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THE DUEL

THE German pilot could distinctly see his
prey. Through the forest, that from above looked
like a green pie, cut a narrow yellow strip. It was
a railway embankment, and along it crawled a mil-
itary freight train. There was no sense in swooping
down on it while it was in the forest. He had only to
wait until it reached the clearing between this forest
and the next, and he could bomb it unerringly and
at leisure.

The plane swung round. Its wings glistened in
the sun. It made another turn, climbed, and then
dived down towards the clearing. Two fountains
of mud and earth spouted up on either side of the
embankment where the train should have been.
But when the pilot glanced around he saw that on
reaching the clearing the train had suddenly backed
into the forest again. The bombs had been wasted.

The German made another turn, deciding that
this time he would not miss his mark. The train
was speeding across the clearing. How could its
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driver know that the reception was now awaiting
him in the forest and that the heavy pines, up-
rooted and blown sky-high by the thunderous explo-
sion, would come crashing down on to the freight
cars? The pines fell, but without doing any damage.
The train had slipped past them. Again the bombs
bhad been wasted.

The pilot cursed savagely. Was this long, clumsy
goods train going toc get away scot free? Did its
driver, unarmed as he was, expect to vie with him,
a veteran pilot of the German army? He would teach
this madman a lesson. The German swooped down
on the forest, aiming at the very middle of the train.

Perhaps he had miscalculated, perhaps it was a
mere chance, but the bombs fell wide of their mark.
The elusive train was continuing to speed forward
on its course, puffing indomitably.

“Now, keep calm,’” the pilot said to himself. “We
are - serious this time.”” He studied the ground care-
fully and made his calculations with calm delib-
eration. This unusual hunt was beginning to fas-
cinate him.

Once more he swooped down to that spot. on the
ground where the transparent ribbon of smoke wa-
vered in the vibrating air. It seemed to him that
he was diving right into the locomotive. But at
the last moment it seemed as if somebody had puiled
the train from under his wings. The roar of the
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explosion was still ringing in his ears when the con-
viction overcame him that he had missed once a-
gain. He glanced down. So it was! The train was
gliding forward absolutely intact.

The German realized that he was up against a
will no less stubborn than his own, that the engine-
driver had the eyes of a hawk and an astonishing
faculty for exact caleculation, and that it would not
be easy to catch him.

The duel continued. Bombs fell in front of the
train, behind it, and on either side, but the monster,
asthe pilot called it, continued on its way towards
the station, as though protected by invisible spirits.

The train hopped and leaped fantastically. Its
couplings shrieked frantically. It dashed down in-
clines like a horse with the bit between its teeth,
and put on the brakes just when the next shower of
bombs was awaiting it. It backed, it stopped, it
flew forward like an arrow. There seemed to be no
end to the tricks which this exasperating monster
could be up to in obedience to its driver. The bombs
burst like Christmas crackers. :

The German was sweating profusely. He spat in
disgust. He flung himself into the attack again and
again. The last time he calculated perfectly. There
was no escape for the train this time. But an oath
burst from the pilot’s lips. He had used up all his
bombs. There was nothing to strike at the train with!
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He returned tc the attack, this time flying low
over the train and peppering it from his machine-
gun. But as luck would have it, another forest ap-
peared. The train plunged into its green seclusion
and it seemed that it was invulnerable. The pilot
was frantic. He aimed at the locomotive, at the
enemy lurking behind that thin wall, at that Rus-
sian working man who was scoffing at him, the
brave German ace, and was driving his train across
fields and through forests like a madman. . . .

Bullets hailed down on to the train. Some fell
under its wheels, others struck the rails, but the
train moved steadily forward. . . .

The German leaned back exhausted. The sky
glistened overhead. It was a serene, crystal-clear
autumn day, reminding him of the autumns of his
far-off Westphalia. ’

His cartridges had come to an end. The duel was -

over. That Russian down below had won.

What should he do? Hurl his plane into the lo-
comotive? Answer madness with madness? A shiv-
er ran down the pilot’s back. He lowered his plane
and sailed over the train in a spasm of curiosity and
hatred. He could not see that the keen eye of the
driver was following him. All the driver said was:

“Fooled you this time, you viper!”

And the locomotive, in contempt, ran over and
crushed the shadow sprawling across the track—
the shadow of the enemy plane,

THE RAFT

THE steamer was foundering. Its stern pro-
truded high out of the water, and above it hovered
a cloud of black coal-dust. The bomb had hit the
steamer amidships and had sent up this cloud from
its bunkers, and the coal-dust was now slowly set-

tling on the heads of the people in the water, on the

floating wreckage and on the stern, which was dis-
appearing into the depths of the sea.

Among the peaceful non-combatants who had
leaped into the cold autumnal waters of the Gulf
of Finland was a photographer. His heavy camera
in its case slung by a strap across his shoulder was
dragging him down. And anyhow, he was unable
to swim. The opaque green water seethed in his
ears, while in the sky roared the engines of the Ger-
man bomber which had nefariously attacked the
little steamer, on which there was not a single gun,
not a single rifle. Its passengers consisted solely
of women and children, of old men and invalids.
There was not one military man among them.




The photographer decided that it was all up with
him and that there was no point in torturing himself
by going through all those superfluous motions habit-
ual to drowning men. He tried to Persuade himself
that it was all a tedious nightmare.. But, alas! his
mouth and eyes were filled with water, his body
was strangely numb and he felt no sensation of cold.
No, he really was drowning. . . . Perhaps there
were cries and shrieks all around, but he did not
hear them.

He folded his arms on his breast, closed his eyes
and tried to picture his wife and children for the
last time.

They arose vaguely in his mind’s eye and then dis-
solved, as if washed away by the waves. He was
dragged down head foremost to the bottom. But
he did not reach the bottom. The water, after a
few moments, lifted him up again, and half-stran-
gled, half-crushed by a wave, he found himself on
the surface again. Opening his eyes, he saw the sea
strewn with human_heads,the low sun, and the lead-
en clouds, and he heard the rattling of a machine
gun: it was the German pirate fiying low over the
sea and shooting at the drowning men and women.

He felt such an intolerable spasm of disgust that
he decided to sink beneath the water again. Once
more he folded his arms over his breast, and once
more the heavy camera, which he treasured as one
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might a precious weapon, dragged him down into
the green depths. A sense of weakness overcame him.
His legs grew limp and his mind muddled and con-
fused.

But once again the wave lifted him to the surface.
However, he did not open his eyes, fearing to behold
some new and repulsive spectacle. Swaying with
closed eyes among the breakers, he seemed to be
caught up and cast down by two waves that were
fighting for his body, dragging it from side to
side. Thus they played with him for some time,
and, strange thing! his mind began slightly to clear.

“This must be the last upflaring of thought,”
he said to himself. “It is what they call dying in
full possession of one’s senses.™

At this moment he was again lifted swiftly to the
surface, and although hitherto he had mnot experi-
enced any sensation of pain, he now felt a. smart
blow on the shoulder, and, opening his eyes, per-
ceived that he had been brought alongside of a raft.
He scrutinized the fragile and wretched contrap-
tion that had evidently been slung together hur-
riedly and clumsily in the hour of peril, and then
turned his gaze on the passengers. He made no
attempt to climb on to the raft, but only clung
to the edges of the planks, lifting his head: out
of the water and drawing the air deep into his lungs.

Refreshed, he shook the wet hair from his brow
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and now began to examine the raft with other eyes.
On it sat three men and one young woman. The
men were web to the skin and they were silent and
gloomy. They clung firmly to the planks and kept
their eyes away from the woman. The woman was
shrieking terribly in one continuous cry; it rang
out, now loud and shrill, now plaintive and heart-
rending, over the empty sea. The scratches on her
cheeks, her dishevelled hair, her widely staring
eyes, were all evidence of that last stage of despair
when the mind no longer reasons.

The men in their tattered clothes, with their frown-
ing faces and tightly compressed lips, were so close
to the photographer that he involuntarily turned
his gaze from their silent immobility to the convul-
sive spasms of the woman, who was now shrieking
so loudly that even his ears, half deafened by his long
stay under water, were overpowered by the piercing
quality of the cry.

Leaning on the planks and raising himself out
of the water, the photographer spat the bitter brine
out of his mouth and, turning to the motionless
men, shouted:

“Eh, citizens! What’s all this confusion on the -

raft? Can’t you calm that woman?”

The men gazed at him with sombre indifference.

The raft rocked heavily on the waves and the pho-
tographer had to exert all his strength to prevent

12

himself from being swept beneath the planks. A
wave swept over his head and completely restored
his tranquillity. And how gratifying it was to be
clinging to those solid planks. . . .

Tn a voice which seemed to him loud emough to
drown out the shrieking of the woman, who was
tearing her clothes and staring into the distance
towards the oncoming dusk of evening, he demanded:

“Ts there a communist on this raft?”

At first there was no reply. Then the man nearest
to him stared at him fixedly for a moment, and said:

“T am a communist.”

“Then what are you thinking of, comrade?” said
the photographer slowly. “Can’t you establish or-
der on this raft? Listen to that woman . . . she
has to be calmed down. You know, comrade—"

But at this moment a huge wave swept over the
raft. The people on it disappeared in its opaque
gloom, while the photographer was sucked down
to the bottom, right down to the bottom of the sea,
where he had not yet been before.

When he was again lifted to the surface the raft
was no longer in sight. All he saw was three won-
derful planks floating towards him, and he decided
to appropriate them. But it was no easy matter to
straddle them. They slipped from his grasp and
heeled over; and at last he realized that if he did
not disburden himself of his camera, his faithful
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companion in all his wanderings, the planks would
elude him and be borne away by the waves, and with
them his last chance of salvation, for night was
already falling.

With a groan, he unbuckled the strap and let it
slip from his shoulder. The camera sank into the
depths alone. A moment later the photographer
was lying on the planks, pressing his cheek against
their wet surface, and his tears mingled with the
water. They were tears of genuine grief for his lost
camera. . . .

One day; a tall man with a sombre countenance '

and a scar on his forehead came to the office where
the photographer was employed and asked for the

manager. He had come to tell of the death of the

photographer, of how he himself, together with two
other men and a woman, had taken to a raft after
their steamer had been sunk by a German bomber,
and how the photographer had swum wup to their
raft. He had not recognized him at first. And as the
photographer began to speak, a wave struck him
and carried him off into the sea far away from the
raft. Then he recalled that he had met that photo-
grapher in the town where they had taken the steam-

er. He was a fine man and a splendid worker at
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his job, and in that last fatal moment he behaved
splendidly. . . .

At this juncture the speaker was interrupted:

“Why not tell that to the photographer him-
self? He is sitting in the next room. Only please
don’t say a word about his camera; to this day he
cannot get over the loss of it. . . .”

“In the next room! You don’t say he was saved?”

“He was. See for yourself.”

The photographer was summoned. He at once
recognized the man on the raft who had said in an-
swer to his question: “I am a communist.”

“And what about the woman?”he asked with a
smile. “Did you calm her in the end?”

The man with the scar looked embarrassed, but
he -replied:

“We did. We pulled ourselves together ‘and then
calmed her. Your cry restored us to our senses. You
appeared so unexpectedly out of the sea and so un-

. expectedly disappeared, that afterwards, when we

were picked up, we kept talking about you all the
time. And I have come here with the express pur-
pose of telling about your splendid behaviour. . . .”

“Oh, there was nothing splendid about it,” re-
joined the photographer. “But I lost my camera. It
went to the bottom. If you only knew what a
splendid. .

The photographer sighed and his lips quivered._




A CHILD IS BORN

THE man stood panting heavily. He was irate
and confused.

“I had the devil of a job finding you. A man
would walk past his own house in this blackness,‘”
he said, shaking the snow from his cap. “Is this
the lying-in hospital?”

“It is,” he was told. “What’s the matter?”

“What’s the matter? Why, a woman is giving -

birth to a child in a backstreet. That’s what’s the
matter.”

“And who are you?” L

“I am just a chance passer-by. I was on my way
home from the night shift. Let’s make haste. I will
show you the way. What a business!. . . I was walk-
ing along, and there she was, and not a soul about
except myself . . . . What could I do? I am not
a midwife.” :

A minute later Irina, a hospital attendant and
the stranger were stumbling through the SnOW-
drifts. It was very dark. The houses stood like
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stark cliffs. Not a light to be seen. Along the street
swept a blizzard and snow-dust whirled through
the air. And it seemed as if the shadows of scouts
were stealing through the street, transparent, frig-
id and swift-moving.

Suddenly,. they squatted down in the snow, their
noses buried in-each other’s backs. A thin, evenly
rising sound was heard, drawing closer and closer,
They drew their heads into their shoulders. Some-
where from around the corner red flames shot up-
wards and a thunderous explosion reverberated
through the street. Icicles dropped from the house
eaves and shattered on the bavement with a splin-
tering - sound. e :

“I.hope it hasn’t struck her,” exclaimed Irina.

“No, she is on the other side. ‘Look for- her

there,” said the stranger. “You will find her beyond

the lamp-post. I'm off. The shooting is fierce
tonight, I don’t want to get hit before I get
home.” L

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, sheli P

after shell pagsed overhead. Irina and the attend-
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ant ran from snowpile to snowpile, stopped and
i d. .
hsf:n;roan was heard from the right. They dashed
to the spot and, sure enough, beyor}d. the lai)mpl;
ost, as the stranger had said, 1ean1¥1g her ia;ed
gvai;lst the wall of a house near.the tightly loc he
the sat a woman in the snow. Irmfm dropped ond er
knee,s before her, and the woman seized her hand 1n
bling.
her own. It was hot and trem' g
elgfgs it was too late to bring thl_s woman to t;hef
1ying-;n hospital. She was already in the. thr.oest 1(:6
childbirth. She was giving birt_h to a ch1_ld ;nd .
snow, in that black winter’s night, 1.11um1na ed 3{
the ﬁ’tful glare of bursting shells. Irl}aé;l tg_lanze -
i loomy nightmare.
round. It all looked like a g "
i f her coat, fierce gus!
snow sifted under the collar o s
i i face, her hands began
f wind struck her in the » her
ff)re:;; 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, sweg:
int the howl of enemy guns.
by a winter storm, to my e
i t those tightly-locks
would be vain to hammer 2 e
i i 11—the street was aeser
tes, it would be vain to ca '
Eg and until the morning came NO human being
1d pass this way. .
wo;et IIl)ere in this murk, in this open spot, ijve.apt
by all the winds of heaven, a new life was belng

born. It had to be saved, it had to be torn from the
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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 always 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 to her bos-
om, this warm, whimpering mite, nestling beneath
her coat. She strode through the snow, which was
fresh and still unmarked by human feet.

Behind her, supported by the attendant, like some
large ruifled bird, the mother dragged her weary
feet. She stumbled in the snowdrifts. She whispered
through her parched lips: “I can walk myself. . . .”
The attendant, himself wearied and harassed,
merely kept reiterating: “We shall soon be there;
it’s not very far now. . . .”

The blizzard drove handfuls of dry snow into their
faces. A rain of shattered glass followed on each
reverberating explosion. But they strode forward
like conquerors, conquerors of the night, the
cold, and the cannonade. If need be, this proeession
would have marched through the whole city, car-
rying this new tiny life, this new tiny being,
which had appeared in our city in this amazing
hour. '

-The mother already knew that she had given birth
to a girl. Now and again she would stretch fortk
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her hands towards Irina, who was carrying the in-
fant, as though she wanted to detain her, and would
then let them fall again.

They arrived at the lying-in hospital. And when
the woman had already been put to bed, and- every-
thing was being done to make her comfortable,
she called for Irina and said to her in a curt, almost
stern whisper:

. “What is your name?”

“Why do you want to know?

“I must know.”

“My name is Irina. But why do you ask?”

“I shall call my daughter after you. Let her re-
member you. You saved her life. T thank you from
the bottom of my heart. . . .”

- -And she kissed her three times. Irina turned away
and burst into tears. Why, she could not say.

2

asked Irina.

THE OLD SOLDIER

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:

“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 turning blue. It has reached
the very zenith.

“What is 1t—f1res?” he inquired. “Have the Ger-
mans done it?”

“Yes,” he was told.

The anti-aircraft guns were still firing, but lazﬂy

~He used to pore over his maps far into the
n]ght He was an old military teacher of geogranhy,
and an inventor. He had piles of maps. The variety
of the contours, the richness of the terrestrial fea-
tures and the quaint intricacy of the reliefs were
a source of consolation to him. Beyond these blue
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patterns and brown patches, beyond the green and
yellow strips, he saw the life of a mighty country—
vast, ardent, free and growing. He knew how its
map was changing from year to year. But now, as
he gazed at the maps of Leningrad and its envi-
rons, his brow was furrowed and his glance was
veiled and sombre.

The Germans were promenading along the ave-
nues 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 Tefuses
to conceive it. Never has this city been yielded,
never, never. Can it be that our times are t0 be cov-
ered in shame?” ‘

He flung down his magnifying lens in agitation
and strode up and down the room. -

“And yield it to whom? To the Germans! To those
doltish, brutish, bloodthirsty assassins of women
. and children. To the fascists! . . . ]

“No;, no!” he muttered to himself. “The German
generals are smug marionettes. They are not bad
administrators, and they know how to fight. . . .

“But do they know how to fight?” he cried the
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next minute. “They are adventurous gamblers,
and all their plans are the ruses of bandits, designed
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 easily
duped. You will never get Leningrad!”

He retired to his bed, but sleep would not come.
His whole being shuddered at the thought of the
battle going on around the city. He closed his eyes
and the picture rose in his mind of those peaceable
environs where over half a century ago, as a young
officer, he had taken part in the monceuvres. Those
quiet nooks were now one by one disappearing
in the smoke of conflagrations, and-—horrible
thought |—perhaps enemy tanks had already penetrat-
ed to the outskirts of the city. If that was so . . .
well, he still had the strength to throw ahand-gre-
nade. He would not ask: “How many are there?”
True, his eyesight was feeble, but he would ask:
“Where are they?” But no, it was impossible; the
Germans would never tread these sacred streets and
squares. Never!

When the air-raid alarm sounded he did not go
to the bombshelter. The house shook with the force
of the concussions, shell fragments rained down on

‘the roof, the windows rattled, and the house. sW‘ayéd

as if it were a thing of matchboard, but all he said
was: -
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- “Fly, you vultures, but you will soon break your
necks! . . ,” .
The battle dragged on. The - enemy intrenched
outside the very walls of Leningrad. Winter came.
It was cold and dark in the house. A few damp shav:
ings in the small iron stove emitted ‘but a feshle
warmth. Tt became harder for the old man every
day. He .lay beneath his rug and his whole life
passed before his eyes. Tt had been a long, industri-
ous 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. . o '
He thought of the wonderful, inimitable, . majes-
tic city beyond 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 irritation.
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 present-
ed 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,
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intelligent and dashing commander .. .. He
thought of their smiling faces, their youthful
spirits, their noisy discussions. And then he suddenly
saw ‘himself, young, riding on horseback by foam-
ing mountain -streams or ranging the Caucasian
heights, an inguisitive cartographer, iraveller
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 ai 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 mur-
mur 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. o . :
- - . One fine morning, -the old soldier’s daugh-
ter heard strange noises emanating from her fath-
er’s room. First there was the sound of a saw, then
of & hammer, then the sound of ‘singing. . . . Yes,
somebody was singing in the room. The words were
indistinet; in fact, the song could scarcely be-said
to have any words at all. It was a sort of content-
ed, self-engrossed rumbling. - ’

As far as she knew, the old man should be lying,

covered with his ancient rug, s’ubdued, debilitated
and discouraged. .
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She went to the door, but it was some time before
she made up her mind to open it. When she did, she
saw that her sick and senile parent was sawing away
at a plank and singing to himself. Yes, it was he
that was singing. And as he sang, his eyes gleamed.
And although an old overcoat hung from his frail
shoulders, he looked as majestic as a patriarch.

«Father, what is the matter with you?” she cried
in alarm. “Why have you got up? And why are you
sawing? You are not strong enough for that!”

He glanced at her,and then in a clear and sono-
rous voice, said: “Didn’t you hear the radio this
morning?” '

“No,” she replied. “What did it say?”

The old man almost hopped, with the saw in
one hand and the plank in the other.

“You didn’t hear it? The whole world has heard
and you know nothing. The Germans have been
smashed at Moscow! Smashed to atoms, to pow-
der . . . the wretched adventurers! I always said
that the only way they can fight is like bandits.
Their tactics are the tactics of footpads and high-
waymen. They have been routed, do you understand?
And if théy got a beating like that at Moscow, they
will never get Leningrad. When 1 heard that I could
not stay lying down any more. I jumped up. I
jumped up to cry: ‘Long live victory!” You can’t
cry that lying down, daughter, can yout?”

THE WATCHER IN THE DARK

A CLUMSY woman in a bulky flannel dress
almost stumbled over her in her haste as she sat
on the doorstep in the darkness, and screamed in
her fright: “Who’s that?”

“It’s me,” answered the girl; “Polya.”

“Why don’t you run to the shelter. .. . Didn’t
you hear the alarm? The bombs will be dropping
on your head any minute.”

“I am waiting for them. That is what I am here
for,” said Polya calmly.

“What do you mean, waiting for them? You had
better hurry to the shelter!”

“It is my duty to stand here. Yourun along, aunt-
ie, or you will get hit yourself. . . .”

“Well, I'm going. .. . Just fancy, sitting here
on the step! Are you so fearless?”

“I am not fearless. I am on watch duty.”

Polya remained seated on the step, staring in-
tently at the sky, where searchlight beams crossed
and diverged, rockets flared and hung in fiery balls,

27




and golden lines of tracer bullets pierced the blue
vault. The whole sky was filled with the spasmodic
thudding of enemy planes flying over the city. Po-
lya sat tense and taub, waiting for that frightful
hiss, the thud and the fiery blast which must come
any minute. She would be the first to run to the spot
in order to signal to the local air-defence head-
quarters where the bomb had struck.

Hunching her head into her frail shoulders and clos-
ing her eyes, she listened to the rising din. An ex-
plosion that seemed to shatter her head reverberat-
ed through the street. A warm blast struck her
eardrums and compressed her chest. Polya -leaped
to her feet, staggering, and ran along the street to
the spot where the walls had just collapsed . and
a cloud of smoke still hovered undispersed. The
fresh ruins rose starkly in the darkness of the night.
The blackened, mangled walls towered above the
girl, the street was littered with rubble, broken
glass and heaps of inconceivable garbage. A moment
later she was ’phoning from a neighbouring house
reporting the extent of the damage. That done, she
dashed back through the murk to the ruins, from

which came shrieks, groans and cries. And this was

now a daily occurrence. Nobody was:faster than she
in discovering the site of disaster, nobody teiled as
self-sacrificingly, tending the injured and spending
whole nights . among tottering walls, collapsing
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beams and faces distorted with pain and horror.
She excelled in excavating children from the ruins.

Sometimes, wiping the perspiration from her
brow with the back of her hand, she would sit down
and watch the rescue gangs as though she were an
onlooker. The gutted houses, the dark city, the
flashing torchlights, all seemed to her imponder-
able, unreal, fantastic. '

Where were those nights, serene and merry, with
lighted tram-cars, with song and dance and youth?
Had there been such nights? Yes, there had.. . .
And there would be again. ... But now ... “But
why am I sitting here,” she would scold herself.
And, leaping to her feet, she would hurry to help
drag away the beams and turn over the rubble with
pick ‘and . spade.

She became amazingly calm, firm of decision and
strong of nerve. Nothing could astonish her now.

One night, running to the scene of an explosion,
she saw by the light of the moon, high above a pile
of collapsed house stories, a woman in her night-
shirt, standing as though suspended in the air, cling-
ing to the remains of a wall in a corner that by some
chance happened to remain intact on the fifth floor.
The woman stood like a statie, like the shape of
the dead, her hands clinging to pieces of the wall to
the right and left. Polya stared fixedly at the white
patch of her nightshirt, thinking frantically that
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the woman must be saved as quickly as possible,
and how to get at her.

On another oceasion, a young woman with di-
shevelled hair came running towards her, pressing an
infant to her breast. Terrified by the explosion, andin
agonies for the safety of her child, she might run like
this through the whole city. Polya seized her in her
arms, stroked her hair, and said: “It’s all over now.”

“What is all over? What is all over?” the woman
muttered - dully.

“Everything,” said Polya. “Nothing terrible
will happen now. Sit down and rest for a bit. . . .
Let me cover you up.”

And she led the woman, who had calmed down
at once, to the first-aid station.

Many were the injured and crippled whom this
slender girl, with the large, slightly astonished eyes,
carried to safety; many were the terrified people
whom she calmed, encouraged and even moved to
laughter by a witty remark appropriately uttered.

The air bombing gave place to artillery bombard-
ment. It was not so noisy; nevertheless, it was
no easy matter to gather up the wounded in the
street, in the blackness of the night, amid the whis-
tling of shell splinters and the whine of shells hur-
tling overhead. But she went on with her job, gather-
ing up dozens of wounded and hauling them away
on her back.
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One cold, nasty, windy evening the bombardment
was unusually fierce. Polya crouched against a
house wall, her back to a box of sand, while shell
splinters struck the house over her head. Brick dust,
lumps of plaster and broken glass rained down on
to the pavement. Then she heard a groan. It came
from quite nearby. The street was deserted. The
rare pedestrians dropped to the ground, then sprang
to their feet and dashed into the houses, or again
dropped prone on the pavement. '

Polya listened. The groans were indeed cdming
from close by. She cautiously ran in their direc-
tion. The glare of a new explosion lit up the street.
The shell had struck the pavement, and the sound
of the blow lingered long in her ears. Her heart was
beating painfully. Near the wall of a house lay a
young man. Where had she seen him before? . .
Why, of course, the football match last spring. The
emerald-green field. The laughter all around. The
gay jerseys of the players. Youth. Sunshine. Gay
music. A warm, bright day and curly clouds, and
this lad, to whom his comrades every now and
again shouted: “Stick it, halfback!”

Now he was lying unconscious. But when Polya
probed for his wound—he was’ injured by a shell
splinter in the hip—he opened his eyes and groaned
loudly. And as she bound up the wound, she said:
“Stick it, halfback! Do you hear!”
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The lad said nothing. She belped him to his feet,
but he could not walk. He almost collapsed on to
her, and she dragged him through the blackness,
which every now and again was pierced by long,
red-flashing sword thrusts.

But the next blast must have split the street and all
the houses and all around in two, for Polya lost
consciousness. She was lying on the soft green field,
and an unknown voice was calling to her: “Stick
it, halfback!” But, she was unable to smile, she was
anable even to stir. For some reason, the thought
occurred to her, “This is my ninety-eighth pa-
tient,” and she again swooned. But her hand still
held the hand of the lad lying silently by her side.

When people came and bent over them she said
in a clear, pure voice: “Take him, he is badly wound-
ed in the hip.” But before she could finish she had
lost consciousness again. _ : '

“Tt’s the legs, she is wounded in the legs,” said
5 voice in the darkness.

She did not hear it. She was lying in the soft
green field and saying to someone: “T am cold; how
cold the green grass is. . . .7 :

She knew nothing more thab might. . . -

.. . She did not die. When she recovered cons-
ciousness it was a mild, sunny day and through
the window tall green pines were peeping. '

THE MOTHER

. dLE’II‘ us go and visit him,” the mother sa.id.
Orll . a;) ;hough ghe did not mention his na.me, :
gi, e daughter, knew whom she meant at once’
o e13 meant her son, Olga’s brother, Boris thé
armu ier. Iie had said that he was going int; the
¥, together with all the men of hi
institute. The mother st ing Bim. sl
erect et oo, stood facing him—small,
“But you are short-si d V
t yor -sighted, and weak in h ?
she “ob]eeted. “Aren’t you afraid?” i health,
Don’t worry, mother,” Boris replied.

“You have n 1
vy .gver fought before, you will find it

“Don’t worr
y, mother,” he repeate id wi
on packing his kit-bag. peated. and ?eﬂt
to.viqi't I\ﬁir;y 2 ;o}ilme !;fd the mother and OIga-vgéne
 VISIv bim ab the village where he w: i
military training. H b o oo
} g- He would return from exerci
» . xercises
Z?ﬁe&,ﬂt&lred, dusty, zL.nd tanned, and they would si’;
: about the city and about their friends and
3--1980
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acguainbances. They never talked about thfe ‘wa:i
’;'51?1 everything around them was filled Wlth‘ its
eath and action. ‘

blegioa was still quite a young girl, and to hervthesei
visit: to her brother seemed like the customary sum
mer outings of yore, the familiar country exeulrék
sions to the villages around th(fei city. ’j:g.‘hegl :V;);Z ‘

i 14 flowers, to -

n, their arms full of fie .

ﬁ?mm and would arrive home in the dusk of

evening, when the city was full of the bustle and

cupation of war. A
pr%)rily,p of late, everything had changed. 'I‘?h(;: f;;nf;
was already quite near, and Olga was worried. e;) -
would they find their brother today, Wh.en evh_yh
thing was sO unlike those quiet Sunday outings wiic
; ?
. visits to Boris had beenf - )
th?;e;li:ralked across the fields, which alrea%y 135;
i ’ The summer residen
i their autumn bareness. :
i:flere ‘;;loarded up. They met carts and motor trucl;;
going in the opposite direction. The roac_ls swga:lljllles
Wi ' i ir children, carrying put
h refugees, with their ¢ i
lelti krnapia,cks on their backs. From aBdlc{.cl};rzl 3(71;2?1
ised its rigl to the sky. e
horse raised its rigid legs . yner
ir bi ttling. Somewhere,
d past, their blllycans.ra .
Ir?:’; (jfl;; ofI\)f, the sound of centinuous firing could be

d. _ . - -
he?hey had already left the noisy highroad far be

hind them.
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They proceeded along familiar bridle-paths, but
vverything around was strange and unfamiliar:
broken fences, an absence of people, and a sense
of alarm, of tense expectation, of something sinis-
ter. In the field, concealed beneath bushes, lay
Red Armymen with machine-guns. And when they
entered the first village it was deserted, complete-
Iy deserted. Not even a sparrow was to be seen
pecking in the dust, not a single hen, not a single
dog. Ne smoke issued from the chimneys, and the
tumble-down benches in front of the houses were lone-
Iy and solitary. Villages looked like-this only in
the whité nights, just before dawn, when every-
body was asleep. But nobody was asleep now; this
was & Wilderness.

Through the silence of this wilderness Olga brave-
ly followed after her mother, who strode stead-
ily 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 exbinguish them.
Several of the huts had been reduced to matchwood,
and this was a pitiful and astonishing sight. Olga
pulled her mother timidly by the 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

B 35



ind i he fi: were seething. She saw
“’iﬂdow‘s “;izf ;ie&f; 1211:5 inner wall collapse, and: a
¢ Curmm; sparks poured from the bla_ckened ‘Wwin-
ilh:xzersze p?nched herself softly in the arm 11kea Za
s;)hoolgirl. Could she be awake? 1t Wase ZZ er; -
ing, these familiar places thfzt had becom o nores
tp'alien and incomprehensible. Rou?d abo b,hind'
Z(;Hs were crowned with woods, and fromk e Th(;
them poured clouds of black and bl.uz— s;n;)meéome_
thunder of guns was borne on the ngl 1rWith fﬁy_
where on the left. The air was Dled i Ay
ine pieces of wallpaper, straw and _tQW. ky o
o Pb ning. An uncanny light-bive smoke ¢
from tzim ﬁxﬁbers feil with a hiss into the p‘oniz
ggﬁ the roof of a shed star.‘.ding on its V(;r ge];):;id:
When they reached the v111age and ha o
ed into a shallow ravine, t-he%r ro'faud‘ wa el
dead cow. It lay on its mde,’lts tawny back

bly at; red with a swarm of black flies. Parts o ;ﬁ
Eniia?ls lay in the road. Farther off stood a cart,

ith pitchforks and a spade protruding from it.
wi

o
Near its hind wheels, his arms outstretcllizd Va;: :hg:;i
in as’ﬁonishmént, a man lay _promfli.i T i
Tis face was lined with black wea s%, Wil o Ont
been lashed by the terrible bl?ws 0 adark e
of the eyes was covereddozgzr:flt;a:o;llzh e
en an
::za;)et;iitwiz (1? that Olga was thunderstrick.
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Scarcely had they left thig gloomy sight behind
them, when they became aware of g shrill whistling
sound, rising in volume and intensity; it approached
80 persistently and inexorably that it pained the
ears to listen to it. The 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 them-
‘selves 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 desti-
nation and never see him. V i

The shell burst behind a mound. The fountain
of earth it raised slowly subsided. It had hardly
settled, when another shell burst near the cart and
the dead man; but they had already left them far
behind. Then they broke into a run, stumbling over
the bushes, for the bursts of black cloud shot with
red lightning were now continuous. Olga was trem-
bling violently, her lips were parched, but the mo-
ther kept pressing implacably forward, and Olga
followed after her, consoling herself with the ab-
surd thought:- “They won’t hit us. They can’t hit
us. They mustnt. . . .”

The village where Boris had lived and taken his
military training had simply disappeared. In its
place, black pillars protruded from the ground and
here and there charred boards lay about in fantas-
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eos had been burned down or
d were sprawling by the side of
with greenish opaque water.
“where are We t0 g0 DOW!
silence. Olga was seized
tired, pertinacious woman.
“let us go home. You

tic heaps. Even the tr
torn up by the roots an
enormous holes filled
“Mother,” said Olga,
The mother stood in
with pity for this little,
“Mama,” she said again,

it is no use going on.”

‘see yourself,
> the mother replied.

“Let us go forward 2 bit,’
“We will ask there. . . 7
They turned once more into the fields, and pas-
sed through gloomy coOpses and wrecked villages.
Everywhere now, lying in the grass and in ditches,
they saw Red Armymen, looking towards the left.
Suddenly three of them came out of a small bath-
house. The mother ran towards them and in & voice
* of happiness said to one of them, a tall, slender,
freckled fellow: «1f T am not mistaken, you are

Paul?”

The Red Armyman opened his eyes in ashtonish-
ment; for a moment he carefully examined the little-
woman standing before him, and then said: “You
are Boris® mother, aren’t you?”

“Yes . . . I want to see him.
him?”

“Find him?%”
tinue straight on,
better not go. .

Where can I find

echoed Paul, taken aback. “Con-
towards that hill. But you had
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.. Tt will be hard to find him, and
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then . i He Sud

. denlv smiled: “V

fiohting onine v smiled: “Why, t

. o%ht:l[-IIlf vgo(ling on all round, we are almos}i’{ suif(inc;b
. O . * -

here? . . .” you come to be strolling about

c:VVe are IlOt St . .
roll ” ; .
thailép Za:lld tl%is so warmly and in sﬁch a deep voi
and belt?n;egk::) il}?d come from the same irf;tiﬁoli::
g e sam ; .
« - « The mother sat i Lo
e o : n t’he hlgh or -
ro . ass, ki
st h g )t o e, G
. , with bated breath. A Red Arm
it dom e . mady 3
Zf Wina}l - scrub, where here and there the beveg:
it o W:fd streamlets glistened. The field me.rne(;
lage could b and beyond the wood, on a hill, a Ygril
nated. if O-nz S;e.n.h ;;[‘he whole landscape was’ domi-
: ight sa T :
der. S y 80, by a blindin .
was bsnﬂ&;;i}é?re from behind, one of our bitzgzglels
while the z}lng the village on the wooded height
marshy ﬁeldermzn guns held under their fire th-é
on which' Olg ;nan dth}f appro]?ches to the eminence
¢ er mother il
The . were sitting.
Red Arm(;is; Juigf wenb off into attack,” gs&id the
that’s up to n3'70u O;hcan wait if you like, or not
. . ey went . ’ AN
tion. . . . They are atbacking. off n that direc-
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“Do you know Boris? the mother asked.

«Of course, I do. He is with them. . . .”

“How does he shoot?”

“He is not a bad shot. . . .7

“Is he a coward?”

The lad, a former student, shrugged his shoul-
ders and looked off>nded. “Why, if he were a COW-
- ard we would mnever have allowed him -into our

3

compeny- - - -

They both fell silent. Without & word they stood
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 distivguished. The wood, illuminated by the
flames of the fire, seemed stained in blood. Olga
wanted to say: “How terrible!” But instead she
said: “How strange!” ' o
The mother rose and walked to the edge of the
hill. Tt 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
macther 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 to the
road. .
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“Won’t it for S
. you wait for them?” cried the Red Army-

“No,” answered the
’ mother.
your kindness. Let us go; 015; Think you for

They reached the road
:(01 a.’J th : '- 19 !

ling. g ', . e mother said, “you are tired, my dar-
t‘N;), guot-h.er. But I am afraid we will never get

ouT 1(1) this alive. I have become such a coward ¢ ”
“Ne mf)ther s thin bloodless lips curled in a sm.il;z
N othing will happen to us, Olga,” .
4 ]I:ad then, after a moment’s silence:

am easy in my mind now. I th
? . ought that h
was not fit to fight, that he was too weak, too short;Ej

she said.

- sighted. So I decided to find-out for myself. And I

::iieli ZZ: Ifktzilow t]g_[s‘tt my son is fighting as well
of them. That is all I wanted to !
know.
;szr us .gzthgnie now. You must be back in timtramfvgr
i o
Four g uty, and it will be dark before we get

And she set out wiht he
s r short i :
erect and light-footed. . . . ort, rapidstride, small,



AN ENCOUNTER

. HE walked quickly along the ice-covered pave-
ment, sunk deep in thought. From time to time he cast
a glance at the houses, those dark, evening, winter
houses of wartime. Now and again he passed by
ruins, but did not slacken his pace. Only in front
of one building, with a wide entrance, did he invol-
untarily halt for a moment. This building - once
honsed the Children’s Theatrs:. How familiar these
walls were with noise, merriment, bustle and
delight! How many thrilled and gleaming eyes
had stared at the stage, what ovations had burst
from the hearts of the young spectators, and
how this childish enthusiasm had been trea-
sured by the gifted adult actors of this splendid
theatre! ‘

But now all was gloomy and deserted. Only tat-
tered posters, ice-covered, multi-coloured strips of pa-
per flapped in the wind that swept the dark street. The
producer shivered and hastened his step. A vivid
picture rose in his mind of the actors who so recent-
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3y had joked so gaily, sat before the large mirvors
in the green room, or rehearsed their parts with as
much enthusiasm as the tiny folk of the great city
had watched their acting on the stage. ’

Some of these actors had now departea, others . . .
He reealled with a cruel clarity— two of them who
had worked in his troupe at the front. How simplified
life had become. They had succeeded in rémaliminszj
actors in the crowded dugouts, where the army menu.
with stern weather-beaten faces, had showﬁ suc};

‘high appreciation of their art? They had performed

from motor-trucks  amidst vast, snow-covered
z_ﬁelds, they had acted on stages a few yards square
in dugouts, They had been jovial, sterling men, with
simple hearts, and their names were also simple:
Semyonov and Emelyanov. . . . They had made
their way to the whizzing of mortar bombs and the
deafening roar of shells along the communication
trenches, they had crossed fields at the run to the

Afront lings, and had never retreated in the face of

danger.
They were both killed on the same quiet winter

.morning; and the other actors, with the iron dis-

cipline of men of art, gave their performance without
them. ,

The producer had seen with his own eyes how the
two black whirlwinds had swallowed them up and
the snow at that spot was stained a dark red. Yes,
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everything had become simple, like this dark city
which had once gleamed and glistened with light.
This, truly, was the modern classical element, about
which they had argued so much, and of which they
had been unable to form a distinct idea. The ma-
iestic simpliciby of the evening, of the dark buildings
and the deserted streets—and the equal simplicity
of life and death.

. The producer suddenly aeccelerated his pace, for
a pedestrian ahead of him had begun to sway and
wave his arms with the feebie movements of a drown-
ing man. He ran up to him and seized him by the
arm. The head of the pedestrian sank on to the
producer’s shoulder, and thus they stood, clinging

to each other, for several moments. The pedestrian -

the producer saw, was an old man with a haggard
face and large feverish eyes, and he was greedily
swallowing the air through . his wide opén
mouth. A
. At last, the old man, having swayed once more,
seemed somewhat to have recovered. He glanced
at the man who had come to his aid and said in a
low hoarse voice:
“I thank you with all my heart. .
attack of faintness. . . .” .
“Do you live far from here?” the producer asked.
“No,” replied the old man, leaning on him as
though on a giant. And, indeed, the producer did

.. I had an
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teacher of ancient history. . . . Iknow of no city the

seem & gianb by the side of this frail, slender, al-
most ghost-like old man.

“No,” repeated the old man, “I live in that house
over there, at the end of the street.”

“I will escort you there,” the producer said; “it
is on my way.”

He took the old man by the arm and they set
forth. )

The old man sighed and whispered as he walked.
The prodl_zeer supported him tenderly, as though
he were his sicke father. Thus, in silence, stumbling
on the icy pavement, they reached the house, with
its entrance as black as a cave.

“.Here it is,” the old man said, and he leaned
against the doorpost. The producer stood facing him.
The old man slowly raised his head, stared up and

" down the street, glanced at the dark, cold sky, and

then intently gazed at his companion. .

“Young man,” he said, and. the faint shadow of
2 smile flickered around his thin, almost blick lips,
“do you know in what city you are living?”

The producer did not answer. The old man
brought his gaunt face close to his.

ffYou are living in Ilium,” he pronounced loudly.

“In Ilium?” repeated the producer. “Why do you
compare our city to ancient Troy?”

“Excuse me,” said the old man, “I am a former
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legend of which is as majestic as that of Troy. And
only our city today, don’t you think, has not c?nly
equalled it”-—here his voice sank very low—“but
has even surpassed it in heroism. . . .”

The producer did not answer at once. They stood
facing one another in unbroken silence, at the en-
trance dark as a cave, while the surrcunding houses
towered above them like castle walls.

“Yes, perhaps you are right,” said the produ?er
at lenght. “But in our Troy thefe will be no Trojan
horse! Never!” ,

Their hands met in a warm clasp, they bade each
other goodnight and parted.

THE LIONS PAW

YURA was not one of those annoying little
fellows who was always getting in the way of a-
dults. He was still quite young, only seven, but he
would disappear for the whole day, playing in the
park or in the streets, or in the zoological gardens.
The zeo was just across the way from the house
where he lived. He was very fond of the animals.

But, although he would be terribly ashamed to
admit it, what he liked most was the huge plaster
of Paris lion on the column near the ticket-office
at the entrance to the zoo.

The first time he set eyes on it he was fascinated,

" and he could never remain indifferent to it again.

“He is there to protect the z0o, so that bandits
shouldn’t do anything bad to the animals, isn’t
that so, mamma?” he asked her one day.

“Yes, yes, dear,” his mother answered absent-
mindedly. And Yura was very content that his mother
had agreed with him on such an important point.

The large peaster of Paris lion reared proudly
over the entrance, and every time Yura passed it
he greeted it with a glow of friendship and respect.
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... The sirens howled over the city, and the
mothers, in anxious alarm, gathered their children
and hastened with them to the bomb shelters. Yura
sat on a stool in the cellar and every now and again
bis little heart leaped to his mouth. In the large, low
cellar, the terrible thundering outside rumbled dis-
tinctly and uncannily. Sometimes the house shook as
though in terror, something poured dOW{l the outer
wall, and the sound of shattered glass could be heard.
. “The bandits, the air pirates!” the women ex-
claimed in indignation; and when the bangs were
particularly loud the old women crosse@ them-
selves hastily. '

Suddenly the house trembled violently, as if

somebody had tried to pluck it out of the g'TOIII.ld‘
together with its foundation, like an cak with its
roots, bub then changed his mind and only gave
it .a thorough shaking. |

“That one fell very close,” said Yura’s mother;
“perhaps across the way.” .

She was not mistaken. When' the all-clear signai
was given they all ran out to see where the bomb
had fallen. Yura kept pace with his mother. It had
fallen into the zoo, bystanders said, killing an el-
ephant and wounding a monkey, while a sable
had broken loose and was running about the street.

But Yura, his eyes filled with tears, saw only
one thing. “Mamma, the lion!” he cried.
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There was such deep despair in Yura’s voice,
that his mother involuntarily glanced towards where
ke was pointing. His wonderful idol, the plaster
of Paris lion, was lying on its side, its great white
head reclining on one paw. Its hind legs had disap-
peared. One of the front paws had been shattered,
but its mane was just as majestic, and its eye as
stern and immovable as ever.

“Mamma, mamma, the bandits have killed him!
cried Yura. “Mamma, he fought with them. . . .”

He ran forward and began to search for something
at the foot of the column, which had been smashed by
bomb splinters. The tears coursed freely from his
blue eyes as he rummaged among the fragments. A
last he found something and with a spasmodic -
movement slipped it into his pocket.

“Yura, what are you doing there?” his mother
oried. “What are you looking for among that rub-
ble? You will only dirty yourself all over. What
do you want to collect that rubbish for? . . . »

Yura could not drag himself away. He kept walk-
ing around the column and gazing at the lion re-
clining on its side, as if he wanted to fix forever in
his memory the sight of the poor dumb beast that had
stood for so many decades at the entrance to the
zoo and had watched over the”sec’urity of the ani-
mals. He was not atéracted by the bomb _craters,
by the broken fence, by the overturned hut, or by
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the tickeb-office, of which only a few posts remained
standing, or even by the polar fox which was scur-
rying about among the bushes of the park. He only
had eyes for the lion. ' .

One evening a Red Armyman, covered with the
dust of battle, came to visit Yura’s mother. He sat
at the table drinking tea, and Yura gazed at h%m
with drowsy eyes which grew heavier and heavier
every minute. He had been running about all day
and was so tired that he could scarcely understand
what the visitor was saying. He was telling about
the front, about the kind of men we had there, johe
way they were fighting the Germans and the hero1sr}n
they were displaying; and he also told about Yura’s

_uncle, his mother’s brother, who had received the

Order of the Red Banner. Perceiving that Yura was_

almost ready to fall from his chair his mother ordered
him to bed. It was only when he was already undrc.as-
sed and sitting on the edge of the bed that he said:

“Tg it true that Uncle Michael has got the Order
of the Red Banner?” ) ,

“Yes; he fought like a lion. I hope you will be
as brave as he when you grow up. When be comes
back he will teach you to fight like a soldier. . . R

“Mamma, did he fight like our lion?” Yura asked.

“What lion? That’s only a way of talking. When
a Red Armyman fights bravely they say he fought
like a lion. . . .7

“Vese, he fought like our lion,” answered Yura
not listening to what his mother said. “That means
he fought well . . . T will also fight like that. . . .”

“Well, go to sleep now,” his mother bade him.
“There may be an air-raid tonight, and you must
get a good sleep before the alarm sounds. . . .7

The air-raids had ‘now become quite common.
Tt ‘was not always possible to get Yura into the shel-
tér. Sometimes he would be out in the street and could
not be found, sometimes he would creep unperceived
on to the roof of the house, or else stand on duty
at the first-aid station. He was already accustomed
to the anti-aircraft guns, to the vibration of the
house, and to the dull thud of the bombs.

“Where do you disappsar to?” his mother asked.
“I run my legs off looking for you. Never go far
away from the house, do you hear? You have got
entirely out of hand ever since your father went
away. There is no managing you. Wait until your
father comes back from the navy, he will give you a
good talking to. I don’t know what to do with you.”

“Y am kelping to build the barricade behind our
house,” rejoined Yura seriously.

“What barricade?”

“They are building them already on Bolshoy
Avenue. I saw how they are doing it, and I got the
boys together and we are building one t00.”

Three days later, after a heavy air-raid, he was
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brought home stunned by a bomb explosion. His
mother, pale, her hair dishevelled, undressed him
with trembling fingers. He lay quietly, but he had
already recovered consciousness. He had only been
struck by the blast of air and flung to the ground.

“I was watching the barricade behind the house,
mamma,” he said in a low penitent voice. “I am
alive, mamma, don* worry.”

His mother was turning a pile of miscellaneous ob- -
jects out of his pockets, looking for a handkerchief.-

“What a lot of rubbish you carry about in your
pockets,” she said as she pulled out a large piece of
plaster of Paris which had already turned grey.

“Mamma!” cried Yura, “Don’t touch that! Tt’s the
lion’s paw. I need it. It is a reminder.” =

The mother stared in surprise at the lump of plaster
of Paris. And sure enough the mark of a big round
claw could be distinctly seen on it.

“What do you need it for? Is this what you found
among the rubbish outside the zoo?”

“It’s a reminder,” he said, his little forehead
wrinkled in a frown.

“But what is it to remind you of, Yurik? T don’t
understand, my dear,” she said tenderly.

He blushed as he answered.

“I will avenge him . . . I will take revenge on

those bandits. Let me only come across them . ...

I will give them such a reminder, they will never
forget it . . ..” '

———

S

S
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THE FAMILY

“MOTHER, come here for a minute, I want $o tell
you something,” said Semyen Ivanovich.

Dasha stared at her husband as if she was seeing for
the first time this broad-shouldered, serious-look-
ing man with ‘the unhurried movements and the
stern eyes, who for so long now had nob smiled at
her or jested with her. She wiped her hands on her
apron, sat down on a chair, and with averted eyes;
said:

“I know what you are going to say, Semyon.”

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

“I feel it in my heart . . . Well, 20 on, what do
you want to say? .. .”
“Shut the door, I don’ want Olya to hear. . . .»°

“Olya has gone for water. I 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 Lenin-
grad. And we have got to take revenge on the fas-
cists; we have got to take revenge on them every day,
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every hour. . . . Oh, the villains, the scoundrels,
what theyare only 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 her, and
said: :

“You are a regular mind-reader, Dasha. You are
right, I couldn’t have put it better myself. Well,
4o clinch the matter I have already filled in the ap-
plications. S0 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.

And I am an old soldier, I have been through the
tast world war, and I haven’t forgotten how to
<heot. . . . But I have little time to spare, mother.
Help me to get my things packed. . . L ’
«T will 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.
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Water was also being carried on steds—in chil-
dren’s baths, in churns, in buckets and in kegs.
People slipped on the frozen road, the water would.
splash out of its receptacles and freeze in tongues of
joe. The frost was fierce. Gusts of wind came blowing
from the gulf, hurling prickly snow and biting ice-
dust into the peoples eyes. Everybody had his face
bound up to the mouth in a black scarf, and seemed
to be wearing a semi-mask, like a masquerader.
Dasha stood for some time staring at the endlessly
moving throng. Beneath the masks, the breath froze
into an icy 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 $or-
rent. She should be coming any minute. -

“I also have something to say,” said Dasha, turn-
ing away from the window. “I have made up my mind
too: since you are going tothe front, I will take your.
place. Don’t inferrupt me, listen to what I have to
say. Our city is besieged. The sufferings of the people
are unmentionable. 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,
1 will take your place. I am still hale and hearty,
and T can stand it. You don’t have to worry. I have
got some sense, and I like work. I will not let
you down. You won’t have any cause to be
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ashamed of your wife. . . . I am used to the life,
After all, I left the factory only because of the chil-
dren. . . .”

“But it is just the same now,” exclaimed Semyon
Ivanovich.

“What is just the same?”

“Petya is still a little fellow. And even Olya is
only twelve; and she is such a weak girl. What will
become of the children; if both of us go away? The
home will go to wrack and ruin, mother. Have you
thought of that?”

“I have, Semyon, I have thought it over very
carefully. I will send the children to Porokhoviye.
I have an old friend there and she has children just
about the same ages as ours. I will 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, and the -

enemy is even wrecking and destroying our homes.
We’ve got to fight, we can’ sit with folded arms.
Nobody will fight for wus if we don’t fight our-
selves . . . Am I right, Semyon?”

“You are right, mother,” Semyon Ivanovich said
approvingly.” “You put it well.”

Olya came in. Leaving her bucket of water i in the
kitchen, she went straight into the room to warm
herself. She walked up to the tiny stove and spread
her tiny hands, blue with cold, before it. She
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was struck by something unusual in her parents,
manner. )

“Mamma”, she exclaimed, ,,what is the matter
with you today? 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 care-
fully to what we have decided.” She tock a deep
breath and said rapidly, with scarcely a pause be-
tween the words: “Your father is going to the front,
and I am going to thefactory to take his place, and

- we have decided to send vou children to Auntie

Lolya at Porokhoviye to be taken care of. = . . That’s
bhow 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:

“But why send Petya and me to Porokhoviye?”

“But there will be nobody to look after the house,
my dear. Who is going to stand in the line for bread,
and get firewood, and fetch water, and feed
Petya? Somebody will have to lock after him when
he comes back from playing with the neighbours’
children; he can’t be left to himself . . . Who is
going to do all this when I am away? . . .

“Mamma, I won’t go to Porokhoviye, and don’t
send Petya. I don’t like Auntie Lolya. She is always

- 57



complaining. She keeps grumbling all day. .
And as to the house, I will manage all right myself.”
She stood up, with an abrupt movement threw
her coat from her thin, almost boyish shoulders,
shook her head and began to speak in a distinct con-
fident voice:
- «Do I manage badly now? Don’t I fetch the water?
What of it? I know where to get firewood; Valya
from No. 17 will help me. And as to lighting the
stove, what of it? And T can make the dinner too.
Valya and I will stand in the line in turns for bread.
And I feed Petya every day anyhow: Don’t think I
am just a tiny helpless child. There are no children
now, we aré all grown up. Go, both of you, since you
have to. Don’t worry about us. You will be coming
home every day, won’t you? ... . Well, all right. If
it’s hard for me, what of it? It’s hard for everybody
nowadays. Nothing will make me go to Porokhoviye.
So there you are, mother darling. Don’t worry,
everything will be all right. . . . There, let me kiss
you. That’s all. . . .”

FER -

THE APPLE TREE

IN the bomb shelter the lights went out. It was
at once fllled with cries and the grating of shifting
chairs and benches, and then a voice loudly cried:

«Quiet, comrades, keep calm and sit where you
are. There is nothing wrong.”

And so they continued to sit in the pitch darkness.

“The raid had already lasted for several hours. The

artist sat on the folding stocl which he used to take
with him on his sketching expeditions. This light,
three-legged stool of his own construction came in
very handy nowadays. The artist lived in a small,”
one-storied house, one of those many veterans which
still stand” on the broad streets of the Petrograd
District, spared by all the wars and revolutions. The
1ittle house had a front garden, and in the garden
there was even an old, neglected fountain, with its
rusty pipe and moss-covered granite. Now it lay
beneath the deep snow, and the last thing the arbist

_ thought of at this moment was the house, the

garden, and the fountain.



His mind vaguely registered the conversation of
his neighbours, the exclamations of horror and
astonishment, the weeping of children, the creaking
of the door. The black, solid murk enveloped him
from head to foot like a cloak. . . .

“I ought to have gone away from Leningrad long
ago,” a voice said in irritation. “Yes,” the artist
thought to himself, “how silly it was of me not to
have gone away too.” There would have been nothing
cowardly about it. He was now designing posters,
posters that were very popular; they were displayed
in the streets, in clubs and in dugouts at the front.
That was all true. But it was not at all essential that
he should do them in Leningrad. What was more,
conditions had become such that it was almost im-
possible to work. It was cold in his studio, his fro-
zen fingers could scarcely hold a pencil, the tiny stove
hardly emitted any heat and there was no way of
warming himself. Naturally, there was no bomb
shelter in his little house, and each time he had to
run to the large neighbouring building and sit for
long hours in its cellar. He had caught cold, he
was weary and was coughing badly, and he had not
had a square meal for ever so long. He felt twinges
of rheumatism, or something like, it. He found it
difficult to walk the long distance from his home to
the Artists’ Club; the street cars were not running.
And now the lights had gone out. Yet he had been
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told that he had only to travel to the Volga, and
there he would find lighted towns, warm rooms and
abundant food. There his colleagues were living who
had left in time. . . . Yes, how silly it was to be
sitting here in the dark, cold and hungry, and to wait
for the bombs to fall on one’s head.

From time to time the house shook from top to
bottom: everybody fell silent, and then for several
minutes wild pandemonium reigned. Then, grad-
nally, calm was restored. The blackness seemed to
be growing thicker. The artist lost all sense of time.
He had come to the bomb shelter in the evening; now

it must already be very late. The raid was dragging
‘out abominably. Again the thud of an explosion,

and again, and again . .. “They are dropping
bombs,” he thought drearily. How the city he loved
so dearly had changed! It was painful to think of,
it almost brought tears to one’s eyes. How sad and
miserable it all was. Soon the alarm would be over,
the all-clear signal would be given—he would emerge
into the street and perhaps he would see the fresh
ruins of houses, fires, and piles of shattered frag-
ments. . ... Oh, those apartments, with beds and
clothes cupboards hanging in the air, caught in the
beams, and portraits on the stark exposed walls—
pitiful relics of this unstable, casual human life! .- .-«
* An unseen child whimpered in the corner. Through
the murk, the artist tried to picture that childish

61,



e

head with the wide-open eyes full of tears. Perhaps
it had been sleeping and had awakened, and had
begun to cry from terror in the darkness. Sho:ald he
paint a picture of a bomb shelter, one like. this say,
only illuminated by candles? The trembling flames
flickering on the faces, the black shadows on the
walls, the taut anxious figures, the old women wrap-

- ped in worn winter coats, the young people whisper-
_ing in the corner, the infants clasped to the breasts

of young mothers. . .
A hard task had fallen to the lot of art in these
astounding times. The great masters of the past
would have fearlessly depicted all the gloom and
grandeur of the epoch. Goya would have drawn
Leningrad with a bold and firm hand, and would
have signed his sketches as he did over a hundred
years ago: “This I.saw. . . .” co

A light flared on the staircase, and through the

open doors came the sound of the all-clear signal. .

The raid was at last over.

The artist did not hasten to leave. He waited until
the dark, solid crowd had been absorbed by the nar-
row exit and was one of the last to leave, groping his
way along the cold walls. '

He was afraid that ruins would greet his eye as
soon as he emerged into the street. He trought of
how he would make his way, stumbling, to his little
house which was only a few paces away.
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As he came out into the street he stopped in amaze-
ment and confusion.

Everything was bathed in the mighty, dazzling
light of the moon, which hung, almost violet ni col-
our, in the frosty haze, above the house walls, high
in the greenish-blue sky, which was studded with
white fleecy clouds that looked like a flock of sheep.

"The sky seemed to be ringing with cold and light.

The blank walls of the high houses looking on to a
piece of waste ground seemed built of bronze. The
snow crunched softly underfoot. Biue velvety shad-
ows lay on the snowdrifts piled high along the
street, which, always so commonplace, now gleamed
with an uhknown splendour.

He strode towards his house, and could scarcely
recognize it. He found himself in a garden which was
as fantastic as a dream. The trees were covered with
hoarfrost three fingers thick. Every twig seemed to
have been picked out by a master hand, and sparkled,
radiating a soft iridescence. Strange lights flickered
in the summits of the trees, where the snow lay like
caps of ermine. It was as if the trees were clad for
some solemn dance and would soon break into &
stately measure around the artist, joining hands and
scattering emeralds all around.

In the middle of this miraculous garden stood
a tree of enchanting beauty. On it, all that adorned
the other trees—the tinsel, the radiance, the
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spangles and the eméralds—was multiplied. And
on it, everything attained a perfection which it
was beyond the power of human skill to create.
The tree burned in a cold and wonderful light; like
a white bonfire, it threw off snowy flames, and
never for a moment did these flames cease their
iridescent play.

The artist stood amazed, lost in dumb contempla-
tion. He did not recognize the spot and could not un-
derstand how he had arrived in this garden, or where
he was at all. '

He glanced around him. People were walking along
the street. Young laughter and the gay crunching of
the snow could be heard. He took off his fur cap and
stood for a moment with closed eyes. Then his sen-
ses Teturned to him. As he opened his eyes he seemed
10 have come back to earth. He was in his own garden
and walking, straight to the fountain covered with
snow. How had he passed the fence surrounding the
garden? The fence had disappeared. The powreful
blast of an explosion had carried it away and dropped
it far down the street, stripping off its old and rot-
ting boards. The tree of dazzling beauty was his old

- familiar apple tree, which always stood modestly
near the fountain. Here, too, stood his house dark
and quiet in the midnight.

He looked around and saw the city bathed in the
bewitching light of the violet moon. The splendid
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¢ity rose up around him in unspeakable and inimi-
table beauty.

The artist gazed at it as if he had been born anew.
All the gloomy thoughts that had irritated him there
in the bomb shelter disappeared. What, quit thisamaz-
ing world of beauty, heroism, labour and splendour?

Never!

This city must be defended to the last breath, to
the last ounce of blood; the enemy must be hurled
back from its walls; he must be ext terminated, ut-
terly. But leave it? Never! And the artist stood and
stared, and there was no end to his pleasure and won-
derment, to his delight and pride.
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THERE GO THE PIGMIES

YOUNG Vitya did not understand a thing about
the affairs of the grownups but it was clear, even
to him that morning, that something strange and
alarming was happening. Sheep and cows were be-
ing hurriedly driven through the village, carts
passed by loaded with belongings, children were
crying, women weeping, while somewhere quite
near guns were going off.

His mother was busy tying up some bundles, a
look of bewilderment on her face. Every now and then
she would tell him to sit still, not to bother her,

"that she had enough to see to without his getting in

the way. Having finished with packing she kept
on running to the window or ento the porch, looking
up and down the street. “Why doesn’t Uncle Kostya
come?” she kept on muttering to herself at a loss.
“What’s keeping him! We may get left behind. No,
that’s impossible. . . .”

Vitya stole out quietly onto the porch, his cane
in his hand, and looked curiously down the village

66

>

street. There mever used to be so many people a-
round at that time of day. And what a din, what a
commotion! But the guns drowned everything else.
At times the rumble seemed to come from somewhere
beyond the hills, at others it rent the air somewhere
quite near.

One word, more than any other, was on every-
body’s lips: Germans. Vitya couldn’t make out
where they had turned up from or who they were.
To ask somebody at such a time when everything was
topsy-turvy, was useless, of course. The grownups
had their hands full as it was without having to an-
swer his questions as to what was happening. His
mother ’s wronght-up state began to affect him too. He
simply could not sit still in the room, which was all
in disorder, with things strewn all over the place
and the dirty dishes from breakfast piled up on the
table. He saw the neighbour’s cat lapping up the
milk in the crock on the windowsill, and yet his
mother, who saw what the cat was up to as well, let
it alone as though everything was as it should be.

He stood on the porch swinging his cane, lost in
thought. Borka came up to him silently and touched
his arm. Vitya glanced at him expecting to find
some change in Borka too, but the latter looked
as much as usval, only his tuft of hair was somewhat
more dishevelled than usual and there was a glint
in his eye which always appeared when he was up

6* 67




to one of his most reckless pranks. And he was always
up to something or other. His favourite pastime was
to slip off to the woods without leave, or to the
swamp, or to the railway station.

And now, too, taking Vitya by the arm he said
to him: :

“Come on, I’ve got something to show you. . . .
Hurry up!”

Vitya followed him as one bewitched. Borka’s bare
feet seemed to glide over the dust as, clutching Vi-
tya’s arm, he led him down the familiar street to-
wards the outskirts of the village. There on a hill
stood an old church with a high belfry where chil-
dren were never admitted. The old watchman from
the collective farm usually kept the door locked
and the children could do ncthing but gaze long-
ingly at the roof where whole flocks of grey pig-
eons nested or paraded along the eaves out of reach
even of their catapults.

But today was a crazy sort of day and the door
to the belfry stood ajar with no watchman in sight.
Borka was the first to slip through the door and
Vitya followed closely on his heels, stumbling over
the broken step. They crept up the stairs, mounting
higher and higher, for what seemed to be an eternity.
From time to time Borka would look over his shoul-
der at Vitya and make the most terrible grimaces,
his hand raised in warning. Vitya, with uneasy
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curiosity, looked at the grey walls covered with
inscriptions and drawings but he had no time to
make out what they were. At last they reached the
very top and came out into the glaring sunlight. A
vast expanse of blue sky stretched far beyond the
hills. The distant woods and meadows and a stretch
of river seemed like a painted picture. Vitya poked
out his head between the railings and caught his
breath at the unaccustomed height.

For a minute he could not understand a thing,
he bhad a new sensation, a feeling of space.

Borka pointed in the direction of the gully to
where, from time to time, small clouds of smoke
appeared followed by a heavy thud and a flash.

“What’s that?” he asked in alarm.

“What a chump you are,” Borka replied with
dignity. “That’s guns shooting and look over there,
you silly ass—there’s cur machine-guns.”

Borka was older, he was captain of the gang
and he knew everything. Suddenly they heard a
sort of undefined but rather loud click right over
the belfry, and then something came pattering
down onto the roofs and trees nearby tearing off
the leaves, rattling the windowpanes and fol-
lowed by cries somewhere down below amongst the
houses.

Vitya was so scared that he stood there rooted
to the spot but all of a sudden Borka jerked him
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painfully by the arm. “Look,” he shouted, “there
go the pigmies, there go the pigmies. . . .7

Vitya crawled nearer to the railing, his eyes glued
to the spot indicated by his chum. Figures which
from a distance resembled dwarfs dressed in black
were flitting from bush to bush down there in the
meadow, right near the river. They seemed to Vi-
tya like wicked, ugly pigmies who were marching
on the village in order to kill Borka and him and
mamma and everybody they could find there. Every
now and then they would stop, and what queer
antics they were up to?—frst they would fall flat
40 the ground, then jump to their feet, or take cover
behind the bushes, or pop up from holes in the
ground. And what a lot of them there were, these
pigmies who had turned up from nowhere just as
in some terrible fairy tale.

Tt looked so unreal thab Vitya looked and looked,
forgetting all about his fear. But when a column of

biack smoke suddenly grew up midway between "

him and the pigmies and the latter began to go down
like ninepins Borka caught hold of Vitya’s arm
and started shouting out of sheer exictement. Shells
now, with a metallic and strident sereech and whistle,
were beginning to whiz over the belfry. Some-
where to the left a machine-gun began to bark and
the pigmies fell flat to the ground taking cover.
Then, one at 2 time they began %o crawl on.
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Just then Vitya remembered that his mother would
be looking for him high and low all over the village,
that she most probably was weeping and wailing,
and that Borka had been “playing one of his pranks
again,” as people usually said of him, and that it
was high time to make tracks. True, the black fig-
ares mesmerized him, it was difficult to tear his eyes
away from them and their queer antics as they
hopped and fell, but Borka and he had to be off be-
cause a shell landed somewhere quite close and the
belfry rocked just like a horse in a merry-go-round.
Vitya dashed down the steps with Borka close at
his heels holding on to the walls.

Vitya lost sight of Borka in the street which was
crowded with carts and people. But he had no time
to think of Borka now. Here, on the ground, the
racket and the din from the firing was much more
terrifying, and people were yelling more than ever.
Vitya dashed off for home and just in time. His
mother’s eyes were reddened with weeping.

“Where have you been all this time?” she shouted,
directly she caught sight of him. “Uncle Kostya has
come. Here take that bag quickly. Be smart about it,
it’s time to be off. The Germans are coming. . . .7

“Mamma,” he said, “mamma, I saw them. Don’t
be afraid, mamma, they’re only pigmies. . . .”
 But his mother was not paying any attention.
She ran out onto the porch loaded with bundles




and with a satchel on her back. The truck was wait-
ing for them in the street.

Uncle Kostya helped the women and the children
up onto the truck. He was covered with dust from
head to foot, even to his moustaches. “Take your
time,” he said, “there’s room for everybody, we
won’t leave anybody behind, sodon’t be afraid. . ..”
The chauffeur started the engine. And when his
mother was already seated on her bundles and
he was also up holding on to the side he saw
big, heavy trucks suddenly turning into the village
street in a cloud of dust, from which Red Armymen
began to jump off one after the other. They had
rifles in their hands and formed up right there in
the street. ~

With sparkling eyes Vitya looked at the tall stur-
dy figures, at the tanned youthful faces, at their mus-
cular arms handing down the machine-guns, and
they appeared to him unusually tall. The smallest
of them was much bigger than those pigmies who
were hopping around in the meadow coming towards
the village. He said to his mother:

“And won’t those pigmies get it now. . . .”

His mother wanted to say something to him but
the driver who was already at the wheel started the
car which, throbbing in every fibre, sped off quickly
zigzagging in between the trucks of the Red
Armymen.
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Vitya could not make out anything more owing
to the dust. A jolt sent him toppling over onto his
mother’s bundles and she held him tight to her. He
stayed where he was. He could not forget, however,
what he had seen from the belfry and what he had
experienced when he was running with Borka. His
small heart was going pit-a-pat. And after that he
was so tired that he fell asleep then; there was a lot
of noise; it began to rain; people began to scream;
then houses suddenly appeared, the road became
much smoother, the truck went more evenly and
he would wake up now and then only to fall asleep
again. He was still half asleep when his mother
put a piece of bread and butter into his hand. He
munched it sleepily. But one thing was stamped
on his mind—a thing which he would never forget:
the broad meadow under a blue sky and the black
figures of the wicked, ugly pigmies and the sturdy
handsome, tall Red Armymen who jumped from
the trucks to pit themselves.against the strangers
who had appeared from nowhere. . . .




RAW HANDS

" IT was so bitterly cold that even the thick warm
gloves could not keep it out. The woods all around
seemed to be encroaching on the narrow strip of
uneven road, full of ruts and holes, along both sides
of which were deep ditches filled with treacherous
snow. Every now and then 2 branch of some tree
would just graze the truck and bring down a shower

of snowflakes onto the roof of the driver’s cabin ‘

and leave their mark on the sides of the tank.

Yes, many were the roads he had seen since he
became a chauffeur but never such a one. And this
was the road he had to do all the time now, working
like a horse. He would hardly reach his dugout
which was crowded and dark and damp, and rest
his head in a corner amongst his tired comrades,
when somebody would call him and he would be
ordered out again onto the road. Sleep—he would
sleep later on, now it was time to work, the road
was calling. And you could not tell them to put
it off for a bit, that there was no hurry—it was in
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a hurry, and what’s more you had to keep your eyes
<kinned otherwise the car would be in a ditch in
next to no time and you’d have to get your pals to
help you lug it out, because to do it yourself was
absolutely ~impossible. And the frost? It seemed
as though the North Pole itself had come to this
road in the forest to regulate traffic.

Or else you’d be treated tofogs, or from the direct-
jon of Lake Ladoga -you'd get blasts of wind the
like of which he had never experienced before—rag-
ing furies which penetrated to the very marrow,
or else a blizzard when it would be impossible to
see a thing two yards in front of your nose.The tires
too were not made of iron, they were showing signs
of wear and tear and, then again, if you bring up
the rear it’suptoyoutogivea helping hand to your
pals who have landed in a ditch, but what was most
important was to deliver the stuff in time. And,
by the way, how was it faring? . . .

Bolshakov stopped the car, clambered out of the
cabin and wading through the deep snow went up
4o the tank. He climbed up and in the pale light
of the wintry day he saw that a thin stream Wwas
trickling down the frost coated side. A shiver went
down his spine. The tank car was leaking. The tank
had sprung at the joint. The seam had opened. Pet-
rol was leaking out.

He stood there and looked at the thin stream which
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it seemed nothing could stop. To go through all
the miseries of the road only to deliver an empty
tank car? He tried to recall all the cases of accidents
he had ever had but he could not recall a similar
instance. The biting frost seared his face. To stand
there for long and just lock at it would not help
matbers.

Up to his waist in snow he made his way back
to the cabin. The political instructor was sitting
there, his frozen nose buried in the collar of his
sheepskin jacket.

“Comrade Political Instrucior,” Bolshakov called
to him. “I’'m afraid I'll have to trouble you.”

“What is it, have we arrived already?” the poli-
tical instructor asked waking up with a start.

“It looks like it,” Bolshakov said. “The tank’s
sprung a leak. What are we going to do about it%”

The political instructor scrambled cut of the

cabin. He rubbed his eyes, almost slipped, but
when he saw what had happened he. began to
chafe his frozen hands, thoughtfully searching for a
solution.

“Drive to the nearest station. There we’ll pump
the stuff out of the tank and get her patched up.
What do you say?”

“That’s all very well,” Bolshakov said. “It would

be a way out if the petrol were going somewhere "

else and not to Leningrad, if it wasn’t urgent for
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the front. Simply pump it out? No, you can’t pump
it out.”

“What can -you do?” the political instructor
asked, looking at the petrol trickling out from the
open seam.

“If you don’t object I’ll try and make it tight,”.
Bolshakov replied.

He opened his tool box and at that moment the
tools looked more like instruments of torture than
anything else—they felt more like molten iron.
Gritting his teeth he took a caulking-iron, a hammer
and a piece of soap which resembled a stone and
climbed up. The petrol trickled down onto his hands.
What queer petrol. It scorched like fire.It saturat-
ed his mittens and the sleeves of his tunic. Spit-
ting in mute desperation he plugged up the seam
and smeared it with soap. The petrol stopped leaking.

Heaving a sigh of relief he went back to his place
at the wheel. After a stretch of about ten kilometres
or so Bolshakov stopped the car and went to have
a look at the tank. The seam had opened again. A
stream of petrol was trickling down the cylindrical
surface of the tank. He had to begin all over again.
Again the caulking-iron was brought into play,
again the petrol scorched his hands and again he
smeared the cut surface of the joint with soap. The
petrol stopped leaking. It seemed as if the road
would never end.
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He stopped counting how many times he got down
from bis seat and clambered up onto the tank. He
ceased to feel the pain from his scorched hands.
It seemed to him that it was all some terrible night-
mare: the dense forest, the endless snowdrifts, the
petrol trickling onto his hands.

He tried to caleulate in his mind how much of
the precious liquid had leaked out. According te
his calculation it could not be more than forty
or fifty litres. But if he would stop caulking every
ten or twenty kilometres then all his work would
be in vain. And so he began all over again with the
persistency of & man who had lost all conception
of time and space.

He was so tired that he began to think that he
wasn’t moving at all bub standing in one place
and every forty minutes or so he would snatch up
the caulking-iron while the crack would be getting
wider and wider, jeering at him and all his efforts.

Suddenly, at a bend in the road, empty spaces
which lcoked sc strange to the eye came into sight—
vast, unbounded expanses shrouded in white. The
road now led over the ice. The enormous lake breathed
at him with the ferocity of a monster, but he
was no longer terrified. He sped along confidently,
glad that the forest had come to an end. Now and
again his head would bang against the wheel but he
immediately pulled himself together. Sleep weighed
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down his shoulders as though some giant were
standing behind his back ‘and trying to crush his
head and shoulders in his enormous soft, thickly
gloved hands. The truck went on and on. Frozen
and dead tired he was kept going by one thought
which gave him inexplicable joy. He knew for sure
that he would be able to stick it out, and he did.
The load was delivered to its destination.

. . . In the dugout the doctor examined with
surprise his raw hands and mutilated fingers and
looked at him questioningly.

“How did this happen?” he asked.

“] had to caulk a joint, comrade doctor,” he re-
plied clenching his teeth with pain. '

“Why couldn’t you stop on the way?” the doctor
asked. “You’re not a baby and you know yourself
that you can’t go soaking your hands with petrol
in such a bitter frost. . . .”

“Tt was impossible to stop,” he replied.

“Why? What was the hurry? Where were you
taking, the petrol to?”

“To Leningrad, to the front,” he said in a voice
that resounded all over the dugout.

The doctor looked at him searchingly.

“L s-e-e,” he drawled, “to Leningrad! Xvery-
thing’s clear! No further questions are required.

Let me bandage up your hands. You’ve got to geb
treatment.” \
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“No harm in getting treatment. I’1l do that until
morning, and then again on the road. . . . It’ll
be warmer with the bandages on to drive the car
and as for the pain I'll manage to hold it in be-
tween my clenched teeth. . . .”
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