I saw
the dead child when they drove us out to what they called an
“assembly”. 1 had to go past the house, and I saw him-. . the
little kid, twisted up and frozen to the ground. The murdered
gitls were lying outside the school-house with their skirts pulled
over their heads and tied with telephone wire, and their legs all
in bruises. Anyone who had to pass the school-house went round
and kept at a distance. - The corpses were’ only: taken up and
buried after that unit had left the village?” -~ o

Absently, the old man took the proffered cigarette and twirled
it in his fingers. After a short silence he went on with his story.
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“Four of thém were quartered on us. The first day they killed

the farrow-sow and two sheep. Part of the meat they gobbled up-
right there on the spot, the rest they took with them, the sheep--
skins as well. From early morning they were rummaging about

in the trunks and the pantry, and picking out whatever suited
them. Ay, they took a deal of stuff away with them, and on the
last day they got round to my felt-boots. Already dressed for the

march they were, they’d started the engines of the lorries and

everything, when a big chap with braid on his sleeve pointed to.

my boots and made a sign that I was to take them off. I couldn’t -
but be sorry to think of parting with the last things I had to put-.

on my feet, so I begged him not to take them. At that this black--

guard with the braid went white with rage, grabbed his rifle and

pressed the point of the bayonet to my throat.  He.shouted at me

—what, I don’t know—and my old woman started crying and

wailing: “Take them off quick, before he kills youl’ -~ L
“I was in a bit of a fright, and kept silent, and T just couldn’t:

bend down. ‘T'm done for now,’ I thought to myself. Then the -

German gave me such a kick in the belly that I fell down on the
bench and couldn’t catch my breath. I kept opening my mouth:
as if I was yawning, but not a breath could I draw, and everything
went dark in my eyes. . .. But my old woman hopped up to me
quick as any young one, pulled off my boots and held them out

to the German. He was getting ready for another whack at me, I

suppose he was going to slay me, but when he saw the things he
had taken a fancy to in tny old woman’s hands, he thought better
of it. He took them, spat in my face and started to put them on,
The three men with him were standing in the doorway, langhing.
The big fellow got into my felt-boots, stuck his own boots into-
his sack, and gave a nasty crooked kind of sneer as he went out
ahead of the others. ' R -
Well, we got rid of that lot, and after a while another unit.
comes along and acts in the same fashion. The result was that
in a few days the village was picked as clean as a whistle.” _
“A nice sort of army, that!” exclaimed the young lieutenant
with the cheerful; freckled face, who had been listening to our-
conversation, o - e

g c
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- “Army, indeed! They haven’t any army,” the old man said

sternly. ““They may have had one once, but they've certainly

not got one now. Leastways, I haven’t seen anything of it. T've
been in the army myself in my time. I was in the Russo-]ape}.nese
war, and I fought the fathers of these Germans, too. I think I

‘know -the way things ought ‘to be in an army, but the _like of
‘this I've never seen.

“Who ever heard in those days of soldiers being allowed to rob

- civilians and carry sacks of loot about with them? I'm not going

to say we weren’t tempted by eatables when we found them, but
I’m sure we never touched baby’s diapers and flraggec_l the last
pair of boots off old folks’ feet, or made war on’httle c_hﬂdren, or
slaughtered women. But these Ger‘mans aren't forbld_den any-
thing these days, they can do anything that enters their minds.

Then, too, an army should be in uniform. And how are they.

dressed? Here's one in an army overcoat, s}not'her ina she’epskin
jacket taken off my neighbour’s back, a.third in a woman's grey
blanket-cloth coat worn over his uniform. ... of course, they all
have guns, but if it comes to that, so did the evil fellows wh
used to haunt the highways in the old days. -
“I used to have different lots of lodgers in my house: one c}ay
one party, next day—another, and all from ‘t_ilﬁerent countries,
‘I’m a Pole,” one would tell you. ‘I’'m Hungarian,’ another would
say. The third mightn’t say anything, but you could tell for
certain by his stealthy eye and the cut of his jib th'a:t he was 2
rogue, that is to say a German. ... Well, I nev:‘ar be,heyed‘ th?se
who called themselves one thing and other. :You re lying,’ I
thought to myself, ‘curse the lot of you! There’s nothmg: of the
Pole or the Hungarian about you. If you were a Po%e, you'd fight
for your own. Poland, and if you were a Hungananf—for your
own Hungary. But you're as like as i:;lc;:adstools growing on the
unghilt, breathing the same stink. . ..
sax‘I‘lIe sé:law %he following,gfor instance. A German N.C.O. comes
into the house and gabbles something to one o'f these soldiers
who calls himself 2 Hungarian.. And the _Hunganan, as I can see
plainly, can’t make out a single word, b_ut. just shrugs hi_s shoulders
and spreads out his hands, with the silliest look in his eyes you



104 SOVIET SHORT STORIES—I

_ : 9421043
evgr _s?w. “Then the Hungarian starts to talk in his own lingo
and it’s the N..C_.O.’s turn to-shrug and twitch; and he gets s0
mad that even his cheeks flush. T

"They stand thete ready to butt one another like .a couf)ie of

rams, each of them gabbling in his own tongue and neither able

‘to understand the other. That's the way it is' with them, they

haven’t got a common tongue till it comes to robbery, and then

.you’ll ﬁfld- they.al} talk’ the -same: give us bread, eggs, milk, .
potatoes; or else—kaput’, they say, and either brandish their-

bayonets or rattle a box of matches threatening to set your.house
?:111 éire. llTa}fIIt{h about an army: what sort of an army can that be
e a i 'd j
e o em look.aé .1f. they .d. J.ust.. Peen lfat out .of the same
- It was a frosty night. ‘A fine hot ¢ ing in th
- oal fire was burning in-the
: is)to;e. The old.man took his worn overcoat from the heacgi of the
ed, and gruntingly started to put it on. With his arms half in
aquI}alf out of,-the sleeves, he repeated stubbornly once more:
- L hey h}z.ven t any army. - I'm telling you that, believe me.” -
i was then that %n a st_:a1d,.respe<.:tfu1 mann.er, the lieutenant
“You're right, of course, but they. have. thei i
bt heres ot Sour Vv .avc thgn-. own idea, too,
The old man paused in the act of thrusti i i
sting his arms into the
sleeves, and then, as though recoveri i i
demanded sternly. £ overing from h,ls.astomshment,
“What idea can you be talkin i
hat idea can | g about? They haven’t any id
anfi‘ TIhdon ; think it’s the proper word to use about them A
- "“They have an idea still,” the licutenant insisted atte' i
to Sh_lde the smile which was lurking in his eyes ) Sremping
itting down on the bed, the old man i li
’ i ; 3, peered into the lieuten-
ant’s face. His reddish-grizzled brows were knitted and his tone
was official and rather cutting as he said: . S
Perhaps you'll kindly explain this idea of theirs to me, com-
rade commander, because I’m a man of very little schooling and
m'ﬁrbe I haven’t understood the word aright. . . o :
- [?on t get vexed,” the lieutenant said conciliatingly. “Théir
idea is exactly as you've told us in your story. About five days
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go we surrounded a baggage-train of theirs—over thirty carts.
The Germans lay down by them and opened fire. 1t was all up
with them, they had no chance, but they weren't giving in.
Alongside me lay a young fellow who had just come out with the
einforcements.. When he saw how determined the Germans
eemed to be to defend themselves, be said: ‘It would seem that
-these- fascists are fighting for an idea of some kind, comrade
- Heutenant. Look—they don’t want to give in.’ Tust wait till
we've killed them,’] said, ‘and then we’ll see. what kind of an
idea theirs is.* - . . o . . E

. “Well, we wiped them out. neatly and then started to look
- through the bales and bundles.- The baggage-train was. going
home, and I don’t need to tell you what they send home besides
wounded. We ripped open one big bundle, it was full of children’s
shoes, cotton dress-lengths and other materials, women’s coats—.
some of fur, some of the lighter kind—bags of millet, galoshes
and all sorts of stuff. We looked in another sack and found much
the same thing.  Then I called the boy who had suspected the
Germans of fighting for an idea, and said to him: ‘Do vou see
what they've got here in these sacks?” - He said: “Yes, I-can see.”.
“Well; now, you're looking at the whole idea they’re fighting for,’
I told him. ‘And you can stuff this idea of their’s into a sack,
and it’ll have a calico lining. Understand?’ ‘Oh, now, I se€ what
they’re up to,” he said and laughed.” '

The old man had been listening attentively to the lieutenant,
but when he spoke there was an undisguised superiority in his
voice. .

“Phat isn’t the right kind of talk, sonny, even though you are a
commander. You don’t know what an ideais. Now letme explain
it to you. The chairman of our collective farm, Ivan Cherepitsa,
would say for example: ‘I've got an idea it would be a good thing
to bank up the weir at Sulthaya Balka and bréed carp in the pond.’
The village took up the idea, carried it out, and the result was
that just before the war we got a ton-and-a-half of carp for the
market, without counting all that went to the dining-rooms.

“Another time he’d say: “Well, citizens, how about building a
mill with a turbine? It wasn’t very long before the mill was ready.
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Folks from the nearest’collective farms used to bring their grain’

to us to grind. Then again, there was an idea about. starting-bee

keeping, and others about buying Silesian-breed sheep, and plenty -

of-other things that are good on a farm. -

“Now you see what is meant b i |
i g y an idea?- It means, 1
s;)lmethmg Wh.lCh' benefits the people. And here you go hril:zhi:; "
‘the word on to highway robbery. You should call things by their -

proper mames—robbery is robbery, and that's its:

monly known as. Do the German?rob?- They d;i’l: Z\:;rsnfiz?;
chance, ,do they? The very word ‘idea’ is far beyond them, and
you can’t utter it anywhere in connection with themn, lest i,t et
soiled from just being near them.. You young folks ha’ven’t ccfn‘e
yet to.a full understanding of many things in lifé. ‘And béli '
me—what I'm telling you is right.”” ... - " . T

. . . * E * .

.+« The enemy is still fighting ﬁercely;*and even mentioné é '

spring. offensive, but when spring comes round i
be doing the fighting are. not thgf;: Germans-whcfl-fc‘:':nwllég thlaﬂ
land last year. Those lost colour; faded hopelessly W}I:en th ;
felt.the devastating blows of the Red Army: A priscner of wey
Lance-co;poral Wilhelm : Woitzik, of No. 3 Company of t?xrf,:
16‘o‘th Snipers’ Battalion of. the' 6oth Motorised Division.' says:
The words ‘home’ and ‘back to- Germany’ have-bec’omy -
sort of watchword with the soldiers”” =~ - eﬁ;
When asked to give the salient points of the reservists Callgd

up in his battalion, this by no means unobservant corporal

replied:
£ b .

The soldiers of the fresh contingents have one new feature:
they are always silent and they smoke a lot.” ' o
" Quite a curious trait! Well, let us see what kind of an offensive

1€ enermy will manage with reservists of this kind} - . - :

ON THE'CLIFFS OF NORWAY- .
" By KONSTANTIN SIMONOV - :

1

I'LL run the first one through with my dirk, and you tackle the

- second one,”” our chief said, pressing up against the wall next to

me. . .
“When the door opened with a creak and a tall, red-headed

Gerrnan, his rifle in front of him, came in; our chief crouched
down, his legs astride, and, holding on with one hand to an iron
spike in the wall the better.to keep his footing, ran him through
with his dirk....” ' ' .
Eric Christiansen grew silent for a moment and took 2 deep
pull at his small black pipe. It was @ long time since he had
smoked and every now and then he would filf his pipe with his
stiff, frost-bitten fingers, strike match after match and light up.
He was sitting near the round iron stove in our dugout on the
Rybachi Peninsula; he was feeling warm, dressed in my jersey
and in & pair of pants which one of our gunners had lent him.
His own clothes, soaking wet, were drying over the stove. -

Christiapsen was a tall, gaunt, fair-haired man with a ruddy,
weather-beaten face, with knotted arms that could pull an oar for
forty-eight hours at a stretch, and with lanky legs that could easily
cover the ground. Ie had tramped the length and breadth of the
whole coast from Kirkeness to Narvik. '

That night, he, together with Joric Svensen had arrived in 2
frail little boat, after covering the stretch of sixty miles that lay
between the northern coast of Norway and the Rybachi Peninsula,
across the rough and choppy Barents Sea, in the face of a gathering
storm. Part of the way, with the wind behind them, they had had
the sails up but the greater part of the way they had had to row.

He had 2 good command of the Russian language. Thirty-
nine years ago he had been born here, on the Rybachi Peninsula,
and many were the catches he had made together with the fisher-

H



ever since fifteen had lived in Trondhjem,

running the risk of being strung up on the nearest tree
He had Janded only that evening, his rugged face cove;'ed with
3};1;:eha growgl of stub]_al?, and frozen to the marrow. .But for all
hat c? Wwas bent on giving us right away an account of all that
2 had seen during those last few months when he had roamed
co,}lc; and hungry, over the rocky Norwegian coast s
' fs,-- our 'f:ommander ran the German thro . Wi 13
dirk,” he continued, taking a pull at his pipe. "Tﬁg}lh\i?fﬂ;m? ;

wound in the leg he got near Vardé Fjord last October. Anyway, -

;1e slipped on _his game leg and came down on one knee. Well. I
de'a?ed A;:er him and ran the second German through with 1;1}7
ik, After that we lugged both of them into the house, slammed

the door to and bolted it. It was a big, heavy door with iron -

qla{r‘nvss anddto break it open would not be easy for them
€ made a cursory inspection of the houw .
of us gathered in the kitchen. From where wzewagi ﬁleeioﬂdf c:elr"
that, apart from those first two whom we had sent west Withouft:
even so much as a croak directly they crossed the threshhold.
eighteen more soldiers were scrambling out of the big closed ¢ ’
T\zo others stayed_in the car: one officer and the driver. ”
] Just then we bitterly regretted that there were only t.h:e' four
?V a;lse andl tha’cf Knut Larsen wasn’t with us, becavse Knut alone
s wgt;?e ;c:)(:l n(:}il" of them and, together, we could have tackled
“Yes, I forgot to teil you about Knut Larsen He was ki
:}1:?: dajtfj Il:-’efore we got into that house on the seashore iﬂiercel
e ven ; m telling you about happened. Knut Larsen was a
h_erman. rom Trondhjem. Our chief was very fond of him, had
a high opinion of him, and for good reason too, He met'his’ end
on Satur_day. Yes, yes, Saturday, Saturday morning to be exact
in the village of Helpao, some three miles from Kirkeness A’
forester by the name of Skuul lived there. We often use'd. to

. orwegian and
ardé Fjord and
other excellent places to which now he could not f‘etufn m?:lll'xi?zjtf
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rop.in to see him, first of 2ll, because we trusted him, and then
gain, we had to warm ourselves somewhere. Last autumn, you
now, was bitterly cold and to hide all the time in our hut was

more than human nature could endure. Well, Knut Larsen went
to: Skuul’s place on Saturday. Two men were supposed to turn up
rom Kirkenéss, tell him the latest news of what was going on in

own and how soon the big transport of soldiers of which our

‘people had written to us from Trondhjem was due to arrive.

“Well, the two turned up punctually and all three of them sat
around the table; that is, counting Skuul too. They had a bite of
dried fish washed down with some wine. Skuul gave them some
beer. After they had finished their meal they asked Skuul to
leave them for 2 bit; not that they didn’t trust him, but there was
no need for him to know everything they knew. Skuul went out.
They sat there discussing matters for another half hour or so and
were on the point of leaving when Knut Larsen thought he heard
somebody pacing up and down under the window. The window-
pane was so frozen over that it was impossible to see a thing, so,

" Knut Larsen—he always liked to see things hirnself—--opened the

door and peered out. _

“German soldiers had surrounded the house. They stood there
patiently leaning on their rifles, chatting and laughing because
they knew that the house was surrounded and that it was im-
possible for anyone to slip out.

“Knut Larsen, however, was of a different opinion. He
shouted to those two from Kirkeness to keep close at his heels and,
blazing away with his revolver, dashed past the German soldiers.
The srnile was off their faces in a jiffy; throwing their rifles to
their shoulders they opened fire. One of them tried to intercept
Larsen and got a taste of Larsen’s knife in his chest for his pains.
Larsen dashed on. The three of them had almost reached the
first cliffs and, in another second or so, would have been hidden
from view when Larsen was hit by a bullet in the back. He went
sprawling on to the snow. He shouted to the two Kirkeness men
to beat it and they did because, had they been killed, too, there
would have been nobody to tell us about the transport of soldiers

which was expected on its way from Trondhjem. _ :
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“Larsen was a very strong man. Turning over he sat up prop
ping himself with both his hands and faced the oncoming soldiers
They had stopped firing because they wanted to take him aliv

But he had no intention of being taken alive; he still had a hand--
grenade but it was difficult for him to get at it because he could:
not sit up, only prop himself up with both his hands in the snow..
He clenched his teeth, bent over to the left and, for a second;
propped himself up with his left hand, reaching for the grenade:
with his right. The hand-grenade was ready for use; all he had -

to do was to shake it sharply. Again he propped himself up, this
time on both arms, but now, in one hand, he held the grenade.
He waited until the German soldiers drew nearer and, when they
were close enough, he leant on his left arm again for a second,
swung up his right and, sharply shaking the grenade without
letting it go, brought it down smartly on to the ice. :

“Those two from Kirkeness saw how Larsen died; they heard
the cries of the wounded soldiers. And that’s how we got to
know that Larsen had been killed, and then we also got to know
that the big transport from Trondhjem would never reach Kirke-
ness. ...

“Well, that’s why Larsen wasn’t with us in that house on the
seashore, and that’s why there were only four of us. We came to
the conclusion that if we stayed in the house they'd set fire to it
and burn us alive, so we went out to meet the Germans Just when
they were approaching the house. But we didn’t all go out at
once. Only two of us had revolvers; the chief and T only had our
dirks. ‘And so the chief said that the two who were armed with
revolvers should go out first and take cover behind the stone
wall and keep on firing until they were hit. The Germans would
then think that since everything was quiet in the house nobody
was there and they would come in through the open door. The
chief and I would be waiting for them behind the door and run
through at least one German apiece with our dirks and, with
luck, perhaps two apiece. The chief was terribly cut up because
Knut Larsen wasn’t with us. :

“Weli, the two who were armed with revolvers slipped out
and teok up a position behind the stone wall, The. German
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Idiers spotted them almost at once. But ,the oddls axzerfadso I%E(:;
the Germans’ favour that they weren’t at all afraid. e
dvanced steadily, firing as they came. Our men rﬁt&mﬁ fre
om their revolvers. Three of the soldiers were picke dolookin
efore they had reached the wall. After that we stoppe g

: i ight.
nd hid behind the door so as to be out of sig .
ni’ﬁi ffring was still going on from behind the wall while we

 waited where we were with our dirks in readiness. Suddenly the
“¢hief said to me:

- -“Now, look here, Christiansen! I'm going to stay here aionf,:e
and no b’ack—talk, please, because if you §::/Igrt any ri é{lliwygu(;thers
j hat Joric Svensen, Mattisen an oth
N j killed the soldiers
iti d. If all of us get kille
are waiting for us at the Fjor o B e e Fiord -
i d up the other men who are waiting tor us at ]
:—11131 r;illlinth:rlral too, because if we've beer_l betrafye_d it’s obv (;o;lls_
that they've been betrayed too. Se beaft it, Ck_lnstlansen, iln g 0f
what T order you to do. Here, wait a tick. Give me that dirk o
y.m‘l‘rIS:m'\re it to him and he gave me his and then he’ said: 4 it
«“If ever you see my daughter, give it to her; she’s a good girk.
beat it. .
Arz“i'.[ ?:;: the chief and began to think of a-plan of how1 besttitlg
get away. 1 left the house through the backddogr, crept a cI;ngrept _
sl then again I ¢
; d slipped out through the gate an
‘a‘;zlriga?he oggide wall and dashed off as fast as my legs could
; r the spOw. .
Calf% crixllgn?: Zee what was going on in front of the house,_I could
stﬂl hear firing and for the first minute, Wh%e I Wczltf.dnlg;;:;g Ig;rer
i Then somebody did n —
the snow, nobody noticed me. ! -
' i hands full near the house, bu
but not the soldiers who had their s full ouse, b
i d remained in the car. 1 glan:
the officer and the driver who ha 1 e anced
the officer taking aim at me. - 3
over my shoulder and saw A bt
hen T reached the shote,
followed shot but only later, i [
i ’ i d. The bullet lodged some
notice that P'd received a .ﬂesh Woun et Lo o
in my jersey. All night long I tramped along
:)l\?::red?mci‘iingsi reached the little hgzzcﬂet on the shore where
Joric Svensen and the others were waiting for me, :
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“I told them all that had happened and

its owner some three years ago and bad never
by anyone except our men.

“Joric Bvensen waited for the chief to show up in order to
decide what should be done with Skuul., The evening before some
fishermen turned up from the village of Helpao and told us that
it was Skuul who had betrayed Knut Larsen, that Skuul had been
seen in Kirkeness and had brought home from there a sack of

flour. Only the German commandant had flour. He could not
have got it from any Norwegian because every bit the Norwegians
possessed had been taken long ago. .
“Our chief, however, didn’t show up, so we settled the matter
between ourselves. After all, what was there to settle? Our party
split up; two set off to Helpao to square accounts with Skuul.
“Joris Svensen, Mattisen and I remained, because we had
nowhere to go until we had got in touch with the others. We had
2 small boat but to put out to sea in such weather would have
been risky. Nevertheless, we put a small keg of fresh water into
it in case of emergency and we would have put some food into the
locker too, but we didn’t have any. At night a fisherman came
from the village and told us that he had been near that house
where we had put up the fight with the soldiers. He'd seen the
‘Germans burying five men of theirs, putting crosses mounted
with the steel helmets of the killed at the head of their graves.
The Germans had taken a long: time t
the gravel there was very hard and the only thing they had
to dig with was their bayonets. They’d been to the village to
try to round up some of the men to do the job for them but when
they’d got there all the folk had gone because nobody was keen
to help them even bury their soldiers. When the Germang left,
the villagers had refurned and buried two of our men who had
been killed, ' :
" “T'wo? I asked of the fisherman,
*““Yes, two,” he said.

“I understood then that the third man had managed to get

away. :

we made our way.
further to a small hut on the shore which had been deserted by

been occupied since

o dig the graves because
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“ ‘What did they look like?* T asked, trying to find out whether

the chief was among the dead.

! id.
Both of them had beards,’” the ﬁshermf{n sal
-‘-‘BE:tallzf us had beards. We’d been roving around for three

‘weeks in the woods without a chance to get a shave and so it Wwas

/hat had happened to
i be sure from what he told me.vshat :
fhl??;ift.o rI(?he fisherman didn't know h1§1 by sight b'ecause he
. different district—from Trondhjem. ) .
Wa‘% %?1? :ftelr all, what did they look like?” I guestioned him
again and again trying to get something out of him.

< %At last the fisherman recalled that one of them had had a

ick beard and had been bald-headed. :
th{?;nv;avtgat’s how we got to know that our chief was dead.

- «<And what’s. more,’ the fisherman said, ‘T've been sent he;:le
to tell you that the Germans have placed a cord?n a’round t ﬁ
whole district from Helpao to the sea and are moving in from a

irections in an effort to round you up. )
dlﬁ?%l: Islitizown for a bit to think matters over. How we wante:d
“to smoke: but there’s been no tobacco in Norway these past six
m(:fgvh:- asked the fisherman whether he bad any food he couild ‘
spare. He rummaged around in his pockets and {_'lnally brO}f1g t
o?;t tx;vo bits of dried fish. We took them and decided that 1 v:f:l
had to put out to sea, at least for one day that Wo:ﬂgllmg;alr; v;:;l ;

i d no firearms a ;
have something to eat. We ha orms our only
two knives, an axe and my dirk. It was :
?h’ﬂ;cpi‘;ﬂ;: ::af.:ited until the Germans got there we wouldn’t have
arthly chance. _ _ _ :
an“eBut t}cr) put out in our frail boat just then, in -su.ch WeathEI‘.‘é
would simply have been courting death too. We t:Ie:mdet::l1 to wal
until daybreak. At dawn the Germans showed up, a _va.gk‘:}ng.
along the shore from two sides. They moved cautlously,ﬂz tlng
cover behind the boulders. They didn’t Ilclnow, 1of coim;,theab:;:
ing to keep them off with. V_Ve , we launche
Szg tTrtlﬁ:{le%:l in. lellile the boat was still close to the sﬁozeé 11;:::1;13; _
: i i iers didn’t see us, bu
r of the hanging. cliffs, the soldiers
;0: ;ullecl out 2 short distance they spotted us and opened fire.
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“It was blowing a real hurricane. The velocity of the wind was
s0 great that, apparently, it deflected the bullets they fired at us..

True, Ma!itisen ‘was hit by a bullet in the shoulder, but he didn’t
tell:us until we'd reached the open sea. And what a sea it was

it was a toss-up between dtowning at sea and surrendering to the
tender mercies of the Germans. Well, you know, the sea is not a

bad place for a fisherman to die in. L
“_We hoisted the sail but after a time we had to take it down
again and row; then we hoisted it again. On the second day a
particularly big wave swept the boat and Mattisen was washed
overboard. He went down before we could even reach out a hand
to help him, so weak was he from loss of blood. - i

“We reached land on the third day—the two of us—Joric
Svensen and myself. Just see what's happened to ‘my hands:
t%ley’re simply raw, and, after all, I’ve done a bit of rowing in my
time. - It's not because I'm not accustomed to it.” e

En_c Christiansen heaved a sigh as he looked at the hands with
which' he had had to row for hours on end, hoist the sail, pull it
down a.nd_row again. He touched Joric Svensen on the shoulder—
h'c was lying on the couch right next to where Christiansen was
sitting~-and said something in Norwegian to him.

Joric Svensen sat up, He was an old man, small, with a swarthy
face tanned by the wind; with cheap steel-rimmed glasses on his
nose—Fhe kind usually. worn by school teachers. - :

“If it hadn’t been for Joric Svensen we’d never have made
land,”_ Christiansen said. *‘Svensen’s not a sailor, he’s an old
school teacher, but when I was about to throw the oars overboard

~and chuck everything, he said to me: ‘Carry on, my lad, we'll
make the shore all right’ He spoke to me as if I were a’child
and he surely knows how to handle children. Two generations of
Norwegians studied under him in his school and, thank God?
“they are sturdy men, men who will fight for their liberty.” ’
' Qur eyes again turned to the teacher. He sat there motionless
his arms clasped around his knees. He had clear blue eyes 2
Wnnkle_d face, and if it hadn’t been. for those eyes it would ha;re
been. difficult to picture him as ever having been young. But
looking only at his eyes.it was difficult to think of him as old..
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‘Noticing our glance, Christiansen also looked at the old man.
. “When the Germans overran our country,”’ he said, “Svensen
as on holiday in Oslo. Later on he told us how the whole thing
egan there. The German consul was very fond of hunting and
e. always accompanied cur King when he went hunting in the

‘woods along the coast. Well, the day the German soldiers came

and the King had to beat it to the scacoast, the consul immedi-

ately donned a colonel’s uniform and, knowing as he did all the
- toads and byways which the King usually took, went after him
- with a body of German soldiers. People say that near one hunting

lodge an old forester recognized the consul and peppered -him
with a charge of the gunshot he used for hunting wolves. I
don’t know for sure whether it’s true or not, but it was Joric
Svensen who told us about it and he’s never told a lie to anybody
all his life.”” ‘ S
The old man szt there, his body motionless, his head cocked
on one side as if listening to our conversation. His head kept on

__twitching all the time, as though it were nodding in confirmation.

“That's the result of Narvik,” Christiansen said. “‘He was a

" yolunteer at Narvik—he was wounded twice in the head there.

He’s not so old either. That twitching of his is not because he’s
old but the result of the wounds he received. He’s an excellent
shot and even I can’t keep up with him when we are out on the
rocks.” ' :

Christiansen was silent for a moment and then he added:

“When we get back home he’ll be our commander. I've made
up my mind on that score here and our men over there have also
settled it. Yes, I'm certain everybody will agree to-it. Most
likely they'vé given us up for dead. To tell you the truth the sea
was pretty rough....” '

We went out of the dug-out. Christiansen stood ' there in his
thick jersey, his broad chest breasting the wind. From the west,
from the direction of Norway, the aurora borealis was rising: it
spread over the heavens like a vast sparkling bridge connecting,
as it were, the two lonely men standing here on our shores with
their country, so near and yet so far, hidden just now from sight
behind the grey mountainous wintry waves. - = s



THE MOTHER
By NIROLAL TIKﬁoNoV -

o

“LET us go and visit him,” the mother said, and although she
" did not mention his name, Olgs, the daughter, knew whom she
meant at once. o

She meant her son, Olga’s brother, Boris, the volunteer. He
had said _that he was going into the army, together with zll the
men of his year at the institute. The mother had stood facing him
~small, erect and worried.

“But you're short-sighted and delicate,” she had objected
“Aren’t you afraid?”

“Don’t worry, mother,” Boris had replied.

“You’ve never done any fighting before, you'll find it very
hard....” : ’

“Don’t worry, mother,”’ he had r i
bis b, Ty, \ epeated, and gone on packing

... Many a time had the mother and Olga gone to visit him
at the village where he was undergoing militery training. He
would come back elated, tired, dusty, and tanned, and they
would sit and talk about the city and about their friends and
acquaintances. They had never talked about the war, for every-
thing around them had been filled with its breath and action.

Olga was still quite a young girl, and to her these visits to her
brother had seemed not unlike the customary summer outings of
yore, the familiar country excursions to the villages around the
city. They would return, their arms full of wild flowers, to the
electric train, and would arrive home in the dusk of evening, to :
find the city was full of the bustle and preoccupation of Wa.r.’ P

But of late, everything had changed. The front was now getting |
quite near, and Olga was worried. How should they find- her
brother to-day, when everything had become so unlike those
quiet Sunday outings?: : : ,

_and the tumble-down benches in front of the
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They walked across the fields, which already lay in their autumn

::_b'areness. The summer villas were boarded up. They met carts

d motor trucks coming from the opposite direction. The roads

‘swarmed with refugees, with their children, carrying bundles and

knapsacks on their backs. From a ditch a dead horse rajsed its
rigid legs to the sky. Red Army men marched past, their billjcans
rattling. Somewhere, not far off, the sound of continuous firing
could be heard. .

They had already left the busy main road far behind them.

They were proceeding along familiar paths, yet everything
around seemed strange and unfamiliar: broken fences, an absence
of people, and a sense of alarm, of tense expectation, of some-
thing sinister. In the adjacent: fields, concealed beneath bushes,
lay Red Army men with machine-guns. And when they entered
the first village it was deserted, completely deserted. Not even
a sparrow was to be seen pecking in the dust, not a
single hen, not a single dog. No smoke issued from the chimneys,
houses stood
lonely and solitary. Villages looked like this only in the white,
nights, just before dawn, when everybody was asleep. But no-
body was asleep now; this was a wilderness.

Through the silence of this wilderness Olga bravely followed
after her mother, who strode steadily forward with a noiseless but
confident step.

The second village was in flames. When they had climbed the .
hillock they involuntarily came to a halt. The flames waved like
red manes over the roofs, and there was nobody to extinguish
them. Several of the huts had been reduced to matchwood, and
this was a pitiful and astonishing sight. Olga pulled her mother
timidly by her sleeve. But her mother said quietly: “We must go
as far as that copse.”” And so they proceeded along the village
street between the burning houses. Olga glanced in at the windows
where the flames were seething, She saw a curtain catch fire and
an inner wall collapse, and a shower of sparks poured from the
blackened windows. She pinched herself softly in the arm like a
schoolgirl. Could she be awake? It was s0 amazing, these familiar
places that had become so novel, so alien and incomprehensible.
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Round about, the hills were crowned with woods, and from':

behind them poured clouds of black and blue smoke. The

thunder of guns was borne on the wind from somewhere on the &
left. The air was filled with flying pieces of wallpaper, straw and .
tow, Haybarns were burning. An uncanny light-blue smoke
rose from them. Embers fell with a hiss into the pond from the

roof of a shed standing on its very brink.

When they had passed the village and had descended into 2
shallow ravine, their road was barred by a dead cow. It lay on its
side, its tawny back plastered with a swarm of black flies. Parts
of its entrails lay in the road. Farther off stood a cart, with pitch-
forks and a spade protruding from it. Near its hind wheels, his
arms outstretched as though in astonishment, a man lay prone.

He was dead. His face was lined with black weals, as though it -
had been lashed by the terrible blows of-a whip. One of the eyes

was covered over with some dark nass, the other was open and
there was such a look of astonishment in it that Olga was thunder-
struck.

Scarcely had they left this gleomy sight behind them, when
they became aware of a shrill whistling sound, rising in volume
and intensity; it approached so persistenily and inexorably that it
pained the ears to listen to it. Fhe mother stopped and bent her
head. ‘Olga did the same. She knew that this was the wrong
thing to do, that they ought to cast themselves down in the road
and bury their faces in the ground. But they had to move on,
they had to find Boris, and if they were to drop down every time a
shell passed, they would never reach their destination and never
see him.

The shell burst behind a mound. The fountam of earth it

raised slowly subsided. It had hardly settled, when another sheil-

burst near the cart and the dead man; but they had already left
these far behind. Then they broke into a run, sturabling over the
bushes, for the bursts of black cloud shot with red lightning were
now continucus. ©Olga was trembling violently, her lips were
parched, but the mother kept pressing implacably forward, .and
Olga followed after her, consoling herself with the absurd thought:
“They won’t hit us. They can’t hit us. They mustn’t....”
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The village in which Boris had lived and taken his military
raining had simply disappeared. In its place, black pillars pro-
truded from the ground and here and there charred boards lay
hout in fantastic | heaps. Even the trees had been burned down
ritorn up by the roots and were sprawling by the side of enormous
oles filled with greemsh opague water,

- “Mother,” said Olga, “where are we to go now?”’

“ The mother stocd in silence. Olga was seized with pity for
this little, tired, pertinacious WOman.

: -“Mother » she sa1d again, “let us go home. You see yourself it’s
no use going on.’

“Let us go forward a bit,”’
somewhere to ask. .. .”’

They turned once more into the fields, and passed through
- gloomy copses and wrecked villages. Everywhere now, lying in

“the grass and in ditches, they saw Red Army men, facing towards
the left. Suddenly three of them came out of a small bathhouse.
The mother ran towards them and in 2 voice of happiness said to
one of them, a tall, slender, freckled fellow: “Surely you re Pavel,
aren't you?”’

The Red Army man opened his eyes wide in surprise; for a
moment he carefully examined the litile woman standing before
him, and then said: “You’re Boris’ mother.”

“Yes. ... I want to see him. Where can I find him?”

“Find him?" echoed Pavel, taken aback. ‘“‘Continue straight
on, towards that hill. But you’d better not go....You won’t
find him easily, and besides...” He suddenly smiled: “Why,
there’s fighting going on all round, we're almost surrounded.
How did you come to be tzking your Sunday walk in this direc-

the mother replied. “We'll find

tion? . .."”
*We are not out for a walk,” the mother replied. “‘I must see
Boris . . . I must. .

She sald this so eamestly and in such a deep voice that Pavel,
who had come from the same institute and belonged to the same
battalion as Boris, could only say: “0.K., carry on. .. .”

. The mother sat in the high grass, her back propped against
the log wall of a bathhouse. Olga sat by her side, with bated
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breath. A Red Army man pointed down towards a long marshy

field overgrown with scrub, where here and there the bends of

winding streamlets glistened. The field merged into a wood, and
beyond the wood, on 2 hill, a village could be seen. The whole
landscape was dominated, so to speak, by a blinding thunder.
Somewhere from behind, one of our batteries was bombarding
the village on the wooded height, while the German guns held
under their fire the marshy field and the approach to ihe
hillock on which Olga and her mother were sitting.

“They’ve only just gone off into attack,” said the Red Army
man. “You can wait if you like, or not, that’s up to you., They ve
gone off in that direction. ... It’s us who are attacklng 2

“Do you know Boris?” the mother asked.

“Of course, I do. He’s with them. .. ."

“How does he shoot?”’

“‘He’s not a bad shot....”

“Is he a coward?”

The lad, a former student, shrugged his shoulders and looked
offended. “If he had been a coward we should never have allowed
him into our company,...”

They both fell silent. Without a word they sat staring at the
village burning on the hill. The roar of voices could be heard
from the wood crying, ‘“Hurrah!” or something else—the words

could not be distinguished. The wood, illuminated by the fames

of the fire, seemed stained in blood. Olga wanted to say: “How
terrible!” But instead she said: “How strangel!”

The mother rose and walked to the edge of the hill. It was as
if she wanted to see her son, to find him in the midst of that wood
that was being torn by battle, to see him running with a rifle in
his hand towards that burning village. Thus she stood for a long
time. If Olga had not known that her mother was not a believer,
she would have thought that she was lost in prayer.

Then she said to Olga: “Let us go!” And without glancing
around she took the path leading back towards the main road.
“Won't you wait for them?” cried the Red Army man, .

“No,” answered the mother. “Thank you for your kindness.
Let’s go, Olga....”
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hey reached the road.

‘Olga,” the mother said, “you're tired, my darling. .

‘No, inother. But I am afra.ld we'll never get out of th1s alive,
. frightened being here. .

The mother’s thin bloodless lips curled in a smile.
-**Nothing will happen to us, Olga,” she said.

2 And then, after 2 moment’s silence:

“l am not worried any more. I was afraid that Boris wasn't

:'ﬁ_t to fight; that his health was too delicate, that he was too short-
sighted. I had to find out. Now I know. Now I know that he is

fighting as well as all the others. That is all T wanted to know.
Let us go home now. You must be back in time for your night
duty, and it will be dark before we get there.”

And she set out with her short, rapid stride, smali, erect and
light-footed, .



