: CONTENTS
Bépa HnGep

Vera Inber 7

i Mas P 8

: Maya ., . N 9
Bopiic l'opGaton

Boris Gorbatov . . . . . . . . . . ., .. 35

Péapt Ha Orypéunoit 3emné . |, , |, 36

Childbirth on Cucumber Land , ., ., ., . 37
Hropp 3aGémun
Igor Zabelin . . . ., . . . . . . . . .. 65
Bes ceupérenelt , . . . . . . . . . 66
Without Witnesses . . . . . . . . . 67
Baaentin Kardes
Valentin Katayev . . ., . . . . ., ., . . . 113

Ore waw . . ., . ., ., . ... .. lu4
Our Father , . . . . . ., ., . . . 115
HOpuit Haribuu
Yuri Nagibin . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 135
Komapés . . . . . . . . . .. . 136
Komapés . . . . . ... . . . . . 137
Koucranmin IMaycroBckuit )
Konstantin Paustovsky . . . . . . . . . . 153
Cayuail ¢ Jfixgescom . . . . . ., . . 154
A Dickens Incident . . ., . . . . . 155
Hpurysas Tpasd ., , ., ., . . . . , . 156
. Good Luck Flower . . . . . . . . . 157
Wwnéeemk . . . . . . . . . . . . 162

Sweet Briar . . . . ., . . . . . . 163
CripetméBap . . . . . . . . . . . 186
The OldCook , . . . . . . . . .. 187
Cwer ., . . . ., . ... .... 14
Snow . ., ., . .. ... .... 19
Notese . . . . .. .. ... ..... 200




VERA INBER

Vera Inber was born in Odessa
in 1890.

She published her first collec-
tions of poems in 1912. However,
according to Vera Inber herself, her
“biography as a real writer” began
in the 1920’s after she had moved
to Moscow and begun to contribute
to central newspapers and magazines.
At the time Inber wrote numerous
collections of verse and prose
(Tales, 1925; The Boy with Freckles,
192())'; To a Son Who Is Not, 1927,
ete.). , .

" During the Great Patriotic War
Vera Inber stayed in besieged
Leningrad. She contributed to the
Leningrad Pravda and other news-
papers. It was during those years

- that her best works were written:

the poem The Pulkovo Meridian,
1942, and Almost Three Years
(Leningrad Diary), 1945.

Maya is one of Inber’s early
works.




MAS
I

Ha foxHoMm 6epery, y cAMoro Uépuoro méps, nex#r ré-
poa. On man. B HéM ecThb cTdpas reHy3sckas KpEnocTb,
cocrofiiias u3 06JOMKOB, NMOJBIHM M silepuu. B HEM ecThb
KOOEfHs, riae CTONETHAA TMHIHHMSA, NMOJ3YIlas MO HaBécy,
ponsier B K6¢e nemectkd. Ectb 6a3ip, 3aBajeHHHIH NETOM
KambaJsoit u népcukaMu. ¥ MoJOXOH KyKypysnl Ha Gasédpe
celble OuapoBATeNbHEIE BOJIOCH U MEJIKHe 3Y6Ku: Bcé
ocTajbHOe NOKPEITO 3eJEHBIM KanopoM. B répoge ecTh KuHO,
IBa-TPH YupexXIE€HHS, HO B KOHIE KAXKIOH YJHUB eCTb
MOpe — M BCE MyCTSKH no cpaBHéHHI0 ¢ HAM. Ha mecké
pacTdHyTH CéTH, H TO Ha CHNHHE, TO Ha OpIOXe OTABIXA-
1oT n6aku. [lop6it BoaH& B3Gerder Ha mnecOK H, INHNSA,
ncyesaer. ,

Hoéubio répox, obasthiit yHOH, MOX6xK Ha cnsiuiyio prIGy.
Uepennna erd Kpen G6JECTHT, KaK delnys, Y3KHM XBOCTOM
YXONAT BAajb BHHOTDANHHKH, W BéTep urpaeT MMH. A Ha
Gepery, TaM, rie noJaraercsi GbITb prIGbeil rosoBé, GJECTHT
OJMHOKHMH Iy1a3 — JaMna CMOTpPHTeNs MYy3és.

60 B répose ectb My3éil.

Ha 3akare xénbl pri6akéB cyniuat. CAMH OHH YyepHBI OT
cO/HIa, NepeIHUKM MX SPKO-KPACHH, M Bce BMEcCTe Harmo-
MHHAIOT H3Hanu KOPKY 4€pHOro xJaé6a ¢ JOMTHKOM IOMH-
népa.

Homxunas Myxéh u roréss YHHH, KEHIHHDI TOJIKYIOT
ME&XIY MPGUMM U O TOM, HTO crapeiit CTaBpaky, HEIHEIHHH
CMOTpHTe/b My3és, a paHblue MPOcTO GOraTHI 4esN0BEK, UTO
5tor cameiit CraBpdrd — BHYK Kompaﬁaﬂnncq‘a Hecom-
HéHHO, yto Hukoaak, eré men, s3aHuMaJcs KOHTpaéaHJIOH
H TIPOMBILILIST GeCTOUIHEAEIM TaGaKoM. Ipasna, xpome
Toré, emy mnoBesis: NPHBAMKIO HACMEACTBO,* KOTHA erd
KOMNaHbOH, pPYCCKHil Kynéu, YTOHY., He CHPABHBIIKCH C
napyCOM Ho opin Gor 3Huder, Kak B AeACTBHTE/NBHOCTH
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MAYA
1

On the south coast, close to the Black Sea, lies a town.
It is small. In it is an old Genoese fortress consisting of
debris, wormwood and lizards. In it is a coffee-house, where
a hundred-year-old wistaria creeping up the awning drops
petals into your coffee. There is a bazaar, piled in summer
with flounder and peaches. The sweet corncobs at the bazaar
have charming grey hair and fine teeth; all the rest is covered
with a green hood. The town has a cinema and two or three
offices, but at the end of every street is the sea, and every-
thing else is trivial in comparison with it. On the sand nets
are'spread out and boats rest, some on their back, some on
their belly. Occasionally a wave rolls up on to the sand and
vanishes with a hissing sound.

At night the town, bathed in moonlight, is like a fish
asleep. The tiles on its roofs glisten like scales, the vine-
yards trail off into the distance like a narrowing tail, and
the wind plays with them. And on the shore, where the
fish’s head should be, shines the museum curator’s lamp
like a solitary eye.

For in the town there is a museum.

At sunset the fishermen’s wives gossip. They are dark
with sunburn, their aprons bright red, and from afar the
whole reminds you of a crust of rye bread with a slice of -
tomato.

Waiting for their husbands and cooking the supper, the
women discuss, among other things, the fact that old
Stavraki, now curator of the museum and formerly just a rich
man, is a smuggler’s grandson. There is no doubt that Niko-
lai, his grandfather, went in for smuggling and traded in
duty-free tobacco. True, besides that he was lucky: he came
into an inheritance when his partner, a Russian merchant,
being unable to manage the sail, was drowned. But God
alone knows what that sail looked like in reality, whether it
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BEITAsleq 3TOT napyc: Hé Obuwio Jau y Herd uépHolt Go-
porrl M WHPOKMX WITAHOB W He 3BaJcsi au oH Huxosdem
CraBpéxu?

Hapéprno Huyerd He W3BECTHO, HO ¢ TOH mMOPBI NPULLIS
K Huxkonaiwo CraBpaku GorarctBo. Ou BeicTpous ceGé npe-
KPACHBII, TPOCTOPHLI AOM H Pa3J/OoXKHJ MO CTONAM M AHBA-
HaM JUKOBMHKH, BEIBe3eHHBle H3 uyXKHX 3eMénb. Cpens HUX
6p1d mepchiackas manb, Génas ¢ pO30OBLIM, Kak pO3bl B
CHery.

Cery Huxonds, Anpuds, yxé He 3aHUMAJICS HHYEM mpeno-
cyairenpHeiM. OH xual B Goabmiém répome, B Opécce. Tam
y Herd OBlIA J4BKa, I'Ae INPONABANMCh KaHApPEéAKH M KO-
paannl. Ha 3ToMm oH crpamno pas6orarén. Uro kacdercs erd
chlHa, Téxke AnpudHa, TO OH AdKe He B3MVIAHYJ Ha JABKY.
On npépan e€, 3aBén TOpréBii0 PPYKTaMH, HO CaM TOPro-
BATb He cTaJ, a HAHAJ ynpasJasiouwero. OH noéxana sa rpa-
HALY, AOJrO MHUJ TaM, HO He xKeHHJcs. [Torém on Bepuya-
csl B poaHSH répox, nepecTpOMs HNENOBCKMI JOM M moce-
aunacs B HEM HaBcernd. OH He TONBKO mepecTpoua erd, HO
¥ YKPACHJ HecJNHIXaHHO NpekpacHo.. Ilepchnckas mwanb
néna yxé He cTpajana OT OfMHOUEeCTBA: y Heé 6blia nénas
KOANIEKUHS MOAPYTr, TAKAX Ke IUAJeld, M TAKAX Ke Mepcii-
ckux. Kpéme Hux, GBLIM KapTHHBI, CTATYH, CTapHHHAas Mé-
6esib, KPy#eBa U KAMHH, — OJHHM CJGBOM, BCE, 94TO MOXKeT
ce6é mo3BOIUTh GOrATHIH UeNOBEK.

Tax xun Iyxononéﬁ' CraBpéxH, mMOKA TOKe He npeBpaTHiI-
csl B CTapHKA.

Ho Tyt npousoiné pesosionus.

Boin #isgan npHKA3, 4TO KpacéBble BEINM NPHHANJEKAT
BCeM, HO yTO 6paTh HX ce6é noMOH Henb3sd. OHH HOJIKHEL
HaXONMTbCs B OTAENBHOM AOMe, KOTOPHIH Ha3bIB4eTCS: MYy3é-
€M, M TIO BOCKpecéHbsIM M JAdXKe Nno OGYAHAM, KpOMe INOHe-
n&nbHMKA, KAXKIABHA HMEeT NPABO CMOTPETH HA HUX, HE TPG-
ras pykamu. Takiim 66pasoM, noMm Anpudna CraBpiku npe-
BpaTHica B My3éil, a eré GEIBIIMI X03sHH — B CMOTpHTENs
.My3és. EMy orBens yriioBylo KOMHAaTy, rie paHbIUE XKuJi
60Jl’bméﬂ 6énas cTaTys, u3obpaxdoias roaylo AEBYIIKY
¢ 3épKasoM. o

Ha napénanoit nécrHuue nocamhnu néuky cTé4poit JaBOU-
Huup! JAuaMAHZO, ¥ OHA BBIJABAMA KENAOUUM GHASTHKH,
XoTs BXof Obla1 GecnsdtHel. M mo Bockpecéubsim u no 6yn-
HAM, KpOMe MOHe#&/JbHHKA, KAXKIBIN MOr yGemdTbes, UTO
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hadn’t a black beard and wide trousers and whether its
name wasn’t Nikolai Stavraki.

Nothing is certain, but from then on wealth came to Niko-
lai Stavraki. He built himself a fine roomy-house and placed
on his tables and divans curios brought from foreign lands.
Among them was a Persian shawl, white and pink like roses

on sSnow.

Nikolai’s son Adrian, unlike his father, did not engage
in anything objectionable. He lived in a large city, Odessa.
There he had a shop, where canaries and corals were sold.
He got terribly rich out of this. As for his son, also named
Adrian, he did not even look at the shop. He sold it and
set up a fruit business. He did not trade himself, but hired
a manager. He went abroad, lived there a long time, but
did not get married. Then he returned to his native town,
rebuilt his grandfather’s house and settled in it for good.
He not only rebuilt it, he decorated it with unheard-of splen-
dour.... The grandfather’s Persian shawl no longer sufiered
from loneliness, it had a whole collection of friends, shawls
like itself and just as Persian. Besides, there were paintings,
statues, antique furniture, lace and precious stones, in short,
all a rich man could afford.

Thus the young Stavraki lived until he also grew
old.

But then came the revolution.

A decree was issued that beautiful things belonged to
everybody but were not to be taken home. They were to be
located in a special house called a museum, and on Sundays
and even weekdays, except Mondays, everybody had the
right to look at them, but not to touch them. Thus Adrian
Stavraki’s house was transformed into a museum and its
former owner into the museum curator. They assigned him
the corner room, formerly occupied by a large white statue
of a girl in the nude with a mirror. .

The daughter of the old shopkeeper Diamando was installed
on the main staircase and gave tickets to those who wanted
them, although admission was free. And on Sundays and
weekdays, except Mondays, anyone could see for himsel
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CTApHI CraBpékn xopowd oxpansier Hapéanoe A06p6, uTo
HH ONHA H3 MEPCHACKHX WAJed He npoéneHa MOMbIO, yTo
KHHXaJ/bl He NOTeMHEJIN U YTO CTATYs réaofl néBywmku, oue-
BHIHO, BHIMbITAs MOYAJKOM, TaK U CBepKAeT.

2

Henb Bockpécublit,* u Hapény B Myaée ocGGeHHO MHOTO.
Hoq}a Iuamanno paspeiBiercss Ha YACTH, BHIABASi BXOAHEIE
OuIETHl ¥ 0TOMPAs Y moceTHTesell 3GHTHKH, MANKH M J4Xe
pr6x’n. [Nocnénnee npaBuno océ6enno crpéro cobaopier-
cst, nécne TOré Kék pbi6ak XpHCTO, OCTAHOBHBIUKCH Mépes
KapTHHOH HTa/IbSHCKOIO XYNOXKHHKA, BOCKJIHKHYJI:

— ’Hapmnaa;{ nbéakal Bynb s npGrast, écau B Hell MGXK-
HO“BHITpecTs n’pc'rms Bérpa y Meical Kopma niskas.*

u, TOBOPsI 3TO, OH TaK CTYKHYJ TPYGKOH 1O crapomy
XOJICTy, 4TO Ha HEXHOH NMOBEPXHOCTH MGOpst 06pasoBaJach
ABIDKA, nocie yerG KOMCOMOJeN, MOMOAGH PYCCKHE nmapeHsb
I14Ben 3yeB, ¢ ykGpoM ckasan emy:

— Mui, ToBapuiy XpicTo, cHUTANM Bac CO3HATENbHBIM,*
a BBl NpOsiBA/IH ce6si Hao6opoT.* P43Be MEIC/MMO K mpes-
METaM HCKYCCTBA NMPHKACATbCsS fdxe néabuem? Hu B Kéem
ciydyae. — OH nogymas, moyecAn 3aTBUIOK M NpuGABH. 3a-
AyMuHBO: — HoO KOpMA HeHCTBATENbHO HUKYAA.*

I’/I Tenépb, NPUHHMASA BO BHUMAHMe ONbIT MpSUIIBIX AHell,
TpyOKH HEYKOCHHTEJIbHO OT6HpAIoTCs y BXOHa.

AanaH’ AnpudnoBHY,* 0GeCHOKOEHHBI! GYPHBIM HANIHL-
BOM moéq’re.neﬁ NPEKPACHOro, BONPEKH CBOEMY OGLIKHOBE-
HHIO, BHIXOAHT B GO/IbLIYIO KBAAPATHYIO KOMHATY ¢ GKHaMM
Ha MOpe, GHIBIUYIO CTOJIOBYIO, a Teméph JYUUIYIO COKPOBHIL-
HULIy Mysesi, TAe NO CTeHAM GeryT moMmnéiickue Qpécku, a
C MOTONMKA cBéwyBaercs GpOH3OBEIN (oHAPh BpeMéH Bos-
POXIEHHUS.

I'pysnas ¢urypa Axpudna AnpuéHoBuua, eré uecyuéshiit
MHIUKAK, ero mogayceads G60pofa M XMYPHIE B3MVIsA M3-TOJ
pOroBeiX OYKOB — BCE 3TO NPOM3BOAHT HA moceTHTesMeH
cMyTHOe Bnedatsiéuue. Tkawdxa JI6pouka, npuéxasmas c
9KCKYpCHeH, 3aropésas, cTpemiTeNbHas, GJecTsas cnopt-
CMEHKA, MOOHBIIAS BCe PEKOPAbI HA BCECOMBHBIX COCTA34-
HUSX NIaBaHMA, CTOa népes X0JACTOM, rae u306paxeHa KéH-
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that old Stavraki took good care of public property, that
not one of the Persian shawls was moth-eaten, that the
daggers were not tarnished and that the statue of the girl in
the nude, apparently sponged down, was as shining as ever.

2

It was a Sunday and there were exceptionally many people
in the museum. Diamando’s daughter was outdoing herself
giving out admission tickets and taking from visitors um-
brellas, canes and even pipes. This last rule was observed
with particular rigour ever since Christo, a fisherman, stop-
ping before a painting by an Italian artist, had shouted:

“A lousy boat! I'll be damned if one can row against the
wind in it by the cape. The stern is too low.”

And saying this he had struck the old canvas with his

pipe so that a hole appeared on the delicate surface of the
sea, after which a Communist Youth League member,
the young Russian Pavel Zuyev, had said to him reproach-
fully:
“We considered you a man of awareness, Comrade Christo,
but you have shown yourself just the opposite. Is it think-
able to touch an object even with the fingers? In no cir-
cumstances!” He reflected a while, scratched the back of
his head, and added thoughtfully: “But that stern is indeed
no good.”

And now, considering the experience of previous days,
pipes were rigorously taken away at the entrance.

Adrian Adrianovich, disturbed by the heavy flow of lovers
of the beautiful, went out, contrary to his habit, into the
large square room facing the sea, formerly his dining-room,
now the museum’s best treasure-room, where Pompeian
frescos ran round the walls and a bronze Renaissance lamp

hung from the ceiling.

The ponderous figure of Adrian Adrianovich, his tussore
jacket, his greying beard and his sullen look from behind
his horn-rimmed spectacles, made a troubling impression
on visitors. Dorochka, a sunburnt and impulsive textile
worker and a brilliant sportswoman who had broken all
records at Union swimming competitions, had come with a
group of sightseers. Standing in front of a canvas represent-
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IHHA ¢ MJaf€HLEM, B HEPHYLIEMCsl NAAThe, B KOcax, mepe-
BUTBIX XEMYYroM, OGbsCHSET TOBAPKAM:*

— IlocmotpiiTe T6ABKO Ha eé naartbe... Kakas anckas pa-
66ra! Kynarecs ou#t 1éxke He mo6iau. Konéudo, oHx BesH
napasutHyeckuii 66pas xk#usuu. Ho... :

Oua srasnbiBaercst B L0, JGBUT TaM TeHb TEHH Y/BIGKH
H Jo6aBiisieT HOYTH WIENOTOM:

— Ho Bcé e oHA GueHb KpachBa.

W pui6édx Xpihcro, Ha 3TOT pas Ges TPYOKH, MOATBEPK-
néaer:

— KpaciBas xénmuHa u, raasHoe, n166pas. Brano mo
TOMY, KaK OHA OEépKUT pebénka.

B 310 BpéMs MiiMo mpoxémuT AnpuaH AApHAHOBMY, M
Ho6pouka ymoakaer. _

Y npyro#i cTeHel, népen CAENKOM MHKEJAHAXKEIOBCKOTO
Iapiina, cToAT npuésxuil nuonép. OH CTOHT, MHPOKS pac-
CTABUB HOTM M 3a/M0XKHB DYk 34 cnuuy. lllasna capinyTa
Ha 3aTbUIOK, KPACHBIA TaJCTyK 3assf3ad Ha rpyaud. Hako-
HEIl, OH ILE/IKAeT NAJbUAMH U BOCKJIHLAET:

— Cnocd6ublii crapik!

— Kro? — cnpammupaer Anpudn AppuéHoBuY, He BépS
CBOUM YLIAM.

Ho nuonépa me Tak nerké cMyTith, Kax TKaudxy- I6-
POUKY. S

— Konéuno, Mukeniungxesno, — orBeudeT oH. — Belb
3TO Xe Kak#e Glnencol y eré napudmku! A uéru! Ja 3nde-
T€ JIM Bbl, YTO €caM OH MycTUTCH GexXAThb, TO OH BCeX IO-
GbeT Ha KakO# yréaHo NUCTAHLMH, AdXe éCaAH macT GOpHL.

3

BockpécHbili nenb okOHuen. [locnénmuil, cAMBIE HAcTOM-
YMBBIH IOCETHTE/b, NPUXOAAIINN B MY3éH exeBeuépHe Ans
TOrG, YyTO6bl He OTPHIBASICH IMISIAETh HA YEPHOIVIA3YIO GuJie-
Tépy, TOxe yweén. Anpudn AQpHAHOBHY, CHAS B CcBOE
yraoBO#l kOMHate, OTAbIX4eT. B IIMPOKS pacKpriToe OKHO
BIMBAIOTCA THIUMHA, MOpe u JyHA. KOpelmKH KHHT B CTek-

JSiHHOM WKady oTiuBAWOT 3670TOoM. Ha niicbMeHHOM cTOAé -

B BeHeMAHCKOM 6okaJje pacnyckaercs pdaa.
Opsorndsuiii Adandcnit, cTOPoX Mysés, OH e KyX4pKa
Anpudna AnpudHoBuua, OH XKe NPAYKA M OH K€ TOPHHUHAS,

14
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ing a woman with a baby wearing a stiff dress and tresses inter-
twined with pearls, she was explaining to her companions:

“Just look at her dress... A hell of a job! They did
not like bathing either. Of course they led a parasite life.
But...” '

She looked closely at the woman’s face, caught the faint-
est shadow of a smile and added almost in a whisper:

“But still, she’s very beautiful.” . o

And Christo the fisherman, without his pipe this time, .
corroborated: '

“A beautiful woman, and above all, kind. You can see
by the way she holds the child.”

Just then Adrian Adrianovich went by and Dorochka
lapsed into silence. ' ,

At the other wall, in front of a mould of Michelangelo’s
David, was a Young Pioneer, also a visitor to the town. He
was standing with feet wide apart and hands behind his
back. His hat was tilted to the back of his head and his red
tie was knotted on his chest. At last he snapped his fingers
and exclaimed:

“A capable old man!” o _

“Who?” asked Adrian Adrianovich, not believing his
own ears.

But the pioneer was not so easy to embarrass as Dorochka
the textile-worker. )

“Michelangelo, of course!” he answered. “See what bicepses
his boy’s got. And his legs! Do you know, 1f'he went
racing he’d beat anybody over any distance, even if he gave
him a start.”

3

Sunday was over. The last and most persistent visitor,
who came to the museum every evening to look at the dark-
eyed usher without interruption, had left. Adrian Adriano-
vich was sitting in his corner room resting. Through the wide
open window flowed in stillness, sea and moon. The backs
of the books in the glazed bookcase were shot with gold.
In a Venetian glass on the table a rose was opening
out.

One-eyed Afanasy, the museum watchman, who was also
Adrian Adrianovich’s cook, laundress and general maid,
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NpHHOCHT HA MOAHOCHKE YXKHH: KalMAK * B MJIOCKOM TJHHA-
HOM cocyze, Nnenémky, Macao 1 coTosbil MEL Ha BUHOrpAn-
HoM JiucTé. [lpexpacHblil y:KMH, OT KOTOPOro He OTKasaJjcs
6bl u ppéBHuil rpek. Kpome toré, Adanacufi npHHOCHT HE-
CKOJIbKO TiceM -— NpolITeMienéBaHHbIH YJOB, KOTOPHIA
HBIHYE BBHINJIECHY/NO MOpe KH3HHM Ha NMHCbMEHHBIH CTOJ CTA-
poro Axpuana CraBpaku. '

Anpuan AnpHAHOBMY He Chelid eCT W TNMPOCMATPHBAeT
KoppecnoHaéHumio. JIyHd W JdMna ocsBelA0T erd BOJIOCH
H WHpOKHE NJEUH.

[TricbMa mMano unrepécubl. [IBa-Tpu .OT eré KoaJér, TakAx
" Ke My3aéiHbix Jgoaéi. OaiH npeasarier APEBHIO HOBro-
poackylo MKOHY (y Herd HX HECKOJIbKO) B OOMEH Ha Tpayp-
HYIO aHTHYHYIO YypHY, He MoJaldxe uyeTBEPTOro BéKa MO
poxpecrsd Xpucrésa. [lpyréit cnpamuBaer, Kak npejoxpa-
HHTb TepraMeHTHble CBATKH OT BhichiXxdHusi. M Bcé B ToMm
ke pére. Onué nucbMSé u3 HméHTpa U cOOCTBEHHO fdXKe He
nHucbMO, a odpuuuansHoe pacnopsixkénune Hapkomnpéca. Ha-
KOHEL, BOT Hacrositjee nucbMO. ITimer u3 Ilaprixka cTapbiit
Apyr, no3rt, npossbaowuil B uardanun. Ilodr niwer: «Thl
3HAels, 4TO, HECMOTPs Ha cypsoBYIO BHEIUIHOCTb, 1 BCeria
6bl1 randnted ¢ gdmaMu. [ByX, TONbKO ABYX s He BBIHO-
wy. IlépBas — 310 CMepTh, Bropas — Pesosonus. Ho ¢
népBoil s 3HAKGM, K CYACTBIO, TOJBKO IMOHAC/BIMIKE. 3aTo
BTOPAf...» -

Anpuan AnpuanoBHY B 3HaK COIVIACHA KHBAeT rosoBOH.
Jlynd cnokéino nabiBET Haj MOpeM, 06/uBAs cepebpoM H
4épHbIO HeOOMBIUYIO SIXTOYKY, CTOSINYI0 HA $IKOpe NpOTHB
WKGAB BTOPOi# cTynéHu.*

M ewé oaudé nucemé. Ha pei€soM, HeBbIpa3HTEJNbHOM
KOHBépTe O6/MEAHO mnpoMsiMJaeHHl * G6ykBnl axpeca. Anpuén
AnpuaHoBuY BCKpHIB4eT KOHBEPT M uutder: «[lopordii, mi-
AbIH gsast]» :

On ocrandBauBaercsi: Asiga — ueit e 370 oH Asiga?
Bcenémuun. Y werd peficTBATeNbHO GBINA NaeMsiHHHLA. 3BA-
au eé Arnas. C HéI0 Kak 6YATO uTé-TO Cayudsock. Bendm-
Hua1. OH4 BhlJIa 34MYXK 32 KOMMYHHCTA. Tak uTO Xe OHA
xéuet, 3Ta Arandsa ¢ HéXHBIM npOduaeM Bu3aHTHiCKON na-
praubl Peondpri? OHA Tak AGArO He mMOJABANAa HHUKAKHX
NPH3HAKOB XH3HH, U BOT Tenéppb oHA nrwmer. OKasbiBaercs,
OHA xBopder (BnpdueM, 3TO MOHsiTHO). Myxka eé mocaanu
B Cubnpb HacaxIATb KoomepaTHBHL* a ell ¢ geTbMU Heo6-
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brought in supper on a small tray: cream in a crock, a flat
cake, butter and comb honey on a vine leaf. An excellent
supper, which even an ancient Greek would not have refused.
Besides, Afanasy brought a few letters, the stamped catch
that the sea of life now washed up on the old Adrian Adria-
novich’s desk.

Adrian Adrianovich ate without haste and looked through
his mail. The moon and the lamp lit up his hair and broad
shoulders.

The letters were of little interest. Two or three from his
colleagues, museum people like himself. One offered an
ancient Novgorod icon (he had several) in exchange for an
antique funeral urn dating back at least to the fourth century
B. C. Another asked how to keep parchment scrolls from
drying. And all of the same kind. One letter was from the
capital, not even a letter really, but an official order from
the People’s Commissariat of Education. Here, at last, was
a real letter. A ffriend wrote from Paris, a poet eking out a
living in exile. He wrote: “You know that notwithstanding
my strict appearance, I have always been a gallant. Two
ladies, and only two, I cannot bear. The first is Death, the
second Revolution. With the first I am acquainted, fortu-
nately, only by hearsay. As for the second....”

Adrian Adrianovich nodded in assent. The moon was
floating restfully over the sea, splashing silver and black
over a small yacht lying at anchor opposite the secondary
school. : L

There was another letter. The address was scrawled in
colourless letters on the cheap drab envelope. Adrian Adria-
novich opened the envelope and read: “Dearest Uncle.”

He stopped: uncle—whose uncle was he? He remembered.
He did actually have a niece. Her name was Aglaya. It
seemed something had happened to her. He remembered.
She had married a Communist. Well, what did she want,
that Aglaya with the delicate profile of the Byzantine Em-
press Theodora? For so long she had given no sign of life
and here she was now writing. It appeared she was ill (that,
by the way, was understandable). They had sent her hus-
band to Siberia to set up cooperatives, but she and the chil-
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dren needed the sea. She had remembered her dearly beloved
uncle and thought he would not- refuse to show her hospi-
tality. She would expect an answer by telegram.

Adrian Adrianovich reflected for a long time. On one
“hand the summer would, of course, be spoilt. But on the
other hand, Aglaya as a tot had been sweet and amusing....
She had liked fruit and fairy tales. One day, seeing a coconut
she had said:

“If that’s a ball why doesn’t it bounce, and if it’s a monkey,
then where’s its tail?” :

Adrian Adrianovich woke Afanasy in his box-room under
the stairs, where the moonlight penetrated like a dagger
through a narrow window. He gave him a note and money
and said:

“Send this wire tomorrow morning.” And already going
out he added: “And tidy up the spare room, where the old
frames are.”

4

Cabman Kostya, whose cab was the only one in the town
equipped with springs, drove up to the porch and helped
the guests alight. First he extracted from the depths of his
vehicle a palefaced unknown woman (not Aglaya) with a
child in her arms, then a large suitcase, and then a small
suitcase.” And at last Aglaya jumped down from the high
footboard, exactly the same as on the coconut day. Aglaya
had the same small nose on which there were three different-
sized freckles like the three holes on a pen-nib. She had the
same chestnut hair and eyes as the Byzantine Empress.

“Hello, uncle!l” said the unknown palefaced woman (not
Aglaya). “Uncle, don’t you recognize me? I'm Aglaya.
And here is my daughter, she’s six years old, and this is my
son, he’s €leven months and has already three teeth.”

With Afanasy’s help Adrian Adrianovich led his guests
into the house, settled them down, and finally served them,
washed and refreshed, a late lunch in his corner room. The
child with the three teeth, exhausted by the journey, was
already asleep in an armchair, Adrian Adrianovich talked
to the real Aglaya and kept looking at her daughter, who
was like the juvenile Theodora. Theodora remained silent,
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eating her mutton chop with great gusto. Children will be
children. They will always love fruit and fairy tales. And
fruit and fairy tales are unchanging. Aglaya, for instance,
liked oranges best of all. And Adrian Adrianovich, taking
a large golden globe out of the bowl, offered it to Aglaya’s
daughter. :

«I like apples better,” she answered in a ringing voice.

Adrian Adrianovich was amazed.

“But why? Oranges are tastier, you know.”

“But apples are hard, you can get your teeth into them.
Whereas oranges don’t need chewing,” said Aglaya’s daughter
with perfect composure, and by-passing the orange she took
a hard rosy apple.

The table had been cleared. Afanasy swept the floor, man-
aging the broom with difficulty. Aglaya, having briefly
outlined to Adrian Adrianovich her life during the past
years as well as the state of the cooperatives in Siberia,
retired to her room to feed her son with semolina. Adrian
Adrianovich remained alone with his grand-niece.

As often happens in the south during the early spring,
the sunset was grim. A strong wind rufiled the sea, which
became covered with short angry waves. The wind slammed
doors, worried the jessamine bushes in the garden and finally,
waiting till the sun had set, threw the first bunch of rain-
drops at the window-panes. In the rooms curtains were drawn
and it was decided to light the fire.

Firewood was brought in. The fire was lit and the flames
roared as menacingly as they probably did on Nikolai Stav-
raki’s smuggling nights, and still earlier in all the fire-
places of the earth. Adrian Adrianovich decided the time
had come to make closer acquaintance with his new relative.
She was squatting in front of the fire. You could see by her
face that she was perfectly rested from her journey, had
eaten her fill, was satisfied with life and in a mood for iriend-
ly conversation.

“Well, my child,” Adrian Adrianovich began, picking
up the poker and sitting down beside her on the carpet, “let’s
have a chat. Why, I don’t even know your name.”

“Maya. 1 know yours is Adrian and then Adrianovich.
But I'll call you grandfather.”

“Yes, do, child. Maya is a name of great beauty and mean-
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ing. In Hindu it means ‘dream’ or ‘illusion’. If you haven’t
got a handkerchief, my dear, take mine.”
“No, not ‘dream’, but ‘May the First’, and not in Hindu,
but in Russian.” :
“May the First. Really? And how old are you, Maya, my
girl? Your mother told me, but I've forgotten.”
“Six. I'm three years younger than the Revolution, butf -
I'm growing with it. How old are you, grandfather?”
“Sixty-one,” Adrian Adrianovich answered submissively
and then asked irritably: “But who told you what you said
about yourseli and the Revolution?”
“Daddy. He knows everything. Do you know what our
boy’s name is? It’s Rem.”
“Fine.” Adrian Adrianovich sighed with relief, striking
a glowing brand with the poker. “Now all you need is a
Eomulus. Only I hope it wasn't a she-wolf that reared
im?”
“No, we had a goat, because we lived in the country. But,
grandad, what does Romulus mean?”
“What it means?”
-“Yes. What words is it made of? Rem means revolution,
elect... rification and metar... metallurgy. But what does
Romulus mean?”

“Maya,” said Adrian Adrianovich in utter despair, “do
you like fairy tales?”

~ “Yes, I do,” replied Maya. “About how the boy went to
Tashkent for bread.”

“No, child, that’s a story.”

A strong gust of wind swept over the house. Qutside the
wind was dreary, the sea roared. In the room the fire was
burning. A magnificent setting for a fairy tale—a pearl born
in the shell of folk wisdom. '

“Listen, Maya,” Adrian Adrianovich said, “I shall now
tell you a fairy tale, or a myth, to be exact.”

“What’s a myth?” Maya immediately asked.

“A myth’s a fairy tale too, only a very, very old one and
because of that still more beautiful. Sit closer to me.and
take my handkerchief all the same.”

Maya opened big round eyes and fixed them on Adrian
Adrianovich, and the fairy tale began.

“A very long time ago,” Adrian Adrianovich started,
“there lived a girl named Proserpina. She was lovely. If you
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and I ever go to Paris, I'll show you Proserpina as the painter
Moreau saw her, dark, with black curls, with a pomegran-
‘ate in her hand and lips that looked like a half-open pome-
granate. Here is what happened one day. Proserpina and
her companions were picking white flowers in a meadow.”

“Daisies?” <

“No, not daisies. They were probably narcissus, only bigger
and more fragrant than they are now. She was going along
and there were more and more flowers. Proserpina, leaving
her companions, went farther and farther.... And all of a
sudden...,” Adrian Adrianovich rose, pushed back his arm-
chair and ran the poker over the floor. “Imagine the foot-
stool is Proserpina and the flowers on the carpet are real.
And suddenly by the book-case the earth opens up and in
a chariot drawn by fire-breathing horses there appears Pluto,
who had his kingdom down below (Adrian Adrianovich
tapped the poker on the floor). He picked up Proserpina like
a flower and the earth closed over them.”

“Did Pluto live in a cellar?” Maya asked in a voice full
of suspense.

“Not in a cellar, but underground. He had his domain
there. Everything there was like on the earth, only the sun
never shone and there was no rain like here now.”

“Go on, go on telling!” Maya urged.

“Ahal” Adrian Adrianovich thought with malicious joy,
putting his armchair back in its place. “You want to know
what happened after that? I see the Tashkent boy has con-
siderably faded in your imagination.”

And he went on with the tale.

“Proserpina’s mother was called Ceres. That wise and
infinitely kind woman had power over all the plants on the
earth. Hearing of Proserpina’s misfortune she flew off in
search of her.” ‘

“By plane?” asked Maya.

“No, on foot. But she didn’t find out anything. Then
taking off her rich mantle embroidered with ears of corn and
covering herself in rags, she set off for unknown regions. And be-
cause no earthly creature revealed to her the secret of Pro-
serpina’s disappearance, she punished the earth' by depriv-
ing it of flowers and fruit. That year there was nothing at all.”
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Llepépe BOCHHTHIBATb CHIHA. Llepépa corsacuiach, HO C
OLHAM YCIHOBHEM... : : .

— Maunbka, — pasfaérest B 370 BPEMS rénoc Araau, —
1e66 cnatb nopa. S M Tak H3Benich. PAMHK KanpisHuyaer
yXKAcHO: ueTBEPTHI 3y6 pémercs AaM MPOCTYHAuJCs, YK He
3HAIO. .

— Her, ner, — npécutr Més, — # NONXKHA 3HATh, Kakoe
ycaésue. §1 Bellb TaK HE MOTY. :

— Emé nato MunyT! — Kpuudr Asnpudn Anpuénosud B
Apyryio k6MHaTy. — Yépes natb MHHYT 10 4acaMm s caMm
npuseny eé. Hy BoT: corsiacinach ¢ OJHHAM YycJaOBHEM, 4TO-
651 HE OTEI, HM MaTh M HHKAKGH POACTBEHHHK HE NOACMAT-
puBaju 3a Heil U He faBAIM el coBéTtoB. UTO6H el npeno-
cTABMAYM néaHYI0 cBoGOAY. Tak W MOPELIAIH. Bpémsa 1mio.
MAJpuMK yXKE CTaHOBHJCS HA HOKKH M ObUI Tak 310pOB,
KpachB u Béces, KaK HH OJHH MJanésel, B rocyInapcTse.
OH HPuéM HHKOTAA He GOMEN M HHKOrA4 He MPOCTYXKAJICA.
I4xe, KOTAA y Heré muin 3yOH, OH yabGaJcs.

— He M6xer 6bITh, — roBopit Mas.

— VBepsito Te6s. Torns mapiéua-marth peundna noACMOT-
pérb, KakKUMH CPENCTBAMM pocturaercss Takée uymécHoe
310pOBbe.

— Cnéprom, — orseyder Mas. — Ilana rOBOPHUT...

— Mouag. OgHAXIb, NO3AHO BEYePOM, KOrnéd Bee JIeri

cnaTh, Laphua, cHaB GalIMakd, MOAKpANach K asepsim OET-

ckoil. UTo e OHA TaM yBHaena?
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“No apples?”

“Of course not.”

“Then what did people eat?”

“Hm.... Probably preserves bought at the cooperatives.
But listen to the rest.... Ceres went on and on and came to
an unknown kingdom. At that time everything was simple
and they at once led her to the palace. Here there was rejoic-
ing: a long-awaited son had been born to the king and queen
and the queen-mother was trying to find for him....”

“A goat?” :

“No, a nurse. When Ceres entered the royal apartment
she astonished everyone by her bearing and her face. The
knot of her hair was as heavy as a sheaf and the folds of her
clothing were like furrows made by a plough. Her eyes were
as deep as the waters. The queen at once felt that everything
living must flourish under the gaze of those eyes and she
suggested that Ceres should bring up her son. Ceres agreed,
but on one condition....”

“Maya, darling,” came Aglaya’s voice just then. “It’s
time for you to go to bed. I am worn out as it is. Little Rem
is terribly naughty: he’s cutting his fourth tooth or else
he’s caught a chill, T don’t know which.”

“Oh no, no!” Maya begged. “I must know what the condi-
tion was. I can’t go before 1 know.”

«Another five minutes!” Adrian Adrianovich shouted into
the other room. “In five minutes by the clock T shall bring her
in myself. Well, here you are: she agreed on the one condi-
tion that neither the father nor the mother nor any relative
should spy on her or give her advice. That she would be given
perfect freedom. And so it was decided. Time passed. The
boy could already stand up and was more healthy, handsome
and gay than any other infant in the country. He was never
ill in any way and never caught colds. Even when he cut his
teeth, he smiled.”

“That’s impossible,” said Maya.

«] assure you. Then the queen-mother decided to take
a look and see by what means such marvellous health was
achieved.”

“By sport,” answered Maya. “Daddy says....”

“Be quiet. Once, late in the evening when all had gone to
bed, the queen took off her shoes and stole up to the nursery
door. And what did she see there?”
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— UYro? Hy, urto? -

— B pérckoit ropéa ouar.* I'pyma yrieit cBepkana uep-
BOHHBIM 36J0TOM, BOT KaK 31ech. Llepépa pasaéna MasioTKy
W BHMMATEJbHO OCMOTpéna erd Téible. Hardée ’nm;’{, 6e.n“oe,
KaK NéHa, rAsAéN0 Ha OrGHb, H MI4MS JoTpamasoch B TEM-
HbIX 3paykax. Llepépa mojouwia K ovary, pa3srpe6sid yroJbs
W, Ka¥ B necOk, mocajuia Tyna peGeéHka.

— Ax! — wénotom BCKpHKuBaeT Mas.

— Jla. A mAabunk cMmesncs. On Gbin cudcrauB. Ilpu
piile CLiHa B OrHé uapiua MCHMyCTHAa rPOMKHI KpPHK. u,
KaK Gbl B OTBET, OTUASHHO 3amaaKaj peGEHOK, OLIYyTHBIIWH
6oab.

— Kax? §I He nonumaro.

— 370 6E0 Bonmé6HOe cpéncTBo. He HYXHO 3a0bIBATD,
uro Llepépa Guuna Gorins. Onad xoréna ciénarth U3 pe6én-
Ka HeysisBAMOro repés u yxé poGinace TOro, 4ro OH He
omymana, nanpumép, oxoros. Ho CMépTHHIA TJ1as He J0J-
KeH 6bl1 Huuerd SToro BHmeTb. MaTb Bcé mcnoprTuia.

— HeysspiiMoro repés... — MOBTOPsieT Mési meutaTesib-
Ho. — Ho maTb Bc& menépruna. A uro Takée GOTHHA?
— Tlare MuHyT npound, — 3asBasier Araés, MOABJAACH

Ha mopére. — $1 Tpé6yro, uTo6 THl HEMEJJIEHHO 1A CIATh.
Vké noésmHo. P5Muk Téxe, Hakouéu, ycHyn Msmyunn oH
MeHsL. :

— Upém, unéM, Méas, — rosopit Anpudn AnpuaHoBud,
BCTaBast. — Mbl c16BO JAJH. :

— A Tpo... sepmina? Yro cranoch * ¢ He#?

— I nockaxy TeGé 34BTpa; écan TeGE HHTEPECHO.

— Mue uHTepécHo. ]

Mas méanenno uAT K npépu. [IBmkéHus e€ HeyBépeH-
BB, rVasi nphcTanpHo packprrTel. OuesdaHO, népen Heil
nanékuii Ouar, NApPCKuil peGEHOK, mJall B KOJOCBSX, BOJLO-
BOPGT HeOGBIUHBIX G6pa30B, B KOTOPHIX OHA TéHeT. ¥ BHI-
X0/la OHA OCTAHABJIMBAETCH:

— Tbl MHe NOCKAXKeWb 34BTPa?

— Henpeménso.

— Ho ceréaus ckaxi Mue TOJbKO OJHO: BCE 3TO npaBaa
AN HeT?

Y TyT cTApHit ¥ YMHBIA YeNOBEK, TPYAbIO OTCTAHBAS cBO&
cé6erBentoe NETCTBO, 48T PeGEHKY JYKABbIA OTBET:

— 3ro Mud, Mas, — roBopir od. — Mud. Beé 510 ()8
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“Yes, what! What?”

“A fire was burning in the nursery hearth. A heap of coals
were glowing like pure gold, just like here. Ceres undressed
the boy and carefully examined his little body. The naked
child, as white as foam, waslooking at the fire and the flames
were reflected in his dark pupils. Ceres approached the
fire, raked the coals apart and set the child among them as
in sand.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Maya in a whisper.

“Yes. And the boy laughed. He was happy. At the sight
of her son in the fire the queen uttered a loud cry and as
though in answer the child began to weep bitterly, feeling
pain.” :

“How? I don’t understand.”

“It was magic. You mustn’t forget that Ceres was a god-
dess. She wanted to make the child an invulnerable hero and
had already succeeded in making him not feel burns, for
instance. But no mortal was to see anything of this. The
mother spoilt it all.” :

“An invulnerable hero....” Maya repeated musingly.
“But the mother spoilt it all. What’s a goddess?”

“The five minutes are up,” declared Aglaya appearing
on the threshold. “I insist on you going to bed immediately.
It’s late already. Little Rem has at last fallen asleep too.
He has worn me out.”

“Come along, Maya,” Adrian Adrianovich said, rising,
“We gave our word.”

“And what about Pro. . .serpina? What became of her?”

“I'll finish telling you tomorrow, if it interests you.”

“It does.”

Maya went towards the door slowly. Her movements were
uncertain, her eyes staring wide. Apparently before her
were the distant fireplace, the royal child, the mantle em-
broidered with ears of corn, a whirlpool of unusual images
in which she was foundering. She stopped at the door.

“Will you finish telling me the story tomorrow?”

“Without fail.”

:[‘But just tell me one thing today: is all that true or
not?” '

And then the clever old man, staunchly upholding his
own childhood, gave a crafty answer:

“It’s a myth, Maya,” he said. “A myth. It was all such
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710 Tak AaBHO, uTO HHKTO B rduHoCTH He 3HAer, OBLJIO 3TO
K Her. Cniu KpénKo, J€BOUKa.

5

Henorépa xOHuusach. Tyua, 3jparusasi 3apHMUAMY,
ymai 3a TOpU3GHT, H y3Kas ’ymép6’1-iaﬂ nynd BCTAET (Han
MopeM. MOKpble KYCTEl JXaCMHHA yCHINAKbl THKCALIMHA Sna-
rOYXAHHLIMH GPUABSHTAMH. ) o Ao

Ha crapoM AuB&HE, 3aMEHSIOIIEM eMy KpOBATh, ApuaH
Azpuénosuy 3acbinder. B xamune neryaimuit Tpeck “1oro-.
paouux yraei. CKBo3b He3aHaBélIeHHOe OKHO —. nierya-
muit geiM ayusl. Con BeE 6.n1/'pxe 1 Gaixe MOAXOAMT K cTa-
pomy nupany. On TpOraer KHCTH, OH Tpéraer MOAYUIKH, OH
kacdercs cenpix Boaéc, u Anpudn ANpUAHOBHY YXKE CTIUT.
O BAAMT NGJae PHH, KOTGpOe B TO Xe BpeMs H MOpe.’Hall
HAM 66JaKo, KpbuldTtoe,* Kak nuank. u BAPYT M3 3TOTO
66uaKa uuaBepraercs MOnHus. Paspaercd crpambli yaap

rp6mMa u CTPALUIHBIH KPUK.

Anpuén AnpuaHoBUY oTKpHiBAeT r/1a3d. I1épen KaMHHOM,
Gendsi nAnHHON pYyOAIUKO#, 34/HUTas Cae3aMH, ‘.J;p.omnT’Maﬂ.
3a neil Araas, emé 66aee Onénnas, 4eM [HEM. OTYasiHHO

KpUUUT MAsneHbkuil PaM Ha pykax y MaTepu. B nBepsix Tpd-

céres Adandcuil B HIKHEM 6enbé.

— UYro, 4TO CAYYAIOCH? — CNpAauMBaer A}lpl:léH Anpua-
HOBMY, CTapaficb MEePeKPUYATb Psma. — 3auém Bbl BCe
sgecb? Adandcuil, nait MHE Basiepbsinky! ['oBopute xel

Oupi roBOpsAT BCe CPasy.

— T'écmofs MAJAOCTHBHIAl — TpHUHTAET Acp’aﬂacuu;
wéaps Ha néake. — Ky 5ro 1% MO KOpHAGPY MapamHyio
NpOBEPUTb H BHXKY, réCIOAH MHAJMOCTHBBIH, — OGApHILIHS

TAmMUT MAaaéHUAa-6paTa, caMa He B ce’6é. ’I'.nésxn * TopATt —
W mpAMO B KaOUHET. ToakuyJo MeHs 6yaro. 51 3a HUMH,
a2 oHA * M/aJéHUMKA B KaMHH KJAaAyT, KaK roJO0BEIIKY, roc-
MoAH MHAJOCTHBbIN. ' ) )

— Cmo fi, — Bcxadnbipaer Arads, — Cably LIOPOX.
OTKpHIBAIO [V1a34 — AeTéH HeT. Bblﬁeréuo‘,’cmorpro — Méi#-
kuHa pyGAlIKA MeJbKHYJA. Ycnéaa péema'rb’ KaxK pas B TY
MUHYTY, KOrAd OHA.. P5Ma.. B OroHb. CuécTbe, 4TO BCE

yxKé mporopéiio, NouTH onyn némesi ocrancs. Pyuka, pyuka

30

a long time ago that nobody knows exactly whether it hap-
pened or not. Sleep soundly, my girl.”

5

The bad weather was over. The cloud, quivering with sheet
lightning, passed away over the horizon and a narrow wan-
ing moon rose over the sea. The wet jessamine bushes were
strewn with heavy fragrant diamonds. '
~ On the old couch that served him as a bed Adrian Adria-
novich was falling off to sleep. In the fireplace there were
soft cracklings from the dying coals. The faint haze of the
moonlight came through the uncurtained window. Sleep
crept nearer and nearer to the old couch. It touched the
tassels, it touched the cushions, it touched the grey hair,
and Adrian Adrianovich was already asleep. He saw a field
of rye which at the same time was a sea. Above it was a
cloud, floating like a mantle, and suddenly down from that
cloud came a flash of lightning. There was a terrifying peal
of thunder and a terrified shriek.

Adrian Adrianovich opened his eyes. Trembling in front
of the fireplace, shining white in her long nightgown and her
face bathed in tears, was Maya. Behind her stood Aglaya,
paler than in the daytime. Desperately screaming in his
mother’s’ arms . was little Rem. Afanasy was quaking in
the. doorway in his underwear. ~

“What’s the matter? What’s happened?” asked Adrian
Adrianovich trying to outcry Rem. “What are you all here
for? Afanasy, give me my valerian drops. Speak, will you!”

They all spoke at once.

“Merciful lord!” Afanasy wailed, groping on a shelf.
“] was going along the corridor to check the front door and,
merciful lord! I saw the young lady carrying her baby brother,
beside herself with excitement. Her eyes were like fire. And
she went straight into the study. Something seemed to
push me. I went after her and she was laying the little baby
in the fireplace like a piece of kindling, merciful lord!”

“I.was asleep,” Aglaya sobbed, “and I heard a rustling.
I open my eyes—no children. Out I rush and look—Maya’s
nightgown flashes by. I only had time to run in just when
she was ... putting Rem ... in the fire. Luckily it had
already burnt out, hardly anything was left but ashes. My
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6OJHT ¥ MANbYHKA moero. Aa-a’a, peGEHOK MO#, LBIN/IEHO-
yek Moit! AX Tbl, CKBépHasl AeBUOHKA... ] ) ]

— Tloctéi, rIOCTC')I'/'II,) Arnag, — ngpeﬁupae’r eé Anpnaﬂ
AZnpuéHOBUY, — TaK HeJb3s. CmoTpH, OHA BCS APOXKHT.

— §l... 2 xoténa ciénatb H3 HETO... HEyS3BUMOTO repos,—
ppiader Més, — HO MaTh noMmeluasna, Kax B TOT Pas..

Bce nerai. Jlaxe PaM, NPUCEIMAHHBIH COAOH, YKC CIHT.
Paccsér yxé TpOHYJ MOpe, 3BE3JIbI C KAXKAbIM MTHOBEHHEM
6nennéior. Ho Anpuén ANpHAHOBHY HE MOXKET CHATh.

OH CHAAT Yy CTOJA H IIpH HeBépHOM’CBéTe JAMIIbL mALIeT
csoemy apyry-nosty B Ilapixk, oTeyass Ha €ro NMHCLMO.

«Bcé meusiercsi, — MNHLIET OH, — JaXe JECTH. "{To OhLI10
Xopowo AJs Hac, riGenpHO /s HHX. U unaobopor...»

poor child’s hand, its hand hurts! Oh, my child, my little
chicken! Oh, you wicked girll”
“Wait, wait, Aglaya,” Adrian Adrianovich interrupted, “you
mustn’t carry on like that. Look, she’s trembling all over.”
“I... I wanted to make him ... an invulnerable hero,”
Maya sobbed, “but Mother interfered like that time...”
They all went to bed. Even Rem, powdered with bicar-
bonate of soda was already asleep. Dawn had already touched
the sea, the stars were growing paler every minute. But
Adrian Adrianovich could not sleep. .
He sat at his desk and wrote by the uncertain light o
the lamp to his poet friend in Paris, answering his letter.
“Everything changes,” he wrote, “even children. What
was good for us is fatal for them. And vice versa....”




BORIS GORBATOV

Boris Gorbatov (1908-1954) was born
and spent his childhood in the Donbas.
At an early age he took to literature and
began writing poetry. He was also a
worker-corréspondent. His first book, Kom-
somol Group, 1928, was dedicated to the
Donbas workers, members of the Young
Communist League. On completing his
service in the Red army, Gorbatov be-
came a special correspondent of the
Pravda. He travelled all over the Urals,
Siberia and the Far East. He witnessed the
commissioning of the first blast furnace
of the Magnitogorsk Metallurgical Centre
and the inauguration of the Dnieper
Hydroelectric Station. He described these
events in his feature-stories published in
the collections' Master-Workmen, 1933,
Komintern, 1932, A March through the
Mountains, 1932, and others. In 1934, he
published the novel My Generation. Gor-
batov took part in the Trans-Arctic flight
of 1936 and visited all the Soviet polar
stations. The result of this study of the
North was Ordinary Arctic, 1937-38. Dur-
ing the whole of the Great Patriotic War -
Gorbatov was a war correspondent of the
army news1paper of the Southern Front.
He went all the way from the Northern
Caucasus to Berlin with the army. At
this time he wrote Lefters to a Friend,
Stories about the Soldier’s Heart, The
Soldier Alexei Kulikov and Unconquered.
Gorbatov wrote plays and film scripts.
In 1951, the first volume of his novel
Donbas (Eng. tr. Taras’ Family) appeared.




PO bl HA OrYPEYHOMN 3EMIIE

Ha Orypéunoit 3eMé CJYYRAOCh HECUACThe. Orypéunas
3emas — fanékuil, yeAuHEHHbIH ocTpoBok B [loJsipHOM MO-
pe,* — HampacHO BBl 6ynete HCKaTh eré Ha KapTe MnoOf
raxiim nassanueM. Ha képre y 51o#t KpoieyHoli TOUKH eCTh
cB0&, BHOMHE 6Jaro3ByyHoe M f&xe MO3THUECKOE HMS. Ho
noJisipHble pajficTHl YnpsiMo 30ByT eé OrypeuHoi 3eMmaéi,
u nmonpoGyiiTe-Ka pasyOelHTh ux! DTo Takoi HapoA, paj-
ctot! Ilepecméumnuku. CKy4HO UM B CBOHX py6Kax, 4To JH?*

Brp6uem, crpinnoe 5TO Ha3BAHWE HMMEeT CBOIO HCTOPHIO.
OcTpOBOK OTKpPBLIH HeJABHO, COBCEM HeA4BHO, H Ha4yanb-
HUK NADTHH, JAXO W HACIEX NpousBOAs ChHEMKY BHOBB OT-
KpEITOH 3eMal (erd TOPONHJIH JIbAH, y6enATeNbHO CMbIKAB-
JHecs BOKPYr Jieflok6Ja), TyT mxe COCTABHJ JOHeCEHHEe, B
kotépom mucédna: «BHOBB OTKDEITHE OCTPOB HMEET bépmy
orypuéd». 11 papacTe, — 2 yépe3 UX PYKH HEMHHYeMO Ipo-
XGIUT BCE, — OKpecTAIM HOBOTO rpaxiaHiHa ceMbH
NONAPHBIX OCTPOBOB Orypéunoil 3emEi.

OctpoBék BCKOpe npuoGpén HeMmajoe agayénue, — OH
6u1 Tak panékl Hccnénosatenu NOTHPANM DYKH: Tenéps-
10 Mb foGepéMcs A0 MHOrHX TalH Jlenosrntoro méps. Cu-
HOMTHKY OG/Mery8HHO B3OXHYJH: ewé OfiHA neub nosiBAJacCh
Ha KyxHe moréxpl. Monongie noasipauku Meurdnu o6 Ory-
péunoli 3emné, Kak O ueséeTe. VIM rpésuiuch * HECKasaH-
uble eé npénectd, H HE OBLIO TaKAX NOLBUIOB, Ha KOTOpHIE
He rouuIA 66 OHH, TOJBKO OBl €€ 3apoeBaTh. OHA CHHUCXO-
nfTeJbHO roBophan: «Hro Ifikcon, TrArcn, UemocKHH *?
Sro ymé ocBGeHo. DTO BCé paBué, uto aéMa. A TaM..» 11

BOJIHYIOILMM INENOTOM npubasasdnu: «IlyTka aul Cémbae-
csiT BochbMO# rpanyc...»

Urak, semasi, uméomas GOpMy orypué, crana ofurae-
moir. Ha HeTp6HYyTOM CHery, psIoM ¢ 6obIAMY, KpPYr-
JbIMM, KaK uama, CIefAMH MeNBé.s nosiBAMKCh OCTpBIE,
HanGpucThe 4YeNOBEYECKHe cnensl. BoauAkau spanus. B To-
pécax poAMNACH KHU3Hb. U 6wy yxé y JMoné# ceou Oya-
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CH]LDBIRTH ON CUCUMBER LAND .

_ There was distress on Cucumber Land, a di

islet in the Arctic Ocean. In vain would ’you lé?)tl?r;grl?{legz
that name on the map. That tiny speck has a perfectly well-
sounding and even poetical name on the map. But polar
wireless operators obstinately call it Cucumber Land. Just

:L)r); tq[ talk them out of itl That’s the kind of chaps wireless
tl?eirra :;f)iﬁf. They like a joke. Perhaps they get bored in

This strange name has its history, however. The i
was dlscove}"ed recently, quite recen}tlly, and the expec'isiltaigg
leader, making a dashing survey of the newly discovered land

(spurred on by the ice relentlessly closing in on the icebreaker)
made out on the spot a report in which he wrote: “The newly
discovered land has the shape of a cucumber.” And the
ﬁzcrlll((i)s o;éirrzii;c‘?rs——c-ie\i[e;]ry;thing inevitably goes through their

— ene a ic i
far’?;’]ly Christened that new member of the Arctic island

] islet soon assumed considerable importanc
it was so far away. Research workers rubll.?)ed theeirbﬁgérlllésg
nwow they would probe into many of the Arctic Ocean’s secrets.

eathermen sighed with relief: they now had another caul-
dron in their weather-kitchen. Young polar explorers dreamed
of Cucumber Land as of a bride. They dreamed of her untold
beauty and there were no feats they would not undertake
if only they cou‘ld win her. They would say with a note of
’crcilnde,scensmn: ‘What are  Dickson, Tiksi, Chelyuskin?
B iytge alre’a,ldy been explored. They're just like home.
“'}1 _there....” And they would add in an excited whisper:

his is no joke. The seventy-eighth parallel....”

So the cucumber-shaped land became inhabited. On its
?)nrgm snow beside the large cup-shaped footprints of the
bear appeareq the pointed resolute footprints of man. Build-
ings arose. Life was born on the ice-hummocks. People al-
ready had their routine, they made coffee in polished copper
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By, ¥ Kunén x6de B MELHOM gaqﬁmeguom Kou(béﬁHmE%, H
CBOW PAZOCTH, M BEUEpHHE UacHl 3a MIAXMATHOH MOCKOH, M.
cBO¥ 3a66Tbl, BONHEHHS... Y1 BOT OBLIO y®é 1 CBOE Hecya-
ctbe. Man ckopée — cudcTee. Hy 1na, cydcTbel Bnpouew,
upuerd emé HE 6BIIO HM3BECTHO, — KakK oéepneTcg. Héno
B TOM, 4YTO X&HIIKHA KpHYasa CTpén{HbIM, HeYeJI0BEUECKUM
KPHKOM, a OJE&IHBIH TONCTHIH MYXunHA CTOAT Hal Heil, H
eré pyku GecnOMOIIHO TPACIHCH, a MO N6y KaTHIUCh TsiXKe-
Jble Kpyrable K&K n0Ta. o ) .

Tor Guenb omubiercss, KTO AyMaeT, HTO B Cose'r“cxon
ApKTHKe Ha [a/iéKMX OCTDOBAX AofM XUBYT YENMHEHHO,
Huuer$ He 3HAS O CBOEM OJkAiiieM COCEle. I'I’pasn’a, oT
cocéna K cocépy, ot G6CTpoBa 10 GcTpoBa, MOJYAC THICAUH
KHJIOMETPOB — M KaKHX xusnomérpos! Ho — pamdcts! U

Gnaronaps M Bcst ApKTHKa 3HAJMA, YTO HA nanéxoit Ory-

péunoit 3emié XEHIUKHA B MyKax pomz’ie'r HOBOTO Tpax-
nandna. Y1 Bcs ApKTHKA, 3aTauB [bIXAHHE, cenina 3a
MCXOIOM 5THX POLOB, CIOBHO BCE OHH, 5TH XMYpbie, MyKe-
CTBEHHBblEe JIYOIH, FOPHAKK HépnBuga,* yuénbre ‘-Iem?cxnna,
pandictsl JIAKcOHa, CTPOUTeNH MOPTA Trikcn, 3HMOBLIMKH
Bénoro,* crosiny, cTapasch He KAUVIAHYTH, HE 11eJIOXHYTh-
csi, y KDOBATH DOXKEHHMIb H KAANM MOSBJICHUA HA CBET pe-
68HKa, TGO yCaHIAaTh erd népabiii TPEGOBATENbHEIN KPUK
¥ JACKOBO, OTéuecKn eMy YJBGHYThCS. ) .

— Hy, xax? Hy, kax? — COpallMBajiu ¥ yTpoM, 1 B noJI-
JleBb, U BEYEpOM CO BCeX 3HMMOBOK. o )

Ho xéumpua Kpuuasaa, M Kasanoch, €€ CTOHBl CJBIIHEL
BO BeéHl ApxTHKe, MyX €€, 6eClOMOUIHBIA, KaK H BCE MyX-
YfHB B TAKHX CAy4YasiX, TOJBKO nadkan Haj HEW, a JOKTOP
Hpgeré He MOT CHo&NaTh, CYeTHICS W HEPBHMYAJ. Bez;ﬂsn‘a,
OH Hé 6Bl AKyIIEpoM, a cayyail BBEIANCA HCKIIOUYHTE]Db-
HBIll — TONepEYHOe MOJNOMKEHHE MIIOAA. ) )

C Orypéuroit 3ema# B 3TOT [ieHb Ha DPaAHOy3es NPHHSH-
/M OTUASHHYIO PaJHOTPAMMY. o

«Cnacite! CrnaciTtel — pafHPOBaJ MYX DPOXKEHHUBL. —
Cpénatite, yto Méxuo Tuk * Craciite MaTh SII’T* 'pue6eHKa>>.

Yo MOXKHO G0 caénaTh? PamicT, MPHHABLIMH panuo-
IPAMMY, CTPaANbUECKH CMOPLIMIICS, CHAN HAYIIHHKA U ro-
é K HauAbHEKY. Uto MOXHO caénarts? Benpb xeHIUIMHA...
Benb peGEHOK... ] . .

HauanpHuk ¥ napTopr* 3afyManuchb. Kax noMOub pOKE-
wune? Jlerérs Tyna Hé Ha vem. Ha 3uMOBKe — HH OLHOTO
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coffee-pots, they had their joys, their games of chess in the
evening, their worries and excitements.... And now they
were in distress. Or was it not rather a blessing? Yes, it was
a blessing. However, it was still not sure how it would turn
out. The fact was that a woman was screaming in a dreadful
inhuman way, while a pale fat man was standing over her,
his hands shaking helplessly and heavy drops of sweat roll-
ing down his forehead.

Anyone who thinks that people in the Soviet Arctic region
live isolated on the distant islands knowing nothing of
their nearest neighbour is mistaken. It's true that from
one neighbour or from one island to another there are some-
times thousands of kilometres, and what kilometres! But
then, there are wireless operators. Thanks to them the whole
of the polar region knew that on distant Cucumber Land a
woman was in labour giving birth to a new citizen. And the
whole of the Arctic waited with bated breath for the outcome
of this childbirth as though all those grim, fearless people,
Nordvic miners, Chelyuskin scientists, Dickson wireless
operators, Tiksi port builders and Bely Island winterers
stood by the bed of the woman in travail, trying not to cough
or to move, and waited for the child’s appearance, to hear
its first exacting cry and to smile on it fondly and paternally.

“Well, how is she?” came inquiries, morning, noon and
night, from all the winter stations.

But the woman was screaming and it seemed that her
screams could be heard throughout the Arctic. Her husband,
helpless as all husbands are in such cases, only wept over
her, and the doctor could do nothing but fuss about nervously.
Poor fellow, he was not an obstetrician and the case turned
out to be an unusual one: a crosswise position of the foetus.
. That day a desperate message from Cucumber Land was
received at the radio centre. :

“Help! Help!” the husband of the woman in travail radioed.
“Do everything possible to save mother and child.”

What could be done? The operator who took the message
grimaced in pain, took off his earphones and went to his
chi?f. What could be done? A woman, you know... and a
child.

The chief and the Party Secretary began to think hard.
How could they help the woman? There was no means of
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camosidra. 3uma. IMoasipuast Houb. Pédsse np.nefrp'lmb? ITap-
T6pr HaXMYpuiIcs M MOWEN B GOJBHHLY K AOKTOPY.

Iéxropa ssanu Cepréem Marpéuuem.* Hro cKasarth 0
néM? To 6bl1 OGHIKHOBEHHEL Bpay, H3. TeX, KOTOPHIX HHYEM
yKé He yAUBHIUb, He PACCTPOHUIIb H HE ncr;yrée‘:’mb. U prém-
HoCTh y Ceprési MatBéuua Gbiid 0GHIKHOBEHHEHIIASA: 6prout-
KO B Mépy, PyKHM KpécHbie, GoJbluie, HACTOSIIAE PYKH PE3-
HUKA *-XHpYypra; réjoc MEPHHIHA, GNaroAylIHbIH; JIBICHHKA
6/1aroo6pAaanas, NOKPHTas PEAEHbKOH MPSAbIO; OUKH pOro-
BEle YépHEe; OLEKIA, PYKH — BCE NMAXHET KapG6oKoi, Je-
KapcTBaMH, GoapHALEH, — OfHAM CNGBOM, MapTHKYJspHAT
pHémHEOCTb Bpaud. Tak uto, korna scrpéruuib Ceprés Mar-
Béuua B KAMOT-KOMIAHMM B (QOPMEHHOH TYyXypKe C SKOPs-
MH, HeBGJABHO moiymaemb: «Otueré OH He B xanarTe?»

Onué GELIO HeOGBIKHOBEHHO B HOKTOpe: YK OueHb OH
Gbln... OGBIKHOBEHEH [JIsi apPKTHUYECKOTO Bpa’qé. Bcgé-Taku
apKTHueckuit Bpau — 35T0, KakK XoTATe, QUrypa pOMAaHTH-
yeckas. BarnsgHnTe Ha KapTy. Cpesd MMEH MNOJAPHBIX HC-

caénoBaTenell, NAMATh O KOTGPHIX HaM XDAHHT KpacHOpe-

ufiBasi K4pTa, HailnéTe BH MMeHA Bpauéii: 6CTPOB AGKTOpA
Crapokanomckoro, Muic mékropa Hcaueuxo. Ha [lvikcone

BaM MNOKAXKYT MOruay ¢énpmmepa Buaaaimuposa, CKpOM-

HOro CéBepHOrO repds, M BBl C MNOYTEéHHEM NOKJ/IGHHTECh
3HAKY Ha Moriae u3s céporo naasuukd. Ha écrpose Bpén-
refisi BB YXé CAMH NEPBHIM A&JIOM CTAHETe HCKATb MOTHJY
nékTopa Byabdcona, repés, caMoOTBEPMHKEHHO nori6urero
B 6opp6é ¢ Bpar6M Hapdaa, NPOHHKIUHM B ApkrHKY.

Ho B Ceprée Maréuue 10 OGHABI HE ObLIO HMYEro po-
MaHTHueckoro. OGHKHOBéRHEI npo3anueckuit Bpau. Hé 661
OH TOXGK M Ha GpABHIX KOpaO&JbHBIX BpauéH, NPUBEIK-
X KO JbAaM, WTépMaM, Kadarouiehcs nany6e, KOHCEpB-
HOMY nma#ky M K 3anaxy okeduckoil c6au. Ho, MOxKeT OHITD,
oH OBl Bpay-HCCIEN0BaTeNb, Bpay-yu€Hbli?

B nocnénuee BpéMsi B APKTHKY OXOTHO &4yT Yu€Hmie-

Ménuky. OHE M GMGJOTH, M 306JI0TH HEMHOro, H OOTAHHKH.
OnHA COGHPAIOT PaukoB, JNIOGOMHITHEIX 3€MHOBOIHBIX, SILie-
pHIl ¥ yBG3AT 3TH TPoQEH B CNUPTY HA MarTepux; Lpyrue
pacIIACTBIBAIOT Ha JHCTé TepOapHs KAPJIHMKOBYIO HBY, KO-
1épas BcA — C KOPHAAMH M «KPOHOH» — YyMellaercs Ha qa-
JOHH; TPETbH H3YUAIOT 3a60/IeBAHHS B YCAGBHSX ADKTHKH,
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flying there. There wasn’t a single plane at the winter station.
It was winter, the polar night. Could one get there by plane
anyhow? The Party Secretary frowned and went to see the
doctor at the hospital. :

The doctor’s name was Sergei Matveich. What can be
said about him? He was an ordinary doctor, one of those that
nothing could surprise, worry or frighten any longer. His
appearance too was ordinary: a moderate paunch, the large,
red hands of a real surgeon, a thick kind voice, a noble bald
pate with a thin mesh brushed over it, horn-rimmed dark
spectacles, clothes, hands and everything smelling of car-
bolic, medicine and hospital, briefly the typical appearance
of a doctor. So that when one met Sergei Matveich in the
mess wearing a uniform jacket with anchors on, one could
not help wondering: “Why isn’t he in his doctor’s white
coat?”

One thing about the doctor was unusual: he was really
too ordinary for a polar doctor. After all, think what you
like, an Arctic doctor is a romantic figure. Look at the map.
Among the names of polar explorers whose memory it elo-
quently preserves for us you will find names of doctors:
Doctor Starokadomsky Island and Doctor Isachenko Cape.
On Dickson you will be shown the tomb of Assistant Doctor
Vladimirov, a modest hero of the North, and you will bow in
respect before the grey driftwood memorial on his grave.
On Wrangel Island you yourself will at once look for the
grave of Doctor Vulison, a hero who sacrificed his life fight-
ing an enemy of the country who had penetrated into the
Arctic region. :

But Sergei Matveich was hopelessly unromantic. An ordi-
nary matter-of-fact doctor. He wasn’t even like those gallant
ships’ doctors, inured to ice, storms, pitching decks, tinned
rations and the briny smell of the ocean. But perhaps he was
a research doctor, a scientist?

In recent times medical scientists have been quite willing
to go to the Arctic. They are biologists, zoologists to some
extent, and botanists. They collect shellfish, curious amphi-
bidns and lizards and take these trophies away in methylated
spirits to the mainland; others flatten out between the leaves
of their herbarium dwarf willows which fif, root and crown,
in the palm of the hand; others again study illnesses in
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noseéHHe MONSH, ICAXUKY, BO3MGKHOCTH HHOEKIMH, BIHS-
HHe NOJAPHON HOUH M MOJSPHOTO [Hs HA HeJ0BEKA...

Ho Cepréit MaTBéuu He 3acmHPTOBBIBAJ paukoB, He 3a-
CylIMBaJ JIMIIAHHUKOB H, KAXeTcs, Aaxe He 3anfichiBad
B JIHEBHAK «JIOGOMEITHbie (GAKTHKH M3 BPauéGHOM MPAKTH-
ku». OH, BnpGueM, Kée-uré nmonpéGosan Gbilo CLENaTh, A
BpéMeHH... BpéMeHH Hé Obl10. DoJbHELe. 3a66te. Boabui-
na. ITo Bcemy GELIO BHAHO, YTO eré 3uMOBKa He OGOraTaT
HayKy HOBBIMH OTKDBITHSMH. R

Emé na kopabaé* monoadit maraurénor MoaGpos, omiH
u3 Tex GECKOPHICTHHIX SHTYSHACTOB HayKH, KOTOpHIE 0CO-
GeHHO PKO PacKPHIBAIOTCS MMEHHO Ha 3UMOBKaX, NOJLOIEN
K Bpauy , BECeNO YJIbGAsACh, CKa3a/ eMy:

— A s nonumaro Bac. Y Bam B3raisif Ha BCexX Hac, 3UMOB-
LIMKOB, NOHMMAI0. BBl Beb Ha Hac cMOTpHUTeE, KaK Ha Kpo-
ankoB.* Bynere msyuarth Hac, Tak Benp? lllynatb nyssc no
u nécne aBpana, CAymWaTh cépaue BO BPEMS HONSPHON HOUM
u nécie Hed. U noréMm Hanuiuere, KOHEYHO, HAYYHYIO pa-
66Ty? Tak? Hy, tak, uto su? I pan, AOKTOD, CAYXUTH BaM
KPOJIUKOM.

Cepréit MatBéuy MCIyraHHO MOCMOTP&J Ha Herd, cMyTH/-
cqd ¥ OTBETHJ, YTO N4, KOHEUHO, OH KGe-uTd 3rakoe * 3aré-
Si1, HO TPH 5TOM OH TaK HEONMPeNeJEHHO MENKHYJ Nanbua-
MM, 4TO 1 MonépoB M Bce OCTa/bHEIE «KpOsuKu» Goblie
He cnpamusanu Ceprés Marpéuua o Hayunoit paddre. Bul-
70 mox4me Ha TO, YTO OH NpHéxas CIofd ¢ eIWHCTBEHHOH
1ésblo: JIeudTh JI0AéH, 6yae* oHE 3a60n10T, NPUHHMATDH
y poxéHuu pebst, pBaTh 3YO6Hl M BHIPE3ATb aNNeHAHLHTEL

st Bcerd 5Toro eMy HyxHA Gbid GonbHHLA, UGO Bpay
Ges GospHHALL — «3TO, 6aTenbka,* Koaym6 Ge3 xopalisi».
U GosbuAna eMy ObIA HYXKHA He KaKAs-HMOYab, a BIOJHE
6naroycTpoeHHas, NOToMy uTo ApKTHKa TaM * #au He Apk-
THKA, a éCa uesoBEK 3a60J1éeT, TO HANO, YTGOH Jeuhnu erd
no-uHacrosimemy. IlojTomMy OH caM npu pasrpyske Oapxu
TAaCKAJ HA CBOGH cnHHéE ALIMKM ¢ 06GOopyaoBaHMeM H, €CJH
eMy MOMOTAMH, CePANTO KPUYa:

— Ocropéxuo, ocropéxuo! He pas6éiire!

OH caM M CTPOT4/ W NUJAJ, MAacTePAN Kakyie-TO IT&J04-
KM, CYeTAJICa GKOJO TMJIGTHUKOB, caM BBIKpacua 6&nodl Mac-
ASIHOH KpACKOH CTEHDI, TMOKPEW JuHéneymoMm nos. Jlionéh
6eL10 Mano, a gen y Bcex MHOro. CTpow/ics paguoOUEHTD,
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Arctic conditions, people’s behaviour and psychic reactions,
the possibilities of infection, the influence of the polar night
and day on man....

But Sergei Matveich did not preserve shellfish in spirits,
dry lichens or even, it appears, note in his diary any “curious
little facts of medical practice.” He had, indeed, intended
to do something of the sort, but ... he had no time. There
were his patients, his troubles, his hospital. Quite obviously
his winter in the Arctic would not enrich science with any
new discoveries.

On the boat coming out, the magnetologist Modorov,
one of those disinterested enthusiasts of science who, espe-
cially in the Arctic, are revealed in clear relief, came up to.
the doctor orie day with a cheerful smile and said:.

«I for one understand you. Your attitude to us winterers,
too. You consider us as guinea-pigs, of course. You will
study us, won’t you? Take our pulse before and after an
emergency, listen to our heart during and after the polar
night. And then, of course, you will write a scientific paper.
Isn’t that so? It is, isn’t it? I am glad, doctor, to be your
guinea-pig.”

Sergei Matveich gave him a {rightened look, became em-
barrassed and answered that of course he had some intention
of the sort, but in saying this he showed so much uncertainty
that Modorov arid the other “guinea-pigs” never questioned
him again about his scientific work. It was as though he
had come with the one and only aim of curing people if they
took ill, delivering women in travail, extracting teeth and
removing appendices. '

For all this he needed a hospital, for a doctor without
a hospital was “like Columbus without a ship, old man,”
and it was not any kind of hospital he needed, but a per-
fectly equipped one, because Arctic or no Arctic, when a
man was ill he had to be treated properly. That was why
he himself carried cases of equipment on his back when
the lighter was unloaded and shouted angrily at anybody
who offered to help him:

“Careful, careful! Don’t break anything!”

He himself used plane and saw, made little sticks and
fussed about near the carpenters, painted the walls white
and covered the floor with linoleum. There were not many
people and they all had plenty to do. A wireless station
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rpeMénu B3pHIBEL B NOpPTY: cTpéusack yroJbHas Gasa. To
Obly1 TEICAYA JEBATHCOT TPUAULATH YETBEPTHIA rojJ — HCTO-
prueckuil ansg ApKTHKH, KOr'4, CIGBHO 10 BOJLIeGCTBY, BO3-
HUK4JIM Ha NYCTEIHHBIX Geperax JlenoBHTOro okedHa cpenn
InabGA30BBIX CKaJ 3AAHMS, NOPTH, MacTepCKHe, IIAXTHL
Bosuiikna u Goapuuna. Ona 6Ha4 MAJeHbKas, HAa NATh
K6eK, HO 3Toro 6vlI0 BnoaHé noctdrouHo. M Bcé B Hell Gri-
JIO, KaK B HacTOAMmMX GOJILHALAX, B KOTOPHIX mocenén, 1o-
JBbICEN M NpomUTAJcs. 3dnaxoM uOma u kKapGoaku Cepréi
Marpéuu. Tak ke moGaécKuBaIH MAcIOM Géabie CTEHHI, TaK
Xe Hrpaso CcOJHLE Ha HHKe/Jle WHCTPYMEHTApHS, Ha CKJSH-
Kax ¢ 3THKETKaMH B CTeKJsHHOM wkKady. VI uncrord. U tu-
wuHi. W sanax xapGongu. Ilossénuce u Goaburie. Bcé
66sbiie XKEHIMMHBL. [I3 OTAANEHHBIX NMPOMBICAGBHIX H36Y-
meK, 3a cOTHM KHJIOMETPOB, Ha COGAKaX TNPHE3XKANH OHH
ciond sarons,* 3a Mécdn, 34 ABa J0 «CpéKa», U KUAH Ha
3uMéBKe. IIpue3axann u MyXUAHB — C rpbiKedl, C anned-
DMIHTOM, C OTMODPOXEHHBIMH NAJbIAaMH, C YBEUBSIMH, C

GoabHbIMH 3y6aMu. OH Jeudn u 3y6H H gdxe mIOMGUpO-

B4/ WX, M MHOrMe, He YyCNéBlIHE Ha MAaTepUKE NMOTUHHTD
cBOH 3yOnl, ciénamu 510 y Ceprés Marséuya. Ho udme
BCerd OH rOBOPHJI:

— 9x, 64renpka? Hy k ueMmy BaM 5TOT ApsHHGH 3y6?
Jaséaiite-ka MH erg... Toré *..,

A népen TeM Kak BEIIEpPHYTb 3y0, OH BHIAaBAA GOJBHG-
My AJs Xpa6pocTH TPHAUATb rPAMMOB chipTa. DTO GBELIO
tpagauued. Ho norém Cepréfi MatBéuu 3amérmi, uTo erd
cTdnn o6MaHbIBaTb. CHHPT BHINBIOT,* a 3y6 pBaTh He
nanT. «3Hdere, roBopst, AGKTOpP, a 3y6y-TO Jérue CTAMO.
Hapafite-ka B caényromuii pas». C Tex NMop OH CTan BH-
JaBATh COHPT TOMBKO NMGC/e Onepamun.

Kak xupypr no nmpodéccuu u mo CKIAAY Ayuld, oH Bcer-
&4 mpelNoOYHTAN XHUpYprHUecKHe MEpH H HAXe, KaK cMes-
JHCh Ha 3UMOBKe, OXHBJAJCH, €CAM MNpPeACTOsIO KOré-~
HUGYIb <IOPE3aTh». - -

— Mpe, 6aTeHpka, Bac cefiudc mnourikaem * HemHdro, u
aérae Bam 6yner. Hy Bor! Bor u orudkanu. Bor Bima
GoJisigka. ' '

K BuyTpesHuM »Xe GONE3HSM OH OTHOCHJICS NOAO3PH-
TeJBHO.

— IJ10 TaM BCsIKasl Tepammsa, MAHbCKAa XBOpGG6a.* K uemy
BaM 3TuM Gonérb, GaTeHbka? Drakas ApsHb!* — H yrte-
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was being built and explosions thundered in the harbour,
where a coal dump was being built. That was in 1934, a historic
year for the Arctic, when buildings, ports, workshops and
pits were appearing as by magic on the diabase cliffs of the
desolate Arctic shores.

A hospital was built too. It was small, only five beds,
but that was quite enough. It had everything, just like the
real hospitals in which Sergei Matveich had grown grey
and bald and become permeated with the smell of iodine
and carbolic. The white walls had the same oily sheen,
the sunrays played on the nickel instruments and the labelled
phials in the glazed cupboard. It was clean, it was quiet,
and it smelt of carbolic. And patients came too, women, most
of them. From the far-off trappers’ huts they came hundreds
of kilometres on dog-sleighs, well in advance, a month or
two before their time, and lived on the winter station. Men
came too, with ruptures, appendicitis, frostbitten fingers,
injuries, toothache. He treated toothache and even filled
teeth, and many who had no time to see to their teeth on
the mainland came fo Sergei Matveich. But most often he
would say: '

- “Well, old chap, what's the use of that rotten tooth?
Let’s ... well, you know....” :

Before extracting a tooth he would give the patient thirty
grammes of spirits for courage. That was a tradition. But
then Sergei Matveich noticed that they got into the habit
of cheating. They would drink the spirits and then not have
the tooth out. “You know, doctor,” they would say, “it's
better now. Let’s wait till next time.” After that he would
give them spirits only aiter the extraction.

Being a surgeon by profession and by disposition, he
always preferred surgical measures. He even livened up,
as they noted with mirth on the winter station, when he had
a chance of “using the knife.”

“Just a little snip here, old chap, and you’ll feel better,”
he would say. “Well, we’ve nipped that off. That’s your
trouble gone.” .

Internal diseases he regarded with suspicion.

“All those therapeutics and the like are complaints for
the rich. What use are such complaints to you, old chap?
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wan: — Ilpenocrdsbre 510 mpupdge... Ilpupéaa — oua
myapée. Beé paccocéres... Kadimar sgech uynécHsii... 310-
poBEIfl KnHMar-cl¥ o

M 6bl10 yx Tak 3aBefeH6, YTO KAXKABIH AeHb BO BpéMs
06éna KT6-HHOYOb TPOMKO Yépe3 CTOJ rOBOPHII:

— Jl6Kkrop, y MeHst yr6-TO rosioBa cerémus Gomidt. Pac-
cocérea?

— ’PaccocéTc;{, 6areHbka, paccocércs, — yOexaEHHO
OTBEYA4Jl OH.

Takés 6bi1 Cepréit Marséuy, Haur OGHIKHOBEHHEHIIHH
néxrop. M écnu 610 B HEM 4TG-1M60 HEMOHSITHOE, TO TOJIb-
KO — 3a4éM OH noéxas B ApKTHKY?

Cé6cTBeHHO ApDKTHKH OH TaK M He BHiea. BoJbHina,
KalOT-KOMIIAHUS, KBapTHPB! 3UMOBINHKKOB, GosbHuNa... Co6H-
panca 6bl10 Ha ox4Ty cxomdTh,* nma He cobpincs. dymada
:6bL10 NpOMbICAGBHIE U3GYIIKH 00BEXath, Aa HE Ha KOro
OBLI0 /GOJILHALLY OCTABHTb — ‘BCE. pOAB (YAHUBUTENbHO MHO-
ro CcrajM poxAaTh B ApDKTHKe), H IO NpPOMEICAaM MQéxas
¢dénpamep. OniH pas T6abKO, GCeHbIO, BO BpéMs x6aa Ge-
njxn, yBsi3dzict HOKTOP C MOJIOAEKBIO Ha HPGOMBICEJ], HO
TOJBKO MeWAJ BceM, NMPOMOK, 4yTh GBLIO CeThb HE yNyCTHJ
H, MOKDHIH, HO OueHb INOBOJbHbIH, BELIe3 Ha Géper. 3ard,
Korjpa Gesyxu OblIM YK€ Ha Gepery, OH, OKPYXKEHHbBIH 4yTh
J¥ He BCeM HaceqéHMeM 3MMOBKH, CTaJ HOXKOM pasiéibl-
BaTb MOPCKOro 3Béps. («CMOTpETh, HET /M y GenyXu anmnes-
NUUmATa», — cMesdnach MoJoAéxb.) OnbiTHOH pPYKGH oOH
BCKPHIBAJI BHYTPEHHOCTH M IOKA3BIBAaJ COGPABIUHMCH Jér-
KHe 3Béps, XKeanynok: «Bcé, suiere, GaTeHbKa, HOBOJBHO
IOX6XKe Ha YeJOBEYeCKHEe GPraHhbl».

Onuéax s, nécnq BeuépHero koOde, Korgi B KawT-KOMNA-
HHH OBlJIO KAK-TO MO-OCOGEHHOMY TEmIS ¥ YIOTHO, MarHu-
1é0or MondpoB nogcén K AGKTOPY:

 — Bunl He o6iinurtech, Cepréit Marséuy? Ckaxire: 3auém
BHl Noéxa/au B ADKTHKY?

Cepréii MaTBény CMyTH/ICS M Pa3Bél PYKAMH.

— Kak Bam ckasaTe, GiTeHbKa, — npo6OPMOTAN OH. —
Kpyrém rosopsit: Apkrtuka, Apkruka... [lymaio: nai-ka u .
Benp He crap. Kak naxéaure: Begp me crap em@? — On
MOJIOILEBATO MOKPYTHA ycrl. — Ilotém B GosbHALE Yy Hac,
3HaeTe, Bpau nosisuicsa. Témpko uro ¢ Césepa. Bocrdpxen-
Hbllt STakuit. Boabwde néne, ropopar. Unrepécubie ciyuan..,
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Absolute trash!” Then to console his patient he would say:
“Leave it to nature.... Nature knows better. It will be re-
sorbed.... The climate here is wonderful.... A healthy
climate, indeed.” _

It became a standing joke for someone to call across the
table to him at dinner:

“Doctor, 1've got a headache. Will it be resorbed?”

“Of course, old man, of course it will,” he would reply
with conviction. .

Such was our Sergei Matveich, our quite ordinary doctor.
If there was anything about him one could not understand
it was why he came to the Arctic. :

The Arctic as such he never saw, however. The hospital,
the mess, the winterers’ homes, the hospital, that was his
life. He would plan to go hunting, but would not get round
to it. He thought of touring the trappers’ huts, but there
was nobody to leave in charge of the hospital and there
were births all the time (surprising, the number of births in
the Arctic) so his assistant toured the trapping stations.
Once only, in autumn, during the white whale season, did
the doctor join the young men at the whaling, but he only
disturbed everybody, got soaked through, nearly lost the net
and, wet but satisfied, went ashore. But when the whales had
been hauled on to the beach, surrounded by nearly the whole
population he set to work cutting up one of them with his
knife. (“To see if it’s got appendicitis,” the young people
joked.) With a skilled hand he laid bare the beast’s inside and
showed the crowd its lungs and stomach. “All very much
like human organs, you know.”

Ornce after evening coffee, when it was particularly warm
and cosy in the mess, the magnetologist came and sat by
the doctor.

“Don’t be offended, Sergei Matveich, but why did you
come to the Arctic?”

Sergei Matveich made a gesture of embarrassment.

“How shall I put it, old chap,” he mumbled. “All round
me they were talking of the Arctic.... I thought: why
shouldn’t 1 go too? I'm not old. What do you think: I'm
not, am I?” He twirled his moustache dashingly. “Then a
new doctor came to our hospital. Just back from the north.
So enthusiastic. A vast field of activity, he said. Interesting
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© Oruer6 xe He nocayxuts? 51 u Ha dpdéuTe 6bL1... Besdko *
ObiBano... M1 noroM... — OH néaHsn Ha cobecéiHHKAa CBOM
yécTHble roayGoBaThie r1asd u npubasua npéero: — M no-
TOM -— MaTepHAJbHbIe YCaGBMA * GueHb xopomd. [Ba réna
IIPO3UMYIO0 — Belb 370, 64TeHbKA, KanuTaJ. [[OMUK MEICTIO*
ce6é kynith nom Mockséil., 3Hdere, 5Tak * CANHK.. raMa-
40K... KAyM6eL... Oboxiio. Hactypuun. U ew@ — HOUHYIO
$ORATKY NOX OKHOM.

I16cne 5ol Gecénpl AGKTOp mnokasincs BeeM el Gonaee
CKYYHBIM M NPO3aiyYHBIM.

Ho xakdit 6bl OH HA GBI GYAHUYHBIA M NPO3aWyHBI, BOT
TaKOH, KakéB OH ecTb, — C GOJBUIAMH KPACHBIMH PYKAMH,
¢ GpIOLIKGM NOJA XaJaToM, ¢ 3anaxoM Kap66aku u H6Ra, —
OH_Obli BCE-TaKH eNUHCTBEHHbIM YE€JOBEKOM Ha 3HMOBKe,
KOTOPEIA Mor 6bl moMGub kEHLIHHE, poxaBsuieit Ha Orypéy-
HO# 3emané, X0oTd u HE GLLIO SiCHO, KaK OH cMOXKeT 5T0 Cué-
JaTh.

ITapépr suméekm, nsins Bacs, npumén K x6KTOpY B 6041b-
HALY U yeTUHAJICS C HUM B KaGuHéTe. :

— Héno nombub, — ckasan oH, noauuMés Ha AGKTOpA
ycTAJble IJ1asa. \

— [loaBdabre, n03BSABTE, GATEHbKA! — yRHBHICA Cepréii
Marsény. — Brl rooprite, noM6ub. [apéiite-ka cloga Baury

Goabnylo. [Toxanyiicra. Ho Beab He MOry e s NPHHHMATb
poabl, KOTOpHle, M3BMHHTE... HAXOAATCH... 9-3-3... FAE-TO B

NPOCTPAHCTRE.

— Ho néno nomdup, néxrop, — nactéiiuuo moBTOPH
napropr.

— Her. 910 uynécno, npaso| — pacemesincs adkrop u
Adxe BCIJleCHYN PYKAMH. — Jlalite MHe DYKu -IIHHGIO B

TEICSYY KUJIOMETPOB, UTGGHl i MOr NPOTAHYTh HX... 3... K
JOKY * GonbHOH. [lafite MHe, GATeHbKa, IVIa34-TeJecKOMnb...
3... 3. UTOG YBH/ETb 3a TEICAYH KHJOMETPOB, H 5 TOTGB-C,
roTeés.

— Mbl Bam nagiM Takhe pyKu M Takie raasi, nOKTOp,—
ckasasa naptépr. — U torma...

— 51 Bac He nmonuMéalo, G6areHbka.. Kakpe pyku? Kakne
rjaasa?
. — Pamuo. Bam 6yayr rosopits 0 cocTosiHHE GOAbHGH
U, KaK 3TO, O MNOJNIOXEHHM INIOAA, a BH Gymere PyKOBO-
JATE.
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cases. Why not do my bit? I was at the front.... Saw all
sorts.... And then....” He raised his honest blue eyes
to his listener and added simply: “And then, the money
side is very good. Spend two winters here, old chap, and you
have quite a eapital. I'm thinking of buying a house near
Moscow. You know, a garden ..." a hammock ... flower

‘beds.... I'm very fond of nasturtiums. And wild orchids

under the window too.”

After that conversation everybody thought the doctor
still more boring and humdrum.

But however humdrum and prosaic, this man, just as he
was, with his big red hands, the paunch under his white
coat, the smell of iodine and carbolic, was nevertheless the
only one at the winter station who could help the woman
giving birth on Cucumber Land. Though it was not quite

_clear how he could do so.

Uncle Vasya, the winter station’s Party Secretary, came
to the doctor in the hospital and remained closeted with
him in his office. -

“We must help,” he said, raising his tired eyes to the
doctor.

“Really, really, old chap,” Sergei Matveich replied amazed.
“Help, you say. Bring your patient then. By all means.
But I can’t deliver a woman who is, if I may say so ...
somewhere in space.” -

“But we must help, doctor,” the Party Secretary in-
sisted.
“Oh, that’s wonderful, really!” the doctor laughed and

-flung up his hands. “Give me arms a thousand kilometres

long so that I can reach the ... sick-bed with them. Give
me telescopic eyes, old chap, er ... er ...so that I can
see thousands of kilometres away and I'm ready. Yes,
indeed.” A

“We shall give you such arms and such eyes, doctor,”
the Party Secretary said. “And then....”

“I don’t understand you, old man.... What arms? What
eyes?” '

“Wireless. You’ll be told the woman’s condition and
the... what d’you call it, the position of the foetus and
you will give directions.”
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Onéwupmuit Cepréit Matséuu néaro u . M6a9a cMoTpén
Ha. naprépra.

— BBl KaK 3710... cepbé€3HO?! — HaKOHAL OCBELOMHJCS OH
LIENOTOM. :

— Bnoané. Uudéro sBrixona Her. :

Cepréit Martséuy Bcras, Handa XajaTt u peldTenbHO Ha-
NPABHACS K ABEPH.

— Hnémre Kk Gonbudit, — ckasdy on. [Torém ocraHoBy.-
cs. — Bnpduem, sauém xe xanar? Hy, Bcé paBué. Dxue *
CTpaHHble BEwM Ha cBére. I1épBHI cayuail B MOEH mpax-
THKe... 5. 3aluHble pémel*.. P6met no pamwo. Ilpen-
CTaBJsi0, KaK yAUBATCS MOH Kouséru... Hy, Bcé paBHG.
Hpémre.

Orypéunas 3emast b4 BEisBaHa K annapaty. Hucnéruep
O0'bsIBHI BCeM MOJSPHEIM CTAHLMAM: «BBHLY TOrd, uTo pa-
nuoysen 6ymer BcEé BpéMs pab6rath ¢ Orypéunoil 3emuéi,
CBA3b C OCTaJbHEIMH CTAHUMAMM BPEMEHHO Npekpalliercs
I0... 10 ucx6na péros».

Bee sémepau. Tixo crdno B adripe. 3atadB ABIX4Hue,

clefdna Apkruka 3a péaamu Ha ganékoit Orypéuxoit 3eM-

aé. Cepréit Martpénu nogomwdn kK annapary.

— Hy-¢,* — npousuéc on, sanoxis pyku 3a nésc xa-
JIaTa, ¥ pacrepsijcs. :

On uyts 6bin0 He cnpocda * mo mpuskiuke: «Hy-c, kak
Bbl ce0si uyscTByere, GOMbHASP» — HO BCNOMHHJ, 4TO CO6-
CTBEHHO HHKAKOGH GosibHGH népen HuM Het. ITycrora. Doiip.
Hékoropbim 66pasoM... 3... NPOCTPAHCTRO.

On Obln 5iBHO He B CBOEM Tapéske. Hé GblI0 mpUBEIYHOM
pabéueh obcraHGBKM, TOM, KOTOpas HaBasa eMy HeoG6xo-
AnMoe cnokoiicTeue. OH nGMXKeH GBI BHLETH poxénuny,
CABIUATL e CTGHB, MOJLOEL, IPHBEIYHO COUYBCTBOBATh
€€ MykaM, BHAeTb KPOBb B Tasy, OLIYNHIBATH CBOHMH
PYKaAMH ma10a — 3TO MAJeEHbKOe, CKO/B3KOE,. 6ecnOMOnIHOe
TéJble.

Huyeré 3toro mé 6nwio ceituac. M om uyBcTBOBan cef,
KaK CT4pBlil CONAAT, KOTOPHIH COKGEH MOX MYNAMH, HO Mmy-
réercsa anoBéiell, HenG6pOi THIIHHBI 3aCANBI; KaK MEJIbHUK,
KOTOpBl MOxkKeT MADHO APeMATh NOA LIYM JKEPHOBOB U NPO-
ChINAETCSA OT THIUHHEL

3necb, Ha PafMOCTAHUUY, OH 6bl1 Kak Genyxa Ha 6epery.
PéBubiM cpéroM ropéam admmel. IToTpéckuBano uré-To B
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Completely taken aback, Sergei Matveich stared speech-
less at the Party Secretary. .

“Do you mean the ... seriously? he inquired at last in
a whisper. :

“Yes, I do. There’s no other way out.”

Sergei Matveich rose, put on. his white coat and walked
resolutely towards the door.

“Let’s go to the patient,” he said. Then he stopped. “Why
the coat, though? Oh well, it doesn’t matter. Such strange
things happen in the world. It’s my first case of ... er ...
childbirth at a distance. Childbirth by radio. I can imagine
my colleagues’ astonishment.... Well, it doesn’t matter.
Let’s go.”

Cucumber Land was called on the radio. The operator
informed all polar stations: “In view of the fact that the
wireless network will be in contact with Cucumber Land
all the time, communications with other stations will be
suspended until ... the outcome of the delivery.”

Everybody was tense with expectation. The atmosphere
became silent. With bated breath the Arctic followed the
childbirth on distant Cucumber Land. Sergei Matveich
went up to the set. :

“Well then,” he said, inserting his hands in the belt of
his white coat. Then he stopped in embarrassment.

He was almost going to ask, according to his habit: “Well,
how do you feel?” But he remembered that actually there
was no patient in front of him. Only emptiness, air. Space,
so to speak.

He was obviously ill at ease. This was not the atmosphere
he was used to working in and which gave him the. requisite
calm. He had to see the woman, to hear her groans, her
entreaties, to sympathize as usual with her suflerings,; to
see the blood in the basin, to feel the foetus, that tiny slip-
pery helpless body.

Now there was none of all that. He felt like an old soldier,
who is calm under bullet fire but fears the ominous unwhole-
some silence of an ambush; like a miller, who can drowse
peacefully in the noise of the grindstones but awakens if they
become silent.

Here at the radio station he was like a white whale on
the beach. The lamps burnt with a steady light. There was
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penpoaykrope. M rtumuHa. M uu GoabHOH, HH CTGHOB,
HH MYK. -

Hu myk? Ho on& myuurcsi Tam... B npocrpancrse. Ouenb
MYuYuTCA... H XAET némomu. U Bce Bokpyr mayT. Urto xe,
nokrop, Cepréit MaTséuu, Hy-Ka?

On HaKJIOHAJ/CA K PAfHCTY U CKA3AJ:

— J... 64TeHbKa... CHpOCHTe AGKTOpa: a B KakGM IOJIO-
XKEHUU celiudc nuon?

W c 10600k TCTBOM 1OCMOTPEN, KAaK erd c/oB4, CAGBHO
ropox, pacchinanuch TOYUKaMu ¥ TUPE U mOHecaHch B 3GHP.
Uépes HECKONBKO MHUHYT Gblil YKEé H OTBET.

Cepréit MaTséuu npouésn eré u cmOpuiua n06. Tak Haua-
JIACb 3Ta HeOOHIKHOBEHHAS «3aGUHAS KOHCYJbTALHA».

— llaox B nonepéyHOM NOJOMKEHMH, — pPasMBIILIAA

BCAYX AOKTOp. ~— Ia-pma.. Cayuait! Cnpociite-ka y Mmoerd
KOJINIETH, — 06paTHICSA OH K PajmcTy, — 3HAET JIH OH, XOThb
MOHAC/BILIKE, MOBOPST MaoA4 no Méroxy Bpakcron-Xur-
CTOHA.

€3, Aa OTKyzna eMmy 3HaTh? Mosoadit uenosék. U Tepa-
IEBT K TOMY XKe», — pPasMBILIIAA OH caM ¢ COGGL.

Tepanént! Kak Bce XHPYpru, OH OTHOCHJICH K HUM C J&r-
KUM HeJOBépHeM.

Otsér npumén, xakéro u xkpan Cepréit Marpéuy: ‘

«[loHacapimKe 3HA0, HO NMpoWY BO BCEM, 6e3 CTeCHEHHS,
DPYKOBOAUTL MHOM>, : _

— BeiMoiiTe pykH cnApTOM M #énoM. Bee mANBLUE CMAXD-
Te HOLOM. Mumyr nécaTh MOHTe, G4TeHbKa, — IPOAMKTO-
B4 NOKTOpP, H PafiCT, NOCAYUIHO U CJGBHO CBAIIEHHOASH-
CTBYsl, nepenan Bcé, H «6ATeHbKY» B ToM umcaé. Kto erd
3HAeT, MOXeT GhiTb, H B 3TOM «GATEHbKe» €CTh CBOH MeH-
UHHCKHE CMBICJ?

Iéxrop Orypéunoii 3eMa#t NOYTHTENBHO COOGLUAN, UTO
PYKH BEIMBITHL.

— Tak! — ynoB/IETBOPEHHO KUBHYJ roJoBSH AGKTOp. —
Tenépy acéntuka xéHmuHel, — OH MOAPGGHO HAMMCAN Ha
Gymaxxe MHCTDYKIMIO U nepena pamscry. Y cudsa, ao6o-
NBITCTBYSL M YAMBJSSACh, CMOTPEN, KaK erd cJoBA&, MEICJH,
Te, YTO el MHHYTY Ha34dl HaXONU/IuCh * B ogHOM erd Mos3-
ry, cefiudc uynOAEHCTBEHHON CHJION mepeHGcsATes 3a THICA-

4y KHJIOMETpOB. ¥l OH BmepBHe ¢’ yBaxéHHEM IOCMOTpéN

Ha pajnicTa. :
Papjicr, omymas BA:KHOCTE MOMEHTA, AdXKe HANPYKHHUI-

§2

a crackling now and then in the loudspeaker. And silence.
No patient, no groans, no suffering.

No sufiering? But she was suffering there ... in space.
Suffering terribly ... and awaiting help. And everybody
was waiting: Well, doctor Sergei Matveich, what now?

He bent over to the operator and said:

“Ahem ... old chap, ask the doctor what is the position
of the foetus now.” .

With curiosity he watched as his words, scattered like
peas in dots and dashes, flew away into space. In a few minutes
the answer was there.

Sergei Matveich read it and frowned. Thus began that
unusual “remote-control” consultation.

“The foetus is in a crosswise position,” the doctor mused
aloud. “H’m, h’m. A difficult case. Ask my colleague,”
he said to the operator, “whether he knows, if only by hear-
say, the Braxton-Hicks method of turning the foetus.”

“How is he to know it? Just a young man. And a thera-
peutist at that!” he thought to himself.

A therapeutist. Like all surgeons, he was rather mistrustful
of them.

The answer came, just the one he had expected.

 “Have heard of it, but request you to give me all necessary
directions without standing on ceremony.”

“Wash your hands thoroughly in alcohol and iodine. Paint
all your fingers with iodine. Wash them for about ten minutes,
old chap,” the doctor dictated, and the operator, as docile
as one performing a sacred rite, transmitted everything,
including “old chap.” You never knew, perhaps even “old
chap” had some special medical meaning.

' The Cucumber Land doctor dutifully reported that he
had washed his hands.

“Good!” the doctor nodded with satisfaction. “Now for
the asepsis of the patient.” He wrote detailed instructions
on a sheet and gave it to the operator. And once more, with
curiosity and wonder he watched his words, his thoughts,
a minute ago still only in his brain, being transmitted by a
miraculous power over a thousand kilometres. And for the
first time he regarded the operator with respect.

The operator, sensing the importance of the occasion, was
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Csl BeCb M MOKpaciiéy ot HaTyrn. OH OTYETIMBO BHICTYKHBAJ
Kamnywo 6YkBy, 6osick omn6HTbCs. [Ipunumas oruér ¢ Ory-
péunolt 3emaii, OH 3amyichiBaJ MENJIEHHO, 6e3 TOH JUXOCTH
Tesnerpaducra, Kak6i: xpacrancs Beergd. OH mpocha:

— JlaBé&ii ménnennee. Benb Tyr 6YKBY H3MEHMLIb, a
peGéHKy H pokéHHUe noBpeaHb.*

— Hy-c, — ckasdn aékrop, — Tenéps cnénaitre BHYT-
peHHee uccnénosanue. Beemite néByno pyky...

Bor on HanBurdercs, pemamomuii MOMEHT.

«Hro, écnn méiika MATKH HELOCTATOUHO OTKpHITa? — 03a-
66uenno mymasn A6kTOp. — Ax, otuerd s He Tam?! Bexp 510
4TO XK.. Benb He Mory e s oTBeudThb, GATEHbKA, 3a TO,
4erd He BHXY J4Xxe».

Oxunds orpéra M HeNPHBEIYHO BOJHYSICh, OH, UYTGOLI
YCIIOKOUTBCS, OTOWEN K OKHY W CTal IMANETh HA YJIHLY.
Ha ynuny? Bewid nu specs yauma? Cyrpd6 cuéra nog
OKHOM. [lanbine am6ap, 6yxTa, a emé faJblle — CHET, CHer,
TOAbKO cHer. Ha xkpriinax ck/a410B cHer, Ha 6yxTe cHer,
B TYHApe CHer. 3e/IeHOBATHIH. JIyHA.

«AX, M HanexkGHbKO * e Thl 3abpdaacs, Cepréii Marsé-
uul> — BAPYr MOAYMask OH M YOHBHJICT HAXKE, 4TO TakK
RaneKks 3abpasics, cNGBHO 3Ta MBICAbL BrepBHIe NpHILIA K
HEMY, CJIOBHO OH He BTODPSH TON 3UMYeT, a TJbKO NépBhli
JleHb.

— Cepréit MatBénu! — 1103B4a erd: KTG-T0 WENOTOM.

On orasmyacs. I1épes HUM CTOAIH ABe XKEHLUHHBL JKeHA
pamAcra u xeH4 reorsuka.

— lony6unk,* Cepréit Matséuu, ny kak? — BOJIHYSICh,
crnpocisia Gésee cMénasi — KeHA paamcrTa.
— Yrto — Kkak? — paccepasacs AGKTOp. — Bel Yy Myxa

cnpockre, Mapbs HUabkrnmza. On BOoT y paano KOJIZLyeT.
OH nyuwe MeHd 3HAeT. A 51 He BHXY.. HHYer$ He BHXKY...
Crer-c.

— Mbpt xorénu TONBKO.. — CMyTHMACH KeHA reodnsn-
Ka. — Biaure, y Mens nogpyra 6wia. Tax, 3Haere, oHA
poxana, u Tax6i xe cayuait. S Bce MOAPSGHOCTH 3HAL...
MGXKeT GbiTb, BaM npurogatcsa? S pacckaxy.

— Ox, roay6ymxal — nomépuimica ROKTop. — BaM-To
yto?* He noapyra e Bama pomdaer. BEi-To uerd?*
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all tense and red with the strain. He tapped out each letter
precisely, anxious not to make a mistake. When he received
the answer from Cucumber Land he wrote it down slowly,
without the boastful dash typical of the telegraphist.

“A little slower,” he requested. “You know every letter
is important here and can be harmful to the infant and the
mother.”

“Well then,” said the doctor. “Now make an internal
examination. Introduce the left hand....”

The decisive moment was now approaching.

“What if the cervix of the uterus has not opened enough,”
the doctor thought anxiously. “Oh, why am I not there!
This is.... How can I be held responsible, old chap, for
what 1 can’t even see?”

Waiting for the answer in nervous anxiety he went over
to the window to calm himself and looked out into the street.
The street? Was there a street there? Snow heaped up under
the window. Then the warehouse, the bay, and farther away,
snow, snow, nothing but snow. Snow on the roof of the stores,
snow in the bay, snow on the tundra. Greenish snow. And
moonlight. . ,

“A long way you’ve come, Sergei Matveich,” he suddenly
thought and he was surprised, as though the thought had
never occurred to him before, as though it were his first day,
and not his second year at the winter station.

“Sergei Matveich!” somebody called in a whisper.

He looked round. Standing before him were two women,
the operator’s wife and the geophysicist’s.

“Sergei Matveich, dear, how is she?” the operator’s wife,
the braver of the two, asked worriedly. '

“How is she? What do you mean?” the doctor said angrily.
“Ask the husband, Mariya Ilyinishna. There he is reporting
on the wireless. He knows better than I do. I can’t see—
anything. Only snow.”

“We only wanted....” the geophysicist’s wife was con-
fused. “You see I had a friend. She had a baby and it was
the same type of case. I know all the details... perhaps
it would be of use to you? I shall tell you.”

“Oh, very nice of youl” the doctor frowned. “What is it
to you? It’s not your friend who’s having the baby. What
are you bothering about?” :
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— Kak — uer6? — ynuBhnace xénmuna. — D10 néxe
o61aHo,. Cepréii Marpéuu. A

Ho pamdictr B 3t0o BpéMa néman oreér ¢ OrypéuHoit
3emni. Xopownit 3t0 oreér Wam maoxoiH, oH He 3Hak. Ou
HUuerd He MNOHHUMAJ B MEAHUMHCKHX TEDPMHHAX, HO Yxé
3apiHee BOJIHOBAJICA, KaK OYATO 3HaJ, YTO OTBET MJIOXOM.

— Aré&! — npouén ndékrop u yae6uyacs. — OTKpriTHE

JBa c mosoB¥iHO# masnbua. Hy uro x, rony6ymxka? Bynem
nénarb noBopdT no mérony Bpakcron-X#Arcrona. .

Ox nopomén x anmapiry. EMy TOpOnmI#BO NOABHHYJ
cTys. Bce x4k-To cpé3y nNOHAJM, YTO HACTYINJ, HAKOHEL,
pemdrenbunii MoMént. Papyict mobaennén. Ilaptépr mpo-
xpunén: «Trame», XoTsd 1 6e3 TOord THXO, YIUBHTENBHO THXO
6610 B KOMHaTe, rie CTOJMNMMAOCL CTOJALKO Jonéi. Bcee
3dmepsin. Bce ¢ mHaméxnoit, ¢ TpeBOroH, ¢ GecnokdéicTBOM
rasfenn Ha IOKTOpa. :

Y Herd menpkuyna Meuiciab: «OTkyma y MeHsi Takasa cmé-
aocte? W Takda Bnacth. BoT s cefiudc ckaxy, u OH Tam
Bcé cpaénaer.. M, méxer GOwbith, Bcé 6yaeT 6/1aromoJyyHo.
U 310 n... 4..»

On npousnéc:

— BBeniire nBa naJjbua npasoft pykKH M crapanTech mo#i-
MATh HOXKY peGéHKa.

3actyyas KJaw4, paccemajnuch B 3gupe TOUKH, THPE H
66snbiie yxé HE 6bITO ¥ AGKTOpa MOCTOPOHHHUX MEicjed. On
BHes népepn co60ii poxéunny. DTO OH BBOAMHJ [Ba NAJb-
na. M caviman ctéubl. Y nouyBcTBOBasl MSIKOTh HETCKOM
HOXKKH, TaKGOH GecndMoIllHoOl, TakGH...

— Jla He ommu6rTech! — 3aKpHuAN OH (paiycT MOCAYIIHO
nocrykusaj). — He cnyrafite nHéxKy c pyuxoit. Haitnfite
nitky. Ilsitouky, G6artenbka. U 3adwukcipyiite. A 1o emé
34 pyKy norsiHere... 9T0 GbIBAeT...

Ha Orypéunoit 3emné BG3ne pagncTa TAKKe CTPYAHJIHUCH
B TpeBOre JoaAu. Myx pOXEHHIbI, NOTHLIA, BCKJIOKGUEHHBIH,
6éras ot anmapaTta K noctéiau* 6oabHOH M o6partHo. On
niepefaBan AGKTOPY paguOrpAMMY, BEICAYWAB OTBET, Gexan
o6paTHO K amnapary, mem4a npo cebs cja0BA AOKTOPA,
6osick 3a0BITh UX M MepenyTaTh.

Hoxkrop 6b1a B3BOMIHOBaH, HO mopjépxkka Ceprés Mar-
Béuya erd oGoxpsna. On BuJen ycTpeMaéHHble Ha Herd Ha-
JINTHIE c/le34MH M CTpajdHHeM IJ/la3& pPOKEHHIIBL.
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“What do you mean?” the woman asked in amazement.
“That’s not nice of you, Sergei Matveich.”

Just then the radio operator gave the answer from Cucum-
ber Land. Whether it was good or bad he didn’t know. He
couldn’t understand medical terms, but he was worrying in
advance as though he knew the answer was bad. -

“Ahal” The doctor smiled as he read. “So the opening
is two and a half fingers. Well, then, my dear, we’ll do the
turn by the Braxton-Hicks method.”

He went up to the transmitter. A chair was hastily pushed
forward for him. Everybody somehow understood that the
decisive moment had at last arrived. The operator turned
pale. The Party Secretary said hoarsely, “Hush,” although
the room was already quiet, amazingly quiet for all the
people crowded there. Everybody was tense. Everybody was
looking at the doctor with hope, alarm and anxiety.

A thought flashed through his mind. “Where do I get
this courage from? And this authority? Here I shall speak
and there he shall do everything.... And perhaps every-
thing will be all right. And it’s me ... me....” ,

He said:

“Insert two fingers of the right hand and try to seize the
infant’s foot.”

The transmitter tapped away; dots and dashes scattered
in the atmosphere and all other thoughts left the doctor’s
mind. He saw before him the woman in childbirth. It was he
who inserted two fingers, heard the groans, felt the soft flesh
of the infant’s foot, so helpless, so....

“Mind you're not mistaken,” he shouted (the operator
tapped away obediently). “Don’t take the hand for the foot.
Find the heel, the heel, old chap. Make sure of it. Or else
you might seize the hand.... It’s a thing that happens....”

On Cucumber Land people also crowded anxiously round
the radio operator. The woman’s husband, bathed in sweat,
dishevelled, kept running from the radio to the sick-bed and
back. He passed the wireless messages on to the doctor,
listened to the answers, ran back to the transmitter whisper-
ing the doctor’s words to himself for fear of forgetting them
or getting them confused.

The doctor was worried, but Sergei Matveich’s support
encouraged him. He saw the woman’s eyes, drowned in tears
and suffering, fixed on him.
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— Huuer6, auyerd, — 6GopmoTan oH. — Mul ¢ Cepréem
Marséuuem* nomoxem Bam... Huuerd... Bor u ndrka... Ka-
Kas HéxHas...

«3axBaTis HOXKY», — npuiuad paaumorpamma Cepréro
Marsénuy.
— Aré, — npousHéc OH.— 3axBaTHl HOXKKY. Monozéu.

1 no kémHaTe mpoluenecTéno NPHUIYIIEHHOE, PAJOCTHOE!
«3axBaTUa HOXKKY. 3axBaTH1 HOXKy». Bce 3azBHranuco,
3aynbi64auch, roTOBB ObIM NO3ApaBasiTh Apyr apyra. Ho
anud Ceprés MarBéuua yxé cHOBa OBIIO XMYpbIM, H BCe
CTHXJH.

— Tak, — npousnéc od. — Tenéps noBopaunBaiite 3a
HOXKY, 8 HApPYXKHOH pPYKOit...

Ou sabwin yxé o mnpocrpiucree. OH ci0BHO cTOSIT ¥
NOCTEéNM  POXCEHHLUBI M OTPHIBUCTO Gpocaj YyKasdHus

aCCHCTEHTY.
«A oH mosomén, mMosoaén! — Ayman OH HpH 5TOoM 06
accucTéHTe. — XOTb M TepanésT, a NPsiMO. XOTb Kynd. Mo-

gonéu». Y1 B Hém ymxé pocna yBEpPeHHOCTb, UTO BCE Gyner
6aaronoayuno. M emy yxké Kasasoch, 4TO OH M paHblie OBl
yBépeld B NIOJHOM ycméxe. DTO NpuULIS, HaKOHEL, pabduee
cnok6itcrere. OH cHéBa Obla B NpUBLIUHOI obcTaHOBKe.

[lpoxonsinu MHUHYTH, KasaBuiyecs BCeM BEUHOCTBIO. YXKé
yac cunén Cepréit Marteéuy y annapara.

«Bcé nu s npenycmorpén? Kakix Xpath CIOPHpPH30B?
Cnpéasurcs su tepanésr? Ax, ortueré s He tam! Bcé au
S CIIpOCHA?»

OH ycTpeMin B3IVIsK HAa PenpoayKTop, CAGBHO OT Herd
MOr ycabimath oTBET. W yearpiman: TOYKH, THPE, TOUKH,
Tupé KuTafickas rpéMoTa* On 3arngHyn uépes mnaeud
pamricra Ha 6JaaHK,

— Ilo-Bo-p6T, — uuTan OH, chefs 3a xapaxymrvm *o—
npo-u3-penéH 6/1a-ro-no-no..

— banaronoanyyno! - 3axpuqa.n He Bbmepmas panucT.

— bunaromoayuno, 6aarononyqHo, — BCHOJOMIHINHCH BCe
B KOMmHaTe. — JIéktop! Cepréit Mateéuu! [onyGuux!

— Caendte 3a ceprueGHéHHEM pe6éHKa! — 3aKpHuéa
IOKTOp CepaHTO.

DT10 OH Ha celsi paccepmmca 3a 70, YTO caMm oépanosan-
€A pajHOrpaMMe, KaK CTYHEHT- nepsoxypcaux KaK Kyparop
Ha népBoil omepauuu.
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“It’s all right, it’s all right,” he murmured. “Sergei Mat
veich and I will help you.... Don’t worry.... There’s the
heel. How delicate....”

“Got the foot,” came the wireless message to Sergei

Matveich. :

“Ahal!” he said. “He’s gripped the foot. Good
chap!”

A muffled murmur of joy rustled through the room: “He’s
got the foot.” Everybody stirred and smiled; ready to con-
gratulate one another. But Sergei Matveich’s face was agam
clouded and everybody became hushed.

“Good,” he said. “Now turn it by the foot and with your
hand from outside....”

He had already forgotten about the distance. It was as
though he stood by the woman’s bedside and rapped out
instructions to his assistant.

“But he’s splendid, splendid,” he thought meanwhile of
that assistant. “He may be a therapeutist but he’s certainly
worth his salt. A splendid fellow.” And the assurance grew in
him that everything would be all right. It even seemed to him
that he had been sure of success all along. At last professional
calm had come. He was back in his usual atmosphere.

Minutes passed that seemed eternity. An hour already
Sergei Matveich had been sitting at the transmitter.

“Have 1 foreseen everything? What surprises must we
be prepared for? Will the therapeutist cope? Oh, why am |
not there? Did I ask him everything?”

His gaze was rooted on the loudspeaker as if he might
hear the answer from it. And he heard: dots, dashes, dots,
dashes.... It was Greek to him. He looked over the operators
shoulder at the message formi.

“Turn,” he read, following the pencil, “made safely....”

“Safely!” cried the operator; unable to contain himself.

“Safely, safely,” a wave of excitement passed over all in
the room. “Doctor, Sergei Matveich. Well done, well done!”

«Watch the child’s heartheat!” the doctor  shouted
angrily.

1t was himself he was angry with for rejoicing about the
message like a first-year student or an orderly at his first
operation.
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«CroiaHol CteigHo-¢, Bpau! CpaM-cl»

— Cuennite 3a cepaueGuénueM peGénkal — KpUKEHYJ OH
OmsiTh PAajHCTy, M TOT, CNOXBATHBIUKCH, HAYAJ TOCJEJIIHO
BBICTYKHBATh. :

— Emé ne ponund. a-c. Pano, 6iTenbka, pauo, — npo-
n3néc Cepréit MarBéuu yKOpH3HEHHO, O6pAILAsCh KO BCEM.
U cubésa B k6MHaTe Bouaphaach THWMHA. — P&HO, — npo-
G6opMOTAN OH yxé THINE H YCTABHJICH B PEIPOLYKTOD.

M Bapyr oH nouyBcTBOBAJ, 4TO CTPACTHO, A0 66sH, O
HEHCTOBCTBA, XeJjdeT, 4TOOb PeGEHOK POMK/ICS IKHUBHIM.
KusbiM, XKHUBEIM — u MAanbuukoM! KyzapssboiM 3Takum *...
On meutdn o HEM, KaK 6yaTO GBHLT erd oTudM... JKénmuHa
criaceHd, HoO peGEHOK, peGEHOK...

— Cunensite 3a cepaue6uéHueM. Buumérenbno chaenyrte
3a cepauebuénuem! _

~— Cepauebuénue oTuéTiINBOE, SiCHOE, — YCJBINAJ OH
CJI0BA pajiicra. '

Her, ner, He csi0BA pamicta. D10 OH ycapiman GuéHue
cépaua pe6énxa, emé HaxomHBuIeTOCH B yTpéGe MATepH.
D10 6hsoch cépaue yenoBéKa, elllé He MOSABHBLIErocs Ha
cBer. Ho yesoBék ceiiudc mOsiBHTCA M JHKYIOUlE 3aKPHUHT,
yrBepxAads csor npasa. Kakde y ner$ 6yner cépaue! Cépa-
1e yenoBéxa, caMOI0 XHU3HBIO cBOEH 06sizaHHOr0 poauHe, —
BOT 5THM pajicraMm, 5ToMy maprépry c TpyGKof, .5tomy
IOOKTOPY-TepanésTy (a OH MoJaonéu, Mojoméul) H... H... ja
u emy, Cepréio Matséuuy. U o 3acmesiica. 3acmesics
TaK, Kak HUKOrga ew€ He cMmesica. M He TopxkectBS, He
ropocTb, He YIOBJeTBOpEéHHME OBIIM B erd cMéxe. Bruio
4TO-TO TakGe, 4eré OH M CaM elld He MOEHMAJ. '

Hauan#cy cxBatku. C Orypéunoit 3eMas Tenéphb JeTéanu
panuorpamMma 3a panuorpammoir. JI6KTOp KPATKO coOBMIAN
O COCTOSIHHH DOMEHMIBI, O TOM, KaK NpPOXOAAT CXBATKH,
a MyX POMEHHIb OT ce6s npHGaBaAAI: «YKACHO MYUHTCA...
0X, KaK 370 yxdicHo! KpHUAT KPHKOM... HeyeJOBEYECKH...
Yro pénate? Uro npénarte, adkrop? Kak oua Myumtcs,
6énnaal Cpnénafite uyré-uu6yme. §I He BEmHecY 3THX
KPHKOBI» :

U Ka3a/0Ch: M 3[€Cb, Y PENPOAYKTOPa, CABIUHE! GHLIH
'HeyeJIoBEYeCKue CTOHBI poxKaBined xéumuubl. Cepréii

Martséuu orasmyacs W yBAgen Gaémuoe mauué maptépra,

CTHCHYBLIEro 3y6GAMH CBOIO TPYOKY.
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“Shame! Shame, doctor. Disgraceful!”

“Watch the child’s heartbeat!” he shouted again to the
operator, who, after a second’s thought, obediently began
to tap out the message. .

“She’s not delivered yet. No. It's too early, old chap,
too early,” said Sergei Matveich addressing all in the room.
And silence reigned ‘again. “Too early,” he murmured in a
low voice this time and stared at the loudspeaker.

All at once he felt that he had a terrible, an aching, a
frantic desire for the baby to be born -alive. Alive, alive,
and a boy!l A curly-haired little chappie.... He longed for
him as if he were the father.... The woman is saved, but
the child, the child....

“Watch the heartbeat. Watch it carefully!”

“The heartbeat is distinct, clear,” he heard the operator’s
words again.

No, no, not the operator’s words. It was the child’s heart
beating he could hear, still in its mother’s womb. It was a
human heart beating before it had come into the world.
But a human being would appear just now and cry trium-
phantly, asserting its rights. What a heart it would have!
A man’s human heart owing its very life to its Motherland,
to those wireless operators, to that Party Secretary with the
pipe, to the doctor, the therapeutist (and he’s a fine, a very
fine chapl) and ... yes, to him, Sergei Matveich, too. And he
laughed, he laughed as he had never laughed before. But in
his laughter was not triumph, nor pride, nor satisfaction.
It was something which he himself could not understand.

The pangs began. Radio messages from Cucumber Land
now came in rapid succession. The doctor reported briefly
on the mother’s condition and how the pangs were progress-
ing and her husband added of his own accord: “She is suffer-
ing terribly.... ohl! How dreadful it is! She is screaming
at the top of her voice ... it’s more than man can bear....
What can be done? What can be done, doctor? How she is
suffering, the poor thing. Do something! I cannot bear these
screams!” .

It seemed that there by the radio set too, those unearthly
groans of the woman in labour could be heard. Sergei Matveich
looked round and saw the pale face of the Party Secretary,
his teeth clenched on his pipe.
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— Hy, a Bbl uto? Bol urto, Gatenbka? YUrto ¢ samu? Beab
He BAILA Ke XKEeHA pOXKAerT.

— IT0 BEPHO, — €460 Y/LIGHY/ICH napTopr, — He MOsl.
Ho Benp nm xéuuiuna u peGéHOK, KaK Obl BaM CKasarTk...
HAUM, :

Cepréit MarBéuu cMyTHJICH M paccepiiics Ha cebsi 3a
CBOI Aypankuil Bonpée, 3a TO, 4TO He MOHAJ UYBCTE Nap-
TOpra M, MOxer ObiTh, 06hmen erd. Ho Hékorpa, nékorga
ObL10 aymaTh 06 3TOM.

— Cuaenirte 3a cepauebuéuneMm pebénkal

... Yxé Tpu yaca npowad. Tpu uacd Hasam oH cen K an-
napary u cefiydc uyBcTBoOBaJs cebsi HEOOLIUAHHO YCTABIIMM,
M3MYUYeHHbIM, CAGBHO BEIMOJIOUEHHBIM. CKOpO JH, CKGPO Jiu
5T0 BC€ KOHYHTCH, 5TH HEOGLIKHOBEHHBIE POAHI N0 PALHO?

M Bapyr oH ycarimal, Kak pagdcT BCKPHKHYJ, PAJOCTHO,
JHUKYS:

~— Coin! Crin! Botr! Cuie! — O nportauya Cepréio Mart-
BéUyy pafuorpaMmy, U TOT NPOUE:

«Jl6KkTop, ToBApMIIM, pomHEie*! ¥V MeHst pommics ChiH,
cblH, Mauabuuk. Cnaci6o, cnaci6o Bam BceM 3a Bcé! Cepréit
Marséuu! Crnaci6o, cnaci6o BaMm, pomHOH BB YeJOBEK.
Cnacuto!» ‘

Co Bcéx crop6én Ttanyauch k Cepréio Matséuuy pyku.
[opsiune, npyxeckue, B3BosHOBaHHble. Eré mnosmpasasinm,
MM BOCXHMILAJHCh, erd Oaarogapiau. Ilaprépr méaro Tpsc
eMy DYKY H yabl6aJscs, NpHroBapuBas:

— Ax, Cepréit Marséuul.. Hy u uenoséuuie * sm! Hy
u uyaécro!l.. M noaapasnsio... Bel néiicTBoBafy, Kak... KakK...
Kak GosapineBdk, Cepréfi Marpéuu! ‘

A on cupén, pacrepsiBiumiics u cpasy o6MSAKIIME; cMOT-
pén, Huuer§ He NMOHMMAS; UHMTAN PajHOrPAMMY H He MOHH-
Mas eg; caywas nosgpaBnéHHs M He NOHMMAA wux. On
pactepssics. Xupypr, OH nortepsil CrnokGicTBHe.

Bapyr npexcrdBunace eMy B HGBOM, HEOXHIaHHOM
cBéTe BCs erd XKH3Hb, ‘M caM OH, M eré npodéccus, u
CTYynéHYeCKHe MeuTHl, /M BCE, 4TO OH Aénan, néjaer M
MOXKeT caénarh. :

"~ HeyxTo* 3T0 oH Buepd MeuTasn O CNOKGHHOH CTAapocTH,
0 ndMHKe — Kak, Oullb,* GATeHbKa: C HACTYPUUSIMH U HOY-
Hoit duankoh nox okHOM?
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“Well, what's the matter with you? What’s wrong with
you, old man? It’s not your wife that’s having a child, is it?”

“That’s true,” the Party Secretary answered with a feeble
smile, “it’s not my wife. But that woman and that child
are, how shall I put it?—they’re ours.”

Sergei Matveich was confused and angry at himself for
his silly question and for not understanding the Party Secre-
tary’s feelings and perhaps, offending him. But there was no
time, none at all, to think of that.

“Watch the child’s heartbeat!”

... Three hours had already gone by. Three hours before
he had sat down at the wireless and now he felt extraordi-
narily tired, exhausted, as though he had been racked. Would
it soon end, this unusual childbirth by radio?

And suddenly he heard the radio operator shout joyfully,
trinmphantly:

“A son! A son! Look! A son!” He handed the message
to Sergei Matveich, who read:

“Dear doctor, comrades and loved ones, a son is born
to me, a son, a little boy. Thank you, thank you all, for
everything. Thank you, Sergei Matveich, thank you, our
dear, dear iriend. Thank youl”

Hands reached out from all sides to Sergei Matveich. Warm,

‘friendly, excited hands. They congratulated him, thanked

him. For a long time the Party Secretary shook hands with
him thanking him and repeating: '

“Ah, Sergei Matveich! What a grand man you are! How
wonderfull Congratulations.... You acted like... like a bol-
shevik, Sergei Matveich!”

And he sat there embarrassed and suddenly ail limp; he
looked and could understand nothing, read the radio message
and could not make it out, heard the congratulations and
could not understand them. He was confused. A surgeon who
had lost his calm.

All at once he saw in a new light all his life, himself, his
profession and his student dreams and all that he had done,
was doing and could do. '

Was it really he who had dreamt the evening before of a
quiet old age, of a little house and—what was it he had said?—
nasturtiums and wild orchids under the window?
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BE3 CBUJAETEJIEHN

1

Héckonbko nueit Haszan, BepHysmuch B OnbxOBKY mnoécie
nByxMécsunoro orcyrcrsusi, CBersds Yy3HAJ, 4UTO AEBYINUKA,
KOTépasi HOJKHA OblnA craTh erd xKeHOH, BEIIJIA 34MYX
3a MoJaoaéro redsora Bérpuna. Uenosék najiekd He 3KChaH-
cusHbli, CBeTIOB nout# 6e3 WyBCTB* OMYCTHJCS HA CKaMblo
M CHA&N, Kak OrJayluéHubli, GecCMBICJeHHO rasifs mnépen
co60H. , ' :

Haymenxo, kotépbii HeZdBHO ryasini Ha cB4inbe,* a
Tenépb NEPBBIM COOOLIAA HOBOCTb €[BA ycnépuieMy CHATb
pok3idk CBeTsiOBY, IPOHU3HOCHN [JNHHHYIO YCIOKOHTENbHYIO
peub, CYyTb KOTOPOH CBOAKJACh K TOMY, UTO BCe JKEHILHHBHI,
néckatb,* apsHb, OH 3T0 Bcerfd rosopia: Ho CBersoB
HHuerd He CJbILAJ.

BeiBdeT Tak: uesoBEK AGATHM H.TPYAHbLIM NyTéM HAET K
CBOEMY CYACTBIO, a KU3Hb HA NEPBBIX NMOPAX NPUHOCUT eMY
ropasno 6d0abiie oropuéHuit, weM pamoctH. Ho ctéur ra-
KOMY 4eJIOBEKY NMOBEPUTD, UTO OH JIIOOHM M Halués Apyra, ¢
KOTOPEIM MOXHO JeNATbCH KANKAOH MBIC/ABIO M KAXABIM
IOBHXEHHEM AYWH, — MHP CJAGBHO NOBOPAUMBAETCH K HEMY
HHOI cTopoHOH: CBET/ION U KPACOUHOH.

Tlonréna Bépun CeersioB B COHIO, BEpHUJ B CBOIO U €€ JiIO-
66Bb, a eMy HeJjerk$ GElIO MOBEPUTH BO BCE 3TO, MOTOMY
YTO OH YX€ HeMOJ0J, NOTOMY, YTO OH JIOOHJ .paHble H
. 3HaJ, 4TO TakGe pasouyapoBdHue. [Iécne TOré kKak B eréd
. xu3Hb Bomsa COHsl, Bcé erd mpéxHee CylleCTBOBAHME MPH-
o6peng BnoaHé onpeneaéHHbIl CMBICA: OH XHJ u pabérTan
AJ5 Tord, 4rdos eré nomobuna Cous.

Tax on ayman Bcerd uac Hasdn. YUro cayuiioch ¢ CoHelt

M ToYeMy OHA Tak Jierké 3abiljia o HEM, OH He MOT NMOHATD.
BepositHo, OHA s06Hna erd He Tak, Kak OH €€, a MOmxker
6LiTh, BOOGMIE He J106Haa. Mau 'BO BcéM BUHOBAT BéTpun,
naxe ckopée Bcerd — oH. Mosond#, KpacuBhil napens, oH
BCKPYXKU/ ronoBy peBudHke. M B ciMom néne, mouemy He
no3aGABUTbCS MEKAY ABYMsi mapiupyramu? CpeT/OB enBa
He 3aJ0XHyJ/csi OT OEHIeHCTBA NMpH MEICAM o Bértpure u no
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WITHOUT WITNESSES
1

A few days ago, returning to Olkhovka after two months’
absence, Svetlov learned that the girl who was to be his
wife had married Vetrin, a young geologist. A man far from
expansive, Svetlov sank on to a bench and sat stunned,’
staring blankly in front of him.

Naumenko, who had made merry at the wedding shortly
before, was now the first to report the news to Svetlov, hard-
ly giving him time to take off his rucksack. He delivered
a long soothing speech, the substance of which was that all
women are worthless and that he had always said so. But
Svetlov heard nothing.

It sometimes happens that a man is on the long and hard
road to happiness and life at first brings him far more grief
than joy. But such a man has only to believe that heis
loved and has found a friend with whom he can share every
thought and every emotion of his soul, and the world seems to
turn to him a different side, bright and colourful.

For half a year Svetlov had believed in Sonya, in his and
her love, though this had not been easy, for he was no longer
young and had loved before and knew what disappoint-
ment was like. When Sonya had entered his life all his pre-
vious existence had acquired a perfectly definite meaning:
he lived and worked to win Sonya’s love.

That was what he had thoughf only one hour earlier. He
could not understand what had happened to Sonya or why she

“had forgotten him so easily. Probably she had not loved him
~ as he loved her, maybe she had not loved him at all. Or else

Vetrin was to blame for it all, most probably he was. A young
and handsome fellow, he had turned the girl’s head. Indeed,
why should he not have his fun between two expeditions?
Svetlov almost choked with rage at the thought of Vetrin.
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6611 CTHCHYN 06éMMH PYKAMH GOJBIIYIO nngy}o réJoBY
¢ ocTATKaMu pBIKeBATHX BOJGC. Uépr BosbMitl Ecan Onl
OHH BCTPeTHJHCH TA&-HUGYAb B Jiecy, OH cedudc He mopy-
ydacs 6bi 3a cebs... E .

Haymenko npojo/ikas ropophtb, u CBeryios, B KOHUE
KOHIOB YCJBIIaB erd, MOMOPHUIMICSH, KaK OT 3YGHOH 601,

— Tlon#-ka * TH, APYT, K ce6é, — ckaszdn on.. — Uro
nycrée Ménewb? o - )

[T6cae yxéna Haymenko CpetsioB BCTAJ, MOLOLIEN K MYT-
HOMY, 3aCHXXeHHOMY MyXaMu 3épKasy, NpOBel DYKOH IO
TAXEN0My NOAGOPOAKY, 3apocuieMy KOJIOYEeH PhDKEBATOH
eTHHON, M ycMexHyscs. [a rae e eMy COMépHHYATE C
MosoAbrM BérpuHbim! ] L )

CpersiéBy Wén TPHALATb WIECTOH TOA, HO cenyac eMmy
MOXHO 6BLIO LaThb Bce COpOK. JIBICHIH, pacnosiHEBIUMH, C
NouTH KBaApATHOM (Urypoli MymxuiHa — KOMY OH HyxeH!
Céus npapa. To nu géno * Bérpun! )

CBeT/I6B TILATENbHO BHIGPHJCSH, BBIMBIJICS, IEPEOALICa H
T6MbKO nécse $TOro BHmea #3 goMy. OH peuldn He 3axo-
nite Kk COHe — He fall Gor noABepHETCH TaM NOL DYKY
Bérpun! — # npsAMo. HanpaBmiacs K AOMY HauajbHHKA
SKCMeUIHH H0JI0XKATh O BO3BPaIIEHHH. } )

YV néma HaudnbHuka OH yBhnen Bérpuna. ToT meén emy
HABCTPéUy -— CTPOHHBIY, MOATAHYTHIA, WEM H ’ynbluéanc;x
HAarJiol, BbI3bIBAIOWIEll YJBIOKOH, CJIOBHO TOBOpsillleH, 4TO
OH He cobupancs ycTynarb aopory CpemyidBy He TOMBKO B
XWA3HH, HO JAxe Ha AepeBéHckoill yauue. Korna onk nopas-
Hsinucb, y CBeTsiGBa MOTEMHENO B IVA34X ™ M OH BOH3MJ
oTpéemue HOrTH B JaaféHH, 4TGGH 1MOGOPSTH cgéﬂ.

Béuepom npumén Haymenko ¢ GyTHUIKOM CHOHpTA. ~

— BrinbeM? — CnpocuJ OH.

— BrinbeM, — xuBHyJa CBeT/0B. .

OH nuJ, ¥ Ha Ayué y Herd GBLIO MYCTO M TeMHO, H COHPT
He MPUTYIJsSI, a, CKopée, Naxe oOOCTPAN HM Ha MUHYTY
He yTHxAmwouywo Gonb. HaymeHKo onsiTh HeNpepsiBHO rOBO-
pHa, a CeraéB omsiTh erd He caymalj, ¥ TONBKO KOTAA TOT
yrnomsinys BérpuHa, HaCTOPOXKHJCS:

— Yro TH roBopiiip 0 Bérpune?

— Ilpsaub, roBopio, oH. YenoBék ApsHHOH, a redJjor TOro
xyxe. U Bor xe, HA Tebe *...

— JIa, — coraacuicg Csetaos.
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~was another man altogether.

With both his hands he squeezed his large bald head with
what was leit of reddish hair till it hurt. Damn it, if they
were to meet somewhere in the forest he would not vouch for
himseli.... .

Naumenko went on talking and Svetlov, hearing him at
last, grimaced as 'if with toothache.

“You go home now, chum,” he said. “Why all the
blather?” X

After Naumenko’s departure Svetlov rose, went to the
tarnished, fly-blown mirror, ran his hand over his heavy

_chin covered with bristly red stubble and smiled bitterly.

What kind of a rival for Vetrin was he?

‘Svetlov ‘was getting on for thirty-six, but now you could
have given him all of forty. Bald, stout, with an almost
square figure, who cared for him? Sonya was right. Vetrin

Svetlov carefully shaved, washed himself and changed
his clothes and only then went out. He decided not to go to
Sonya’s—he might meet Vetfrin there, which God forbidl—
and he made straight for the expedition chief’s house to
report his refurn.

Near the chief’s house he saw Vetrin. Slender and trim,
he was coming in Svetlov’s direction, smiling insolently
and defiantly, which seemed to mean that he did not intend
to give way to Svetlov either in life or even in the village
street. As they came level, the blood rushed to Svetlov’s head
anl? he dug his unpared nails into his palms to control him-
self. .

X }n the evening Naumenko came with a bottle of alco-

ol. ' : ‘ .

“Let’s have a drink?” he asked.

“Let’s,” Svetlov nodded. '

He drank and his héart was empty and dark, and the
alcohol did not blunt, but rather even sharpened his unre-
lenting pain. Again Naumenko spoke without stopping
and again Svetlov did not listen to him. Only when the other
mentioned Vetrin did he become alert.

“What’s that about Vetrin?” :

“He’s no good, I say. No good as a man and worse as
geologist. And see now....” ‘

“Yes,” agreed Svetlov.
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Cawm oH Hu pasy He 06pyran Bérpuna BCayX, HO eMy 65t~
JI0 TIPHSATHO, YTO eré pyraior Apyrue.

— TIéMHMIUB, KAK CO MHOH-TO OH TOTAA, BECHOI... Css- .

jra,* 611
3bIBaThCSl C HUM HEOXGTa,* a TO Obl... . . )
— Jla, — cuésa coraactiaca CBerJoB, XoTs OTJINUHO
NOMHHJ, 4TO B TOM KPYNHOM cnépe, HauIyMEBlIeM Ha BCIO
SKCMe[HLHIo, NPaB OKa3a/cs MaJbudiiKa Berpu.

Ouff mAAM NMOYTH 10 YTp4a, a Kor"n’é CTANH l‘éCHy’Tb 3Bé3-
xbl, CpetTnéB ckasan Haymenko, 4rGGbl TOT yXOAM. ’I-Iay-
MEHKO 1O CTéHKe 060omén KOMHATy H CKpbUICS 33 HBEpDIO.
- Ho Cseriiée He aér cnatb. OH pacnaxuysl OKHO H, IVIAAA
Ha MycTYio TEMHYIO YJHLY, OGXBAaTHJ rONOBY PYKaMH K Ha-
yas THXSHBKO PAaCKaYMBaThCs, CHOBHO CTapasch YMEPHTb

AMYylo 6OJb. i )
HeIc-ITaepcrilé,uglrxomnﬁ nenb Haymenko OH’S’lTb npumeén ¢ GyTELI-
Koi cnfipra, Ho CBeT/i0B IHTb OTKA3dJCH. Tpu pusi nexan
Ceeraés B u36é Ha TONMuaHE, HHKYN4 He XOAMJ W HHYEro
ge nénan. OH ocynyJcs, noxy{xén, a BOKpYr rnas Jerau
TéMHBIE KPYT'H, U OT 3TOro KasaJoch, 4TO 11334 3ananu6;f
yBenduunuch. Ha mnsthift memp CBeraiéBa BBI3BAJ K cebe
Ha4Y4sbHUK SKCHETAIHH. L )

Héubio BEIDAN NépBLIAL CHET, H Taura, npnmynapmaa
BILIOTHYIO. K #36aM, CJIErKa MoxeJrena. MoposHniii BO3AYX
Bepuya CBeTiéBy 664pocTb, H OH AdXKe pacnpaBil IJCHH,
HETOPOIIABO 1Iaras no 3aTBepleBLIEH 3eMJe.

YV nauvdnbuuka cunén Bétpum. CBeTJI(’SB npowéna MHMO
Herd, KaKk MHAMO cToa64, H noz_lcé’n K cTony.

— Buepa nonyyeHa paguorpamma us Upkyrcka, — Ge3
BCSIKMX MPEJHCAOBUH CKa3dn HAaYaJbHHK. — Hawm npezIo-
JKEHO 3aCHs;Th elE ONMH YYACTOK AOMOJHHTENbHO K IIaHY.
Vuicrok Gosbmdl, U erd mpunéres mepecéub ABYMs Mapil-
pyramu. Onfin cnénaewn Thi, BTOpSl — Bérpun. Ilo Bep-

x0BbeB AMrid Bbl MOxKere HMATH BMéEcTe, MOTOM pasoiné-

Tech M uépes moMECSALA BCTPETHTECH B BEPXOBbAX Biin.
OTMérhbTe 3T0 MécTo y cebst Ha Kapre. O’I"MeTHJIPI? Bul noa-
JKHBl BCTPETHTBHCA TaM TPETbero OKTAOps, HH paHblIe, HY

néaxke. [TotéM nycTEiM x6mom * noitaére Buua no Biu no

ycTbsi Yayka, cBsiKeTe MJIOT U CHYCTHTECh 10 Cena Kupqs-
ckoro. OTBETCTBEHHBIM 3a nOXGX HasHaudercs Cpersids.
flcHo?
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He himself hiad not once abused Vetrin out loud, but it
pleased him when others did. .

“Remember what he did to me that time in spring....
I don’t want to have anything to do with him, or else....”

“Yes,” Svetlov agreed again, though he understood full-
well that in the great argument that had made a stir in the
whole expedition party it was young Vetrin that had turned
out to be right.

They went on drinking almost till morning, and when
the stars began to dim, Svetlov told Naumenko to go. Nau-
menko stumbled to the door, holding on to the wall, and
disappeared. But Svetlov did not go to bed. He threw the
window open and stared out into the dark, empty street. He
clasped his head in his hands and started rocking gently as
if trying to alleviate the unbearable pain.

The next day Naumenko again carhe with a bottle of
alcohol, but Svetlov refused to drink. For three days he lay
on his trestle-bed in the izba, going nowhere and doing noth-
ing. His face became pinched, he grew thin, and dark circles
formed round his eyes so that they seemed sunken and larger.
fi).rl:.the fifth day he was summoned by the chief of the expe-

ition.

During the night the first-snow had fallen and the taiga,
which came quite close to the izbas, had begun to turn
yellow. The frosty air braced Svetlov and he even squared

“his shoulders as he strode leisurely. over the hardened

ground.

Vetrin was sitting in the chief’s office. Svetlov went past
him as if he had been a post and sat down by the desk.

“Yesterday a telegram was received from Irkutsk,” the
chief said without any preamble. “We are to survey another
area over and above the plan. It’s a large area and will have
to be crossed by two routes. You will do one, and Vetrin the
other. You can go together as far as the upper reaches of the
Amga, then you will separate and meet half a month later on
the upper Biya. Mark that place on your maps. Have you
marked it? You must meet there on October the third, no
earlier, no later. Then you’ll go down the Biya, without
surveying, to the mouth of the Uluk, make a raft and sail

down to the village of Kirovskoye. Svetlov will be respon- -
sible for the expédition. Clear?”
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CserniéB npeanouén MATA A0 BepxGBbeB AMIA ONHH X
yXKé Ha CIéayloWuil NeHb, Ha pPaccBéTe, BHILIET B MapUipyT.
COTHH pas BOT TaK JKe C DIOK3aKOM 3a cnuHGH, ¢ TmoJeBoH
cyMKOH yépe3 mJeud, C reosIOTHYecKUM MOJOTKGM 3a nos-
COM yXomfn oH ¢ 643bl B Tafiry, U KaxAbld pas cpeny rop
W Talird y Heré BOBHHKAJO OLHG M TO Xe YYBCTBO — qyB-
CTBO YBEPEHHOCTH B COGCTBEHHBIX CHJAX, -UyBCTBO YMHPO-
TBOpéHHOCTH, cnokditcreusa. W ndxe Tenéps, HecMOTps- Ha
0CTpPOTYy BCerd MEPeMHUTOro, XOMOMHBIA BO3LYX, T103KeNTER-
ulHe JACTBEHHHMUBI, NpPO3pauHas pekd, mouTd GecuyMHO
CKOJIb3WBIIAS MO OGKATAHHHIM BaAyHAM, OKpYI/ble, IIETH-
HUCTBble OT Jéca BeplIiHbl COMOK, HEGO, TIOTHOE H cliHee,
U CJerkad mpurpearouiee CeHTAGpPbCKoe cosHue — BCE 5TO
HaBeBAJO CIIOKOHCTBHE, NPHUTYMISJIO 60Jb, CXKUMAsL eé B
MAJeHbKHI KOMOueK Ges Gcrpbix yraés. Miari Gbiio Hejer-
K6, MOTOMY 4TO NpHILIGCh B3ATh ¢ cOGGH Gonbldi samac
NpoBHAHTA, TONGP, KOTENOK H, MPOTHB OBOBIKHOBEHMSA, 3aXBa-
THTb PyXbé — Ha Cayudah, éciu eipl He xBatut; HO CBer-
7168 W& pPasMEPEHHHIM HETODOINVIABLEIM IUArOM, CIOBHO He
3aMeuds nouTH ABYyXnmyadsoro rpysa.* B pioksaké y Hero
JeXKAN eIl OJfiH HeoOBIuHbI NpeAMéT — (UsKKA CO cnup-
tom. CBeT/16B HHKOTAA He NMUJ B MaplupyTax, HO Ha 5TOT
pas, He HaaésAch Ha celsi, el 3anacTHCh «JIEKAPCTBOMY,
KaK OH MEIC/IEHHO BhIpaKanacs.

CBeTn16B & N0 MECTAM, YKE 3aCHSITHIM APYTHMH, H MOT
6Bl MATH He 3aAEPXHUBASICh, HO TO M J&J0 YXOAHN B CTO-
POHY OT TPONHI, MOAHMMAJCS K BEIXOJaM KOPEHHEIX MOPOA
Ha cksaéHax, oT6MBAJ KYCK¥ rpaHfiTa Hau 6a3anbTa, Apo-
64 MX MOJIOTKOM M TIIATenbHo mepeGupan. M xornd emy
OfHAXKIb Cpely O6/JOMKOB UEPHOTO C CEPOBATHIM OTJHBOM
6asaabTa ynanéch HaMTH KPUCTAMI PBIKEBATO-KPACHOrO
rpaHATa-nupéna, oH GHI -[N0-HACTOALIEMY CUACTIMB H, COPO-
CHB DIOK34K, 16aro cHaén, nio6ysch Haxéakoi. OH BepTén
KPHCTAJ/ népen riaasdmu, M Jydd cO/HIA, Ka34/10Ch, NPO-
HHKAJM BHYTPb KDPHUCTAJJIA M OTPAaXAajuch B €ré TpaHsX,
Kak B ray66koil TéMuoi Boué. CBernds JIOOHI KAMHM, KaK
JMIOGSIT KUBBIX CYLIECTB, H C KAXKABIM H3 HHX Y Her$ B nma-
MSTH CBSi3bIBAJIMCh CBOHW MHepeXHUBAHHA WM BIeUYaTIEHHS.
IOéma, B Mpkyrcke, y Her6 B KOMJNEKIMH XPaHHJNUCH MpPH-
Be38HHLIH ¢ ANTas BeJUKOJNENHBIN GesopeudT, N0 UBETY IO-
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Svetlov preferred to go to the upper Amga alone, and
at dawn the next day he started on his route. Many times
before, just as now, his rucksack on his back, his mapcase
slung over his shoulder and a geologist’s hammer at his belt
he had left his base for the taiga, and each time, amid the
mountains and the taiga, the same feeling had arisen in him,
a feeling of confidence in his own abilities, a feeling of peace
and calm. And even niow, despite the acuteness of all he had
suffered, the cold air, the yellow larches, the limpid river
gliding almost noiselessly over the smoothworn boulders, the
round mountain tops bristling with forests, the sky, solid
and blue and the September sun that still gave some warmth,
dulled his pain and squeezed it into a small lump with no
sharp edges. The going was not easy, for he had had to take with
him a large stock of provisions, an axe, a cooking-pot, and,
contrary to his habit, a gun, in case his food ran out. But
he went ‘with measured, unhurried steps, as though he did
not notice his load of nearly two poods. In his rucksack there
was one more unusual object, a flask of alcohol. Svetlov
never drank on the route, but this time, not feeling sure of
himself, he had decided to provide himself with medicine, as
he mentally put it.

Svetlov went through places already surveyed by others
and could have gone on without stopping. But now and then
he left the track to climb up to exposures of basic rock on
the slopes, broke off bits of granite or basalt, crushed them
with his hammer and examined them carefully. And when
once, among fragments of black basalt shot with grey, he
found a crystal of red pyrope, he was genuinely happy and,
throwing off his rucksack, sat for a long time admiring his
find. He turned the crystal before his eyes and the rays of
the sun, it seemed, penetrated inside the crystal and were
reflected in its facets as in deep dark water. Svetlov loved
stones as one loves living beings and his memory associated
some experience or impression with every one of them. At
home in Irkutsk he had in his collection a magnificent .
belorechit, brought from the Altai, of a colour suggesting
soaked raw meat, a dull-green solid nephrite, “the stone of
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xéxfnﬁ Ha BEIMOKINee chipbe Msico, mAGTHHIH MYTHO-3e.é-
HBIH HedpHAT, «KdMeHb BEUHOCTH», HANAEHHBINI B BOCTOUHBIX
Cla’smax, pasHoLBéTHLIe SMIMBbl ¥Ypana, KPACHO-NOJOCATHIMA
ardT M JeciTKH APYFAX KaMHEH, cOOpaHHBIX MM B pasJfy-
HBIX 'YrOJIKAX crpanbl. Kéxpeii u3 HuX 3aHUMAJ CBOE 0cO-
6oe Mécro B er6 aymwé* u BOT Tenépp rpaHaT-nmupoN
HaBCerJi OCTAHeTCS 'B €rd MAMSTH CBS3aHHBIM C NEPEeXKHBA-
HUSIMH TSITH MHHYBIIHX HHe#l, ¢ nymamu o Coue, ¢ HéHa-
BHCTBIO K Bérpuny. K Bérpuuy.. CBersiéB moxymasn, 4To
HA/I0 GyneT ciénaTh TaK, 4TOGH OHH He BCTPETHJINCEH B Tak-
ré. 3auém emy 310 HY®HO? UrG6nl Bectd B KiipoBCKOe, K
Coéue? Ilycte pobupédercss caM — nemwk6M HJIM Ha KpPHb-
fAX n106BH — GespasniuHo. dtn MecaAu Henépruan Cset-
A6BY »I:IaCTpOéHP{e, H OH, TWATeNbHO YOpPAB rpaHiT-nupom,
B3BaJNJ Ha IJIEUW PIOK3AK M mowéJN HAJbIIe.

Tak on weén HECKOJIBKO IHell 1o BepxéBbeB Awmri, a Tam
HauasJice pab6éra — MeToJluecKasi, CHOKGOHHAs, HETOPOIJIN-
Basg. CpersiéB TIIATENBHO ONHChIBAJ OOHAXEHMS, HWHOrAA
6paJ'1 oGpasuEl, H BeC PIOK3aKA NOYTH HE YMEHBIUAJCH.

lI(;pe::\ nosMécsiua, ONoO3nAdB Ha OAMH [€Hb, OH MPUILEN
K MécTy BCTPEYH. 3aroTéBuB I/ KOCTPA CYIUHSAKA M Ha
BCSKMI C/yuyall yCTpOMB HABEC U3 IUIALI-TAJIATKH, OH BHU-
MATeJIbHO OCMOTP&N BOIbIIYIO MOJIHY, HO HHIAE He OGHa-
pyxun caends uemnoéka. OueBnaHo, Bérpun niu6o npomén
BHH3 11O Brn, He OCTAaHOBHABIIUCHL B YCJOBJAEHHOM MECTE,
JInGo 3§né3nbman. U B ToM u B.ApyréM cayuae CsersdB
Mor eré He ®naThb. [lOKyMeHTANbHOE MOATBEPXKAEHHE TOTG,
4TO OH MPHIIEN K MECTY BCTPEUH, — TIUATe/bHEIE 34IHCH B
noJieBOM IHEBHHKE — Y Heré uMMéuch. Ilépen HAuAMbCTBOM
eMy ONmpABALIBATECH He NPHAETCS. Ja u Hemyznpeu6 B taliré
Da3OHTHCH ABYM JOAIM, OCOGEHHO écaM OO¥H M3 HHX 3e-
JIEHBIH HOBHUOK.

’I:Ipnrpesé.no COJIHBIIIKO, NIPUATHO MAXJ0 yBsigdlouel Tpa-
BOH, u CBeTsIOB, CJAAKO NMOTIHYBILIMCH, JIET NPSAMO Ha 3EM-
0 ¥ 3acHyJ. ITpocuysicsi o nmox Béuep, pasioXHa KOCTED
M AOJro CHNéN, HaGmonds 3a THOKHMM sI3bIKAMH OpaHiKe-
BOTO ITAMEHH. On cunén u nyman, uro AHel uépes HécsTh-
asenanuate * npunér B Khposckoe, a ewé nHell uépes né-
CATh yJeTHT B VIPKYTCK; HO MEIC/Ab O BO3BpPAWIEHHH HOMOH
He npp’mecné €My PALOCTH: KOrA4-TO OH HaJésjics BEPHYThb-
cst BMécte ¢ Cénell...

I16cne yda o MrHOBEHHO 3aCHYN — CKA3BIBAJAOCH YTOM-
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eternity,” found in the Eastern Sayans, a varicoloured jade
from the Urals, an agate streaked with red and dozens of
other stones which he has picked up in various parts of the
country. Each one of them had a special place in his heart
and now the granite-pyrope would remain for ever linked in
his memory with the suferings of the past five days, with
thoughts of Somya and hatred for Vetrin. Vetrin.... He
must see that they did not meet in the taiga, Svetlov thought.
What need had he to do so? To lead him to Kirovskoye and
to Sonya? Let him get there himseli—on foot or on the wings
of love, it was the same to him. These thoughts upset Svetlov,
and carefully packing away the granite-pyrope, he shouldered
his rucksack and went on.

It took him several days to reach the upper Amga, and
there he began his work, methodical, calm, uphurried. He
made careful descriptions of the exposures and sometimes
took.samples, and the rucksack hardly diminished in weight.

Half a month later he arrived at the meeting-place, one
day late. Having gathered some brushwood for the fire and
made a shelter with his cape just in case, he examined the
large glade attentively, but nowhere did he detect any trace
of a man. Apparently Vetrin had either gone down the Biya
without stopping at the appointed place or he was late. In
either case Svetlov was not obliged to wait for him. He had
documentary proof—careful entries in his field diary—that
he had come to the meeting-place. He would not need to jus-
tify himself to his chiefs. Besides, it was quite easy for two
men to miss each other in the taiga, especially if one of them
was a greenhorn.

The sun was warm, there was a pleasant smell of fading
grass. Svetlov stretched voluptuously, lay down on the
ground and fell asleep. He woke up towards evening, lit a fire
and sat for a long time watching the curling tongues of orange-
coloured flame. He sat and thought that in ten of twelve
days he would arrive in Kirovskoye, and in another ten days
or so he would fly to Irkutsk. But the thought of his home-
coming brought him no joy: there had been a time when he
hoped to return with Sonya....

After tea he instantly fell asleep, the fatigue of the many
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Jénue ndciie MHOroflHEBHOrO Maplupyra, — a yTpoM He
cremd cran coOMpATbeA. YKAAAbBIBAs PIOK3AK, OH IyMail,
uyro HAKO OBl elé poJfHs NoNOXHATh. BéTpuH, KOHEYHO,
MOAJEN, 3TO OUEBHAHO, M ¥KaJjéTb TaKUX HéYero, HO BCé-
tTakd... Ck6apko pas CsersiéB pyran camord cebs BOT 3a
TakOe HeJénoe H HEHYXKHOe NpOofiBNéHHe cOBECT/IHBOCTH, A4,
BHIHO, rop6aToro Mordna ucnpasur.* Kakde mue néso, no-
rib6HerT WM He nori6Her BéTpuH M moueMy oH 00s34Tesb-
HO nOJ/IXKeH NOrHOHYTh 06e3 MeHsA? — paccyXkAaJa OH, OTKAA-
JAbpBasg B CTODOHY PIOK34K M CHOBa JIOXACH Ha CTETAHKY.
[Iponexas nonvacd, oH moayMmaJs, 4T0O YX.&CaH XKAATh, TO
m’)'mo cupéth Ha Mécre W Jaydine noHtH HaBcrpéuy. Bapyr
Bérpun cioMan ce6é pyky uian HOTY u, BbIOHBASICh U3 CHUI,
NOJ3ET CcIofd, K BepxOBbio Buu? Meicap 3Ta mokasanach
Csern6By BnosHé pedspHoi. PasBe 3Tu caMoHanésHHblE
MaNBYUIIKK YMEWOT XOMHTL mo ropam? Tord u rasad * rpé-
HHOY/b CKATATCS C KPy4W, a moToM orsedddl 3a Hux. M B
caMoM péne, He BepHéTcst BéTpuH — u Bce GYAYT MOKA3HI-
BaTh nansueM Ha CBersiéBa: 3To OH, AéckaTh, u3-3a COHU
eré mory6us. [lokésbiBait nmoréM, 4TO Thl He BHMHOBAT!

CeeTnéB pocTas KApTY U pasioxia eé népen co66i. Bér-
PHMH Mor BEIATH K BepxdéBbio BAn no aByM ywiéiabsam, HO
Kakde H3 HHX OH BEIOpaJ, CBeT/IGB He 3HA/I: OHH He corsia-
COBA/H CBOHX MapIpyToB. YWEnbst 3TH PE3KO OTVIMYATHCH
onHé ot apyréro. I1épeoe — wHPGKOE, JIEMKONPOXOLKMOE,
¢ 3apéclnMy ckiaGHaMu. Bropde — TpyAHOAOCTYNHOE, KPY-
TOCK/IOHHO®, HaBEPHAKA C XOPOIIG OOHAXKEHHBIMU KOPEHHbI-
Mu nopénamu. Cam CsersioB 00534TesbHO  BEIGpas Gbl
BTOpOE: MATH TPYLHEE, HO 3aTG HHTepécHeld H GOabuIe MaTe-
puana cobepémp. A kakGe yumwénape Bei6pasn Bérpuu? Uro
OH 3a rebnor? Haymenko rosop#s, uro Bérpus — apsHb
regJIor, HO OH Koro xduemb o6pyrier, eMy BEPUTH HeJsb3s.
B KOHIIE KOHUOB He CTOMT AYMarth O APYrHX Xyxe, 4eM o
caméM ce6é, — paccyxnain CBerqdB. — 3710 XK TONBKO
nypaky cebsi CAMBIMU YMHBIMH CYMTAIOT.

41 OH HaJerke, 3aXBaTHB TOJBKO NMOJEBYIO CYMKY, OTIpA-
BHJICA B CTOPOHY BTOPOro, TPYAHOROCTYIHOrO, yiiéabs. Hem
Aanplle OH W&, TeM CH/IbHEe KPEIVIO B HEM yGex/éHue,
uTo ¢ Bérpuunim He Bc€ 6naromoayuyno. CBersGB He CMOT
Obl O0OBACHATb, MOYeMy Yy Herd BO3HHUKJIO 3TO yOexjaéHue,
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days on the route was telling. In the morning he set unhur-
riedly about getting ready to leave. As he packed his ruck-
sack he thought he should wait another half day. Vetrin, of
course, was a scoundrel, that was obvious and there was no
reason to pity the like of him, but all the same.... How
many times had Svetlov scolded himself for such absurd and
unnecessary scrupulousness, but it seemed that he would
die as he had lived. What business of mine is il, whether
Vetrin perishes or not, he argued putting his rucksack aside
and lying down again on his quilted jacket, and why is he
bound to perish just because I’m not there? After lying there
for half an hour it occurred to him that since he had decided
to wait, it was foolish to stay there and it would be better to
go and meet Vetrin. Suppose Vetrin had broken an arm or
a leg and was now wearing himself out crawling to the upper
Biya where Svetlov was? This appeared perfectly possible
to him. Could conceited youngsters like Vetrin travel in the
mountains? They’d go and tumble down a steep slope and
then you would have to answer for them. And, indeed, if
Vetrin did not return, everybody would point at Svetlov
and say he had caused him to perish because of Sonya. Try
and prove then that you were not to blamel!

Svetlov got out his map and spread it in front of him.
Vetrin could reach the upper Biya through two gorges, but
which of them had he chosen, Svetlov did not know, for they
had not co-ordinated their routes. These gorges differed very
greatly one from the other. The first, broad and easily
passable, had wooded slopes. The second was difficult of access,
had steep slopes and probably good basic rock exposures.
Svetlov himself would certainly have chosen the second,
the going was harder, but on the other hand it was more
interesting and you would collect more material. But which
gorge had Vetrin chosen? What sort of a geologist was he?
Naumenko had said that Vetrin was a rotten geologist, but
he would abuse anybody, he could not be trusted. After all,
it’s no use thinking worse of others than of oneself, Svetlov
reasoned; only fools imagine they are the cleverest.

Travelling light, taking nothing but his mapcase, he
set out in the direction of the second, less accessible gorge.
The farther he went the stronger became his conviction that
something had gone wrong with Vetrin. He could not explain
the reason for this conviction, but it was there and the scenes

¥

77




HO OHO BO3HHKJO, H CBeTaAGBY pPHCOBAJNKCH KapTHHBI OJHA
Mpaunée jupyroit. Bmécre ¢ TeM HapacTasno uyBCTBO 3J0GHI.
Csern6s wéa yac, apyréil, TpéTuli, a KOriga cOaHLe CTANO0
K/NOHATbCSl K 34najay, YBAKeJ Bhepeiud Ha TPOMNé uesoBEKa
¢ 6oablIM pPIOK3aKOM 3a cnuHO#. 1o 61 BérpuH. On
més Kak HH B uéM He O6biBaJgo, M CaersldB, NHOHAB, uTO
omk6Cs B MpeAYyBCTBHH, 0603JH/ACH OT GélieHCcTBa.

On# He némanu Apyr Apyry pyxH.

— Méxny npouum, cer6nHsa nsitoe okTA6psi, — eaBa cuép-
xKuBag cebs, rayxo ckasan Csernids.

'— Méxnay npéyuM, si HUKOré He NMPOCH/ KOATh MeEHs,
a teM 6dJsee uATH MHe HaBcTpéuy. Kak-uubymb M cam Jo-
wésa Obl.

'~ BoT 4To, KOrfd cTAHelb HAY4NBHUKOM, TOrgd Gyaellb
paccyXnaTb. A noKd Tl 065i3aH BBINOJHSITh PACHOPSKEHHUS.

— Tlowén Twi!

— Hy!

On#i crosnu Apyr mpOTHB JApyra: OLMH KOPEHACTHH H
NpU3EMHUCTLI, BTOPOH CTPOHHBIH M BHICOKME, 66a HeHaBH-
Aslipe, HO No-pasHomy. B HénaBuctu BéTpuHa uyscTBOBa-
Jioch mpeHebpexénue nobenxtens K noGexpéHHomy. B Hé-
nasuct CperiéBa — o0CKOpOaEHHOE caMonobHe U ellé
HEYTO ropaspo Gosbinee: s$POCTh YeNOBEKA, YTPATHBLIETO
CYACTbE, HO He XKeNAIOIEro MUPATbCA C 3THM H He XXeJalo-
LIero HH Ha MMHYTY NPH3HATH NPEBOCXGACTBO CONEPHHKA.
CeernéBy 6El10 6Bl Jiérue nepexuTh BCTpéuy, écau Gbl OH
HeHCTBATebHO Haweén Bérpuna nyxkpdwomuMcs B erd né-
MOIIH, — 3TO. ypaBHsn0o 6bl ux. Ho Bigers Bérpuna ajo-
POBBIM, TOPXKECTBYIOLIUM, HAaXAJbHO yAbIGAomuMes... CBeT-
A6B nepeBén B3rAA Ha erd ry6u, p63oBble, NOJHBE, H

NOAYMaN, 4TO 3THMH CAMBIMH YJLIGAIOMMMHCA TYGAMH OH -

nenosan Couro... B rnasax y zeré noreMuéno, Kax TOria,
npu népeofi BCTpéue, H OH CKasaJ OCHIINHM rdJOCOM:
— Heéuero crosite. Uit Bnepén! :

Bérpun monpasun pIOK34K U ¢ 6e33aGOTHBIM BHAOM NpO-
wén miamo CeersidBa, enBa He 3aaés erd. Ox wén Bnepen,

HeMHOro pucysch, Jerk npeirasi ¢ KAMHA Ha KAMeHb, CJGB-
HO NOKA3bIBas: BOT, MOJ,* KakK HAJ0 XOAWTb MO TOPAM.
Csern6s, moneMHOry otcraBas oT Herd, myMan: «Jlonpsi-
raembcs * Thl KOrZa-HUGYIb, roayGuuK!»

A pénbue npousomné caéayoutee: Bérpun nerké mprir-
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he pictured to himself were becoming more and more gloomy.
At the same time his anger was rising.

He walked on for an hour, a second, and a third, and when
the sun began to dip westwards, he saw a man with a large
rucksack on the track ahead. It was Vetrin. He was going
along as if nothing had happened, and Svetlov, realising that
he had been mistaken in his foreboding, grew wild with anger.

They did not shake hands.

“By the way, today is the fifth of October,” Svetlov said
thickly, barely controlling himself.

“By the way, I didn’t ask anybody to wait for me, let
alone to come and meet me. I would have got there somehow
by myself.”

“Look here, you can argue as much as you like when you
become expedition leader. In the meantime you must carry
out orders.”

“Oh, cut it out!”

“Now then!”

They stood facing each other,_one thickset and short, the
other slender and tall, both full of hatred, but in different
ways. In Vetrin’s hatred one could feel the scorn of the vic-
tor for the vanquished. In Svetlov’s there was outraged pride
and something still stronger, the fury of a man who had
lost his happiness but would not resign himself to it or admit
for a single moment his rival’s superiority. It would have
been easier for Svetlov to bear this meeting if he had indeed
found Vetrin in need of his help, that would have placed
them on equal footing. But to see Vetrin fit and exultant,

~ insolently smiling.... Svetlov shifted his gaze to his lips,

which were pink and full, and it occurred to him-that those
smiling lips had kissed Sonya.... The blood rushed to his
head again as before on that first meeting, and he said in a
husky voice:

“There’s no reason to remain standing here. Go on ahead!”

Vetrin pulled his rucksack straight and passed by Svet-
lov with a carefree air, almost knocking against him. He
walked ahead with a slight swagger as much as to say: “This
is the way to go through mountains.” Svetlov fell behind a
little. “You’ll jump yourself into trouble yet, my good
fellow!” -

And then came this: Vetrin leaped easily from one knoll
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HyJ ¢ OAHOrG OYropkd Ha Apyroéi, NPUKPHITHIH MOXOBOH

ﬂOH,yU.IKOH HOT'4 ero HGO)KHlIaHHO nposa.nn.nacr: CKBO3b MOX
B pacme.npmy CaetéB YBH}.IeJI KakK OH, CJGBHO CHOTKHyB-v‘_

LINCh, PE3KO HAKJOHHACHA, DIOKS&K Mepeeré eMy uépes
résoBy, H BeTpmx He ycnéB Bbxcaoﬁop.mb HOTY, ¢ KOpOT-
KHM IIpOHSHTeJlebIM KPAKOM YNaa Ha 3éMJIO.

— Iéaro TH myMaeub TYT Aexars? — cmopocia Cser-

7168, HETOPOILIABO NOAXOAs K HeMy.

— Hor4... — éne capimHO cKasan Bérpun.

Cpésy pasBOpPOTHTh KAMHH Cget/6BY He yAanoch, HO Kak
TOJILKO OH NPHTPOHYJICA K Horé, Bérpun B3IPOTHYJl BCeM
TEJIOM M sacxppme.n 3y6aMu. CBeTiGB BCS-TaKH OCBOBOMAM
eré HOTY H, HOCTAB HOX, pa3pésas IUTaHHHY.

— l'IepeJIOMI Honprirancs, Mepadsen! Hro xe, Tebs Ha
pyukax Tenépb HECTH?

Bérpuy, nonynéxa na CKJIOHE, moaudn. CeeTaéB MOCMOT-
pén Ha eré nepekOuieHHoe, cépoe auud, u emy caénajnoce
CTpALIHO. On coBepiuéHHO 3a6BLI. 4TO ellé yac Hasany Med-
Tan HaiTh BérpuHa NPHMEPHO B TaKOM nonomeﬂnn, " My-

uyliTeJbHO HCKAN BhIxona. Hanéatbesa Ha noMOLIb OH He MOF, ]

a TawidTh Ha ceGé 310POBEHHOrO AETHHY * CKBO3b Tanry
AGOPBIX MONTOPHI COTHH KHIOMETDOB 1a CHYCKATBCSH C HHUM
no GypHO# TOpHOH peké Ha I'IJIOTy -— 5TO NepCcreKTHBa HE
U3 NPUATHBIX.

— [HonprriraJcs, Mepsaseu, — MAIUKHAJIBHO NOBTOPHJ
OH.

— Yiipd, — npoxpunén Bérpun.

— MoJuys Tenépb... — ¥ OH BBIPYrajcst IJIAHHO U cxsep-
Ho, — Cupén Gb mox 106ko#t y 646m*] Hamnd ce6eé
ypéna*!

— Totl — Bérpun nogaacs Briepén BceMm TénoM. — Ecin
Thl ell¢ pas ynoMsHeIb Céuiol — o WApHI mo 3eMaé

pyk6it B néuckax KaMHs. ~— YObIO! .

CpetI6B 3acMesiicsi CHauaJa XPHILIO M HEeCTECTBEHHO, a
NOTOM FPOMKO H pacxamcm COApOrasich BceM CBOHM. MJIOT-
HBIM U TSDKEJIBIM TEJIOM.

— Y6bio! — Bérpus, HaKOHeu, Haweén kameHb, HO CBeT-
16B, He mepecTaBas CMesiThCH, TOBEPHYJICS K HeMY CIHHOH
U Heropomiso nouwén BHH3. On yxonn.n Bcé paJbiue H
nanbme Pyka Be'rpmla ocaabsa H BREIMycTHIA KaMmeHb. OH
CMOTPEN Ha ynansiomerocst CBeT6Ba ¥ KPOBb B BHCKAX
CTyuasa: «Tak, Tak, TaK, Tak». OH NOHHMAJ, 4TO OCTATHCS
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on to another that was covered with a cushion of moss, and.
his foot suddenly sank through the moss and into a crevice.
Svetlov saw him lurch forward as if he had tripped. Vetrin’s
rucksack flew over his head, and before he could. extricate
his foot, he fell with a short, piercing cry.

“Do you intend to lie there long?” Svetlov asked, walking
up to him with unhurried step.

“My leg....” Vetrin said in a faint voice.

Svetlov did not succeed in pulling the stones away im-
mediately, but as soon as he touched Vetrin’s leg Vetrin
shuddered violently and gritted his teeth. Svetlov released his
foot all the same and, taking out his knife, slit the trouser leg.

“A fracture! Had enough jumping, you scoundrel? Expect
me to carry you in my arms now?” .

Vetrin, reclining on the slope, was silent. Svetlov looked
at his distorted, ashen face and was appalled. He had quite
forgotten that only an hour earlier he had longed to find
Vetrin in somewhat the same predicament and he searched
agonizingly for a way out. He could not expect any help
from others, and it was no gratifying prospect to have to carry
a strappmg young fellow a good hundred and fifty kilo-

‘metres through the talga and sail with him on a raft down

a turbulent mountain river.

“That’s all the jumping you ‘I do, you scoundrel,” he’
repeated mechanically.

“Go away,” Vetrin said ‘hoarsely.

“Shut up now....” Svetlov let out a string of filthy
abuse. “You should have stuck to your wife’s skirt. A fine
partner she’s got herselfl”

“You!” Vetrin strained his whole body .forward. “If you
mention Sonya again,” his hand searched on the ground for
a stone, “I'll kill you!”

Svetlov laughed, hoarsely and unnaturally at first, then
in loud peals, his thickset, heavy body shakmg all
over.

“I'll-kill you!” Vetrin had found a stone at last. But Svet-
lov, still laughing, turned his back on him and leisurely
walked downhill. He went farther and farther. Vetrin’s

‘hand relaxed and let go of the stone. He looked at the reced-
‘ing Svetlov and the blood pounded in his temples. He knew

that to remain alone meant to perish and yet he did not call
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OJIHOMY — 3HAYMT NOrHGHYTH, HO Bcé-Taku He no3paa Ceer-
JA6Ba ¥ He monpocisa némoiu. CBeTa6B CKPHUJICA 82 Je-
pésbsimu. Torna Bérpun nér HA cnuHY M JeXas, ciAGBHO
NPHIAABNEHHbIA K 3eMJ/Ié TOCKIUBBIM H GecnpelénbHbBIM YyB-

CTBOM OTYAsiHHA. DTO yyBcTBO He MMéno rpanim. Oué mo-.

CTENéHHO PacHpOCTPAHANOCh HA CKJIOH, Ha KOTGPOM JIeKAJ
BérpuH, HA peky, Ha MONHHY, Ha BClO Taiiry, Ha Bcé 3a-
Galikanbe, a NOTOM BAPYr CPA3y KOHKPETH3HpOBaJOCh B
66pase Céuu. Céusl OH HEUKOTAA He yBHAMT e€. ITO U ecThb

otydsinue. BéTpuHy XOT&NOCH KPHYATB, -IJIAKATh,: 3BaTh.

' Céuio, 6exaTh K Hell, HO OH MOJYa JIeXAJ ¥ CMOTPEN B
ficHoe, yXé nocBer/iéBliee népes 3aK4aToM HEGO IMHPOKG
pacKpHITHIMH CyxuMH raasamu. CoHsa! On némxeH yBHAETH
eé em@ pas, HOMOJ3TH K Hell, écau Heab3sdt noGexatb. On
JIXODAOYHO CcOOGpaxan, uTo eMy nénarth, Kycds ryobl
OT 3J16CTH Ha cO6CTBEHHYI0 6ecrnOMOIHOCTb, H 60Jb B CJG-
MaHHOH Horé cjOBHO HeMHOro sarmixja. «IIium! Héno na-
JIOXWTh Ha HOrYy WAHHI» — MOAYMal OH H NORHAICH Ha
aoktsix. Ho mo siéca GEMIO nanex6, He MEéHee HBYXCOT MET-
pos. Bosnp B HOré cuésa mpomsd mo sceMy Tény, u Bérpun

nan. OH He nOMHUJ, CKGIBKO BPEMEHH NPOJEKAN TaK, —.

eMy KasdJjoch, uTo GeckoHéYHO mOAro. Bokpyr Herd Beé
BpéMsI CTOsia NAOTHAs THIUMHA, He Hapylmlaemas HAYEM,
KpoMme caaboro myma pekd, GexéBiiefi No JHY YIIEbS.
Y camoit rosioBEl poc KYcTHK 6&Ji0f moabiiu. Bérpun cMort-
pén Ha Heré M eMy Kasajoch, 4TO OH CMOTPHT B TYCTYIO
yAmy ¢ OPUYYAJSHBO nNepensieTéHHBIMH BeTBAMH. Ilo 3THM

BETBSIM, CHJBHO PacKAuMBas MX, OCTOPOXKHO Jie3 OrpOMHBIA
Gypblil KysHEUMK C 36€/€HOBATHIMH ryiasamu. Kysnéuuk

ya66HO yerpGuics Ha creGesnbké, pacnpaBui 340HUMH HOXK-
KaMu KPELIbst H 3aCTPeKoTas, He 06palllds HHKAaKOrO BHHM-
MA&HHA Ha Jexallero psinom venoséka. OH CTpeKOTas oray-
IIATEbHO TPOMKO. BETpHH cMOTp&N HA Heré He OTPHIBAACH,

YHKa ¥ YMeCTH/J0Ch B HEM.* . °

¥ GecnpefénbHOE UYBCTBO OTUASHUA TEPeaHaSCh B Ky3HE-

OH He cpéasy ycapiuan caabpie 0CTOPOHHHE 3BYKH, NPO-
GuBaBIIMecs: yépes IPOXoT. cTpekoTanus. Cpersiésa OH yBH-
Zesl TOJBKO: TOTA4, KOTA4 TOT NOYTH -BIJIOTHYIO MHOAOLIEN
K HeMy. B pyké CpersidB nepxas poBHblE, TILATENbHO UCT-
pyranHble najku Aas MH. BETpuH He BEIAepka: no erd

IEKAM [OTEeKU CJE3Bl, H OH HAaNpPACHO CTHCKUBA/ KYJakKH, -

Kycas ry6bl, YTGObE CAEPKAThH HX..
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Svetlov and did not ask for help. Svetlov disappeared-behind

some trees. Then Vetrin lay down on his back and remained

lying as though pinned to the earth by agonizing and infinite
despair. This feeling had no bounds. It gradually spread to
the slope on which Vetrin lay, to the river, the valley, the
whole taiga, and the whole Transbaikal and then suddenly

became concrete in the shape of Sonya. Sonyal He would

never see her again. That was indeed despair. Vetrin lelt

like shouting, weeping, calling Sonya, running to her. But

he lay there in silence and looked with wide-opened, tearless
eyes at the clear sky, which had brightened before sunset.

Sonyal He had to see her once more, to crawl to her, since
he could not run. Feverishly he considered what he could

do, biting his lips with rage at his helplessness, and the pain

of his fractured leg seemed to abate a little. Splints, he
thought, I must put my leg in splints! And he raised himself

on his elbows. But the woods were a good way off, at least

two hundred metres. The pain of his leg again shot through

his whole body and he fell back. He had no idea how long he

lay like that, it seemed like eternity. Solid silence surrounded

him all the time with nothing to break it but the faint noise

of the stream flowing at the bottom of the gorge. There was

a bush of white wormwood growing just by Vetrin’s head.

He looked at it and fancied he was peering into a thicket in

which the branches interlaced in fantastic patterns. Along

these branches a huge brown grasshopper with greenish eyes

crawled cautiously, making them rock. It settled comfort-

ably on a stalk, straightened its- wings with its hind legs

and began to chirr without paying any attention to the man

lying close by. Its chirring was ear-splitting. Vetrin stared

at the grasshopper and his infinite despair overflowed into

it and became embodied in it. :

It was some time before he heard the faint sounds that
forced themselves on his ears through the rattle of the chirring.
He only saw Svetlov when the latter had come close up to
him. Svetlov held in his hand smooth, carefully trimmed

“sticks that he had cut for splints. This was more than Vetrin

could bear: tears ran down his cheeks and he could not keep
them back although he clenched his fists and bit his lips.
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CeeTni6B, KOTGPOMY H B PGJIOBYy He MOIMIS NpHiTH, 4TO
eré 3anoAGspuiH B HAMEDEHHH 6p6cuth GecnéMONHOrO TO-
BApHILIA, PACLKEHAN 5TH CJIE3HI MO-CBOEMY.

— 3x, Tl — TOHOM myﬁoqaumero npespéHus ckKasan
OH.

HanoxniB MAHEL, CBeTJIOB B3$i] no.nesyro CYMKY BeTpu-
Ha, B KOTGpOf JeXAas AHEBHHKH, u Hamén ceGé uépes
nJieyd.

~— Héapo 661 KOCTHUIA cne.naTb — ckasin Bérpus, HO
Cpersi6B He OOpaTH/] BHHMAHHS Ha erd cJoBA.

— Bcrasafil — x6pOTKO NpHKA34J OH.

Korpéd Bérpus, onupésch Ha er6 pyky, BCTas Ha OLHY
néry, CpetiéB npucén u NOJCTABHJ €My CBOIO KBaAPATHYIO
CNIAHY.

— Jlox#Ach XHBOTOM Ha miaéuw — rénoBy B ORHY CTO-
poHy, HOrH B ApyryIo.

— C xocTblIsIMH 51 Obl caM LOMIEMN...

— Jléaro MHe KAaTH?

Hecri. 1106pmx CEMbILeCSIT KHJIOI‘paMMOB 0 KPyTOMY
NeCACTOMY CKIJIGHY, HECTH OCTOPGHKHO, cTpeMsch He MPHUH-
HATH JfmHed 6614, He 3a€Th 32 KAMHH WM CTBOJIEI, OKa-
34/0cb AEIOM HACTO/BKO TPYAHBIM, YTO uépe3 KaKHX-HUOYNb
TpicTa MérpoB y Cperii6Ba MOABAIOCH ¥eJdHHe ONMYCTHTH
némy Ha 3émio. Ewe uépes asécti METPOB OH OKOHUATeJib-
HO BEIGWJICS M3 CHJI, HO MPOJLOJIKAN MATH BCE TaK XKe HETO-
POIVIHBO M TUIATENBHO BHIOMPASt MeCTd, ‘KyAd MOCTABUTD
uéry. [aAnublii mepex6a — MMATENbHBbIH étapx, — roso-
HJ OH caMOMY ceGé u mpomén He MéHee KHIOMETDA, MPEX-
e YyeM OCTaHOBHJCA H onycmn Bérpuna na sémao. On
ynan pAnoM ¢ HMM JMUGM BHH3 H JIeXKan TaK MHHYT NAT-
HAZuaTh, A MOTOM NOBEDHYJICA HA CHMHY. Uépes nonyaca
OH HOAHSJICA ¥ BHOBb MOACTABHMA BéTpumy nuéum.

y axcneﬂ.uuuonnbxx pa6omm<on co BpémeﬂeM BBIPaGATH-
Baercsi mouTH 6e30mHO0YHO quc'rBo pacc'rosmm Unér au
OH mewk6M, éAeT Ju Ha J6WajM #IM HA Malline, He 3a-
HUMASCh CHEUHAJBbHO BHYHCIEHHEM NPGHIEHHOrO nyTH, OH
BCE-TAaKH BCerna 3HAerT, CKGJBKO OH NpOWEa Hax mpoéxad.
ITostomy Caerads 'rétmo onpefen, 9To Ha TpéTheM Iepe-
x6nie OH He MPOWEN M KHJOMETPA, a Ha 9eTBEPTOM BEIIOX-
.csl, ellBA J¥ Npoias GOJbIle NOJIOBHHMI 5TOro paccrosiHus.
Ha nsitom nepexéne oH cnéBa MpOmE NOJKHIOMETDA, HO
nouyscTBOBal, 4yTo GOsbIe cerdnHs MATH He cMméxer. Ha-
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It did not for a moment occur to Svetlov that he could
be suspected of wanting to abandon his helpless comrade,
and he interpreted these tears in his own way.

“Ugh, youl” he said in'a tone of utmost contempt.

Having splinted the leg, Svetlov took Vetrin’s mapcase
with the diaries and slung it over his shoulder.

“QOught to make crutches,” said Vetrin but Svetlov took
no heed of his words.

“Get up!” he ordered curtly.

When Vetrin, leaning on his arm, stood up on one leg,
Svetlov squatted down and offered his square back.

“Lie on your stomach on my shoulders, head in one direc-
tion, feet in the other.”

“With crutches I could get there- by myself....”

~“Shall I have to wait long?”

To carry a good seventy kilogrammes along a steep wooded
slope, to carry it carefully, striving not to cause any un-
necessary pain, not to knock against stones or stumps, turned
out to be so difficult that aiter some three hundred metres
Svetlov felt the need to lay down his burden. After another
two hundred metres he was quite exhausted, but he con-
tinued to advance just as unhurriedly, carefully picking each
foothold. A long ‘march, then a long rest, he said to himself
and went no less than a kilometre before he stopped and de-
posited Vetrin on the ground. He fell beside him, face down,
and lay thus about a quarter of an hour. Then he turned over
on his back. Half an hour later he rose and again offered
Vetrin his shoulders.

Geologists on an expedition finish by developing an al-
most infallible sense of distance. Whether travelling on foot,
on horseback, or in a car, they always know how far they have
gone without any spec1al reckoning. Svetlov therefore
judged with accuracy that on the third march he had not
even gone a kilometre. And on the fourth he was completely
spent after hardly half that distance. On the fifth he covered
another half kilometre, but felt that he would be unable to
do any more that day. It was beginning to get dark and he
had to think of a place to spend the night. He chose a suit-
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YHHAJO . CMEPKATBCS, M CJEHO0BAJ0 NOAYMaTb O HOuJére.
BEi6pap yné6uyio moasinky, CeeTnéB nepenéc tynd Bér-
DHHA M PasOXWI Koctép. ¥ HuX Hé GHUIO ¢ cO60# HH mno-
CyAH, HH eFl, H TOJbKO B cyMke y CpetnéBa J€X4JI0 TPH
cyxaps K ueTHIpe KYCKA céxapy, IpHXBaueHHble ¢ cO6Oit Ha
Besikuil cayuail, CBeTVIOB TIATENBHO pasfenisl MonosaaM
cyxap# u ciXap M OJHY NOJOBKHY Ménua mporsHysn Bér-

puny. ToT Tak xe MOnua B35/l HX M CTal IPHI3Tb,* MeuTas

0 KpyxKe Boapl. Pek4d Teknd B HECKOJABKHMX MWArdx oOT
KOCTP4, HO BCE-TaKM OH He pemdscs mompocits CsernioBa
NPHHECTH eMy XOTb HEMHOro BOAEL, a TOT, CXKeBAB * cyxapH
u céxap, Aér HA 60K U MFHOBEHHO YCHYJI. '

A Bérpun, ck6JbKO HH cTapéJjcs, 3acHytb He Mor. Ciup-
HO Gonéna pacTpeBéxeHHast HOrd, HO, MOXAAYH, el CHJb-
Hée MY4MJO 4¥BCTBO CThIA4. «BoT écan Gt co CBeT/OBBIM
yT6-HHGYAL CAyudaoch U 51 Obl cmac erd, GuLIO Gul Apyroe
RéN0», — MpAuHO ¢aHTasipoBan ©OH. Buldxublit HOUHOGH
Xonoa6K NPOHHK noA py6amky, n BérpmH, MOEKHUBILIKCD,
npUABKHEYJCA MOGAMKE K OrHIO. Tak OH M HE MOr 3aCHYTH
BCIO HOYb M TOJBKO NEpef PaccBETOM HeHano/aro 3abhics,
Ho CBeTAGB MOUTH cpasy ke pasbymin erd. .

Onii no6panuch N0 CTOAHKU B cepenrine aus. Cperios,
3aKycHB, ymén o6patHo 3a BemaMu Bérpuna. Eré 646abiie
BCEeré MHTEPECOBANM MPOAYKTHl M 06Pasikl rOpHHIX MOPOL.

[Tépen yx6moM OH Benén BETpHHY, Kak TO/NBKO CTEMHEET,

pa3xéub mosipue KOCTEp, uTG6H He IJYTATH B TEMHOTE.
Bérpun o6emwan, Ho exBa aumb CBeTOB CKPEUICA H3 BHAY,
OH, NPUrpéBIIMCh Ha COJIHBINKE M UYBCTBYS cebsi Gecko-
HAUHO M3MYueHHBIM GO/bI0 M GeccGHHHMIeH, 3acHYJ.
[Ipocuyacss oH oT NHHKA HOTG# B GOK. Dbind ray6okas
Houb. Han muM crosin pasbspéHHbii CBeTIOB H KOCTHJI *
er6 TaK, uto ¢ BéTpHHA MOMEHTAJNBLHO CJIETE/IH OCTATKH CHA.
— Ewgé pas Taxyio WTYKy ycTpOuib, 6pduy 1e6s K uép-
- 1yl — kpuudn Cpernés Ha Bechb Jec. — Jlna Herd, Hero-
' nsist, cTapaioTcsi, a OH OréHb NMOANEPXATb He MOxker!
— Hy, 6pocs, 6pocs, — Bckunén Bérpun. — 3acHya —
u Bcé Tyr. C TOGGH rpexd He ciayuanoch?
— $I Te6é mokaxy rpex#, CYKHH TH CHIH, fi Te6€ nokaxy!

"OcraTox H6un BETpHE He cnan M TBEPAO PelNdJ CA&aaTb
KOCTBIIH M oBoiTiich 6e3 némMomu CetaéBa. OH TaK H cKa-
3471 eMy YTPOM, KOTA4 OHH NMO3ABTPAaKaJIH.
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able glade, carried Vetrin to it and built a fire. They had
no utensils or food with them except for three rusks and
four lumps of sugar in Svetlov’s haversack, which he had

‘taken with him just in case. Svetlov carefully divided the

rusks and sugar in two halves and silently held out one to
Vetrin. The latter took it just as silently and began to eat,
yearning for a mug of water. The river flowed within a few
steps of the fire, but still he could not make up his mind to
ask Svetlov to bring him even a little water, and Svetlov
finished his rusks and sugar, lay on his side and instantly
fell asleep. ' ’

Vetrin could not get to sleep, no matter how he tried.
His disturbed leg ached badly, but a sense of shame tortured
him perhaps still more. “It would have been a different matter
if something had happened to Svetlov and I had rescued him,”
he thought gloomily. The damp chilly night air crept under
his shirt and, shivering, he moved nearer to the fire. Still
he could not sleep the whole night and only just before day-
break did he doze off for a short time, but Svetlov almost
immediately woke him up.

They reached camp towards midday. Svetlov had a bite
and went back for Vetrin’s things. He was interested most of
all in the victuals and rock samples. Before leaving he told
Vetrin to light a bright fire as soon as it got dark so that he
would not go astray in the darkness. Vetrin promised, but
Svetlov was scarcely out of sight when he fell asleep, warmed
by the sun and feeling completely worn by pain and sleep-
lessness. ‘

He woke up from a kick in the side. It was pitch dark.
Over him stood the enraged Svetlov, swearing at him in
such a way that Vetrin’s sleepiness vanished instantly.

“Another trick like that and you can go to the devill”

Svetlov shouted at the top of his voice. “You do all you can

for the rascal and he can’t even keep the fire going!”
© “Now stop -it, stop it!” Vetrin flared up. “I fell asleep,

that’s all. Have you never done anything wrong?”

“I’1l give you wrong, you son of ‘a bitch! I'll show you!”

The rest of the night Vetrin did not sleep. He firmly made
up his mind to make crutches and do without Svetlov’s
help. He told Svetlov so the next morning when they had
finished breakfast.
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— ,U.e.nan — oTBéTHA CBeT.néB, né)xe He nocmmpéa B
eré6 crépony. Bérpun mpuusics HOXKOM CpesaTh JIACTBEH-
Huy, Ho CBerui6B: MGnua cpyGin eMy deTHipe JepeBud.
Bérpuny octénoch TO/IBKO OUKCTHTH HX OT KOPHI H CY4bes.
IToka ou Mac'repn.n KOCTBI/IH, CeeTs16B pa36npa.n CBOH H
eré 6arax, OTKNA/bIBasi B cT6poHy BCE JAIIHEe. Ho anw-
HEro OKasaJoch GueHb MAJ0 U rpys3a B 66Iel CAGKHOCTH
Ha6pasioch OKOJIO ABYX MyASB.

IMoxk6HunB ¢ oT66poM, CBernéB MOACUHTAN OCTATKH Npo-
MOBOJILCTBHS H 0GHapyMxHusI, uTO B piok3aké y Bérpuna
MEHbIIIE e]Hl, YeM OH PaCCUHTHIBA.

— ManoBéaro s B3N, — NpH3HAACA BérpuH, BHI3BaB HOG-
BBIH B3pHIB SIPOCTH Y CeraéBa.

— UYro ke, mMHe Te6Gsi Ha H}Knuseﬂne* 6paT59 Y. menst
y camoré enst B 06pés! A Ha ABOHX HaM npoCTO He XBATHT.

Yro mor orséruth Bérpun? [la, OH ONfTh NPOBMHHICS.
OH MéHblle, ueM CAEL0BAIO, B3 C co66# npoBH3ud, HHOH
pas Bbl6pac1>13an YTPOM OcTATKM YxkuHa. Tenépb emy npwu-
XOJHJIOCh MOJYATD. .

K nonynpuio on cpénan of¥iH KOCTEUIb, @ OCBOGOAMBUIMA-
csi Ceerniés nomér nokGHuUMTH BTOpOH. Ho xocTha¥ He
onpaBnanu nanéxn. He yMmés o6painarecss ¢ HAMH u 6osich
3aféTh BHITAHYTYIO HOry, BéTpun nmpoasurajcs Bnepéi Tak
Mé,u.JleHHo yro CBetnds, norpysﬁamuﬁ Ha cebd O06a piok-
34K4, B KOHIE KOHIOB cHOBa cOpoCHI uX Ha 3éMJI0 U 3a-
AyMajicsl, OKYChIBas CTeGenEx.

Bérpus, ¢ 'rpynom onycmsmncx: Ha 36MJIO, TOXe ced,
NPHCIOHSCh CIUHON K CTBOJY JIACTBEHHMIBI H 6ecnomonmo
BHITAHYB HOry. Ha a6y ¥ Ha BHCKAX Yy Herd BUAHEJIHMCH KAmN-
a1 ndéra. Berpérusmuck raasédmu co CBeTsIOBHIM, OH BH-
HOBATO YALIGHYJCH.

— Jla... — HHM K KoMy He ofpamasch, ckazdn CetsiéB
H, B35IB TONOP, YIUEN K peké.

Bckdpe mo. Bérpuna monecnsich yRApH TONOPA, a MHHYT
yépes pBaauate CBeTsIOB BepHYJCH, Tamid 3a coG6i HE-
CKOJBKO cpybaeHnblx €nok. O Huueré He oObscHHA Bér-
pHHY, HO TOT M caM NGHsJ, yto CBernéB cobupaercst caé-
nats Bosokyury. Ou cmacrephi e€, Ha BHI GueHb: yaé6uyo,
¢ T6/CTON MOACTHAKOH M3 eNOBLIX BETOK, ¥ NPHKPHLI CBEp-
Xy naam-najaatkoi. Méxny «Orn66aIMI> — KOHIAMH JBYX
€710K — OH yKpenuJ peMénb, HajeBABWIMHCA Ha NJIEYH.

Ha cnényomee yrpo Csernds yaoxin Bérpuna Ha BoJO-
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“Go ahead,” said Svetlov, without so much as glancing

" at him. Vetrin began cutting off a larch with his knife, but

Svetlov without a word cut down four young trees for him.
Vetrin had only to trim and bark them. While he was fashion-
ing his crutches Svetlov sorted out their things, discarding
everything which was not indispensable. But it turned out
that very little was unnecessary and the total weight left was

“almost two poods.

Having finished his sorting, Svetlov took stock of the re-
maining food and found that there was. less m Vetrin’s ruck-
sack than he had expected. .

“] didn't take quite enough,” Vetrin admitted, thus
provoking another outburst of rage from Svetlov.

“Well, must I feed you now? I've got hardly enough for
myself. It’s just not enough for two!”

What could Vetrin answer? It was his fault again. He
had taken less provisions than he should have and had some-
times thrown away in the morning what was left over from
supper. Now he could only remain silent.

By midday he had made one crutch and Svetlov, now no
longer busy, helped him to finish the second. But the crutches
did not justify his hopes. Not knowing how to use them
and being afraid to hurt his leg, Vetrin progressed so slowly
that in the end Svetlov, who had been carrying the two ruck-
sacks,kﬂung them down and started thinking hard, biting
a stalk.

Vetrin also sat down with diificulty on the ground, lean-
ing his back against the trunk of 'a larch and stretching
out his helpless legs. Drops of sweat stood out on his
forehead and temples. Catching Svetlov’s gaze he smiled
guiltily.

“Ye—es....” said Svetlov, to nobody in particular, and
taking an axe he went down to the river.

Soon Vetrin heard axe blows, and in about twenty minutes
Svetlov came back, dragging behind him a few firs he had
cut down. He gave no explanation, but Vetrin guessed that
he intended to make a drag. When finished, the drag looked
very comfortable with its thick bedding of fir branches and
the cape for a cover. Between the ends of the two firs
serving as shafts Svetlov fastened a strap to go over his
shoulders.

The next morning Svetlov laid Vetrin on the drag, placed
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Kyly, yCTpOHJ DSIOM C HHM pIOK3aKi M HBAHYJCHA BHH3
no peké. K cuacrteio, B BepxGBbe jnoaiiga Bhu 6Bl14 mocTa-
TOUHO IKPOKOH, mecTdMM GesnécHolt, 1 CBersiOB CpaBHHA-
TeJbHO GBICTPO Talia BosoKyinry. To npoGupisick CKBO3b
MOJIOAYI0 NépocIb JHCTBEHHHL, TO yBA34a B HeGOAbIIAX 6o-
J0TIaX, TO OCTOPOXKHO - Iepe6UpPAsiCh uépes3 pPOCCHIIH KaM-
HEH, OH, XOTS M yCcTAn N0 npenésna, npomeén 34 JeHb He Mé-
Hee HecsTH xuiomérpos. C GoapiuAM TPyAOM eMy ynaadch
3acTdBuTh ce6si pasxéub KOCTEp, yCTpOHTH Tardd. IloTém
OH JI€T Ha BOJIOKYINY M 3aKpEI rn1asi, a Bérpun, pacnoso-
KABUIACH y CAMOro OrHsi, B3sa1 Ha ceBs 3a66Ty 0 KocTpé
H KOTeJIKE, B KOTOPOM BapHJCS CyN M3 NMIUEHA; OT KAIUM UM
NpHIIGCh CPA3y XKe OTKa3aThes, YTGOH sKOHOMHee pacxd-
JOBaTh KpyIy. o
CBet/iGB J1eXAJ, NpUrpéBLIMCh Y KOCTPA, H AyMan. Ou
AyMal o CNOKHOCTH XKH3HH, O NMOYTH HEBEPOATHHIX CILIeTé-

HUAX O6CTOsATeNbCTB, AyMan o CSHe. Mor Jid OH NpeanoJo- -

XUTb, YTO KOrJA-HHGYIb eMy NPHAETCH BOT TaK, NOYTH Ha
PYKax, 1o ropiM, CKBO3b Tairy, BHGHUBASCh H3 CHJ, TaIIHTh
Céuunoro myxa? OH ycMeXHYJICS M, He OTKPHIBAS a3, Mo-
CTapaJicsl MpeACTABHTb ceGé, Kak orHecéress COHs K STOMY
COGHITHIO, KOTIA BCE Y3HAET M- YBHAMT MX BABo&M. OH mpes-
crédsun COHIO Tak sicHO, C/IGBHO OHA ObLIA TYT, pSmoM, H

YAbIGHYICA eff, yKEé COBepLIEHHO He CepAfch NMOYEMY-TO HH

Ha He&, HM Ha 3TOro ManbudmKy Bérpuma, KoTépHIl BOpoO-
WHAT NAJAKOH KOCTEP, roTéBs YxuH. [a, nudit pas Bcé YaH-
BATEJBLHO CJIGKHO MNepemietaercs B KH3HH. KOrga-to Hx
oTHomEéHHs ¢ COHell Kasanuch eMy GueHb NMPOCTEIME H sic-
HbIMH. OH npunomusan népBble BCTPEuM C Heil, mépshte,
e poGkue, noJyHaMéKaMHu, Pas3roBOPH* O JIOOBH, mpH-
MOMUHAJI, KAK OH4 MEJIEHHO, C ONACKOH 1L1a €My HaBCTpé-
Yy M Kak ONHAXKIb OH GOGHAJ M TNOLENOBAN €8, a OHA crps-
Tana auldé oT Herd y HerG e Ha TPYAH H OH camiman eé
IblxdHue — ry1y66Koe u HepéBHOe. [a, on J06GHA eé Toraa,
JI06HN néapnen, Henérroft MOGGBLI0. OH M cefudc JOGHN
eé ¥ JIOPOXH/ BOCIIOMHMHAHHMSMH O HeH, KaK CAMHIM 6OJb-
WHM coxpéBuuleM cBoéit ayuid. M, BepositTHO, OH MOr G6bl
BCE MPOCTHTL eil. TG/bKO OHA HHKOTrAA- He NONPOCHT Y Herd
NPOLIEHHS, IOTOMY YTO JIOGUT WM AyMaeT, 4To JHOGUT, BOT
3TOr0 MAaJIbYAIIKY, NG/3AI0IEro BOKPYT KOCTpA.

— Cyn roréB, — cka3an Bérpun. '

CpeTsiéBY He XOT&/IOCH BO3BPAWIATHCH K AEeHCTBHTENb-
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the rucksacks beside him, and started downwards along the
river. The valley of the upper Biya was fortunately wide
enough and in places woodless, so that Svetlov could pull
the drag along fairly fast. He had to struggle through larch
underwoods, wade small bogs, or carefully pick his way over
debris. By the end of the day he was completely exhausted,
but he had covered no less than ten kilometres. It cost him
a great effort to make himself light a fire and set up a trivet.
Then he lay down on the drag and closed his eyes while Vetrin,
sitting close to the fire, took upon himself the care of the fire
and the pot in which millet soup was cooking. They had

_ to renounce the idea of porridge from the outset to save

millet.

Svetlov, warmed by the fire, lay thinking how compli-
cated life was with its all but impossible web of coincidences.
And he thought of Sonya. Could he have supposed that he
would one day have to drag Sonya’s husband like that, all
but carrying him, through mountains and forests, utterly

exhausting himself? He smiled bitterly and without opening

his eyes tried to imagine Sonya’s reaction when she heard
about everything and saw them together. He saw her as
vividly as if she had been standing beside him. He smiled at
her, somehow no longer feeling at all angry either with her
or with that youngster Vetrin who was poking the fire with
a stick and getting supper ready. Yes, he thought, sometimes
everything in life gets amazingly tarigled. There had been
a time when his relations with Sonya seemed quite simple
and clear. He recalled their first meetings, the timid, veiled.
hints- and talks of love. He'remembered how slowly and
warily she had responded; how one day he had put his arm
round her and kissed her, and how she had hidden her
face on his chest and he had heard her breathing deep and
unevenly. Yes, he had loved her then, with a belated,
strenuous love. He still loved her and cherished the memories
of her as the greatest treasure of his heart. He could probably
forgive her everything. Only she would never ask his forgive-
ness, because she loved, or thought she loved that young-
ster who was crawling about round the fire.

“The soup’s ready,” Vetrin said.
Svetlov had no wish to come back to reality and for a
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HOCTH, ¥ HEKOTOpOe BpEéMs OH emé JexKaj, He OTKPLIBAS:

rnas.-Ho nmorém npuBcTan u, crapdsce He CMOTPETh Ha Bér-
pHUHA, NPOTSHY/ eMy MIHCKY. : '

Emé tpu pua tauyin CseTsnOB BOJIOKYLIY, TaIUHA TO B
répy, To néx ropy, BeIGHBAACL M3 CHJ, NPOK/AHHAS BCE Ha
cBéte ‘M mpéxje Bcerd camord.cebs u BérpuHa. A Ha uer-
BEPTLIH MeHb, KOrA4 OHA OBIIM YXé B nyTH, HEGO 3aTIHYJ/IO
NJIGTHBIMH HA3KHMH 06J1aKAMH, H OHO CTANO moxdKe Ha TH-
FAHTCKYI0 MOKDPYIO IPOCTHIHIO, NMPOBHCIUYIO HAaJ TOPAMH H
BOT-BOT TOTGBYIO NpOJIHTh. CKONHBIIylocs BJaary. [loxab
nomén 4acoB B OAWHHAANATh, MENKUHA-MENKUH, CJOBHO IpO-
CEsHHBI CKBO3b CHTO. M moTtomy, uto OoH GBl1 GueHb ME&J-
kuit, iy CBet/16B, HH BéTpuH He ofpamany Ha Herd BHUMA-
HMsI M He 3aMETH/M, KaK OH, BCE YCHIMBAsICh, HAMOYH/ HX
cTéraHble KYPTKH, OTKDBITBIe T'GJOBBI, H ONOMHHJHCE TOJb-
KO TOTO4, KOTAA XOJOMHBIEe CTPYHKH MOTEKJAH 3a BODOTHHK.
A 3aréM XJIEIHYJ JNMBeHb, POBHBIH, HeyIepXHMBIH, K Talra
HanOJHWJIach MOHOTOHHEIM IIYMOM JOXKIEBEIX CTPYH, XJé-
IyUIMX N0 BETBAM JiepéBbeB. : o

He mewano 6ul ocraHoBHTbCSA, pa36iTh Jdrepb ¥ YKPEITh-
ca OT -JOXJIsi, HO HaMOkuii CpersidB pelris, 4To u€pPT C
HHM, ¢ HOXKJEM, BpéMst C/AHMIKOM AOpOro, H wésa, ynpsimo
CKJIOHHB JIBICYIO TOJIOBY H CKOJb3§ KOXKAHEIMH NMOLMETKA-
My répHBIX GOTHHOK IO TPaBé, no ockiabLieticsi xBée, IO
KaMHsM, &N TsxKend OblIA Ha moAbEéMax M PYrasck, KOr-
I& Ha 3TO XBAaTAJO CHMJ U AbIxAHuA. BETPHH mpucaymuBad-
¢l K eré pyraHu u MOJYAJI, XOTS TPOMOK HACKBO3b, H B
ray6uné aymn meutas, uté6bl CBersaéB moCKopée M3HeMOT
1 pasbiJ Jarepsb. '

UYaca yépes aBa X HOKAKD HAUANH NPUMEIIKBATLCSH CEpbie
xn6nbs cHéra, a ewé uépes yac MHOXKAb OKOHYATENHHO
CMeHHJICH CHEroM, M Taliri, CJOBHO HamnyraHHas rpO3HLIM
HAaNOMHHAHHEM O 3HME, YMOJK/IAa W HEeNOABHKHO 3aCTELIA.
Pasropauéunslii ¥ MOKpHIH oT BOAEI M néra CeeTads, He 3a-
Meuasi cHéra, Bcé Tak e ynpsiMo mardn snepén, a Bérpun,
cunéBmnil 6e3 IBUXKEHHS, 3aMeP3aJ Ha BOJIOKYIIe, HO MO-
NPE&XHEMY . MOJIYAJ, HE PHCKYsS BCTYNHATH B IeperoBOpHL.
CBera68 CHOTKHYJCH, AEPHYJA BOJIOKYIY W. YNAJ B CHeT.
Héxoropoe BpéMsi OH Jexan, ytd-To 6OPMOYA MOJYILENO-
TOM, HO NOTOM NOAHSJCH, NMONPABUA peMéHb M NOWEN
nanplie, HacTOHYUBO-Kapabkasach B ropy. .

Korpa y Bérpuna He ocTaJjoch CHJ TepnéTb, OH 3amésn
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time he lay there without opening his eyes. Then he half
rose and held out his bowl to Vetrin, trying not to look at
him.

For another three days Svetlov pulled the drag, uphill,
downhill, wearing himself out, cursing everything in the
world, but most of all himself and Vetrin. On the fourth
day, when they had already started out, low heavy clouds
overcast the sky, making it look like a gigantic wet sheet
hanging over the mountains threatening at any moment
to spill the moisture accumulated in it. Rain began to fall
at about eleven o’clock, an exceedingly fine drizzle that
seemed to come down through a sieve. And because it was
so very fine neither Svetlov nor Vetrin heeded it or noticed
how it kept on getting heavier and drenched their quilted
jackets and bare heads. They became alive to reality only
when cold streams trickled down their necks. Then came a
heavy downpour, steady and overwhelming, and the taiga
was filled with the monotonous swish of rainstreams lashing
at the ftrees. ‘

They should have stopped and set up camp to shelter
from the rain, but Svetlov, drenched as he was, decided that
the rain could go hang, time was too precious. He trudged on,
his bald head bent obstinately down, the leather soles of his
mountain boots slipping on the grass, fallen fir needles and
stones. He went on, panting heavily when going uphill, and
swearing when he had enough strength and breath for it.
Vetrin listened to his abuse without saying anything, even
though he was wet through and wished at the bottom of his
heart that Svetlov would soon tire out and pitch camp. .

Some two hours later grey snowflakes began t¢ mingle
with the rain, and in another hour the rain was finally re-
placed by snow. The taiga, as though cowed by this menacing
reminder of winter, became hushed and still. Hot and wet
with rain and sweat, Svetlov did not notice the snow, but
plodded on as stubbornly as ever. Vetrin sat motionless
and freezing on the drag in silence, not risking to enter into
negotiations. Svetlov tripped, jerked the drag and fell into
the snow. He lay for a while, muttering under his breath,
but then rose, straightened the strap and went on, climbing
tenaciously. uphill. .

When Vetrin could bear it no longer, he sfruck up in a

93




CNAGHIM, 3aYHHIBHEIM réjocoM: «JIerké Ha cépaue OT nécHu
BecéJoir..»* u CBerq6B, KOTGPOro 570 néHue pasipaxano,
He 06pbIBAJ erd, NOHMMAs, NoYeMy OH MOET.

Hakonén CsetnéB peluia .3aHoueBaTh. [Ipéxkne yeMm 3a-
 HATbCA ycTpOiicTBOM Jareps, OH pasBs3ia CcBOH PIOK34K
M H3BJSK OTTYAa QUISKKY, KOTOpasi TaK HH P43y M He NpH-
roginack emy. B36oaTHys e€, uTG6H Ha CJayX YAOCTOBE-
DHTLCS, TOJIHA /M OHA, OH NPOTAHYA eé Bérpuny u ckasai:

— TInorHA. - ;

BéTpHH TVIOTHYJl M TONMEPXHYJCS KPEMKHM Hepa3BeléH-
oM cmiprom. TlogoxadB, KOraa OH MPOKALISAETCS, Caert-
JOB ONsSITH CKa3aJf:

— Tnotai. : :

Bétpun cnénan 6oabwGH TIOTGK M CYHYA B POT MNpH-
ropuHio cHéra. A Cperyi6B nuTh He craj. TIATENBHO 3a-
KPYTHB QJsiKKY OH emg pa3 B3GOATHY/ e€, uTGOH ompene-
JATh, HACKGIBKO YMEHBIIMICS 3an4c, U COpsiTald B PIOK34K...
ITotéM on B3sn Tonép, HAPYGHM CYLIHSIKA B ¢ néMopio Ge-
pectsl pa3xér cierkd nopmOKulee AépeBo. YCTPOUB H3
nJau-naniTok Kocéit HaBéc Haj BOJIOKYUIEH, OTPaXKABIIUN
Tenné KOCTPA NPsSiMO Ha HUX, OH Nepeofiéncs B cyxde Gesbe.
Bétpun cam nepeofiércsi He Mor, H CBeTa6By. mpHUIIOCH
noMGub emy. OH BBHINOJHSAJ BCE 3TO MOYTH MEXaHHYECKH, He
uMés cual HA 0 uéM aymartb. OH 3HAJ, YTO HYXHO pas3xkéub
KOCTEp, YCTPOHTb HABEC H IepPeoféThest B cyxde, TOTOMY
yTo écaM He cAénaTbh Bceré 3TOro, TO B HACKBG3b IPOMOK-
lefl OféXae UM He NMepexHTh MeTénbHOH HOun. M1 oH BCE
chénaj, ¥ NAxe NPUrOTOBHJ 3amic APOB HA HOUb, a NOTOM
Aér Ha BoOJIOKywy c34nu Bérpuna M MrHoBE€HHO Bnaj B 3a-
OHITBE. . '

CorpéBuiuiics ¥ cjaerkid oxmenésumuit Bérpun cieaun sa
yAfHHEKOM, IMNéBIIMM Ha KOCcTpé, u ayMana o Ceernése. On
nyMad, uto CBeTsi6B — GueHb XOpOIINi 4eOBEK M YTO, KO-
HéUHO, Y HHX BCE noJyuiJoch rayno. Bor écnu 6ul OH 3apa-
Hee 3HaJ, Kak6ii CBernéB uenoBéK, TO HH 3a UTG OHl He
cran yxaxusath 3a CéHeil n ymén Gbl OT Heé, paxke éciu
6l M1061N €8 Tak, KaKk mo6uT ceiiudc. OB Hamén Gbl Chabl
Ha 5TO, NOTOMY UuTO €CTh BEILH, KOTOpHIEe BHIIE CAMBIX
CANBHBIX YYBCTB MYXUHHBEI K JXEHIIHHe M He MOryr ObiTh
npuHeceHEl B XKépTBy. BoT Takée GeckOpEHICTHOe TOBApH-
HlecTBO, NposiBUBINeecss B riAymd, B TaHré, rpe HEKOMY
n4xe OIEHATh erd W BOCXHTHTBCA HM, — p43Be OHO He
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feeble, wailing voice: “A merry song brings ease to the
heart....” Svetlov was irritated by the song, but he did not try
to cut it short, because he knew why Vetrin was singing.

At last Svetlov decided to stop for the night. Before pitch-
ing camp he untied his rucksack and took out of it the flask
which he had so far had no use for. He shook it to make
sure by the sound that it was full, and held it out to Vertin.

“Take a swig.”
Vetrin did and almost choked with the strong undiluted
alcohol. Svetlov waited for him to stop coughing.

“Have another,” he said then.

Vetrin took a big gulp and thrust a handful of snow into
his mouth. But Svetlov did not drink. He carefully screwed
the stopper tight, shook the flask again to see by how much
their provision had decreased, and put it away in-his ruck-
sack. Then he took the axe, chopped some brushwood and
with dry birchbark kindled the slightly damp wood. He
made a slanting sheltei over the drag with his cape to throw
back the heat of the fire on to them and changed into dry
underwear. Vetrin could not change alone and Svetlov had
to help him. All this he did almost mechanically, hardly
having strength enough for thought. He knew he had to light
a fire, make a shelter and change into dry clothes, because

“if they did not do all that they would not survive the stormy

night in their soaked clothing. And so he did everything and
even stored up some firewood for the night. Then he lay down
on the drag behind Vetrin and instantly fell asleep.

Vetrin, feeling warm and slightly tipsy, watched the tea-
kettle singing on the fire and thought of Svetlov. It seemed
to him that Svetlov was a very fine chap and that things
had worked out very foolishly between them. If he had known
before what kind of a man Svetlov was, he would not for all
the world have courted Sonya. He would have kept away from
her, even if he had loved her as he did now. He would have
found the strength to do that, because there are things which

- are superior to the strongest feelings a man may have for a

woman and which must not be sacrificed. Was not this un-
selfish comradeship, which had come out deep-in the taiga, -
where there was nobody to appreciate and admire it, supe-
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Bb'uue, He YeJOBeUHeil C4MOl mBKO# JI06BK?.. U BETpHHy
Ka34/10ch, 4TO BEILUE, - 3HAYMTEJbHO BEIIE H UYEJNOBEUHEI,

H OH KJsica ce6é, YyTO HUKOrA4 B KH3HU He 3a6yner 06

STHX AHAX 1 OGA3ATENbHO BCE 0 MeJbYAHIUHX MOAPGOHO-
cTedl pacckamer Coe, Pacckaxer YECTHO, HHuerd He CKpBHI-
BAsl, U 3aCT4BHT €€ BOCXMIMATHCH CBeT.HOBbIM er6 non-
BHTOM.

A notém emy NPeNCTABHIIOCH, UTO 4épes Tpu W YeTHIpe
réaa, a MOxer O6bITb M uépe3 NécsTh JIET, OHH CHOBA BCTPE-
TATCA B 3KcHeAHnuH co CBeTNIGBBHIM M CHOBA BOT TaK Xe,
KaK B 5TOT pas, YHAYT B Talry u uré-uubyapb CHYYHTCS CO
CBeTsIOBHIM — COPBETCS CO CKAJIBl MM HA Herd CBAJUTCH
0616MOK, a oH, Bérpus, Hamm er6 GecnOMOIIHBIM, OTH-
6axoumM BEIHECET Ha pykax. Ténbko oH GyAeT OTHOCHTBCA
K Hemy emg leqme U He créaHer KpHYATh H pyl‘aTbCH KakK
370 ceiiuédc nénaer Cperios, NMOTOMY UTO OH MOHHMAET, 4TO
c Kax(m:m MOxKer cryudtbest HecudcTbe. OH BHnen cebs
nsmyquHbIM " HSMO}KJIeHHb!M, BXOAdKMM co CBeTadBbIM
Ha DPYK4x B HepeBHIO, BHIeJ, KaK BHOEraiT emy HaBCTpe-
4y KHUTEeNH, TOBAPHINM . 110 SKCNeJAUMH — M CPelfi HHX
COHs — u XaK BCe BOCXMILAIOTCS erd NG/LBHIOM, KMYT pyxn
nosapasisitor. W -cam Caemoa, onpasuBLIHHCA nécae
najgénns, nofaér eMy pyKy H npyx{ecxn ynméaerca yJIBI-
64etcs, HO He 6J1ar011apm‘ NOTOMY uTO OHM O6a 3HAIOT, UTO
TakGe Hacrosiliee TOBAPHLIECTBO, 3HAIOT, UTO OHS He HYX-
Jaéercq B 6J1aro,uapﬁocm

‘YUakHuk BcKun&Nn u MPOJIAZICST Ha rpomxo 3alLIMNEBIINE
yrJig. Be’rpym CHAJ1 eré ¢ TaraHid W 3aBaphJL Kor)la yaf
HacTosd/CcH, OH 6pocpm B prmxy CsernéBa NOJITOPEL nop
UK caxapy, ocTaBuB ce6é Bcerd OMH KycOuek, HAMMI eMy
440 u paaéyzua.n CsernéB, ocraBésch B nonysaﬁmbn BHI-
HHJ xpymxy 4410 U TéTHaC ycHYJI. A BéTpuH cnmaa ypeiBKa-
MH M BC& BPEMSsI C/IEAKN 3a KOCTPOM.

K yTPY HX Beum He ycnéau HpOCOXHYTb ‘H UM npnm.nocxa
NOBPEMEHHTH C BbIXOJ.IOM B nyTh: npu Takdi nordae Bcerua
HYXHO MMé&Thb B 3anmice CMEHY Gesibs.

Taiir4, . NPUTHYBINASACSH TOA THMECTbIO cHéra,. Kasdnach
HHXe, uyeM BUepa, HO ryue u HenpoxoJxmMee. I'Ixm noBé-
JIeHHble NepéBbsi, Gypenom npeBpamecra B cyrpé6bnl, a cHer
Bcé wén ¥ mén, u GBI OH TAKAM I‘YCTbIM 4T0 HEGO, He
Bbw.epmaa eré TsixKeCTH, cnycm.nocx: K Camoi 3eMuié, K Bep-
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rior to and more humane than the most ardent love? Vetrin
believed it was superior, far superior and more human, and
he swore never in his whole life to forget these days, and to
tell Sonya everything down to the slightest detail, honestly
and without concealing anything, and to make her admire
Svetlov and his feat.

And then he imagined how in three or four, or maybe
even ten years, he would meet Svetlov again on an expedi-
tion. They would go into the taiga again just as they had
done this time, and something would happen to Svetlov—
he would fall over a cliff or a rock would drop on him and
he, Vetrin, would find him helpless and dying and would
carry him in his arms. Only he would treat Svetlov better
and would not shout and swear as Svetlov did this time,
because he would realize that an accident can happen to
anybody. He saw himself, worn out and emaciated, entering
a village carrying Svetlov in his arms. He saw the inhabit-
ants and . his expedition comrades, Sonya among them,
running out to meet him. They were all full of admiration for
his feat, they shook hands with him and congratulated him.
And Svetlov himself, having recovered after his fall, stretched
out his hand, smllmg friendly, but not thankmg him, for
they both knew what real comradeship was, they knew that
it needed no gratitude.

The kettle boiled and spilled over on the embers, which
sizzled loudly. Vetrin took it off the trivet and made tea.
When the tea had stood long enough, he put one and a half
portions of sugar in Svetlov’s mug, leaving only one for him-
self, poured out tea for Svetlov and woke him up. Svetlov,

still half asleep, drank his mug of tea and immediately fell
off again. As for Vetrin, he slept by snatches, looking after
the fire all the time.

Their clothes were not dry by morning and they had to
put off their start, for in weather like that one must always
have a spare set of underwear.

The taiga, weighed down by the snow, seemed lower
than the day before, but denser and still more difficult to
pass. Stumps and windfallen trees had turned into snow-
drifts, and it still continued to snow so heavily that the sky,
unable to bear its weight, sank towards the earth, to the
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miMHaM JHcTBeHHMN u Kéapos. CHer He mijasn c BBHICOTH,
OH CJOGBHO BO3HMKAJ M3 BO3AyXa TYT XKe, DALOM, H, OpO-
JeTéB HECKONIbKO METPOB, MVIABHO OMYCKAJCH Ha 3EMJIO HIH
Ha BETBH JepésbeB. [la, Bcé GHIIO NMPHAABJIEHO, NpHIAyIle-
H6 cHéroM, u TOJAbKO peKd, cTaBuiag TakOi 4YEpHOH, 4TO
O6yATO 34 HOYb B BOAY NOGABHIM CAXKH, MO-NPEXKHEMY CTpe-
MHTENBHO MuaJjlach MeX O&JRIX. NYXOBHIX GeperoB, H CHe-
JXXHHKM, NajaBlive B 4YePHHJABHYIO BORYy, GeccaégHO Hcye-
34nu B HeH. C 37Ol peKOHt OBLIM CBsi3aHBl BCe HX HaméX-
Abl. Peka Texkaa-Ha 10T, K JIOASAM, OHA MOIVIA BHIHECTH HX
K CeNEéHHAM, HO A/ 3TOTO HYXKHO OBLJIO CIelHTh BOCHOJb-
30BaThcsl €& HenoKOpEHHOH MOIIBIO, NOTOMY UTO Kak HU
BeJMKA 3Ta Mollb, HO OJHAXKIBI 3HMA CJAOMHT €€, u. peka
IIOKOPHTCHA, M TOTJAA y HHMX HOYTH He OCTAHeTcs HaAEXKnabl
Ha cnacéuue. A go npuréka Yayk, vixe koroporo no bru
MGOXKHO IJIBITH Ha MJOTY, OCTABAJOCH BCE elué- OKoJIO COTHH
KHJIOMETPOB. - . :

3épTpak He HackTHa1 Hu CBerndBa, Hu Bértpuna: eny
NPUXOJH/IOCh SKOHOMHTb, U OHH PE3KO YMEHBIIHIU JHEB-
6K pauudH. Tenéps, npu cTpéroM HOPpMHPOBAHMH caxapa,
Yy HHX B HeOrpaHWYEeHHOM KoJifiuecTBe Gbljl TONBKO ropsunii
Yail, ¥ OHH BHIMUBAJKM erd IO HECKOJNbKY KpYXKeK YTpPOM H
BEYEpOM. )

K noayanio Hé60 noaHsndch BEIUE, NPOCBETNENO M CHET
nepecran uATH. Ha kémpax xpuuanu cOfikM, npeaselas
yayuménue nor6abl. CBeT/IOB Haféa JISIMKY HA NJEUYH, MU OHH
OBUHYJIHCh JAJbLIEe M IUKIM JO Béuepa, OCTaB/sig Ha CHEX-
HOH HenuHé WHPOKHH H rayGOKHi cien. '

Ha cnényiomuii nenp npumaéch nepenpasisitbesi uépes
péky. bis, cnénas rurdurckyno néraio, npuxanach BIVIOT-
HYI0 K JIéBOMY GOpTy nosidHb, H CBeTs6B He Haiuéa npo-
x6pa. OnfH OH MOr mepedTH NO BHICTYMAIOMIUM H3 BOJBI
BaJNyHAM, mpriras ¢ opHoré Ha ApyroH, Ho ¢ BérpuneiM Ha
naedax 3ro caénatb Ovlno HeBO3MGkHO. IIpuuindes pasne-
BATbCSl JIOroNa H, GoOpsch ¢ TeuéHHeM, MECTAMH MOrpyxKa-
ACh M0 MOfica B JNeAAHYI0 BOLY, HECKONBKO Pa3 MepexoiiTh

pPéky Tyad u o6paTHO c rpysom Ha naeudx. ITécne mépsoir

ke nepenpassl CBeTsIOB B KpoBb COUJI HOI'M O CKOJb3KHE
OcTpble KAMHH noJ BoAGH. OH efBA ycneBan oTorpeBaThes
Méxny nepenpasaMu. BETpHH Bcé xJaJ, yTo OH HAUHET py-
raTh er6, H rOTGBHJICS CTOHYECKH BEIEPIKATh CAMBIE OCKOP-
OhtesbHbie BhimaAn,, HO CBeTsiOB 34 fieHb He CKas3as HH
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larch and cedar tops. Instead .of falling from above, the
snow seemed to arise out of the air just overhead, floated a
few metres and then dropped smoothly to the ground or the
branches of the trees. Everything was weighed down and
muffled by the snow. Only the river, now as dark as though
soot had been added to the water during the night, still
rushed on impetuously between its white downy banks,
and the snowflakes, falling on the inky water, disappeared
in it without leaving a trace. All the men’s hopes were linked
with the river. It flowed southwards, to where there were
people, it would carry them to the settlements. But they
had to make haste in using its unsubdued power, for great as
that power was, the winter would break it one day, the river
would submit, and there would scarcely be any hope of rescue
for them. And it was still nearly a hundred kilometres to
its tributary the Uluk, below which they could go down
the Biya by raft. _ . '

The breakiast did not satisfy either Svetlov or Vetrin.
They had to make the food last and had drastically cut their
daily ration. Now, with sugar strictly rationed, hot tea was
all they had plenty of, and they drank several mugs morning
and evening.’

By noon the sky lifted and cleared and it stopped sﬁox&ing.

'Jays chattered in the cedars, heralding an improvement

in the weather. Svetlov:harnessed himself to the drag and
they started out. They went on until evening, leaving a
broad deep track in the virgin snow. _

The next day they had to cross the river. The Biya described
a huge loop, hugging the left rim of the valley, and
Svetlov found no passage. Alone he could have crossed on
the boulders which jutted out of the water, jumping from
one to another, but it was impossible for him to do that with
Vetrin on his shoulders. He had to strip and cross to the
other bank and back several times, with a load strapped to-
his shoulders, wrestling with the current and occasionally

sinking waist-deep in the icy water. During the very first

crossing he cut his feet badly on the jagged slippery under-
water stones. He scarcely managed to get warm between trips.
All the time Vetrin was expecting Svetlov to start swearing
at him, and he braced himself to bear the most insulting
attacks with stoicism. But Svetlov did not say a word the
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cadma, u 370 nonéiicteosano Ha BérpmHa xyxe camoit ot-
66pHOI1 GpaHu. .

Beképe crano ckdsniBathes Hepoepduue. [luém Cpersos
BCé YAllle OCTAaHABJMBAJCA Ha OTAbIX, NOCTENEHHO H3MEHHA
cBOeMY NpHHUHNY: IJHHHBIA Nepex6l — AAHTEJIbHBIA
6tapix. Tenépnp OHK MPOXOAWH 34 NeHb He Gésee MATH-CEMH
KUJOMETPOB, x0T CBersiéB crapéjcs kak Mor. Ilo yTpém
M OH M BérpuH YicTO HPOCHNAMMCh N3XKe NOJNGKEHHOTO
cpéka, U COH HX OBl TAXEN M ray6oK, Kak GGMOpOK.

Opuaxabnl BO BpéMs Kpyréro mopnpéma y CsersioBa 3a-
KpyXiaach rosiod, népei riasiMHu 3aMesibKanu TEMHbIE
KPYr#, 4 OH ceJ Ha CHer.

Béuepom BérpuH, 1m0 OGHIKHOBEHMIO HCHOJHABIUIME 06s-
3aHHOCTH méBapa, pasfeNns XAAKul PHCOBHIH Cyn He mo-
NoJ4M, a Ha TPH YACTH U ABe M3 HHMX 6rAan CBersIOBY.

— He Bassii 1ypaka, — J1aKOHAYHO CKa3aJ TOT, OTCTaB-
asiss koten6k. Ho Bérpun pewénusi cBoeré He H3MeHWJ, H
CBera6B, nécie TPESBHIX Pa3MBILIIEHHH DeIHBUIXH, YTO
3To, MOXAJy#, cnpaBeiniBo, chesi cyn. C 5Toro aHs Bér-
PHH Tak ¥ NeJHa eny: ce6é G6paa oxmy Tperh, a CBeTJoBY,
oTAaB4A ABe TpéTH. B MyTH OH cHAEA C 3apsKEHHLIM APO-

60BHKOM, Hafésch YTG-HUGYAb MOACTPENHTh, HO €My JIHUIb /

onfiH pas ypandch cOuTh Ha JeTy ABYX KenpoBoK. BéuepoM
OH caM OIMNAJ HX M CBapHJj, ¥ OHH TIATENBHO OOrJIOA4-
JH TGéHeHbKHe NTHYbM KOCTOUKH. B mpyréii pas, B némeib-
HBIX MpeJpacCBETHBIX CyMepKax, COBCEM GJH3KO Ha n€peso
céna Goabwas ntiuna. He cniesmuft BETpHH CXBATAN DYXKbé
u BricTpesua aynaéroM. IlTéna, WYMHO TPENbIXHYBIIKCH,
TaxeAd cBaJjiyach Ha 3éMJI0. -

— Térepes! — B BocTGpre KpAKHYJ OH B JIHUOG MOACKO-
yiiBImeMy OT rpoxora BricTpesioB CBeTséBY.

— CaM TH TéTepeB, — HEHOBOJBHEIM TGHOM CNPOCGHBS
oTBéTHA TOT. — [AYyXaph, HOMKHO OHITH! .

TIThAna peficTBATENbHO OKasisach riayxapém, u B xopdre,
CHIS Ha BOJIOKYIle, BérpuH owmnbiBaj nriny He 6e3 4yBs-
crBa réppoctu. Ho oxéra pénko GuiBana yAAuHOM: CTpe-
JA6Th HAa XOAY TPYAHO, a crmeuuaabHo oxétutbes CBeT/OB
He COrJiamaJcs — JOPOXKH/I BpEMEHEM.

TT4cae HECKONMBKUX COJNHEUYHBIX AHEN CHer NOYTH COBCEM
COMI&J, U JHIIb B CHJABHO 3aTeHEHHBIX MecTAX, Ha céBepHbIX
CKN6HaX 1a 3a KPYNHHIMH BaJyHAMH emé BHAHENHCH erd
CH30-6ésble nsitHa. Ho 06oJbliaThcsa* BPEMEHHBIM YJIydilé-
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whole day, and this had a worse effect on Vetrin than the
vilest abuse.

Undernourishment soon began to make itself felt. In the
daytime Svetlov stopped more and more often to rest, grad-
ually abandoning his principle—a long march, then a long
rest. Now they did not cover more than five or seven kilo-
metres a day, although Svetlov was doing his utmost. In the
morning both he and Vetrin often woke up later than required,
after a sleep that was heavy and deep like a dead faint.

_One day, during a steep climb, Svetlov felt dizzy, dark
circles flashed before his eyes and he dropped down on the
snow.

In the evening, Vetrin, who was doing the duties of cook
as usual, divided the watery rice soup into three parts in-
stead of two, and gave two parts to Svetlov.

“Don’t be an ass,” Svetlov said laconically, pushing the
mess-tin aside. But Vetrin would not change his decision
and Svetlov, who, on sober consideration found that this
was fair, ate the soup. From that day on Vetrin continued
to divide the food in the same way, taking a third part him-
self and giving Svetlov two thirds. On the march he sat with
the shotgun loaded, hoping to shoot something, but only on
one occasion did he manage to drop two nutcrackers on the
wing. In the evening he plucked and boiled them and they
picked t.h_e thin bones clean. On another occasion, in the ash-
grey twilight before dawn, a large bird.settled on a tree quite
near. Vetrin, who had not been sleeping, seized the gun and
fired a-double shot. The bird fluttered noisily and dropped
heavily to the ground. p :

“A black grouse!” Vetrin shouted with delight to Svetlov,
who had jumped up at the roar of the shots.

“Black grouse yourself,” he grumbled sleepily. “Must be
a wood grouse.” .

It was indeed a wood grouse, and Vetrin, riding on the
drag, plucked the bird, not without a feeling of pride. But

seldom was their shooting successful. It was-hard to hit a
bird while in motion, and Svetlov said time was too precious
to spend specially on shooting.

Aiter a few sunny days the snow had almost disappeared
and greyish-white patches could be seen only in more shady
places, on the northern slopes and behind large boulders.
But they were not deluded by this temporary improvement
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HYeM MOrGIbl He IPUXOARIOCH: 3’HMé,'PTCTynﬁB Ha BeplA-
HE TOp, KONMAJA TaM CHJbI, M KAX[bH NeHb MO CHOBA
3a/lyTh 3HMHHE BETPEHI H HALOJTO MPOrHATH OCTATKH Tenn’asi
Taiird yxé npurotToBHJach K 3HME! o6neténa m&NTaA XBO

¢ JfCTBEHHHI, ¥ OTOJEHHbIE NepéBbsl CTOSM, 3a[paB KBep-
Xy uépHble TOIHE BETBY C MAJIEHPKHMH KPYTJIbIMH énmmfg:
Mu. BETpHHY MHOTAA Kasanoch, 4TO OHM HAYT NO OE3XH

HeHHOl TApW, KOTGPOil HeT M He OYyAeT KOHUA.

Tloréad HeficTBATENBHO nsmeﬂﬁ.’nacb qégea HECKOJIbKO
nueit. HéGo 3aTAHY/I0 MAGTHHIMH AbIMUATO-CEPHIMA o6naka-
MH, TeMnepaTypa ymana Hixe HyJjs, ¥ TOHeHbKasd KPOMKa
JbJa Ha pexé o6naMblBanack, HO HE Tasaad. .

Hu CsernéB, Hu Bérpun He CMOTP&IHCH B 3€pKajo H He
o6paiwaan BHUMAHHKS Ha BHEWHOCTb APYr Apyra, HO HaMe-
HIAAKCh OHHA 66a 10 HeysHaBaemoctH. Iloxynésuue, ¢ BBa-
AHRBLUIMMACS TVIa34MH K IEKAMH, 3apOcluKe IITHHHOHN LIETH-
Ho#, B 0GOpBaHHOM onéxrne, c HeeCTECTBEHHO 3aMé1me:H-
HBIMH JBHXKEHHAMH, Pa3APaxNiTebHEIE IO Ipejle]a U yCTaB-
lIke HACTOJBKO, YTO 34 HOUb He YCNeBANH OTAOXHYThH, OHH
NPOU3BOAAIM BreyaT/IEHHE 6p011;’1r,’£10 MEHblIIeH MEpe -rog
He BHAEBUIMX KpEILM HaJX TOJIOBOH.: :l‘enepb OHHi OueHb
y4cTO CCOPUAUCH, CCOPHJIMCH M3-33 KAXKAOro NycTAKa M
noadJary KpuU4aau Apyr Ha [pyra, TAKEJNO AbIA U FJO-

ast BO3LYX. . o .
TaCBeTJf(’)}; 3aayMaj caM OXOTHTBbCS K TOMY BPEMEHH, KOrlla
Bérpun uspacxénosad HO‘{TP’I’ BCE 3apSBL Yeiines nBa mo-
CNEHUX 3apsiKeHHBIX NaTPOHa, Cgemoa packpuuaics,
Y HMX NPOU30WEN OuepefHOH CKaHAAJ, TaK HUYEM M HE KOH-
yuBLIMIICS, KAK HHUEM HE KOHYAJOCH GOJBUIMHCTBO .HX CCOP.
C némoiupio 5Tux AByX narpéHo Cpernds ROGELT IBYX
6&JI0K; KOrfa npoxomma uépes Ké,npogbm Jiec., Bénox ouu
chénu BEYepOM Ha TMPHBAJE, a Ha CHASRYIOUWMH AEHb Cger-
6BY yAanéch HaKHHYTh NET/II0 HA WIEI0 t{_epecqyp’mo6onbn‘-
HOMY KAMEHHOMY PsGUHKY — «AUKYLIKE>. I:Iemaoro norpe-
NBIXABIINCh, PAGYHK TOKE NOMAN B KOTEJIOK; HO BCA 3Ta
LOMOJIHUTE/IbHAS €f4 He MOIJIA BOCCTAHOBHTH HX CHIL

OHfi 6BuIM B JeCATH-IBEHAAUATH KHJIOMETDaX OT YCTbsl
Yayka, xorad Havanach oqepenﬁ:{m MeTeb. nyaﬂ, KOJIIO-
yasi cHéXHAf KPYN4, TOHHMAs CHJIBHBLIM, NMPOHHM3LIBAIOIUM
BETPOM, PAHMJIA MM JHUA C OGBETPEHHOH KOMKeH, CllelHna
raasd, BCTPEuHBI BETEpP MOUYTH He JaBaj JBUraThCs
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in the weather. The winter, having withdrawn to the moun-
tain tops, was gathering its strength there and any day cold
winds might. blow again and drive away for a long time the
remnants of warmth. The taiga had already prepared for
winter. The larch trees had shed their yellow needles and
stood bare, lifting in the air their dark, lean boughs with
the small round cones. Vetrin sometimes had the impression
that they were travelling through a lifeless burnt-out forest
that would never end. ’

The weather did indeed change after a few days. The sky

became overcast with dense smoke-grey clouds, the tempera-
ture dropped below freezing point and the thin crusi of ice
on the river; though brittle, did not melt.
. Neither Svetlov nor Vetrin used a mirror or paid any
attention to the other’s looks. Both had changed beyond
recognition. Thin, with sunken eyes and hollow cheeks,
covered with bristly beards, their clothes torn, their move-
merts unnaturally slow, irritable in the extreme and so tired
that the night was not long enough for them to rest, they
looked like tramps who had not had a roof over their heads
for at least a year. Now they very often quarrelled over any
trifle, going on shouting at each other for a long time, breath-
ing heavily and gasping for air.

Svetlov got the idea of going shooting himself just when
Vetrin had spent nearly all the shot and powder. Seeing
the last two cartridges, he began to shout, and they had another
row which, like most of their quarrels, got them nowhere.
With the two cartridges Svetlov shot two squirrels as he was
passing through a cedar wood. They ate them in the evening
at their halt and on the next day Svetlov succeeded in throw-
ing a noose over the head of a too-inquisitive hazel grouse.
After fluttering a while the bird also ended up - in the

pot. But all this extra food was insufficient to restore their
energy.

They were about ten or twelve kilometres from the mouth
of the Uluk when the next blizzard began. Dry, prickling
frozen snow driven by a violent, piercing wind lashed their
chapped faces and blinded them, while a head-on wind
scarcely permitted any progress. After two hours’ fruitless
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prepén. I16cae mByx 4acos Gecnaénsol GopGE! oGecciineB-
muit CeeTndB ynan ma cher. BETpUH MOANGA3 K HeMY, 4Té-
b1 uéM-uHGYAb TOMGub, HO CBeradB, yBines erd, sarpsices
M, TpO3si eMy KynakOM, 3aKpHU&dl, 4TO 3TO OH, Bérpun, BO
BCEM BUMHOBAT, 4TO OH Herofsii, KOTGporo nasHG mopa 6pd-
cutb B Taitré. ITotém on noMsHyn COHIO M, OKOHUATENBHO
notepsiB camoobsaniHue, CPHBAIOIIMMCS IGJ0COM TPOKPH-
a1, uto OH G6ablle He HAaMEPeH TaLUATh erd K Hell Ha
cBOéM ropby.* :

BértpuH He BEIAEpHKaJ:

— 3amonui! — Ha BU3IVIKBON HOTE BEIKPHKHYN OH. —
3amoJuii roBopio! — ¥, CXBATHB NMPHTOPUIHIO CHEra ¥ XBOH,
wBbLIpHya B CBetndBa, HO TOT B OTBET JIHILIb PacXOXOTAJICH.
Torpa Bérpun ynéna K BOJOKYWe, Hanéa Ha ceGs Beé cBO&
cHapsiKéHMe ¥ 3anpEIras’ Ha KOCTBUIAX Brepéa. SIpocTb npu-
HaBAna eMy CHJBH, # OH OFICTPO ymansics, a BCJeX eMy
Hécesi 3n0it x6xot CBeTnoBA. :

Ho kak T64bKo B&TpuH ckpsiies 3a fepéebamu, CBeTaos
nepectisi xoxoT4Tb. Hékotopoe BpéMsi OH TYNO cMOTpéJ B
Ty cT6poHy, rae ckpruics Bérpun, a notéMm nogHAACA W [0-
TALA HENPHUBEIYHO JErKYI0 BOJOKYLIY MO €ré ciefdM. Mér-
pos uépes cro CBeTéB yBHIeJ Ha CHery pyxbé, GpouleH-
Hoe BETpHHBIM, HO He NMOAHAJ erd, — 3auém TALMATH JHALI-
o0 Tixectb? Emé uépes cTo METPOB Bassi/cs reosorive-
CKHEi MOJOTOK, u CpeTnéB eré tOke He néaHsI, HO,
HATKHYBIIKHCH Ha Tonép, OH moxyman o Bérpune: «dypéx,
6e3 TomopA B Tairé mponangwb», — U OpocHT Tonop Ha
BoJIOKymy. EMy xoTénoch y3HaTb, 6pOCUT JH BérpuH pIOK-
34K ¢ OGPa3UAMH M IIOJEBYI0 CYMKY C IHEBHUKAMM, W OH
pAxe yckOpHa mar WM, no kpaiHeir Mmépe, mocrapasncs
yckOpuTh. 1lpoiiasi emé mérpos ABECTH, OH HATKHYJCA HA
camoré Bérpuma. Tor cHmén, NPUCIOHABLIMCH cnuedi K
NOBAJGHHOMY 1épeBy, U riiasd eré GELIM 3aKPEITH,.a TyOH
3akyieHs. CBeTNGB NOCMOTPE) Ha erd BEITSHYTYIO caéman-
Hy©0 HOry W no cjaeldM NOGHAJN, 4TO OH 3aién €K 3a
TeHb. :

— BorT uTo, — THXO, MOuTH NAcKoBO ckasan Cperyios,
tpéras Bérpuna sa nueud, — BpéMs AGPOro, JIOXMAChL Ha
BOJIOKYIY.

OH TOMOr eMy NOAHATHCS W Jeub H caM YCTPOMJ BEuIM
Tak, 4TOGH OHA He CMON3AJAH TPH ABHKEHHH. _
[153nH0 BéyepoM, KOriad OHH CHOENW B 3aLHLIEHHOM OT
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struggle Svetlov collapsed on the snow. Vetrin crawled to
him to give whatever help he could, but Svetlov was shaken
with rage, shook his fist at him and shouted that he, Vetrin,
was to blame for it all, that he was a rascal who should have
beeri abandoned long ago in the taiga. Then he remembered
Sonya and, losing his self-control altogether, screamed in
a breaking voice that he no longer intended to carry him to .
her on his back. :

Vetrin could not restrain himself.

“Shut up!” he shouted in a falsetto. “Shut up, I tell you!”
And seizing a handful of snow and larch needles he flung
it at Svetlov, but the latter’s only response was to burst out
laughing. Then Vetrin crawled to the drag, put on all his
equipment and started hobbling forward on his crutches.
His fury lent him strength and he moved away fast, followed
only by Svetlov’s spiteful laughter.

But the moment Vetrin disappeared behind the trees
Svetlov stopped laughing. For a while he stared dully in the
direction in which Vetrin had disappeared, then he rose and
started to pull the unusually light drag in Vetrin’s tracks.
After a hundred metres he saw on the snow the shotgun thrown
away by Vetrin, but he did not pick it up—why carry a
useless burden? Another hundred metres farther on lay Vet-
rin’s hammer and Svetlov did not pick that up either. But
when he came on the axe it occurred to him that Vetrin was
a fool, that without an axe he would perish in the taiga, and
he threw it on to the drag. He was wondering whether Vetrin
would throw away his rucksack containing the samples and
his mapcase with his field diaries. He even hastened his
step, or at least tried to. After going another two hundred
metres he came on Vetrin himself. The latter was sitting
with his back against a fallen tree and his eyes were closed,
his lips pressed together. Svetlov glanced at Vetrin’s out-
stretched broken leg. By the footprints he knew that he had
knocked it against a stump. ’

“Look,” he said softly, almost gently, touching Vetrin’s
shoulder, “time is precious, lie down on the drag.”

He helped him to rise and lie on the drag and himself
arranged the things so that they would not slip off when the
drag moved.

Late that evening, when they were sitting in a spot
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BéTpa MécTe M rpéancs y koctpd, Bérpun oTKpEM mose-
BYI0O CYMKY M JIOCTAJ U3 He& HeTPOHYTYIO IJIATKY IIOKOJA-
na. dty TUIATKY MoJIoKAIa eMy B cymKy Coéms népen
CAMBIM BHIXOJIOM B MapIupyT.

— Boe:bm’x, — cKa3aa on CBeTiéBY, — Chellb,
CsetniéB OCTOPGKHO pa3BepHY IVIATKY.
— Ewp Bclo.

Ho Csernds nokauin rososoil. :

—-—’51 Xouy moBe3TH Te6st xuBhIM 10 KiipoBckoro. Mnage
BCsl 3Ta 300Nés norepsieT CMbICIL. ' '

Ou pa3noMAn HIOKONAA M BepHYJ MONOBAHY IVIKTKH.

@ Ha chépyoluit neHb OHH MHMHOBANHM yCThe Yayka H,
BBIHAA K Peké, n0Jaro cMOTPénH Ha uépHYI0 BOAY H u3Me-

psinu raasdMu WHpHHY 346eperos, KOTOPHIE C ABYX CTOPOH

JeIsHEIMH THCKAMH HaXHMAJH Ha OFICTPYIO XUBYIO BOLY

M TPOBHJIM COMKHYThCS He NO3XHEE, yeM Yépes HENEMIo-Iod-

“TOPBHL.
- — YcnéeM, — pemiia CeeTads.

Hea nus Cseriés Banfin nepésbst, a Bérpun ounwan ux
OT Cyubes. ITotéM oHH cBA34nu GpéBHA JIO3HAKOM, M NJIOT
nonyq’mcg"raxﬁm, GONBIIAM H TSXKEJBIM, YTO OHH eABA
MOTJM CABHHYTh eré ¢ Mécra.

— Xopéuwmit maoT, — ckasan CpeTiGs H, HeMHOrO MOAY-
MaB, 1064Bus: — B HH3GBbsiXx O6# XaHTEl Ha3LIBAIOT TakKe
IJIOTEL KMATKAMHUY.

YTpom, népem OTIMEITHEM, NMepekJANBIBAs CBOE MMYille-
cTB0, CBeT/I6B W3BJEK M3 MeIIGYKA KAMEHb M IPOTAHYA erd
Bérpuny, npensapiTesibHO CMOYHB BOXGL.

. — KpaciBhii? :

}'E’»e'rpnﬂ OCTOPGXKHO B3A/1 KAMEHb B PYKY M AGIr0 pac-
CMATpHBaJI eré rM4fKylo MOBEPXHOCTb, Ha KOTOPOH HEXKHO-
¢HoNETOBNIE, C CHHEBATHIM OTTEHKOM HOJGCKH depeloBA-
JIHCh C CHHEBATO-CEPHIMH M NAJEBBLIMH MOAGCKAMH.

~— Candupiun? :

— Candupin! — o6pianosancs Cserads. — Xopdm,
npasna? :

On axxyp’émo y6pan cBoO AparouéHHOCTh B MelIGYeK
M yBA3an BéwM Ha naotry. JIEficTBYs iiecTéM, Kak phiua-
roM, OH MONOABHHYJ NJOT K cAMO# pexé, M mepéauuii Kpait
erd Jér Ha néx.

— Caprics, — pacnopaamics Cseriés u, kornd Bérpuu
ycenacs, cranq OCTOPOXKHO NPOABHUTATH NNOT Aaabiue. He-
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sheltered - from the wind, warming themselves at the fire,
Vetrin opened his mapcase and took out an untouched bar
of chocolate. It was Sonya who had put it in his case just
before he set out.

«“Here,” he said to Svetlov, “eat if.”

Svetlov cautiously unwrapped the chocolate.

“Eat it all.”

Svetlov shook his head. _ _

«] want to get you to Kirovskoye alive, or else this epic
of ours will be pointless.”

He broke the bar in two and gave half of it back. =

The next day they passed the mouth of the Uluk and,
going down to the river, scanned the black water for a long
time, gauging the width of the ice-crust along the banks
which held the swift-flowing water in an icy vice, threatening

to close in a week or ten days.

“We’ll make it,” Svetlov decided. o

For two days Svetlov felled trees and Vetrin lopped off
the branches. Then they bound the logs together with willow
withes and the resulting raft was so large and heavy that
they had difficulty in moving it in.

“A fine raft,” Svetlov said. After a while he added. “The
kind of raft the Khanti on the lower Ob call a matka.”

In the morning before starting out, Svetlov ook a piece
of rock out of a small bag and, dipping it in the water, handed
it to Vetrin.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

Vetrin took the stone and examined its smooth surface,
on which streaks of delicate violet with a touch of blue alter-
nated with greyish-blue and pale-yellow.

“Sapphirine, is it?”
“Yes,” Svetlov answered, happily. “Fine, isn’t it?”

He carefully put his treasure away in the bag and fastened
the things on the raft. Using a pole as a lever he moved the
raft down to the river until its front edge came to lie on the
ice.
“Get on,” Svetlov ordered, and when Vetrin had sat down
he began cautiously to move the raft forward. The still thin
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OKpénwni n€x mporuyics, sarpemdn, u Cperniés, OTTOJK-
HYBIIHCDH nocaéaHuil pas, NPHHYJA Ha MJOT, YXé 3aKaudB-
mriics Ha BOAE cpeld 0616MKOB Jibfa. UépHbie cTpyu moa-
XBaTHIH erd, NOBEepHY/JM Pas3dk BOKpYr och, Ho Cserads
B3sisica 3a pyne’B(Se Beci6, U MJOT GEICTPO U PGBHO MOHEC-
Cs1 BHH3 MO peKé.

CszméB He ’uosepsin ynpasiaéine miaotém Bérpuny u
NMOYTH KPYIVIOCYTOUHO, A3pellKa 3achiMas Ha 4ac-IOJTOpPE,
cuaén y pyiesoro secnd. OH NJLLI MO He3HaKOMOH peké H
He 3HaJI, 9TO XKJET erd 3a ouepejHHIM IOBOPOTOM: CHOKOH-
Hasi BOAA WM mOPOry, BOXOMAML!, 3aBAN H3 HepEBbes, JIEL...
Tlo HoudM on HanpsiKEHHO NPHCIYUIMBAJICA K K4XKIOMY IO-
JO3PDHTENBHOMY WIYMY, TIIETHO BIVISABIBASICH B YYThb HpO-
cBeTJIEBHIYIO OT cHéra TeMHOTY. Ilo peké yxé muio caso,*
notTéM mnomad myra,* naor o6Mép3, OTHAKeNEN, HO MO-
NpEXKHEMY CTPEMHTENbHO HECCA BHHS, K JIOIAM. -

Chna y pyneBOro Becsia, rpés KOueHEIOUINE PYKH HA rpy-
14, CBetnos uHornd ayman o Céme. OH maymaa o Helt cno-
kGitHO, Ge3 BosnHEHHs, Ge3 mpéxHed o6kAL 1 Ge3 mpéxHel
316661 Ha Heé u Ha Bérpmna. Eré ne muTepecoBiaso, kax
oH Berpérurcst ¢ Coneft. Mnéi pas on naxe HEMHOro yauB-
JISiJICST CBOEMY PaBHOAYIIHIO.

A Bérpun Hu o uém He aymaa. Ou npbcro xaan. Knan
BceM CBOMM cyuiecTBOM npuésga B KrpoBckoe, BcTpéun
¢ Céueit, xnan, KOrna eré monéxar Ha YACTYI0O GONBHHY-
Hylo x6iiky. On Guenb Gosiics mponycTaTh Kiiposckoe, H
no3ToMy Té}x’e Ménq cnaj, # Bcé BpEéMsi CMOTpéJ Brepén
¥ MO CTOPOHAM, TIIATEJbHO CBepsia NyTh C KAPTOML -

Haxkonéu Bnepens, Ha BbiCOKOM Gepery, mokasdjucb 10-
Ma. 1o Morad Obith TéAbKO KiipoBckoe. CBersi6B moapy-
Aun K O6épery, . maor TAXKeN6 TKHYJAcE B aé€n. Oui
no6pocanu Ha Géper Bcé umyiecTBo, CBeTIOB MOMOr mnepe-
6patbcs Ha néx Bérpuny u npeiraya caM. OT TOJAYKA mJiiot
KayHyJcst W OTOWEN OT KPOMKH Jbjd. DEicTpoe TeuéHue
nonxsa'rﬁn’o er60 u nonecaé panpwie. CBeTNIOB NPOBOIH
NJIOT TVIa34MHU M CKa3aJa: .

— Jlopoxny 3mech, 1 IPUILAIO 32 TOOOGH.

MénnenHo, Taxend mbINIA, OH MOAHS/CA MO KPYTOMYy Gé-
pery u OCTaHOBHJCS Ha Kpaw sipa. EMy Hasctpéuy moce-
penviHe yaunbl Gexana xéHmuHa B Tydasx Ha 6ocy HOrY.
Aro 6bnd COHAA, oH ysnan eé. Hapépuoe, k16-TO yBHzEM,
YTO OHH Npuéxanu, H cayx o6 STom.yxké mowén no Heé.
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ice gave way with a crackling and Svetlov, giving the rait a
last push off, jumped on as it bobbed on the water amid lumps
of ice. The dark stream caught it up and spun it round on its

. axis, but Svetlov manned the steering oar and the raft sped

smoothly downstream.

Svetlov would not trust the steering to Vetrin. He sat
at the steering oar day and night, snatching an occasional
hour or so of sleep. He was sailing an unfamiliar river and
never knew what was in store round the next bend, calm water
or rapids, a waterfall, a barrier of fallen trees or ice....
At night he listened intently for any suspicious noise, peer-
ing in vain into the darkness slightly brightened by the snow.
Now there was sludge flowing downstream, at first thin, then
thicker. The raft became encased in ice and heavy, but it
still sped down the river to where there were people.

As he sat over the oar, warming his benumbed hands on

“his chest inside his jacket, Svetlov sometimes thought of

Sonya. He thought of her calmly, without agitation or vexa-

"tion and without his former anger at her and Vetrin. He was

not interested in what his meeting with Sonya would be like.
Sometimes he was even a little surprised at his indifference.

Vetrin was not thinking of anything. He was just waiting
with his whole being for the arrival at Kirovskoye and his
meeting with Sonya, waiting to be laid in a clean hospital bed.
He was very much afraid of missing Kirovskoye and because
of that he also slept little and kept looking ahead and on
both sides, carefully checking with the map. '

At last houses came into sight on the high bank ahead.
It could only be Kirovskoye. Svetlov steered towards the
bank and the raft butted heavily into the ice. They threw
all their things on to the bank, then Svetlov helped Vetrin
to land on the ice and jumped off himself. The jerk rocked
the raft and sent it floating away from the ice rim. It was
seized by the current and drifted away. Svetlov watched it
go and said:

-“Wait here, I'll send for you.”

Slowly, breathing heavily, he climbed the steep bank
and stopped on the edge of the crag. A woman was running
down the middle of the street to meet him, her feet bare in -
her shoes. It was Sonya, he recognized her. Probably someone
had seen them coming and the rumour of it had reached her.
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— TI'ne Cama? — cnpochina COHst, ¥ B3rsiA e€ CKOJb3-
Hyn no auuy CBernéBa, HO OHA He 3améruna HH eré BBa-
JIHBIUMXCSA I71a3 C NOKPacHEBIIMMH OT GecCOHHMIBI BEKAMH,
HM MOTpEcKaBulelica OT BETpa M miesymidmefics KOXKH, HU
pbixkeBaTol meTdHbl. CBeTNOB He CpA3y coobGpasii, uTo
Céama — 35ro Bérpun, a coo6pasis, MaxHyn pyk6it BHH3.
COHs1 TAXO BCKPHKHYJA M NMOMYAJjack nén ropy. )

CBeTsi6B cMOTpén eff Bciel, H OHA yMeHbIIAJNAach B er6
r1a3dx ropasno GeicTpée, 4eM 3TO NOJGKEHO IO ONTHYe-
CKHM 3aKOHaM, H KOTZ4 OHA, HakoHEW, pobGexina mo Bért-
pHHa ¥ ymaja psgoM ¢ HUM Ha CHer, OHKE 66a rxoxasa:umcr,
eMy TaKiMH MAJeHbKHMHM, YTO OH HHKAK He MOr NOBEPHTH
B HX peadabHoctb. M emé emy Kasdjocb, 4TO OH He HMEeT
K HHM HHKaKOro OTHOUIGHHS, a €CJIM M HMEJ KOTJA-TO MJH
raé-to, 70 310 GBlI0 NHGO GueHb HaBHO BO BpéMeHH, JHGO
6ueHb najeké B NPOCTPAHCTBE..

OH cnoxd#iHO OTBepHY/CS, NONPABU/ NPHBEIYHLIM IBHKE-
HHEeM M0J/IeBYI0 CYMKY M MOIIEN HeTBEPALIM INArOM IO UIH-
pOKO#i mepeBEHCKOH YJMile HaBCTPEUY chemldlHM K HeMy
TOBAPHIIAM. L :

1956

“Where is Sasha?” Sonya asked, and her gaze skimmed
over Svetlov’s face, but she did not notice his sunken eyes
with their lids red with sleeplessness, the wind-chapped,
peeling skin, the reddish growth of beard. Svetlov did not
realize at once that Sasha was Vetrin’s first name, but when
he did he waved his hand down in the direction of the bank.
Sonya gave a low cry and rushed downhill.

Svetlov watched her and she shrank in size much faster
than.she should have done according to the laws of optics.
When at length she reached Vetrin and fell down beside him
on the snow, they both seemed so small to Svetlov that he
could not believe they were real. It also seemed to him that
he had nothing whatever to do with them and if he ever had,
at any time, anywhere, it must have been either a long, long
time ago or in some far, far off place. .

He turned away calmly, straightened his mapcase with
a-mechanical movement and started with unsteady steps up
the broad village street to his comrades, who were hurrying
out to meet him. '

1956 -



VALENTIN KATAYEV

Valentin Katayev was born in Odessa
in 1897. In his youth he wrote poems
which he published in illustrated maga-
zines in Odessa and Petersburg. In 1915,
he volunteered for the front and served
in the artillery. While in the army he
worked as a war correspondent, In 19{8-20
he fought in the Ukraine in the ranks
of the Red Army. In 1922, Katayev came
to Moscow and turned his hand to litera-
ture. The first work that brought him
renown was the satirical novel The Em-
bezzlers, 1926. In 1928, he wrote the play
Squaring the Circle, which soon became
known in almost every counfry in the
world. Since 1928 Katayev has been writ-
ing plays. His subsequent works—the
chronicle T'ime, Forward!, 1932, the mate-
rial for which he collected at the construc-
tion site of the Magnitogorsk Metallurgi-
cal Centre, the novel for children Lonely
White Sail, 1936, and the short novel
I am a Son of the Working People, 1937—
all testify to the writer’s artistic skill,
In those years Katayev contributed satire,
feature-stories and articles to the Pravda.
During the Great Patriotic War, Katayev
was a war correspondent of the Prauda
and Krasnaya Zvezda (Red Star). At ‘the
same time he wrote the stories The Third
Tank, The Flag and the short novel The
Son of the Regiment. In 1949, his novel
For the Power of the Soviets was published,
and in 1956 the novel The Small Farm
in the Steppe, followed in 1966-67 by two
autobiographical stories: The Sacred Well
and Herb of Forgetfulness and in 1967 by
his story Cubic.
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OTYE HAlI*

— 1 xouy cnath.* MHe X6J0HO. :

— Técrnomu!* S 1éxe xouy cuatb. Onesaiics. M XBATHT
kanpisHuyath. JloBéabHo. Hanesdl mapd. Hapepait man-
ky. Hagnesail Banenku.* I'te Bapexxu? Croit cMipHO. He
BEPTHCD.

Korna MAanpuuk Gbia OféT, OHA B3AN4 erd 34 pyKy, OHH
BEILIM K3 néMa. MAJpuuk em@ He BrosHé mpocHyacsa. Emy
65110 yeTEIpe réxa. O &xuics ¥ maTancs Ha xoay. Téab-
KO uTo HAuano cBetdTh. Ha nBopé cTosin clinuit MOPG3HBIA
TyMaH. Math notyxe sarsHyaa wapd Ha meée MAJbYHKa,
nonpasuia BOPOTHHK H NONEJNOBANA COHHOe, KanpuaHoe
Jauud cEiHa.

Cyxse cTé6sy. AHKOro BHHOrpAaa, BUCEBIINE HA JepeBsiH-
HEIX ra/iepésx ¢ BHIGHTHIMH CTEK/IAMH, Ka3anuch CAXapHbl-
MH OT HiHed. DEuO ABAAuaTh msaTh rpapycos mopésa.* Hao
'pTA Bandn ryctéi map. Isop Gbin 34JaMT o6eneHéBIIHMHU
noMoOsiMH. -

— MawMma, Kyaa Mbi naém?

— 1 Te6é ckasana: ryasrsb.

— A 3auéM THl B354 YeMOLAHYHK?

— Totomy uro Tak HARo. M Monud. He pasrosapusail.
3akp6it por. [Ipocryaumses. Brhimumb, Kakéit MOpPG3. Jlyu-
1lle CMOTPH MO HOTH, a TO NMOCKOJIL3HEUIBCS.

Y Bop6T cTofin mBOPHEK B Tyayne, B 6&1oM (apTyke, C
Gasixoit Ha rpymd. OHA, He IVISiAdA, MPONA MHMO ABGDHH-
ka. O M6O/mua 3aKpHI 3a HAMH KaniTKy M 3aJ0XKAN eé
GonpIIAM XKené3HHIM KpIok6M. Oui moumwii mo yauue, cué-
ry Hé Gpuio. Beiopy 6BuH TOMBKO JE€R U HHeil. A Ttam, rae
Hé& 6bLIO HHed M JbAA, TAM OBl Ta4fakuit KAMeHb WIH 3€M-
N5 TBEpAAas M rIdAKas, KaK KaMeHb. OHN IJIH NOA rOJABIMH
* y&pHBHIMH aKALMSMH, YIPYre NOTPECKUBAIOMIMMH Ha Mopé3e.

Martb ¥ cHH GELM OZETH mouTH oxuHAKoBOo. Ha Hux OH-
Ay HOBGILHO Xopdirue HIYOKXH W3 HCKYCCTBEHHON 0GeabsiHbI,
Géxkepble BAJIGHKH M NMECTpHle LIepcTsHEie BApexkH. TOMbKO
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OUR FATHER

“I'm sleepy! I'm cold!” ' _

“Lord! I'm sleepy too. Get your clothes on. And stop
being naughty. That'll do now. Put on your scarf. And now
your cap. And your boots. Where are your mittens? Stand
sti\l%l,hdon’t fidget.” . ' :

en the boy was ready she took him by the hand and
left the house. He was half asleep. He \);/as four years tgl?i)f
He shivered and stumbled as he walked. It had only just
begun to get light. Outside there was a frosty pale-blue mist.
The mother wrapped the scarf tighter round the boy’s neck
?tralghtened his collar and kissed his sleepy, naughty;
ace. '

The dry stalks of wild vine hanging from wooden verandas
with the broken panes looked sugary with hoar-frost. The.
temperature was 25 degrees below freezing point. Thick steam
ploured from their mouths. The yard was covered with frozen
slops. :

“Mummy, where are we going?”

“I told you—we're going for a walk.”

“But why are you taking the case?”.

“Because we need it. And be quiet. Don’t talk. Close your
mouth. You’ll catch cold. You can see what a frost there is.
Better look where you're going or you’ll slip.”

The porter was standing at the gate in his sheepskin coat
and white apron with a metal badge on his chest. She passed
him without a glance. Silently he closed the gate behind them
and fastened it with a big iron hook. They walked down the
street. There was no snow. Only hoar-frost and ice every-
where, or smooth stone or earth as hard and smooth as stone.
;l‘he¥ walked beneath bare acacias which snapped in the
rost.

Mother and son were dressed almost alike. The
rather good coats of artificial fur, beige felt boots and}t’)ri‘gﬁsﬁ
coloured woollen mittens. Only the mother had a checked

8 115




y MATepu Ha roJioBé KnéruaThiil JIATOK, a Yy cEiHa Kpyraas
06e3psiHbs IIANOUKA ¢ HaymHukamu. Ha yauue 6Eu10
nycro. Korad ouid jfomni 10 nepexkpeéctka, B pynope yjauy-
HOrO TPOMKOTOBOPHTENA TaK TPOMKO UIENKHYJO, 4YTO XKEH-
wuHa B3gpornyna. Ho. 1yt e OHA J;orananace, 4TO 3TO
HauMHAEeTCs YTPeHHAA panuonependya. Ona HauaJach, Kax
06EIuHO, MéHbeM neTyxa. UpeamépHo rpoMkuil résoc mety-
X4 MY3bIKAJBHO NPOPeBé] Ha BCIO YJHLY, BO3BeLIAsl HAYaJo
uéBoro mHs. MAJBYUHK MOCMOTpPEN BBepX Ha SiLIHK T'POMKO-
rOBOpHTENS. ' : o

— Méwmouxa, 510 neTyumok?

— Ja, nétka.

— Emy Tam He X6104HO?

— Her. EMy Tam e xésoaso. M1 He BepTHChb. CmMmotpH
nép Horu. ' A

3atéM B pynope OmsiTh UIGJKHYJO, 3aBO3HJIOCH, M HEX-
Hbifi NETCKHUH T6J0C TPHK/bl TPOU3HEC ¢ AHTENbCKHUMH HHTO-
HALUAMU. : ’

— C né6puiM yrpom]* C né6peiM yrpom! C m6GpeM
yrpom! :

[ToTéM TOT XKe réjaoc, He Topomnsich, GueHb NPOHHKHOBEH-
HO TIPOYMTAN MO-PYMBIHCKH MOJUTBY:

— Ortye Ham, Hxe eck Ha HeGecéx! Jla cBaTHTCA- AMS
TBO&, fia NpHAZeT NApcTBHe TBOE, Ka GymeT BOMS TBOH...

Ha yray XEéHUIMHA TOBEPHY/Nach OT BETPA M, yBJeKas 3a
co66#l MAJBUHKA, TOUTH NOGexana no nepeyiky, _CJIOBHO
eé npecaéoBas 3TOT CAMIIKOM TpOMKuit M CHALIKOM HEX-
it réaoc. Ck6po rénoc cmonk. MomdTsa OkGHuuNack. Bé-
Tep AyA C MOpS MO JIeASHEIM KOPHAOpaM yauu. Bnepenn,
OKpYXEHHBII GarpoBHIM TYMAHOM, TOPes KOCTED, BG3Jie KO-
Téporo rpéncs HeMéukul natpyis. JKEHIMHA [IOBEpHYNaCh
¥ TIOULIA B APYIYI0 CT6poHY. MANbUMK Gexdan psifoM ¢ Heil,
rénas MANeHbKMMU GéxeBbiMH BaAjeHkamu. Eré méxu pac-
Kpacrénuch, Kak Kmaoksa. ITox HOcoM BHcéna samépsiuas
KATeJbKa.

— MéMa, Mbi YKé ryasieM? — CIOpPOCH/ ‘MAJIBUMK.

— Ja, yxé ryasem.

— §1 e M0O6A0 TyAsATH TaK GEICTPO.

— Tlorepns.

Ou#i mpomay uépes mpOXOAHOH ABOP M BHILM HA APY-
ryio yauiy. Yxé paccsend. Ckposb ronybrie u cinue o6na-
KA mapa M HHesl XPYNKO MpocBéunBajia po3oBaras 3apo.

116

shawl on her head, while the son wore a round fur cap with
ear-flaps. The street was empty. When they came to the cross- -
ing, the loud-speaker there gave such a sharp click that the
woman started. But she realized at once.that it was only
the morning broadcast beginning. It opened, as usual, with
a cock-crow. The exaggeratedly loud call resounded musi-
cally along the whole street, announcing the beginning of
a new day. The boy looked up at the loud-speaker.

“Mummy, is that a cock?”

“Yes, child.”

“Isn’t he cold up there?”

“No, he isn’t cold. And don’t fidget. Look where you're
going.”

Then there was another click of the loud-speaker, it warmed
up and a child’s sweet voice said in angelic tones:

“Good morning! Good morning! Good morning!”

_ Afte.r that the same voice unhurriedly and with great feel- -
ing said in Rumanian the prayer:

“Ou( Father, which art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name.
Thy Kingdom come. Thy will be done....”

At the corner the woman turned away from the wind and,
pulling the boy after her, almost ran along a side street, as
though pursued by that too loud and too sweet voice. Soon-
it fell silent. The prayer was ended. The wind swept in from
the sea down the icy corridors of the streets. Ahead a fire was
burning, surrounded by a crimson mist; a German patrol
were warmmg'themselves at it. The woman turned and
took another direction. The boy trotted along beside her in
his little beige boots. His cheeks were red as cranberries.
A frozen drop hung under his nose.

:Mummy, are we already having our walk?” asked the boy.
Yes, we are.” '

“I don’t like walking so fast.”
- “You’ll have to put up with it.” ’
They went through a yard and out into another street.
It was already getting light. Through light and dark blue
clouds of hoar-frost shone a brittle-looking strip of pinkish
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On4 6b14 Takds xondgHas, 4TO OT eé’ p630BOro uéra csq:
AANO YEMIOCTH KAK OT OCKOMHMHBL Ha’ym/me‘ noxapanocrh gg-
CKOJIbKO TpoxGxux. OHA mau B OZHOM HanpaBJ/CHUH. low-
T Bce HecaH ¢ cOGOH BEIULH. ’HéKOTOpPIe Be3Jn ggluxm,
KA mépen coGG# TeaéXKH, WM TAllMIM 3a COOOH Hg;p;}(o
JKEeHHBle CaJi3K{, KOTOpHle LapanajH NOoJO3bAMH roJjy

Mong?gK;’ero cO BCeX KOHIGB répoia MEIJIeHHO ’Tam;nnggg
B OJH6M HampaB/EHHH, KaK MypaBbH, aoau ¢ ?gmeu.ﬁgmo
6Bl €BPEéH, KOTGpHIE HANMPABJJIKCH B reTTO. eTTo Geino
ycrpéeno ua Ilepéceinu, B TOH CKXHHOﬁ, HA3MeHHOH v
répopa, rie Ha ypoBHe MOPsS CTOSIH oéropépmne H bra
HEIe ITMCTEPHBI, NOX$kHe HA NaJATKH Gponsiunx 1HPK '
HéckoabKO IPS3HBIX KBAPTAJNOB OKDYKHUJIM ABYMS pillaM

pxé4Boit Kosoue#l NpGBONOKH M OCTABHAM OIHMH BXOL, Kak
B MBIUEAOBKY. EBpén muiu mo yAHIAM, CIyCKaBIIKMCA Ha
Iepéchinb. OHE LM NOA KeJNe3HONOPOXHbIMH MOCTAMA.
Onil cKoJB3AIN 1O OGJENEHEBIINM ' TPOTyapaM. Cpentt Hux
nonajgifuch CTapHKH, KOTOpHIE HE 'MOTJIH MATH, )31 -Gonb}{ble
chinupiM THGOM, VX Hecai Ha Hociakax. Hékoropbie nana-
JW ¥ OCTABAJKCH JIeXKATb Ha MECTE, NPHCJOHUBIUKCD CIIH-
uoi K GoHapo Hiau o6HSB pyxé}MH yAH4HYIO qyryﬂﬁglo Tylv}:
6y.* Mx uukTé He compoBoxadn. OHHA K cému, Ges BCs
Koro kKoupGst. OHH 3HAJHM, UTO TOT, KTO .OCTAaHETCd JOMa,

6yner pacctpéisH. TToSToMy OHH WM CAMH. 3a YKpHIBA-.
TEJBCTBO eBpés TAKKe nosiardJics paceTpé. 3a OHOrO Cupsi-

TAHHOrO eBpés nozmeménu’paccmény Ha MécTe BCE JKHUJb-
Bl KBapTHpH' 63 HCKIIOUCHHS. EBpéu aBArajuchb B reTTo
co Bcer6 TOpofa MO KPYTHIM -CHYCKaM, MOJ KeJe3HOL0POK-
HBIMH MOCTAMH, TOJKAS mépes co’ﬁou TAUKY 1 BeAd 34 PYKY
3akyranupix Aeréd. Cpenst AOMOB H gepésbes,’ NOKPHITHIX
'fiHeeM, OHH 1M OAMH 3a JPYrHM, Kak Mypasbil. Onn i
MHAMO 34mepThIX ABEPEH M BOPOT, MHMO ABIMHBIX KOCT&)OB,
Y KOTOpHIX FpEHCh HEMENKHE H PYMBIHCKHE COJAATEL LOa-
JAThl He o6Gpamanu Ha eBpéeB BHHMAHHMSA M IPEJHUCH, NPH-
TONTHIBAs CAIOTAMH M PacTHpPAs ce6€ pykaBHLAMHA .

Mop6s 6 yxécHbil. Mop6s. OBl BeJdK Aake HJsl Ce-
BepHoro répona. -Ho mas Opnécchl oH 6Pm npéeTo wyAGBHIL-
ublil. Takde Mopd3nl caydaioTes B One;cce pas B TPHAUATH
“qer. B kny64x rycéréro ciuero, r“onyéoro 1 3eNEHOr0 napa
c1460 . mpoceéumBad MANeHpKHE KpyxOK cénHua. Ha

MOCTOBGHl JieXAnu TeépAanle BopoObH, YyOWTHIE Ha JeTy

118

dawn. It was so cold that the pinkness of it set one’s teeth
on edge like a nausea. A few passers-by appeared in the
street. All of them were going in the same direction. Nearly
all were taking their things with them. Some had them on
handcarts which they pushed before them, others were pull-
ing loaded sledges, the runners scraping the bare strips
of road. ‘ :

From all parts of the town that morning people carrying
bundles were moving slowly in one direction like ants. They
were Jews on their way to the ghetto. It had been set up at
Peresyp, in that desolate, low-lying part of the town where
burnt-out oil cisterns that looked like the tents of travel-
ling circuses stood at sea-level. Several dirty blocks had
been surrounded with two rows of rusty barbed wire, leaving
one entrance, like a mouse trap. The Jews were moving
along the streets leading down to Peresyp. They passed
under the railway bridges. They slipped on the icy pavements.
Among them were aged people who could not walk and people
with typhus. These were carried on stretchers. Some fell and
remained lying there, their backs leaning against a lamp-
post or their arms clutching an iron mounting block. Nobody
accompanied them, they went alone, without any guard.
They knew that all who remained at home would be shot.
That was why they went themselves. The penalty imposed
for sheltering a Jew was also shooting. For one Jew hidden,
all the inmates of the flat without exception were liable to
be shot on the spot. Jews were going to the ghetto from every
part of the town—down the steep slope, under the railway
bridges, pushing handcarts before them and leading muffled-
up children by the hand. One aiter the other, like ants, they
passed the houses and hoar-frosted trees. They passed closed
doors and .gates and smoking fires where German and
Rumanian soldiers were warming themselves. The soldiers paid
no attention to the Jews and continued to warm themselves,
stamping with their boots and rubbing their ears with their
mittens.

The frost was terrible. Even in a northern town it would
have been severe. But for Odessa it was simply monstrous.
Such a frost happens there once in thirty years. Through the
thick clouds of blue and greenish vapour a small round sun

“gleamed faintly. Sparrows lay rigid on the roadway, killed

in flight by the frost. The sea was frozen to the very horizon.
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MopGaoM. Mépe 3amMEpaiio L0 CAMOro ropuadura. Oné G0
6énoe. OTTyna AyJ Bé€Tep. ' :

SKéumuna Gbl14 MOXGXKa ‘Ha pYcCKyw. Manbuuk T6Ke
651 MOXGK Ha pycckoro. Y MAIbUMKE OTEIl 6Bl PYCCKHM.
Ho %70 muuerd He smiumno. Marb GhIA eBpéiKa. Oud poJ-
KHE 6HH uATH B rérro. OTénm y MAnpuika ObUI obunep
Kpacuoit Apmuu. JKEuuuna nopBasii cBofl mAcmopT H BHI-
gpocusa eré YyTpoM B 06JeneHENyI0 y66puylo. Ona BEILLIA
u3 nd6Ma C CHIHOM, paccumThiBas JO TeX INOP XOI¥TH TIO
répony, moka 3To BCE He ynsixercs. Oud nymana KaK-
HUGY b TepebuThes. VnTh B rérro 610 6esymue. DTO 03HA-
u4no BépHYIO cmepTb. VI BOT OHA cTAna XOMUTh C MAJBYH-
koM mo réponmy, crapésich u30erath nau6déaee JIIOAHBIX
yaun, CHaudna MANbYHK, AyMasd, 410 OHF TYJSIOT, MOMY&J.
Ho cképo OH cTa] KanpH3HHYATD.

— Maéwma, 3auéM MBI BCE BpEMA x6aum?

— Mul ryaseM. -

— Tax 6BicTpo HuKOrad He ryasior. ycTadl.

— Tlorepn#, manenskuit. S TOxe ycrana. Ho Benp 51 He
Kanpyu3HHyao.

OHA 3aMéTHa, UTO MAST AeHCTBHTENBHO CNAMKOM BBICT-
po, mout# Gexnr, kKak Gyaro Gul 32 Heit réusTcs. Oné 3a-
cTABUna CeGf MATH MELMenHeidl. MAJBUMK NOCMOTPEN HA
ned u me ysHaa. OH c yxKacoMm yBHzel pacnyxumit HCKy-
CaHHHIl POT,* MpsiAb BOJIOC, MOCEAEBIIMX OT Mop43a, KOTo-
pas HeKpac¥Bo BbIGMBAaNach H3-TOA NJIaTK4, ¥ HemnoABHXK-
Hble, CTEK/SHHbIE T1a34 ¢ PE3KHMH 3PAUKAMM. Takde raasa
OH BAZeN y HIPYUIEYHBIX JKUBOTHBIX. Oné cmorpéna Ha
criHa u He Bhmena erd. CxHMAs MAJEHBKYIO DYUKY, ond
ram@na MAJAbYHKA 3a coB6i. MAnbumky CTaN0 CTPALIHO.
On 3anaéxaJ. ’

— ¢ xouy moméi. §1 Xxouy mHUMH.

e

Ou4 nocnémHo oTBedd erd sa adulIHYIO TYMGY, 3aK/I€eH-

HyI0 HeMEuKMMH TpHK43amu. IToxd OHA erd paccrérupana
.1 3acTéruBasa, IPHKpPHIBAS OT BETpA, MAIBUHK IPOAONKAN
mJa4KaTh, APOXKA OT XOs0Aa. [TotréM, KOTAA OHH INOLLIHA
JAjblle, OH CKas3aJj, 4To X4Ouer ecTb. Ouéa nopena erd B
MOJIGUHYIO, HO TaK KaK TaM 34BTPaKalnu 1Ba PYMBIHCKHX
NONMUEHCKUX B WIHPOKUX WwWy6ax ¢ cO6AUbUMH BOPOTHHKAMH,
a y Hed H& ObLJIO JOKYMEHTOB H oH4a Gosinach, 4TO HX ape-
CTYIOT M OTHNPABAT B TETTO, OHA - cpénana BHO, UTO IO
oumi6ke momana He B TOT Marasun. OHA u3BUHH/ACH H
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}t wa'é white. It was from there that the wind was blow-
ing.
The woman looked like a Russian. So did the boy. His

" father was Russian, but that was of no importance. His

mother was Jewish. They had to go to the ghetto. The boy’s
father was an officer in the Red Army. The woman had torn
up her passport and dropped it down the frozen lavatory
that morning. She left the house with her son, intending to
walk about the town till everything quietened down. She
hoped to manage somehow. It would be madness to go to the
ghetto. That would be certain death. So she began walking
about the town with the little boy, trying to avoid the more
frequented streets. At first the child was quiet, thinking
%li?yl were going for a walk. But soon he began to be

ul.

“Mummy, why are we walking about all the time?”

“We’'re having a walk.”

“People never go so quickly on a walk. I'm tired.”

“Bear up, sonny. I'm tired too. But I'm not grumbling.”

She realized that she was indeed going too fast, almost
running, as though pursued. She forced herself to go slower.
The boy looked up at her and did not recognize her. He felt
frightened as he saw the swollen, bitten lips, the strand of
hair, whitened with frost, peeping out untidily from under
the shawl, and the motionless, glassy eyes with their sharp
pupils. He had seen eyes like that on toy animals. She looked
at him and did not see him. Squeezing his little hand, she

?ragged the boy after her. The boy grew afraid. He began
o cry. ,

“I want to go home. I want to pee.”

She hastily led him behind a placard column on which’
were pasted German orders. While she unbuttoned and but-
toned him up again, sheltering him from the wind, the boy
contlr_lued to cry, shivering with cold. Then as they went on,
he said he was hungry. She took him into a dairy, but as
there were two Rumanian policemen in wide skirted coats
with dogskin collar having breakfast there and she had no
papers, she feared they would arrest her and drive her to the
gh_etto; she pretended to have entered the wrong shop by
mistake. She apologized and hastily banged the door, on which
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MOCMEIHO 3axJ0NHyAa ABePb C KOJOKOJAbYMKOM. MAabyuk
G6exan sa Hell, Huueré He MOHMMAsN, M naikan. B . npyréi

MOJ1GuHO HUKOrG HE 6bl0. OHH C 06/IeruéHHEM NepecTyniy.
nop6r ¢ npubrroil moakdésofi. Tam oHA KynmHaa MANbUHKY

6yThlIouKy Kedripa * u 6y6auk.* ITokd sakyTaHHbIE MaJb-
YUK, CHIS Ha BBICOKOM cTyJqe, nua Kedup, KOTOphiil oH GYeHb
Mmo6u, ¥ keBin 6Y6aHK, OHA NPOJO/KANA JIMXOPAJOUHO
AyMaTb, YTO Xe néjath Aanpume? OHA Huueré He MorJa
npunymatb. Ho B MonGyHON TomHaach xkené3Hass nméuka, u
MOxHO OBlNO corpérbesl. JKEHIMUHEe noKa3anoch, YTo X03si-
Ka MOJIGUHO! CMOTPUT Ha Heé canikom BHHMATeabHO. OHA
CT4J1a TOPOIVIKBO pacIIAYMBATHCH. X03sifika TPEBGKHO IIO-
cMoTpésia B OKHO M NpefJoXKHIa XEHIUMHE elllé HeMHOro
nocuiéTh BGO3je néuku. [Téuka Geira packanend. Onéd Guuia
noyTH BHIIHEBOro 1BéTa, HeMHOro temuée. Ilo meit Géranm
. ickopku. Kapa pasmopina Manpuuka. Eré raasd cauna-
auck. Ho xénmuna saropomunack, Oud nobaaropaphia
X035HKy M cKasana, uro Topomurcs. Bcé-raku OHH mpocH-
néau 3pech nmoutd vac. COHHBI H CHITHIH MAJNBYHK C TPY-
ném mepxéanca Ha Hordx. OHA moTpscaa eré 3a nnéud, no-
npaBu/a eMy BOPOTHHK M JIENOHBKO MOATOJIKHYJA K ABEDH.
OH cnoTkuy/ca 0 NoakéBy, npubHTYIO K mopory. Manbuuk
nénan el pyuxy,*u oHA omsiThb moBeJsa eré mo yauue. 3zech
pocas crapeie maatasbl. OHA momd MAMO MATHACTHIX mJa-
TAHOB C HEXHOH, 3aMHAeBEBUICH KOPOIL.

— SI’ XOuy CnaTth, — CKa3aa MAJbYHK, XMYPACH OT JeAs-
Horo Bérpa. ' :

Oua cpénana Buj, uro. He capiuut. OHA NOHANE, YTO HX
nonoxénne OTYAARHOE. Y HHX NMOYTH HE GBLIO 3HAKOMBIX B
ropose. Ond mpuéxana ciofa 34 asa Mécsina A0 BOHHEI U
sacrpsina. Ona Obl1ad coBeplIEHHO OAMHOKA.

'— ¥ MeHsi 3aMEp3JIM KOJEHKH, — CKa34J MAJbYHK, XHbI-
Kas. :

Oné orBend eré B cTGpoHy u pactépna emy Koaéuu. On
ycrnokOuacs. Bapyr oHd Bcndmuuaa, uto B répoje y Hed
BCE-TAaKH ecTb OAHA 3HaKOMas ceMbsi. OHA NMO3HAKGMHJHCDH
Ha Tensoxome «[pysus» no mopdére u3 Hopopocchiicka B
Ounécey. ITorém on¥i HECKONBKO pas BCTPeudnuch. DTo 6ruIu
MoJsionoxéubl [laBndBckue, OH — MOUEHT YHHBEPCHTETA,
OH& — TOJBKO YTO OKOHUHMJA CTPOUTE/NBHBIL TEXHUKYM. Eé
3panu Bépa. O6e xéHumuHbl GUeHb MOHPABHAUCHL APYT ADY-
TY W ycnménu NOAPYXHUTHCS, MOKA Tennoxéa méa u3 Hoso-
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there hung a bell. The boy ran after her, not.undersjcandmg,
and crying. The next dairy was empty. With a lightened
heart she crossed the threshold on which a horseshoe was
nailed. Here she bought the boy a bottle of kefir and a roll.
While he sat there on the high stool, muffled up, d;mkmg the
kefir, which he was very fond of, and eating his roll, she
continued feverishly thinking what to do nex'g. She coulfi think
of nothing. But there was an iron stove heating the dairy and
it was possible to get warm. The woman fancied that the pro-
prietress was taking too great an interest in her, and she

“hastily paid. The proprietress looked apprehensively out of

the window and then suggested that they should sit by the
stove a little while. The stove was red-hot. It glowed almpst
a cherry colour, only slightly darker. Sparks were playing
on it. The heat made the boy sleepy. His eyes began to close.
But the woman was in a hurry. She thanked the propriet-
ress and said that she had no time. Nevertheless, she sat
there for nearly an hour. Sleepy and fed, the boy could hard-
ly stand on his feet. She shook him by the shoulders, straight-
ened his collar and pushed him gently towards the door.
He stumbled over the horseshoe railed to the threshold.
He gave her his hand and again she- led him through the
streets. Old plane-trees grew here. They walked past the trees
with their delicate, patched, hoar-frosted barks.

“I'm sleepy,” said the boy, screwing up his eyes from
the icy wind. o )
She ‘pretended not to hear him. She knew their sxtgatlon
was desperate. They had hardly any acquaintances in the
town. She had come here two months before the war and
had been unable to get -away. She was com_pletely alone.
“My knees are freezing cold,” the boy whimpered.

She took him aside and rubbed his knees. He quietered.
Suddenly she remembered that there was, however, one
family she knew in the town. They had met on the Gruziya
sailing from Novorossiisk to Odessa. Afterwards they h.ad
seen one another several times. They were the newly-married
Pavlovskys; he was an assistant professor at the pnwersxty,
she had just taken a course at a school for builders. Her
name was Vera. The two women had liked each other and
found time to make friends between Novorossiisk and Odessa.
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pogcpiﬁcxa B Opnéccy. Pasa nsa oud noGuiBand Apyr y
Apyra B rocTsx. MyxXuHHBl TOx€ MOAPYXHAHCh. OAHANK b
OHH JdxKe BMécTe Hamuarch. OQHAXKIB BCe BMECTE —— OHH
C MYXbAMH — XOAH/IH Ha (GyT66abHBIE MaTy XAPHKOB—
Onécca. IlaBadsckue Gonému * 3a Opéccy. OHA ¢ Myx)eM
69J1é.na 3a XépokoB. Opnécca. Beiurpana. Bdéxe moit,* uro
Hénajioch Ha 3TOM TPOMARHOM, HOBOM craaudHe Hajy MO-
peM. Kpixn, BOmaW, npéka, mbuib cron6ém. Omi Toraa
Haxe uyTh He moccopuauck. Ho renéph 06 3toM npusirHO
6610 BendMuUTb. TlaBndsckoro B répose Hé Guino. Ilas-
JIOBE!KHﬁ 6ui1 B Kpacroit Apmun. Ho Bépa sacrpsina, He
ycnéna spakyiposaThes. HendsHo ond sunena Bépy Ha
A{IEKcaHﬂpOBCKOM pHIHKe, W OHH J14Xe HEMHOro NOroBo-
pHiIH. Ho Ha prinke néaro samépxuBaTecsi 6bLIO He6e30-
nacro. Hémupr mourd K&xAbli AeHb yCTpPAWBANHM OG/IABEL
_}Kenmnﬂm’ He NOroBOPH/IM H NATH MuHYT. C Tex mop oHU
He BcTpeyanucs. Ho, BepositHo, Bépa 6ri1a B répone. Kyna
Xxe e 6e110 nérbesi? IlaBnGBekue GrM pycckue. MSKHO
61:}no MONHITATHLCA nepexadth y Bépe. B kpaitnem cajuae
MOXHO GBLIO OCTABUTb MAabuuka. IlaBadBckue xiau fo-
ROJbHO rHanexd, Ha IluporéBckoi, yron @paHIY3CcKOro
OyabBépa. JKéHiuHA nosepHya.

—. Mawma, kyna mel ugém? Jomoi?

— Her, Maneupkufl, M5l UI8M B r'éCTH.

— A k xomy?

— Ter Téri0 Bépy IlaBndsekyio némuumbs? Mbl uzéM B
réctu K 1ére Bépe IlaBaésckoil.

— Xopows6, — ckas3ds MANbUHK, YCrnoKGHBIIMCh, OH JI0-
61n XomATh B réctu. OH nosecenén.

O’HI/I nepemnyi uépes CrporaHOBCKHH MOCT Haj yJauued,
KOTOpast BeJ4 B NMOPT. Yauua HasbiBAjach KapaHTHHHBIH
Cny’cx. Buusy crosnu ckyunble npsMOYréibHBE IOMA H3
necounoro Kamus. Hékorophie u3 Hux GBI NpeBpalUeHEI
B rpyasl meéGHs. Hékotopeie ofropénu. B koHué cmycka
BEIDHCOBBIBAJINCH KPYTJIble 4PKH APYréro Moctd. 3a dpkamu
BHAHEJACH YIJIOBATHE passanunbl népra. Emé paasme, no-
BEPX OOropéJblX, NPOBANKBUIMXCS KPHIL JeXAn0 Géaoe
MOpe, 3amepsuiee fo ropusdura. Ha cdmom ropusdure ry-
CTO CHHéJa ponocé HedaMépsweit Boxsl. Bo sbay, Bokpyr
6§nblx pasBajuH 3HaMEHUTOrO ONECCKOTO MasikKa, CTOSI0
HECKOJIbKO DYMBIHCKHX TPAHCNOPTOB, BBIKPAUIEHHBIX CBHH-
_UOBO-cépoit Kpackod. Bpaanexé, HanéBo, Ha ropé, CKBO3b
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Later they had visited each other a couple of times. The
men had made friends too. Once they even got drunk
together. Once the women and their husbands had gone all
together to see a Kharkov-Odessa football match. The Pav-
lovskys supported Odessa, she and her husband Kharkov.
Odessa won. Heavens, how the people stormed in that im-
mense new stadium by the sea! Shouts, yells, scuffles, clouds

‘of dust. They had even nearly quarrelled then. But now it

was pleasant to remember it all. Pavlovsky was not in
Odessa, he was in the army. But Vera had been caught
there and had not been able to be evacuated in time. She
had seen her not long before at the Alexandrovsky Market,
they had even exchanged a few words. But it was not very
safe to stand in the market too long. Nearly every day the
Germans organized round-ups. The women did not even
talk five minutes. Since then they had not met. But Vera
was probably in town—where could she go? The Pavlovskys
were Russians. She could try to stay a little while with Vera.
At least she could leave the boy there. The Pavlovskys
lived quite some distance away, in Pirogovskaya, at the
cornér of the French Boulevard. The woman turned.

- “Mummy, where are we going? Home?”

“No, son, we're going visiting.”

“Where?” .

“Do you remember Auntie Vera? We’re going to see Auntie
Vera Pavlovskaya.”

«All right,” said the boy, quietening. He liked going
visiting. He cheered up. .

They crossed Stroganovsky Bridge over a street leading
to the port. It was called Quarantine Slope. At the bottom
stood dull square sandstone houses. Several of them had been
reduced to heaps of rubble. Some had been burned down. At
the end of the slope loomed the rounded arches of another
bridge. Beyond them were the angular ruins of the port. Still
farther, above the burnt, caved-in roofs lay the white sea,
frozen as far as the horizon. On the very horizon a strip of
open water stood out dark blue. In the ice, around the white
ruins of the famous Odessa Lighthouse, were several Ruma-
nian ships painted a leaden grey. Far away to the leit, on
a hill, the cupola of the city theatre rose over the town through
the clouds of pink and pale blue mist like a shell. The railings
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KJy6bl pO30BATOro M HEXHO-roayGéro mapa, Ham ropoaoM
CHHEJ KynoJi TropoAackéro TeaTpa, mox6xkuit Ha PAKOBHHY.
Pemérka CTpOraHOBCKOTO MOCTA 'COCTOSA/IAa M3 JJIHHHOTO
psiia BBICOKHMX Kené3HbX muK. ITAKu GEiM pésko uépHble.
Buusy, no KapautiudoMmy Cnycky, NOAHHMAJNHChL JIOAH C
Bénpamu. Boxa BrinmaéckuBajach M3 BElep M 3aMepsana
Ha MOCTOBOH, Osectsi Kak CTeKAG NPH MYTHOBATOM CBETe
pé3oBaro céanua. Beé Bmécte 510 GBlIO GueHb Kpachso. B
KOHLE KOHUSB, MOXKHO Oplno orcunaérbea* y IlaBnéBckoi,
a taM Gyner BHaHO.* o

Ong mwan SueHb péaro. MAnbYMK ycTaJd, HO He Kanpus-
Huyan. OH Topoma¥iBo TOmanm MAJNEHbKHMH GEXeBbHIMi
BiJeHKaMH, eqBA mocmeBds 3a MAarepblo. EMy xorésoch
nockopée npuiiti B8 réctu. O mo6GHa x0aHTh B rocTH. Ilo
nopdre MaThb HECKOJBKO pa3 pacTupana emy noGenésuiue
weéuku. Bésne néma, rae xiau IlaBaésckue, Ha TpoTyape
ropén xocrép u rpémuch coamartel. Jom O6ba GombludH, B
HECKOJBKO KOpNycoB. Bopdra GElin 3dnepTs Ha nenb. 31ech
maa o6n4Ba. Y Bcex BXOMMBIUMX H BHIXOAMBUIHX NPOBEPSIH
NOKYMEHTHL. [lénasi BuA, 4TOo OHA TOPOMHUTCS, XKEHIUKHHA NPO-
mJjaa MEMO BOpGT. Ha He€ HuKTO He O6GpaTH/ BHHMAHHA.
Manbupk onsiTh cTas KanphsHuuath. Torza oHé B3saa erd
HA pyKd M moGexana, TOnas HOTAMH NO CHHUM NJHTKaM
J4BbI, M3 KOTOPBIX Obla cjadxkeH TpPoTyap. Manbuuk ycmno-
kOuaca. Oua onsite crtdna kosecHth no répony. Ei kasza-
JIOCh, YTO OHA CJHINKOM YACTO NOABJsSETCA B OAHHX H TeX
e MeCTax, H uTo Ha Hed HAyaJn yxé o6pauiits BHUMAHNe.
Tornd efi npuiid MBICAB, YTO MOXHO HECKOJNBKO uaclB
npoeectTd B kuHeMmartérpade. CedHChl HauMHANHCH PAHO,
TaK Kak No3xe BOCBMH 4acOB MOSBJSTbCA HA yaulle 3a-
npeanoch Nofx CTpaXoM CMEPTH. '

OHA uyyBCTBOBaJia TOLIHOTY M TOJIOBOKPYXEHHe B AYLI-
HOM, BOHIOUeM 34sie, HAaGHTOM COJJAATHER* K NpPOCTUTYTKA-
MH, KOTOPBIX, TaK XKe, KaK M €&, MOpd3 3arHaJ Ciofia ¢ yiu-
ust. Ho no xpéaiinell mépe 3gech 6b110 Tenad U 3xech MOKHO
oe10 cupérb. OHA pacnycThiaa y MAaJbyuKa Ha weée mapad,
U MAJMbYHK cell4dc e 3acHYJ], 06XBaTHB 00EUMH PYKAMHU
eé pyky Briue A6kTa. OHA mpocupéna, He BHIXOAS H3 34na,
‘moApsix nBa cedHca, ¢ TPYAOM NOHUMAs, YTO NPOMCXOIHUT
Ha sKpaHe. BeposiTHO, 510 Gbl14 BOEHHas XpOHHMKA, a IO-
TOM KOMéAMs UaH uTG-HHOYAB B 3TOM pOje: OHA He MOraa
'yJAOBHTL HUTh. Bcé€ myranocs. To Bech 3KpAH 3aHMMAana
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of Stroganovsky Bridge formed a long line of high iron spikes.
They stood out sharply in black. Down below, people were
climbing Quarantine Slope with buckets. Water splashed from
them and froze in an instant, gleaming on the road like glass
in the dullish light of the pale pink sun. It was all very
beautiful. After all, they would be able to stop for a while
with Vera, and then they’d see. ' \

They had been going for a long time. The boy was tired,
but he behaved. He trotted along quickly in his little beige
boots, barely keeping up with his mother. He wanted to get
there quickly. He liked paying visits. Several times on the
way his mother stopped to rub his whitened cheeks. Near the
hotuse where the Pavlovskys lived, a fire was burning on the
pavement and soldiers were warming themselves. The house
was a large one, consisting of several blocks. The gate was
fastened with a chain. Here, a round-up was in process. Every-
body entering or leaving had to show his papers. The woman
passed the gate, pretending to be in a hurry. Nobody paid any
attention to her. The boy began to fret again. Then she picked
him up and ran, her feet pattering on the bluish clinker slabs
covering the pavement. The boy grew quieter. Once more she
began to warider through the town. It seemed to her that she
was appearing in the same places too often, that people were
beginning to notice her. Then the idea occurred to her that
she might spend a few hours in a cinema. Performances began
early, people were forbidden to appear on the streets after
eight on pain of death.

She felt nauseated and dizzy in the stuffy, reeking cinema
crowded with soldiers and prostitutes whom, like herself,
the frost had driven in from the street. But at least it was
warm, and she could sit down. She unwound the scarf from
the boy’s neck and he immediately fell asleep, holding her
arm above the elbow with both hands. She sat through two
performances in succession without leaving the hall, hardly
understanding what was happening on the screen. Probably it
was a newsreel of the war, and then a comedy or something of
the sort, she could not follow the thread. Everything was
confused. At one time the whole screen would be filled by the
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rooBA XOpOIIeHbKOH ASBYWKH ¢ GeloKyphiMu DOKKaMy,
KOTOpasi NPHXKHMAJach MEKOH K MIGCKOH rpyiu BbICOKOro
MYUHHBl Ge3 rOJIOBEI, ¥ OHH B ABa rojoca MCu NOX My-

3BIKy MECeHKY, TO 5Ta Ke AEByIIKAa Cajinach B HH3CHBKHUH -

CHOPTHBHBIH aBTOMOGH/IB, TO B3JEeTéJIH uépHbIe GOHTAHB
B3DEIBOB — OJAH, 183, TPH, YeThIpe NOAPSA — C KECTs-
HEIM rp6éxoToM, Kak 6YATO OBl OJHMM MaxXOM Dasiupaju
KpGBeJibHOE #enié30 Ha AHHHBIE NGJI0Ch — OAHd, ABE, TDH,
yeTHIpe MOJIOCHl, — M I'PAAOM MAJajH YEpHbIE KYCKH SEMJH,
cryya no mecrsiHéMy 6apabaHy, W MO BCMaXaHHOM CHa-
psiiaMu 3eMJIé MON3NA TAHKH C TPAYPHBIMH KDECTaMH, CKpe-
Melld U HeIpsia M BbIGPAcHIBas M3 JJIMHHBIX NYyLIEK elie
Géaee NJNAHHBIE SIBBIKA OTHA M KpyTsiliuecs cTpyu 6énoro
JBIMa. ’ . .

Heméukuit cCONgdT B NOAWMATHIX BAJEHKaXx ® M PYCCKOH
MeXOBOI LIANKe-YIIAHKE TsXKeN$ HaBaJW/CA Ha MJIeU0 XKeH-
LIMHBl ¥ GOMBIIAM HEYACTHIM NAJBIEM IIEKOTAl MAJNBYHKY
wéio, crapaach eré pasGymutb. OT Heré NAXJO YECHOKOM
u cnApToM-chipuéM. OH Bce BpeMst IpYXeat06HO XOXOTas,
6eCCMEIC/IeHHO IIOBTOPSA: g

— He cnu, 6y6e. He cnu, 6y6e.

By6e no-HeM&LKH 3HAUMIO MATLUMK. MATLUMK HE NPOCHL-
naJacs, a TOJAbKO BepTén roJoBol n xHeKan Bo cué. Torza
HEMeI[ MOJIOMHJ TAXKENYI0 réJoBy Ha mjeud mEHIUMHE H,
o6usiB eé opHOW pPYKGH, cran ApYréi PyKOH MsATb JMUO
Manbunka. JKEHIUHA MoOMYana, 60sick pacceplnTh COJNATA.
Ou4 Gosinach, 4TO OH MOTPEGYET Y Hed JOKYMEHTHI. QT HEM-
ra maxjo, Kpéme Tord, ewd u Komuénoit pribodl. E& TOLI-
Hivio. OHA ménana cTPALIHbIE YCHAHSA, YTOOH HE BCHBIIATDH
U He cnénath ckanjgana. OHA yropépusana celst OHITH Crio-
KGiHOM. B KOHIE KoHIGB HéMen He Jénan HHYerd ocoGed-
Ho mJoxéro. IIpéero xam. Brnoané npuniunbiit Hémell. Mox-
HO noTepnéTe. BmpéueM, cKGpo HéMew 3acHYa y Heé Ha
naeué. OHA cugéna He ABHrasch. HéMmem Gbln GueHb TsxKe-
JAbli, Xopouid, 4TO OH chaJ. o ]

JIésylika ¢ GeNOKYPbIMHM POXKKAMH OMSTH NepPeABUranach
no skpaHy M BMéECTe C Hefl uépes Bech 3aJ TepeABHracs
ANAHHBIE mydoK Géaplx M u€pHEIX Jayuéid. M ¢ Xese3HBIM
rpOXOTOM B3JIeTANM YEpHbIE Q)om:é}m, M [ON3JHA TAHKH, U
HeMéukue GaTanbOHBI MapIIMPOBANM MO MECKaM MYCTBIHH
# Ha DidesneBy GAIHIO NMOAHUMAJCH rpOMéAH}:xﬁ Gbarmricr-
ckuit daar, u [hATaep ¢ 6CTPHIM HOCUKOM H NAMCKHM MOA-

128

head of a pretty girl with fair hair done like horns, who pressed
her cheeks to the flat chest of a tall man without a head,
and they sang a duet to the music of a song. Then the girl
got into a low sports car; then black columns of explosions
rose—one, two, three, four, with a metallic roar as though
iron roofing had been split with a single blow into long strips—
one, two, three, four of them-—and a hail of black clods of
earth fell, rattling as though on some metal drum, and tanks
with funereal black crosses crawled over shell-ploughed
fields, grinding and lurching, their long guns spitting
stillklonger tongues of flame and wreathing streams of white
smoke.

A German soldier in soled felt boots and a Russian fur
cap with ear-flaps leaned heavily on the woman’s shoulder
and began tickling the boy’s cheek with a thick, dirty finger,
trying to waken him. He stank of garlic and raw alcohol. He
was laughing amicably and kept repeating:

“Don’t sleep, Bube. Don’t sleep, Bube.”

Bube means boy in German. The child did not waken, only
turned his head and whimpered in his sleep. Then the German
rested his heavy head on the woman’s shoulder, and putting
one arm round her, began kneading the child’s face with his
other hand. The woman said nothing, airaid of angering the
soldier. She feared he would demand her papers. Besides,
the German smelt of smoked fish as well. She was nauseated.
She made a tremendous effort to control herself, not to flare
up, not to make a scene, persuaded herself to keep quiet.
After all, the German was doing nothing particularly bad.
He was just a boor. Quite a decent German. She could stand
it. In any case, the German soon fell asleep on her shoulder.
She sat motionless. The German was very heavy. A good
thing he was asleep.

The girl with the fair hair in horns was again moving about
on the screen, and with her a long cluster of black and white
rays moved across the hall. The black fountains rose with
their metallic rumble, and tanks crawled about, and German
battalions marched over desert sands, and an enormous
fascist flag rose on the Eiffel Tower, and Hitler with his
sharp little nose and womanish chin barked from the screen,
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GopéakoM adsa C SKpaHa, OTCT4BHB namckuil 33k, Bbll(()a-
THB IJ1a34 H GueHb GHICTPO 3aKpPhIBAs H OTKpHIBAS por. ¢ 1;
TaK GEICTPO 3aKPHIBAM M OTKPbIBAJ POT, HTO 3BYK HEMHOT
437blBaJ: aB, aB, aB, &@B... . .

oné?(,);}mé’m B TeMHOTé Lynanu ll’éBOK, H AEBKH BH3}K51J1PIﬁ
BEWIO yepecuyp KAPKO, AYLIHO, MAXJIO YeCHOKOM, KOH‘I:HO t
cKyMO6pueli, CIAPTOM-CHIPIIOM, aCIHPHHOM, pyxvgbmcxmz g nga
x4Mu «ma-nyap».* Ho Bcé xe 3Mech 6El10 siydiLe, U e
mopd6se. KEHIMHA HEMHOro OTAOXHYJa. MénpunK BHICT -
csi. OfHAKO nOCNénHui ceéﬂ’c KOHYHICS, H npuuéch o’rmo_
pEriiTd Ha yauny. OHA B3A/MA MaJbuMKA 34 pyky, 4 oxi’nﬂr;m
wah. B répoge GBlLI0 COBEpUICHHO TEMHO. Téabko ma0T bt
MOpO3HBIAl map KJyGHucs cpean 3aTeMHEHHEIX JOMOB.
Heré .CJMNANUCH pecHiusl. Ha yanuax ropen IlbIMHbIP:
KOCTpEL, OYTH 3afyLIeHHBIE MOPO3OM. Vnorza rué-o pasp.a_
BANMCH OIMHGUHBlE BEICTpedbl. Ilo yauuam XOLWIH narpy
nf. Be gessiteiit wac. OHé B3sa HA PYKH OTsiKe/EBLIEro
or cua pe68Hka M moGexana, NouTH TePsi gosﬂauue’ﬂo:
OfHGH TOJBKO MBEICJH, YTO HX MOXET OCTaHOBHTb NAaTpy b-
On4 BbiOUpAna cdMble TAyXHE Mepey/iKH. [Tnaténsl # aﬁﬂ-
1MH, TNOKPEITHie HHeeM, CTOSJM BAOJb YJIHLEL, KaK npg -
néuus. ['épox Gbll myCT H TEMEH. “I/Inorna’xzo TbMe OTKp -
Basach JBepb, W BMEécTe C fpKOH MOJIOCOM CBETa, Bu,%y_
ocBelldplieil 3amépsumne y nNOABE3NA aBToMOGMNH, U3 Oa
JErH* Ha MHUT BbIPHIBAJICA CTPACTHBIH, NPOHSHTE/IBHbIH BU3T
ckpinku. JKénimuna 6/1aronosy4Ho nobexéana 10 napka

KYJbTYpbl U GTAbIXa MMEHH [lleBuyéHko.* I'poMAJHBIH NMAapK,

TAHYJACA BLOMb MOps. 3Aech GELI0 TyX0 U THXO. Ocd6en-
HO THXO GEWIO BHH3Y, NOJ OOPHIBOM, HAj 3aMEp3LAM JIO
ropuséura MOpem. Hax mépem crosila THUIMHZ, nadTHa,
kak creHd. HECKOJBKO KPYMHBIX 3BE3Jl Mrpajo Han’{)e.nbx-
Mu BeTBsiMu fepésbes. ITo 3B&3aM CKOJB3HJ roay66# nyy
éKTopa. . )
npg)géexnogzmé no uwup6koi acdanbTOBON MOPOTe. Cnésa
6bil TOT CAMBIl CTajMOH, TAe OHH BCe BMECTE CMOTpE/H
maTu Opécca-Xapbkos. 3a 06n10MKaMu CTajHOHA 65110 MO-
pe. B TemHoOTé erd Hé OBLIO Bx«’xgmo, HO ero cpasy MOKHO
6pio yragats no Tumuué. Cnpésa TaHYJACH MapK. upo-
kasi acdanpToBas Aopéra Mepuasa npu CBETE 3BE3L, KaK
gamaAunas Gyméra. JKEHIlMHA LA H y3HaBaja MOPOAbI
fepésbes. 3zech GELIM KAaTAMbOB C AMTHHHbIMU CTPYUKAMH,
BUCAIMMH NOYTH A0 3eMJH, KaK BepPEBKH. 3gech ObLIM IH-
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sticking out his womanish behind, rolling his eyes and open-
ing and shutting his mouth very fast. He moved his jaws so
swiftly that the sound came a little later: wow, wow, wow,
WOW.... :

Soldiers tickled girls in the darkness and the girls squealed.
It was extremely hot and stuffy, there was a smell of garlic,
smoked mackerel, raw alcohol, aspirin, and Rumanian Chat
Noir perfume. But all the same, it was better here than out
in the cold. The woman had been able to rest a little. The boy
had had a good sleep. But the last programme came to an
end, and once more she had to go out into the street. She
took the boy’s hand and they went. It was quite dark in
the town. Only the thick frosty mist rolled among the dark-
ened houses. It froze her eyelashes together. Smoky fires
burned on the streets, almost choked by frost. Sometimes
single shots would ring out somewhere. Patrols marched the

_streets. It was between eight and nine. She picked up the

boy, heavy with sleep, and ran, almost fainting at the very
thought of being stopped by a patrol. She chose the most
.deserted side streets. Plane-frees and acacias covered in
hoar-frost stood like spectres along the road. The town was
dark and empty. Sometimes a door would open in the dark-
ness, and together with the bright strip of light that sud-
denly lit up the cars standing freezing before the entrance
of the café, came the passionate piercing screech of a violin.
The woman managed to run to Shevchenko Park of Culture
and Rest. The immense park stretched along the sea front.
Here it was dark and quiet. It was especially quiet down
below, under the cliff overlooking the sea, frozen as far as
the horizon. The silence of the sea was like a wall. Several
large stars twinkled over the white branches of trees. Among
them glided the blue finger of a searchlight.

She walked along the broad asphalt road. On her left was
the stadium where they had seen the Odessa-Kharkov match.
Beyond the debris of the stadium lay the sea. In the darkness
she could not see it, but she could sense its presence from
the silence. On her right lay the park. The broad asphalt road
gleamed in the starlight like emery paper. The woman walked
along, recognizing all the kinds of trees. There were catalpas,
with their long pods hanging almost to the ground like ropes.
There were pyramidal acacias, planes, thujas and vinegar
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paMuIA/bHble AKAUMH, IUIATAHBI, TYH, YKCYCHBble NEpEBBSI.
TTokpbiThie TYCTHIM HHEEM, OHH CJAMBANMCH BMECTE H BHCEIM
Haz cAMOH 3eMJéli, Kak o6sakd; OHA nepesend IyX H yxé
6Gnee MELNEHHO MOLLIA BIOMb HECKOHYAEMO MJIHHHOTO Ps-
Ia MycTHIX ckaméek. BnpdueM, Ha onuéil ckaMmélige KTO-TO
cupél. OHA TpOITA MAMO ¢ GbIOLIHMCS CEpAUEM. Uépnas
durypa, ckIOHHBIIAsICA roNOBOH Ha CNHHKY CKaMbH, He MO-
eBeniach. JKEHIMHA 3aMéTHAA, YTO YeJoBEK Gbl Haro-
JIOBAHY MOKpHIT HHeeM, Kak népeso. Hax yEpHBIM KYIOJIOM
06cepBaTOpHH, KOTGpLI BO3BBILAJCS Cpely G6éapix ob.sa-
k6B cAna, ApOXKANu rpaHéHble 3pé3pl Boapmén Mensénu-
L. 37ech GELIO GueHb THXO M COBCEM He CTpAmHO. MOxer
GbITh, GHLIO He CTPALIHO NMOTOMY, YTO WKEHIIUHA CJAIIKOM
ycrana.

A ua caénymollee yTpo, KOrA ellé He BHOJAHE paccBedd,
1o répojy ésausu TPY30BHKH, moabupasiue TPynbl 3aMEp3-
HIMX HOUblo Jioaél. OXfH rpy3oBHK MENJEHHO mpoéxan mo
mupéKoit acdanbToBO Jopore B mapke KyJbTYpbl U OTAbI-
xa nmenu Illepuénxo. I'pysoBMK OCTaHOBHJCA ABa pésa.
OnfH pa3 OH OCTaHOBHJCS BO3/e CKaMEHKH, rie cuaén sa-
mépamnit crapik. [pyréit pas oH OcTaHOBHJICA BG3J1Ee CKa-
MéiKu, roe cHAéNa MEHIMHA ¢ MaabynkoM. OHA fepxkana
eré 34 pyky. Onf cuménu psigoM. Ouii GEL1M OAETHL NOYTH
onuH4k0Bo. Ha HuX 6BlAM O0BOJBHO XOpOliMe MWYOKH H3
HCKYCCTBEHHOH 06e3bsiHH, GéxeBble BANEGHKH W MecTpbie
mepcrsibie BApexkn. On# cupéiau, Kaxk Kupple, TONBKO HX
JHLa, 34 HOUb OOplcuke KHeeM, GBI COBepIIEHHO 6&Jbi

¥ IYUIACTHI, M HA PecHANax Bucéna JNefsHas Gaxpoma. Kor- .

N4 COMIATHl MX HOGNHAMM, OHH He pasoraysauch. CoJAaTh
packayanu 4 6pScuan B IPY30BHK KEHIIMHY C NOLOrHYTHI-
My Hordmu. OHA CTYKHy/Jach O CTapHK4, Kak JepeBsiHHAs.
IMoréM cOMmATHl packaudau M Jierké Gpocuau Majbuuka ¢
noaOruyThiMu HoraMu. OH CTYKHYJCA O XEHIIMHY, Kak Ie-
peBsiHHBL, H fdXKe HEMHOrO NOJCKOUHJI. :

Korné rpysoBAK OThbe3Xk&J, B pPynope YJAHUHOrO TPOMKO-
roBOpHTeNs MpoOnés NeTyX, BO3Bellds HAudJo HOBOrO IHSA.
3aréM HEXHBIN JETCKHIl ré/aoc MPOM3HEC € AHreJbCKHMU
wHTOHAWMAMH: — C a66pbim yrpom! C né6peim yTpom!
- C n66puiM yTpom!

[ToréM TOT e réjoc, He TOPONsCh, GueHb MPOHHKHOBEH-
HO NPOYEN MO-PYMBIHCKH MOJMATBY TOCMOAHIO!

— Ortue Hai, Hxe echi Ha HeGecéx| Jla cBaTHTCs HMA
T;%é, Na NpUALET LAPCTBHE TBOE...
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trees. Covered thickly with hoar-frost, they interlaced and
hung low over the ground like clouds. She took breath and
began walking more slowly now, along the endless row of
empty benches. But there was somebody sitting on one of
them. She went past with pounding heart. The black figure,
with its head resting on the back of the seat, did not stir.
The woman saw that the man was half covered with hoar-
frost like a tree. Above the observatory cupola that rose among
the white clouds of the garden the faceted stars of the Great
Bear shimmered. It was very quiet here, and not at all fright-
ening. Perhaps it was not frightening because the woman

was so tired.

Next morning, when dawn was only just breaking, lorries
drove through the town collecting the corpses of those who had
been frozen to death during the night. One lorry went slowly
along the broad road running through the Shevchenko Park.
The lorry stopped twice. Once it stopped beside the bench
where the old man sat frozen. The second time it stopped
by a bench where a woman and boy were sitting. She was
holding his hand. They were sitting side by side. They were
dressed almost alike. Both were wearing rather good coats of
artificial fur, beige felt boots and bright woollen mittens.
They were sitting there as though alive; only their faces were
white and downy, and an icy fringe hung from their lashes.
When the soldiers lifted them, they did not straighten out.
The soldiers swung and threw into the lorry the woman with
her legs bent in a sitting position. She knocked like wood
against the old man. Then the soldiers swung and easily
tossed in the sitting child. He knocked like wood against
the woman, and even bounced a bit.

As the lorry drove away, a cock crowed through the street
loud-speaker, announcing the beginning of a new day. Then
4 child’s sweet voice said in angelic tones: “Good morning!
Good morning! Good morning!”

After that the same voice unhurriedly and with great feel-
ing recited the Lord’s Prayer in Rumanian:

“QOur Father, which art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name.
Thy Kingdom come....”
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Yuri Nagibin was born in Moscow in
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Lake, 1966; and The Summer of My
Youth, 1968.
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KOMAPOB

Korna o6aaké HamibiBAaM Ha cOMHLUE, BOJA B 3aJiBe H3
- rony6oBaro-Genécoit CTaHOBHJACH CH30M, C TYCKJBIM CBHH-
uéBeIM éTcBeTOM. DOMBLIGH, FA40KO BEIIH3aHHBIA BOMHAMH
K&MeHb, TOPUABIINA METpax B MATH * OT Gépera, TOKE TEM-
HéJ, ¥ OT Herd JOXHnach HA BOARY GapxaTicras uépHas
renb. Konébnemast BOMHGH, TeHb TO YKOpAuuBanach, TO
YOMHHANACH, W MHE CTANO KasarThed, 6yaTo y KAMHsS MJe-
mieTcsl YEPHEI TIONEHEHOK. \

— Komapés, nepecrans! Cngimuios, uto Te6é rosopsr,*
Komapoés!

Vx4 He B mépBHI pas 3BYuas 3a Moél CruBGM STOT CKPH-
nyunit xEHckui rénoc. ¥ Beskuit pas oH NpusbIBaN K MO-
piAnxy kaxéro-tro Komapodsa. «Becnox6itaplil MyxulHa,—
noayman s o Komapése. — Uers oH TaMm KOJO6POIUT *P»
Ho noBepHYTbCA N€Hb, @ K TOMY e NOCMEPKJIOCh, U ¥ 60Jb-
wéro KAMHS BHOBb 3aurpaJ uépHbli TiosleHEHOK. Buaénue
06pend CTPAHHYIO YCTOAYHBOCTBL: 4eM néabie s CMOTpé,
TeM TpY[Hée OHLIO NPeACTABHTb, YTO 3TO BCer$ JIMIIb KJO-
40K TbMHI.

— Komapés, B mOCA&AHAR pa3 ropopid, OCTaBb PrixkHKa

B rOKGe! — BHOBb NPOCKPHNENO 3a MOEH cnuHGH.— Beranb,
Komapés! v _ v
— A 5 uuveré He nénawp! — NOCHHIIANCA CHIOBAThIM,

HeIOBOMBHBIH réaoc.

1 ornauysnca W ynépes B3MVISAOM B MyM, nox$xui Ha
OTHeudToK rpiéBeHHMKa * B necké. Henopanéky ot MeHs
CTOSi/1 YeTHIPEXJIETHHI UeNOBEK, COBEPLIEHHO roaei, écau
He CUHTATb BHICOKOH GEJ0f MaHAMBL* JHXO HAXJI0GYYEHHOH
Ha ofH6 yxo. M3-noj maHAMbl CEpPbE3HO M HYThb YAUBAEHHO
FASiA&AM fBa KPYrablX, GYTBLIOWHOro uBéra, ridsa. Poxu-
na * y Komapésa xypubcas, BecHymyaras u cimas TpOLYB-
Has. Hap KomapOBbIM CKAOHHJACH pécaias, rpysHas KEH-
IMHa B 3eséHOM II&JKOBOM muidtbe. Ilpu manéiimem eé
JBYOKGHUM KECTKHH WENK pacchindn cyxOit TPeck 3JeKTpH-
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KOMAROV

When clouds floated across the sun, the waters of the gulf
changed from a bluish white to bluish grey with a dull lead-
en shimmer. A big wave-sleeked rock about five meters from
the shore also darkened and cast a velvety black shadow on
the water. Rocked by the waves, the shadow shortened and
lengthened and I began to think a black baby seal was splash-
ing about round the rock. g

“Komarov, stop it! Do you hear me?”

It was not the first time I heard that woman'’s grating voice
behind me. And every time it had been calling to order
somebody by the name of Komarov. What a restless fellow he
must be, 1 thought. What’s he up to now? But I felt too lazy
to turn round, and besides, the sky had darkened again and
the black seal-calf had again begun to play by the rock. The
illusion became strangely real, and the longer I looked the
harder it became to realize that it was nothing more than a
patch of shadow.

“Komarov, for the last time, leave Ryzhik alone!” Again
that grating voice behind me. “Get up, Komarov!”

“I'm not doing anything!” came a husky, discontented
voice.

I looked round and found myself staring at a navel that
looked like the imprint of a ten-copeck piece in the sand.
A short distance away stood a four-year-old, completely naked
except for a tall white sun-hat tilted rakishly over one ear.
From under it two serious bottle-green eyes looked out in
mild surprise. Komarov had a little snub-nosed, freckled,
most mischievous-looking face. A big heavy woman in a
green silk dress was bending over him. At her slightest move-
ment the stiff silk scattered electric discharges with a
sharp crackling. Behind the nursery-teacher, their angular
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YeCKHX- paspsmos IMo3anf BOCIHTATENbLHUIIDL* HO}lCTaBHB
cOMHLIY CHHHE C OCprIMH YroNKAMH JIOMATOK, JeXAaNu ABAN-
,uaTb——nBanuaTb nsiTh csepcmnxoa Komapédsa.

— Tu 3auém sakndnbiBan Héry Ha PriKMKa? — HEro-
nyzom,e Bocmnxnyna Bocnmarenbﬂnua, H B Jan eé CKpH-
nyuemy résaocy paccmna.nncr; Tpeckyune HCKpHl INENKA.

— A yer§* oH Jnex#T, Kak MéptBhil! — oto3sasca Ko-
MapGs.

— 3auém TH KuA4a mecOk B rsaasé toBipuuiam?

— Kro xupdn? 5 er6 céan.. 91o Bétep.

Mynpas o6ocuésansocts otBéroB Komapdésa siBHo CTé-
BUJIa B TYNHK * BOCIUTATENbHHILY.

— Taxénetlt Manbuuk! — Bsnoxuyna OHA.

— § He Tsm(enbm, — BO3pasun Komapos ¥ noxJaénan
ce6s no XuBoTY. — §1 nécae o6éna TAKENHIN.*

[Mopownd Monomia »&HIMHA B GEIOM XandTe C NOBsi3-
Kol MeJcecTpH * Ha pyKkasé W MO/4a NOKa3ana Ha Yachl

— Tlonbém!* HOII’béM! — 3axpména BOCITUTATENIbHHLA
M, KaK Kyma* KpEUIbSMH, 3aMaxasna KOPGTKHMH NOJHBIMU
pyKaMH, PONIUB HACTOANLYI0 3jekTpHueckylo 6ypio. — One-
BATbCA H CTponTbcnl*

B Bd3nyxe nocayurso 3aMe/bKa/H KYCOuKH CHTHA — KO-
pOTKHe pelsiubu TPYCHKH, nockinancs necok H3 caHmANuk,
H BOT YK€ népBhie maphl YAHHO NOAPABHHBAIOTCS B 3aTHl-
JOK, H TéibKo Komapds, réaeit M cyMpauHbil, He mpUTPO-
HyJicst K ONéxK e,

— A KynaTscs K10 6yner?* — xMypo GOPMOTHYJ OH Kak

6bl po cebsi.

— Bo Besikom cayuae, we ThI! — ChSI3BAJIA BOCITUTATE/D-
HHULA, HO, BHAMMO, 3HAs, UTO OT Komapésa Tak npécro He
oTménartbed, COWIA HYXHBIM R0GABUTH: — Bpau sanpertin
KYIATBCSA: Bona CARIIKOM -XONOLHAS.

— Jlétu MOryT npocTyniThes? — cepbésuo cnpochn Ko-
MapoB.

— XBATHT pasrosopon, onesauca!

Komapés ¢ 07KECTOYEHHEM CXBATAN TPYCHKH, HO NOYEMY-

TO He Hajén WX Cpasy, a cniepBé 34us MéCTO B CTPOIO, ¥ .

JUIIb TOTA&, caéfnaB M3 INTAHHHB KOJ]bL[O cyHyn B Herd
Hory.
— TMomnn!*

BocnuraTenpnuna xadmHyJa B Janduid, c*r;')oﬁ KOJIBIX-
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shoulder-blades to the sun, lay some twenty or so of Koma-
rov’s contemporaries.

“Why did you keep putting your foot on Ryzhik!” the
governess cried indignantly, and her electrical silk dress
crackled in unison with her grating voice.

“He shouldn’t lie there as if he was dead!” Komarov
answered.

“Why did you throw sand in your comrades’ eyes?”

“Me throw sand? I was sowing... It was the wind.”

The wise argumentation of Komarov s replies seemed to
leave the teacher at a loss.

“What a burden the boy is!” she said with a sigh.

“I’m not a burden,” Komarov retorted. And patting his
tummy he added,. “I only feel heavy after dirmer ?

A young woman in a white coat with a nurse’s band on
her sleeve came up and, without saymg a word, pointed at
her watch.

“Time to get up! Time to get up!” the teacher cried and
began waving her short plump arms like a brood-hen flapping
its wings, letting loose a regular storm of electricity. “Put.
on your clothes and line up!”

Little cotton shorts began to wave obediently in the air,
sand was shaken out of sandals, and soon the youngsters were
pairing up one behind the other, and only Komarov, naked
and sombre, did not touch his clothes.

“Aren’t we going to swim?” he muttered glumly, almost to
himself.

“You aren’t, at any ratel” the teacher snapped, but evid-
ently knowing that Komarov was not to be dealt with so
easily, considered it necessary to add: “The doctor won't
allow bathing, the water’s too cold.”

“Can children catch cold?” Komarov asked seriously.

“Enough chatter! Get dressed!”

Komarov snatched -up his shorts in high dudgeon, but for
some reason did not put them on at once. He first took his
place in the ranks, and only then did he make a ring of them
and put his legs through it.

“Off we go!”

The teacher clapped her hands, the line stlrred into mo-
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HyJacs, ABHHYJACS M TYT JKe NpHWEn B 3ame’mé'renbcn§o.
Tuck, ram, Bonnénue. Uro cayurnocs? Komapos CIOTKHYJI-
s, MOBaJW/ HAYINEro BHepeld MAJbYMKA, TOT, B CBOIO Ode-
pelb, ONPOKHHYJ CJEAYIOLIEro. BOCI’IHTé’TeJIbHHHa HaBeJsa
nopsnox. HéBast KOM4HRA — U HOBas CBANKA.

— Uro ¢ BamH, AETH?

— Komapds napaer...

— Komapés, Beiian u3 ctpos! )

KoMAapoB HOGPOCGBECTHO NMbITAETCS * BBUIONHHTL NPHKA-
s4npe, fénaerT CTPAHHBIA, YKODOUEHHBIH IIar W Majaer Ha
necox. .

— Yro ¢ T066#, Komap6s? )

— Tlaéxo moé péno, — ckasdn Komapés, nopusics,
IIATHYJ H BHOBb YHAJ. ]

— Yro 570 ¢ HEIM? — B résoce BOCHHTATEIbHULBI OTYAA-
pue. — Heyxénu cOJIHeuHbIH ynap? .

Tosépumu KomapéBa Guenb NOBOJBHEL, OHH BECE]O CMe-
forcs, 3aTéM OAMH M3 Hux rosopdr: — Hina [14BnoBHa, OH
6Ge HOTH B OAHY LITAHAHY CYHYJL .

Y BOCHUTATENbHHMIB, BEPHO, HUKOrIA HE GBLIO coécngea-
upix feTéir. OnA obeckypamenHo cMméTput Ha Komaposa,
T6UHO He 3HAf, KaK NMOMOub Gené, saTém Harubaercss M He-
yméno sbinpacteiBaer * nory Komapésa us IUTAHAHBL

— 3auéM TH 570 cHénal? — TrOBOPHT OHA pacupAMJISACD.

— Tak uHTepécHell, — CIOKGHHO H 61aroXKenaTelbHO 10~
acusier KomapGs, u, BAPYr OCEHEHHBIH HOBOM upéed, cnpa-

muBaer: — Hunma I14BnoBHA, a 4TO TakGe uenoBEK? ]
— He 314100, — pasgpaxeéHHo OTMaxHyJjachb BOCIOHTA-
TeJbpHHUIA. .

U s moaymaJ, 4TO OHA CKasdna MpaBAy. '
['pynna TpéHyJach HAJbllle W BCKGpe CKPELIAch B MpH-
6pEKHOM COCHSIKE. )
A uépe3 HECKO/IbKO IHel i CHOBA BCTPETHJICH C Ko'Mapo-
BoIM. § BO3Bpalldscs ¢ MGps O KPYTO! NecuaHoH yauIue.
Broab npaBoii eé CTOPOHBI TAHYNACh H3rOpPOAb, AAJblle
KPYTO BBepx 3abupan * rycréit cocHfix; no N€BYIO Xe CTO-
DORY DAaCKHHYJHCh MYCTHIPH BOMHEI, He oémmmg* J0 cHx
IOp; OHA [YCTO MOPOCJH NMATOPOTHMKOM M KAKHMH-TO HE-
NIPHBHIYHOrO BUAA XBOMAMH, €IKO MAXHYUIUMH CKHIHAAPOM.
U BOT, KOra s NOpaBHsiCs CO IUTAKETHHKOM, ONHA H3
NAAHOK erd-BAPYT CABHHY/lAch B CTOPOHY, B LUMPOKOH Iie-
JA MOKa3anach MAJEHbKas, HCCeu8HHAasi GENLIMM TPaBSHBL-
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tion but was immediately thrown into disarray. Squeals,
cries, confusion. What had happened? Komarov had tripped
and pushed over the boy in front, who in his turn had knocked
down the next. The teacher restored order, then gave the
command again, and there was a fresh scrimmage.

“What’s the matter with you, children?”

“Komarov keeps falling over.”

“Komarov, step out of the ranks!”

Komarov tried conscientiously to carry out the order,
took 2 strange, foreshorted step forward and fell on the
sand.

“What’s wrong with you, Komarov?”

“I’m in a bad way.” Komarov stood up, took one step
forward and again tumbled- over. g

“What’s the matter with him?” There was despair in the
teacher’s voice. “He hasn’t got sunstroke, has he?”

Komarov’s companions were highly amused and laughed
merrily. Then one said: “Nina Pavlovna, he’s put both feet
through one leg of his shorts.”

I am sure the teacher had never had any children of her
own. She looked at Komarov disheartened, as though not
knowing how to deal with the disaster, then bent down and
clumsily freed Komarov’s leg from his shorts.

“What did you do that for?” she asked, straightening up.

“It’s more fun that way,” Komarov explained with calm
amiability. Then suddenly struck by a new idea, he asked:
“Nina Pavlovna, what is a human being?”

“I don’t know.” The governess waved the question aside
in exasperation.

And it occurred to me that she was speaking the truth.

The party moved off and was soon out of sight in the pine
wood near the shore.

A few days later I again ran into Komarov. I was coming
back from the sea along a steep sandy street. Along the right-
hand side there was a fence and a thick pine wood rose steeply
beyond it; on the left was land laid waste by the war and still
not put to use; it was thickly overgrown with ferns and an
unusual kind of mare’s tail which had the pungent smell of
turpentine.

Just as I drew level with the fence, one of the boards sud-
denly moved aside and a small .grass-scratched foot in a
sandal appeared; it was followed by a sun-hat that looked

141



MK 1Opé3aMH HOra B cargAnMY, 34TéM MaHAMKA, noxézxaﬂ
Ha MOBapCcKOH KoJmak, 3aropénas, ucnaukauwuas pyka H,
HAKOHGL — Bcad (urypa moerd masixhoro suakémua. OH
BELIE3, OCMOTP&JCS KPyroM; sl IOYyBCT80BAJ Ha ce6é erd
HACTOPOXEHHBIN B3MAAL M CA&MaN BHA, 4YTO OH MEHH HH-
ckGABKO He saguMméer. Torga oH akKKypATHO MOCTABUJ MJdH-
Ky Ha Tpé&xHee MECTO M 3ajiunacs AG/ITHM TOPXKECTBYIOLHM
cMéxoM. Hé 6b10 HHKaKWX coMHEHHI: Komapos coBepiin
noGér. _ )
Kéoch, 71 He B3sa Komapésa 34 pyky u He OTBEN ero K
BOCHHTATeJbHULE. Yaula OblIA noMéueHa 3HAKAMH, 3ampe-
wAromuMy npoéss, u Komapésy HuuTS He TPO3HAO, K TOMY
ke u s 6bu1 panoM. [Ipasna, BocnuTATe/bHULIA NEPEHKUBLT
HECKOJIbKO HEMPHSTHBIX MHHYT, HO... Mofeaom * eil. ]
Mue npuXOMAaOCh * HECKOJBKO pa3 B [€Hb NMPOXOAHTD

MEAMO 5TOrO AETCKOro CAma, M f ybenmdncs, yTo 3ACLIHAS

BOCIUTATE/NbHHNA $iBHO He B nafgax ¢ npupéaoi. Ona He
fOBepsiaia MOJOLBIM KOJMIOUMM COCEHKAM, KYCTADHHKY, NPH-
IOTHBLIEMY TYCTYIO TeHb, MAJBHHM YLOJKAM capa, 3apoc-
MM RAKON MaJiHON U exeBrkol. V3 Bceit o6WHApPHOI Tep-
puTépun cdfa oH4 OCTABMIA CBOMM nuTéMUaM JULb FaA-
xuil narauéK KpokérHoil naomédaku. W créuio KOMY-HHOY b
us peGAT B moréHe 3a XKYKGM AaM npocTo B nopeise npéo-
3HATEJBHOCTH HapylHHTh 3anpéTHylo 30HY,* KaK HCOyraH-
HBIf GKpUK HeME&[JIEHHO HacTHran OerseLa. , )
Kouéuno, Tak el 610 Kyad yndGuee 6J10CTH * cBOHX
NUTOMIEB, HO MHE KAa34J0Ch, YTO OHA CJHIIKOM YIPOLLAET

ce6é sanauy. «[lycrs Komapds norynder Ha Boje, — pe-
WA 51 B NpefocTaBua emy cBoGomy. — Ur6-TO OH CTAHET
A&NaTh?»

Buusy, 1o npuMGpCKOMY Ioccé, 3BOHKO CHIHAJS HA NO-
BOpGTaX, NPOHOCHIHCH JIErKOBEiE MallfHB], TPY30BHKH,
TAXKeN0 OCéBIIME aBTOGYCH, OTUASHHO TapaxTéIH MOTOLHUK-
AgcTl, Bo KomapGBa, TOPOLCKOro pe6éHka, He MpHUBJIEKANH
3HaKOMble ropojckde wymbpl. He ofpatha OH HHKAKoro
BHHMAHUS ¥ HA CIYCKAIOLMXCS C TOPEl BEJOCHNENHCTOB, KO-
TépHie, MepxKAch DYKOH 3a cemnd, Gemany BIOrOHKY 3a
CBOKMY MO3BAHMBAIOIMMH HAa HepPOBHOCTSAX popéru BeJocu-
népam...

Komapésa npuBJ/iexas AEBCTBEHHBIH MUD, U ou’saxosbms'm
Ha 6yrop. HeoxunauHOCTH mojcreperanu* erd snech Ha
KaxI0M wary. BoT OH HACTYynA/l Ha Kakylo-TO IOLIEUKY,
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like a chef’s cap, a grubby sunburnt arm and, finally, the
whole figure of my beach acquaintance. He wormed through
the fence and looked all round. I felt his wary gaze on me
and pretended he did not interest me. Then he neatly put
the board back in place and broke into peals of triumphant
laughter. There was no doubt about it—Komarov had run
away.

I am sorry to say I did not take Komarov’s hand and lead
him back to his teacher. The street was marked up with “No
thoroughfare” signs, and Komarov was in no danger: besides
I was close by. True, his teacher would experience a few un-
pleasant minutes, but she deserved it anyway.

I used to pass this kindergarten several times a day and
I was convinced that the teacher there was quite out of tune
with nature. She did not trust the prickly young pines, the
bushes harbouring deep shade or the far corners of the garden
with their raspberry canes and blackberry bushes. The only
place in the spacious garden which she left available to her
charges to roam in was the patch of the tiny croquet lawn.
As soon as one of them, in pursuit of a beetle or out of sheer
curiosity, went out of bounds, a startled call would overtake
the fugitive.

Of course this made it much easier for her to watch over
her charges, but it seemed to me that she was oversimpli-
fying her duties. Let Komarov roam in freedom, I thought,
and left him his liberty. What would he do next?

Cars, lorries and crowded buses were racing along the
coastal road below, hooting loudly at the turns. Motor cycles
roared desperately. But Komarov, a child of the city, was not
attracted by these familiar sounds. He did not even pay any
attention to the cyclists running down the hill, holding their
bumping, clanking bicycles by the saddle.

It was the virgin world of nature that attracted Komarov.
He began to toddle up a hillock. There was a surprise wait-
ing for him at every step. He trod on a bit of board and out
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M M3-NOA Hed C YNpyruM IENKOM BHICKOUMJA 3e/éHas coc-
n6Basi wHimka. [1pojeTés METpa NMONTOPA, WIALIKA TPH3EM-
Jfjack Ha Kpao HOPOXKH, MOX KyCTOM TA&BOJITH, UYTh
nosopéuanach M yJjeradch crnokéino. Dto Ghiia nénpHas,
KpénenbKas MOJIOJAs UIKALIKA, BEPHO ellg HUKOrla He BHJEH-
nass KoMapGBbiM, NOTOMY 4TO Takke LIHIIKH npéuHo Aép-
KaTCs Ha BETKAX, a 10 HBETY HEOT/IMYAME! OT XBOH. K Tomy
®e OH& nperanal JIErkuM, KpALywwMMcs IIAroM Komapds
npuGaAsuAca K IUAIIKE H NPHXJIOIHYJ e& aapdubio. loné-
Aach!* On owynan nanbuamu TBEpHOe pebpHcToe T&/10
INBIIKY, HO 3TO He OTKPHIIO eMy TAHHbI MAJNEHbKOro 3eie-
HOIO KpyrJasia.

— Tet passe yMéellb NpPHraTh? — CHPOCHJ Komapos.

He nonyufB OTBéTa, OH DL/ HCOBITATh WHIUKY: OH 1O-
JOXKAN eé Ha 3éMJI0 M OTBepHyJcs. Her, mfmxa crnokoi-
HO JIeXHT Ha TOM »Ke MECTe, OHA He AéJaer HM Maneéiuleh

momEiTkd K GércrBy. Tornd Komap6s 3axan WHIKY B Ky-
JA3aKé W B TOT XKe MUl YBHAZen ellé JBe Takde e LIHIIKY
NOX KycToM TéBosrd. OH XOTéN JOCT4Th MX U BAPYr ¢ Go-
Né3HEHHBIM KPHKOM OTAEPHYJ PYKY: OH OcTpexéscs* o Kpa-
nABY, BOYTABIIYIO CBOW KOJIOUHE JIACTbSI B BETKY TABOJITH.
Komapés notép pyKy, nmo/iusan e€ f3bIKOM M BHOBb MHOTS-
HyJcsl 3a LIANIKaMH, BHUMATEJBHO chensi 3a TeM, OTKYAa
npuaét 6oab. BOT OH KOCHYJCS LBETKE, OTOJBHHYJ1 MATKHN
MOPIUAHMCTBIA JIMCT, ¥ TYT HEeNPHMETHBIH KOMIOUMA CTpax
ONSTh BOH3HJ €My B PYKH CBOM LIHMMBL..

Ho ma 3roT pas Komapds Téapko momépumics. OH mox-
n6J3 [OZ KYCT, OCTOPOXKHO OTAGNHN CTE€6enb KpamuBh M
CMENBIM BHKEHHEM BBIpBa eré u3 semud. Koaouku pasom
CMANKCh TOJ CAJBHOM XBATKOH M Y& He CMOTJIA BNUTBCH
B KGXKy. DTo 6BI0 Hacrosimiee OTKpHITHe, M Tenéph Koma-
pGB Jerk6 osjanén wrhmkamu. Ho Bce Tpu He MOMeCTHJHCH
y Heré B KyJaké, W OH CXOPOHMI* ORHY WIAIIKY NOA
nonyxéMm. PasméxuBas KpamiBoH, OH  noGpén BBepx IO
yauue.

Héru eré pasbesxAnuch B MECKE, K TOMY e NMyTb eMy
nperpaxfanyu GOJblUHe OKPYrible BajyHHl, TOpudllue H3
seMai. Komaposy npuinadch orubaTh xamawiit BanyH. Kor-
4 e OH MOMBITAJICS NPOHTH MO IMIANKON NOBEPXHOCTH KAM-
HS, TO HeMéJJIeHHO mocKoab3HyJcs. KoMapds HHKOMY He
[aBAJ COYcKy *: OH OCTaHOBHJICS M OCHOBATENBHO BHICEK
KaMeHb KpanuBo.
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popped a green pine-cone with a tense click. It jumpe

a yard and a half and landed on the edge of t}!xe rga:ij 32?1Lé1t-
a bush of rpeadowsweet, bounced once or twice and lay still

It was an intact, firm pine-cone and I am sure Komarov ha‘d
never seen one like it before, because such cones hold tight on
to their branches and are the same colour as the pine needles.
And besides, it could jump! Komarov crept quietly up
to the pine-cone and clapped his hand over it. Caught! He
felt the firm ribbed body of the cone with his fingers,

’?ﬁlitnglat did not tell him the secret of the small round green

;Can. you jump, then?}’l’ I((iomarov asked.
_ Recelving no answer, he decided to test the cone.
it un the ground and turned away. No, the coneolnaey I(;Itfie%?;
on the ground and made no attempt to escape. Then Komarov
squeezed the cone in his fist and at that moment saw two more
cones under the bush of meadowsweet. He wanted to pick
them up, but suddenly he let out a cry of pain and drew his
hand back. He had been stung by nettles, whose prickly
leaves were tangled in the bush. Komarov rubbed his hand
licked it, and again reached out for the cones,. watching care-
fully to find out where the pain came from. He touched
the flower, rpoved aside the soft, crinkly leaf and at that
lr_lr;%rgent the inconspicuous sentry drove its prickles into his
But this time Komarov merely frowned. He cr
the bpsh., carefully singled outythe stalk of thea‘fliaet%: na(fg
plucked it out of the ground with a fearless movement. The
pglckles crumpled at once in his strong grasp and could not
pierce the skin. This was a real discovery, and now Komarov
easily took possession of the cones. But his fist was too small
’{)o %01(%( all three of them and he hid one cone under some
ng{tlg? . Then he wandered up the road, swinging the
His feet slipped in the sand and big bould icki
of the earth barred his path. He ha% to goerrsosggkégghogff:
them, t:or whenever he tried to climb their smooth sides he at
once slipped down again. But Komarov wasn’t going to stand

for that. He stopped and ove
with the nettle. © gave the boulder a good whipping
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He ycnén od 3aKOHYHTD sxsexy?gnlo,* KaK rAE-TO Ha'BBeps)g
C OTYASIHHBIM PasJHBOM HPOMbIYAJ TENEHOK. KomipOCT &
Mep, 3aTéM, NOMOras ce6&é pykamu, H30 BCEX cn‘ yeTp

A Brepés. ) o
Mulillg?mépgoﬂﬂa noJIoBAHE MOJABEMA HAXOAMICAH énol:&?lxl{yg
yeTym, cnpésa oH BHaBaJcs B COCHIHK, ofpasys He caéaoila °
noasny. Tam maccs TEJCHOK, NpHUBsi3aHHbLIL K CO Bony
newbKy. M BOT mocpeay MOMSHKYM BCTPETHJHCH aBoe p :
ChIH ue/OB&UeCKHHl B PBUKHH MJaAcHel OBIuOK. -

Xorss Komapésy. Gu110 c;ré.nbxo xe JIeT, cxom;t;o Tengﬂoz
MéEcCsLEB, OHH MOTJIA CYMTATBCS posegﬂnxamu. o Ten:l{éﬁ
3Ha/, KTo Takoi Komapos, a Kolwapoa He 3HaJ, KTO TBHO-
TenSHOK. BbiUOK CMOTPEN Ha MAJbpuMKAa KPOTKO H pa

aymno, Komapos CMOTpés Ha OBIUKA C HBYMJCHHEM, rOTO- -

BbIM NEePeHTH B MBUIKYIO N10G6Bb. )
— Tbl KTO TakGi? — cnpocia Komapos. )
Ten8HOK MOJUAJ, LIEBENs Ms’xrxmgu ryG?MH H nepexéarqjm-
Basi BO PTY XBAUuKY. g‘oru.é Komap6s OTBETHN caM Ccede:
— Tol Goapluds cobaxa. ) )
OHTnpomem pYKY, 4TGOB TOrAaAHMTh «GOIbLLIYIO cgb??;
xy>>; HO TEJEHKY He XOT&JOcCh, qToq erd raamua, a o
"MOeT, eré mcnmyran crébenp KpanuBbl B PYKE Komaposa,
HANOMUHABLIME €My XBOPOCTHHKY, K4KOH XO3:1Kad 3arous-
na eré Bo jsop. OH momdTuics, HATAHYJ BEPEBKY, 3aTéM
y TOpPOHY. )
CKT—{H‘)—IIJ;F?S (’:I‘bl'.? ——}-’ yKoplsHeHHO cKasdn Komapos  1uar-
y eJEHKY. . ) )
Hy{}l: Iomy H)a,l,u.oé.no o*rc'rxné'rbu, OH OMNYCTHI anaCTy}o ro{;
foBy * ¢ MOKpBIM OT BeuépHeil POCHl 3aBHTKOM H ZLB%’;; :
LIepCTACTHIMH B3LYTHAMU HA MECTe 6yayLIHX pOII%OB, Bbé m
HYJ 1IEI0 M C YrPOKAIOIUM BHIOM psruyscs Ha Komaposa.
JIunG MANbUHKA CTPAfA/buecKH CKPUBHUJOCH, OH COBCEM

He xorén ccépurbes. Ho OBLIO yré-T0 B Xapakrepe 3TOro . .

yeJOBéKA, UTO HE IO3BOJSIIO eMi OTCTYNATb népen onac-
nocTblo. OH TOXKe BEICTABHJ BNOEPEN TOJOBY C ABYMsi CBET-
JAbiMu OyrpadMu Ha qﬁcroyx BBICOKOM a6y, gammypnn I‘J;l?:lé?{a}
1, Ipéx e HAKENH ;1 ycnés BMEWAThCs, KUy Ha Tene -
ka 106 B J06. TenéHox He TMPHHAJ 665. Banko OTCTymNHB
UM HA CBOMX NPSIMBIX IIATKHX HOXKKAX, OH nosepnynca’pi
xfHyJcs mpoub. Komapds ¢ N0GEAHEIM KPUKOM IPHIYCTHI
csi BAOTOHKY. ) ) ]
Bé;)éBKa );xossom’ma TendHKy GexaTh 1O Kpyry, OH Gexan
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He had not finished meting out punishment when a call
somewhere higher up gave a loud doleful moo. For a moment
Komarov stood rooted to the spot, then, using feet and hands,
he hurried omn. '

About half way up the slope there was a broad ledge jut-
ting out on the right into a pine grove which formed a small
clearing. Here a calf was grazing, tethered to a pine stump.
And there in the middle of the clearing the two youngsters

. met: the son of man and the young red bull.

Although Komarov was as many years old as the calf was
months, they could be counted as equal in age. But the calf
knew what Komarov was and Komarov did not know what
the calf was. The young bull surveyed the boy with submis-
sive indifierence; Komarov surveyed the bull with an aston-
ishment that might at any moment turn into ardent love.

“Who are you?” Komarov asked.

The calf remained silent, moving its soft lips and turning
over the cud in its mouth. Then Komarov answered his ques-
tion himseli:

“You're a big dog.”

He reached out to stroke the ‘big dog’, but the calf did
not want to be stroked, and perhaps it was frightened of the
nettle in Komarov’s hand, which reminded it of the switch
its mistress used to drive it into the yard. It backed away,
stretching out the rope, then pranced to one side.

“What’s the matter?” Komarov said reproachfully and
stepped towards the calf.

But the calf was tired of retreat: it lowered its bulging
forehead with its curl wet with the evening dew and the two
furry bumps where its horns were to grow, and advanced
menacingly on Komarov.

The boy’s face assumed a hurt expression; he was by no
means out for a quarrel. But there was something in that char-
acter of his that would not allow him to retreat in the face
of danger. He, too, lowered his head with the two shining
bumps on his clear lofty forehead, screwed up his eyes and,
before I had time to intervene, charged head on at the calf.
The cali did not accept the challenge. Edging back on its
straight unsteady legs, it suddenly turned and bounded away
Komarov rushed in pursuit with a cry of triumph.

The rope allowed the calf to run only in a circle, and it
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Kyl4 pessée Komap6Ba M MOTOMY Ha BTO’péM xp)’[re yBliLEN
BAPYr npsiMo népen coGOH cnﬁHy’ceoero npecaénoBaTes.
Komap6s 6bul B 5T0T Mur GessalldTeH, HO TEJEHOK, BMECTO
Toré uTé6bl HCndb30BaTh CBOE NPEHMYILECTBO, OKOHYATE/ b
HO maJsl IyXOM M OTKasancs 60pOTbCA C NMPOTHBHMKOM, KO-
TGpBIL MOT OJHOBPEMEHHO MpeC]€10BaTh €ro ¥ C3alu H cre-
peau. OH IOHYPO OCTaHOBHJICH, BBAOXHYJI’I‘leﬁoKO H me-
ya/abHO, KaK YMEIOT B3AbIX4Thb JIMIUb B3pOCJLIE 6bIKH, H,
npuuIénays ry66# ANAHHEYI0 OBUIRHKY, CTa/l XAaTh pelle-
HUSl CBOEH yuacTH. o )

Komapésy npuumaéch Npockakarh UEJbIH KDYyr, Npexie
yeM OH OOHAPYMuJ, UTO Bpar npusejen B MOKOPHOCTD. Tor-
R4 oH cM&10 npubafsuacs K TeJNEHKY, MOXJ0masn ero Ja-
AOWKOH 1o B3MOKileMy 60Ky, MOTJAJHA erd TBEPAbIH Kak
KAMeHb J106, I1a3a Noj XECTKUMH, B3JAPATHBAIOLIMMH pec-
HAUKaMU, MATKUH, pE3HHOBLIA HOC. . )

TendHOK Tepnés Bce HEKHOCTH NOGeAHTeN U TONBKO
B3bIXA. ' ]

— UYro, Gorimbes? — cnpocia Komapds, HO 5THM orpa-
HAuuJach eré MecTh, OH HOaxe HO0OABHA B YyTelleHHE H

noyuénue Tenduky. — S Tebf TOKe Gosiicd, a Tenépp He
Gotoce. — O XATpo mnpumypuacs: — A el He Gosbllas
co64uka. He-er! Tel MaseHbKas KOpOBKa. ]

— My-y! — neyaabHo OTO3BAJCH TEJI’éHOK, 3aBepsisi Ko-
MapGBa, uTO OH HHKOrA4 GéJblue He GYAeT NPUTBOPSTHCA
CTPONTUBBIM. .

— Jlo cBupanus, — ckasan Komapos.

OH cH6Ba BHIIeJ Ha JOPOry M BAPYr 3dMep, 4YyTb LIAT-
HYBIIMCh Ha34f, GYATO HACKOUMJ Ha Hgm’ummyxo npex:panyé
I cpasy néusasa, yré nopasuno KoMaposa: OH HEHAPOKOM
OKA34JCsl JMUOM K MOAHOXKHIO CKJAGHA, rAe B OeCKOHEUHOH
ray6i GeclyMHO ¥ IPO3HO MERUACS NPUGGH. . .

Senéublit KopuaAGp YAHUBE GCTPOH CTPenOH JIeTen B MOpe.
Caankoe lieMsilliee 4yBCTBO BHICOTH, MPOCTPAHCTBA M IMO-
néta npousiao Manbuuka. OH 3amaxain pyxémn, sanpeiras,
NMOTOM CTaJl BHIKPUKUBATh KaKHe-TO HEMOHSTHBIE, KaK B J€T-
CKO#l CUHTANKe, CJOBA, HAKOHEN 3amén Ges CJOB H MeJo-
JVH... i i .

U Bapyr nécus cménkna: Komapos, cioBHO GeccAnbHEL
BMECTHTb BCIO MOIIb BIeYaT/EHHI, MOBepPHYJCA H OBICTPO
3aKOBBLISAJ NPOYb... ]

Jlsryuka, nepeckounBslias emy gopdry, Bepuyna Koma-
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ran a lot faster than Komarov, and so on the second lap it
found itself just behind its pursuer. At that moment Komarov
was defenceless, but instead of using its advantage, the calf
lost courage altogether and refused to fight an opponent that
could pursue it from in front and behind simultaneously. It
stopped in despair, sighed deeply and sadly as only grown-up
bulls can sigh, and flipping up a long stalk of grass in its
lips, stood waiting for its fate to be decided.

Komarov had to gallop all round the circle before he dis-
covered that the enemy was subdued. Then he went boldly
up to the calf, slapped its sweating flank with his hands and
stroked its rock-like forehead, its eyes with their rough
quivering lashes, and its soft rubbery nose.

The calf put up with the affections of its conqueror and
merely sighed.

“So you're afraid, are you?” asked Komarov, but his re-
venge went no further than that and he even added for the
calf’s consolation and edification: “I was afraid of you too,
but I'm not now.” He grinned slyly. “But you’re not a big
dog. Oh, no! You're a little cow.”

“Moo!” the calf responded sadly, assuring Komarov that
he would never again pretend to be unmanageable.

“Bye-bye,” said Komarov.

He went out on to the road and suddenly stood stockstill,
as though he had run into some invisible obstacle. I realized
at once what had startled the boy: without any warning he
had found himself looking down the slope, at the foot of
which far, far below, the sea was breaking noiselessly and
menacingly. '

The green corridor of the street shot like a sharp arrow
into the sea and the boy was penetrated by a thrilling, ach-
ing sensation of height, of space, of flying. He flapped his
arms, jumped up and down and began to shout strange
incomprehensible words, like the rhymes used by children
in their games. Then he burst into a song without any
words....

And suddenly the song broke off. As though powerless to
express all the strength of his feelings, Komarov turned and
stumped quickly away....

A frog that jumped across his path brought him back to
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péBa K MAnOK 3eMuGi mpupbiHocTH. On moGexan sa as-
FYIKO# ¥ NOTHAN e y cAMoft 066uuHbl. Koraa Tenb Mans-
YHKa HaKpHIa JACYIUKY, OHA 3aMmepid, BEITHYB CIHHKY.
Komapés cxpaTiJl eé W, IOBEPHYB KBEPXY GPIOIKOM, THIKaJ
mAJbIEM B YOPYrylo MNAEHKY. BEpHO, OH HCKAN KOMOUeK
BApa M CTANbHOM PHIYAKGK, C MOMOLIBIO KOTGPOrO CKAUer
urpymeunas Jaarymka. Ho y 3Toit xuB6T Obl1 COBCEM TIAN-
kuit, 1 Komapés sagymancs. Ilandma cnonsna eMy HA HOC,
HO OH He 3aMeuyas 3Toro, MOMVIOWEHHBLIM HOBOH 3ardakou
mhsEn. OH UyTh CKUMAI M Pa3KUMAN nandHb ¥ Kak Oyi-
TO K ueMy-To mpHcaywuuBajcs. Jlarymka He ABHranach, eé
LJRHHBIE cyXHde HOXKHM TOPYANM M3 KyJNaKd MAnbuuka IBY-
Ms$i XBOPOCTHHKAMH, HO, BEpHO, Bcé xe erd pyké cooburasncs
Tpéner XA3HU MAJieHbKOTO Téna. )

— JKuBés! — s3acMmesinica OH U 3aTéM NPENJIOXKHJ] C JY-
K4BO BOCTOpIKeHHbIM Bhipaxénuem: — J[laBaii BomMTBCH,*
a? $I Te6s BEIMyLLY NOTOM... ) ~

Jlarymka He Bospaxaaa u ocTdnack B Kynaké Kowma-
péBa. . g

Tenépr Komap6s B3rvIsiioM OmEITHOrO cijejonsira 0Go-
3péa oxpécrtueiii mup. Ha BricOKOM necudnom cpése 061{%-
KHAANCh KOPHH ¢OCeH, TGHKME KODHeBBle BOJIOCKH LIeBesd-
JHCh HA BETPY, U3BUBAJMCH, MYCKAs CTPYHKM NECKE, H, KO-
néuno xe, KoMap6By norpé6oBasioch BHIICHHTD, XKHUBbIE OHU
AIH TOMBKO NMPUTBOPSIOTCH, HrPAIOT B OAYIIEBIEHHYIO, Ca-
MOCTOSITE/IbHYIO XM3Hb, BOT OH yXé& ImarHysn K necuiHomy
cpéay, HO eMy He cyxAeH$ GBUIO mpoBecTH 5TO moc/éaHee
HccaénoBanmue.

Co Bcex croplH, 3aMbIkdst GerJiend B KeN&3HBI KpYT,
aBdraiach 06sa4Ba.* BendMble BOCHHTATENbHHLEH, HIJIH eé
MJAfIIME TOMOLIHMIb!, HSHEUKH, CYAOMOHKH B G&abIX (ap-
TyKaxX, MelCecTPa C KPACHBIM KpPecTéM Ha PYKaBé M CTapHK
CcTOpPOX B BAJEHKAX. _ .

— Bor oH! — nocapimancs KpuK, H ¢ STUM KPHKOM KOH-
yusach cBo66na Komapona.

Komap6s He moHuMadn, yeré* wmymsdT BCe 3TH JIOAM, uerd
Tak KAano6mo npuuutiior. OH omyman cebs CHJIbHBIM H
GOraTeiM, OH XOTéJ, uTé6s BceM Oviio xopowd. M xoraa
BOCMUTATENbHHIIA NpHOMA3UWIAacCh K HeMy, OH UIHDPOKHM,
BEeJMKOAYIIHLIM NBUXKEHHEM TNpPOTAHYA e#f BCHO CBOW0
[06Huy: cTébenh KpanwBel, ABe 3eJEHBE MHIIKH M JKUBYIO
JISITYIIKY.
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the earth he was used to and loved. He ran aiter the frog

- and caught up with it at the edge of the road. When the boy’s

shadow fell upon it, the frog arched its back and froze into
immobility. Komarov seized it, turning its belly upwards.
He examined it, poking his finger into the springy membrane.
He must have been looking for the lump of wax and the steel
spring by which a toy frog jumps. But the frog’s belly was
quite smooth and Komarov became thoughtful. The sun-
hat slipped on to his nose but, absorbed in this new riddle
of life, he did not notice it. He softly clenched and unclenched
his hand, as though listening for something. The frog
did not move, its long spindly legs stuck out of the boy’s
fist like two twigs, but his hand must have felt the throb of
life in the little body.

“It’s alive!” He laughed and then suggested with an ex-
pression of cunning triumph: “Let’s stay together, eh? I'll
let you go afterwards....” :

] The frog made no objection and remained in Komarov's
st. '

Now Komarov surveyed the world around him with the
eye of an experienced explorer. From a high sandy crag dangled
the bare roots of pine-trees; the fine root fibres quivered -
and twisted in the breeze sprinkling streams of sand, and
of course Komarov had to go and see whether they, too,
were real or only pretending to be, playing at having a real
independent life. He took a step towards the crag, but he was
not destined to carry out this last investigation.

From all sides, locking the runaway in a ring of steel, the
searchers closed in. Led by the teacher, her junior assistants,
the nurses, the kitchen-maids in white aprons, the sister with
the red cross on her arm and an old watchman in felt boots
descended on Komarov.

“There he is|” someone shouted, and that shout put an
end to Komarov’s freedom.

Komarov did not understand why all these people were
making such a fuss, or what all their complaints and lamen-
tations were about. He felt himself strong and rich, he want-
ed everybody to feel fine. And when the teacher approached
him, he held out his hand and with a sweeping, magnanimous
gesture offered her all his trophies—the nettle stalk, the two
green pine-cones, and the live frog.
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KONSTANTIN PAUSTOVSKY

Konstantin  Paustovsky (1892-1968)
was born in Moscow. He spent his boy-
hood in the Ukraine; he went to school
in Kiev and then studied at Kiev Univer-
sity. His first short story appeared in a
Kiev magazine in 1911, During the Civil
War Paustovsky served in the Red Army.
Later he wandered over the country and
changed profession many times; he was
a tram-driver and conductor, worked in
various factories, was a fisherman on the
Sea of Azov, a teacher of Russian litera-
ture and a journalist. At one time he
worked in the Odessa newspaper Moryak

(Seaman), to which Katayev, 1If, Bag-

ritsky and Babel contributed. After he
had moved to Moscow, Paustovsky began
to publish his works on and off, but it
was not before his book Kara-Bugaz (Eng.
tr. The Black Gulf) came out in 1932 that
he fully embarked on a writer’s career. Pau-
stovsky travelled a lot all over the Soviet
Union. It was these journeys that enabled
him to write The Meshchersk Country,
Colchis, The Black Sea, The Fate of Charles
Lonceville, A  Northern Story and
A Tale of the Forests. Paustovsky also
wrote an autobiographical novel in several
parts: Distant Years, 1947; A Restless
Youth, 1955; The Beginning of an Un-
known Age, 1956; Time of Greaf Expecta-
tions, 1958; Book of Wanderings, 1963.

The Soviet people and their country
were Paustovsky’s favourite subjects and
he treated them. with profound” delicacy
of feeling, faith in human nature, and
lyricism. He also had a fondness for tales
about well-known writers and musicians.
Examples of these are A Dickens
Incident, The Basket of Pine Cones and
The Old Cook, given in this collection.




CAYYAHM C AUKKEHCOM
(H3 3anucndii krixcku)

XKénreie o6nakd Han Peopdeuein.* Omfi Kéxyres npés-
HUMH, cpeaHeBekOBhiMH. JKapd. Ilpu6dii rpeMAT mxecTsH-
KaMy. Ma/byHIIKH CHAST Ha CcT4poit akduuH H HaOMBAIOT
por cyx¥imu cadnkumu userdmu. anek$ nan MépeMm nonbi-
MaeTcs npo3pauHasi cTpys nbiMa — uaéT us Opéccsl Tenso-
x01. Mpaunblit prIGAK, NOANOSICAHHEIH OGDEIBKOM CATH, CBH-
CTHT M CNJEBLIBAET B BORY — eMY CKyuHO. PsnoM c priba-
KOM Ha Oepery CHMAAT MAJbYMK M uuTder KHUTy. «Jlaii,
nauaH,* norasgéth, yTo Takée 3a KHAras,* — Xpumio npo-
cUT pBEIGAK. ManbuMk pGGKO mpOTArMBaeT KHAry. PHGAK
HaunHaer yuTaTh. OH YUTACT NATH MUHYT, NECATH, OH COMYT
OT yBJeUEHHs M rOBOPHT: «BoT 310 3aBhnueno,* y6éit mens
6orl»* Manbunk xnét. PHOGAK uutder yxé noauaci. OG-
JIaK4 nepeMeHu/nuch Ha HEGe MeCTAMH, MAJIbUAILIKM YKé
00béNMM OfHY aKAUHMIO M NONE3NM Ha APYryio. PHGAK uu-
TdeT. Ménbuuk cMOTpHT Ha Herd ¢ TpeBéroit. ITpox6mut
yac. «[dsdna, — mENOTOM roBOPHT MANBUHK, — MHe HAJO
HOMOi». — «Jlo MAMBI?P»* — He rJfiAA Ha Herd, CHpALIH-
BaeT pHGAK. «Jlo MaMBI», — oTBeydeT MAJBUHK. «Ycnéeins
' 10 MAMBI», — CepIHTO TOBOPHT pHIGAK. MAJbuHK 3aMoJ-
kdeT. PHIGAK ¢ IMYMOM NepeACTbIBaeT CTPaHAUE!, rI0TAeT
caony.* ITpox6aut moaropa yacd. MANBYUHK HauMHAET THXO
nndkate. Temnoxén yxé noaxGmuT K népTy M rymAT He-
Opéxuo u BenuudBo. PHiGAK yurtder. MANBUMK madueT, yxé
He CKPBIBASICh,* CNE3bl TEKYT MO erd NPOMAIMMM IIEKAM.
Pri6ax nuueré ne mrmur. CTApHA npucTaHckuit cTEpOXK
KPUYHT emy: «[lérs, uveré TH Myyaewsb pe6Géukal Otaai
KHATY, UM&il KAmmo céBectTrn*». PHIGAK yIUBAEHHO CMOTDHT
Ha MAanbuuKa, 6pocier eMy KHHrY, NJI0T, TOBOpHT C cépn-
uem: «Ha, c66creennuk,* Gasédpuas mywma,* nogasdich Tolt*
KHUTrOf!» MANBYMK XBaTAeT KHATY M GexXUT, He OrMsiabl-
BasiCh, 110 pACKaJEHHOMY NMOPTEBOMY cmycKy. «UTo 310 6bla4
3a KHHra?» — cnpdmuBain g puibaka. «Ta* Jlrikkenc, —
FOBOPHT OH ¢ pocamoil. — Takéit npuaknmuuBELl * nuca-
TeJNb — KaK cMonal» :

A DICKENS INCIDENT
(From a Writer’s Note-Book)

Yellow clouds hang over Feodosiya. They seem ancient,
medieval. It is hot. The breakers clang like sheets of metal.
Small boys perched on an old acacia are stuffing into their
mouths its dry, sweet blossoms. Far away over the sea arises
a thin wisp of smoke, it’s the steamer coming from Odessa. A
gloomy fisherman with a piece of net for a belt whistles and
spits into the water, he is bored. Beside the fisherman on the
bank sits a boy reading a book. “Hey, youngster, let’s see
what kind of book that is,” asks the fisherman in a hoarse
voice. The boy timidly holds out the book. The fisherman
begins reading. He reads for five minutes, ten minutes, he
snuifles with excitement. “Struth, he’s sure piled it on!”
The boy waits. The fisherman has now been reading for half
an hour. The clouds have shifted in the sky, the boys have
stripped one acacia clean and climbed on another. The fisher-
man reads on. The boy looks anxiously at him. An hour goes
by. “Uncle,” the boy whispers, “I must go home.” “To your
mummy?” the fisherman asks without looking at him. “Yes,”
answers the boy. “There’s no hurry,” the fisherman says
angrily. The boy falls silent. The fisherman turns the pages
noisily, gulping with excitement. An hour and a half goes
by. The boy begins to weep softly. The steamer is .already
entering the port, it hoots nonchalantly and majestically.
The fisherman is reading. The boy is now crying without
trying to hide it, tears running down his trembling cheeks.
The fisherman sees nothing. The old pier watchman shouts
to him, “Petya, why are you tormenting the child? Give
the book back, have a heart!” The fisherman casts a look
of amazement at the boy, throws the book to him, spits,
and says with anger, “Here, take your property, you mercan-
tile-minded brat! Hope it chokes yeul” The boy grabs the
book and runs along the scorching harbour slope without
a look back. “What book was it?” I ask the fisherman. “Oh,
Plicken's,” he said, annoyed. “What a writer! Sticks to you,
ike tar!”




NMPHTOUYHAS TPABA

[IpéwpiM néTOM s . BO3BpaImagcs ¢ Boposérq 63epa K
ce6é B nepépHo. Jlopéra wia no npdceke B COCHOBOM Jiecy.
Bcé Bokpyr 3apocné maxyunmu ot JETHeH cyXxocTH TPABaMH.

Oc66enno MHOro KoJIOCUCTOH TPaBEl M 11BETOB pocad GKo-
Jo ctdpuix nHe#l. TpyxssiBble 3TH mHU paBBéJII/IBa:HI/ICb oT
JErKoro ToMykd Horé#. Torgd BanerTdna TEMHBIM oénaxpM
KOpHYyHeBasl, Kak pasMOJOTHIH Kéde, NBIb, W B OTKPEIB-
IIMXCA BHYTPH NHS 3anyTaHHBIX H TAHHCTBEHHBIX XOAAX,
NpOTOUEeHHBIX * KOPOéNaMu, HAYHHAIM CYETHTBCSA KPhLIATbIE
MYPaBbH, XKYXeNHUbl K NJIGCKHe YSpHBIE XKYKH B KDACHEIX
noréHax, moxéxue Ha BOEHHEIX MY3blKAHTOB. Hendpom 5Tux
KYKOB 3BANH «CONJATHKAMUY. L i

ITorém u3 HOPEI mon MHEM BHLAE3AN sacnanupifi — yép-
HBIA C 30/1I0TOM — LIMeNb W, TyAsA, KaK CaMOJT, B3JeTAd,
HOPOBsi WIENKHYTb C paaMaxy B J06 paspyufTess.

Kyuesbie o6nakd rpomospiauck B HéGe. OHH 6BlaM Ha

B3IJISIA Takie TYrHe, 4TO MGOXKHO OBLIO, OUeBHIHO, JEXKATH -

Ha HX OCJeNHTeJbHBIX GENBIX rPOMANAX H CMOTPETH OTTy,[La
Ha NPUBETIMBYIO 3éMJIO C €& JiecdMH, npéceKaMH, noJisiHa-
MH, LBeTyIleli pOXKblo, NOGJECKHBAHHEM THXOH BOAK M IIé-
CTPBIMH CTaIAMH. . .

Ha nonsne 6koso necudit onywku s yBhmen ChHHe uBe-
TEl. OHA XANMCH APYr K APYry. 34POCAH HX GBLIM MOXGkKHU
Ha MAaseHbKHe 03€pa C ryctoi ciHell Bopdil. ] )

Sl HapBan Goabwidit G6ykéT 3THX nBerdB. Korna s BCTpS-
XHBan erd, B LBETAX MOrPOMEIXHBAJIH CO3PEBILKE CEMEHA,

IiBersl GElIM He3HAKOMBlE, MOX6XKHMe Ha KONOKOABUHKH.
Ho y K0on0KGMbUMKOB YAIIeYKa BCETIA CKIOHSETCH K 3eMaé,
a Yy 3THX Heu3BECTHBIX LBETOB CYXHe YAIIEYKH CTOSIH,
BEITSIHYBIINCH BBEPX. )

Hopdra Beimsia u3 aéca B noas. Hepinumbie HKABOPOHKH
TOTYaC 3anénu Hax poxbI0. Breuatnénue 6510 Takde, 6yi-
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GOOD LUCK FLOWER

Last summer I was on my way home to the village from
Borovoye Lake. The road went through a clearing in a pine
wood. All around was overgrown with grass, fragrant with
the summer dryness.

Eared grass and flowers grew in particular abundance
near old stumps. The rotten stumps fell to pieces at the slight-
est kick. Then dark clouds of brown dust like finely ground
coffee rose in the air and in the intricate and mysterious pas-
sages made by bark beetles there began a bustling of winged
ants, horned beetles and black flat-backed beetles with red
shoulder straps like military bandsmen. No wonder these
beetles are called tin soldiers.

Then a sleepy, black and gold bumble-bee crawled out
of a hole under the stump and droning like an aeroplane,
ﬁe'wh’?p’ aiming to slap the intruder’s forehead with all its
might.

Cumulus clouds were piled in the sky. They looked so
taut that it seemed one could lie on their dazzling white
mass and gaze down on the smiling earth with its woods,

clearings, glades, flowering rye, sparkling, still waters and
motley herds.

In a glade near the edge of the wood I saw some blue flow-
ers. They clustered together in clumps which resembled tiny
lakes of deep blue water.

I plucked a large bouquet of these flowers. When I shook
it, the ripe seeds rattled faintly inside the flowers.

The flowers, unknown to me, resembled campanulas. But
the cups of campanulas are always bowed down towards the
ground, whereas these unknown flowers had brittle cups
which stood erect, stretching upwards.

The road emerged from the woods into the fields. Invis-
ible skylarks were at once heard singing high above the
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TO OHH nepeOpAchiBalK APYr APYrY CTEKAAHHYIO HATKY. OHE
TO POHSUIH €€, TO TYT JKe Ha JIeTy NOAXBATHIBAM, H JAPOXKA-
UM € 3BOH He 3aTHXAJ HM Ha MHHYTY.

Ha noneséit nopére Mue nonanuch HascTpéuy JBe jepe-
BéHcKHe nAéBymKU. OHA WIAH, JOMKHG GBITh, H3AJeEKA.
IlpiibHble TYGaH, CBSi3aHHBIE TeCEMKaMH, BHCEAH Y HHX
uépes maeud. OHA 0 uéM-TO GONTANH, CMesJHCh, HO, YBH-
HeB MeHd, TOTHUAaC -3aMOJIKJM, TOPOIJIABO MNOMPABMAM MO
N1aTGYKaMH CBETJIble BOJIOCH M CEPAHTO NMOMKAJH TYObL.

ITouemy-To Bcerna GniBaeT 06KAHO, KOrZd BOT TakHe 3a-
ropéJbie, ceporsiisele ¥ CMeIiBble AEBYLIKH, YBAAEB Te64,
CPasy e HamycK4ioT Ha cebsi cypoBocth.* UM ewé obhanee,
KOr[l4, pasMHHYBUINCb C HAMH, YC/IEIUMLIb 34 CUHOH caép-
XKAaHHBIA CMeX.

I yxé& Obl1 roTéB 0GHAETbCS, HO, NOPABHSABIIHCH CO
MHO#, JIEBYIIKH OCTaHOBHJIMCh, W G6e CpA3y YJBIGHYJIHCDH
MHe Tax 3aCTEHYMBO M JIETKG, 4TO A Adxe pacrepsacsa. Uto
MOXer OHITh Jyullle 5TOH HEOXHIAHHON NEBHUbeH YJFIGKH
Ha rayx6# moneBGi nopére, KOrnad B cHHel ray6uné raas
BAPYT NOABJSETCS BJAKHBIN JACKOBLIA 6J€CK U Thl CTOHMLIb,
YAMBAEHHBIH, 6yaTo mépes TOGGH CpAasy pacupénm BcéMM
CBOMMH CHAIOUIMMH IBETAMH, Becb B 6pbisrax u naxyues
npEéJiecTH, KyCT XKHUMOJOCTH UM GOAPHIIHHKA?

— Cnaci6o BaM, — cka3iau MHe NEBYIIKH.

— 3a uro?

— 3a TO, 9TO Bbl HaM [OBCTPEYAHCh C STHMH LBETAMH.

Hésymxn BApyr 6p6CcHanCh 6exATh, HO HAa 6ery HACKOJb-
KO pa3 OmIsAbIBaNHCh H, CMesich, JIACKOBO KPHYAAH MHe
OIHH H Te Xe CJIOBA:

— Crnac#i6o Bam! Cnacii6ol

S1 pewrdn, uro AERYIIKH pasBeceNWIMCh M INYTAT HALO
MHO#. Ho B 3ToM MAneHbKOM ciyyae Ha noJeBGit mopére
BCE Xe OBLIO uTG-TO TAaWHCTBEHHOE, YAMBHTENbHOE, yerd s
He MOTr NOHSTD.

Ha ok6aune nepésun MHe BCTpéTHaach TOponanBas umc-
TeHbKas crapymka. OHA rTauyina Ha BepéBke ABIMUATYIO
K03y. YBiieB MeHs, cTapyllka OCTAHOBHJAcCh, BCILIECHYJIA
PYKAMH, BEIyCTHJIA KO3 M 3anéja:

— Oit, Munékl* U po ueré x 310 uymécHO, YTO THI MHE
3cTpéruiicss Ha nytd. YK M He 3HAW, Kak MHe Te6s Gua-
rONapHTh.
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rye. The impression was as though they were throwing a
glass thread from one to another. One moment they dropped
it, then immediately caught it up in flight and its quivering
note did not break off for a moment.

On the road across the fields I saw two girls coming to-
wards me. They must have come from afar. Their dusty shoes,
tied together by the laces, hung over their shoulders. They
were chatting and laughing, but when they saw me they im-
mediately became silent, hurriedly put right their fair hair
under their scarves, and demurely shut their lips tight.

Somewhat it is always vexing when such sunburnt, grey-
eyed, merry girls as these put on a forbidding expression as
soon as they see you. And it is still more vexing when you
hear suppressed laughter behind your back after you have
passed them. .

I was indeed on the point of feeling offended when, coming
level with me, the girls stopped and both at once smiled at
me so shyly and pleasantly that I was even embarrassed.
What can be better than such an unexpected smile from a
girl on a lonely country road when a moist, soft glow appears
in the blue-depths of her eyes and you stand amazed as though
a bush of honeysuckle or hawthorn had suddenly opened
out in front of you its radiant blossoms, splashed with sun
and fragrant in their beautyl

“Thank you,” the girls said to me.

“What for?” ,

“For comming our way with those flowers.”

The girls suddenly broke into a run, but turned back sev-
eral times and laughing, kept repeating with feeling the
same words:

“Thank you! Thank you!”

I concluded that the girls had recovered their merriness

- and were making fun of me. And yet in that small incident

on a country road there was something mysterious and won-
derful that I could not understand.

On the outskirts of the village I met a neat little old wom-
an hurrying along. She was leading a smoke-grey goat by
a rope. When she saw me she stopped, threw up her hands,
let go of the goat and said in a singing voice:

- “Oh, my dear! How wonderful it is for me to come upon
you on my way. I really don’t know how to thank you.”
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— 3a urto ke MeHsi Gaaropapitb, 646ywKa*? — crpo-
CHJ . :

— Wb, npuTBOpEHHBIA*, — OTBETHNA CTapYyLIKAa H XHT-
pé nokauasaa ronoBo. — Yk GyATO THl M He 3HAellb!
Ckasatb 3Toro st Te6é He Mory, Hesb3st roBOpUThb. Thl UAH
CBOEH JOpOrol u He TOpPOmMACh, YTOGH TeGEé BCTPETHJOCL
no6o4abiie 01EH. :

Téabko B nepéBHe 3ardjka; HaKoHEL, pasbsacHiaack. Pac-
KpBl eé MHe npepcefiress cenabcoéra, MBidn Kipnosuu —
4esI0BEK CTPOruii M AenoBSi, HO WMEBLIHH CKAGHHOCTD K

KpaeBéJleHHI0 ¥ HCTOPHYECKHM H3BICKAHMAM, KaK OH BhIpa- -

XKaJjcs, «B Macwmitabax cBoerd pafiGHas.

— IJT0 Bbl HalJ¥ péaKuil UBeTOK, — CKa3aj OH MHe. —
HasniBdeTcs «nputéunas tpaBad». EcTb Takée moBéppe —
Ja BOT He 3HAI0, cTOMUT JauM erd pasobaaudTe? — GYATO
3TOT UBeTOK NPHHOCHUT AEBYIIKAM CYACTAUBYIO JI0GOBb, a
NOXKHABLIM JIOASM — CHOKOHHYIO crépocTb. M BOOGWE —
CUacThe.

HBan Kapnosuy 3acmesiacs.

— Bor u MHe BH mnonédjuch HaBCTPéUY C <«OPUTOUHOM
TpaB6ii». Iloxény#, 6yner u MHe yniua B MoEit pabdre.
Hano nymarts, moccéiinyio popéry us 66iaactu K ce6é Mbl
B 3ToM roay 3akOHuuM. M coGepém népsrit ypoxkail nmpdca.
Ho ceré Bpémenn * erd sjech He césiu.

On noMmosuan, yaeiGHY/ICH KaKAM-TO CBOMM MEICASM U
J06AaBH: o

— A za gésymex 1 pax. 9710 Xopluine AEBYLIKH, JyuLine
HAIIY OTOPOIHUIIHL.
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“Thank me? What for, grandmother?” I asked.

“Now don’t pretend!” the old woman replied, shaking her
head cunningly. “As if you didn’t know! It’s a thing I can’t
tell you, one must not speak of it. You go your way and don’t
hurry, so that more people can meet you.”

Only in the village was the riddle at last explained. It
was the chairman of the village Soviet, Ivan Karpovich, who
solved it for me. He was a strict and businesslike man, but
with a bent towards local lore and historical research “on a
district scale,” as he put it.

“That’s a rare flower you’'ve found, you see,” he said.
“It’s called the good luck flower. There is a belief, indeed
1 don’t know.whether I should disclose it, that this flower
brings girls luck in love and quiet old age to elderly people.
Happiness in general.” '

Ivan Karpovich laughed.

“And here you have come my way too with the good luck
flower. Very likely I shall have success in my work. I suppose
we’ll finish the road from the regional centre to our village
this year. And reap our first milleét harvest. Millet was never
sown here before.”

He was silent for a while, then he smiled at some thought
of his, and added:

“I'm glad for the girls, though. They're good girls, our
best vegetable gardeners.”
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WUHNOBHHUK

Hoéurio nag pekéit omyctisaca TyMaH. [lapox6x He mor
UATH AAAblIe: 3a TYMAHOM HE G6blio BHAHO HU OAKEHOB,
HY nepeBAaJIbHBIX OTHEH.

ITapoxén npurkHyacs ¢ kpyréMy 6épery m 3atix. Toéub-
KO paBHOMEDHO NMOCKPANBIBANH CXO[HH, mepeGpouIeHHbIe Ha
6éper. Tlo 3tuM cxOmHAM MaTpPOCH 3aBeqH YAJKY M 3aKpe-
DAY €& BOKPYTr CTApOH pakATHI

Mama * Kaximosa npocHyaachk cpend HOuu. Takds tuu-
HA cTOsiNa BOKPYT, 4TO GBIIO CJ/BIHO, KaK B HAJbHeH Kalo-
T€ BCXPANbIBAJ naccaxup.

Mama céna Ha KOilke. B OTKpEITOe OKHG Jiacs CBEXHI
BO3AYX, CJAJKOBATHIA ‘34max JHNOBBIX JHCTbEB.

KycTel, HesicHble OT TyMA&Ha, HaBMCAAM Hax nanyGoH.
Mame nokasasnoch, 6yATO MapoxOA HEMOHSATHbHIM G66pasom
OYYTHJICS Ha 3eMJé, B yaule KycTapHHKOB. [10T6M OHA ycaEl-
maJa JErkoe XKYypuyiHbe BOABI ¥ AOrafanach, 4yTo HapOXGA
OCTaHOBHJICA Y Gépera.

B kycrédx uté-To WENKHYJIO K 3aTHXM0. [loTéM wénkHy-
Jo ondAte. U onste 3arixsio. Byaro kré-to, méaknys, npu-
caymuBascsd, 1pé6oBas Ha 3BYK THUIHHY M OT3LIBUHBOCTD
HOun. Bckdpe ménkanbe mepewmnio B JJAHHBIN NepedB M
o60pBandch KOpOTKHM cBHcTOM. TOTUAac Ha CBHCT OTKJHK-
HYJHCh OECATKH NTHYbBHX roJocGB, ¥ BHE3ANHBIH COJIOBbH-
HBIH PacKAT NpOHECCH MO 34POCAM. A
- — Caplnmb, ErépoB? — cnpocén KTé-To HaBepxy,
JIO/IKHG OLITh Ha KamHTAHCKOM MOCTHKe.

— Taxkéro conosbiiHOoro 66st naxe Ha IlllekcHé HE Gbl-
JI0, — OTB&TH/ CHHU3Y XPHIJIOBATHI rdJoc.

Mama yani6nynach, BriTAHysna népen co60it pyku. Oun
Kasdjauch OueHb CMYIVIBIMH IPH CMYTHOM CBéTe HOYH —
TOJIbKO HOrTH Genésiu HA NAJbLAX.

— Oryer6 570 MHe IPyCTHO, HE NMOHHUMAK? — ClpocHaa
Bngnrénoca Méma. — JKny ueré-to? A uerd, u cami He
3HAI0.
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- from the bridge.

SWEET BRIAR

During the night a fog settled on the river. The steamer
could go no farther, neither buoys nor beacons could be seen
for the fog.

The boat snuggled close to the steep bank and came to a
standstill. Only the gangway creaked rhythmically as it was
let down on to the bank. The sailors hauled a mooring-rope

" along it and made. it fast to an old broom bush.

‘Masha Klimova woke in the middle of the night. It was
so quiet on the boat that she could hear a passenger snoring
in his cabin some distance away.

She sat up in her berth. Through the open window came
fresh air and the sweetish smell of lime leaves.

Bushes, blurred in the fog, hung over the deck. Masha had
the impression that the boat had somehow been deposited
on land and was standing in a grove of bushes. Then she heard
the lapping of water and realized that the boat had stopped
near thé bank.

A trill came from the bushes, and then silence. Then another
trill, and silence again. It was as if someone had struck a
note only to test the silence and responsiveness of the night.
Soon the trills merged into a roulade and broke off in a short
whistle. At once dozens of voices echoed the whistle and the
thicket rang with the sudden peals of nightingales.

“Hear that, Yegorov?” came a voice from above, probably

“There wasn’t such nightingales’ song even on the
Sheksna,” answered a husky voice from below.

Masha smiled and stretched out her hands in front of her.
They looked very dark in the dim night, only the fingernails
gleaming palely.

“I can’t understand why I am melancholy,” Masha whis-
pered to herself. “Am I waiting for something? What for?
I don’t know myself.”
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Oné BcnéMmHUNa GAGYLIKMHBI pasroBOpbl O TOM, YTO €CTb
Ha cBéTe HemoOHsiTHAs NEBHUbSI I'PYCTh U CKasaja:

— Taynocru! Kaxkds tam pméeuubsi rpyctb!* Ilpécto y
MeHsi HauuHAeTcss CBOS KM3Hb. I[loTOMY 4yTb-uyTb H
CTpPAIIHO. '

Mama okOHuu/a HeNABHO JIeCHOH MHCTHTYT M éxaja ceil-
yic us Jlenunrpana na Hiixuioro Béary — Ha pa6déty —
CaXXaTb KOJIXO3HLIE Jieca.

Mama xutpiaa, xkoHéuHo, népen coO6H, Koraad ayMasna,
4TO el TOMbKO 4yTh-uyThb cTpamHo. CrpamHo eif GELIO mO-
Hacrosmemy Ona npezcrasisina ce0é, Kak npuéJeT Ha Jec-
HOH y4aCTOK H HaYaJbHUK, — OGSA3ATEe/bHO NMBIIbHHIH, yrplo-
MBIil 4eNOBéK .B UEPHON KYPTKe C OTTSHYTHIMH KapMAHAMHU,
B 3aMémJIeHHBIX KOMbSIMH DJIHHBI Canmorax, — MocMOTPHT Ha
Heé, Ha cépelie eé rnazd («CoBcéM Kak OJIOBSHHbIE MJdII-
KU», — OyMaJsa 0 CBOWX raasdx Mawa), Ha kéchl H NoAy-
maetr: «[Ipenécro! He xBatdno Ham emé 3Tux Hésouek
¢ kochiukamu. He66cb * Bcé Gymer Temépb TBepAHTh PO
cBOd yué6Huku. A y Hac tyr He mo Hux! Kak xsarur*
CyXOBéf1 «acTpaxdHel», Tak TBOA Y4éOGHHKH, MHJad, Te6€
3jech He GueHb noméryw

3a panHny0 nopéry Mama npanuma K MBIC/IH 0 yrpio-
MOM Haua/JbHHKE B qepﬂou KypTKe M mnepectana ero
Bositeesa. Ho rpycrs Bcé ke 'He npoxojnna.

Maiua ue 3Hana, yto 5T0 BOBCE He IPYCThb, a TO YYBCTBO,
KakéMy Het ewlé, noxkAany#, T6YHOro Ha3BAHHA, — 3aMHpP4-
HHe cépaua népen HeM3BECTHBIM GYAYIIHM, Népex npocTdii
KpaCOT(’)‘i’I 3eMJIH. ¢ €€ peKaMH, TYMAHAMH, myééKuMH HO-
YAMU M IIYMOM npnépexmbtx BETEJ.

Cox He npuxomm Mama one.naCb BHIIIA Ha na.nyéy
Bcé 6rl0 B pocé — nepina, npoBosoYHAs pelléTKa BAOJb
66pTa u nueréHsle Kpéeaa.

Ha 64ke capmmajcss nmpurayméHHb pasrosop.

— $1 emy rosopio, — pacckasmiBan MoJoadi marpdc. —
«Men,* a nen, ocTéBb MHe NOKyphThb». OH gan MHe oxy-
pox. Sl saTsmyscs, CHpalMBaio: «Heré * Tbi TyT, Hef, He-
Jaempb HOUBIO, B JYraxr» — «3ap10 TOBOPHT, cTepery».
A cam cmeérea. «Moxer, 310 mocnénHAA 3apAd B MOEM Cy-
wecTBoBaHMU.* Te6é, roBopAT, 3TOro He MOHs;ATHL. Thl MapeHb
MOJIOLGHY.

Marpécst 3amonuanu. CHOBA B KycTax 3allénKals
COJIOBBH. :
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She recalled her grandmother’s words that there is such
a thing as a girl’s inéxplicable melancholy.

“Nonsense!” she thought. “A girl’s melancholy fiddle-
sticks! It’s jUSt that I'm beginning life on my own. And be-
cause of that I'm a wee bit afraid.”

Masha had just graduated from the Institute of Forestry

and was on her way irom Leningrad to the Lower Volga,

to work on afforestation for a collective farm.

Masha was, of course, deceiving herself when she thought
that she was only a wee bit afraid. She was well and truly
scared. She imagined her arrival at her sector: her chief would

‘undoubtedly be a grim-faced individual all covered with

dust wearing a black jacket with bulging pockets and boots
caked with clay. He would look at her, at her grey eyes (which
Masha herself thought were just like tin saucers) and at her
plaits, and would think: “Charming! A pigtailed girl is all
we needed! She’ll probably be always quoting her text-
books. We’ve no use for them here. When the dry Astrakhan
wind starts blowing, my dear, your text-books wen't help
you much.”

During her long trip Masha had got used to the idea of
the grim chief in the black jacket and ceased to be afraid of
him. But her melancholy was yet not wearing off.

She did not realize that it was not exactly melancholy,
but a feeling, perhaps, which has no definite name—a state
of suspense before an unknown future, before the simple
beauty of the earth, its rivers, dark nights and rusting river-
side willows.

Sleep would not come. Masha dressed and went on deck.
Everything was covered with dew-—the rail, the wire netting
along the side, and the wicker armchairs.

A muffled conversation could be heard on the foredeck.
“Eh, Grandad give me a draw, will you?’ I said to the old
man,” a young sallor was saylwg “He gave me the fag end. I
took a draw and asked him, ‘What are you doing here in the
meadows in the middle of the night, Grandad?’—‘Guarding
the dawn,’ he said and laughed. ‘Maybe it’s the last dawn
in my life. That’s something you can’t understand—you’re
too young!’”

The sailors fell silent. Again the nightingales started sing-
ing in the bushes.
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Mama o6sokotiaach Ha neprna. [Janeké Bo TbMe ApPYX-
HO 3aroJIOCHJH MeTyXH, — TaM, 3a TYM4HOM, OblId, oye-
BAIHO, JepEBHS.

«Kak#e xe 370 metyxa? HepBbIe HaH B'ropbre'»’ >

‘Méma nogymana, 4To He 3HAeT, KOrAd moiT népshle, a
Koraa BTOpre Hecsitku pa3 uutdna o6 STOM B KHArax,
a He 3HAeT.

ITocoBéroBana Maue noéxatsb napoxéﬂom 6é6ymxa BJIO-
B4 peuH6ro KanutaHa. Mama G6ulaé paua YTO MOC/yIianach
eé. [Tapox6x wén cHaudna no 4€pHo- cineit Hesé, notém ne-

pecéx Jldgory. Méwa Brepsrie yminena eé cépyio BOAY

W KdMeHHble Masfki Ha HASMEHHBIX MEicaX. Ysunena Gyp-
J'IPIBle Csupb, mi03si Ha MapufiHCKOM KaHaje, Oeperd,
sapocuie XBOWIOM, HEH3MEHHBIX MaJbudlleK Ha MpH-
CTaHsX, COCPeAOTOUEHHO YAMBLINX YKIEEK KPHBLIMH YAOU-
KaMH.

[TonyTuuku MeHsIHCh, HO BCe OHH Ka3dauch Maiue uHTe-
pécubiMu. B Benoaepcxe ceq Ha napoxon MOJIOAOH emmé
JETYUK C CefbiMH BUCKAMH. OH OTABIXAJ, DOJKHO GBITh, B
Benosépcke, y MaTepu — XyNEeHbKOH CTapyllKM B CEpPOM
citueBoM naarbe. OHA TUXOHBPKO NJIAKaJa Ha INPHCTaHH,
npoBOXKAs CHIHA, a JETYHK TOBOPHJ eff ¢ Najay6hi:

— Thl He 3a6yAp, Mama: g Ty peIfy, 4TO *: HAROBHJ, MO-
Bécusi B nérpebe, 3a Jécenxkod. Tol oaHOrG OKyHs Aakt
Bacebke.

— He 3ab6yay, l'Iama, HUKAK He 3a6yny, — KuBaja cra-
pylIKa, BBITHPAsl TIJa34 CBEPHYTHIM B KOMOYEK MJaTKOM.

JIéTuuk yani6ascs, my'rﬁ.n, HO CMOTpP&N Ha CTapylKy He
otpuiBésich. Illexd y Herd npomana

ITotém na mapoxdén cénu axkrépbl. OHA MHOrO ImyMméns,
OCTpiJH, TOTYAaC Mepe3HaKOMHJHCh CO BCEMM naccaxkupa-
Mu. B canéue Temépb mouTH He 3aTHXAJO OTCHIpEéBIIEE OT
PEUHBIX TYMAHOB MHAHKHO.

Oniin moxuAGH aKTEp, OCTPOJIALBIA, OHICTPHIH, nea yaiue
Lpyrix. Mama c ynusiaéHmeM caywaja eré nécEd — 10
TeX Nop oHA HH OAHOK TakGi nécHu He 3HANA. OcdbGenHo
ydcTo akTép mes NOJbCKYIO NMECEHKY O BJ0G/EHHOM BOpe.
Emy He ynandch ykpacTe s JIOOHMOH [EBYLIKH 3Be3ny
¢ HOuH6ro HéGa, U néBymKa eré 3a 310 nporHaJlé

Kéxnpiit pas, Koraa akTép OKAHUMBAJ 5Ty NECHIO, OH
rpOMKO 3axaénblBas KPEILUKY MHAHHHO M TOBOPHJI:
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Masha leaned on the rail. Far away in the mist, cocks
crowed in chorus. There must have been a v1llage there,
beyond the fog.

“Was that the first cock—or the second?...”

Masha reflected that she did not know when the first cock
crows and when the second. Dozens of times she had read
about it in books and still did not know.

It was her grandmother, a river pilot’s widow, who had

advised Masha to go by boat. Masha was glad she had obeyed
her. The boat had first sailed up the blue-black Neva, then
crossed Ladoga Lake. For the first time Masha had seen its
grey waters and the stone lighthouses on its low-lying capes.
She saw the turbulent Svir, the sluices on the Mariinsky
Canal, the banks overgrown with horsetail and the invariable
boys on the piers absorbed in fishing bleak with their crooked
fishing rods.
- The passengers kept changing, but Masha found them all
interesting. At Belozyorsk an airman, still young but with
grey temples, boarded the ship. Probably he had been spend-
ing his holidays in Belozyorsk with his mother, a thin old
woman in a grey cotton dress. She was weeping soitly on the
pier and he was speaking to her from the deck:

“Don’t forget the fish I caught, Mother. 1 hung them up
in -the cellar, behind the stairs. Give one of the perch to
Vaska.”

“] won’t forget Pasha, of course I won ’t,” the old woman
not()id.leid, wiping her eyes with a handkerchief rolled up in
a ball.

The airman smiled and joked, but never took his eyes off
her. His cheeks were twitching.

Then some actors came on board. They were a boisterous
lot, cracked jokes, and immediately made acquaintance with
all the passengers. In the saloon the piano, out of tune from
the river fogs, was hardly -ever silent.

One elderly actor, a sharp-featured, brisk man, sang more
often than the others, and Masha listened wonderingly to
his songs. She had not heard a single song like those before.
A song he sang particularly often was a Polish one about a
thief in love. He did not succeed in stealing a star from the
sky for his sweetheart, and because of that the girl jilted him.

At the end of this song the actor would bang down the
piano lid and say:
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— Mopanb ceit nécesku scua. Byapre cHHCXOaRTeND-
Hbl K Jio6sium. He Bospaxkaiite! PasroBp okéHueH.

On nonpaBJasin uépHBIA riacTyk GAHTHKOM, caujcst 3a
CTOMUK M 3aKA3bIBas ceGé nHBO U BOGJY.

B UYepenoBué na napoxdéme mnosiBHIOCH HECKOJBKO CTY-
HOEHTOB apXUTeKTYpHOro uHcTuryTa. OHH BO3BpalIAJNCh B
Mocksy u3 Kupuano-Benosépckoro Momacthipd. B mona-
CTb’IQb OHYM €31u/MM Ha NMPAKTUKY — paénath o6MEpH U 3a-
PHUCOBKH CTapHUHHBEIX HOCTpPGEK.

Bcro nopdry crynéuthl cnépuau o KAMeHHOH pe3b6é, cBO-
nax, Annpée Py6nése* u 0 BBICOTHHIX AOM&X B MoOcKBé.
Mawa, caymas ux, TOIbKO KpacHéNa 3a CBOE HEBEXKeCTBO.

Koraa na napoxéne nosiBAIMCH CTYAEHTHI, NOXHUAGH akTEp
KAK-TO TMPHTHX, NepecTAs neTh NECeHKY O BOpe u BCE BpPéMs
cunén Ha nany6e, uuran CraHucaABCKOro * «Mosi Ku3HDL
B HcKyccTBe». UuTés, on HafseBAn oukid. Ot 3roro erd suud
nénanoce n66pbiM U crdphiM. M Mdawe crtidno sicHo, uyTo
BCe HamMbIllEHHble AKTEPCKMe THPANHI — 3acTapénas npH-
BBIUKA M YTO Ye/IOBEK 3TOT rOPA3f0 Jyulne, yeM XGueT Ka-
3ATBCA. .

Ceitudc Bce maccaHpHl CHANH — M JNETYUK, H akTép, u
CTYLlé’HTbI. Onma Méma crosina Ha nanyGe # caymana 3By-
KH HOYH, CTapasich UX pa3ragirh.

Hanéxkuit ryn BosHAK B HéGe m MEAIeHHO 3aTHX. JLO/MKHG
ObiTb, BhILIE TyM4HAa npoOmEN HOYHGH camonér. Yamapuaa
non Géperom pri6a, a MOTOM rié-TO B OTAANEHHM 3amé.d
nacryurnit poxox. OH nmen Tak jnanekd, 4To cHauasa Mama
He’MOFJIé MOHSATb, YTO 3TO 3a INPOTHKHBIE M NPUATHBIE
3BYKH.

K16-10 uipknyn cniuko# 3a cnunél y Mamm. Oué oras-
Hysaacb. Ilosanst crosin JéTumk ¥ 3akypuBan mamupdcy.
[opsimyio cnAuky on 6p6eun B BOmy. OHA MEIMEHHO mA-
ana CKBO3b TyMaH. Bokpyr cmiueyHoro mnsidmenu o6paso-
Basca PANYXKHBIH nap.

— CoJI0BBY cnaTh He JAOT, — cKasaa JéTunk, 1 Méaua,
He BHJfA, Joraganach, 4TO OH YJbI6AeTCH B TEMHOTE. —
Ilpsimo kax B néche: «CoMOBBH, COJIOBBH, He TpeBGKbTE
COJIAT, ~— MYCTh COJIAATH HEMHOTO MOCHAT...»*

— $1 nukorad emg He cabixdna TakHX COMOBBEB, — CKa-
34na Mama. '
— Tloéanute no Cosérckomy Coosy — He To emé y3ui-
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“The moral of this song is clear: be kind to lovers. Don’t
object! The question’s settled!”

Then he would straighten out his black bow tie and order
beer and dried fish. '

At Cherepovets several students from the Institute of
Architecture came on board. They were returning to Moscow
from the Kirillo-Belozyorsk Monastery. They had been to
the monastery for practice, to take the measurements and
make sketches of the old buildings.

All the way the students argued about stone carvings,
arches, Andrei Rublyov and the many-storeyed buildings in
Moscow. Masha, listening, blushed at her ignorance.

When the students appeared on board, the elderly actor
somehow quietened down, stopped singing his song about the
thief, and spent all his time sitting on deck reading Stanis-
lavsky’s “My Life in Art.” When he read he would put on
spectacles, which made his face look kind and old. It became
clear to Masha that all those pompous theatrical tirades were

- just an old habit, and that he was a far better man than he

wished to appear.

Now all the passengers were asleep—the airman, the actor
and the students. Masha stood alone on deck and listened
to the sounds of the night, trying to guess their cause.

A distant drone was heard in the sky and then slowly faded
away. Probably an aeroplane was passing high above the fog.
Somewhere near the bank a fish splashed, and then came the
sound of a shepherd’s pipe. It was so distant that at first
Masha was puzzled by the lingering, pleasant notes.

Someone behind Masha’s back struck a match. She looked
round. Behind her stood the young airman, lighting a ciga-
rette. He dropped the burning match overboard, and it fell
slowly through the fog, with a halo of rainbow-coloured
vapour around the flame.

“These nightingales won’t let one sleep,” the airman said,
and Masha, though she could not see him, guessed that he was
smiling in the darkness. “Just like in the song: ‘Nightingale,
nightingale, do not trouble the lads; let the soldiers have
some little rest!™

“I never heard such nightingales before,” said Masha.

“Take a trip through the Soviet Union, and you’ll get
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ere, — OTBETH Jétunk. — Takéa crpaHid u Bo cue He
BCerfa NpPHCHHTCH. '

— S'I:O NOTOMY, 4TO BHl JleTaere, — 3aMéruna Mawa, —
M 3eMJsl BCE BpeMSl MeHsieTCs Y Bac MOJ KPBIIGM.

— He Aymaio, -— OTBETU/ JNETYHK H HAauGAro 3amod-
a0, — pBeTaeT, — CKa3aJl OH HaKOHEN. — 3acHHENO yxké
Ha BocTOKe... Bbl kynd énere?

- B Kawmgriutun,

— EcTb Takéi ropoadk 5 4 jabl,

. Ha Béare. )Kapa, ap6ysml, no-
MHAGDHL... P, aptysel

— A B Kyn4?

— S nédsabe.

JIéruux 06{10K0T1&.nc’ﬂ O mepiJa ¥ CMOTPE., Kak pasro-
paercs paccpér. Ilacrywmit poxGk nen yxé Garixe. [onya
Bérep. Tyman 3auweseniiics. Eré nonecnd kidubsmu man
PeKoit. C:ram: BHUJHBI MOKpBI€ KYCTHI H CPeff HHX CIJIeTéH-
HbIM u3 uBbl Wwandw. Oxosno manami Kyphscs ouar..
Hélg’lama TOXe cMOTpéia Ha pacceér. Ha sonotéiomen kparo

a ropena, Kak Kanas cepéGpsiHOH - BOAH 6
; noca
3Be3na. - Peop i i

«C CErOAHfLIHErO NHA, — moAayMmana Méma, — 6yay
HHTh COBCEM MO-LPYréMy. Péubuie s uuueré me sameyana
KaK caenyer. ’A Tenépb GyAy BCE 3aMeydTh, 3aIOMHHATE U
v 6epe_qb y ceb6si Ha cépaues.

JI&Tunk orasmyacst Ha Mamy.

—_ 3a1’1yma.r1ac&: AéByliKa, — NPo6OPMOTAJ OH, OTBEpPHY.JI-
Csl, HO TOTYAC ONSATh NMOCMOTPEJ Ha Heé.

Ox BCNOMHHUJI C/I0BA M3 JaBHG NPOYHTAHHOrO DOMAHa,
ITO HET HHYEro Jyuule Ha CBETE, ueM IJIa3d neTéit u JéBy-

LIeK N0 yTPpdM, — B HHUX eIUE TeMHEET HOUb, HO BMECTe C
TeM YXé CBEPKAeT yTPeHHHIl CBer.
«Ioxanyi, 510 He Tak yx u TIYNO CKA3aHO», — MOMy-

MaJd JETYUK.

— Hq cnuTte? — Béces1o OKIMKHYN oH Mamy. — Uépes
4ac oranuBaeM. Méxere coiiTH Ha Géper, NPOryJsiThCS.

— gI, noxanyi, ngﬁﬂ)’/, — CKasana Mawa nérumky.
Hapsy, kcraty, userds.
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to know a lot more,” he replied. “A land such as one does not
even dream of.”

“You feel like that because you’'re an airman,” remarked
Masha, “and the land under your wings is constantly chang-
ing.”

“] don’t think so,” answered the airman and was silent
for a long time. “Day is breaking,” he said finally. “The
horizon’s already blue in the east. Where are you bound
for?”

“Kamyshin.”

“Yes, there is a town of that name on the Volga. Heat,
water-melons, tomatoes....”

“And where are you going?”

“]'m going farther.”

The airman leaned on the rail and watched the dawn flare
up. The shepherd’s piping now sounded nearer. A wind rose,
blowing the mist before it and carrying it in wisps over the
river. Now wet bushes and a hut made of willow branches
were visible on the bank. Near the hut a fire was smoking.

Masha also watched the sunrise. The last star glittered
like a drop of quicksilver on the gold-tinted edge of the
sky. : .
“From today on,” she thought, I shall live quite difler-
ently. Until now I never really observed anything properly.
Now I'll notice everything, remember and treasure every-
thing in my heart.” ~

The airman glanced at Masha.

“The girl’s lost in thought,” he murmured, and turned
away, but immediately looked at her again.

He remembered a passage from a novel read a long time
before: There is nothing finer in the world than the eyes of
children and girls in the morning, still dark like the night,
yet shining with the dawn.

“Not badly expressed, that,” he thought.

The steamer’s weather-beaten mate in tarpaulin coat ran
down from the bridge.

“Not sleeping?” he called cheerfully to Masha. “It’s an
hour before we cast off, you could go and stretch your legs on

the bank.”
«I think I will,” Masha said to the airman. “I’ll pick

some flowers.”
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— Hy uto x, — cornacincs néruuk, — nofinémre.

On# cowéi mo waTkoi cxéame Ha 6éper. U3 wanawsj
Bble3 CTapuK, JOJKHG ObITB, TOT CAMBIH, YTO CTOPOXKHI
HOYbIO 3apio. TéTuac Hax TYMAHOM B3OWLIG cOJHLe.

Tpaswr crosiiu Bokpyr TEMHO-3€18HbIe, KaK IyXde, ray-
66kue BOmb. OT HEX ewé TsHYMO péakum x46/a040M HOuWU.

— UeM THl TyT 3aHMMAelubcs, men? — CIPOCHT CTapHKA
JNETYHK,

-— Kopadiumuk s, — orsérua CTapUK H BHHOBATO YJbIG-
nysncs. — TIlaery nomanéubky. Bentepsi, kopafuel mon
KONIXO3HYIO KapTOWIKY,* KOMENKH... A BB 4TO Ke? Jlyramu
HHTEepecyerech?

— Jla BOT XOTHM norsisiéth.

— Bo * kakiie GEicTpbie! — 3acmesiics cTapuk. — §I Tyt
CEMbJieCAT roadB * OGHTAI, B 5TOM Jyry, Aa 4 To Bcerd
He mocnéa pasrasgérte. CTynafiTe BOH 1o 3Toil Tponé 1o
ocokops. [lane* e xopmdre. [4ae TPaB4 BEIIIE TOJOBBl —
pocéit Bac 3anbét, 3a Bech AeHb He o6cymuteck. TaM pocy
MGXKHO B ropsiaui * co6HPATh U MUTh.

— A o1 €€ nuA? — copochs aérunk.

— Kak ne nua? 1lené6uas seip.

Mama c nétyukoM MEAJeHHO mOWLIE mO Tponé. Mauia
Npouid HECKOMBKO 11aréB H0 TOrd MécTa, rae TPona oru-
64n1a BEICOXUIMH OCOKOPDb, H OCTAHOBHMAC.

Ilo croposdM TtponEr BbicOKuMH u KPYTBIMH CTeHAMHU
CTOSMT MUNOBHUK M UBEA TAKAM AJBIM U BJIAXKHBIM OTHEM,
YTO AdXe DAHHMHA CONHeYHBIH CBeT, MANABIIHE Ha JIHCTBY,
PsAfOM ¢ UBeTAMH IMNGBHUKA Kasascs XONOOHBIM U 6aéf-
HbIM. Kasasock, 4to uBersi munéBHUKa HaBcerga orgeag-
JIICb OT KOJIIOUHX BETOK M BHCAT B BO3AyXe, KaK sipkoe
MaJeHbKoe mndMsA. B 3dpocasx wmunGsHEKA 03a60ueHH0
IYR&NH UIMesd, YépHble ¢ 30/I0TEIMH NMOJGCKAMU Ha CIIHHE,

— T'edprueBckue KaBasépr,* — 3aMETHI JBTUHK,

HeficTBATeNbHO, MMeNHE GELIH NOXGXKH Ha KOpOTeHbKHe
JEHTB OT TeGPrHeBCKUX MendJedr. U Bend oug cebsi Gec-
CTPAINHO, KaK cTépule GOHLEI, He o6paildss BHUMAHMA Ha
MONEH u naxe cepisich Ha HHUX. '

Kée-rné sdpocnn mmnésuuxa NPepLIBANINCH, M B NPOr4Jd-
HaxX IBEN CTPOHHBIMH CBEYAMH CHHMH, MOYTH 1o YePHOTHI,
WNOPHUK. 3a HUM B HECJBIXaHHON TYCTOTEé B3JBIMANOCS,
Nepe/inBasACh CONHEYHOR psiGblo, pa3HoTpéaBbe; KpacHas wu
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“Well then,” the airman agreed, “let’s go.”

Tgleif went down the shaking gangway to the bank. An o!c}
man came out of the hut, probably that same one who was
guarding the dawn. The sun rose over the fog. 1

The grass all around was deep green, like still, deep
waters. From it came the penetrating cold of night.

“What do you do here, Grandad?” the airman asked the
OIQ‘Irflr?lné basket-maker,” the old man answered and smiled
rather shamefacedly, “I do a bit of weaving now and then.
Fishpots, baskets for the coll_ectlve farm, ”bags, and so omn.
What about you? Interested in meadows?

“Yes, we want to have a look.” . ‘

“How quick you are!” the old man laughed. “I have lived
here for seventy years, in this very meadow, and even so [
haven’t managed to see all there is. Go along that path up
to the black poplar. No farther. Farther on the grass grows
higher than your head. You’d get drenched with dew, you
wouldn’t get dry in a day. There you can gather dew in a
pitcher and drink it.” ‘

“Have you drunk it?” asked the airman. - )

“Of course I have! It’s as good as medicine.

Masha and the airman went slowly up the path. Masha
walked the few steps to where the path curved round a dead

and stopped. o
pog)lrallre’i’cher sidg %f the path sweetbriar bushes grew in high
steep walls, blooming such a fiery, humid crimson that even
the early sunlight on the leaves round about them seemed cold
and pale. The briar blossoms seemed to have detached them-
selves for ever from the prickly branches, to be hangmg in
the air like small bright flames. Black jbumble~bees, striped
with gold, buzzed anxiously in the thickets.

“Knights of St. George,” remarked the airman.

Irlliirelze% the bumble-beges bore a resemblance to the short
ribbon of the St. George Medal. And they, too, behaved fear-
lessly, like old warriors, heedless of people, even angry with
th?{n;}e and there were gaps between the briar bqshes, and in.
the glades bloomed blue, almost black! candle-like l_arkspyr.
Beyond this, in unprecedented profusion, the sunlight rip-
pling over them, grew a variety of flowers: red and white
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G6énas ’Kémxa, NOAMAPEHHUK, Ge/OCHEXHBIN NONGBHUK, MM-

Kas Ma/JbBa C NPO3PAYHBIMH HA CBETY DPG3OBLIMH Jlelect-

KaMH H COTHH JIPYTHX LBETOB, YbH HA3BAHHMS HH Mama, Hu

NETYUK He 3HAJU. L

» I'Iepenené’c TPECKOM BHIPHIBANINCh H3-NOX HOT. YKPEIB-

IIHCh B CBIDOM KODSKHHKE, CKPHNEJ, HAacMexdsick Haj BCé-

MH, Jeprau. }Ka’BOPOHKH, Tpeneuld, nOALIMAMNCE BBBICH, HO
SBOH HX NOYeMy-TO He COBNajds c TeM MECTOM, rje OHA
BHJTUCh B Hé6e, — OH, Ka3aJoch, JOHOCHJACH C pekd. Tam,
NPOKALLISABIINCh, 3aryaén napoxdl, 3asbisis Mamy u Jaér-

uy¥kKa o6parHo. ' .

— Uro xke 310 Takde?* — ropopiaa pacrépsinHo Méauwma,
rasas Ha usetsl. — Uro xe 310 Takde?. '

Ona ’Topon.npisp pBani 0GEMMH PYKAMH OXANKH LBETOB.
H?poxou Nporyaen BTOPOH pas, yxé TpéGoBaTenbHO U cep-
JHTO. ' ’

— Hy 4to xe 510 Takée? — c mocimoit ckasina Méina,
NOBEPHYNACh K TOMY MECTY, rie Haj 34POCASAMH CTPYHJCS
ABIM M3 NapoXOAHOH TPYGH, u KpHKHyna: — Celiuac!
Hpém!

Onsi 6ricTpo nowsit x napoxéay. Iaatbe na Mame npo-
MOKJIO H XJlecTa/10 e€ no HordM. Kécel, ynékeHHble Ha 3a-
THIJIKE Y3JIOM, paCIVIeNHCh ¥ Ynaa. JI&tuuk mén cadmu. Ha
XONy OH yCmes Cpeé3aTtb HOKOM HECKOJIBKO UBETYIIHX BETOK
munésHuKa.

Ma'rpécm,’noxmnésmuecn HX, YTOOBl CHATb CXOAHH, ME&JIb-
KOM B3r/ISIHYJIH Ha OXANKHU 1BeTOB, CKA34H:

— Bor 370 nal* Bce siyra o6oppaan. Hy, nasai, Cemén
pasom! ’ ’

I'Ioméumng KanuTaHa cKasas ¢ MOCTHKA:

— B candu nechire usersi. das Bcex naccaxuipos!l.. —
141 KPHKHYN B pynop: — Bnepén cambiii Manbiiil

’Tﬁ)KeJlO' NOBePHYJIHCD KOJéca, naiusl Benéuuau BOLY, U
6epe§‘ OTIIBLI, IYMsi KYCTAPHHKOM.

’Mame CTaJI0 XKaJib PAacCTaBaThea ¢ 5TUM GéperoM, ¢ Jy-
FaMH, € lanamoM 1 REA0M-KOP3HHIUHKOM. Bcé K4K-To cpa-
8y CTano el 3xechb POAHEIM, 6YNTO OHA TYT BEIpOCJaA, a 3TOT
Jpen Gbla €€ NMeCTYHOM * U HaCTABHHKOM.

<<leHBIrI”l‘eJ1bHO, — noaymana Mdma, nogbiMasch no Tpa-
Ty B Ca/oOH, — a4 Belb He 3HAI0 AAXe, rie, B KakGi G6.a-
CTH, B KakOM paiidHe, 0Koa0 Kak6ro répoaa Mhel celiuacy.
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clover, catchweed, snow-white common chrysanthemums,
wild mallow with its translucent pink petals, and hundreds
of other flowers whose names neither Masha nor the airman

knew.
A quail rose noisily from under their feet. Hidden in a

'damp hollow tree-stump a landrail screeched mockingly.

Larks, quivering, soared into the air, but their song, for some
reason, seemed to come not from where they hovered in the
sky, but from the river. From the river, too, came the boat’s

-spluttering horn calling Masha and the airman back.

“What a pity!” said Masha uncertainly, looking at the
flowers. “What a pity!...”

She hastily plucked whole armfuls of flowers. The boat
hooted again, this time peremptorily, vexedly.

“Oh dear!” said Masha regretfully. Turning to where smoke
from the ship’s funnel curled over the thickets, she shouted:

“At once! Coming!”

They hurried to the boat. Masha’s dress had got wet and
was flapping against her legs. Her plaits, which had been
coiled in a knot at the back of her head, had come undone and
slipped down. The airman walked behind her. As he went he
managed to cut several blossoming branches of sweetbriar.

The sailors waiting for them to pull in the gangway glanced
swiftly at the armiuls of flowers and said:

“There’s a bouquet for you, you must have stripped the
meadow clean. Come on, Semyon, together!”

“Take the flowers into the saloon, for all the passengers!”
called the first mate from the bridge. Then he shouted into
the megaphone: “Slow ahead!”

The wheels turned heavily, the paddles churned up the
water and the bank receded in the rustling of its bushes.

Masha felt sorry to leave the bank, the meadow, the hut
‘and the old basket-maker. Everything had somehow become
suddenly homely to her, as if she had grown up there and the
old man had been her nurse and tutor. '

“It’s amazing,” thought Masha as she went up the com-
panionway to the saloon. “I don’t even know where we
are now, in what district or region, or what town we are
near.” '
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{3 caii6He GBLIO YHCTO M X6a0onHO. CéuHue elw€ He mpo-
rpéno noqupésaﬂume JepessiHHble CTEHBI, CTOHKY H OpéXo-
BOE MHaHKHO. :

"Méma Hauya/Jd pa3OHUpATH M paccTaB/siTh LBETH B BA3aX.
JI€Tynk npuHHéc ¢ HUXKHeH nanyGel B Benpé cBéxell -BOAEL

— ¥ Moéit matyumku B Desnosépcke, — ckasan JETUHK,

noMorasi Médute paccraBasiTh UBeTH, — ManeHbkuit caja. Ho
usetds rpyapl. Oc66eHHo GapxaTues.

— Bwl xopomé ormoxuysu B Besnosépcke? — cnpochna
Miinua. :

— Huueré. Uutdn, NpuHBOAWN B NOPSAOK CBOK MKH3HB.
A 66nbiie TaM u AénaTth Héuero, B Besnosépcke.
— Kaxk 310 «B nopsinok»? — ynusrnace Méama.

—’Bcé 3anucaj, uro BHges, Aénan u pymad. ITotédm pa-
300paJics, NPABUABHO M 5 XKHJ, B 4é€M owubascs, ¥ NOA-
CYMUTAJ, ueM MeHsi XHU3Hb Ofaphia 3a nocnéiHee BPEMS.

— Hy u xak?
- — Ilosami Bcé Tenépp sicHo. Méxuo co cpéxeil rosoBOH
MUTb Janblie,

- Bot a1 u He 3HAna, uro TaK GbiBAeT, — NpoMGaBHIA
Mama u BHHUMATeJNbHO NOCMOTPéna Ha JETUHKA.

— A BHI nonpoGyiite, — NOCOBETOBAJ, YJABIGHYBUINCD, HET-

ypk. — CAaMH yHuBHTeCh, Kakasi y Bac Oxéxercs Hanoé.x-
HeHHas XH3Hb.
— DBpaBo! — cka3an 3a cnuu6i Mamu 3nakéMbli réJaoc.

Mama o6epHynacs.

B nmBepsix crosin aktép ¢ MOXHATHIM MOJIOTEéHNEM Ha nJje-
4é. Ha HéM GBlIA CHHSS MIXKAMA C KOPAYHEBHIMM OTBOPG-
TaM¥ Ha PYKaBax.

— bpaso! — mnosrophn oH. — Jlwo6a yTpeHHHe pas-
roe6pbl. [To yrpdm HAWM MEICAM OLIBAIOT TakKHe XKe UHCThIE
KaK TOJbKO YTO BEIMBITBIE PYKH.

— DBpb6cbre BRIl — HENOBOMBHO CKa3asa JNETYHK,

:—.Ila, Bcé 510 raynoctul — cornaciscs aktép. — He
PHEB’aﬁTECb. $1 HeBOJIBHO TMOACAYIIAN Bail pasroBOp M xouy
LOGABUTL K HeMY onHy dictHOCTh. OIHY HEONPOBEPKHMYIC
HCTHHY. UH np6péncn [0 Heé B cAMOM, MOXKHO CKa3aTh, KOH-
1€ CBOEH XKH3HH. '

— Kakaga xe 310 Bennkas HCTHHA? —— CHPOCH JETUHK.
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The saloon was cold and clean. The sun had not yet warmed
its polished wainscotted walls, the tables, and the walnut
piano.

Masha began to sort out the flowers and put them in vases.
The airman brought some fresh water from the lower deck in a

ail. »
P “My mother has a little garden in Belozyorsk,” he said,
helping Masha to arrange the flowers. “But it has heaps of
flowers. Especially marigolds.” :

“Did you have a good leave in Belozyorsk?” she
asked. : '

“Not bad. Read a lot, put my life in order. Nothing much
else to do there in Belozyorsk.” '

“What do you mean by ‘putting in order?’” she asked,
surprised. ,

%] made notes of all I had seen, done and thought. Then'
I asked myself whether I had lived my life in the right way, -
where I had made mistakes, and what life had given me in the
recent past.”

“Well, how did it work out?” .

“The past is all clear now. I can go on living with an easy
mind.”

«I didn’t know things like that happened,” said Masha and
looked closely at him.

“Try it for yourself,” he suggested, smiling. “You’ll be
surprised to discover how full your life is.”

“Bravo! Bravol” said a familiar voice behind Masha.

She turned round.

In the doorway stood the actor, a bath-towel over his
shoulder. He was dressed in blue pyjamas with brown turn-ups
to the sleeves. '

“Bravo! Bravol” he repeated. “I like early morning con-
versations. In the morning our thoughts are as clean as newly
scrubbed hands.”

“Chuck that!” said the airman resentfully.

“You're right, it’s all nonsense,” conceded the actor.
“Don’t be angry. I accidentally overheard your conversation
and I want to add one detail, one incontestable truth. I only
arrived at it, I may say, at the very end of my life.”

«“And what is that great truth?” asked the airman.
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— «$51 He 0610 UpOHHM TBOEH»,* — CKa3dn akTép Ha-
DOUMTHIM KHUPHBHIM TOJIOCOM MJIOXOro uyTend M paccMmesii-
csi. — Hceruna npoctas. B kdxnoMm nHe xHA3HU BCeriad ectb
yT6-HuGYAb Xxopoiuiee. A nopudc W noatHueckoe. M koraa
BBl NpHBOAMTE B NOPSNOK, KaK Bbl M3BOJMHIHM BHIPA3HTHCSA,
CBOIO JKH3Hb, Bbl HEBOJLHO BCIOMMHAETE IVIABHEIM 66pasoM
370 eé noaTHueckoe U pasyMHOe cofepxaHHe. DTO BEJHKO-
aénuo! W ynuBATeabHo! Bcé BOKPYr Hac NOJHO NO33HH.
Husite eé. Bor BaM MOE cTapHKOBCKOe HanmyTCTBHE Ha BEKH
BekGB. He Bospaxaiire. PasroBép okOHueH.

Axrtép ymén, nocméuBasch, a Mama sapymanach Hap
TeM, uTO JeHCTBATENbHO BCé OKpyxkamilee eé GueHb mpoCTO
¥ BMécTe ¢ TeM HeoOGblKHOBEéHHO. B JlemuHrpéane, B MHCTH-
TyTe, 3T0 GELIO He Tak 3aMETHO, Kax cefludc, B NOészke.
Moxer GbiTh, 3170 B GBIA Ta CKpHITas pAasblle, a cefiyic
OTKpEIBIIAsACA ell [0/ NO33HM, YTO 3aK/IOUeHA B KAKIOM
JIHe CYLIeCTBOBAHHS.

Ha Bdure Bce nuu mys sérep. Ilo peké u no 6oprtam na-
poxdja mpoJerana, nepesuBASICh BOJHAMM, BO3LYLIHAS CHU-
HeBd. Mawe kaszdnoch, uTto BETep NPOHOCHT mnépen Hel,
urpés, Bce 5TH néTHHe THY, OQUH 34 LPYT'HM.

Ilo Beuepdm BérTep cruxasn. Pexkad Hecnd cBOH BOAB U3
TbMBI BO TbMY. TO/1bKO napoxdaHbie OPHA BHIPBIBANH U3 3TOH
4epHOTHl HeGOoJbIUGH KPYT OCBEIEHHON BOALL.

Mame 6ri10 xopomd u BpeMeHAMH rpycrHo. OHA HHKAK
He MOrJI4 NOBEDUThH, YTO HOBasl €€ XH3Hb, HAYABIUHCH TaK
xopoid, MOXKeET cTaTh HHO. '

B Kawmpimune Mama cowné. Bérep néc vag Béaro#t xéin-
TYIO MIJY. _

JI€TuMK u axkTép BEILJIM HA DpPHCTaHb NPOBOAUTL MAmy.

Méma pacrépsHHO nompouianach ¢ JETYHKOM. JIETuuK,
He 3HAs 4YTO AéJaTh, BepHYJCs Ha napoxéa, ocTaHOBHJCH
y 66pTa u cMOTpén OTTYHa, Kak akrép mpoludercs ¢ Ma-
meH.

AkTép cHsan mdny, B3sa MAWMHBL PYKH, NOCMOTpPéS
Ménie B nHIO NPHILYPEHHBIMH, CMEIOIMIMMHCA IIa3idMu.

— Bbnl Gyzere cuidcTause, — CKasaa od. — Ho Moé cué-
cTbe 66sbwe Bawero. IToTomy uTO 51 CTApHIA uesOBEK.

— O uém BBl roBophTe? — crnpocisna Maiwa.
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“I do not like that tone of irony,” said the actor in the

‘exaggerated declamatory voice of a bad elocutionist. Then

he laughed. “The truth is simple. In every day of one’s life
there’s always something good. And sometimes even poetical.
When you put your life in order, as you were pleased to put it,
you cannot help remembering principally its poetic and
rational content. That is magnificent! And surprising! Every-
thing around us is full of poetry. Look for it. These are the
parting words of an old man, for ever and ever. Don’t object.
The question’s settled.” :

The actor went off laughing and Masha mused over the fact
that, indeed, everything around her was very simple, but at
the same time strange. That had not been so apparent in
Leningrad, at the Institute, as now, during this trip. Perhaps
that was precisely her share of the poetry, formerly hidden
from her, but now revealed, that is contained in every day
of existence. : :

On the Volga the wind blew every day. Along the river:
and the sides of the ship airy blueness flowed in irrides-
cent waves. To Masha it seemed the wind was sweep-
ing before her, playfully, all those summer days, one
after the other. ‘

In the evening the wind would die down: The river rolled
its waters from darkness back into darkness. Only the ship’s
lights snatched out of the black of the night a small circular
patch of illuminated water. '

Masha was happy, but at times sad. She could not believe
that her new life, which had begun so well, might become
different.

In Kamyshin Masha left the steamer. The wind blew a
yellow haze over the Volga.

Both the airman and the actor went down on to the pier
to see her off.

Masha took an embarrassed leave of the airman. He, not
knowing what to do, returned to the boat, stood by the
side and from there watched the actor saying good-bye to
Masha.

The actor took off his hat, held Masha’s hands, and looked
at her with narrowed, laughing eyes.

“You will be happy,” he said, “but my happiness is greater
than yours. Because I am an old man.” :

“What are you talking about?” asked Masha.
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— Bbt e M6xKere MoHATb TOrd cuicTbsi, Kakde maHG He-
MOJIOABIM! — HanbIIeHHO cKa3aa akTép. — CudcTbs BAAETDH
caé3pl Ha rya3dx Heagemdunl, nioGsaueit apyroro.

Ox onyctia MAMmUHE PpYKH H, AepXKA WOy B PyKE, OT-
crymin x cx6auaM. Ilapoxén man Tpéruit ryndk u oTBasmiIL.

Bérep c pex#, naxnymuit HédThIO, 6us B Aund. HiseHsb-
Kl cefoychil ctapdk tontancsa Okonmo MAwM M BnOArG-
Jaoca rosopuds: «ITomHecTh Bemnbl, rpaxkpasouka*?» Ho
Maéma He capnuana eré u He orBeudna. Torna HHA3eHbKHIA
CTapHK cesl B CTOPGHKe Ha JepeBSIHHYI0 CKaMblo M 3aKy-
pA1 — cran JOXKUIATBCS, KOrgd MaAamwa, Hakomén, ycno-
KOHTCSL.

Yépes menp Mdawa xunid yxé nanexkd or Kawmbiuua, B

nepeiBHXHOM BaroHUuKe, CTOSIBUIEM B CTenH, 6KOJO Npyna

C IIAHHCTHIMH TOJABIMU GeperdMu. B Srom ndme-BarGHuM-
Ke — erd HasblBANH <Ka3€HKOH»* — nocenadauch pa6or-
HHKHM KOJNXO3HOH JiecHOM MOCAIKH. :

Haudnbauk yudcTka okKasajcs COBCEM He MBIIbHBIM U Yr-
pIOMBIM, a, Hao60pdT, ueHb HOABHXKHBIM M IIYT/IHBHIM ye-
JgosekoM. Ho nacTpoéHue Ha yyicTKe ¢ mépBOro xe aHA
npuésga Mamu 6pu10 Hecnok6iHoe. Bce BOJIHOBAMHCH W3-
3a HOBBIX Kesyaéit, IPHCJAHHBIX AJsS MOCAJAOK — B3OHAYT
Jau? BoyiHOBANHCH M3-3a CyXOBési, npub/IHKABLIErocs ¢ 1ro-
BOCTOKa, — TaM, 3a Bouaro#l, yxé sajersid mo ropusdury
crek/oBHAHas Mraa. ClOBO «COJIOHYAKM» NMOBTOPSIOCH Gec-
npepriBHO. CoJIOHYAaKA GHUIH CAMBIMM Ha30HMUBLIME M ONAc-
HBIMH BpardMu MoJIOAOro Jéca — 3TH MEPTBbE JHIIAH
cpeny crenéit, 5ta xkéatag radHa, GJecTéBliasg Ha M3JAOMeE
6€abIM OTOGNECKOM COJH.

Onnaxnaer Mama no coBéty JéruMka npoBépusa CBOW
XH3Hb M OOHApYXKHJA, UTO OHA DE3KO MENUTCS HA TPU Y-
CTH ~— XHu3Hb B JleHuHrpane, noésnky Ha napoxéme u pa-
66Ty B mpUBOMKCKMX cTensix. B KAKZOM TakdM OTpéske
XKU3HH GBLIO CBOE xoplluee COfepPKAHHE U CBOS, KaK roBO-
PHJ CTApHIH akKTEp, MOA3HUSL.

B Jlenunrpaze 6bls14 KOMHATa, OTKyAa OblA BHAEH 3aKAT
Hapg JI&xTo#, GBLIM MOADPYTH, MHCTHTYT, KHHLH, TEATpHl H
cainsl. B noésnke Méma Bunepsrie NMOHAAA NpénecTb MHMO-
JETHBIX, HO TJy6OKG 3aleBAIOIMX IYIy BCTPeY M Tpé-
JIeCTb peyHdél npuBdsabHOHl Pocchiu. A sgech, B crend, oHA
MOHsII4 BeNMKHMH CMBIC H CHIY CBO&H paGoThL
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“You cannot understand the happiness which is given to
people no longer young,” said the actor pompously. “The
happiness of seeing tears in the eyes of Desdemona in love
with another.” »

He let go Masha’s hands and, hat in hand, went back to
the gangway. The boat gave its third blast and cast off.

The wind from the river, smelling of oil, lashed her face.
A little old man with a grey moustache hung around Masha
and said in a low voice: “Carry your things, young lady?”
But Masha did not hear him and made no answer. So the
old man sat aside on a wooden bench and lit a cigarette, wait-
ing for Masha to compose herself at last. :

- A day later Masha was already living far from Kamyshin
in a trailer carriage on the steppe near a pond with bare clayey
banks. In this caravan—they called it “kazyonka”—the
collective farm afforestation workers had settled down.

The chief of the sector proved to be neither covered in
dust nor grim, but, on the contrary, very lively and jolly.
But irom the very day of Masha’s arrival the mood in the
sector was anxious. All were worried about the acorns newly
sent for planting, whether they would sprout. They were
worried about the dry wind approaching from the south-east.
Yonder over the Volga lay a glassy haze. The words “salt
earth” were repeated without gceasing., This “salt earth”—
dead patches in the middle of the steppes, yellow clay whose
cracks shone with the snowy glitter of salt—was the most
troublesome and dangerous enemy of young trees.

One day Masha took the airman’s advice and checked her
life. She found that it could be divided into three well-
defined parts—her life in Leningrad, the trip on the steamer,
and her work in the Volga steppes. Each period of her life
had its good content, as the old actor had said, its poetry.

In Leningrad there had been the room from which the sun
could be seen setting on the Lakhta; there had been her
friends, the Institute, books, theatres and gardens. During her
journey Masha'had, for the first time, understood the charm
of fleeting but deeply moving friendships, and the enchant-
ment of the boundless Russian rivers. And now, in the steppe,
she realized the great sense and meaning of her work.
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U rpé-to B camoil ryGuné céphua He yMHpANa NAMSATH

0 NETUHKE, O TOM, KaK OH CMYIUEHHO YJALIGHYJCSH, NMOKANO-

BaBIIHCH Ha COJIOBbEB, Kak OH CMOTpén Ha Heé B Kampi-
WwHHe ¢ nany6el napoxéna M Iekd y Herd Ba3apéaruBana,
Kak H Torad, B Benosépcke. UenoBék npomwén MiMo, u 310
OEL10 GUeHb XKaJb..

Méma Tak ydcTO BCMOMHHANA HEJABHION INOE3AKY, HTO
ONHAXMAB OHA el ndxe npucHinack. [IpucHiaCH rycrdi
WHNOBHUK B pocé. CTosiyin cyMepku. MoJondH, HEKHEIN Mé-
csl, 6yaTO 3aGHITHIT XHALEH cepE6psAHbIA Cepl, JeXAa Ha
ciHeM ménore Héun. M 6BLIO Tak THXO M JerKS Ha cépaue,
uyrto M4ma péxe 3acmesizach BO CHe...

Jlecuble nocdnxu 3eseHOBATOM MENKOH pekSit nepenusd-
JuCh Yépes B3rOpbsi M YXONH/IM B CYXHe CTEIH, rie KypH-
J1ach HajA IHPOKHMH WIJSIXaMH KPacHOBATas Nblib.

Bri10 MBE6ro pa66Thl. HAKO 6BIIO PHIXIATL 38MAI0 MEXLY
MOJIONKIMH AYyOKAMHM, caxAThb akiumio. Mama pénana 3To
¢ oc66oft 3a66TOl, ndKe ¢ HEKHOCTBIO K MOJSHEHBKHM -
peBIAM.

Méma saropéna. Kéco eé srinsenu ot cémuiua. OHA cTa-
Ja moxéxka Ha CTenHylo MneBYOHKY. IlnadThe, pYKH, BCé
BOKDYr NpOMAXJO NOJKHBIO. ITONBHBIO NAXI0 HiXKe OT
MOXHATOH WKypsr uépHoro mca Hapsadua, cropoxisulero
Bar6HYMK, KOTZ4 BCe COTPYHNHUKH YXOZHIM B CTenb Ha
pagory. :

Cropox#nn Barénunk Hapsdm m Manpuuk cemd Jer,
Créna,* cbiH HaudJbHUKA YY4cTKa.

Bech nenb onmi cuuénu BABOSM B TeHH BarGHYHKA H CJIy-
IIaJH CBUCT CYCJHKOB M IIyM BETPA B KODSiBOH AHKOH rpy-
we. Ond 3penéna Tak CHIbHO, GYATO JUTAS M3 GPGHBHL

K xomny /néra Ha nocAfKM HAmAAM TYWIKAHYHKH. OHH
PEUIM SIMKH GKOJIO LyOKGB M KaTAMHCh B 5THX $IMKax B
NbLE, YTG6H M364BuThCH OT 670X, M3 Cranunrpina * Bol-
3BaJIH CAMOJIET OTOPGAHUK», UTG6H Pa3GpPOCATL Ha MOCAKKA
OTPABJIEHHBIH OBEC. ’

Opnédxnel BéuepoM, kornid Créna cuaén Ha CTYNEHbKAX
BarOHYMKa M 4MCTHA KapTéwky, Hapsau némsan rénoBy u
3apbydi. Hiisko Hax cTEnbio CO CTOPOHE! 3aXOmslero couu-
1a J‘I“eTé.n, JIeHABO MOrPOMEIXHBasi MOTOPOM, MAJIEHBKHUIl ca-
MOJIET.
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Somewhere deep down in her heart there still lived the
memory of the airman, how he has embarrassedly smiled as
he complained of the nightingales, how he had looked at
her from the deck of the boat in Kamyshin, how his cheeks
had twitched then in the same way as in Belozyorsk. A man
had passed by, and that was a great pity.

Masha so often remembered her recent trip that once she
even dreamed about it. She saw the dense sweet briar bathed
in dew. It was dusk, and the young slender moon, like a silver
sickle forgotten by the reapers, lay on the dark curtain of
night. And it was so quiet and light in her heart that Masha
laughed out loud in her sleep....

The newly planted trees like a shallow green river flowed
over the hills and far away into the arid steppes where red-
dish dust swirled above the broad paths.

There was a lot of work. The soil between the young oaks
had to be loosened, acacias planted. Masha did this with
solicitude and even a tenderness for the young trees.

Masha had become sun-tanned, her plaits bleached by the
sun. She had come to resemble a girl of the steppes. Her
dress, hands, and everything about her smelled strongly
of wormwood. Even the shaggy coat of Narzan, the black
watchdog who stayed behind to guard the carriage when
all the workers went out to the steppes, smelled of worm-
wood.

The carriage was guarded by Narzan and Styopa, a boy of
seven. He was the chief’s son.

All day long they sat both together in the shade of the
carriage listening to the whistling of gophers and to the noise
of the wind in a twisted wild pear-tree. It rang as if cast in
bronze.

Towards the end of the summer the trees were attacked
by jerboas. They burrowed holes near the trees and rolled in
them to rid themselves of fleas. A call was sent to Stalingrad
for the “gardener” plane to come and scatter poisoned oats
over the plantation.

One evening as Styopa sat on the steps of the carriage
peeling potatoes, Narzan raised his head and began to growl.

- A small plane, chugging lazily, was flying low over the steppe.

from the direction of the setting sun.
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On nposnerén Haj BarGHUMKOM, KPYyTO 3aBEpHY, cen B
Cyxyio TpaBy H, MpoGex4B HECKONBKO marés, OCTAHOBMJICA.

U3 xa6inbl BRileN JETYMK M IOWIE], CHAB IJIEM, K Ba-
réHuMKy. JI8TuMK Obl1 ewé MOJIOAGH, HO BHCKH Y Herd
6riin cenrie. Ha xyprke nérunuka Créma yBrfen aBe moJoc-
KH OpIEHCKHX JIEHTOUEK. ]

Hap3aan, BMécto Toré 4Té6H 06/145Th JIETUHKA, 3a/1€3 NOA
Bar6HYKMK W HAYAJ TaM HE3aMETHO PHIYATh.

— 3apé4BCTBY#, MANbUHK! — CKa3as JETUUK, CeJ pALoOM
co Crénol Ha CTYNEHbKM M 3aKyphn. — ITO NATHAQUATHIA
YUACTOK? )

— Ja, — p66ko orérun Créna. — Bbl K HaM?

— K Bam. TymkaHuuKOB 6yay TPaBUTh...

— Bor ckésibko y Bac opneHés, — cKasad, HOAYMAaB,
Créna, — a BB TYIUKAHYMKOB TPABHTE. Mgl pymanu, uTo
K HaM TPHILIOT JETHOrO YUYeHHKA. i

— §] caM HampoCHJCS K BaM, MAJBUMK, — OTB&TUJ JET-
uHK ¥ nomoayan. — Mama Kanmosa snech paGdraer?

— 3pech, — orsétua Créna u npumypunca. — A 4To?

— A rpe ona?

— Tam, B Jecy, — Créna maxuys pyK6it B CTOpOHY 1O~
CAL0K.

— JleiicTBATeNbHO, Jec! — 3acMmesscs JETYMK, BCTal M

només, He OTMSABBasICh, K MOCANKaM.

Créna cMOTpén eMy BCJel. Yké cTeMuéso, 1 nidxo G0
piauo B crenid. Ho Bcé xe Créna yBHAEN, KaK 1A H3 cTé-
nu Méama. JIéTyuk GEIcTpo Towén et HaBcTpéuy, HO Mawa
10 N&TUMKA He NOLIIA, OHA OCTAHOBH/IACh M 3aKpEUIA KU
pyKaMHu.

Bruio yxé cobcéM TemuS. Hax npymom nosécaa, saras-
AbiBasi B USPHYIO BOAY ¢ OrpOMHOH CBO& BHICOTHI, Gpons-
yasg cTenHAs 3Be3fd.

«3auém Mama sakpeia Juné pykamu?» — nogyman Cré-
na ¥ MOBTOPWM IIyTJMBHIE CJOBA, KakKie Y4cTO TOBOPHI O
Mame erd oréi:

— Oun4 y Hac uypauka!

A Hapaén Bcio HOYb PHIYA/ M3-NOJ BaréHuUMKa Ha CcaMo-
néT, MApHO ApemadBwiuil Ha cyx6h, TénuoH 3eMné.
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It flew over the carriage, made a sharp turn, landed on
the dry grass and, after a short run, stopped.

The pilot got out of the cockpit and, taking off his helmet
walked up to the caravan. He was still young, though his
temples were grey. On his jacket Styopa saw two rows of
medal ribbons.

Narzan, instead of barking at the pilot, crawled under
the carriage and began to growl softly.

“Hullo, boy,” said the pilot, sitting down beside Styopa
on the steps and lighting a cigarette. “Is this sector
No. 15?”

“Yes,” said Styopa timidly. “Have you come to us?”

“Yes, I'm going to exterminate the jerboas.”

“You have so many Orders,” said Styopa after a moment’s
thought, “and you exterminate jerboas. We thought they’d

send us a student pilot.”

«] myself asked to be sent here, my boy,” said the pilot
and was silent a while. “Does Masha Klimova work here?”

“Yes,” answered Styopa, screwing up his eyes. “Why?”

“Where is she?”

“QOver there, in the woods,” Styopa waved a hand towards
the plantation.

“Woods, indeed!” laughed the pilot. He got up and went
off in that direction without a look back.

Styopa watched him go. It was growing dark, and visibil-
ity was bad in the steppes. But all the same Styopa saw
Masha walking home. The pilot went quickly towards her, but

"Masha stopped before coming up to him and hid her face in

her hands.
Now it was quite dark. Above the pond a stray steppe star
gazed into the black water from its great height.

“Why did Masha hide her face in her hands?” Styopa won-
dered, and then he repeated the playful words which his

- father often said about Masha:

“A funny .girl!” :

And all night long Narzan growled from under the
carﬁ]age at the plane drowsing peacefully on the dry, warm
earth. '
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CTAPbBIM MOBAP

B omin n3 simMHux Beuepss 1786 réma ua okpauue Béunl
B MAJIEHbKOM JepeBSHHOM AéMe YMHPAN cjendil CTapAK —
6eiBwni nésap rpadrnu TyH. CSGeTBEHHO roBOPS, 3TO Gbia
naxe He JIOM, a BETXasi CTOPGXKKa, CTOABIIAR B TAy6GuHé
cdna. Cap 6bl1 3aBaneH * rHMABIMM BETKaMu, COATHIMH BET-

"poM. Ilpu KaxknaoM mare BETKM XpPYCTENH, ¥ TOTAA Hauu-
H&Jl THXO BODYATBL B CBOEH Gyake ienuSi néc.* OH Téxe
YMHDAJ, KaKk M erd XO3siHH, OT CTAPOCTH M yxé He Mor
JN4aTh.* v

Hécxonbko ser Has3dn nésap -ocaém ot xapa mneudi,
Ynpasasiowuit rpadian nocesnidn eré ¢ Tex mop B CTOPSK-
Ke ¥ BhIIaBAJT eMy BPEMS OT BDEMEHH HECKOJNBLKO (JIOPHHOB.

Bwmécre ¢ néBapoM xkund erd moub Maphs, néByuka Jer
BoceMHanuatu.* Bcé y6pAHCTBO CTOPGIKKH COCTaBAANN KpO-
B4Tb, XpOMEIe CKaMEiKu, rpy6biil cTos, dhasfHcoBas mocyra,
NOKPHITAas TPELIMHAMHY, U, HAKOHEL, KJ1aBeCHH — eIHHCTBeNH-
Hoe 6oratcreo Mapuu.

Kanasecin Obl1 Takéit CTAphIf, YTO CTPYHBI erd méuau*
AOATO M THXO B OTBET HAa BCe BO3HUKABIIHE BOKPYT 3BYKH.
[16Bap, cMesich, HA3BIBAN KJI4BECHH «CTOPOKEM CBOErd G-
Ma». Hukté He Mor BOHTH B oM 6e3 Tord, yréObl KaaBeCHH
He BCTPETMJI erd NPOXKAMMM, CTAPYECKHM TYJIOM.

Kornd Mapiis yMmEla yMupaoulero u Hagéna Ha Herd
XOGAHYIO YACTYI0 PYyBAXY, CTapiK CKasau:

~ 51 Bcerna He JOGHN * CBAIIEHHUKOB M MOHAXOB. 5 He
MOTY MO3BATh UCHOBENHHKA, MEXKIY TeM MHE HYXKHO mépes
CMEpPTBHIO OUHCTHTH CBOK COBECTb. -
© — Uro xe ménaTh? — WCMyraHHO crpocdna Maphs.

— Beiliny Ba yauny, — ckasia craphk, — M- monpoc

NépBOro BCTPEYHOrO 3afiTH B HAWl J0OM, YTGOH MCNOBEZATh -

ymupéiomero. TeGé HUKTG He OTKAXKeT. o
— Hémwa ynuua taxas nycrsiHHas... — npomenTtana Ma-
pHsI, HaKAHYAA MAATOK U BHIIILIA... o
Ond npo6exana uépes caf, ¢ TpyAGM OTKpHLIA 3apKA4B-
JIEHHYIO KaJATKY M OCTaHOBHJach. Yauua 6elnd mycra. Bé-
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THE OLD COOK

One winter evening in 1786, an old blind man, the former
cook of Countess Thun, lay dying in a small wooden house
on the outskirts of Vienna. Properly speaking, it was not
even a house, but a tumble-down lodge standing at the bot-
tom of a garden. All over the garden were rotten branches
blown down by the wind. They cracked at every step, and
then the .old watchdog in its kennel would begin to growl
softly. It too was dying of old age like its master, and could
no longer bark. .

" A few years earlier the cook had been blinded by the heat
of the ovens. Then the countess’s steward moved him to the
lodge and used to pay him a few florins from time to time.

With the cook lived his daughter, Maria, a girl of about
eighteen. All the furniture of the lodge consisted of a bed,
some rickety benches, a rough table, some cracked earthen-
ware crockery and, finally, a harpsichord, Maria’s only
treasure. . _

The harpsichord was so old that its strings echoed softly
for a long time any sounds produced around it. The cook
jokingly called the harpsichrod the watchman of his house.
Nobody could enter the house without being greeted by the
harpsichord with its trembling senile rumble. .

When Maria had washed the dying man and put on him

.a cold clean shirt, the old man said:

“] have always disliked priests and monks. 1 cannot

“call a confessor, yet I must purify my conscience before

death.” o ' . '
“What must I do?” Maria asked with fear in her voice.

“Go out into the street,” said the old man, “and ask the
first person you meet to come into our house to hear a dying
man’s confession. Nobody will refuse you.”

“Our street is so unfrequented,” Maria whispered. She
threw a shawl.over her and went out. )

Shé ran through the garden, opened with difficulty the
rusty gate, and stopped. The street was empty. The wind
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Tep Hé’C MO HeH JIACTbS, a ¢ TEMHOro Hé6a najanu xond-
Hble KANayw DOXKIS.

Magﬁﬂ AGJro XAajad M npucAylmHBajach. Hakowénm eir
N0Ka34aJ10Ch, YTO BAOJDb Orpaibl HAET M HaANEBAET YesIOBEK.
Ond cnénana HECKOJBKO arée emy HaBCTPEUY, CTOJKHY-
J1aCh C HUM ¥ BCKPHKHYyJa. Uen0BEK OCTAHOBHJICA M CHpo-
cun: — Kro speck?

Map’p’m CXBaTHJA €ré 34 PYKY M APOMALIMM réI0COM me-
penani npécuby oTua. :

— Xopowd, — cKa3an uyenoBEK cnokSiHo. — XoTd 1 He
CBAWEHHHK, HO 310 Bcé paBuo.* Tloinémre. ’

’O}m somsd B oM. Ilpu ceeué Mapyis ysiinena xymdro
MaJeHbKOro yesoBéka. OH cOp6CHI Ha CKaMEHKY MOKpHI
nitamt. OH- bl 0T ¢ W3SIMECTBOM H MPOCTOTSH — OrGHbL
CBEUH NOGJECKHBAJ Ha eré uépHOM KaMmslije, XPYCTAJBHBIX
NYroBHLIAX U KPYXKEBHOM Kabo.

Ox 651{1 ewé OyeHs MOJIOZ, 3TOT HesHakGMen. CoBcém
N10-MaJIbUAIIECKH OH TPSAXHYJ TOJIOBOH, MONPABMA Hanyg-
PeHHbI MapHK, GLICTPO MPUABKHYJ K KDOBATH Tabypér, cen
H, HaKJOHHUBIIHCH, PUCTANBHO M BECEO MOCMOTPAJ B JHLG
yMHpPAIoIEMY. :

— I:OBopp’lTe! — CKasasJ oH. — Moxer 6bITb, BJACThIO,
AaHHOH MHe He OT 60ra, a OT MCKYCCTBa, KOTGDOMY a1 CJy-
Xy, f o6sieruy BAIM nocnéiHue MHHYTHL M CHEMY TsiKecTb
¢ Bamelt QywmH.

— 51 pa66Tan BCclo XH3HB, NIOK4 He Ocs1én, — npomenTtan
CTAPHK M NPHTSHY/] HEe3HaKOMLA 34 DYKy noGJadxe K
ce6e.’-— A xkro pa6éraer, y Toré Her BpéMeHH T'DelInTS.
Kourlla 3abonéna 4ax6TKOH* MOS KeHA — ed 3BAAM Map-
TOH* — u JléKaHb* NPONHUCAN el pA3Hble AOpOTHe JeKAp-
CTBa M NpHKa3an KOPMHTh €€ CJHBKAMM M BAHHBIMH
SICOlAMH M TOHTb FOPSUHM KPACHBIM BHHOM, A YKDAJ U3 cep-
BH3a rpg@man Tyn ménenpkoe 3o0i01ée 610010, pa3bun erd
Ha KYCKH H npénan. W Mue Tskend Tenépb BCNOMUHATH 06
3TOM ¥ CKpbIBATb OT AGuepH: s e HayuW/1 He TPOraTh Hu
IBIIMHKY € 4YKOro cToga.

—_ A KTO-HUOGYAb M3 CAYr rpaghHH MOCTPAanN 3a 5T0P—
CHPOCHJT He3HaKOMell.

— Kusinyes, cynapn,* HuKTO, — oTBéTHA CTapyuK ¥ 3a-
nnaxajn. — Eciu 6bl 51 3Has, 9TO 36J0T0 He OMGKeT MObH
Mépre, pasBe s MOr 6bl YKpPACTB!

— Kax Bac 30ByT? — crnpocis HesHakGMelL
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was driving leaves along it, and cold raindrops were falling
from the dark sky.

For a long time Maria waited and listened. Soon she seemed
tp hear a man coming along by the fence, humming. She
took a few steps towards him, bumped into him, and cried
out. The man stopped and asked: “Who’s that?”

Maria seized him by the arm and conveyed her father’s
request in a trembling voice.

“Very well,” said the man calmly. “I am not a priest,
but that does not matter. Let us go.” ,

They entered the house. In the candle-light Maria saw
a small thin man. He threw off his wet cloak on to a bench.
He was dressed with elegance and simplicity—the flame of
the candle gleamed on his black just-au-corps, cut-glass but-
tons and lace jabot.

He was still very young, this stranger. He shook his head
quite boyishly, arranged his powdered wig, quickly moved
a stool towards the bed, sat down, and, bending over, looked
intently and merrily into the dying man’s face.

“Speak!” he said. “Perhaps by the power given to me not
by God but by the art I serve, I shall ease your last minutes

/ . and remove the weight from your soul.”

“] worked all my life until I became blind,” the old man
‘whispered, drawing the stranger nearer by the hand. “And
one who works has no time to sin. When my wife—her name
was Martha—took ill with consumption and the physician
prescribed for her various expensive medicines and ordered
that she should be given cream and figs to eat and hotf red
wine to drink, I stole a small gold dish from Countess Thun’s

~ dinner set, broke it into pieces and sold it. It is painful for

me to think of that now and to hide it from my daughter:
I taught her not to touch even a speck of dust from anybody
else’s table.”

“And did any of the countess’s servants suifer for that?”
asked the stranger. '

“I swear, sir, nobody did,” the old man replied, and he
began to weep. “Could I have stolen if I had known that
gold would not help my Martha?”

“What is your name?” inquired the stranger.
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— Horann Méiiep, cynaps.

— Tak BoT, Mordnn Méitep, — ckas3in Hesnakdmen u
TIOJIOXUJ JIaJIOHb Ha Cjlenble ryia3d CTapMKA, — Bbl HEBHH-
HLl nepen noabMH. To, uTO BBl COBEpILHJH, He ecTb rpex
H He sABJasercs Kpaxel, a, Ha060pOT, MGOXKET GbiTh 3auTeHS
BaM Kak néasur Jo0BH.

— AMI{IHb! — IPOLIENTAN CTapUK.

— Amnﬂb} — TOBTODH/ He3HakOMel. — A Tenépb cka-
KHT€ MHE BAIY NOCAENHION BOJIO.

— 51 xoyy, YTG6bl KTG-HUGYAb n03a6éTHJC O Mapin.

—_ H’cnenalq 310. A ewe, yerd BBl XoTHTE?

To’ma YMHDAIOLHil HEOXHAAHHO YJBIGHY/ICH H rpoMKoO
cKasan: — f xorén Gl ewd pas ysrgers Maprty Takoi, Ka-
KO BCTPETHJ €€ B MOMIOROCTH. YBHAETh COMHLE H 3TOT CTA-
PBlM call, xoraa om 3sausetér Becuéit. Ho 3to HEBO3MOKHO,
CyRapb. He ceparrecs Ha meHst 3a ruynble cnoBa. BoséaHb
HONIXKHOG GBITH, COBCEM COHsa MeHS ¢ TOJKY. ' ,

— Xopowud, — CKa3a/ He3HakOMel u BctaJs. — Xopo-
IIO, — NOBTOPHJ OH, NOJAOWIEN K KJABECHHY M CceJ népen
HUM Ha Tabypér. — Xopowd! — rpéMKo cKa3aa OH B Tpé-

THH pas, u BHE3ANHO OHICTPHIA 3BOH PACCEINAJICS MO CTO-
POXKe, kak OyaTo HA noa 6pocuau cOTHH XPYCTAJIBHBIX
apukoB.*

— (’Inymaﬁ're, —— CKasan HesHaxk6Mel. — Caymafite u
CMOTpHTE.

On 3aHrpas. Mapia BCOMUHANA MOTGM JHUG HE3HAKOM-
Lia, KOria nepsblif KAABHII MPO3BYYANT mOX erd pyksi. He-
06bIKHOBEI:IHaH 6/1€1HOCTh MOKpEINA erd 106, a B I0OTeMHEB-
IIHX IVIa3ax KauvaJcs A3bY6K CBeud.

Knageciin nesn néanbiM rénocom BliepBble 3a MHOrHe ro-
avl. OH Hano/HSAN CBOXMH 3BYKaMH He TOIbKO CTOPGMKKY,
HO W Beck can. Crépsiit néc Briies U3 6YAKH, CHASN, CKJIOHAB
ronosy HAGOK, M, HaCTOPOXUBUIHCH, THXGHBKO IIOMAXuBasn
XBOCTOM. I:Ia’qan UATH MOKpHIl CHer, HO Héc TOJbKO noTpsi-
XUBaN YIIAMH.

— 4 pﬁ}xy, cynaps! — ckasan crapik u NPUNOAHSACS
Ha KpoBaTH. — Sl BHXKY JleHb, KOTXA 51 BCTPETHICA C Map-
TOM M OHA OT CMYIIEHHS pa3bHia KYBIUKH ¢ MONOKGM. DTo
(338 (o} 3UMOHM, B ropax. Hé6o crosimo NpO3payHOe, KaK CHHee
CTeKa0, H Mapra cmesdnacs. Cmesinach, — NOBTOPHJ OH,
NPUCNYIIHBASCH K XKYPUAHHIO CTPYH.

Hesnakémen urpan, rasigs s uyépHoe OKHJ.
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“Johann Meyer, sir.”

“Well then, Johann Meyer,” the stranger said, laying the
palm of his hand on the old man’s blind eyes, “you are
innocent before men. What you did is not a sin, nor is it a
theft. On the contrary, it may be credited to you as a feat

of charity.”

“Amen!” whispered the old man.

“Amen!” repeated the stranger. “And now tell me your
last will.”

“I want somebody to take care of Maria.”

“I shall do that. What else do you wish?”

Then the dying man smiled unexpectedly and said in a
loud voice: “I should like to see Martha once more as she
was when I met her in our youth. To see the sun and this
old garden when it blooms in spring. But that is impossible,
sir. Don’t be angry with me for my stupid words. My illness
must have got me all muddled up.”

“Good,”_said the stranger, rising. “Good,” he repeated,
and he went to the harpsichord and sat on the stool in front
of it. “Good,” he said for the third time in a loud voice, and

‘suddenly a rapid tinkling scattered through the lodge, as

though hundreds of small crystal balls had been thrown on
the floor.
“Listen,” said the stranger. “Listen and look.”

He began to play. Afterwards Maria remembered the stran-
ger’s face as the first key sounded under his touch. An unusual
paleness spread over his brow and the flame of the candle
flickered in his darkened eyes.

The harpsichord. sounded in all its richness for the first
time for many years. It filled with its tones not only the lodge,

‘but the whole garden too. The old dog crept out of its kennel,
- remained sitting with its head inclined to one side, and

pricking up its ears, gently wagged its tail. Wet snow began
to fall, but the dog only twitched its ears.

“I see, sirl” the old man said, half rising from the bed. “I
see the day when I met Martha and in embarrassment she
broke the jug with the milk in it. It was in winter, in the
mountains. There was a transparent sky like blue glass,
and Martha was laughing. Laughing,” he repeated, listening
to the ripple of the chords.

The stranger was playing, looking out of the dark window.
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— A renéps, — cnpoch ¢ :
, —_
pocis on, Bbl BHAMTE YTS-H

r r rd ) H6 ?
CTei-Ii)HK MOJIYaJ, NPHCAYUIHBASCD. YA
Me;— Heey}xe.nu Bbl He BHIUTE, — OBICTPO CKa34J He3HAKG-
et e nepecrasas HrpaTh, — YTO HOYb M3 YEpHOH chéia-
nace Hed, a notém TronyGol, u TémAk cBeT yxé nimaer
acﬁna-r’o CBEPXY, M Ha CTAphIX BETKAX BALIMX NlepéBbeR
};{)H yekéiores Géanle 1BETH]. IMo-mdemy, 510 uBerst si6io-
T}O,JI :o:m OTcroua,’us KOMHATBl, OHH NOXGXKH Ha GOJblije
b énamﬂ. B’bl BHMTE: NEPBHIH Jiyu yndn na K4MeHHYI0
Hépéz;y, Harpes ee, u or Heé moxrMéercsa map. STo, 4OMK-
Ho ATI:,’gbICblrxaeT MOX, "HanéJIHEHHbIﬁ PacTasBIIUM CHé-
.ném.{ee HI:: cCJ AesaeTCsT BCE BHILIE, BCE CHHEH, BCE BeJIHKO-
MHee, Tau OTULL YXKE JeTAT Ha cé Altief]
crapoit Bénoi. o SR HAL Hamed

”IT’ 51 Bixy BCé STO! — KPHKHYJI CTapHK.
CTBeILXHOo ng:cxggnena nefanb, U KnaBecHH samén * TOPKE-

K TO ne 5 7
CRBeHHO, N7l 71 He OH, a COTHM JIMKYIOLIHX TrOJIO-
uB;;’He'r, CyRapn, ckasdna Mapris He3HakoMILy, — 5w
. bl COBCEM He TIOXOXH HA TIOMLIAHLL DTO si6/ionH pac-
YCTHJIHCD 33 OfHY TONBKO HOYD.

— Ja, orBéTHa HesHakd 5 1

) ) aKoMen, — 370 s6J0H

OYeHb KPYIHbIE JENeCTKH. ’ o Ho Y X
— Orkpéit okué, Mapis, — NONPOCH/ CTapHK.

xéﬁﬁffuﬂ %Tprma’l OKHO. Xonéauslit BO3MYX BOpBAJics B
CTaTY' E3HAKOMEN MIDAN GUeHb THXO M MELJIEHHO
onon? PHK ynan na NMOAYIIKH, XAAHO ABIUAI H IAPHI mO
nepecgéﬁ};??)hé“. I\(/)lapnﬂ Opécunace K Hemy. Heanakémen

ath. OH cugén y kaaBeciina i

: ) CH1L He [BHrasch

6y11\l/;“o 8aKOJINOBAHHbI COGCTBEHHON MY3BIKOK A
apst BCKDUKHyJa. HesnakéMen Bcran u momomén x

Kpoaa;{H. Crapiik ckasan, sagbixésico:

— 7. BHJeJ BC& TaK HCHO, Kak ) 2

[ . , MHOro Jsiet Hasin. Ho

He XoTen OBl yMepéTb M He Y3HATb... HMs. Hwms! !

— Mens 3oByT Béang Mené
; . raur Amenéit Mé * - é
THJI He3HakéMelr, 8 Moqap’r, e
xonMéi%P;xﬂ Hog;;ynnna- OT KPOBATH M HHU3KO, MOUTH Kacdsich
» CK/JIOHHJIACH népen BeNHKUM 4
‘' n6na, / MY3BLIKAHTOM.
paIS(I%M? OH4 BLINPAMHU/IACK, CTAPHK GBI yxKéE MEpPTB. 3aps
Sropasach 84 OKHaMu, 1 B e€ cB&Te CTOS can 3acheimaH-
HbIH LBETAMH MOKpOro chéra. ' ,
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“And now,” he asked, “do you see anything?”

The old man femained silent, -listening attentively.

“Can-you really not see,” the stranger said rapidly, not
ceasing to play, “that from black the night has turned dark
blue, then pale blue, and warm light is already falling from
somewhere above, and white blossoms are opening out on
the old branches of your trees? In my opinion they are apple
blossoms, although from here in the room they are like big

“tulips. See, the first ray has fallen on the stone enclosure,

warming it, and vapour is rising from it. It must be the moss,
filled with melted snow, drying. The sky is getting higher
and higher, becoming bluer and bluer, more and more splen-
did, and flocks of birds are already flying northward over
our old Vienna.” '

“] can see all that!” the old man cried.

The pedal creaked softly and the harpsichord sounded

festively as though the music came not from it, but from

hundreds of exultant voices.
“No, sir,” Maria said to the stranger. “Those flowers are

not at all like tulips. It is the apple-trees that have blos-
somed in a single night.” .

“Yes,” replied the stranger, “it’s the apple-trees, but
they have very large petals.” '

“Open. the window, Maria,” the old man requested.

Maria opened the window. Cold air burst into the room.
The stranger played very softly and slowly. '

“The old man fell back on to the pillow. He was breathing
greedily, his hands groping on the blanket. Maria rushed
towards him. The stranger ceased playing. He sat by the harp-
sichord, motionles$ as though spell-bound by his own music.

Maria cried out. The stranger rose and approached the
bed. The old man said, gasping -for breath:

«] saw everything as clearly as many years ago. But I
should not like to die not having found out ... your name.
Your namel” . ) '

“My name is Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart,” replied the
stranger.

Maria moved back from the bed and bowed low, her knee
almost touching the ground, before the great musician.

. When she drew herself up, the old man was already dead.

Dawn flared outside the windows, and in its light the garden
lay, scattered with flowers of wet snow.
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CHEr | | SNOW

Craprik Ilotanos ymep yé Méc < P Old man Potapov died a month after Tatiana Petrovna
aa'rbsi’ga ITerpbsna * );Iocgnzﬁggz ;ﬂveﬂc:r% go;g;em’[[“g}bgsg d ﬁttle\c}. in his 51 qcl;lse' I’I(‘iatiana was left alone with her

eTpéBHa OCTANAch oA 5 " Banef u i aughter Varya an € old nurse.
HAHBKOH. Ad ¢ Rouep bfo Bépeit u crapyxo - ; : Y : .

Ménenbknit oM — Beerd B TPH KOMHAThl -— CTOSI Ha - . .The small house—three rooms in all—stood on a hill over
ropé, Haj céBepHOil pekH, Ha cAMoM BEle3Zle H3 TOPOIKA {  a northern river, right on the road out of a small town. Be-.
4 JIOMOM, 3a 0GJIeTéBUINM cANOM,* Genéna Gepésosas 5. hind the house, on the other side of a leaf?ess garden, a birch
ma. B mef ¢ yrpa ZO CyMepek KpHaAMM réned. Hochn PII)Cb grove showed white. From. morning till dusk ]ackda_ws
Ty4aMu Haj rOJbIMH BepIURHAMH, HAKAUKAIY H’eﬂéc'rbe | screeched in it and flew over the bare tree-tops, heralding

. : ' ) . 'bad weather. . R

TabeiHa Ilerpéua méaro me morna NIPHBBIKHYTb nécne . After Moscow Tatiana was unable for a long time to get
Mpcxsbx K pycréxnnomy TOPOAKY, K eré aoMuuikay. * CKpH- 'used-to the deserted townlet, its small houses, creaking gates
TYYHM KaMHTKAM, K MIYXHM BedepaM, KOrad GELIO eatimo and quiet evenings, when you could hear the flame of the
KaK NOTPECKHBAET B KePOCHHOBOH N4MIe OrGHE ’ petroleum lamp crackling. _

 ¢Rakas a aypa! — nymana Tarbsiua 'HeTpéan.a_ — 3a- “How stupid I am!” she thought. “Why did I leave Mos-
d€M yexasna u3 Mocksrl, 6péenaa TeaTp, Apyséitl Hapo cow, give up the theatre and my friends? I should have taken
6ul10 oTBe3ti Bipio K HsiHbke B IMywknio — tan Hé 6bL10 Varya to her nurse in Pushkino—there were no- air raids
HHKaKHX ’HaJléTOB, — a caM6it ocTaTbcs B MockBé. Bée there—and stayed in Moscow myself. Good gracious, how
MOH, Kakas s pypal» - o stupid I aml!” _ _

Ho sosepawmarscs B Mocksy 6510 yxxé Henbas. TaTbsina : But it was no longer possible to return to Moscow. Tatiana

'€TPOBHA pellsiyia BHICTYNATD * B na3apérax * — ux 6Eulo . decided to give performances at military hospitals—there
HECKOJIbKO B ropoaké — wu ycnokéusace. I opoadk duan i were several in the townlet—and set her mind at rest. She
€1 Nlaxe HPABHTBCH, 0COGEHHO, KOrmA NPHUIIA 3UMA W 3a- even began to like the small town, especially when winter
Banuna eré cHéroM. [duu crosau Msirkue cépnle ' Peka came and covered it with snow. The weather was mil_q and
ROMrO He 3aMepsdna; oT eé 3enéHOM BOAEI nomHAMALCK | _grey. The river did not freeze for a long time, vapour rose
map. : ' o S from its green water. , L
'TaTbﬂHavHETpéBHa NPHBEIKAA M K roponxy H K 9yK6M ) . Tatiana grew accustomed td the small town and to the
Aomy. Ilpussikna k paccTplennoMy posmo,* k nomemés)-, ' i house which was not hers. She got used to the piano, which
wuM * dotorpadusm na CTEHAX, nso6pamé’smnM HeyKIo- - was out of tune, to the yellow photographs of clumsy ironclad
Xne GpoHeHOCUB! Geperopdit ‘0Gopénbl. Crapiik IToTémnos coastal defence ships on the walls. The old Potapov had been
6ol B npdimaom KOpaGeJbHEIM MexdnukoM. Ha erg mhCh- ¢ a ship’s engineer. On his desk covered with faded green baize
MEHHOM CTO/IE C BEINBETIUMM 3eEHEIM CYKHOM cTosina Mo- | . was a model of the cruiser Gromoboi, on which he had sailed.
A&JB Kpencepa «I'poMo66it», Ha 'KOT6pOM OH mu14Baj Bépe Varya was not allowed to touch the model. In general she was
H€ nossonsinu * Tpdrats 51y Moaéab. M BooGwE me 110350- . not allowed to touch anything.

M54 HHuerd Tpérate.
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Ta’,TbﬂHa IlerpéBua 3uHdna, uto y Ilordnosa. ocTénca chit
MOpHK, yto OH cefiudc B UepHomOpckom ¢aére. Ha croné
psiAOM ¢ MOnéunbio Kpéiicepa cTosina eré kaprouxka. Muorna
TaTbm’{a [Terpésua Gpand eé, paccmarpuBana u, Haxmy-
puB TOHKHe Gp6BH, 3apyMmbiBaiach. Eit Bcé Ka3&n0ch, uTo
OHA& TA&-TO erd BCTpeudsa, HO OuYeHb HABHO, ellé Ko céoeré
HeynauHoro samyxecrsa. Ho rae? W korné?

Mopsik C’MOTpéJl Ha He€ CHOKOHHBIMH, YyTb HAaCMEILIH-
BbIMH raasdmu, 6yATo cnpamusan: «Hy uto x? Heyxénu
Bbl TaK M He NPHIOMHHTE,* FLe Mbl BCTDEUAIHCH?»

— Hey, He NOMHIO, — THXO oTBeyana Tatbsina IleTpbsHa

— M%Ma: C KeM Thl pasropipuBaewib? — KpHYAJa 3
cocénnedl kOMHaTH Bépsa. ' -

— C posinem, — cmesinace B otBér Tartssina Ilerpésha. -

Cpenn 3MMBI HAYANM NPUXOAKTL MicbMa Ha HMsa * [lota-
nosa, HamHCaHHble onHéa u Toit ke pykéi. Tarbsina Iler-
POBHA CKA4NbIBaJa HX HA NHCbMEHHOM CTONE., OmHANKMI
HOUBIO OHA mpocHysach. CHerd Tyckao ceTdnu B OkHa. Ha
AuBaHE BCXpAmbiBan cépeiit Kot * Apxiin, octaBwuiica B Ha-

- ceaéncrso or Iorédnosa. - ,

T,athﬂHa Ilerpésna nakiinyna xanit, momna B KaGuHET
K’HOTa'ﬂ(’)By, nocrosina 'y oknd. C mépesa Ge3sByuno copsa-
Ma4ch HTHUA, cTpaxmyna cHer. OH [A6Aro cuinan Gésoi
NBLIBIO, 3aMOPOLIHJ CTéKAA. : o
_ Ta'gbxﬂa IlerpésHa 3axraa cseuy Ha cTosié, céaa B Kpéc-'
J10, KOJITO CM’OTpéJla Ha A3bl40K Or”s, — OH ua';xce He B3fapa-
FUBaJI. ’I_IOTOM " OH4 OCTOPOXKHO B3AAA ONHO H3 miiceM
pacneyarana M, -OrJIAHYBIUMCh, HAyaJdd YHTATH. ’

«Mnn}:m ‘Mot cTapik, — uutdna Tatesina IlerpésHa, —
BOT yXe Mecsl, Kak s Jexy B récnurane. Pina se Guetb
Taxénas. U BOOGIé OHE 3axuBéer. Pdnu 66ra, He BosHYH-
Cl ¥ HEe KYpH manupGcy sa mamupocoit. YMo.n;i;ol»

«H’qacm Bgnomuﬂéxo"'re&i, nana, — uMTANa RAAblie
’él“Ta'rbﬂaq I_'IeTp'Q'BHa,’— W Haul JIOM, Ham roposfok. Bcé
Bé(l)o c:g::gﬂg gs.negg, ’Kax. 6ynro Ha _qu}b ceéra. I sakphi-
péo rasé u x;na BHXY: BOT 51 OTBOPSIO KaNHTKY, BXOXKY
8.2 . » CHET, HO JOPGXKKa K crapont Gecénxe Hafg

PbIBOM pacupiueHa, a KyCTEl CHPEHH Bce B MHee. B k6M-
Hatax TpewAar néuu. Ilixuer Gepéaoskim ‘ILB’IMOM' Posins,
HaKOHE, HaCTpOeH, ¥ Thl BCTABHJ. B nop;cséqﬁuxlu BHTHE
HENThle CBEUH — Te, UTO A npusé3 u3 JleHunrpapa. U e
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Tatiana knew that Potapov had left a son who was a
sailor, now in the Black Sea Fleet. His photo was on the desk
beside the model of the cruiser. Sometimes Tatiana would
pick it up, look at it and, knitting her brows, get lost in
thought. It always seemed to her that she had met him some-
where, a long time ago, before her unsuccessful marriage.
But where? And when?

The sailor looked at her with calm, somewhat mocking
eyes as though asking, Well then? Can you really not remem-
ber where we met? :

“No, 1 can’t,” she replied in a low voice.

«Mum, who are you talking to?” Varya shouted from the
next roomt. - ‘

“To the piano,” Tatiana laughed in reply.

In the middle of the winter, letters began coming, addressed
to Potapov, all written in the same hand. Tatiana put
them all together on the desk. Once she woke up during the
night. The snow shone dimly through the windows. Arkhip,
the tom-cat inherited from Potapov, was snoring on. the
sofa. . :
Tatiana slipped on a housecoat, went into Potapov’s study
and stood a while by the window. A bird flew noiselessly
from a tree and shook off the snow, which scattered for a
long time like white dust and powdered the window-panes.

Tatiana lit a candle on the desk, sat down in an arm-chair
and gazed for a long time at the small tongue of flame—
it did not even tremble. Then she carefully picked up one of
the letters, opened-it and, after a look over her shoulder,
began to read.

“Dear old father,” she read, “I have already been lying
in hospital for a month. My wound is not very serious. And
in general it is healing. For goodness’ sake don’t worry and
don’t smoke cigarette after cigarette. I beseech youl

«] often remember :you, Dad, our house and our little
town,” Tatiana read on. “It’s all terribly far away, as
though at the world’s edge. I close my eyes, and this is what
1 see then: there am 1, opening the gate. I enter the garden.
It is winter, there is snow, but the path to the old bower
over the bluff is cleared and the lilac bushes are all covered
with hoar frost. The stoves crackle in the rooms. It smells
of birch-wood smoke. The piano.has been tuned at last and
you have placed twisted yellow candles—the ones I brought
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from Leningrad—in the candlesticks. The same music sheets

are lying on the piano: the overture to the “Queen of Spades”
and the song “Bound for the shores of the distant fatherland”.

Does the little bell at the door ring? I did not have time to

mend it after all. Shall I really see all that again? Shall I

really wash again after my journey with a jug of well-water?

Do you remember? Oh, if you knew how I have come to love

all that from here, far away! Don’t be surprised, I am speak-

ing to you quite seriously: I remembered all this at the most

fearful moments of battle. I knew that it was not only the
country as a whole that I was defending, but that little cor-
ner, which is dearest of all to me, and you, our garden, our
shock-headed youngsters, the birch-groves across the river
and even Arkhip the cat. Please don’t laugh, and don’t shake
your head. ’

“Maybe they’ll let me home for a short while when I am
discharged from hospital. I don’t know. You had better not
expect me.” ' '

Tatiana sat for a long time at the desk, looking wide-
eyed- out of the window where dawn was breaking deep blue.
She was thinking that any day that unknown man could
arrive home from the front and that it would be painful for
him to meet outsiders in the house and to see everything quite
different from what he would like to see it.

Next morning Tatiana told Varya to get a wooden spade
and clean the path to the bower over the bluff. The bower was
quite decrepit. Its wooden posts had become grey and over-
grown with lichens. Tatiana herself mended the bell over
the door. Moulded on it was the amusing inscription: I hang
by the door, ring merrily! Tatiana touched the bell. It rang
with a shrill note. Arkhip the cat twitched his ears in dis-
pleasure, took offence and left the entrance hall. Apparently
the bell’s merry tinkle struck him as impertinent.

During the day Tatiana, rosy-cheeked and noisy, her eyes
dark with excitement, brought from town an old piano tuner,
a Russianised Czech who, besides tuning pianos, mended
primus stoves, petroleum cookers, dolls, and accordions. His
name was very funny—Nevidal. When he had tuned the
piano, the Czech said it was old, but very good. Tatiana knew
that without his telling her.
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After he had gone, Tatiana looked carefully in all the

drawers of the desk and found a packet of thick twisted can-
dles. She.placed them in the candlesticks on the piano. In

the evening she lit the candl
and the house was filled with music.

es, sat down in front of the piano,

hed the candles,

~ When she stopped playing and extinguis
m as at the time

there was a smell of sweet smoke in the roo
of the Christmas tree.
Varya could not contain herself.
. «“Why do you touch what is not yours?” she said to
Tatiana. “You won’t let me, but you touch them yourseli.
The bell, the candles, the piano, you're touching everything.
And you put other people’s music on the piano too.”
«Because 1'm grown-up,” Tatiana replied.

Varya knit her brows -and looked at her mistrustingly.
At that moment Tatiana was least of all like a grown-up.
She seemed all radiant and was more like the golden-haired
girl who lost a glass slipper at the palace. Tatiana herself

had told Varya about that girl.

While still in the train, Lieutenant Nikolai Potapov reck-
oned that he would not be able to stay more than twenty-
four hours at his father’s. His leave was very short, and
travelling took up all the time.

The train arrived at the small town during the daytime.
Immediately, at the station, the lieutenant heard from the
stationmaster; whom he knew, that his father had died a
month earlier and that a young singer and her daughter from
Moscow had settled in their house.

“An evacuee,” the stationmaster said.

Potapov remained silent, looking out of the window, where
passengers in padded coats and felt boots were running with
tea-kettles in their hands. His head was whirling.

“Yes,” said the stationmaster, “he was a good soul. And
after all he died without seeing his son again.”

“When is there a train back?” Potapov inquired.

«In the morning at five o’clock,” the stationmaster
answered. After a silence he added, “Stay with me. My old
woman will give you tea and something to eat. You’ve

nothing to go home for.”
«“Thanks,” Potapov answered and went out.
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The stationmaster watched him go, shaking his head.
Potapov went through the town towards the river, over
which hung a blue-grey sky. Slantwise between sky and earth
flew thin light snow. Jackdaws were walking along the dung-
strewn road. It was getting dark. The wind from the other

bank, from the woods, blew tears out of his eyes. »
“So what!” said Potapov. “I’ve come too late. Now all

this, the town, the river and the house, is alien to me.”.

He turned back and looked at the bluff on the other side
of the town. There lay the garden covered with hoar frost,
the house dark against it. Smoke rose from the chimney and
was carried by the wind to the birch grove.

Potapov went slowly in the direction of the house. He

_had decided not to enfer, but just to go past, perhaps take

a look at the garden and stand a while in the old bower. The
thought of strangers, indifferent people, living in his father’s
house was unbearable. Better not to see anything, not to
embitter his heart, to go away and forget the past.

“Well,” he thought, “you get older every day and regard
everything around you more severely.”

He approached the house in the dusk. He opened the gate
‘cautiously, but it creaked all the same. The garden seemed
to shudder. Snow fell off the branches with a rustle. Potapov
looked round. A path cleared of snow led to the bower. He
went up. to the bower and laid his hands the time-worn rail.
Far away beyond the wood the sky was colouring a vague
pink—probably the moon rising behind the clouds. Potapov
took off his cap and passed his hand over his hair. It was
very quiet, only down at the foot of the hill women were
ratfling buckets as they went to the ice-holes for water.

Potapov leaned on the rail and said in a low voice:

“How could this happen?”

Somebody touched him lightly on the shoulder. He turned
round. Behind him stood a young woman with a severe
pale face, a warm shawl thrown over her head. She looked at
Potapov in silence with her dark intent eyes. Snow, probably
fallen from the branches, was melting on her eyelashes and
cheeks. - '

“Put ‘your cap on,” she said softly, “you’ll catch a cold.
And let’s go into the house. You mustn’t stand here.”
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Potapov remained silent. The woman took him by the
sleeve and led him along the clean-swept path. Potapov
stopped by the porch. A cramp clutched at his throat, he could

_ not get breath. The woman said in the same soft voice:

“That’s nothing. Please don’t be shy of me. You’ll be

all right just now.”

_.-She stamped her feet to knock the snow off her boots.

‘Immediately the bell tinkled in response in the entrance.

Potapov sighed deeply and caught breath.

- He entered the house, murmuring something confusedly,
took off his greatcoat in the entrance, smelt the faint odour
of birchwood smoke and saw Arkhip. The cat was sitting on
the sofa, yawning. A girl with pigtails stood by the sofa
looking with joyful eyes at Potapov—not at his face, but at

the gold stripes on his sleeve.
“Come in,” said Tatiana and led Potapov into the kit-

chen.
There was a jug of cold well-water and the familiar linen
hand-towel with oak-leaves embroidered on it hanging
nearby. ,

Tatiana went out. The girl brought Potapov’ soap and
watched him take off his tunic and wash. His embarrassment

‘had not yet passed off.
“What is your mother?” he asked the girl, blushing.

He asked that question just for the sake of asking something.
“She thinks she’s grown-up,” the girl whispered myste-
riously. “But she’s not at all. She’s more of a little girl than

I am.”
“Why?” Potapov asked.
But the girl did not answer, she started laughing and ran

out of the kitchen.

All evening Potapov could not free himself from the strange
feeling that he was in a light and yet very sound sleep.
Everything in the house was just as he wanted to see it. The
same music sheets lay on the piano, the same twisted can-
dles were burning with a crackling, lighting up his father’s
small study. Even his letters from hospital lay on the desk,
i;n?er the old compass under which his father always put his
etters.

After tea, Tatiana led Potapov to his father’s grave on
the other side of.the grove. The misty moon was already
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high. In its light the firs shone faintly and cast thin shadows
on the snow. ,

- Then, late in the evening, sitting at the piano and running
her fingers lightly over the keys, Tatiana turned to Potapov
and said: :

“I'm thinking all the time I've seen you somewhere be-
fore.” ’ .

“Yes, maybe,” Potapov answered.

He looked at her. The candle-light fell sideways, illumi-
nating half her face. Potapov rose, went from one corner
of the room to the other and stopped.

" “No, I can’t remember,” he said in a toneless voice.

Tatiana turned round and looked fearfully at Potapov,
but made no answer. '

They, bedded Potapov down in the study on the sofa, but
he could not go to sleep. Every minute in that house seemed
precious to him and he did not want to waste a single
one.

He lay listening to the stealthy steps of Arkhip, the grat-
ing tick of the clock and to Tatiana’s whisper—she was speak-
ing to the nurse about something behind the closed door.
Then the voices died down and the nurse went away, but the
strip of light under the door did not go out. Potapov heard
pages rustling, Tatiana was probably reading. Potapov guessed
she was not going to bed so as to waken him for the train.
He wanted to tell her that he was not sleeping either, but

he could not make up his mind to call her.

At four o’clock Tatiana quietly opened the door and called
him. He stirred.

“It’s time, you must get up,” she said. “It’s great pity
to waken you.”

Tatiana accompanied Potapov to the station through the
sleeping town. After the second bell had gone they said
good-bye. Tatiana stretched out both hands to Potapov
and said:

“Write to me. We’re like relatives now, aren’t we?”

Potapov did not answer, he only nodded his head.

A few days later Tatiana got a letter from him, written
during his journey.

“I remembered, of course, where we met,” Potapov wrote,
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“but I did not want to tell you there, at home. Remember the
Crimea in 1927? Autumn. Old plane trees in the Livadiya
Park. A fading sky, a pale sea. I was going along the path to
Oreanda. A girl sat on a bench near the path. She must have.
been about sixteen. She saw me, rose and came towards me.
When we drew level with each other, I glanced at her. She
went past me quickly, holding an open book in her hand. I
stoppod and watched her receding figure for a long time.
That girl was you. I could not have been mistaken. I watched
you go and felt then that a woman had gone past who could
either ruin my life or give me immense happiness. I under-
stood that I could love that woman to the point of complete
self-renouncement. I already knew then that I had to find

! i ls ,’ - H ﬂ.. , IO » lk III v 7w
N

4T0 Mory noaw6irs p 3 .

OT . p 3TY XKEHIIUH < OHs, § |

1 651 %i?,”;{: %;’zéa A YXKE sHaud, yro };161},;(;!: H::g O oTpesénps | you, cost what it might. That is what I thought then, but !

‘; HyJICs ¢ 1\aécmu'ﬂl‘3I TaK'H AyMan Toras, mo BcéTH Bac, werg still I did not move. Why? I don’t know. Since then I have

6in Kpung 1 o OUeMY — ne stidio. C tex no)xe He ABH- loved the Crimea and that path where I'saw you only for an |

HHE H norepsis ﬁ TPony, rne g Binen pac Tém,,? # 10O instant and lost you for ever. But life has shown itself mer- |
| BOH KO MmHue, g BcaB'cef‘lIa- Ho xuams, oxaaénaa,o MrHOBE- ciful to me, I have met you. And if everything ends well
i 6 1 Bay mous Tgeﬂm Bac. M écnn B oxgyy Mujocty- | andyou need my life, it will, of course, be yours. By the way,
| Bdma, I3 1al00HTCH MOSt y3mp, OHA JATCA XOpo- I found my letter open on my father’s desk. I understood

: 5 o KOHEUHO, Gyper everything and can only thank you from afar.” '

Tatiana put the letter aside, looked through misty eyes
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’ 34MH Tocmor OTJI0KHa 2 IHCBMS, TyaAe .

J — Bésen Pel1a Ha cuéxupj can 3a o;mg MAHHBIME rna- |  at the smow-covered garden outside the window and said:

Ho pisse Tlggg, A HHKOTI4 He Gring p KprrM ’C;K?qsana' , “Good Lord! I have never been to the Crimea. Never!
SHauéuye? Pb 5T0 Méxer . mméry X0 ¥ Hnkorpal But can that be of any significance now? Is it worth while

Ha BACMe;JT]g"T JIH pasysepsity ergp I/ITIc):egy?f{ Oe-HuGy b disabusing him? And myself?”
: ropén, myxdn a Cb, 33KpHNA rnasi jg ZIGHbIo, 3 . She laughed, covering her eyes with her hands. Outside
v MOT nordcnyTs nespxyjy 3aKAT a okom | the window, the dim sunset was ablaze, unable to make up
: . "its mind to be extinguished.
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NOTES

LIST OF ABBREVIATIONS
abbr., abbreviation
arch., archaic
coll_oq., colloquial
conj., -conjunction
d{al., dialectal
dim., diminutive

imp., imperfect
Py ptlerfect

popul., popular
Ukrain., Ukrainian
vulg., vulgar

Més, Maya

to page 8

n ” » |
PHBaMIO Hacaénerso, npusalino (popul )

unexpectedly and in great quantity,’ ‘came, was received

€.g., cudcThe mpHBambao
to page 12

“JRens Bockpéchmit, It is §
b ) U .

lz;ls'edal_l in the present although nt(liliya . Jhe next fow Dresent 5 verbs

eKm l;ussxan to relate past events
. OpMA Hi3kan, The stern is low I :

2  stern. .InE

is t::a ll{;\:: Caiwrkom to-o is often ol:nit?ed in such
mes™® AbHBA, conscious. Here political

a BH NPOABAAH ceGi 5
. [ i Ha06opoT :
BHIM ce6si Heco3HATembHbM, poT, It would be correct to say: a B npos-

Kopmd nefictmfitensno mu % :
romires “is good for nothingx;mé' HE romTest is omitted; HHKYAd He

Anpudn Agpuinomiu, A
, IpHAL » AZADHAH is a ma i . 4
?;lrln ;sd abr;lajglél.me patronymic which ms::r};ngsggﬂo? ;‘née.. A,u’pnanq-
Ing -06ux to the name of the father Thglasr:ffﬁ;tfls
. or

ould say: the stern
cases in Russian.
and social awareness is

feminine patronymics is -osa.
to page 14

ToBdpKa (popul.), fellow-worker (woman)

210

xkaitmdk (dial.), baked sour cream _
to page 1_6 : .

wk6aa BTOPGH crynénu, the second stage school. Immediately after
the Revolution in Soviet Russia there were first stage schools SForms.
1—4) and second stage schools (Forms 5—8) often in separate buildings.
Now most secondary schools have 8 or 10 forms all in the same building.

6aénHo npomsimiensi, from mpomsimanTh ‘to say something in a
hesitant, vague ‘manner.” The unusual use of this word instead of
uesicHO HanhcaHul, HanapanaHel, makes the passage particularly expres-
sive.

HacaxadTh, xoonepatiBm (synonymous of koomepdnus), o organize
collective farms and other production or trade associations. On p. 26
koomepamis is used colloquially for marassiH.

fo page 18 ‘
Kécrsi, dim. of Komcraumin
rpiiBka, dim. of rpima; used of thick wavy human hair

" to page 20

rpuiaTh, literally: to gnaw

satoniTh Kamin, literally: to heat the fireplace

Maiis, The old grandfather understands Maiis — a name of Indian’
origin, whereas the child means Mas — ghe first of May) a name fre-
quently given in the first years after the Revolution. '

fo page 22

Psm, The grandfather understands Pam — Remus, the name of the
twin brother of Romulus in the legend of the foundation of Rome,
whereas the baby’s name is Pam — revolutionary name explained
later in the text.

KaK MAJbuMK noéxas B ropon TamkéHt 3a xaébom, an allusion to
the Soviet author Neverov'’s tale «Tamxkéur — répoa xaé6uniii» then
very popular

fo page 24 . .

saBénoBasa ... pacréuuamu, The verb saBénomats is used here with
an unusual meaning; usually saségosaTh means ‘to administer an es-
tablishment, office,” etc.’

saTkaHHbifi KonGebsmu, liferally: woven with ears of corn

to page 28 )
ropén ouir, liferally: the hearth was burning

crdqoch, from craThest; collog. for mpou3oHTH, CTYUATBCSA

to page 30
kpuadrmit, winged, having wings
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word
napaphas, popul. for napigmoe

Gépawns (arch., popul.), used by servants in speaki i
{ : , D v ing t
}t’hexr master’s daughter, especially if of noble origipn. It vgvasoa?goagggg
efore the Revolution to mean a young girl in general.

radsku, dim. of rnasé
o, an archaic and popular use instead of o or ou4 in servile speech

Hny 3510 1 (collog.), 570 is a particie intensifying the preceding

Poast Ha Orypéunoii semaé.
Childbirth on Cucuthber Land
fo page 36 '

Iloasipoe mépe, colloquial name of the Arctic Ocean
tha;l:m au, colloquial form equivalent to ‘perhaps’ or ‘something like

Hm rpésuance, they dreamed; literally: it dreamed to them

Ajikcon, an island in the Kara Sea; Tiixcn, a bay in th ;
Yemockun, a cape, the northern point of Ta’imyr I%elx?iﬂs&i‘aptev Sea

to page 38
Hépneuk, a bay in the Laptev Sea
Béawmit, an island in the Kara Sea

TYK ... 3nT, abbreviations for Téuka ’ A
X ; stop’ a ¢ !
used in radiograms P and samaréa ‘comma,

naprépr, the Party Secretary of local i i
zation (as at a factory, institu‘}tlion, :tc:) Cgmmumst Party Organi-

to page 40
Cepréii Maraéuu, Mateéuy is i e

éf; see note T may e Hy is the patronymic formed from Mar-
PesHik, liferally: a sawbones

to page 42

EmE ha xopa6aé, already on the ship, as early as on the ship

Kpoaux, lit : it; i i
o ‘g guinea-grig{ly rabbit; here it means a person used to experiment

ér'axoe, ‘collog. for rtaxée (but more expressive)
6yne, arch. conj. for écan “if’

usega;?x.xa, little father, old chap; a colloquial expression seldom

TaMm (collog.), here an intensive particle
to page 44
sdrops, popul. for 3apénee, 3a6ﬁaroapémenno
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toré, This word is often used in- Russian conversation to replace a
word which the speaker either cannot think of at the moment or does
not wish to mention but supposes the person spoken to understands.
It is like thé English: ‘er, you know’ or ‘what d’you call it.’

Cnupt BuinbloT, liferally: they will drink the alcohol. The future of
a perfective verb is frequently used in Russian to denote an action
which was repeated or more or less habitual in the past. Here: They

would drink.
noufixath, oTuikaTh (collog.), to make a little chip
naHecka xpop66a (Ukrain.), 64pckas, rocrnéickas GonésHp
3rakaa npaubl See note to p. 42, Sraxoe.

to page 46

kmimat-c, The particle -¢ was formerly added to practically any-
word in conversation, either as a sign of respect and deference to the
person spoken to or to add a note of irony. Note that the doctor, an
elderly man, is the only person in the story to use it. )

Cobupaacst 6b110 Ha OXOTY CXOMATB... Jymaa 6siao..., A verb in the
past with 6u1o denotes that the action in question was intended but
not carried out. In such cases 6rue is not stressed.

fo page 48

Besiko, popul. for Bcsikoe

MaTepuéabHme ycnéeus, all material, especially financial, condi-
tions, salary, etc. .

Mbicao, arch. for mymaio

- érak (collog.), particle meaning ‘approximately,’ ‘about’ .
" K néxy, néxe ‘couch’ is an old word seldom used except by medical
staff in this meaning v

to page 48 _

al)me, popul. for xaxfe (containing an idea of surprise, astonish-
ment

3adunnie péam, childbirth at a distance. 3adunnit means ‘in one’s
absence,” ‘by proxy,” ‘by correspondence.’ :

Hy-¢, See note to p. 46 ,

OH uyTh G0 He copocis..., See note to p. 46.

to page §2

TE, 4T0 ... Haxomiauch, those which ... were. Uto is often used as
a relative pronoun instead of korépmiit, -as, -oe, -ie. Notice that it
@herfl has the number of the antecedent though it is itself invariable
in form.

{o page 54

6ykBy M3MéHMING, a pe68HKy H poxéunue mospemiims, Conditional
sentences, especially those expressing a supposition or eventuality,
are often used with the verbs in the future and without the conjunction
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écnu. Here: If you cnange a letter you may harm the child and the
mother. The second person singular is used here with the indefinite
meaning ‘you,’ ‘one.’ i '

Ranexéubxo, The suffix -oxexo here has only emotional significance.

Foay6unk, This word is used in addressing men with the meaning
of ‘my dear,’ just as its feminine counterpart rony6ymka is used in
addressing women. However, the shade of affection or friendship may

~ be changed to one of almost reproach by the context, as is the case here.

Bém-1o uro? (1) The particle -mo merely emphasizes pam. (2) The
whole expression, in which no verb is expressed, means ‘what has it
to do with you?’ ‘ ’

Bri-to wer6? This expression has practically the same meaning
as Béam-to yro? but the person spoken to is considered as the subject,
not the object: ‘What are you worrying about?’

to page 56

nocréan, liferally: bedding. This word is used at least as often as
KpoBadTh to mean °‘bed,’ as here.

to page 58

Mu ¢ Cepréem Marsénuem, Sergei Matveich and I — note the
typical Russian use of the Ist pers. plur. followed by the preposition ¢
and the instrumental to denote joint agents, where: in English the Ist
pers. sing. is used with ‘and.’ '

KuTdfickas rpimora, rpimora means °‘literacy,’’ ‘knowledge.’ Ku-
Téfickas rpamora is the Russian equivalent of ‘double Dutch’ or ‘Greek.’

caepd sa Kapdkyasmu, Kapikynn (always plural) is a colloquial
word meaning ‘scribble,’ ‘scrawl.’ ' -

to page 60
KyApsiBBIM §takum, See note to p. 42.
to page 62 . S
ponuste, This adjective literally means ‘native’ (2s in native land)

or ‘kindred.’ It is used in addressing people not related to the speaker,
to denote affection, joy, etec.

uenoéunme, The suffix -ume is an augmentative used here to ex-
press enthusiasm and ‘admiration: a great man, a grand man.

Heyxro, arch., popul. for the particle meyménu

6nmb (collog., arch.), particle used to express an effort to remember
something . .

Be3 ceupéreneii. Without Witnesses

to page 66 o
6e3 uymcts, literally: without any feelings
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i AnL6E, e verb ryndre means °‘to walk,’ ‘to take a
walg."m:ngaalcs?%lt’gemgl?e rXerry,'y ‘to take part in festivities’ or ‘to
take time off from work.’ o

néckare (collog.), particle showing that somebody else’s opinion
is quoted

to page 68
NMomi-xa (collog., imper.), The particle -xa softens the order.

To su nénao (collog.), This expression is used to contrast a person -
or object with z(mochar person or object possessing a higher quality

notemuéno B ranasdx, liferally: it went dark before his eyes
Ha Te6e, colloquial exclamation indicating surprise, unexpectedness

to page 70
Heoxéra, popul. for He xbuercs

nycriim xopom, When said of an engine this means ‘idlipg." Here
it means ‘without working,’ i.e. ‘without doing any surveying.

to page 72

AByXnyRésoro rpysa, a two-pood weight (A pood is approximately
16.38 kg or 38.11 ibs.)

to page 74
B eré pywé, liferally: in his soul
RHelt uépes nécarn-mBeHaauath, in about ten or twelve days. A

numeral placed after the noun it qualifies denotes approximate number
or quantity. .

fo page 76 . '
rop6itoro Morina wucnpasur (proverb), literally: the grave will
straighten a hunchback

Tord u raand, a colloquial expression containing’ a supposition that
something may happen suddenly: ‘just suppose...

to page 78
mona, particle showing that somebody else’s opinion is quoted

Honpiraemsca, The addition of the prefix do- and the reflexive
particle -ca conveys the meaning of the action being performed to a
certain degrée with definite consequences, pleasant or unpleasant,
for the performer.

to page 80 .

neritna, feminine in form but masculine in gender: a hefty, strapping
young fellow

6a6a, popul., vulg. for xena

ypon, literally: monster




to page 82 .
ymectiinocs B HEM, fitted entirely in it

fo page 86
rpuiath, literally: to gnaw
cxepirtp (collog.), literally: to chew away
KOCTHTB, popul. for GpaHATb, PYraTs
to page 88 ' .
wxauséuue, dependence for food, living, ete.

to page 90

pasrosépst ... noaynaméxamm, liferally: talk in veiled hints

to page 94

«Jlerkd Ha cépaue ot nécuu pec&noft», words from a popul i
song; music by I. Dunayevsky, words by V. Lebedev?l(rt)1m:;rchsovlet
to page 100

oGoxbwarncs, to flatter . oneself

-

to page 104
Ha cBo&m rop6y, popul., vulg. for na cnrué

lo page 108
free;?slob vt‘l;rin ice or small pieces ?f ice formed on a river p‘ef'ore it
myra, thin, brittle ice formed on a river before it freezes over

it

Orye nam. Our Father

lo page 114 v

Orue Ham, ‘Our Father® are the first words of the Lord’
in Old Church Slavonic. Th t ven later is
s T e exfract from the prayer given later is

A xouy cmatb, I am sleepy, literally: 1 want to sleep. Note oth
uses of the verb xorérs: 51 xouy ectn. I want to eat, i.e. pI amolfuggr)e:
51 xouy nure. I want to drink, i.e., I am thirsty. ’

l‘:;nonn!. ‘Lord’ is now used only as an exclamation.

paneHkH, boots woven out of felt without any seams and reachi
:,lgal?ﬁgrup to the knees. They are used in the Zountry in verycc:)rllcgi

_ﬁﬁggmgrz E)’%’II‘:I: rpanycos mopdsa, twenty-five degrees of frost, i.e.
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to page 116

C n66pbiM yTpom! means ‘(Congratulations) on a good morning.’
In conversation the formula is simply: Ilé6poe yrpo ‘Good morning.’

to page 118
uyrykHas Tym6a, an iron mounting block such as were to be seen
in Russian streets when horses and horse-drawn carriages were in

wider use

to page 120
por, literally: mouth. ‘Lips’ would be used in English instead of
‘mouth.’

to page 122
xeditp, an aciduous beverage made of fermented cow’s milk
6y6mux, a thick ring-shaped roll of bread
pyuka, dim. of pyxa

to page 124 ,

Gonéte (collog.), to support (a football team, etc.)

Béme wmoR!, literally: ‘My Godl' corresponds to the English
exclamations ‘My- goodness!’ or ‘Goodness gracious!’

to page 126
orcupérues (collog.), literally: to remain in safety till some danger

passes
tam 6yner sinno, literally: there it will be seen, i.e. then we shall

see
conpatnsi, collective noun, popular for conmite  ‘soldiers’

(pejorative)

to page 128
B NOAWATHX Bisenkax, means ‘in valenkys with soles sewn on’

to page 130

«ma-nyips, the Russian transctiption- of the French ‘chat noir’
(‘black cat’

Ganéra, a word used in some parts of southern Russia and south-
eastern Europe to denote a cheap café

Iilepuénko, Taras Grigorievich Shevchenko (1814—1851), a famous
Ukrainian poet, painter and revolutionary democrat

Komapée. Komarov

 to page 136

Mérpax B nami, See note to p. 74, Auel uepes JNécATh-ABEHANLIATD
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4T0 Te6é romopdr...!, What did I tell you...I In rebukes drawing
attention to a previous order the Russians often use the third person

plural instead of the first person singular and the present instead of
the past. . :

KON0OpOANTH, popul. for ozopHHuiTL ‘to be naughty’ -
rpiisennux (collog.), a ten-copeck piece '

naHdma, a paniama hat. The name is also given to cloth summer
hats worn by ‘children in the U.S.S.R. :

Péxuna, diminutive of péxa, a vulgar word for “face’ (something
like ‘pan’ in English). In the diminutive it is frequently used to con-
}r%'l pfleasantness and ‘endearment. Then it is not vulgar — ‘a nice
ittle face.*

to page 138

BocmHTATeAbHHUA, liferally: educator, the name given to kinder-
garten and nursery-school teachers - in Russia

uerd, collog. for mouemy

CTdBUAa B TYWAK, literally: placed in a blind alley, here means
‘nonplussed®

51 nécae o6éna TaxEamii, Here there is a pun in Russian which is
difficult to render in English. Tsxéneii means ‘difficult’ or ‘heavy.’
In answer to the words ‘A difficult child,’ the boy answers ‘I am heavy
only after dinner.’

Mmencectpd, abbr. for Mexumginckas cecTpa

Moaném! an order used in Russian in the army, sports camps, board-
ing schools, etc., meaning literally ‘Reveille’

Kaywa, popul. for kypuua, macénka

OneBdThes u cTpbutheal, an order expressed by the infinitive, as
is often the case in Russian. In English the imperative would be used.

A xgné‘r.bcn Kro 6ymer?, literally: And who’s going to bathe? It
would be ‘Aren’t we going to bathe?’ in English. :

Nowmi!, the past used for the imperative: ‘Let's go!’
to page 140

nurderes (and the verbs in the next few paragraphs), The verb is
in the present, though it refers to the past. The use of the present
gives greater liveliness to the account. : .

BuNpAcTHBaTL popul. for ocmoGoxmATH

3a6upda, here popul. for noguumaTECH -

He o6xurwie, not lived in, not having the appearance of being
lived in, abandoned

lo page 142

noneadm, collog. for mo 3acjayraM, Tak M caényer
Mue npuxominocn, I had to, I had the opportunity to
HapYWHTH 3anpétHyio 36Hy, literally: to violate the prohibited zone
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6aioctit, arch. for cnemith 3a... '
noacteperdau, lay in wait for, lay in ambush

to page 144 » _ ’ ‘
(londnace!, liferally: ‘You are caught’ from nondcrses ‘to get

caught’ o

ocrpekartscsi, popul. for o6xéubcs KpanHBoil

cxopoHin, arch. popul. for cupsirtan

He XaBin cnycky, gave no quarter

fo page 146 - ; :
yuusi, was formerly an official term meaning ‘execution of a
senf:rﬁg“?tﬂis sometimes used in the meaning of ‘a punitive expedi-
tion’, ‘a flogging.’ .
aoGictas ronosd, literally: head with a big forehead

to page 148 ‘
HeHapOkoM, popul. for HeHaMépeHHO, CJy4aiiHO

to page 150 .
Aasdii Bomitnes, Let’s be friends. Let’s play together. .
obnipa, generally ‘a raid’ or ‘a search’ organized by the police

or the military
uerd, popul. for nouemy

Cayuaii ¢ iikkencom. A Dickens Incident

to page 154

®eondens, a port in the Crimea -

naudn, popul., vulg. for Manbuuk ]

uto Takée 3a kmira, popul. for uto 5To 3a KHira .

Bor $to 3amiiHueno, literally: “That is screwed up tight.” It means
approximately ‘That’s piled on thick.’ .

yG6éh mensi Gor!, God strike me dead (if what I say is not true)!

o mamm (Ukrain.)=In Russian x mame . ‘
raorder cmony, liferally: swallows saliva, i.e. gulps with excite-
ment : ) .

Ké He cKpHBAsCh, liferally: no longer hiding, i.e. no longer trying
to hide his tears . -

HMER ko césectn, liferally: have a drop (a bif) of conscience

c66eTpennnk, ‘man of property’h ' fect the ficher

A 4, a market soul. These expressions reflec -
mag?ssagtnt?:uldl{utlo’ the boy who, it seems to him, clings to the book
because it is his property and considers it only according to its pur-
chase value.
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Tolt  (Ukrain.)=$ront

Ta (Ukrain.)=pa, an intensive particle used at the beginning of
an answer, fo mean that something is self-evident: of course

Tak6l npuminunemiy, literally: so sticky, i.e. so interesting you
can’t tear yourself away :

Mpuréunas rpaei. Good ‘Luck Flower

fo page 156
Nputéunmi, literally: of affluence
npoTéueHH K, literally: bored out

to page 158

Hanyckdth Ha ce6si cypépocts, to try to look severe )
MHJGK (popul.), generally used in affectionate talk with man

to page 160

646ywika,  grandmother. Note . that, Russians often use names of
relatives in speaking to strangers. B46ymxa is used in talking to an
elderly woman, nex ‘grandfather’ in addressing an elderly man, pins
‘uncle’ and ‘réra ‘auntie’ are used by children when speaking to grown-
ups whose names they do not know. ’

npuTOpEHNNA (popul.), participle of npmreopiteca ‘to pretend?

Ho ceré ppémeny, literally: to this time: ceré, gen. masc. sing.
of cefi, cud, cué, -cuir ‘this,” a bookish and rather arc aic word rarely
used in conversational Russian '

IlIunésunk. Sweet Briar

fo page 162 .
Miwa, diminutive of the feminine name Mapiia

to page 164

Kaxds tam aésmusa rpycrs!, literally: What kind of maidenly
melancholy is thatl '

He66ch, is a parenthetical word denoting ‘probability. He66cr 6y-
ReT TBepfiTe.., ‘Probably he wil] always be repeating...’

Kax xsdrur (collog.), generally used in speaking of natural pheno-
n:ser)la which operate suddenly and with great force: XBaTH BéTep (mMo-
pos ) )

Hen, See note to p. 160, 646ymxka.
Heré, popul. form of yro.

B MOEM CyuiecTBOBAHMH (popul.), instead of B modii XH3HH
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to page 166
uro, See note to p. 52.

to page 168
é & i inter (1360—1430)
Anppéi Py6aés, a great Russian p.am : 63 1938)
A i1, Konstantin Sergeyevich Stanislavsky ( —1938),
a g&ﬁ“ﬁ'ﬁﬁ&cﬁ‘ llz‘deS.oviei: theatrical actor, producer and theoretician,
co-founder of the Moscow Art Tl;leatre " « to which was
i i...», words of a song, the mus v
wri:&%ﬂ%ﬁ?ﬁgcoﬁfe“sico;d World War by the Soviet composer Vasily
Solovyov-Sedoy

o baskets for the collective farm
' i 63HYI0 KapTom askets for the co

pot:gggzﬂgo%o?oﬁ?gggugy thg acc:g’ative is used to denote purpose
or use. .

Bo, popul. for the intensive particle sor

ropés (arch., popul. form), instead of aer

Déane, popul. for pénvuwe '

ropm;q (dial.), a thin-necked vessel for milk

épnt, knights of St. George. The St. George's .
crosls.egl::t‘iner;celggi ';\?enraeneal;vards ggiven to military personnel in tsarist
times for exploits on the battlefield.

to page 174 . .
Yro xe 570 Taxée?, a question expressing perplexity
Bor $to aal, an exclamation of admiration . ‘
necTyH (ar’ch’.), 3a66TaHBEI BocnuTATenr ‘a solicitous nurse’ or
‘tutor’ o

to page 178

0 Mpéuuu TBOGH ...», first lines of a poem written. in
lSE’;S’lb;l eN.‘i‘lgsl;niq}{{l%xeyevich Nekrasov (1821—1878), a great Russian
poet

fo page 180 ' v ’ ’
rpaxadnouxa (popul.), dim. of rpaxpinxa; rpaxpuaniii, rpaxiiHka
are used in addressing strangers

. — . ‘ al.’

é a noun coined from the adjective xasénnmniit ‘officia;
der?ai%e;lnxeaa,x;s an official billet as opposed to private lodgings with
the local inhabitants. '

to page 182 '
4 Créna, the diminutive of the masc. name Crenasn
Craaunrpin, now Boarorpig

221




Créppiit nésap. The Old Cook -
to page 186

3apdaen, heaped up with;
3aBaJHTh

nenHéi néc, literally: chain dog, i.e. watchdog -

y%é He Mor aiarh, literally: already could not bark, i.e. could no
longer bark

: néa7ymxa, JeT Bocemudzuaru, a girl of about eighteen. See note
o p. 74,

CTPYHHL ... néam, the strings sounded. The verb nérs, which means
‘%p sing; when used of people, is also used in speaking of musical in.
struments.

ik S Beerpd ne moGix, literally: 1 always did not like, i.e. 1 never
iked :

to page 188

Xord 1 He CBANEHHUK, HO 3T ped paBué. Note that when a subor-
din

ate clause beginning with xorsg ‘although’ is placed before the
prificipal clause, the latter generally begins with mno. If
clause is placed first, it does not begin with Ho. See late

To-méemy, 310 npers AG0HH, XoTd oTcloga us KOMHaTh
Ha GoJbilde TIOMBOAHEL

4axdéTkoit, with consumption. The word. YaxéTka is now almost
exclusively colloquial, being generally replaced by TyGepxynéa.

e€ 3pdam Mdpro#i, she was called Martha, Martha was her name.
The third person plural of the verb without any subject expressed is
equivalent to English indefinite constructions with ‘they’ or ‘one’ or
the passive ‘they called her,’ ‘one called her,” ‘she wags called Martha.’

A€ékaps (arch.), physician. Now the word Bpay is used.

cynaps (arch.), sir (not used since the 1917 Great October Socialist
Revolution) )

the principal
r in the text:
OHH NMOX6xu

fo page 190

KaK 6yaATo ni fion 6pécuan céruu XPYCTAILHMX WwApHKOB, as though

hundreds of crystal balls were thrown on the floor. See note to p. 188,
€& spdmm Mapron.

to page 192

sanén, See note to p. 186, crpyum nény,

Mens aoByr Béabdranr Amenéi Ménapr, See note to P. 188: eé asinnu
Méproit. Note that with this construction the name may be in the
instrumental or the nominative,
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short form past participle paséive of -

Cuer. Snow

to page 194 . -
i 68Ha, TaTesina, feminine first name; Ilerpdsna, em
ninga;:?r%?ly[rtitzp?::; I'I?elf), the name of the father. The masculine
tronymic is Ilerpdsuu. L
& 3a zﬁnerénmum cagom, beyond the leafless garden; o6nerdts (imp.),

oGnerérs (p.), speaking of leaves, means ‘to fall off.’

nomiwkam, dative plural of momsimko, diminutive depreciative of

aom ‘ugly little house’ ‘ | an o make
dtp, to perform, to sing. This verb may a s0 me ]

a s;:lecclll'lxm(l;;,cr;ng'rb ¢ péubio), ‘to support someone’ (BHerynaTh 3a
KOr6-1160). ' )

B nasapérax, in the military hospitals

i iano; 1 ignt piano

osinb, grand piano; mmamfzo, uprign ; ) ’

gox(én,rénmum, dative plural of noxenrépmuii ‘turned yellow,
from the verb noxenrérs, ‘to turn yellow 55 e

Bdpe ne nossoadinu, Varya was not allowed. See note to p. , eé
spaym Maproii.

to page 196 - o

Bb TaK M He mpundMuuTte...?, Tak n has intensifying significance
and ‘can be rendered by ‘really,’ ‘after all . . .
Ha ims, addressed to; not to be confused with Bo fims ‘in the nam
i’ ' - .
) KoT, tom-cat; k6uwka, strictly ‘female cat,” may be used irrespec
tive of sex

to page 198 ' ’
Hérw, plural of méra ‘notes,’ also means ‘music sheets

«[likoBas pama», ‘The Queen of Spades,’ opera by Tchaikovsky
based on Pushkin’s tale of the same name

«Jlasi Geper6s oTuiaHbl AdabHOf», romance by A. Borodin, words by
A. Pushkin '
yMbiBATBCS ¢ gopérH, to have a wash after a journey
roadék, diminutive of yrom ‘corner’ . ] ]
Zo )mﬁ' HA genb, any day; not to be confused with H30 Ans B AEHD
‘from day to day’

i i ice.’ daoc
. literally: in a high voice.  The word r

‘vo?:;?ég‘al; :mocb?used in s'l;/)eaking of musical mstrumen’tsl,8 6bel]s,
etc. to mean ‘pitch,” ‘tune,’ ‘round.” Cf. crpymm néam, p. .

. . d

é he Czech name Nevidal resembles the Russian wor
Héal:;:::ga“‘gon’fething never seen before.” That is why the author says
it is a funny name.

to page 200
€aka, fir-tree, New Year tree
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AéBYHIKA C 30JOTHIMH BOJOCAMH, KoTdopas horepsi.na xpyc'ré.uimro
1ydmo, i.e. Cinderella of Perrault’s and the Grimms brothers’ tales

xopémedt ayms Gris yesnoBEK, literally: he was a man of a good soul,
i.e. he was a good soul

to page 202
NocMOTPéA emy  BCaeR, fiterally: looked following him, - i.e.
watched him go °
npépy6u, dative of npSpyo6e, a hole made in the ice of a river, lake,
etc., fishing or drawing water :

_nonnémre, The particle -me is often added to an imperative to
make it more polite.

to page 204
ceiiudc §to npohnmér, liferally: it will pass away just now

66Tnxku, warm boots or snow boots

Gopmoud, muttering, imperfective verbal adverb of GopmoTath ‘to
mutter,” ‘to mumble’

CMOTpPéNA, KaK OH MBLACH, CHSB kitens, watched him wash himself, -
‘having taken off his tunic, i.e. watched him take off his tunic and wash

Kto me TBod mama? This means ‘What is your mother?’ (What is
her profession?)

Ond xyxe nésouxa, uem s. She's more of a girl (literally: a worse
girl) than me. : .

récnuraan, This word, like masapér, is used to denote a military
hospital. An ordinary hospital is called Goapurina.

to page 206
scé, constantly, all the time -

Mécae ropéro 3soukd. After the second bell. Formerly a bell was~
used at Soviet railway stations to warn people of the impending de-
parture of a train.

to page 208

Jiusamifickuit napx, Livadiya Park near the village of the same
name in the Crimea, formerly an estate of the tsar. It was in the palace
on this estate that the allied Yalta Conference took place during the
Second World War in February 1943.

Opeénna, a seaside resort near Yalta in the Crimea

Tlonnucano K meuarn 12/IX 1972 r. dopmar 8410832, ByM. n. 3's.
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Tupax 22 000.

Hapatenbcreo «<llporpeccs TOCYAapCTBEHHOrO KOMHTETa Cosera
Munucrpos CCCP no aenaM HM3naTenbeTs, noaurpadun M KHHKHOH
Toproanyu. Mockea I'-21, 3yGoBckHM Gyabsap, 21

Opaena Tpynosoro Kpacsoro 3HameHH Kanuaunckufi. noaurpaduyeckuit

xomGunar Cotosnosurpadnpoma npu [oCyRapCTBEHHOM. KOMHTETE Cosera

Musuncrpos CCCP no penaM H3ZaTeancrs, nonurpaduu M KHIDKHOR TOP-
ronay. r. Kaauauu, npocrnexr Jlenuua, §






