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As I finish this work

I dedicate it:

TO THE FREE SPIRITS—~OF ALL NATIONS—

WHO SUFFER, FIGHT, AND

WILL PREVAIL.

R.R.
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who sniff the air of Paris and can tell, the day before, more
exactly than the meteorological observatory of the tower of
Saint-Jacques, what wind is blowing up for tomorrow, and
what it will bring with it. In that great city of nerves, through
which electric vibrations pass, there are invisible currents of
fame, a latent celebrity which precedes the actuality, the vague
gossip of the drawing-rooms, the nescio quid majus nascitur
{liade, which, at a given moment, bursts out in a puffing
article, the blare of the trumpet which drives the name of the
new idol into the thickest heads. Sometimes that trumpet-blast
alienates the first and best friends of the man whose glory it
proclaims, And yet they are responsible for it.

So Olivier had a share in the article in the Grand Journal.
He had taken advantage of the interest displayed in Chris-
topher, and had carefully stoked it up with adroitly worded
information. He had been careful not to bring Christopher
directly into touch with the journalists, for he was afraid of an
outburst But at the request of the Grand Journal he had slyly
introduced Christopher to a reporter m a café without his
having any suspicion All these precautions only pricked
curiosity, and made Christopher more interesting. Olivier had
never had anything to do with publicity before: he had not
stopped to consider that he was setting 1n motion a machine
which, once it got going, it was impossible to direct or control.

He was in despair when, on his way to his lecture, he read
the article in the Grand Journal. He had not forescen such a
calamity. Above all, he had not expected 1t to come so soon
He had reckoned on the paper waiting to make sure and verify
its facts before it published anything. He was too naive. If a
newspaper takes the trouble to discover a new celebnity, it is,
of course, for its own sake, so that its rivals may not have the
honour of the discovery. It must lose no time, even if it means
knowing nothing whatever about the person in question. But
an author very rarely complains: if he is admired, he has quite
as much understanding as he wants.

The Grand Journal, after setting out a few ridiculous stories
about Christopher's struggles, representing him as a victim of
German despotism, an apostle of liberty, forced to fly from
Imperial Germany and take refuge in France, the home and
shelter of free men (a finc pretext for a chauvinist tirade!)
plunged into lumbering praisc of his genius, of which it knew
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nothing—nothing except a few tame melodies, dating from
Christopher’s eatly days in Genmany, which Christopher, who
was ashamed of them, would have hiked to hiave seen destroyed.
Rut if the author of the article knew r:oth‘ing a‘t ;:11 al:z:LuL
B e N R e R Yas o dan o€ Lom

to construet a fanaiful John Chastopber, “a Republican
genius—the great musician of democracy.” He seized the
opportunity to decry various cantemparacy French musicians,
espectally the most original and independent among them, who
set very little store by democracy. He only excepted one of
two composers, whose electoral oprions were excellent in his
tyes. It was annoying that thewr music was not better, But that
was a detail And besides, his eulogy of these men, and even
his praise of Christopher, was not nearly so much account as
hu_ critiosm of l}ze Test, Tu Paris, when you sead an article
. . ) .

“A fine thing I've done!™

He could hardly get through hus lecture As soon 2s he had
finished he hurried home. What was his consternation o find
!‘X;m_‘ch (??b:r‘h‘:_xd already gone out with the journalists!

About three o'clock Christopher came home quite [ively. Hy
had had tunch with Arséne Gamache, and his X:lead was aylill‘:
ui\uz;ys/;{h the champagne he had drunk. He could not under-
Mand Qlivier's anxiely, who asked bun in fo i
wh:‘: Dltvir’s anxicly, who in fear and trembling

“What have 1 been dowmg? I've bad a splend;
bavea't had such 3 good feed for 2 long limz"md‘d foach 1
He began to recount (he meny.
And wine . . T had wine of every calour.”
?\{71;" mtcrl;upl,:d h'uxn to ask who was there.

§ o was there? . 1 don't know. Ther,

fitle round man, true as gold: Clodomir, :th‘?sw?i?::a:??h:
15



8 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

Nika, being two years older, probably despised him, Nika was
a schoolboy who lived at the Voskoboinikovs; when he shook
bands with Yura, he jerked his arm downwards with all his
might and bowed his head so Jow that his hair Sopped over his
forehead and hid half his face,

5

“The vital nerve of the problem of pauperism,” Nikolai Nikolaie-
vich read from the revised manuscript.

“Essence would be better, I think,” said Ivan Ivanovich, mak-
ing the correction on the galleys,

They were working in the balf-darkness of the glassed-in
veranda. Watering cans and gardening tools lay about, a rain-
coat was flung over the back of a broken chair, mud-caked hip
boots stood in a corner, their uppers collapsed on the fioor,

“On the other hand, the statistics of births and deaths show,”
dictated Nikolai Nikolaievich.

“Infert ‘for the year under review,”” said Ivan Ivanovich and
made a note. There was a slight draft. Pieces of granite lay on
the sheets as paperweights.

When they finished Nikolai Nikolaievich wanted to leave at
once,

“There’s a storm coming. We must be off.”

“Nothing of the sort. I won't let you. We're going to bave tea
now.”

“But I must be back in town by night.”

“It's no use arguing, I won't hear of it.”

From the garden, a whiff of charcoal smoke from the samovar
drifted in, smothering the smell of tobacco plant and heliotrope.
A maid carried out a tray with clotted cream, berries, and cheese
cakes. Then they were told that Pavel had gone off to bathe in
the river and had taken the horses with him. Nikolai Nikolaies
vich had to resign himself to staying. .

“Let’s go dawn to the river while they're getting tea ready,
suggested Ivan Ivanovich. . .

On the strength of his friendship with Kologrivoy, he b-"ld the
use of two rooms in the manager's house. The cottage with fts
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own small garden stood in 2 neglected corner of the park, nuar
the old drive, now thickly overgrown with grass'and no longer
used except for carting rubbish to the gully, which servefi asa
dump. Kologrivov, 3 mau of advanced views and & mﬂl’mn'{ue
who sympathized with the revelution, was abroad w{'th his wife.
Ouly his two daughters, Nadia and Lipa, with their governess
and a small staff of servants, were on the estate.

A thick bedge of blackthora separated the manager’s house
and garden from the park with its Jawns and artificial lakes
which surrounded the main house. As Ivan Ivanovich and Niko-
1a1 Nikollevich skirted the hedge, small flocks of sparrows flew
out at regular intervals. The blackthom swarmed with them, and
their even chatter accompanied them like water flowing in a

pipe.

They passed the hothouses, the gardener'’s cottage, and the
ruins of some stone structure. They were talking about new
talent in science and hterature.

“Yes, there are gifted men,” yaid Nikolai Nikolagevich; “but
the fashion nowadays is all for groups and societies of evety
sort Gregariousness is always the refuge of mediocrities, whether
they swear by Soloviev or Kant or Marx. Only individuals seek
the truth, and they shun those whose sole concern is not the
truth. How many things in the world deserve our layalty? Very
few 1ndeed. X think one should be loyal to immortality, which 15
another word for life, a stranger ward for it, One must be true
to immortality—true to Christ! Ab, you're tarning up your pose,
my poor man. As usual, you haven't understood  thing.”

Homm,” said Tvan Tvanavich, Thin, fairhaired, restless as an
eel, he had a Iittle beard that made him look like an American
of the time of Lincoln: he was always bunching it up in his
hand and nibbling the tip. *1 say nothing, of course. As you
km?w, 1 look at these things rather differently, But while we're
at it, tell me, what was 1t like when they unfrocked you? I bet

you were scared. They didalt wnmthernatize von Aia they?”

Norem s -
An. . \ wnot, L.,
et Ll weae W tena Xt was un-

¢ m conscquenCes’. For instance, o
i;mb;!;x&ed from the eavil service for quite a long time, and 1 wr;i
€0 t0 g0 1o Moscow or Petersbusg, But these are trifles
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ink, it * said Ivan Ivanovich.
st think, it's only a ltde after five,” said Ivan .
"'l';x}ere'x the express from Syzmas. It passes here at five past five.
Far out on the plain, crossing it from right to left, came a neat
hitle yellow and blue trais, tiny in the distance. Suddenly they
cmvetdoeny v * steam Surried over the

s . Something’s wrong, It
bas no busivess to stop in the middle of the marsh out there.
Something must have happened, Let's go and have tea.

6

Nika was ncither in the garden nor m the house. Yura guessed
that he was hiding becouse they bored bim, nud because Yura
was too young for him. When hus uncle and Ivan Ivanovich went
on the veranda to work, Yura was left 1o wander aimlessly about
the grounds

How enchanting this place wast Orioles kept making thelr
clear three-note calls, stopping each time just long enough to Jet
¥oe countryside surk in the mowt fiuting sounds down to the Jast
wibiration. A heavy fragrance, motionless, as though having lost
its way m the ar, was fived by the heat above the flower beds.
This brought batk memories of Antibes and Bordighera. Yura

turned thys way and that. The ghost of his mnther'e waian wen-
hall .o o

. . egrusw wad iostart that his mother wes calling him,
asking him to jomn her somewhere.

He walked to the gully and ehmbed from the clear coppice
at its edge into the alder thicket that covered its bottom,

Down there among the iter of fallen branches it was dark
snd dunk; flowers were few, and the notched stafks of horsetail
\‘;mb\‘cd tike the staffs with Egyption omaments in his lustrated
Thle

Yura £l more and more lonely. He wanted
stumped ta bis knees and busst imu);enrs‘ o o o He

“Angehet Cod, my bdly guardian.” be prayed “het
) 5 me frml:
on the path of troth and tell Mother l‘gx a)l'l ngh&,?he'se pot t§
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As I was saying, ope must be true to Christ, I'll explain. What
you don’t understand is that it is possible to be an atheist, it is
possible not to know whether God exists, or why, and yet believe
that man does not live in a state of nature but in history, and
that history as we know it now began with Christ, and that
Christ’s Gospel is its foundation. Now what is history? It is the
centuries of systematic explorations of the riddle of death, with
a view to overcoming death. That’s why people discover mathe-
matical infinity and electromagnetic waves, that's why they
write symphonies. Now, you can't advance in this direction with-
out a certain faith, You cant make such discoveries without
spiritual equipment. And the basic elements of this equipment
are in the Gospels. What are they? To begin with, love of one’s
neighbor, which is the supreme form of vital energy. Once it flls
the heart of man it has to overflow and spend itself, And then
the two basic ideals of modem man—without them he s un-

- thinkable—the idea of frec personality and the idea of Iife as

, sacrifice. Mind you, all this is still extraordinarily new. There was
no history in this sense among the ancients. They had blood and
beastliness and cruelty and pockmarked Caligulas who had no
idea of how inferior the system of slavery is. They had the boast-
ful dead eternity of bronze monuments and marble columns, It
was nat until after the coming of Christ that time and man could
breathe freely. It was not unti} after Him that men began to live
toward the future. Man does not die in a ditch like a dog—~but
at home in history, while the work toward the conquest of
death is in full swing; he dies sharing in this work. Ouf] I got
quite worked up, didn’t I? But I might as well be talking to 2
blank wall.”

“That’s metaphysics, my dear fellow. It's forbidden by my
doctors, my stomach won't take it.”

“Oh well, you're hopeless. Let’s Jeave it. Goodness, what a
view, you luecky devil. Though I suppose as you live swith it every
day you don't sce it.” . . i .

1t was hard to keep one’s eyes on the shimmering river, which,
Yike a sheet of corrugated jron, reflected the glare of the sun.
Suddenly its surface pnrtcd in waves. A big ferry loaded with
carts, horses, and peasants and their women started for the other

shore.
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and aseful, but, taken together, they were spontaneously
iumx?cj?ed with the general stream of life which u?iled them
all, People worked and struggled, each set in motion by the
mechanism of his own cares. But the mechanisms would not
have worked properly had they not been regulnted and gov~
emed by a higher sense of an wltimate freedom from care, This
freedom came from the lechng that all human lives were in-
torrelated, a certainty that they flowed into each other—a ‘happy
feeling that all events took place not only on the easth, in shich
the dead are buried, but also in some other region which some
called the Kingdom of God, others history, and stll others by
some ather pame.

To this general rule Misha was an ushappy, bitter exception.
A fechng of care remained his ultimate mainspring and was not
reheved and ennobled by a sense of security. He knew this
hereditary trait in himself and watched wath an alert diffidence
for symptoms of it in himself. It distressed him. Its presence
‘humiiated him

For as long as he could remember he had never ceased to
wonder why, having arms 2nd legs ke everyone else, and a
language and way of life comman to all, one could be different
from the others, bked only by few 2nd, moreover, loved by no
one He could not understand a simsation fn which if you
were worse than other people you could not make an effort to
tmprove yoursell What did it mean to be a Jew? What was the
prrpose of 1t? What was the reward o the justification of this
fmpatent challenge, which brought nothing but grief?

When Misha took the problem to hus father he was tald that his
premises were absurd, and that such Teasonings were wwrom
but he was offered no solution deep enough to attxact hi s
v‘a:cdhun E;;w silently to the inevitable, i or o

nd making an exception only far his
became ccmcmpmouscff all gm\z-mps whsa‘;zgi:; gul;:fdually
and were anable ta clear it up. He was sure that ;; 15 mess
b:g‘,\}w \\'?uk\ straighten it alt ont. when he was
Now, for {nsta

father showld nult“l}e‘; Vx;u nn;ca}fxt::: ::zmurage to say that his
rushed out onto the platform, and shy lmndman when bo bad

s ould not have stopped the
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worry. If there is a life after death, O Lord, receive Mother into
Your heavenly mausions where the faces of the saints and of
the just shine like stars. Mother was so good, she couldn’t have
been a sinner, have mercy on her, Lord, and please don't let
her suffer. Mother!"—in his heart-rending anguish he called to
her as though she were another patron saint, and suddenly, un-
able to bear any more, fell down unconscious.

He was not unconscious for Jong. When he came to, he heard
his uncle calling him from above. He answered and began to
climb. Suddenly he remembered that he had not prayed for his
missing father, as Maria Nikolaievna had taught him to.

But his fainting spell had left him with a sense of lightness
and well-being that he was unwilling to Jose. He thought that
nothing terrible would happen if he prayed for his father some
other time, as if saying to himself, *Let him wait.” Yura did not
remember him at all.

7

In a second-class compartment of the train sat Misha Gordon,
who was travelling with his father, a lawyer from Orenburg.
Misha was a boy of eleven with a thoughtful face and big dark
eyes; he was in his second year of gymnasium. His father,
Grigory Osipovich Gordon, was being transferred to a new post
in Moscow. His mother and sisters had gone on some time before
to get their apartment ready.

Father and son had been travelling for three days.

Russia, with its fields, steppes, villages, and towns, bleached
lime-white by the sun, flew past them wrapped in hot clouds
of dust. Lines of carts rolled along the highways, occasionally
Jumbering off the road to eross the tracks; from the furiously
speeding train it seemed that the carts stood still and the horses
were marking time. )

At big stations passengers jumped out and ran to the buffet;
the sun setting behind the station garden lit their fect and
shone under the wheels of the train.

Every motion in the world taken separately was calculated
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oseful, but, taken together, they were spontancously
?::lll.‘?;?ed wth the general stream of hfe w.hxch united them
all. People worked and struggled, each set m'mohon by the
mechanism of his own cares. But the mechanisms waould not
have worked properly had they not been regulated and gov-
erved by 2 higher sense of an ultimate freedom fn?m care. Tl.ns
freedom came from the feeling that all human lives were iv-
terrclated, a certainty that they flowed into each D{her—-'a happy
feeling that all events tock place not'only on the earth, in which
the dead are buried, but also i some other region which some
called the Kingdom of God, otbers history, and still others by
some other name.

To thus general rule Mishe was an ushappy, bitter exception.
A fecling of care remained his ultimate mainspring and was ot
relieved and ennobled by a sense of security. He knew this
‘heredntary trait in himself and watched wath an alest difidence
for symptoms of it in himself, Tt distressed him. Its presence
humbated um

For as loog as he could remember he had never ceased to
wonder why, having arms and legs Iike everyone else, and a
language and way of bfe common to all, one could be different
from the others, liked only by few and, moreover, laved by no
ont He could not understand a mtuation jn which if you
were worse than other people you could not make an effort to
improve yourself What did it mean to be 2 few? What was the
mupose of 17 What was the reward or the justification of this
impotent challenge, which brought nothing but guief?

When Misha took the problem to his Father he was tald that his
premises wete obsurd, and that sch reasonings were wrong,
but he was offered no solution deep enough to attract hum or to
make him bow silently to the wevitable.
bc&.m\ waking on exception only for his parents, he gradually

came contemptuaus of 21l grownups who had made this mess

and wete unable to clear it up. He was sur
big he would straighten it alt E\x\. © fhat when be was

Neow, for Intance, no one had the coura e i

5 a s
father should not have rue after that mndx%yau w;eyn ‘)k::th}:l;
rushied dut onto the platfarm, sad should not have stopped the
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train when, pushing Grigory Osipovich aside, and flinging open
the door, he had thrown himself head first out of the express like
a diver from a springboard into a swimming pool.

But since it was his father who bad pulled the emergency
release, it Jooked as if the train had stopped for such an in-
explicably long time because of them.

No one knew the exact cause of the delay. Some said that the
sudden stop had damaged the air brakes, others that they were
on a steep gradient and the engine could not make it. A third
view was that as the suicide veas a prominent person, his lawyer,
who had been with him on the train, insisted on officials being
called from the nearest station, Kologrivovka, to draw up a state-
ment, This was why the assistant engineer had climbed up the
telegraph pole: the inspection handear must be on its way.

‘There was a faint stench from the lavatorics, not quite dis-
pelled by eau de cologne, and a smell of fried chicken, a little
high and wrapped in dirty wax paper. As though nothing had
happened, graying Petersburg lades with creaking chesty voices,
turned into gypsies by the combination of soot and cosmetics,
powdered their faces and wiped their fingers on their handker-
chiefs. When they passed the door of the Gordens’ compartment,
adjusting their shawls and anxious about their appearance even
while squeezing themselves through the narrow corridor, their
pursed lips scemed to Misha to hiss: “Aren’t we sensitivel We're
something special. We're cultured. It’s too much for us.”

The body of the suicide lay on the grass by the embankment.
A little stream of bloed had run across his forehead, and, having
dricd, it looked like a cancel mark crossing out his face. It did
not look like his blood, which had come from his body, but like a
forcign appendage, a piece of plaster or a splatter of mud or a
wet birch leaf,

Curious onlookers and sympathizers surrounded the body in a
constantly changing cluster, while his friend and travelling com-
panion, a thickset, arrogant-looking lawyer, a pure-bred animal
in a sweaty shirt, stood over him sullenly with an expression-
less face. Overcome by the heat, he was fanning himself with his
hat. In answer to all questions he shrugged his shoulders ar'nd
said crossly without even tuming around: “He was an aleoholic.
Can't you understand? He did it in a 5t of D.T.s.
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Once or twice a thin old woman in a \vooﬂen_ dress and I‘JCe
kerchief went up to the body. She was the 'wxdow Tiverzina,
mothes of two engineers, who was travelling third dass.on apass
with Yer two daughters-inaw. Like nuns with their mothe.t
superior, the two quiet women, their shawls pulled low over their
foscheads, followed her in silence. The crowd made way for
thera.

Tiverzina’s husbapd had been burned shve in a railway ac-
cident, She stood a httle away from the body, where she could
see it through the crowd, and sighed as if comparing the two
cases. “Each according to hus fate,” she seemed to say. “Some die
by the Lord's will~—and look what's happened to him-~to dje of
rch lving and mental Mness.”

Al the passengers came out and had a look at the corpse and.
went back to thewr compartments only for fear that something
might be stalen.

When they jumped out onto the track and picked flowers or
took a short walk to stretch thewr legs, they felt as of the whole
place owed its existence 1o the accident, and that without it
veither the swampy meadow with hillocks, the broad river, ner
the fine house and church on the steep opposite side would have
been there.

Even the sun seerred to be a pusely local feature, Its evening
hght was difficult, a httle timid, ke & cow from 2 near-by berd
come to take a Jook at the crowd,

Misha had been deeply shaken by the event and had at first
wept with griet and fright. In the cousse of the loug jousmey the
sticide had cote several times to their compartment and had

talled with Misha's father Sor bours on end. He had said that be
found relief in the moral decency, peace, and understanding,
which be discovered in him and had asked him endless ques-
ot shout fine powmts in Jaw converning bills of exchange, deeds
of settlement, bankruptey, aad and. *1s that s0?” he exclaimed
at Gordon's answers. “Can the law be ae lonfacs ~= ¢hat? My

Yoo e aet-

13

iess frstecl; ach to & o
i L Ui ~class coach to drag hy

the restaurant to drink champagne. He was the %hicksme:ﬁ::
Togant, clean-shaven, well-dressed Tawyer who now stood over

A L atae IO
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his body, showing not the least surprise. It was hard to escape
the feeling that his client’s ceaseless agitation had somehow
been to his advantage.

Misha’s father deseribed him as a well-known millionaire,
Zhivago, a good-natured profligate, not quite responsible for his
actions. When he had come to their compartment, he would,
unrestrained by Misha’s presence, talk about his son, a boy of
Misha’s age, and about his late wife; then he would go on about
his second family, whom he had deserted as he had the first.
At this point he would remember something else, grow pale
with terror, and begin to lose the thread of his story.

To Misha he had shown an unaccountable affection, which
probably reflected a feeling for someone else. He had showered
him with presents, jumping out to buy them at the big stations,
where the bookstalls in the first-class waiting rooms also sold toys
and local souvenirs.

He had drunk i ly and complained that he had not
slept for three months and that as soon as he sobered up for
however short a time he suffered torments unimaginable to any
normal human being.

At the end, he rushed into their compartment, grasped Gordon
by the hand, tried to tell him something but found he could
not, and dashing out onto the platform threw himself from the
train

Now Misha sat examining the small wooden box of minerals
from the Urals that had been his last gift. Suddenly there was a
general stir. A handear rolled up on the parallel track. A
doctor, two policemen, and a magistrate with a cockade in his
hat jumped out. Questions were asked in cold businesslike
voices, and notes taken. The policemen and the guards, slipping
and sliding awkwardly in the gravel, dragged the corpse up
the embankment. A peasant woman began to wail. The passen-
gers were asked to go back to their seats, the guard blew his
whistle, and the train started on.
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“Hexe’s old Holy Oil” Nika thought savagely, looking around t.he
room for a way of escape. The voices of the guests were tmmd.E
the door, and retreat was cut off. The room had two beds, his
own and Voskobotaikov's. Wath scarcely 2 moment’s thought he
crept under the fixst.

He could hear them calling and looking for him in other
tooms, surprised at his absence. Finally they entered the bed-
room.

“Well, it can't be helped,” said Nikolai Nikolaievich. “Run
along, Yura, Perhaps your friend will turn up later and yau can
play with him then” They sat talking about the student riots in
Petessburg, and Moscow, keeping Nika in bis absurd and un-
dignified confinement for about twenty minutes. At last they
went qut onto the veranda, Nika quietly opened the window,
jumped out, and went off into the park.

He had had no sleep the night before and was out of sorts. He
was in his fourteenth year and was sick and tired of being 2
child. He had stayed awake all night and had gone out at dawn,
The rising sun had cast the long dewy shadows of trees in loops
over the potk grounds. The shadow was not black but dark gray
ke wet felt, The heady fragrance of the morning seemed to
come from this damp shadow on the ground, with strips of light
in it hke o girl's fingers.

Suddenly a streak of quicksilver, as shiny as the dew on the
grass, fowed by him a few paces away. It flowed on and on
a;d the ground did not absorb it. Then, with an unexpectedly
sharp movement, it swerved ask i
e e ed aside and vanished. It was & grass

1le was a strange boy. When he was excited he talked aloud
::\ [\‘ﬂ::gg.c?mnug his mother's predilection for lofty subjects

“How wonderful to be alive,” he thaught, i

:\‘\\ ays hurt? God exists, of course But if %Ie atugt‘:f &‘1’32 ig so :elﬁ
! e looked up ot un aspen shaking from top to hottom, its wet
eaves Like its of tinfoil. “IT order it to stop.” With an insane
intemsity of effort, he wlled silently with his whole being, with
every ounce of his flesh and blood: “Be still” and the tree E\ once
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obediently froze into immobility. Nika Jaughed with joy and ran
off to the river to bathe.

His father, the terrorist "‘Dementii Dudorov, condemned to
death by hanging but reprieved by the Tsar, was now doing
forced labor. His mother was a Georgian princess of the Eristov
family, a spoiled and beautiful woman, still young and always
infatuated with one thing or another—rebellions, rebels, extremist
theories, famous actors, unhappy failures.

She adored Nika, turning his name, Innokentii, into a thou-
sand impossibly tender and silly nicknames such as Inochek or
Nochenka, and took him to Tiflis to show him off to her family.
There, what struck him most was a straggly tree in the courtyard
of their house. It was a clumsy, tropical giant, with leaves like
elephant’s ears which sheltered the yard from the scorching
southern sky. Nika could not get used to the jdea that it was a
plant and not an animal.

It was dangerous for the boy to bear his father's terrible name.
Ivan Ivanovich wished him to adopt lus mother's and intended,
with her consent, to petition the Tsar for permission to make the
change. When lying under the bed, indignant at all the world,
he had thought among other things of this. Who did Voskoboini-
kov think he was to meddle so outrageously with his life? He'd
teach him where he got off.

And that Nadial Just because she was fifteen, did that give
her the right to turn up her nose and talk down to him as if he
were a child? He'd show her! “I hate her,” he said several times
to himself. “I'll kill her. I'll take her out in the boat and drown
her”

His mother was a fine ane, too. Of course she'd lied to him
and Voskeboinikov when she went away. She hadn't gone
anywhere near the Caucasus, she had simply turned around at
the nearest junction and gone north to Petersburg, and was now
having a lovely time with the students shooting at the Polic‘cy
while he was supposed to rot alive in this silly dump. But he'd
outsmart them allz He'd kill Nadia, quit school, run away to his
a in Siberia, and start a rebellion,
h(':"lel: ‘pond had water lilies all around the edge. The boat cut
into this growth with a dry rustle; the pond water showed
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through Iike juice in @ watermelon where a sample wedge has
been cut out. :

Nikz and Nadia were picking the hilies They both took hold
of the same tough rubbery stem; it pulled them together, so that
their heads bumped, and the boat was dragged in to shore as by
2 boathook. There the stems were shorter and more tangled; the
white flowers, with theic glowing centers lockng Tike bloed-
specked egg yolks, sugk and emerged dnpping with water.

Nadia and Nika kept on picking fowers, tipping the boat
mare and more, lying fn it almost side by side. .

“'m sick of school,” said Nika. “Its tune I began my life—
time I went out into the world and earned my Biving”

“And 1 meant to ask you about square oot equations. My
algebsa is s bad I seasly Bad to take another exom.”

Nika thought there was 2 hidden barh in those words, Natu-
rally, she was putting him in his place, reminding Jum he was a
“’)““Y Square 100t equations! Why, he hadn’t even begun alge-

T,

Feigning indifference to conceal his feelings, hie asked, seal-
izing at the same moment how silly it was: “Whom will yon
marry w&cn sou’e grown up®” .

“That¥a very fong way off. Probably na one. I havent thought
about 2.7

“T hope vou don't thutk Tim interested ™

“Then why do you ask?”

“You're stupd.”

They began to quarrel, Nika remembered his early mo;ning
misopvay. He Wreatencd 1o drown her i ‘she didu't stop calling
him names “Just try,” sd Nacka, He grabbed her arsund the
Wt They fought, lost their balance, and fell in ' *
h"f::;ﬁu;;:]z't;‘ I:‘Ozcs:'i:n, {b‘:}: thedlilicsh cadght af thetr arms and

s an ut o " th. Fis: radiy
the sticky wud, they c‘&mbcgﬂou;',l,wat!;i'gi’;;}i:\%?éotir‘:g;%;
shoes and paclets. Nika was the more ‘exhpusted of the two
m’nlciv were sitting side-by side, drefiched to the sKY! No tater

e 1t spring, after such an adveufire, ey wpuld, have
sl.}:cx:m‘ill‘ cursed, or laughed. But fowe they were silent, fca;chin

eir breath, overcome by thesabsurdity of the yhole !hing%

LI ) g



20 DOCTON ZUIVAGO

Nadin seethed whh fnner indignation, and Nika ached all over,
s 4 womeono had beaten him with  club and eracked his ribs.

In the end Nadia sald quictly, like an adult: “You really are
miac,” and Nikn sald in an equally adult tone: “I'm sorry.”

They walked home dripping water like two water carts, Their
wiry took them up the dusty slope swarming with snakes near
the plies where Nika Iad scen the grass snake that morning,

10 remembered the magie clation that had filled him in the
night, and bis omnipotence at dawn when nature obeyed his
will. What order should he give it now, he wondered. What was
Bly dearest wish? It struck him that what he wanted most was
to fall Into the pond again with Nadia, and he would have
glven much to know i this would ever happen.



GCHAPTER TWO

A GIRL FROM A DIFFERENT WORLD

1

The swar with Japan was not yet over when it was um.axpectedly
overshadowed by otber events. Waves of revolution swept
across Russia, each greater and more estraordinary than the
last.

It was 4t this time that Amaha Karlovna Gushar, the widow
of a Belffian engineer and herself a Russianized Frenchwoman,
arrived in Moscow from the Urals with her two children—her
son Rodion and her daughter Larisa. She placed her son in the
military academy and her daughter in a girls’ gymnasium, where,
as it happened, Nadia Kologrivova was her classimate.

Madame Guwsshar's husband had left ber his savings, stocks
whaeh had been rising and were now beginnizng to fall. To stop
the dram on her resources and to have something to do she
bought A smafl business; this was Lewitskaia's dressmaking

bhish near the Tnumphal Arch; she todk it over from
Lesitshan'’s helrs together with the firm's good wll, its clientele,
and all its seamstresses and apprentices.

This she did on the adwice of Komarovsky, 2 lawyer who had
been a friend of ber husband’s and was now the man-to whom
shf t:lmcd for_counsel and help, a cold-blooded businessman

st e 1o the other end of Moscaw, to the Montenegro

Hotel in Onezheiny Perewlok, where he had booked their room.

Hle had also persuaded hee to send TRodia to the malitary acad-

emy and Lara to the school of his choice. He joked carelessly

wath the boy and stared at the girl 5o that he made her blush.
21
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Nadia seethed with inner indignation, and Nika ached all over,
as if someone had beaten him with a club and cracked his ribs,

In the end Nadia said quietly, like an adult: “You really are
mad,” and Nika said in an equally adult tone: “I'm sorry.”

They walked home dripping water like two water carts. Their
way took them up the dusty slope swarming with snakes near
the place where Nika had seen the grass snake that morning.

He remembered the magic elation that had filled him in the
night, and his omnipotence at dawn when nature obeyed his
will. What order should he give it now, he wondered. What was
his dearest wish? It struck him that what he wanted most was
to fall into the pond again with Nadiz, and he would have
given much to know if this would ever happen.
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§

The wotkshop wos 1 a ene-story bouse near the corper 'of
Terskaia Street, Near by was the Brest xailway with its engine
depots, warghouses, and lodgings for the employees.

Tn ove of them lived Olia Demiaa, a clever girl who worked

at Madame Guishar’s and whose uzcle was employed at the
freight yard

She was a quick apprentice. She had been singled out by the
former owner of the workshop and was now beginning to be
favored by the new one, Olia had a great hiking for Lara Guishar.

Nothing bad changed since Levitskaia's day. The sewing
machines whirred frantically under the tread of tired seam-
stresses ar their fittng hands. Here and there a woman sat on a
table sewing quietly with a broad sweep of the arm as she pulled
the needle and long thread. The foor was littered with scraps.
You had to raise your voice to make yourself heard above the
clatter of the machines and the modulated krills of Kirlll Modes-
tovich, the canary in its cage in the window (the former owner
had carried with her to the grave the secret of the bird’s im-
probable name).

In the

ption room the t d in 2 pi q
group around a table heaped with fashion magazines. Standing,
sitding, or bending over the table in the poses they had seen in
the pictures, they discussed models and patterss. In the mana-
ger's chaly ot another table sat Faina Silantievna Fetisova, Mad-
ame Culshar's assistant and senior cutter, & bony woman with
warts in the hollows of her flabby cheeks. A digatette in a bone
holder clamped between her yellowed tecth, squinting her yel-
Yowish eyes and Blowing a stream of yellow smoke from her nose
and mouth, she jotted fn 2 notebook the measurements, orders
ani{:ﬁ:\:sscs. and requests of the thronging clients. '
e \}: gl;\:‘c‘xzx )::: m:i experience of running a workshop.
§ Foe ot quite the boss, but the stal were honest
:;n ' ‘M&::': :;I;abl& All the same, these were troubled
of parslyeing T 14 to think of the future; she had mements

omarovsky offen went to sew them, As he walked through the
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2

They stayed about a month at the Montenegro before moving
into the small three-room apartment adjoining the workshop.

This was the most disreputable part of Moscow—slums, cheap
bars frequented by cabmen,! whole streets devoted to vice, dens
of “fallen women.”

The children were not surprised by the dirt in the rooms, the
bedbugs, and the wretchedness of the furniture. Since- their
father’s death their mother had lived in constant fear of desh.
tution. Rodia and Lara were used to being told that they were
on the verge of ruin, They realized that they were different
from the children of the street, but, like children brought up in
an orphanage, they had a deep-seated fear of the rich.

Their mother was a living example of this fear. Madame
Guishar was a plump blonde of about thisty-five subject.to spells
of palpitation alternating with her fits of silliness. She was a
dreadful coward and was terrified of men. For this very reason,
out of fear and confusion, she drifted conﬁnuallz from lover to
Tover,

At the Montenegro the family Jived in Room 23: Room 24,
ever since the Montenegro had heen founded, had been oc-
cupied by the cellist Tyshkevich, a bald, sweaty, kindly man in
& wig who joined his hands prayerfully and pressed them to bis
breast when he was trying to be persuasive, and who threw
back his head and rolled his eyes in ecstasy when he played at

+ fashionable parties and concert halls. He was rarely in, spending
shole days at the Bolshoi Theater or the Conservatory As
neighbors they helped each other out, and this brought them to-
gether.

Since the | of the child ti embarrassed
Madame Guishar during Komarovsky's visits, Tyshkevich would
leave her his key so that she could receive her friend in his rooms
Soon she took his altruism so much for granted that an several
occasions she knocked on his door asking him in tears to protect
her from her benefactor. )

1 Cabmen; The Russian expression here fs likhachi~~fashionable caly driver?
who had an unsavoty reputation as & class,
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superfinous is sordid, Lara was the purest being i the w?rld.

Tirother and sister knew the value of things and appreciated
what they had achieved so far, People had to thiok well of you
if you were to get on. Lara worked well at school, not because
¢he bad an abstract love of Jearning bt because only the best
pupils were given scholasships. She was just as good at washmg,
dishes, helping out in the workshop, and doing her mother’s
errands. She moved with a slent grace, and all her features—
vojce, figure, gestures, her gray eyes and her fair hair—formed a
harmonious whole.

Tt was 2 Sonday in the middle of July. On holidays you could
stay in bed a little longer, Lara lay on her back, her hands
clasped behind her head.

The workshop was quiet. The window looking out on the
strect was open. Lara heard the rattle of a droshl in the distance
turn into @ smooth glide a3 the wheels left the cobbles for the
groove of a trolley track, “Y1l sleep a bit more,” she thought. The
numble of the town was like a Iullaby and made her sleepy.

Laru felt her size and her position in the bed with two points
of her body—the salient of her left shoulder and the big toe of
her vight foot. Everything else was more or less herself, her sonl

or innP‘r being, harmoniously fitted into her contours and {m-
matianile slaLt-t . T .

and conjused wp in her
- N Teo 7 akers” Row as it must be
Bt this at

. displayed on the cleant:
swept foors of the coachmakers” s‘hcéds, thg lante s

ons of cut glass,
the stuffed bears, the rich life. And a litle farther down the

strect, the dragoons exercising in th
barratke~—the chasgers mint;gg e e e v menety

g g in 2 circle, the men vaulting into

:*;: sa:l?";;:n‘l}i’ cndm;; gistcmat d? walk, at 2 trot, and at a gg;nop.
. row of { i o

goping Diough the s en with nurses and wet-nurses

And 8 Yatle farther still, thouy,

P ght Lara, Petrovka Strect, “Gi

heavens, Lara, what g et 1 fust wanted 1o show yon -

apartment. We're sa neag” - i
Tt was the name day of O}

Ertends of Kemarovky's who l%\?,

the small daughter of some
Erowneps were celcbrating the

ed in Coachmakers’ Row. The
oecasion with dancing and cham-



24 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

workshop on his way to their apartment, startling the fashionable
ladies at their fittings so that they darted behind the screens play-
fully parrying his ambiguous jokes, the seamstresses, disapprov-
ing, muttered sneeringly: “Here comes his lordship,” “Amalia’s
heartache,” “old goat,” “lady-killer.”

An object of even greater hatred was his bulldog Jack; he
sometimes took it with him on a lead on which it pulled with
such violent jerks that Komarovsky followed stumbling and lurch-
ing with outstretched hands like a blind man after his guide.

One spring day Jack sank his teeth in Lara’s leg and tore her
stocking.

“I'll Kill that demon,” Olia whispered hoarsely into Lara’s ear.

“Yes, it really is a horrid dog; but how can you do that, silly?”

“Ssh, don't talk so loud, I'll tell you. You know those stone
Easter eggs—the ones on your Mama’s chest of drawers. . . .”

“Well, yes, they’re made of glass and marble.”

“That’s it. Bend down and I'll whisper. You take them and dip
them in lard—the filthy beast will guzzle them and choke himself,
the devil. That'll do it.”

Lara laughed and thought of Olia with envy. Here was a work-
ing girl who lived in poverty. Such children were precocious.
Yet how unspoiled and childlike she was! Jack, the eggs—where
on earth did she get all her ideasP? “And why is it,” thought
Lara, “that my fate is to see everything and take it all so much
to heart?”

4

“Mother {5 his—what’s the word . . . He's Mother’s . . . They’re
bad words, I won't say them. Then why does he look at me like
that? I'm her daughter, after all.”

Lara was only a little over sixteen but she was well devel-
oped. People thought she was eightcen or more. She had a good
mind and was easy to get along with. She was very good-looking.

She and Rodia realized that nothing in life would come to
them withdut a struggle. Unlike the idle and well-to-do, they
did not have the leisure for premature curiosity and theorizing
about things that were not yet practical concerns. Only the
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Into the office with a pay sheet and a pile of records that had
been consulted for the deduction of fines, The cashier began
handing out the pay. In an endless line, conductors, switchmen,

hanics and thewr assi scrub from the depot,
moved acrass the ground between the wooden buildings of the
mansgement and the station with its workshops, warehouses,
engine sheds, and tracks.

The air smelled of early winter in town—of trampled maple
Jeaves, melted snaw, engfne soot, and warm rye bread just out
of the aven (it was baked in the basement of the station buffet).
Trains came and went. They were shunted, coupled, and un-
<oupled to the waving of furled and unfurled signal Sags. Loco-
motives hooted, guards tooted their homs, and shunters blew
theiy whistles. Smoke rose in endless ladders to the sky. Hissing
engines scalded the cold winter clouds with clouds of boiling

steam.

Fullygin, the Divisional Manager, and Pavel Ferapontovich
Antipov, the Track Overseer of the station area, walked up and
dawn 2long the edge of the tracks. Antipov had been pestering
the sepair shops about the quality of the spare parts for mend-
ing the tracks. The steel was not sufficiently tensile, the rails
faded the test for strains, and Antipov thought that they would
EC\( in the frosty weather. The management merely shelved
Nm;t!ainis Someone was making money on the contracts.
m?ui\ylgm wore an evpensive fur coat on which the piping of
hi: :‘c‘v‘:“v \Iimfurm had been sewn, it was unbuttoned, showing
barken ﬂvxhan'scrge suit. He stepped cautiously on the em-
e m:‘ig‘nnang down with pleasure at the hine of his lapels,
ot VS * creases on his trousers, and his elegant shaes. What
F“ﬁsgin‘a:} 3;[):1’1 came in ove ear and went out the other.
el ok own ﬂm'ughts; he kept taking aut his wateh
QS 34t be was in a hurry to be off.

m\[eml:v ‘:\g,“‘,:' quite right, my dear fellow,” he broke in im-
Int of ‘m“l‘m mﬂms only dangerous on the main lines with a
ends, N’*\‘z:x u:ah;; ‘go}( at what you've got. Sidings and dead
shunling enpine for !:mcn 10:;5 And ‘lhc trafic—at most an old
0 gt be out of 'mu-g .le empties, What more do you want?
“0uld do by your mind) Talk about steel—wooden rals
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pagne. He had invited Mother, but Mother couldn’t go, she
wasn't feeling well. Mother said: “Take Lara. Youre always tell-
ing me to look after Lara. Well, now you look after her.” And
look after her he did—what a joke!

It was all this waltzing that had stasted it, What o erary
business it was! You spun round and round, thinking of nothing.
While the music played, a whole eternity went by like life in a
novel. But as soon as it stopped you had a feeling of shock, as if
a bucket of cold water were splashed over you or somebody had
found you undressed. Of course, one reason why you allowed
anyone to be so familiar was just to show how grown-up you
were,

She could pever have imagined that he danced so well. What
clever hands he had, what assurance as he gripped you by
the waist! But never again would she allow anyone to kiss her
like that. She could never have dreamed there could be so much
affrontery in anyone’s lips when they were pressed for such a
long time against your own,

She must stop all this nonsense. Once and for all Stop play-
ing at being shy, simpering and lowering her eyes—or it would
end in disaster. There loomed an imperceptible, a terrifying
border-line. One step and you would be hurtled into an abyss.
She must stop thinking about dancing. That was the root of the
evil. She must boldly refuse—pretend that she had pever learned
to dance or that she'd broken her leg.

5

That autumn there was unrest among the railway workers on
the Moscow network, The men on the Moscow-Kazan line weat
on strike, and those of the Moscow-Brest line were expected to
join them. The decision to strike had been taken, but the strike
committee was still arguing about the date. Everyone on the
railway knew that a strike was coming and only a pretext was
needed for it to begin.

1t was a cold overcast morning at the beginning of October,
and on that day the wages were due. For a Jong time nothing
was heard from the bookkecping department; then a boy came
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was getting dark, the lights were on in the office. Idle
w::kers agcwdfd in the square outside it. ,Xn the dsiveway
stood Fuflygin's carriage and in it sat Fublygin's \vifsf, still in the
same pose as though she had ot moved sin?e morning, She wat
waiting for her busband, who was getting his money.
Suddenly sleet began to fall. The coachman climbed down
from his box to put up the lesther hood. While he tugged at the
SUf struts, one Jeg braced against the hack of the camriagg,
Fullygina sat admiring the silver beads of sleet glittering in the
Light of the office Yamps; her unblinking drearay eyes were fized
o a point ahove the heads of the workers in 2 manner suggesting
that her glance could, in case of need, go through them as
through sleet or mist.

Tiveran caught sight of her expression. It gave him a turn. He
walled past witheut greeting her and decided to call for his
wages later, 5o as not to run into her hushand at the office. He
crogsed over to the darker side of the square, towazd the work-
shops and the black shape of the turntable with tracks fanning
out from it toward the depot.

“Therzint Kupribl” Several voices called out of the darkness.
There was a tittle crowd outside the workshops, Inside, some-
one was yelng and a boy was erymg “Do go in and help that
boy, Kuprian Savelievith” said a woman in the crowd.

As ysual, the oid foreman, Piotr Khodoleley, was walloping
his young apprentice Yusupka,

Khudoleiev had not always been a tormentor of apprentives
and a brawlag drunkard, There had been a time when, as &
dashing young work , he had attracted the admir alances
e s g Mo i
yeat Srom the duootsan o @, who had graduated that

nvent school, had turned hi
?d haxd. r:mfricd his commnde, the mechania Cag- o

e . .

| I e

1 ! . [PV TRV B
TR

took
whie

b # unrnu, W0F 24 e misfortunes.
Yunupka was the son of Gimazetdin, the janitor at 3: block

down
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Fuflygin looked at his watch, snapped the lid, and gazed into
the distance where a road ran toward the railway. A carriage
came into sight at a bend of the road. This was Fuflygin’s own
turnout. His wife had come for him. The coachman drew in the
horses almost at the edge of the tracks, talking to them in a high-
pitched womanish voice, like a nursemaid scolding fretful chil-
dren; they were frightened of trains. In a corner of the carriage
sat a pretty woman negligently leaning against the cushions.

“Well, my good fellow, some other time,” said the Divisional
Manager with a wave of the hand, as much as to say, “I've got
more important things than rails to think about.” The couple
drove off.

6

Three or four hours later, almost at dusk, in a field some distance
from the track, where no one had been visible until then, two
figures rose out of the ground and, looking back over their shoul-
ders, quickly walked away,

“Let’s walk faster,” said Tiverzin. “I'm not worried about spies
following us, but the moment those slowpokes in their hole in
the ground have finished theyll come out and catch up with
us, I can’t bear the sight of them. What's the point of having a
committee if you drag things out like that? You play with fire
and then you duck for shelter. You're a fine one yoursclf—siding
with that lot.”

“My Daria’s got typhus. I ought to be taking her to the hospi-
tal. Until I've done that I can’t think about anything clse.”

“They say the wages are being paid today. 1l go around te
the office. If it wasn't payday I'd chuck the Iot of you, honest to
God I would. I'd stop all this myself, I wouldn't wait a minute.”

*And how would you do that, if I may ask?”

“Nothing to it. I'd go down to the boiler room and blow the
whistle. That's all.”

They said goodbye and went off in different directions.

Tiverzin walked across the tracks toward the town. He ran
into people coming from the office with their pay. There were a
great many of them, By the look of it he reckoned that nearly all
the station workers had been paid.
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etiing dark, the lights were on in the olﬁcf. Idle
wsz:;:s c%owde%i in the squire outside it. ’Iﬂ ‘the (:iﬂ‘;m;;y
stood Fullygin’s carriage and in 3t 53t Fultygi's mi?, still {n the
same pose as though she had not moved sipce moming. She wa
waiting for her husband, who was getting his moncy.

Suddenly slect began to fall. The coachman chmbed down
from bis box to put up the leather hood. While he tugged ot the
su§ strots, ope leg braced against the back of .the. carriage,
Fullygisa sat aGmiring the silver beads of sleet glittering in the
light of the office Jamps, her unblinking dreamy eyes were ﬁx'ed
o 2 point above the heads of the workers in 2 manoer suggesting
that her glunce could, in case of need, go through them as
throngh sleet or mist,

Tiverzin eawght sight of her expression, It gave him a turn. He
walked past without greeting ber and decided to call for his
wages later, 50 25 not to run into her husband at the office. He
crossed over to the dasker side of the square, toward the work-
shops and the black shape of the torntable with tracks fannlag
out from it toward the depot.

“Trserznl Kuprikl” Several voices called out of the darkaess.
There was a little crowd outside the workshops. Inside, some-
one was yelling and a boy was crylng, “Do go in and help that
bay, Kuprian Savelievich,” said a woman in the crowd.

As usunl, the old foreman, Piotr Khudaleiev, was walloping
his young apprentice Yusapka.

Fhudoleley had not dlways been a tormentor of apprentices
end a brawling drunkard. There had been a time when, as a
dashing young n, he had d the admiring glapces
of merchants’ and priests’ daughters in Moscow’s industrial sub.
wbs. But the gl o courted, Mants, who had graduated that
year from the diocesan convent school, had tumed him down
and hnd Taarried his comrade. the merhania Gerot veys -0

. . . - rug a0 2088} Khudaleier :er.x‘ e&
};302 ;n::, bar ag.undhlarfa Gavrilovna rejected him. So Khud;:iev
ook & “ddnk_‘_ ok ax rmlxdme%s. trying t? Fob svem 2t georlg
Yusy » e -

block
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Fuflygin looked at his watch, snapped the lid, and gazed into
the distance where a road ran toward the railway. A carriage
came into sight at a bend of the road. This was Fuflygin’s own
turnout. His wife had come for him. The coachman drew in the
horses almost at the edge of the tracks, talking to them in a high.
pitched womanish voice, like a nursemaid scolding fretful chil-
dren; they were frightened of trains. In a corner of the carriage
sat a pretty woman negligently leaning against the cushions.

“Well, my good fellow, some other time,” said the Divisional
Manager with a wave of the hand, as much as to say, “I've got
more important things than rails to think about.” The couple
drove off.

6

‘Three or four hours later, almost at dusk, in a feld some distance
from the track, where no one had been visible until then, two
figures rosc out of the ground and, looking back over their shoul-
ders, quickly walked away.

“Let’s walk faster,” said Tiverzin. “I'm not worried about spies
following us, but the moment those slowpokes in their hole in
the ground have finished they'll come out and catch wp with
us. I can’t bear the sight of them. What’s the point of having a
committee if you drag things out like that? You play with fire
and then you duck for shelter. You're a fine one yourself—siding
with that lot.”

“My Daria’s got typhus. I ought to be taking ber to the hospl-
tal. Until I've done that I can’t think about anything else.”

“They say the wages are being paid today. Il go around to
the office. If it wasn’t payday I'd chuck the Iot of you, honest to
God I would. I'd stop all this myself, I wouldn't wait a minute.”

“And how would you do that, if I may ask?”

“Nothing to it. I'd go down to the boiler room and blow the
whistle. That’s all.”

They said goodbye and went off in different directions.

Tiverzin walked across the tracks toward the town. He ran
into people coming from the office with their pay. There were a

cat many of them. By the look of it he reckoned that nearly all
the station workers had been paid.
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5 comrades who were hanging on to them. Hooks u.nd but
?:: went Bying, their jackets and shirts slipped off, baring thelr
shoulders. Asound them was a ceaseless uproar.

“The chisell Take the chisel away from him, he'll smash his
head in. Easy now, easy now, Piotr old man, or we'll break your
armt What are we playiog aroned with them fl)ﬂ, Drag them
aport and put Yhem uoder Jock and key and there’s an evd to
[0

With # superbuman effort Tiverzin suddenly shook of the
men who dlung to Wim and, breaking loose, dashed to the door.
They stasted alter him but, seeing that he bad chonged R
mind, left him alone. He went out, slamming the door, and
marched off without tuming around. The damp autumn night
closed in on Yiro. “You try to help them and they come at you
with 2 koife,” he d, striding on jous of his dires-
tion.

This sworld of ignominy and fraud, in which an averfed lady
had the impertinence to stare right through a crowd of working-
men and where a drivk-sodden victum of such an order found
pleasure in torturing his comrades—this world was now more
bateful to him than ever before. He hurried on as though his
pace might hasten the time when everything on earth would be
as rational and harmavious as it was now igside his feverish
head He knew that all their stroggles in the ast few days,
the troubles an the line, the speeches st meetings, the decision
to strike—not carried out yet but at least net cancelled—wers
separate stages on the great oad lying shead of them.

But at the mumment he was so worked up that he wanted to
run all the way without stopping to draw breath, He did not
tealize whese he was going with his Jong strides, but his feet
¥mew very well where they were taking him.

Bt was not untl ek Yater that Tiverzin leamed of the deci-
dlan, taken by the stike committze after he had left the under-
ground sheltes vth Antipov, to begin the stnke that very night.
They deaded then and there which of them was to go where
m;\. \;\uc\\ men would be called out. At the moment when the
\:h e;st( : ‘;i d‘i‘; ﬁc:suggxi\e ’x‘li?e:;;m? Ylew, as though coming from

s soul, hoarsely at first and then
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of tenements where Tiverzin lived. Tiverzin had taken the boy
vnder his wing, and this added fuel to Khudoleiev's hostility.

“Is that the way to hold a file, you Asiatic?” bellowed Khu-
doleiev, dragging Yusupka by the hair and pummelling the back
of his neck. “Is that the way to strip down a casting, you slit-
eyed Tartar?”

“Ouch, I won't do it any more, little uncle, ow, I won't do it
any more, ouch, it hurts!”

“He’s been told a thousand times: first adjust the mandrel and
then screw up the chuck, but no, he must do it his own way!
Nearly broke the spindle, the bastard.”

“I didn’t touch the spindle, honest I didn't.”

“Why do you tyrannize the boy?” asked Tiverzin, elbowing his
way through the crowd.

“It’s none of your business,” Khudoleiev snapped.

“I'm asking you why you tyrannize the boy.”

“And I'm telling you to move off before there’s trouble, you
socialist meddler. Killing’s too good for him, such scum, he nearly
broke my spindle. He should thank his Iucky stars he's still alive,
the slit-eyed devil—all I did was tweak his cars and pull his hair
a bit”

“So you think he should be beheaded for this. You ought to
be ashamed of yourself, really, an old foreman like you—you've
got gray hair but you still haven't learned sense.”

“Move on, move on, I tell you, while you're still in one picce.
I knock the stuffing out of you, preaching at me, you dog’s
arse. You were made on the tracks, you jellyfish, under your
father’s very pose. I know your mother, the slut, the mangy
cat, the crumpled skirt!”

What happened next was over in a minute. Both men scized
the first thing that came to hand on the lathe benches where
heavy tools and picces of iron sere lying about, and would have
killed cach other if the crowd had not rushed in to separate
them. Khudoleiev and Tiverzin stood with their heads bent
down, their forcheads almost touching, pale, with bloodshot

eyes. They were 5o angry that they could not utter a word. They
were held Srmly, their arms gripped from behind. Once or
twice they tried to break free, twisting their bodies and dragging
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Yich. You must hide. The police have b.een here ﬁhng wba‘
comes to the house. Nobody comes, T said, my relie ccr‘nesa,i "
said, the people from the railway but po strangers come, 1 s
ot on your Jife™

. Tivex)—dn was unmarried and Bved with his mother :md.hix
younger martied brother. The tenements belanged to the neigh-
boring Church of the Holy Trinity. Amoog the lodgers were
some of the clergy and two arfels, or associations, of street hawk-
ers—one of butchers, the ather of greengrocers—but most of
them wese workers on the Moscow-Brest railway.

It wwas 2 stone house, All around the durty and uapaved coust-
yard ran 2 wooden passageway. Out of it sose a pumber of
disty, sippery outside staiscases, reeking of cats and cabbage. Qo
the landings were privies and padlocked storerooms.

Tiverzio's brother had fought as a conscript in the war and
had been wonnded at Walangkou. Now he was convalescing
at the ratlitary hospital in Krdsnoyarsk, and his wife and two
danghters had gone there to see him and to bring him home
(the Tiverzins, hereditary railway sorkers, travelied all over
Russia on official passes). The fat was quiet; only Tiverzin and
Tus mother Uved do i at present.

1t was on the second floor, Op the landing outside there was a
water butt, filled regularly by the water carrier. Tiverzin noticed
as he came up that the hd of the butt had been pushed sideways
and 2 tin mug stood on the frozen surface of the water. “Prov
must have beea here,” be thought, grinning “The way that man
drinks, his guts must be oo fre” Prov Afanasievich Sokolow,
the chur?h ?sa‘mixk, was a relative of Tiverzins mother,
R g o e e e b
the Tatthen catne ouy !o‘nir‘;m ot and appetizing vapors from
pooTou've ot & good e going, Mother. 1Y uice and worm fn

His mather flung herself on his neck and

Sh?:zm; hea:“ a;d. after a while, gen!l;’;‘:ihi:t‘iol:::r:;ig:
> ventured, no . .
fags sk Gom Mot 15 o Mether,” be safd soly. “The
ow, that's why 1 3
prinks, you've gozmgeyta‘:;y:ymg' ooyl be atter you, Fu-
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gradually clearing, a crowd was already moving from the depot
and the freight yard. Soon it was joined by the men from the
boiler room, who had downed tools at Tiverzin's signal.

For many years Tiverzin thought that it was he alone who had
stopped work and traffic on the line that night. Only much later,
at the trial, when he was charged with complicity in the strike
but not with inciting it, did he learn the truth,

People ran out asking: “Where is everybody goingP What's
the signal for?”—"You're not deaf,” came from the darkness. “It’s
a fire. They're sounding the alarm. They want us to put it out.”
—"Where's the fire?"—"There must be a fire or they wouldn't be
sounding the alarm.”

Doors banged, more people came out. Other voices were
heard. “Fire? Listen to the ignorant lout! Its a strike, that’s
what it is, sec? Let them get some other fools to do their dirty
work. Let's go, boys.”

More and more people joined the crowd. The railway workers
were on strike.

7

Tiverzin went home two days later, unshaven, drawn with lack
of sleep, and chilled to the bone. Frost, unusual at this time of
year, had set in the night before, and Tiverzin was not dressed
for winter. The janiter, Gimazetdin, met him at the gate.

“Thank you, Mr. Tiverzin,” he babbled in broken Russian.
“You didn’t Jet Yusupka come to harm. I will always pray for
you,”
y “Youre crazy, Gimazetdin, who're you calling Mister? Cut it
out and say what you have to say quickly, you sce how cold it

“Why should you be cold? You will soon be warm, Kuprian
Savelich. Me and your mother Marfa Gavrilovna brought a
whole shedful of wood from the freight station yesterday—all
tirch—good, dry wood.”

“Thanks, Gimazetdin. If therc’s something else you want to
tell me let's have it quickly. I'm frozen.”

“I wanted to tcll you not to spend the night at home, Save-
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Yich. You must hide. The police have been here ‘nsking who
comes to the house, Nobody comes, L said, my relief comes, I
said, the people from the zailway but no strangers come, T sald,
pour life.

no'tl'il;n’-zin swas unmarried and Yived with his mother and'his
younger marzied brother. The tenements belonged to the neigh.
boring Church of the Holy Trinity. Among the Todgers were
some of the dlergy and two artels, or associations, of stsect hawk-
exs—one of butchers, the other of greengrocers—but most of
them wese workers oo the Moscow-Brest railway.

Tt was a stone house. All around the dirty and unpaved court-
yard ton a wooden passageway. Out of it rase a sumber of
disty, stippery outside staircases, reeking of cats and cabbage. On
the Tandimgs were privies and padiocked stacercoms.

Tiverzin's brothes had fought as a conscript In the war and
had been wounded at Wafangkow. Now he was convalescing
at the military hospital fn Krasnoyarsk, and his wife and two
daughters had gone there to see him and to bring him home
{the Tiverzivs, hereditary ralway workers, travelled all over
Russia on oficial passes). The fat was quiet; only Tiverzin and
s mother lived in it at present.

Tt was on the second floor. Ou the Ianding outside there was a
swater butt, flled regularly by the water cartier. Tiverzia noticed
#s be came up that the Iid of the butt had been pushed sideways

and a tin mug stoed on the frozen surface of the water, “Prov
must have been here,”

u he thought, grinning, “The way that maa
drigks, hes guts must be on fire” Prov Afapasievich Sakalov,
the 'chuxt.:h psalmist, was a relative of Tiversin’s mother.
Df’ll‘;]ve;un ;:rll;fd the mug out of the ice aud pulled the handle
e doorbell. A wave of wamm at petizin
the latchen came out to im. sl e 8 vapers from
her:?'“'ve ot & good fire going, Mother. t's nice and warm la
His mother flang herself on his neck and busst o
to tears, Ho
su%eﬁer head and, after 2 white, gently pushed her asid:
Nothing ventuced, nothing won, Mother,” he said softh "'I'hz;
lmc‘x g:ck from Moseow to Warsaw.” *
“ v, thats why Ym crylng,
prinks, you've got to getawa i TheyR be sier you K-
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gradually clearing, a crowd was already moving from the depot
and the freight yard. Soon it was joined by the men from the
boiler room, who had downed tools at Tjverzin’s signal.

For many years Tiverzin thought that it was he alone who had
stopped work and traffic on the line that night. Only much later,
at the trial, when he was charged with complicity in the strike
but not with inciting it, did he learn the truth,

People ran out asking: “Where is everybody going? What's
the signal forP”—"You're not deaf,” came from the darkness. “Tt’s
a fire. They're sounding the alarm. They want us to put it out”
—“Where's the fire?”—"There must be a fire or they wouldn't be
sounding the alarm.”

Doors banged, more people came out. Other voices were
heard. “Fire? Listen to the ignorant lout! Its a strike, that’s
what it is, see? Let them get some other fools to do their dirty
work. Let’s go, boys.”

More and more people joined the crowd. The railway workers
were on strike.

7

Tiverzin went home two days later, unshaven, drawn with lack
of sleep, and chilled to the bone. Frost, unusual at this time of
year, had set in the night before, and Tiverzin was not dressed
for winter. The janitor, Gimazetdin, met him at the gate.
“Thank you, Mr. Tiverzin,” he babbled in broken Russian.
“You didn't let Yusupka come to hamm. I will always pray for
Fou.
’ “You're erazy, Gimazetdin, who're you calling Mister? Cut it
out and say what you have to say quickly, you sce how cold it

."\Vhy should you be cold? You will soon be warm, Kuprian
Savelich. Me and your mother Marfa Gavrilovna brought a
whole shedful of wood from the freight station yesterday—all
birch—good, dry wood.”

“Thanks, Gimazetdin. If there’s something else you want to
tell me let’s have it quickly. I'm frozen.”

“J wanted to tell you not to spend the night at home, Save-
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lich, You must hide. The police havo been here .ns}a'ng wha
comes to the house. Nobody comes, I said, my relief comes, 1
said, the people from the railway but no strangers come, 1 said,
not on your life”

Trverzin was unmartied and lived with his mother nnd.'hls
younger marvied brother. The tenements belonged to the neigh.
boring Church of the Holy Trinity. Among the Jodgers were
some of the clergy and two artels, or associations, of street hawk-
ers—one of butchers, the other of greengrocers—but most of
them were workers on the Moscow-Brest railway.

It was a stone house, All around the dirty and unpaved count-
yard ran a wooden passageway. Out of it rose a number of
dirty, slippery outside staircases, reeking of cats and cabbage. On
the Jandmgs were privies and padlocked storerooms.

Tiverzin's brother had fought as a conseript in the war and
had been wonnded at Wafangkou, Now he was convalescing
gt the yalitary hospital fn Ksasnoyarsk, and his wife and two
daugliters had gone there to see him and to bring him home
(the Tiverzins, hereditary railway workers, travelled oll over
Bussia on official passes ). The flat was quiet; only Tiverzin and
lus mother hved in it at present.

It was on the second floor, On the landing outside there was a
water butt, flled regularly by the water carrier. Tiverzin noticed
as he came up that the 1id of the butt had been pushed sideways
and a tn mug stood on the frozen surface of the water, “Prov
ml.m have been here,” he thought, grinning, “The way that man
drinks, hus gats must be on fre” Prov Afanasievich Sokolov,
the church psalmist, was a relative of Tiverzin's mother, '

Tiverzm jerked the smg out of the ice and pulled the h

of the doorbell, A wave of i ppetiang vape o
e bzl & m{\;ﬁ t;ﬁ:-arm air and appetizing vapors from
he::?'“ Ve got a good fire going, Mother, Its nice 2nd warm in

His mother Rung herself on bis neck and busst §
urst into tears.
str‘oll\:edﬂ“her head and, after a while, gently pushed h:rm :six;:
| Notwng \entured, nothing won, Mother,” he said softl “The
\m::‘ s ‘smlruck ft;lom Moscow to Warsaw.” oo
ow, that's why Tm crying.
prinka, you've go\mggt away(.::ymg Thefl be afer yon Ko
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“That nice boy friend of yours, Piotr, nearly broke my head!®
He meant to make her laugh but she said earnestly: “It’s a
sin to laugh at him, Kuprinka. You should be sorry for him, the
poor wretch, the drunkard.” .

“Antipov's been arrested. They came in the night, searched
his flat, turned everything upside down, and took him away this
morning. And his wife Daria’s in hospital with the typhus. And
their kid, Pasha, who's at the Realgymnasium, is alone in the
house with his deaf aunt.“And they’re going to be evieted. I
think we should have the boy to stay with us. What did
Prov want?”

“How did you know he came?”

“I saw the water butt was uncovered and the mug on the jco
—sure to have been Prov guzzling water, I said to myself.”

“How sharp you are, Kuprinka. Yes, he's been here. Prov—
Prov Afanasievich. Came to borrow some logs—I gave him some.
But what am I talking about, fool that I am. It went clean out of
my head—the news Prov brought. Think of it, Kuprinkal The
Tsar has signed a manifesto and everything’s to be changed—
everybody’s to be treated right, the peasants are to have land,
and we're all going to be equal with the gentryl It's actually
signed, he says, it’s only got to be made public. The Synod’s
sent something to be put into the Church secrvice, a prayer of
thanks or something. He told me what it was, but I've forgotten.”

8

Pasha Antipov, whose father had been arrested as one of the
organizers of the strike, went to live with the Tiverzins. He was
a clean, tidy boy with regular features and red hair parted in
the middle: he was always slicking it down with a brush and
straightening his tunic or the school buckle on his belt. He had a
great sense of humor and an unusual gift of observation and
kept everyone in fits with his clever {mitations of everything he
heard and saw.

Soon after the manifesto of October 17th several revolutionary
organizations called for a big demonstration. The route was from
the Tver Gate to the Kaluga Gate at the other end of the town,
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is was 2 ease of too many cooks spoiling the broth. The
zl‘;;nﬁ:rss quarrelled and one iter the other withdrew fmt:
pasticipation. Then, learning that crowds hnfi nevertheless gathe
ered on the appointed morning, they hastily sent representa.
tives to lead the demonstrators. .

1n spite of Tiverzins efforts to dissuade her, his mather joined
the demonstrators, and the gay and sociable Pasha went with
her.

Tt was a dry frosty November day with a still, Jeaden skyand a
few snowllakes coming down one by one. They spun slowly and
hesitantly before settling on the pavement hke flufly gray dust.

Down the street people came pouring in a torrent—faces, faces,
faces, quilted winter coats and sheepskin bats, men and women
stadents, old men, children, railwaymen in uniform, workers
from the trolley depot and the telephone exchange in knee boots
and leather jackets, girls and schoolboys.

For some time they sang the "Marseillaise,” the “Varshavi-
anka,” and “Victims You Fell” Then a man who had been walk-
ing backwards at the head of the procession, singing and con-
ductog with his cap, which he used as 5 baton, turned around,
put his cap on his head, and Listened to what the ather leaders
around bim were saying, The singing broke off in disorder. Now

you could hear the crunch of innumerable footsteps on the
irozen pavement,

The leaders had received 2 messay i
1 ge from sympathizers that
Cossacks were waiting to ambush the procession P}anh&'r down
the street The Warning had been given by telephone to 3
zear-by pharmacy,
“What of u?" said the organlzers, “We must
X keep calm gnd
not lose our heac.ls, that’s the majn thing. We mustpoccupy l;e
ﬁrs; public butlding we come to, warn the People, and scatter®
D argument began show the best building to go to. Some
;:ﬁie:it:ﬁ g;offmetg °§ Commercial Employees, others the
repane 8¢ and stll others the Schowt ol Foreign Cor-
While they were stll argui
guing they reacheq
school building, which offered xhe\l:ry every ;it :g] p co;u Ertﬁf .
!h:thndbecnmenhoned. §ooc as those
When they

drew Tevel with e entrance the leaders turned
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aside, climbed the steps of the semicircular porch, and mo-
tioned the head of the procession to halt. The doors opened and
the procession—coat to coat and cap to cap—moved into the
entrance hall and up the stairs.

“The auditorium, the auditorium,” shouted a few voices in the
rear, but the crowd continued to press forward, seattering down
corridors and straying into the classrooms. When the leaders at
last succeeded in shepherding it into the auditorium, they tried
several times to wamn it of the ambush, but no one listened to
them. Stopping and going inside a building were taken as an
invitation to an impromptu mecting, which in fact began at
once.

After all the walking and singing people were glad to sit
quietly for a while and let others do their work for them, shout-
ing themselves hoarse. The crowd, welcoming the rest, over-
looked the minor differences between the speakers, who agreed
nn all essential points. In the end it was the worst orator of the
lot who received the most applause. People made no effort to
follow him and merely roared approval at his every word, no
one minding the interruptions and everyone agreeing out of
impatience to everything he said. There were shouts of “Shame,”
a telegram of protest was drafted, and suddenly the crowd,
bored with the speaker’s droning voice, stood up as onc man
and forgetting all about him poured out in a body—cap to cap
and row after row—down the stairs and out into the street, The
procession was resumed.

While the meeting was on, it had begun to snow. The street
was white. The snow fell thicker and thicker.

When the dragoons charged, the marchers at the rear first
Ynew nothing of it. A swelling noise rolled back to them as of
great crowds shouting “Hurrah,” and individual screams of
“Help!” and “Murder™ were lost in the uproar. Almost at the
same moment, and borne, as it were, on this wave of sound
along the narrow corridor that formed as the crowd divided,
the heads and manes of horses, and their saber-swinging riders,
rode by swiftly and silently.

Half a platoon galloped through, turned, re-formed, and cut
into the tail of the procession, The massacre began.

A few minutes later the avenue was almost deserted. Feoplo
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seattering down the side streets. The snow was lighter.
{w;emmmgwas dry like a charcoal sketch. Then the sun,
setting behind the houses, poisted as though with a ﬁn‘get at
everything red in the street—the red tops of the dragoons’ caps,
2 red flag trailing on the ground, and the red specks and threads
of blood on the soow.

A groaning man with a split skull was erawling along the curb.
From the far end of the street to which the chase had taken
them several dragoons were riding back abreast at 2 walk, Al-
most at the horses’ fect Marfa Tiverzina, her shawl knocked to
the back of her head, was running from side to side screaming
wildly: “Pachal Pashal”

Pasha bad been with her all along, amusing her by cleverly
mimicking the last speaker at the meeting, but bhad vanished
suddenly jn the confusion when the dragoons charged.

A blow from a pagaika bad faflen on her back, and though she
had bardly felt it trongh her thickly guilted coat she swore
and shook her fist at the retreating horsemen, indignant that
lhe‘);] had dared to strike an old woman Jike herself, and in public
at that,

Looking anxionsly from side to side, she had the Juck finally
to spot the boy across the street. He stood in 2 recess between a
grocer's shop and a private stone house, where a group of chance
passersby had been hemmed in by a horseman who had
mounted the sidewalk. Amused by their terror, the dragoon was
making his horse perform volts and pirauettes, backing it inta
g‘e l""l‘:d and 1‘:”:““‘5 i;;::r slowly e in & circus turn. Sud-

enly he saw his comr: riding bac! §
and in a couple of bawads mkmihn;mf s o,

The crowd dispersed and Pasha, who had been too frightened
ta _l[x_il:r :;.dmd, rushed to Marfa Gavrilovna.

old woman grombled all the way home, “ .
derers! People are happy because the T);axo};:: ‘?::“5::31 ?x“r
dom, but these dammed ¥illers car't stand it, %1 t i
everytbing, twis every word inside out” Y st spo]
e was furicus with - .
world, and at the mcmentlh c:c;k:vg;&m}‘:e.rf::nm w;‘\};h the whol
0 & emper it seemed to her that al the recent frowblas wncs i
fault of “Koprinka's bunglers and fumblers ~ es were th
," a3 she called them
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aside, climbed the steps of the semicircular porch, and mo-
tioned the head of the procession to halt. The doors opened and
the procession—coat to coat and cap to cap—moved into tho
entrance hall and up the stairs.

“The auditorium, the auditorium,” shouted a few voices in the
rear, but the crowd continued to press forward, scattering down
corridors and straying into the classrooms. When the leaders at
last succeeded in shepherding it into the auditorium, they tried
several times to warn it of the ambush, but no ene listened to
them. Stopping and going inside a building were taken as an
invitation to an impromptu mecting, which in fact began at
once.

After all the walking and singing people were glad to sit
quietly for a while and lct others do their work for them, shout-
ing themselves hoarse. The crowd, welcoming the rest, over-
looked the minor differences between the speakers, who agreed
on all essential points. In the end it was the worst orator of the
lot who received the most applause. People made no effort to
follow him and merely roared approval at his every word, no
one minding the interruptions and cveryone agreeing out of
impatience to everything he said. There were shouts of “Shame,”
a telegram of protest was drafted, and suddenly the crowd,
bored with the speakers droning voice, stood up as one man
and forgetting all about him poured out {n a body—eap to cap
and row after row-—down the stairs and out into the street, The
procession was resumed.

While the meeting was on, it had begun to snow. The strect
was white. The snow fell thicker and thicker.

When the dragoons charged, the marchers at the rear first
knew nothing of it. A swelling noise rolled back to them as of
great crowds shouting “Hurrah,” and individual screams of
“Help!” and “Murder” were lost in the uproar. Almost at the
same moment, and borne, as it were, on this wave of sound
along the narrow corridor that formed as the crowd divided,
the heads and manes of horses, and their saber-swinging riders,
rode by swiftly and silently.

Half a platoon galloped through, tumned, re-formed, and cut
into the tail of the procession. The massacre began.

A few minutes later the avenue was almost descrted. Peoplo
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ino down the side streets, The snow was Lighter.
g?:f?::,mbm dry bike 2 charconl shetch. Then the sus,
setting behind the houses, potnted as though with o fager at
everything red fn the street—the red tops of the dragoons’ eaps,
a 5ed flag trailing on the grond, and the red specks and threads
of Hood on the sno\vt.h 1t ting slong the curb

grooning man with a split skull svas erawling d
Fri:m the far end of tbespstxeet to which the chase had mken'
them several dragoons were riding back abreast at & walke Al
most at the horses’ feet Marfa Tiverzina, her shawl knocked to
the back of her head, was nmning From side to side screaming
wildly: “Pashal Pashal”

Pasha had been with ber all along, amusing hes by cleverly
mimickng the last spesker at the meeting, but bod vanished
suddenly in the confnsion when the drageons charged.

A blow from 2 nagaika bad fallen an her back, and though she
bad hardly felt it through her thickly quilted coat she swore
and shook her fist at the retreating horsemen, indigoant that
they had dared to strike an old woman like herself, and in pablic
at that.

Looking anviously from side to side, she had the luck finally
o spot the hoy actoss the street, He stood in 2 recess between a
groeer's shop and 2 private stone house, where a group of chance
passersby had been beouned in by a horseman who had
mouated the sidewalk. Amused by theit terror, the dragoon was
malang bis horse perform volts and plranettes, backing it into
the crowd and making it rear slowly as in a circas turn. Sud-
denly he saw s comrades tding back, spurred his mount,
and in 3 couple of bounds took his place in the fle,

The crowd dispersed and Pasha, who had been too frightened
to uiter a sound, rushed to Marfa Gavrilovna.

d;:x%d woman grumbled all the way home. *Accursed our-

eople are happy because the Tsar has given them free-

dom, but these damned Lillers cad’t stand 3t '%hey must spoil

wt;xgﬁ;mg, zvm:s\ every word inside out™
e was furious with th ! i

o s st s with he dragoons, f\muus‘w.xm the whala

in a temper it se

faule of "Rupeln, *

Y

o b e JUIDIETE” 2¢ cha oallad Shorm
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“What do they want, the half-wits? They don't know them-
selves, just so long as they can make mischief, the vipers. Like
that chatterbox. Pasha dear, show me again how he went on,
show me, darling. Oh! Il die laughing. You've got him to the
life, Buzz, buzz, buzz—a real bumblebec!”

At bome she fell to scolding her son. Was she of an age to
have a curly-headed oaf on a horse belt her on her behind?

“Really, Mother, who d'you take me for® You'd think I was
‘the Cossack captain or the Chief of Police.”

9

Nikolai Nikolaievich saw the flecing demonstrators from his
window. He realized who they were and watched to see if
Yura were among them. But none of his friends seemed to be
there though he thought that he had caught sight of the Du.
dorov boy—he could not quite remember his name—that des-
perado who had so recently had a bullet extracted from his
shoulder and who was again hanging about in places where he
had no business to be.

Nikolai Nikolaievich had arrived from Petersburg that autumn,
He had no apartment in Moscow and he did not wish to go to
a hotel, so he had put up with some distant relatives of his,
the Sventitskys. They had given him the corner room on the
second floor.

The Sventitskys were childless, and the two-story house that
their late parents had rented from time immemorial from the
Princes Dolgoruky was too big for them. It was part of the un-
tidy cluster of buildings in various styles with three courtyards
and a garden that stood on the Dolgorukys® property, bounded
by three narrow side streets and known by the ancient name of
Flour Town.

In spite of its four windows, the study was darkish. It was
cluttered up with books, papers, rugs, and prints. It had a bal-
cony forming a semicircle around the comer of the house, The
double glass door of the balcony was hermetically sealed for

the winter.
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baleony door and bwo of the windows Jooked out on an
aﬂ::ethat xany into the distance with its sleigh tracks and tbe
irregular line of its houges and fences.

P{Tple shadows reached into the room from the garden. The
trees, Jades with hoarfrost, their branches Like smoky streaks of
candle way, Jooked in as of they wished ta rest their burden on
the foor of the study.

Niklai Nikolaisvich stood gazing into the distance. He
thought of bis Jast winter in Petersburg—Gapon,! Gorky, the
+isit to Brime Muister Witte, modern, fashionable writess. From
ot bedlam he had Sed to the pesce and quiet of the anclent
capital to write the book he had in mind. But ke had jumped
out of the frywg pan into the fire. Lectures every day~—Uni-
versity Conzses for Women, the Religrous Philosophical Soclety,
the Red Cross and the Strike Fund-—not a mowment to himself.
What he peeded was to get away to Switzerland, to some remote
cantos in the woods, to the peace of lakes, mountains, sky, and
the echowg, ever-responsive air.

Rikolai Nikolaievich tutned away from the window. He felt
Like going aut to eall on someone or fust to walk about the streets,
but he remembered that Vyvolochnov, the Tolstoyun, was
coming to see him about some business or other. He paced up
20d daws the voom, his thoughts turring to bis nepherw,

. \Ith Nikolai Ntkolaievich had moved from hic vatenes - ot
Gota v - . N .
1

. fronn L
Swsw vy f0ie 00 the slosenly old chatterbox Qstromys-
le.mky, known among the clan as Fedka, Fedka lived in smm
his ward Motia and therefore saw himself a5 o distupter of the
estabhshed order and = champion of progressive thought. He

) insman’s confidence, and even took the
;x::;e)"‘ -E:‘;:m hfxm ef;‘!t Y{\;}n’s wpkeep and spent it on himself.

erred to i
e to e professonal family of the Gromekos
The

phere at the Gromekos'

was suitable,
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Nikolai Nikolaievich thought. They had their daughter, Tonia,
who was Yura’s age, and Misha Gordon, who was Yura's friend
and classmate, living with them.

“And a comical triumvirate they make,” thought Nikolai Ni-
kolaievich, The three of them bhad soaked themselves in The
Meaning of Love and The Kreutzer Sonata and had a mania for
preaching chastity. It was right, of course, for adolescents to go
through a frenzy of purity, but they were overdoing it a bit,
they had lost all sense of proportion.

How childish and eccentric they were! For some reason, they
called the domain of the sensual, which disturbed them so much,
“vulgar,” and used the expression in and out of place. A most
ineptly chosen terml “Vulgar™ was applied to instinct, to pornog-
raphy, to exploitation of women, and almost to the whole physical
world. They blushed or grew pale when they pronounced the
word.

“If I had been in Moscow,” thought Nikolai Nikolafevich, "I
would not have let it go so far. Modesty is necessary, but within
limits . . . Ahl Nil Feoktistovich, come inl” he exclaimed, going
out to meet his visitor,

10

A fat man in a gray Tolstoyan shirt with a broad leather belt, felt
boots, and trousers bagging at the knees entered the room. He
looked like a good soul with his head in the clouds. A pince-nez
on a wide black ribbon quivered angrily on his nose. He had
begun to take his things off i the hall but had not removed
his scarf and came in with jt trailing on the floor and his round
felt hat still in his hand. These encumbrances prevented him
from shaking hands with Nikolai Nikolalevich and cven from
saying How-do-you-do.

“Um-m-m,” he mooed helplessly, Iooking around the room.

“Put them down anywhere,” said Nikolai Nikolalevich, re-
storing Vyvolochnov's power of specch and self-passession.

Here was one of those followers of Tolstoy in whom the {deas
of the genius who had never known.peace had settled down to
enjoy a long, unclouded rest, growing hopelessly shallow in the
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. He had come to ask Nikolal Nikelajevich to speak at &
s:::;::gg aid of political deportees that was to be held at
some school ar other.

“I've spoken at that schoo} already.”

“In aid of our exiles?”

“Yes”

“You'll have to do it again”

Nikola Nikolajevich balked a little and then gave in.

The business dealt with, Nikolai Nikolaievich did not attempt
to delay his guest. Nil Feoktistovich conld have left at ance but
be evidently felt that it would be unseemly and was Jooking
for something lively and patural to say by way of parting. The
conversation became strained and awkward,

*So you've become a Devadent? Going in for mysticism?®

“What do you mean?

“It's 2 waste, you know. Do you remember the county coun-
Cite

“Of course Didn' wa aneermen LR

“And we . T o B
and teacher. : '

“Of course. 1t was a splendid hattle.”

“And then you became interested in public health and social
welfare, dudn't you?™

“For a time, yes”
“Hmm, And now it's all this hghtvow stafi—fauns and neny-

phats and ephebes and Let’s be fike the sun.’ T con't believe it,
Bless me 1f I canan intelligent man like you,

and with your

sense of hu(x}nror and your knowledge of the people. . . ., Come,
20w, ... Or am Y intruding into the hal

"Why all this talkp Whalg e artne et

are we argul

know sy ideas” o guing sbout? You don't
“Russia needs schools . .
“No one dentes i:'? and haspitals, not fauns and nenuphars,
“The peasants are in rags and famished, B

v‘.:m'the‘ conversation dragged on Wrewta ¥

' o el e saids e g
“Up to a point { am with you,

but Tolstoy says that the more
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a man devotes himself to beauty the further he moves away
from goodness. . . .*

“And you think it's the other way round—the world will be
saved by beauty, is that it? Dostoievsky, Rozanov,! mystery plays,
and what not?”

“Wait, let me tell you what I think. I think that if the beast
who sleeps in man could be held down by threats—any kind of
threat, whether of jail or of retribution after death—then the
highest emblem of humanity would be the lion tamer in the cir-
cus with his whip, not the prophet who sacrificed himself. But
don’t you see, this is just the point—what has for centuries
raised man above the beast is not the cudgel but an inward
music: the irresistible power of unarmed truth, the powerful
attraction of its example. It has always been assumed that the
most important things in the Gospels are the ethical maxims
and commandments. But for me the most important thing is that
Christ speaks in parables taken from life, that He explains the
truth in terms of everyday reality. The idea that underlies this
is that communion between mortals is immortal, and that the
whole of life is symbolic because jt is meaningful.”

“I haven’t understood a word. You should write a book about
jiin

After Vyvolochnov had left, Nikolai Nikolaievich felt ex-
tremely cross. He was angry with himsclf for having blurted out
some of his most intimate thoughts to that fool, without impress-
ing him in the Ieast. Then his annoyance, as sometimes hap-
pens, changed its target, e recalled another fucident.

He did not keep a diary, but once or twice a year he would
record in a thick notebook some thought which struck him par-
ticularly. He got out the notebook now and began to writc in a
large, legible hand. This is what he wrote.

“Upset all day by that silly Shlesinger woman. She came in
the morning, stayed till lunchtime, and for two solid hours bored
me reading out that gibberish—a libretto in verse by the Sym-
bolist A— to the cosmogonic symplony by the composer B— with
the spirits of the plancts, voices of the four elements, etc., ctc.
I listened with fmpatience, then 1 couldn’t stand it and begged

“her to stop.
1 A writer of the period wha war an exeeptionsl atylist.
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“And suddenly 1 understood eserything. 1 um’iers(ocd why
this stuff is so deadly, so insufferably false, even in Fau:t.' T}}e
whole thing is artificial, no one is genuinely jpterested in it.
Modern man has no need of it. When he is overcome by. th?
mysteries of the universe be furns to physics, not to Hesiod’s
hexameters.,

“And it iso't just that the form Is an anachronism, ot that these
spirits of easth and air only confuse what science has unrav-
elled. The fact is that this type of art is wholly out of keeping

with the spirit, the essence, the ing force of
ast,

T >4

“These cosmogonies were patural in the ancient world-—a
world setiled so sparsely that mature was not yet eclipsed by
man Mammoths still watked the earth, dragons and dinosaurs
were still fresh in people’s memory. Nature hit you in the eye
so plainly and grabbed you so fercely and so tongibly by the
seroff of the meck that perhaps it really was stilt full of gods.
Those were the first pages of the chronicle of mankind, it was
enly just beginning

“This ancient world ended with Rome, beeause of overpopula-
tion

“Rome was a Bea matket of bomrowed gods and conquered
peoples, 3 bargain basement on two floors, earth and heaven, a
mass of flth couvolated in a triple knot as in an intestinal ob-
struction, Daclans, Herdlians, Soythians, Sarmatians, Hypersba-
:e:tnls:)he.ayy \\Qnaels without spokes, eves sunk in fab endame.

L
TS i

apd all wretched, s o tho psiages of the Calseum,

“And ten, into this tasteless heap of gold and

carme, hght and clothed in an ;m.ra},7 em;i:ab’mﬂy !‘?:x;‘:xlx? dH:-
)ﬂ)i‘ln‘ﬁly provincial, Gallean, and 2t that moment gods. and
nations ceased to be and man came ity being~man the en-
ter, man the plawman, man the shepherd with his flack o?:}?ee
at sunset, man who does not sound in the Teast prs 4
than\hully celebrated feem

in all the cradl
all the picture galleries the world nv;fﬂhgs of mothiers and
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I

The Petrovka looked like a comner of Petersburg in Moscow,
with its matching houses on both sides of the street, the tastes
fully sculptured house entrances, the bookshap, the library, the
cartographer’s, the elegant tobacco shop, the excellent restaurant,
its front door flanked by two gaslights in round frosted shades on
massive brackets.

In winter the street frowned with a forbidding surliness. Its
inhabitants were solid, self-respecting, prosperous members of
the liberal professions.

Here Victor Ippolitovich Komarovsky rented his magnificent
third-floor apartment, reached by a wide staircase with massive
oak banisters, His housckecper, or rather the chitelaine of his
quiet retreat, Emma Ernestovna, took care of everything with-
out meddling in his private life; she ran the place unseen and
unheard. He repaid her with the knightly delicacy to be ex-
pected of so fine a gentleman, and never tolerated visitors, male
or female, whose presence would have disturbed her peaceful,
spinsterish world. A monastic stillness reigned in their home;
the blinds were drawn, and everything was spotlessly clean, as
in nn operating room.

On Sunday mornings Victor Ippolitovich, accompanied by
his bulldog, usually took a leisurely walk down the Petrovka and
slong Kuznetsky Most, and at one of tho strect comers they
were joined by the actor and gambler Constantine Illarionovich
Satanidi.

They walked together along Kuznctsky Most, telling each
other dirty storics, snorting with contempt, and laughing shame-
lessly in deep, loud volces that filled the air with sounds
no more significant than the howling of a dog.

12

The weather was unseasonable. Plop-plop-plop went the water
drops on the metal of the drainpipes and the comlces, roof
- tapping messages to roof as If It were spring. It was thawing,
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Lara walked all the way & a daze and realized what had hap-
pened to her only when she reached home. e

Everyone was asleep. She fell back into her trance and m‘(}us
abstracted state sat down at her mother’s dressing table, still in
her pale mauve, almost white, lace-trimmed dress and long veil
Yorrowed for the evening from the workshep, Ike a costure.
She sat befose her reflection in the mirror, and saw nothing.
‘Then, folding her arms, she put them on the dressing table and
buried ber head in them.

1€ Mother Jeamed about it she would kill her. She wauld it
her and then she would Kill herself.

How had it happened? How could it possibly have happened?
Tt was too late now, she showld have thought of it earlier.

Now she was~—what was it called?~a fallen warman. She was &
woman out of a French novel, and tomorrow she would ge to
school and sit side by side with those other girls who were like
little children compared with her. © God, O God, how did it
happen?

Some day, many, many years later, when 1t would be possible,
Lara would tell Olia Demina, and Olia would hug her and burst
into tears.

Outside the window the water drops plopped on and on, the
thaw muttered its spells. Down the toad someone was banging

an a neighbor’s door, Lara did pot raise her head. Her shoulders
quivered. She was weeping,

13
"Ab, Emma Emestovaa, that’s uoim ‘m s i
I 2 portant. I'm sick and tired
of t” He Xept opening and shutting drawers, turm:;; thi:gs
out, thmwmg.cuﬁs and collars all aver the rug and the sofa
wx;}{mut k:éa?gg what he was Jooking for. ’
 needed her desperately, and there was no way of seed
her that S\mda;u He paced up and down the mumyf: Z?m?lg
tike 2 eaged anjmal, anseslly
Nothing equalled her ypirg
= her ypiritusd beanty, Her hands wi -
uing kike a sublime idea. Her shadow o the w:llsn;‘ g:a ;Tt‘:l
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p2l

The Petrovka looked like 2 comer of Pelersbury in Moseow,
with its matching houses on both sides of the street, the taste
fully sculptured house entrances, the bookshop, the library, the
cartographer’s, the elegant tobaceo shop, the excellent restaurant,
its front door flanked by two gaslights in round frosted shades on
massive brackets.

m}I‘nb\ﬁntex the street frgl\\;ned with a forbidding sarliness. Tts
juhabitants were solid, self-respecting, prosperons members of
the liberal professions. TEPSSERS, prospere

Here Victor Ippolitovich Komarovsky rented his magnificent
third-foor apartment, reached by a wide stuircase with moassive
oak bonisters. His housekecper, or rather the chitolaine of his
quict retreat, Emma Ermestovna, took care of everything with-
out meddling in his private life; she ran the place unseen mnd
unheard. He repaid her with the knightly delicacy to be ex-
pected of so fine 2 gentleman, and never tolerated visitors, male
or female, whose presence would have disturbed her peacefal,
spinsterish world. A monastic stillness reigned in their home;
the blinds were drawn, and everything was spotlessly dlesn, a8
in an operating room.

On Sunday morings Victor Ippolitovich, accompanied by
his bulldog, usually took a Jeisurely walk down the Petrovka and
slong Kuznetsky Most, and at one of the street comers they
were joined by the actor and gambler Constantine IHarionovich
Satanidl,

They walked together along Kuznetsky Most, telling cach
other ditty stories, snorting with contempt, and laughing shame-
lessly in deep, loud voices that £lled the 2ir with sounds
no mare significant than the howling of & dog.

12

The westher was unseasonable. Plop-plop-plop went the water
drops on the metal of the drainpipes and the cornices, roof
* tapping messages o zoof s if §t were spring. It was thawing.
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Y.ara walked all the way in a daze and realized what had hap-
pened to her only when she reached home. .

Everyone was asteep. She {ell back into her trance and in this
abstracted stat sat down at her mother’s dressing table, still in
her pale mauve, almost white, lace-trimmed dress and long veil
Yarrowed for the evening from the workshop, hke a costume.
She sat befare her reflection in the mirror, and saw npothing.
"Then, foldiag her arms, she put them on the dressing tahle and
buried ber head in them.

1F Mother leamed abonut it she would kil her. She would kill
her and then she would Kill herself.

How had it happened? How could st possibly have happened?
It was too late now, she should have thought of it eaclier.

Now she wag—what was 1t callede~a fallen wornan. She was 2
woman out of a French novel, and tomorrow she would go to
school and sit side by side with those other guls who were Iike
little children compared waith her. O God, O God, how did it
bappen?

Seme day, wmany, many years later, when it would be possible,
Lara would tefl Olia Demin, and Oha would hug her and burst
{ato tears,

Outside the window the water dsops plopped on and on, the
thaw muttered its spells. Down the soad someane was bangi

5 d ging
on a neighbor’s door. Lara did not raise her head. Her shoulders
quivered. She was weeping.

pti}

"Ab, Emma Ernestovna, that's unimpartant. Yo sick and tired

o {t” He kept opening and shutting dra turning th
out. throwing cuffs am% collass et e Ay

y all aver the d th
\vx;X‘mui kzéugri‘n;g what he was Jooking for, g sad the sos,
e needed her desperately, and there was 1o wi i
o e A ay of seeing
h;rc aia get;nday. X—ie paced wp and down the room Frantically

Nothing equalled hey spiritunt beauty
! lled b . Her hapds -
ning ke a sublime idea. Her shadow on the watl o;\?&r‘: :1:‘:’.1
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room was like the outline of her innocence. Her slip was
stretched over her breast, as firmly and simply as linen on an
embroidery frame.

His fingers drummed on the windowpane in time to the un-
hurried thud of horses’ hoofs on the asphalt pavement below.
“Lara,” he whispered, shutting his eyes, and he had a vision of
her head resting on his hands; her eyes were closed, she was
asleep, unconscious that he watched her sleeplessly for hours on
end. Her dark hair was scattered and its beauty stung his eyes

s like smoke and ate into his heart.

His Sunday walk was not being a success. He strolled a few
paces with Jack, stopped, thought of Kuznetsky Most, of Sata-
nidi’s jokes, of the acquaintances he met on the street—no, it was
more than he could bear. He turned back. The dog, startled,
looked up disapprovingly and waddled after him reluctantly.

“What can it all mean?” thought Komarovsky. “What has come
over mef” Could it be his conscience, a feeling of pity, or re-
pentance? Or was he worried about her? No, he knew she was
safe at home. Then why couldn’t he get her out of his head?

He walked back to his house, up the stairs, and past the first
landing. The stained-glass ormamental coats of arms at the
corners of the window threw colored patches of light at his feet.
Halfway up the second flight he stopped.

He must not give in to this exhausting, nagging, anxious
mood. He was not a schoolboy, after all. He must realize what
would happen if instead of being just a toy this girl—a mere
child, the daughter of his dead friend—turned into an obsession.
He must come to his senses. He must be true to himself and to
his habits. Otherwise everything would go up in smoke.

Komarovsky gripped the oak railing until it hurt his hand,
shut his eyes 2 moment, then turned back resolutely and went
down. On the landing, with its patches of light, the dog was
waiting for him. It lifted its head like a slobbering old dwarf
with hanging jowls and Jooked up at him adoringly.

The dog hated the girl, tore her stockings, growled at her,
bared its teeth. It was jealous of her as if fearing that she would
infect its master with something human.

“Ah, T see! You have decided that everything is going to be
just as before—Satanidi, mean tricks, dirty jokes? All right then,
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take this, and this, and this.” He struck the bulldog with his
stick and kicked it Jack squealed, howled, waddled up !}’:B‘
stairs shaking his behind, and seratched at the door to complain
to Emma Erpestovaa,

Days and weeks went by.

1

What an inescapable spell it wast If Komaroysky's intrusion
fnto Lara's bfe had merely Elled ber with disgust, she would
have rebelled and broken free But it was not sa simple as that.

The gil was fattered that 2 handsome man whose hair was
turning gray, 4 wan old enough to be her father, a wan who
was applauded at meetiogs and written up in the newspapers,
should spend bis time and money on ber, should take her out to
copcerts and plays, and tell ber that he worshipped her, and
should, as they say, “improve her mind”

Stter 21}, she was sull & gidl in a brown umform who enjoyed

Mus plots and pranks at school. Komarovsky's lovemaking
in a camriage behind fho maches ==Y * 4 gn opera box in

by its daring and

» imitate him.
i vus, guusk wsatuation was short-lived, ‘A
uaggiag depression and borrer ot herself were taking permanent
hold of her. And ol the time she wanted to sleep—because {she
told herself} she did not get enough sleep at night, because she

cried so much, because she had constant head:
s adaches, because
; :‘ s\:eoged hard at school, and because she was physically ex-

15

He was the curse of her life; i
b s e cumse :ughez:‘ life; she hated him. Every day she re.
She has became bus stave for life, How has he sub;

How d it R
ow does he force her to submit, why dges she sux’:'leg:d: i]:}:;
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does she gratify his wishes and delight him with her quivering

led shame? B of his age, her mother’s financial
dependence on him, his cleverness in frightening her, Lara? No,
10, nol That is all nonsense.

It is she who has a hold on him. Doesn't she see how much he
needs her? She has nothing to be afraid of, her conscience is
clear. It is he who should be ashamed, and terrified of her
giving him away. But that is just what she will never do. To do
this she does not have the necessary ruthlessness—Komaravsky's
chief asset in dealing with subordinates and weaklings.

This is precisely the difference between them. And it is this
that makes the whole of life so terrifying. Does it crush you by
thunder and lightning? No, by oblique glances and whispered
calumny, It is all treachery and ambiguity. Any single thread
is as fragile as a cobweb, but just try to pull yourself out of the
net, you only become more entangled.

And the strong are dominated by the weak and the ignoble.

16

What if she were married, she asked herself, what difference
would it make? She entered the path of sophistry. But at times
she was overtaken by a hopeless anguish,

How can he not be ashamed to grovel at her feet and plead
with her? “We can’t go on like this. Think what I have done to
youl You will end up in the gutter. We must tell your mother.
Tl marry you.” He wept and insisted as though she were arguing
and refusing, But all this was just words, and Lara did not even
listen to these tragic, hollow protestations.

And he continued taking her, veiled, to dinner in the private
rooms of that ghastly restaurant where the waiters and the cli-
ents undressed her with their eyes as she came in. And she
merely wondered: “Does one always humiliate those one loves?”

Once she had a dream. She was buried, and there was nothing
Jeft of her except her left shoulder and her right foot. A tuft of
grass sprouted from her left breast and nbov:: the ground people
were singing “Black eyes and white breast™ and “Masha must

not go to the river.”

c—
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17

Lara swas not religious, She did not believe in ritual, But some-
times, to be able to bear Lfe, she yeeded the accompaniment of
an inter music, She could not always compose such a music for
berself, That wasic was Cod’s word of life, and it was to weep
aver it that she went to church,

Onge, early in December, she went to pray with such a heavy
heart that she felt as if at any moment the earth might open at
Der feet and the vaulted ceiling of the church cave in, It would
serve her nght, it would put an end to the whale thing. She only
regretted that she bad taken that chatterbos, Olia Demina, with
her.

“There's Prov Afavasievich,” whispered Qlia.

“Shesh, Leave me alooe. What Prov Afanasievich?”

“Prov Afanasievich Sokolov, The one who's chanting. He's pur
cousin twice removed.”

“Oh, the psalmist. Twerzins relative, Shsh, Stop talking,
Dor't disturb me, please.”

_They had come in at the beginning of the service. They were
singing the psalm “Bless the Lotd, O my souk: and al} thar is
within me, bless His holy name.”

The church was half empty, and every sound in it echoed
bollowly. Only in front was there a crowd of worshippers stand-
ing close together The bulding was new. The plain glass of the

window added no color 1o she e
and the people who
dow stood a church

o

& st fUR LT3, clutching her pennies in her Hist, &

make her way to the door past the worshippers wil):.outs t1(112
turbing them, buy two candles for herself and Olia, and turn
back, Prav Afanasfevich had rattled off nice of the beatitudes at a

pave sugnesting that they were well -
Blcssc& a:eat!w 'pwg’ in SP"\‘m. fmu“gh Yaowm without bim.

- Blessed are they th:
mourm, ., , B i <y at
R, .v:s.st:‘d are they which do bunger and thirst after

Tara started and stood still. This was about her. He was save
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ing: Happy are the downtrodden. They have something to tell
about themselves. They have everything before them. That was
what He thought. That was Christ's judgment.

18

It was the time of the Presnia uprising. The Guishars’ flat was in
the rebel area. A barricade was being built in Tver Street a few
yards from their house. People carried buckets of water from
their yards in order to cement the stones and scrap iron with ice.

The neighboring yard was used by the workers’ militia as an
assembly point, something between a Red Cross post and a soup
kitchen.

Lara knew two of the boys who went to it. One was Nika
Dudorov, a friend of her school friend Nadia. He was proud,
straightforward, taciturn, He was like Lara and did not interest
her.

The other was Pasha Antipov, the gymnasium student, who
lived with old Tiverzina, Olia Demina’s grandmother. Lara
noticed the effect she had on the boy when she met him at the
Tiverzins’. He was so childishly simple that he did not conceal
his joy at seeing her, as if she were some summer landscape of
birch trees, grass, and clouds, and could freely express his en-
thusiasm about her without any risk of being laughed at.

As soon as she realized the kind of influence she had on him,
she began unconsciously to make use of it. However, it was
not until several years later and at a much further stage in their
relationship that she took his malleable, easygoing character
seriously in hand. By then Pasha knew that he was head over
heels in love with her and that it was for life.

The two boys were playing the most terrible and adult of
games, war; moreover, participation in this particular war was
punishable by deportation and hanging. Yet the way their wool-
len caps were tied at the back suggested that they were children,
that they still had fathers and mothers who looked after thcn.l,
Lara thought of them as a grownup thinks of children. Their
us amusements had a bloom of innocence that they com-

dangero ;
d to everything—to the evening, so shaggy with hoar-

municate



1
A CIRL FROM A DIFFERENT WORLD )

i the dark blue
emed more black than white, to
f:;:;a!\}:xi: t;ee yard, to the house across t].xe r;md “;heri'z:;
Yiding, and, above all, to the con%mug revolver
tvol{isc};v?mex fmi\ it. “The boys ate shooting,” thought IE-.\:;
This was how she thought not only of Ni\? and Pasha b‘it? s a
whole fighting city, “Good, decent boys,” shf thought. “It's be-
catise they are good that they are shooting.

pi

They learned that the barticade might be shelled‘ and ﬂmt‘ their
house would he in danger. It was too late to think of going to
stay with friends in some other part of Moscow, fhe quarter
was surrounded, they had to find shelter in the neighborhood,
within the ring. They thought of the Montepegro. )

1t turped out that they were not the first to think of it. The
totel was full. There were many others who shared their
predicament. For old time’s sake the proprietor promised to
put them up in the linen room.

Not to attract attention by carrymng suitcsses, they packed
the most necessary things Into three bundles; then they put off
moving from day to da;

Because the emplayees of the workshop wexe treated rather
ke family members, they had continyed to work despite the
strtke. But oue dull, cold afternoon there was a nng at the door.
Someose Ymd come Yo complan and.to argue. The owner was
usked for Felisova went instedl to pour ofl on the troubled
waters A few moments loter she called the seamstresses into
the hall and mtroduced them to the visitos. He shook hands all
sound, clumsily and with emotion, and went away having ap-
parently reached an agreement with Fetisova.

The seamstresses came back into the worksoom and began ty-
tog on their shawls and putting on their shabby winter coats,

“What has happened?™ asked Madame Gudshar, hunrying in.

:Ehcy'xc calbng s out, Madam, we're on strke,”

ut .

- Have L ever wronged youd” Mad 3
fnto tears. ged youl” Madame Guishar burst

“Don’t be upset, Amaha Karlovna, We've got nothing against
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you. We're very grateful to you. Is not just you and us. Every-
body’s doing the same, the whole world. You cant go against
everybody, can you?”

They all went away, even Olia Demina and Fetisova, who
whispered to Madame Guishar in parting that she agreed to
the strike for the good of the owner and the establishment. But
Amalia Karlovna was inconsclable.

“What black ingratitude! To think that I was so mistaken in
these people! The kindness I've lavished on that brat! Well,
admittedly she’s only a child, but that old witch!”

“They can’t make an exception just for you, Mother, don't you
seeP” Lara said soothingly. “No one bears you any malice. On
the coutrary. All that's being done now is done in the name of
humanity, in defense of the weak, for the good of women and
children. Yes, it is. Don’t shake your head so skeptically, You'll
se¢, one day you and I will be better off because of it.”

But her mother could not understand. “It’s always like this,”
she sobbed. “Just when I can’t think straight you come out with
something that simply astounds me. People play a dirty trick on
me, and you say it's all for my good. No, really, I must be out of
my mind.”

odia was at school. Lara and her mother wandered about
aimlessly, alone in the empty house. The unlit street stared
emptily into the rooms, and the rooms returned its stare.

“Let’s go to the hotel, Mother, before it gets dark,” Lara
begged. “Do come, Mother. Don't put it off, Iet’s go now.”

“Filat, Filat,” they called the janitor. “Take us to the Monte-
negro, be a good boy.”

“Very goad, Madam.”

“Take the bundles over. And keep an eye on the house, Filat,
until things sort themselves out. And please don't forget the bird
seed for Kirill Modestovich, and to change his water. And kecp
everything locked up. That's all, I think, and please kecp in
touch with us.”

“Very well, Madam.”

“Thank you, Filat. God keep you. Well, Iet’s sit down* and then
we must be off.”
1A superstitious Russian custom: before a move or a journcy people sit
down a few moments for fuck.
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When they went out the fresh afr seemed as unfamiliar as
sltes weeks of flness. Noises, rounded, as if turoed on a Jathe,
solled echoing lightly through the crisp, frosty, dfﬂ“ space.
Shots and salvoes smacked, thudded, and plopped in the dis-
tance as though tearng everything, to shreds.

However much Filat tried ta convince them to the contrary,
Lara and Amalia Karlovna insisted that the shots were blanks.

“Don't be silly, Filat. Think it out for yourself. How could
{hey be anything but blanks when you can't see anyone shoot-
ing? Who dyou think is shooting, the Holy Ghost ot what? Of
course they're blanks.”

At one of the crosstoads they were stopped by a patrol of
grinning Cossacks who searched them, insolently running their
Tiands over them fxom bead o foot. Their visorless caps with chin
saps were tited jauntily over one eax; st made all of them Jook
one-eyed.

"Wanderful,” thought Lara as she walked on. She would not
see Xemnarovsky for as tong as the district was out off from the
sest of the town. Because of her raather it was iraposstble for her
te break with him, She could not say: “Mother, please stop see-
ing tum.” ¥f she did that, it would all come out. And what if it
¢id® Why should that fnghten her? Oh, God! Anything, any-
thing, f enly it would end! God! God! She would fall down in
famt with disgust. What was it she had just remembered? What
was the name of that frightful picture? There was a fat Roman
inat It hung in the st of those private rooms, the one where it
all began. “The Woman or the Vase™yes, that was 5t. Of
cowse 1t was a famous picture The woman or the vase. When

she Birst saw it she was not ¥et 2 woman, she was 1ot yet com-

parable 1o such an expensive work of art, That
talil\wm splendudly set for a feast. - ot came er The
o v .

o S:ey ma‘:?ou think you are rumning ke that? I can’t keep

panted Madame Guishar, Lara walked swi
some unk‘mwn force swept her on as though she were stncsi‘mglz;
nxr;};::‘x:legxﬂ:l:;i }:y }:hxs prowd, qu‘\cl.ening strength,
b s
By ondi das e thought, listening to the gun shats

watrodden, Bl . .
speed you, bulles, Yo st 1 s :;s:;}ea;‘?n ;h:: deceived. Gos
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20

The brothers Gromeko had a house at the comer of Sivtsev
Vrazhok and another small street. Alexander Alexandrovich and
Nikolai Alexandrovich Gromeko were professors of chemistry,
the one at the Petrov Academy, the other at the University.
Nikolai was unmarried. Alexander had a wife, Anna Ivanovna,
née Krueger. Her father was an ironmaster; he owned an enor-
mous estate in the Urals, near Yuriatin, on which there were
several abandoned, unprofitable mines.

The Gromekos” house had two stories. On the top floor were
the bedrooms, the schoolroom, Alexander Alexandrovich’s study
and his library, Anna Ivanovna’s boudoir, and Tonia’s and Yura's
rooms. The ground floor was used for receptions. Its pistachio-
colored curtains, gleaming piano top, aquarium, olive-green up-
holstery, and potted plants resembling seaweed made it look like
a green, sleepily swaying sea bed.

The Gromekos were cultivated, hospitable, and great con.
noisseurs and lovers of music. They often held receptions and
evenings of chamber music at which piano trios, violin sona-
tas, and string quartets were performed.

Such a musical evening was to be held in January, 1906. There
was to be a first performance of a violin sonata by a young com-
poser, a pupil of Taneiev’s, and a trio by Tchaikovsky.

The preparations were begun the day before. The furniture
was moved around in the ballroom. In one comer the piano
tuner struck the same chord dozens of times and scattered
arpeggios like handfuls of beads. In the kitchen, chickens were
being plucked, vegetables cleaned, and mustard mixed with
olive oil for sauces and salad dressings.

Shura Shlesinger, Anna’s bosom friend and confidante, had
come first thing in the morning, making a nuisance of hersclf.

She was a tall thin woman with regular features and a rather
masculine face which recalled the Emperor’s, especially when
she wore her gray astrakhan hat set at an angle; she kept it on

in the house, only slightly raising the veil pinned to it.

In times of sorrow or anxiety the two friends lightened each
other’s burdens. They did this by saying unpleasant things to

each other, their conversation becoming increasingly caustic un-
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il an emotional storm burst and saon ex;.ded‘m teats, a.“d e
oncibiatio= ™" R . .
on both, - . . .
hura .
(crsgot her husbands as soon as she dxymced therm, }?mzh g:?:;‘:
her many mariages \hese was a certain coldaess, hke

inster, about her. N
sp‘;l::\vas a theosophist, but she was also an expert on the ritual
of the Orthodox Church, and even when she was toute trans.
portée, in 2 state of utter ecstasy, could mit :e!mm from P mrx{lp ;i
ing the offciating clergy. “Hear, O Lord,” “Now :{nd ever sha
be,” “glonaus cherubim” she d lessly in her hoarse,
staccato patter. .

Shura Shlesioger knew mathematics, esoteric Indian doc-
trive, the addresses of the best-known teachers at the Moscow
Canservatory, whe was hiving sth whom, and God only knows
what else. For this reason she was called in, as arbiter and or«
ganizer, on all important occasions m life,

At the appointed time the guests began to arrive. There came
Adelaida Filippovna, Gmnts, the Fufkovs, Mr. and Mrs. Basur-
man, the Verzhitskss, Colonel Kavkazisev, It was snowing, and
whenever the front door was opened you could see the swirling
arr rush past, as though tangled in a thousand knots by the
Bickering snow. The men care in ont of the ¢cold in high clumsy
snow boots, and every one of them, without exception, did his
hest to look hke a countzy bumplin, but their wives, on the
contrary, their faces glowing from the frost, coats unbuttoned,
shawls pushed back and hair spangled with rime, looked lLike
hardencd coquettes, cunning itself. “Cny’s nephew,” the whisper
went found as the new planist came in.

Beyond the open side doors of the ballroom the supper table
gleamed, white and Yong as 2 winter road The play of li?\t on
rosted bottles of red rowanberry cosdial caught the eye. The
erystal cruets on silver stands and the plcturesque arrangement
of game and zalushit Faptm-ed the imagination. The napkins
folded into sb pyromids and the baskels of mauve ceraria
““{“‘“E of atmonds seemed 1o whet the appehte
, ';\u\‘;o dnh)i the pleasure of earthly food ton long, the com-

st dacvres. inchuding various Mads of cold meat and ik,
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The brothers Gromeko had a house at the comer of Sivisev
Vrazhok and another small street. Alexander Alexandrovich and
Nikolai Alexandrovich Gromeko were professors of chemistry,
the one at the Petrov Academy, the other at the University.
Nikolai was unmarried. Alexander had a wife, Anna Ivanovna,
née Krueger. Her father was an ironmaster; he owned an enor-
mous estate in the Urals, near Yuriatin, on which there were
several abandoned, unprofitable mines.

The Gromekos” house had two stories. On the top floor were
the bedrooms, the schoolroom, Alexander Alexandrovich’s study
and his library, Anna Ivanovna’s boudoir, and Tonia’s and Yura's
rooms. The ground floor was used for receptions. Jts pistachio-
colored curtains, gleaming piano top, aquarium, olive-green up-
holstery, and potted plants resembling seaweed made it look ke
a green, sleepily swaying sea bed.

The Gromekos were cultivated, hospitable, and great con-
noisseurs and lovers of music. They often held receptions and
evenings of chamber music at which piano trios, violin sona-
tas, and string quartets were performed.

Such a musical evening was to be held in January, 1906. There
was to be a first performance of a violin sonata by a young com-
poser, a pupil of Taneiev’s, and a trio by Tchaikovsky.

The preparations were begun the day before. The furniture
was moved around in the ballroom. In one corner the piano
tuner struck the same chord dozens of times and scattered
arpeggios like handfuls of beads. In the kitchen, chickens were
being plucked, vegetables cleaned, and mustard mixed with
olive oil for sauces and salad dressings.

Shura Shlesinger, Anna’s bosom friend and confidante, had
come first thing in the morning, making a nuisance of herself.

She was a tall thin woman with regular features and a rather
masculine face which recalled the Emperor's, especially when
she wore her gray astrakhan hat set at an angle; she kept it on

in the house, only slightly raising the veil pinned to it.

In times of sorrow or anxiety the two friends lightened each
other’s burdens. They did this by saying unpleasant things to

each other, their conversation becoming inereasingly caustic un-
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Egorovna, When they've finished this plece T11 tell them. Until

n 1 can't”
thﬁ'l'bey‘ve sent the hotel waiter with a eab. They'n? waiting.
Somebody’s dying, T tell you, can’t you understand? Is a lady.

“And 1 tell you it's impossible. As if a few minutes could make
all that difference.” He tiptoed back to his place with a worried
Frown, rubbing the bridge of his ose.

At the end of the first before the appt had
died down, he went up to the musicians and told Tyshkevich
¢hat he was needed at home, there had been some sccident,
they would have to stop playing. Then he tumned to the audi-
ence and held up his hands for silence:

*Ladies and gentlemen, T am afraid the trio has fo be inter-
rupted. The cellist has just received some bad news, All our
sympathy is with him. He has to leave us. I wouldn't lke hitn to
go by himself at such 2 moment. He may need help. I go
wth him, Be 2 good oy, Yurachks, go and tell Sewmion to bring
the carriage around, be's had it ready for some time. Ladies and
gentlemen, 1 won't say goodbye—1 beg you all to stay—I won't
be long™

The boys asked to go with him for the sake of the drive through
the trasty night.

21

Although the vormal Bow of life had been restored since De-
vember, shooting could still be heard, and the houses burned
down a3 the result of ordinary fires looked Tike the smolderia
ruins of those destroyed during the wpish g
The boys had never been for such a long drive before. In
:enh‘ty l‘he ‘):!a:ucnegm ]w;xs 2 stone’s thow away—down the
4, along the Noviusky, and halfwa -
?:vmda' Strect—but the savage Irost rmé fog separatzdu}:p::e
:;1 : “xrs;\lJ;u:‘c::d Tk;‘.xegﬂ:\f;\:g,y s it sp;]ce were not homogeneous
) + $358ed smoke of bankires! the
crunch of footsteps avd the whin. g
tributed to give the impression t}me tgiysm@ ron el

had been i
¥ Flres mre bt ot crossroads L very oold sweather, ety
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pany got down hastily to their spiritual repast. They sat down
in sows. “Cui’s nephew,” they whispered again as the musician
took his place at the piano. The concert began.

The sonata was lnown to be dry, labored, and boring. The
performance confirmed this belief, and the work turned out to
be terribly long as well.

During the interval the critic Kerimbekov and Alexander
Gromeko had an arg about it, Kerimbekov running it down
and Gromeko defending it. All around them people smoked,
talked, and moved their chairs, till the glittering tablecloth in
the adjoining room once again attracted attention. All proposed
that the concert be resumed without delay.

The pinnist cast a sideways glance at the audience, and
signalled his partners to begin. The violinist and Tyshkevich
flourished their bows. The music rose plaintively,

Yura, Tonia, and Misha Gordon, who spent half his time at the
Gromekos’, were sitting in the third row.

“Egorovna is making signs at you,” Yura whispered to Alex-
ander Alexandrovich, who sat directly in front of him.

Egorovna, the Gromekos’ white-haired old servant, stood in
the doorway and by staring desperately at Yura and nodding
with equal energy at Alexander Alexandrovich tried to make
Yura understand that she needed urgently to speak to the mas-
ter.

Alexander Alexandrovich turned, gave her a reproachful look,
and shrugged his shoulders, but she stood her ground. Soon they
were talking across the room by signs, like a couple of deat-
mutes. People were looking. Anna Ivanovna cast devastating
glances at her husband. He got up. Somcthing had to be done.
Blushing, he tiptoed around the edge of the room.

“How can you do such a thing, Egorovnal Really now, what's
all the fuss? Well, hurry up, what is it?”

Egorovna whispered in his ear.

“What Montenegro?”

“The hotel.”

*Well, what about it?P” .

“They're asking for him to go back at once. There's & relative

his dying.”
OE‘Sa n{;wgthey're dying! I can imagine. . . . It can’t be done,
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balanced on his vight hand. The tray clattered to the ﬂ;)m‘,

the soup was spilled, and two soup plates and one meat plate
vere smashed,

“ESx;sm insisted that it had been the dishwasher, she was an-

swerable and she should pay for the damage. By now it was

ncarly eleven o'clock and half the staff were due to go off duty

shortly, but the row was sull going on.

'He)'ls got the shakes, can't keep his hands and feet steady. A}l
be cares about is sitting with & bottle, you'd think it was his
wfe, getting pickled like 2 herring, and then he asks who pushed
him, who spilled his soup, who smashed his crockery. Now who
do you thiok pushed you, you devil, you Astrakhan pest, you
shameless creature?”

"1 have told you already,
language”

“And who's the one that all the fuss is about now, T ask you?
You'd think it was somebody worth smashing crockery for. But
it's that stut, that streetwalker giving herself airs, that damned
madam, jnnocence in retrement, done so well for herself she’s
swigging arsenie. Of course, living at the Mantenegro, she
nouldat know an alley cat if she met one”

Misha and Yura walked up and down the corridor outside
Madame Guishar's roorm, ¥t hud alt turned out quite differently
from anything Alesander

Matriona Stepanovna, watch your

The boys were walting in the corridor,
Co i to your auntie Row, young gentlemen.” The valet
came up {0 them and for th, i

; an see we have to rup and do
Ferving meals, and ifs g it narrow. You go in \he‘g" -
The boys compli

Inside the voom, o hghted kerosene Tam

hung over the 1able had been taken i
¢ out of R o
tled behind the Wooden sereeq, where it ‘s) e o s 20

. A tank of bedbugs. Thi
was a sleeping aloove separated from the rest of the r‘;%jn?:;

P which ordinarily
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for God knows how long and had arrived at some temrifyingly
remote place.

Outside the hotel entrance stood a narrow, elegant-looking
sleigh; the horse was covered with a cloth and had bandaged
fetlocks. The driver sat hunched up in the passengers’ seat,
trying to keep warm, his swathed head buried in his huge
gloved paws.

It was warm in the hotel lobby. Behind the cloakroom counter
the porter dozed, lulled by the hum of the ventilator, the roar
of the blazing stove, and the whistle of the boiling samovar,
to be wakened occasionally by one of his own snores,

A thickly made-up woman with a face like a dumpling stood
by the looking glass on the left. Her fur jacket was too light for
the weather. She was waiting for someone to come down; her
back to the glass, she turned her head over each shoulder to
make sure that she looked attractive behind.

The frozen cab driver came in. His bulging coat made him
look like a twisted bun on a baker’s sign, and the clouds of
steam he gave off increased the likeness. “How much longer
will you be, Mam’zel?” be asked the woman by the looking glass.
“Why I ever get mixed up with your sort, I don’t know. I don't
want my horse to freeze to death”

The incident in No. 23 was only one more nuisance added to
the daily vexations of the hotel staff. Every minute the bells
shrilled and numbers popped up inside the long glass box on
the wall showing which guest in which room was going frantic
and pestering the servants without knowing what he wanted.

At the moment the doctor was giving an emetic to that old
fool Guisharova and washing out her guts. Glasha, the maid,
was run off her feet mopping up the floor and carrying dirty
buckets out and clean ones in. But the storm now raging in the
service Toom had started well before this hullabaloo, before
‘Tirashka had been sent in a cab to fetch the doctor and that
wretched fiddler, before Komarovsky had arrived and so many
people had cluttered up the corridor outside the door.

The trouble had started that afternoon, when someone had
turned clumsily in the narrow passage leading from the pantry
to the landing and had accidentally pushed the waiter Sysol just
as he was rushing out, bending slightly with a fully Joaded tray
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st have been dead tired to be able to sleep in spite of all the

i veitement. .
nof\i’:’ll}lahi off now,” Alexander Alexandrovich ssid again. ’Yﬁ\e;z
Tad boen no seuse in their comiag, and to stay sny Jonger woul
b indecent. "As soon as Fadel Kazimirovich comes out - . 1
st say gordbye to him.” .

It wa{ ﬁot T;shkevich who came oot from belm?ﬁ the screen,
but a thickset, portly, self~confident man. Canying ih‘e }zm’\p
above his head, he went over to the table and seplaced it in its
bracket. The light woke up the gil. She smiled at him, squinting
her eyes and stretching. .

m)sigh\ of the s\xangger, Misha gave a stact and stared at }um
fntently He pulled Yura's sleeve and tried to whisper to ‘him,
but Yora would not have it, “You can't whisper In front of peo-
ple, What will they think of you?”

Meanwhile a silent scene took place between the girl and the
mat. Not a word passed their lips, only their eyes met. But the

s Lty petlzes

A tired smile puckered her eyes and loosened her lips, but in
snswer to his sneenng glance she gave him a sly wink of com-
plicity. Both of ther were pleased that it had all ended so well
—thels sccret was safe aod Modame Guishar's attempted suicide
had fatled.

Yurs devoured them with hit eyes, Unseen in the balf dark.
ness, e hepr staring into the circle of Jamplight. The scens
Yetween the captise gir and her master was both ineffably mys-
terious and shamelessly frank, His heart was torn by contradie-
tary feclings of a sttength be had never expetienced hefore.

Here was the very thing «which he, Tonfa, and Misha had
endlessly discussed as *vulpar” the force W

fach so frightened
and al.hac\e& them and which they controlled so easi)ygiram a
sa(c’(\sssmce by words And wow bere it was, this force, in front
of' Yusa's very eyes, ulterly read, vind yet troubled and haunting,
p\\gcx?yt ;chssmbi:e and complaming and calling for belp~
and what ha ir childi il
oA st bad bes me of their childish philosophy and what was

Do you know who that man was?” said Misha when they
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strangers’ eyes by a dusty curtain, but the curtain had been
flung over the screen and in the confusion no one had thought
of drawing it. The lamp stood on a bench and lit the alcove
harshly from below as though by a footlight.

Madame Guishar had tried to poison herself not with arse-
nic, as the dishwasher thnught, but with iodine, The room had
the tart, astringent smell of green walnuts when their husks
are still soft and blacken at a touch.

Behind the screen the maid was mopping up the floor, and
lying on the bed was a half-naked woman; drenched with water,
tears, and sweat, her hair stuck together, she was holding her
head over a bucket and crying loudly.

The boys turned away at once, so embarrassing and unman-
nerly did they feel it was to look in her direction. But Yura had
seen enough to be struck by the fact that in certain clumsy,
tense positions, in moments of strain and exertion, a woman
ceases to be such as she is represented in sculpture and looks
more like a wrestler with bulging muscles, stripped down to his
shorts and ready for the match.

At last someone behind the screen had the sense to draw
the curtain,

“Fadei Kazimirovich, my dear, where’s your hand? Give me
your hand,” the woman was saying, choking with tears and
nausea. “Oh, 1 have been through such horrors. T had such ter-
rible suspicions. . . . Fadei Kazimiravich . .. I imagined ...
but happily it has all tumed out to be nonsense, just my dis-
ordered imagination. . . . Just think what a rehef. And the up-
shot of itall . . . hereTam . .. here I am alive. . . .~

“Calm yourself, Amalia Karlovna, I beg you . . . How awk-
ward all this is, T must say, how very awkward.”

“we'l be off home now,” said Alevander Alexandrovich gruffly
to the children. Excruciatingly embarrassed, they stood in the
doorway, and as they did not know where to look they stared
straight in front of them into the shadowy depth of the main
room, from which the lamp had been removed. The walls were
hung with photographs, there was a bookshelf filled with music

scores, a desk piled with papers and albums, and beyond the
dining table with a crocheted cover a girl was aslecp in an arm-
chair, clasping its back and pressing her cheek against it. She



CHAPTER THREE

THE SVENTITSKYS' CHRISTMAS PARTY

1

One winter Alexander Alexandrovich gave Anna I an
antique wardrobe, which be had picked up scme\_vbere or other.
It was made of ebony and was so enormous that it would not go
through any door in one piece, It was taken into the house in
sections; the problem then was where to put it. It would not do
for the reception yooms beeause of its function nor for the bed-
rooms because of its size. In the end, a part of the landing was
cleared for it outside the master bedroom.

Markel, the porter, came to put it together, He brought with
him his sis-year-old daughter Marinka. She was given a stick of
barley sugas. Sniffing, and sucking the caody and her meist
fingers, she stood intently watching her father.

At fixst everything went smoothly, The wardrobe grew in front
of Anpa Ivanovna’s eyes; when only the top remained to be put
o, she took it into her head to help Markel. She climbed onte
the raised floor of the wardrobe, slipped, and fell against the
sides, whith were held in place only by tenons. The rope that
Markel had tied loosely around them came undone. Anva
Ivanovna fell an her back together with the baards as they
clattesed to the ground, and bruised herself paiafully.

Markel rushed to her. “Oh, Madam, mistress,” he said. “What
made you do that, my dear? You haven't broken any boes?
Feel yous bones, It's the bones that matter, the soft part doesn’t
matter at oll, the soft parts mend in God's good time, and, as
the saying pocs, they're only for pleasure anyway—Don't baw,
you stupid!” he reprimanded the erying Marinka, “Wipe you;
nose and £0 to your mother~Ak, Madam, touldn’t you trust ma
to set up that clothes chest without you? Of course, to you I'm




62 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

went out into the street, Yura, absorbed in his thoughts, did not
reply.

gHe's the one who encouraged your father to drink and drove
him to his death, In the train—you remember—I told you.”

Yura was thinking about the girl and the future, not about his
father and the past. At first he could not even understand what
Misha was saying. It was too cold to talk.

“You must be frozen, Semion,” Alexander Alexandrovich said
to the coachman. They drove home.
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20 believed that a T should do something socially useful in
s practieal ife. He settled on medicice.

In the first year of bis four-yeas course he bad spent & term
in the dissectng room, situated in the cellars of the university.
You went down tbe winding staircase. There was always a
crowd of dishevelled students, some poring over their tattered
texthooks sumounded by bones, or quistly dissecting, each fn
bis corner, others fooling about, cracking jokes and chasing the
rats that scurried in swarms aver the stone floors. In the half
datkness of the mortuary the naked bodies of unidentified young
suicides and drowned women, well preserved and vntouched
by decay, shone lke phosph Injections of alum solutd
rejuvenated them, giving them a deceptive youndness. The
corpses were eut open, dumembeted, and prepared, yet even
i its smallest sections the human body kept its beauty, so that
Yura's wonder before some water nymph brutally flung onto 2

zine table continued before her amputated axrm or band. The
crllar emallad af wnitiats oY o P

Vew wuu ubEln was aomnant in the underground room as if it
were its home or its headquarters.

The voice of this mystery, silencing everything else, haunted
Yura, distwrbing him 1n his anatomical work. He had become
used to such distracting thaughts end teok them in his stride.

\m' $ad 2 good mind and was an excellent writer, Ever
shnce his schooldays be had dreamed of vomposing a book about
life ‘\'}.uch would contain, hke buried explosives, the most strik-
ing things he had so far soen and thought about. But he was
:3:5 ytkung to wnie such a book; instead, be wrote poetry, He

¢ 2 Painter who was J : bi
T hgd e always maling sketches for a big

Ho was indulgent toward these §

of thels <igor aog rigadty T: els!:mt‘a‘:ue works on account

originality, in his opinion gave reality X qualities, vigor and
regarded as pointless, idlg. untece: tyss M;m’ “ihich b otherwise
Yura realized the ‘

$iy character, Grest part his vacle bad glayed in molding
Nikolai Nikolatexich now Yved 1o Lausanne. Jn His books
s
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only a porter, you can’t think otherwise, but the fact is, I was a
cabinetmaker, yes, Ma'am, cabinetmaking was my trade. You
wouldn't believe how many cupboards and sideboards of all
kinds, lacquer and walnut and mahogany, passed through my
bands. Or, for that matter, how many well-to-do young ladies
passed me by, and vanished from under my nose, if you'll forgive
the expression. And it all comes from drink, strong liquor.”

Markel pushed over an armchair, and with his help Anna
Ivanovna sank into it groaning and rubbing her bruises. Then he
set about restoring the wardrobe. When he put the top on he
said, “Now the doors, and it be fit for an exhibition.”

Anna Ivanovna did not like the wardrobe. Its appearance and
size reminded her of a catafalque or a royal tomb and filled
her with a superstitious dread. She nicknamed it the tomb of
Askold;! she meant the horse of Prince Oleg,? which had caused
its master’s death, She had read a great deal, but haphazardly,
and she tended to confuse related ideas.

After that accident Anna Ivanovna developed a pulmonary
weakness.

2

Throughout November, 1911, Anna Ivanovna stayed in bed with
pneumonia.

Yura, Misha Gordon, and Tonia were due to graduate the fol-
Towing spring, Yura in medicine, Tonia in law, and Misha, who
studied at the Faculty of Philosophy, in philology.

Everything in Yura’s mind was still helter-skelter, but his
views, his habits, and his inclinations were all distinctly his own.
He was unusually impressionable, and the originality of his
vision were remarkable.

Though he was greatly drawn to art and history, he scarcely
hesitated over the choice of a carecr. He thought that art was
1o more a vocation than innate cheerfulness or melancholy was
2 profession. He was interested in physics and natural science,

the Russian state, was buried In Kiev,

f
L askold, one of the fourdes o was killed by a snake that came out of the

2Ql~g, another Prince of Kiev,
skull of his favorite horse.
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i i isis.” After

e toms of lobar poeumonia. Tt looks lxk? the msis
:e:z)::‘gp her and sayng the encouraging, rmeaningless ‘hl‘:gsfﬁt;*
are always smd on such oteasions, he sent the nurse oul oCh g
room, took Aona Ivanovos's wrist to feel her pulse, and seache
into his coat pocket for his stethoscope. She mo_ved her head
to indicate that this was wimecessary, ¥ie Tealized that she
wanted bim for some other reason, She spoke with effort. .

“They wanted to give me the last sacraments. . . Death is
hanging over me, . , . It may come any moment. ... When
you go to have a tooth out you're frightened, il hrt, you
Prepase yousself, . . . But his su't 3 tooth, it's everything, the
whole of you, your whole hfe . . . being pulled out. . .. And
what s it? Nobody kaows. . . . And I am sick at heart and
terrified”

She fell silent. Tears were streaming, down her cheeks. Yura
said vothing, A moment Jater Anna Ivanovna went on,

“You'e clever, talented. . . . That makes you different. , ..
You surely know something. . . . Com¥ort me.”

“Well, what is there for me to say?” replied Yura. He fidgeted
on his chair, got up, paced the room, and sat down again, “In
the fist place, youD feel better tomorrow. There are clear in-
dications—1'd stake my Lfe on it—that you've passed tbe crisis,
And then—death, the survival of conseiousess, faith in sesur-
rection . . . You want to know my opinion a5 2 scientist? Per
haps some other time? No? Right now? Well, as you wisk. But

s diffieult Lke that, 2 of 2 sudden” And there and then he
;“ d a whole impromptu lecture, ished that be could
oat,

“Resurrection In the crude form in which 1t is preached to
consale the weak, it is alien to me. I have always understood
Christ’s words ahout the living and the dead in a diferent sense.
Where coudd you find room for all these hordes of
i\:;\\:;‘:\:d \“)\n t(};ggs:;ds o(;fd years? The universe jso't big

ugh for them, , the good, and meaningful 0;
e ctowded oot They'd be crshed by (hose ek e
B N

people as-

ton v ~ wus Uausiormations, &lls the tniverse
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published there in Russian and in translations, he developed
his old view of history as another universe, made by man with
the help of time and memory in answer to the challenge of
death. These works were inspired by a new interpretation of
Christianity, and led directly to a new conception of art.

Misha Gordon was influenced by these ideas even more than
Yura, They determined him to register at the Faculty of Philoso-
phy. He attended lectures on theology, and even considered
transferring later to the theological academy.

Yura advanced and became freer under the influence of his
uncle’s theories, but Misha was fettered by them. Yura realized
that his friend’s enthusiasms were partly accounted for by his
origin. Being tactful aund discreet, he made no attempt to talk
him out of his extravagant ideas. But he often wished that Misha
were a realist, more down-to-earth,

3

One night at the end of November Yura came home late from
the university; he was exhausted and had eaten nothing all
day. He was told that there had been a terrible alarm that after-
noon. Anna Ivanovna had had convulsions. Several doctors had
seen her; at one time they had advised alexander Alexan-
drovich to send for the priest, but later they had changed their
minds. Now she was feeling better; she was fully conscious
and had asked for Yura to be sent to her the moment he got
back.

Yura went up at once.

The room showed traces of the recent commotion. A nurse,
moving noiselessly, was rearranging something on the night
table. Towels that had been used for compresses were lying
about, damp and crumpled. The water in the slop basin was
pinkish with expectorated blood, and broken ampoules and
swollen tufts of cotton wool floated on its surface.

Anna Ivanovna lay drenched in sweat, with parched lips. Her
face had become haggard since moming.

«Can the diagnosis be wrong?” Yura wondered. “She has all
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X is hand
he walked up to Anna Ivanovna's bed and putting his
fnm;;fmh&a gnié. “Co 1o sleep” After a few moments she

began to fall asteep. X
%u?u quietly l:&g the soom and told Egorovna to send in the

purse, “What's tome over et he thought, “T'm becoming &

regular quack--muttering incantations, laying an the bands. .. ¢
Next day Anna fvanovaa was better,

4

Anna Ivanoyna costinued to imprave. In the middle of Decen-
fier she tned to get up but she was still weak. The doctars told
her to stay in bed and have o really good rest.

She often sent for Yura and Tonia and for hauts on end talked
to them of her childhood, speut on her grandfatbers estate,
Varykno, on the tiver Ryuvz, in the Urals. Neither Yura nor
Tonta had ever been there, but listening ta her, Yura could
easily imagine those ten thousand acres of impenetzable virgin
forest as black as night, and, thrusting into it like a curved
kaufe, the bends of the swift stream with its racky bed and steep
ciffs on the Krueger side.

For the first time i their lives Yora aud Tonia were getting,
evening clothes, Yura o dinner jacket and Tonia o pale satin
pasty dresy with a suitably modest neckline,

They were going to wear them at the traditional Christmas
party at the Syentitskys' on the twepty-seventh, When the tailor
and the seamstress delivered the clothes, Yura and Tomia tried
them on, were delighted, and had pot yet taken them off vwhon
Egorovna aemate =t w0 L .

They .
“;;';:‘:i":lm sroud Gwuw, woxed them over, and told
“Very nice,” she said. *Chasmi
veady. Lot me have another lomg‘ o $ea they were

ok, Tonia. 'y 4
thought the yoke puckered a bit. Do vm? yﬁc' s a!l right, I
JouR ™ ar - it Do g b LY 2,
"1 .

1o . ) e .
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and is continually reborn, You are anxious about whether you
will rise from the dead or not, but you rose from the dead when
you were born and you didn’t notice it.

“Will you feel pain? Do the tissues feel their disintegration? In
other words, what will happen to your consciousness? But what
is consciousness? Let's see. A conscious attempt to fall asleep
is sure to produce insomnia, to try to be conscious of one’s own
digestion is a sure way to upset the stomach. Consciousness is a
poison when we apply it to ourselves. Consciousness is a light
directed outward, it lights up the way ahead of us so that we
don’t stumble. It’s like the headlights on a locomotive—turn them
inward and you'd have a crash.

“So what will happen to your i P Your ¢
ness, yours, not anyone else’s. Well, what are you? There’s the
point, Let’s try to find out. What is it about you that you have
always known as yourselfP What are you conscious of in your-
self? Your kidneys? Your liver? Your blood vessels? No. How-
ever far back you go in your memory, it is always in some ex-
ternal, active manifestation of yourself that you come across
your identity—in the work of your hands, in your family, in other
people. And now listen carefully. You in others—this is your
soul. This is what you are. This is what your consciousness has
breathed and lived on and enjoyed throughout your life—your
soul, your immortality, your life in others. And what now? You
have always been in others and you will remain in others. And
what does it matter to you if later on that is called your mem-
ory? This will be you—the you that enters the future and be-
comes a part of it.

“And now one last point. There is nothing to fear. There is no
such thing as death. Death has nothing to do with us. But you
said something about being talented—that it makes one differ-
ent, Now, that does have something to do with us. And talent
in the highest and broadest sense means talent for life.

“There will be no death, says St. John. His reasoning is quite
simple. There will be no death because the past is over; that's
almost like saying therc will be no death because it is already
done with, it’s old and we are bored with it. What we need is
something new, and that new thing is life cternal.”

He was pacing up and down the room as he was talking,




TRE SVENTX’X'SKYS' CERISTIMAS PARTY n

5. Every now and then samaebody Like that would be
mif::d—p:}?aps Auctus or F{alus——somebady mﬂllda al!;ﬁfm
ke a shat from your grandiather’s gun—and we wou ;ﬂm d
mediately troop downstairs from the nursery to the kitchen. m}Al
there—~you can't think what it was Ike~youd find 3 chareo.
dealer with o live bear tub, of a prospector from the far end of
the province with a specimen of the ore. And your grandfather
would always give them a eredst slip for the office. Seme were
given money, some buckwheat, others cartridges. The f?rest came
sight up to the wisdows. And the snow, the snow} Higher than
the roofst” Anna Ivanovna had & coughing &t.

“That's enough, it's bad for you,” Tonia and Yura urged her.

“Nomsense, Ym perfectly all right. That reminds me. Ego-
sovna told me that you two are worrying about whether you
should go to the party the day after tomorrow. Don't Jet me
hear anything so silly again, you ought to be ashamed of your-
selvesl And you coll yourself a doctor, Yural So that's settled,
you'll go, and that's that, But to return to Bacchus. He used to be
& Blacksmith when he was young. He got into o fight and was
disembowelled. So he made humself a set of iron guts. Now,
Yura, don't be silty. OF course 1 know be coulda’t. You mustn't
take it Lterallyl But that’s what the people out there said.”

She was interrupted by another caughing £, a much longex
one than the last. It went on sud on, she could not get her
breath,

Yura and Yoniz hurried across to her simultapeously. Thes
stood shaulder to sboulder by hes bedside. Their hands z)ucheg.
Sull coughing, Anna Ivanovna caught their hands in bers and
Lept them joined awhile, When she was able to speak she said:
it ¥ die, stay togethcf. You're meant for each other, Get mar:
ned. There sow, you'e eogaged” she added and burst ata

H .

As casly a3 the ring of 1006—only 8 fow st 2. o
' . - .

would heatn t.-
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vich. You both think I should not have refused the legacy. But
wait 2 moment. It's bad for you to talk. Just et me explain—
though you know most of it already.

“Well, then, in the first place, it suits the lawyers that there
should be a Zhivago case because there is enough money in
Father's estate to cover the costs and to pay the lawyers® fees.
Apart from that there is no legacy—nothing but debts and mud-
dle—and a lot of dirty linen to be washed. If there really had
been anything that could be turmed into money, do you think
1'd have made a present of it to the court and not used it my-
self? But that's just the point—the whole case is trumped up.
So rather than rake up all that dirt it was better to give up my
right to a nonexistent property and let it go to all that bunch of
false rivals and pretenders who were after it. One claimant, as
you know, is a certain Madame Alice, who ealls herself Zhivago
and lives with her children in Paris—I've known about her for a
long time. But now there are various new claims—I don’t know
about you, but I was told of them quite recently.

“It appears that while Mother was still alive, Father became
infatuated with a certain eccentric Princess Stolbunova-Enrici.
This lady has a son by him, Evgral; he is ten years old.

“The Princess is a recluse. She lives—God knows on what—in
her house just outside Omsk, and she never goes out. I've seen
a photograph of the house. It's very handsame, with five French
windows and stucco medallions on the cornices. And recently
T've been having the feeling that the house was staring at me
nastily, out of all its five windows, right across all the thousands
of miles between Siberia and Moscow, and that sooner or later
it would give me the evil eye. So what do I want with all lhis—--
imaginary capital, phony claimants, malice, envy? And lawyers.

“All the same, you shouldn’t have renounced it,” said Anna
Ivanovna. “Do you know why I called you?” she asked ng:«ln
and immediately went on, “His name came back to me. You
remember the forest guard I was telling you about yesterday?
He was called Bacchus. Extraordinary, isn't it] A real bogeyman,
black as the devil, with a beard growing up to his eycbrows,
and calls himsclf Bacchus! His face was all disfigured, 2 bf‘ﬂf
had mauled him but he had fought it off. And they're all like
that out there. Such name riking, ! Bacchus or Lupus
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Lara spent three years at the Kelogrivovs’ as behind stone walls.
No one bothered hes, and eves her wather and brother, from
whotn she had hecome estranged, kept out of her way.

Layrenti Mikhatlovich Kologrivov was a big busi a
brlliant and intelligent practitioner of the most modern meth-
ods. He hated the decaying order with a double hatred, a5 2
man rich enough to outbid the treasury, and s a member of the
fower classes who bad sisen to fabulous heights. In his house
he sheltered revolutionasies sought by the police, and he paid
the defense vosts in pohtical trials, It was & standing joke that ke
was 5o keen on subsiduzing the revolution that he expropriated
himself and organized strikes at his own plants. An excelleat
smatksmon and w passionate bunter, he went to the Serebriany
swoods and Losia Island in the winter of 190y, giving rifle tram-
ing to workess” mubtia.

He was u remarkable man. ¥is wife, Serafma Filippovoa,
was 2 worthy match Lara admued and respected bath of ther,
and the whole household loved her and treated her as a member
of the famuly.

For more than three years Lara led a life free from waordes.
Then one day her brother Rodia went to see her, Swaying
affectedly on his long legs and drawling selé-importontly, he told
ber that the cadets of hus class had collected money for a faver
well gift to the head of the Academy and entrusted it to him,
asking him to choose and buy the gift. This money he had
gambled away two days ago down to the last kopek. Having
s01d his story, he fopped Full length in an asmchair and burst

into tewrs,

Laza sat frozen while Rodiz went on through his sobs:

“Last night 1 went 2o see Victar Ippolitovich
talk Tout it with roe, but he said if ygngnowished h}v.;:} t?f“seaftl:
sud that alihough you na Tonger loved any of us, yau;‘ ;Jwer
?wr Bim way sll 50 great .. . Lara darling . . Onep\vcrd
‘mm you would be enough. . . | You realize what this means
o me, what a disgrace st s . , . the honor of my uniform fs at
take. Go to see kim, that’s oot too much to ask, speak to him
+ « « You can’t want me to pay for this with wy hle”
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endurance. He cleverly turned her wretchedness to his advan-
tage, and when it suited him subtly reminded her of her shame.
These reminders brought her to just that state of confusion that
alecher requires in 2 woman. As a result, Lara felt herself sinking
ever deeper into a nightmare of sensuality which filled her with
horror whenever she awoke from it. Her nocturnal madness was
as unaccountable as black magic. Here everything was topsy-
turvy and flew in the face of logic; sharp pain manifested itself
by peals of silvery laughter, resistance and refusal meant con-
sent, and grateful kisses covered the hand of the tormentor.

It seemed that there would be no end to it, but that spring,
as she sat through a history lesson at the end of term, thinking
of the summer when even school and homework would no longer
keep her from Komarovsky, she came to a sudden decision that
altered the course of her life.

. It was a hot moming and a storm was brewing. Through the
open classroom windows came the distant droning of the town,
as monotonous as a beehive, and the shrieks of children playing
in the yard. The grassy smell of earth and young leaves mado
one drowsy as on the morning after a Shrovetide feast.

= The lesson was about Napoleons Egyptian campaign. When

the teacher came to the landing at Fréjus, the sky blackened
and was split by lightning and thunder, and clouds of dust and
sand swept into the room together with the smell of rain. Two

™ teacher’s pets rushed out obligingly to call the handyman to shut
the windows, and as they opened the door, the wind sent all the
ble tting paper flying off the desks.

The windows were shut. A dirty city rain mingled with dust
began to pour. Lara tore a page out of an exercise book, and
wrote a note to her neighbor, N_gdia Kologrivova:

“Nadia, I've got to live away from:Mother. Help me to find 2

 tutoring job, as well paid as possible. You know lots of rich
people.”

Nadia wrote back:

“We are looking for a governess for Lipa. Why not come to us
—it would be wonderfull You know how fond my parents are
of you.”
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Lara spent three yeors ot the Kologrivovs’ s behind stone walls.
No one bothered her, and even her mother and brother, from
whom she had becorne estranged, kept out of hee way

Lavrentd Mikhailovich Kolognvov was a big businessman, 2
Vrilliant and intelhgent practitioner of the most madern meth-
ods, He hated the decaying order with a double hatred, 2s &
wan nich enough to outbid the treasury, and as & member of the
foner classes who bad risen to fabulous heights. In his house

L.t w

et o M S8 itz the revalation that be expropnated
bimself and organized stkes at his own plants. An excellent
markstan and a passionate hunter, he went to the Serebriany
woads and Losin [sland i the winter of 1903, giving rifle train-
ing to workers’ militia,

He was a remarkable man. His wife, Serafima Filippovna.
Wagg At 0t T - .
and t
of the sy,

For more than three years Lara led a lfe Frea from worries.
Then one day her brather Rodia went to cee har Gwrnetn-

Al

e s s Lty oF the Academy and entrusted it to hien
asking him to choose and buy the gift. This money be hac
?:be\cd sway two d2ys ago down fo the last kopek. Haviny
o x‘c{;:’im' be flopped Full Jength in an armchair and burs
E‘:‘m\mtlghrzu‘-n while Rodia weat on theough his sobs:
st night 1 went to see Victor Ippolitovich. He refu:
a0, hout it with me, but he said i ﬁ:l:xa\ﬁshcd hir: (1;6 . fﬂ'd I;
said thay M\hmxg?’x ¥ou 0o Jonger loved any of us, your pow
((m-t Wm was sl so preat . . , Larg darling . . . One wan
|mm you would be enough, . . . You realize what this mea
‘:a;ne. whata disgrace $t 33 . , . the honor of my uniform is
3 o.Y Go ta See W, that's mot 100 Tuch to ask, speak to ki
«+ + You car’t want me 1o pay for this with wy life”
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“Your life . . . The honor of your uniform.” Lara echoed him
indignantly, pacing the room. *I am not a uniform. I have no
honor. You can do what you like with me. Have you any idea
of what you are asking? Do you realize what he is proposing ta
you? Year after year I slave away, and now you come along and
don't care if everything goes smash. To hell with you, Go ahead,
shoot yourself. What do I care? How much do you need?”

“Six hundred and nincty odd rubles. Say seven hundred in
round figures,” he added after a slight pause,

“Rodial No, you're out of your mind! Do you know what you
are saying? You've gambled away seven hundred rubles! Rodial
Rodial Do you realize how long it takes an ordinary person like
me to earn that much by honest work?”

She broke off and after a short silence said coldly, as if to a
stranger, “All right. I'll try Come tomorrow. And bring your
revolver—the one you were going to shoot yourself with. You'l
hand it over to me, for good. And with plenty of bullets, remem-
ber.”

She got the money from Kologrivov.

7

Her work at the Kologrivovs' did not prevent Lara from gradu-
ating from the gymnasium, and taking university courses. She
did well, and was to obtain her diploma the following year,
1012,
gIn the spring of 1911 her pupil Lipa graduated from the
gympasium. She was already engaged to a young engincer,
Friesendank, who came of a good, well-to-do family. Lipa’s
parents approved of her choice but were against her marrying
so young, and urged her to wait. This led to scencs. Lipa, the
spoiled and willful darling of the family, shouted at her parents
and stamped her feet.

In this rich houschold where Lara was accepted as a member
of the family, no one reminded her of her debt or indecd re-
membered it. She would have paid it back long before, if she

had not had secrct expenses.
1Un}mcwu to Pasha, she sent money to his father, who had been
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i il ther,
rted to Sibesia, helped his querulous aud ailing mother,
iggoxed\\ced his own expenses by paying part of his l{’maxg ?“n:\
todging, directly to his landlady. It was she who had foun i
His room in o new building in Kamerger Street near the
eater.
ThPashJ. wha was a little younger than Lara, loved her madly
and obeyed her slightest wish After gradunting, from the geﬂl-
gymnasium, he had, 2t ber urgimg, taken up Greek and Latin, It
was hier dream that after they hod passed their state examina-
tions the following year they would marry and go out as gym-
pasiem teachers to some proviacial capital ia the Urals.

In the summer of 111 Lara went for the last time with the
Kologrivovs to Duplyanka. She adored the place, and was even
fonder of it than its owners, They knew this, and every summer
on their arrival the same scene was enacted as though by an un-
swmitten agreement When the hot, grimy train left them at the
station, Lara, overwhelmed by the infinite silence and heady fra-
gravee of the countryside, and speechless with emotion, was ak-
lowed to walk alove from the rallroad station to the estate,
Mesawhile, the luggage was loaded ounto a cart, and the family
climbed into their barouche and listened to the Duplyanka
coachman in his scarlet shirt and sleeveless coat telling them
the latest local news.

Lara watked along the tracks following a path womn by pil-
grims and then turned into the fields, Here she stopped and,
closng her eyes, took 2 deep breath of the fower-scented air
of the broad expanse around her. It was dearer 1o her than her
kin, better than a tover, wiser than a book. For 3 moment she
sediscovered the purpose of her hfe, She was here on varth to
&r?sp ,lhe meaning of it wild enchantmars <=3 ¢ 1| eqch

. w0wer, to
. . “.doitin
That summer she had arrived eshausted by th i
duties
she had undertaken. She was easi) erous
el tly upset. Generous and under-

claped a new suspici

tm‘gmc)y:' ;n nurse petty gria'agccfs‘ b w0l 2
he Xol ogrf\‘m‘x were at fend of her as ever and wanted

1o stay on with them, but now that Lipa had gxow? :p ‘s\:e
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felt that she had become useless to them, She refused her salary,
They had to press it on her. At the same time she needed the
money, and it would have been embarrassing and unfeasible
to earn it independently while she was their guest.

Lara felt that her position was false and unendurable. She
imagined that they all found her a burden and were only put-
ting a good face on it. She was a burden to herself. She longed
to run away from herself and from the Kologrivovs—anywhere
—~but according to her standards, she must first repay the money
she had borrowed, and at the moment she had no means of do-
ing it. She felt that she was a hostage—all through Rodia’s
stupid fault—and was trapped in impotent exasperation.

She suspected slights at every turn. If the Kologrivovs’ friends
were attentive to her she was sure that they regarded her as a
submissive “ward” and an easy prey. If they left her alone, that
proved that she did not exist for them.

Her fits of moodiness did not prevent her from sharing in the
amusements of the many house guests. She swam, went boating,
joined in night picnics by the river, and danced and lct off fire-
works with the rest. She took part in amateur theatricals and
with even more zest in shooting competitions. Short Mauser
rifles were used in these contests, but she preferred Rodia’s
light revolver, and became very skillful in jts use. “Pity I'm a
woman,” she said, hughing. “I'd have made an expert duellist.”
But the more she did to distract herself, the more wretched she
felt and the less she knew what she wanted.

When they went back to town it was worse than ever, for to
her other troubles were now added her tiffs with Pasha (she
was careful not to quarrel with him scriously; she regarded
him as her Jast refuge). Pasha was beginning to show a certain
self-assurance, His tone was becoming a little didactic, and this
both amused and irritated her.

Pasha, Lipa, the Kologrivovs, moncy—cverything whirled in-
side her head. She was disgusted with life. She was beginning
to Jose her mind. She was obsessed with the idea of breaking
with everything she had ever known or experienced, and start-
ing on something oew., In this state, ot Christmastime in the
year 1911, she arrived at a fatal decision, She would leave the

Kologrivovs now, st once, and become independent, and she
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would get the money for this from Komarovsky. It seemed to
her that after all there had been between them asd the years
of independence she had won for herself, he must help her
hivalrousty, d dly, without explanations ot di ful

X

conditions.

1With this in miod she set out for Petrovka Street on the night
of the twenty-seventh, Rodis's revolver, Joaded and with the
safety catch off, was inside her muff. Should Komarovsky refuse
or bumiliate her in any way, she intended to shoot him.

$She walked through the festive streets in a terrible excitement,
seeing nothing, The intended revolver shot had already gone
off in her heart—and it was a matter of complete induference
whom the shot was ajmed at. This shot was the cnly thing that
she was conscious of, She henrd it oll the way to Petrovka
Street, and it was aimed 2t Komarovsky, at herself, at her own
fate, and at the wooden target on the Duplyanka oak tree.

“Don't touch oy mufit”

Ermma Ernestovnia bad put out her hand to belp her off with
her coat, she had received her with O's and Ah's, telling her
that Victor Ippolitovich was cut but she must stay and wait
for him,
l-l‘ can't. Ymin &\‘Jnurry Where is he?”
¢ was at a Christmas party. Clutching the serap of paper
with the address on it, Lara ran down the familiar gX‘t:omy?s\gix-

case with its stained-glass coats of d
Sventitskys' house in Flour Town. roms and stated of fox the

Only now, when she came out for the second time, did she
t’:\;;-x : Yook around her. It was winter, It was the city, It was
Bt was bitter cold The streets were cove: i
S:xy Tayer of ice, Jike the bottom of bee:ega::l\gs‘. ‘;:!::‘; :‘;‘:‘;
m:&é ]‘fhe[:m was dense with gray sleet ond it tickled and
prie \;cm"\him lle the gray frozen bristles of her fur cape.
T heat umplng, she walked through the deserted streets
P steaming doors of cheap teashaps and restaurants, Faces
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as red as sausages and horses’ and dogs’ heads with beards of
icicles emerged from the mist. A thick crust of ice and snow
covered the windows, and the colored reflections of lighted
Christmas trees and the shadows of merrymakers moved across
their chalk-white opaque surfaces as on magic lantern screens;
it was as though shows were being given for the benefit of
pedestrians.

In Kamerger Street Lara stopped. “I can’t go on. I ean't bear
it.” The words almost slipped out. “I'll go up and tell him
everything.” Pulling herself together, she went in through the
heavy door.

9

Pasha, his face red from the cffort, his tongue pushing out his
cheek, stood in front of the mirror struggling with a collar, a
stud, and the starched buttonhole of his shirt front. He was
going to a party. So chaste and inexperienced was he that Lara
embarrassed him by coming in without Ynocking and finding
him with this minor incompleteness in his dress. He at once
noticed her agitation. She could hardly keep on her fect. She
advanced pushing the hem of her skirt aside at each step as if
she were fording a river.

He hurried toward her. “What’s the matter?™ he said in alarm.
“What has happened?”

“Sit down beside me. Sit down, don’t bother to finish dressing.
I'm in a hurry, I must go in a minute. Don't touch my muil.
Wait, turn the other way for a minute.”

He complied. Lara was wearing a tailored suit. She took off
her coat, hung it up, and transferred Rodia’s revolver from the
muff to a pocket. Then she went back to the sofa.

“Now you can Jook,” she said. “Light a candle, and tum off
the electricity.”

She liked to sit in the dim light of candles, and Pasha always
kept a few spare ones. He replaced the stump in the candlestick
with a new candle, put it on the window sill, and lit it. The
flame choked and spluttered, shooting off small stars, and sharp-
ened to an arrow. A soft light filled the room. In the sheet of ice
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covering the siodowpane a Black eyelet began to form at the

ve -3
m-%ifzf Pﬁai[lrlla" <aid Lara. * am in trouble. You must help me‘c
Dan't be frightened and don't question me. But don't ever thin
swe can be like other pecple. Dan't take it so lightly. 1 am in con-
stant danger, ¥ you love me, if you do:x't want me to be de
stroyed, we must not put off ous masviage . ]

Byt that's what I've always wanted,” broke in Pasha. 'Iu:t
name the day. I'm ready when you are. Now telt me plainly
what is worrying yau. Dan’t torment me with riddles. !

But Lara evaded his question, imperceptibly chang,mg the
subject They talked a Jong time about 2 number of things that
had nothng to da with her distress.

10

That winter Yura was prepanng a scientific paper on the nervous
elements of the retina for the University Gold Medal competi-
tion. Though he had qualified only in general medicine, be had a
speaiabist’s knowledge of the eye, Hus interest in the physiclogy
of sight was in keeping with other sides of his chasacter—his

creative gfts and his preoccupation with imagery in art aod the
fogical structure of ideas.

Tonta and Yura wware 47 2-- ¢
skyy' Christmas par .« *
adolesoence spent
there was to know :

Wi ool Luvi Gulier, sney had habits in commen,
their own spesial way of snonting at each other's jokes. Now
they drave in silence, their lips tightly closed against the cold,

occesionally exchanging a word or two, nnd absorbed fu their
own thoughts,

Yura was thinking about the date of his competiti
he must work harder at his apet. Then his migd,hdﬁsx;:zgﬁ;
the festive, end-of the-year bustle in the steeets, jumped to other
thoughts He had gromised Gordon an antide on Blok for the
mimeographed student paper that he edited; young people in
both capitals were mad sbout Blok, Yura and Gordon particu-
tarly. But not even these thoughts held bs mind for long. He
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and Tonia rode on, their chins tucked into their collars, rubbing
their frozen ears, and each of them thinking of something else.
But on one point their thoughts converged.

The recent Scene at Anna Ivanovnas bedside had trans-
formed them. It was as though their eyes had opened, and
they appeared to each other in a new light.

“Tonia, his old friend, who had always been taken for granted
and had never needed explaining, had turned out to be the
most inaccessible and complicated being he could imagine.
She had become a woman. By a stretch of imagination he could
visualize himself as an emperor, a hero, a prophet, a conqueror,
but not as a woman.

Now that Tonia had taken this supreme and most difficult
task on her slender and fragile shoulders (she seemed slender
and fragile to him, though she was a perfectly healthy girl), he
was filled with the ardent sympathy and timid wonder that are
the beginning of passion.

Tonia’s attitude to Yura underwent a similar change.

Tt occurred to Yura that perhaps they should not, after all,
have gone out. He was worried about Anpa Ivanovna, They had
been on the point of leaving when, hearing that she was fecling
Iess well, they had gone to her room, but she had ordered them
off to the party as sharply as before. They had gone to the win-
dow to have a look at the weather. As they came out, the net
curtains had clung to Tonia's new dress, trailing after her like
a wedding veil. They all noticed this and burst out laughing.

Yura looked around him and saw what Lara had scen shortly
before. The moving sleigh was making an unusually loud noise,
which was answered by an unusually long ccho coming from
the ice-bound trees in the gardens and streets. The windows,
frosted and lighted from inside, reminded him of precious cashets
made of smoky topaz. Behind them glowed the Christmas life
of Moscow, candles burned on trees, and guests in fancy dress
milled about playing hide-and-scek and hunt-the-ring,

1t suddenly occurred to Yura that Blak reflected the Christ-
mas spirit in all domains of Russian life—in this northemn city

and in the ncwest Russian literature, under the starry sky of
this modern strect and around the lighted trec in a twenticth-
century drawing room. There was no need to write an article on
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e thought, 2l you had to do was to paint a Russian ver-

x):oi} F3 g\‘l‘%dt, Adgmﬁan of the Magi with snow in it, and
ct a dark fir forest.

i\sc’dz;"ddmve through Kamerger Street Yura noticed lhax 2
ndle had melted a patch in the icy crust on one of the win-
yws, The light seemed to ook into the street almost con‘s?lously,
 if it were watching the passing carriages and waiting for
MEONE.
“A candle burned on the
hispered o himself the beginning
srmiess; e hoped that it would take
ag more eame to him.

table, a candle burmed . . ., he
N of e <

i 3

s

shape of itself. But nothe

1

From time immemorial the Sventitskys’ Christmas partes fol-
lowed the same pattern. At ten, after the children had gone
home, the tree was Iit a second time for the others, and the
pasty went on till merning, The more staid people played cards
all night long in the “Pompeiian” sitting room, curtained off from
the ballroom by 8 heavy portiere on bronze rings. Before day-
break they would all have supper together,

"Why are you so late?” asked the Sventitskys nephew,
Grorges, running through the entrance hall on bis way to his
uncle's and aunt’s rooms Yura and Tonia took off their things
;:;( tooked 1 at the ballioom door before going to greet their

1]

et
wl . T v
B Lot

[T

. ', . UL vaw S
Tn the center of the room th

ot the yoom the dancers twirled and spun
duzztly They were paired off or formed into chains bya yo?mg
taw seboot student, Koka Komakov, son of an assistant public
prosecutor who was lesding the cotllion *Grand rondr” he bel-
Towed a the \op of Yis voice across the room, or “Chaine
chinotse —aod they ol followed his orders “Une valse, il
cout plat” he thouted to the Pranist as he ted s pastoer 2t the
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head of the first round, whirling away with her and gradually
slowing down in ever smaller and smaller circles until they
were barely marking time in what was still the dying echo of a
waltz. Everyone clapped, and ices and cool drinks were car-
ried around the noisy, milling, shuffling crowd. Flushed boys and
girls never stopped shouting and laughing as they greedily drank
cold cranberry juice and ) de, and the t they put
down their glasses on the trays the noise was ten times louder,
as if they had gulped down some exhilarating mixture.

Without stopping in the ballroom, Tonia and Yura went
through to their hosts’ rooms in the back,

12

The living rooms of the Sventitskys were cluttered up with
furniture that had been moved out of the ballroom and the
drawing room. Here was the Sventitskys’ magic kitchen, their
Christmas workshop. The place smelled of paint and glue, and
there were piles of colored wrappings and boxes of cotillion
favors and spare candles.

The Sventitskys were writing names on cards for presents
and for seats at the supper table and numbers on tickets for a
lottery. They were helped by Georges, but he kept losing count
and they grumbled at him irritably. They were overjoyed at
Tonias and Yura's coming, they had known them as children
and unceremoniously sct them to work.

“Feliciata Semionovna cannot understand that this should
have been done in advance, not right in the middle of the party
when the guests are here. Look what you've done now, Georges
—the empty bonbonnidres go on the sofa and the ones with
sugared almonds on the table—now you've mixed up c\'cr}ﬂ\lng.:

“T am so glad Annette is better. Pierre and 1 were so worried.

“Except that she’s worse, not better, darling—warse, do you
understand? You always get things decant-derricre.”

Yura and Tonia spent half the evening backstage with Georges

and the old couple.
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13

11 this time Lara was in the ballroom. She was ot in evening
Jress and did not know anyone there, but she stayed on, either
saltzing, with Koka Kornakov like a sleepwalker or wandering
rimlessly around the room.

Onge a twice she stopped and stood hesitating ovtside the
itting room, in the hope that Komarovsky, who sat facing the
doorway, might see her. But he did not take his eyes from his
cards, which he held in his Jeft hand and which shielded his
face, and he either really did not notice her or pretended not
to. She was choking with mortification. A gul whom she did not
know weat in from the ballroom. Komarovsky looked at her in
the way Lara remembered so well, The girl was Hattered and
flushed and smiled with pleasure, Lara crimsoned with shame
and pealy sereamed, “A new victim,” she thought. Lara saw,
13 fn 2 mircor, hiersclf and the whole story of her kaison. She did
not give vp her plan ta speak to lum but decided to do it later,
at 3 more convenient moment; forcing herself to be calm, she
went back to the baflroom

Komarovsky was playing with three other men, The one on
his left was Kornakov, the father of the elegant young man
with whom Lara was dancing again, 5o she understood from the
few words she eschanged with him. And the young man's
mother was the tall dark woman in black with Eercely buming
cyes and an unpleasantly snakelike neck who went back and
‘oﬂhﬁ\m\ywn the hallroom and the sitting room, watching her
:::m :l":;:‘g ‘;ﬂd ?lcr husband playing cards. And finally Lara
tear t the girl whe h:}d arouséd such camplicated feclings
l?u-;\ngr‘r:;dl)h;;.’ oung man's sister and that her suspicions had

She had not paid adtention ta Koka's su
Gt it urname when he had
the l.n:z::l‘i:; ):1’:59“. it b sepeated it as e swept het in

famself off, X ;"-'mﬂ::nﬂf :he waltz to @ chair and bowed
thing Of somethin

T It ded her of some-
Komakoy 3 unpleasant. Then it came back to her.

wat the asslstant publie
prasceutor at the \
:J:‘:tnl c‘nun \\‘lf'i had made a fanatical spcccha at ll‘;e ::550:;
wrovp of nailheay men which lad included Tiverzin, At
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gone to plead with him, but with-
out success. “So that’s it. . . . Well, well, well. . . . Interesting,
. + . Kornakov. Kornakov.”

14

It was almost two in the moming. Yura's ears were ringing.
There had been an interval with tea and petits fours and now
the dancing had begun again. No one bothered any more to re-
place the candles on the tree as they bumned down.

Yura stood uneasily in the middle of the ballroom, watching
Tonia dancing with a stranger. She swept up to him, flounced
her short satin train-—like a fish waving its fin~—and vanished in
the crowd.

She was very excited. During the interval, she had refused
tea and had slaked her thirst with innumerable tangerines,
peeling them and wiping her fingers and the comers of her
mouth on 2 handkerchief the size of a fruit blossom. Laughing
and talking incessantly, she kept taking the handkerchief out
and unthinkingly putting it back inside her sash or her sleeve.

Now, as she brushed past the frowning Yura, spinning with
her unknown partner, she caught and pressed his hand and
smiled eloquently. The handkerchicf she had been holding
stayed in his hand. He pressed it to his lips and closed his eyes.
The handkerchief lled equally enchantingly of tangerines
and of Tonia’s hand. This was something new in Yura’s life,
something he had never felt before, something sharp that pierced
him from top to toc, This naively childish smell was as {ntimate
and understandable as a word whispered in the dark. He
pressed the handkerchic to his eyes and lips, breathing through
it. Suddenly a shot rang out inside.

Everyone turncd and Jooked at the portiere that hung
between the ballroom and the sitting room. There was a mo-
ment's silence. Then the uproar began. Some people rushed
about screaming, others ran after Koka into the sitting room
from which the sound of the shot had come; others came out
to mect them, weeping, arguing and all talking at once.




THE SVENTITIEYS CHRISTMAS PARTY 83

“\What has she dooe, what has she done!” Komarovsky kept
saying in despalr. . N

“Doria, Boria, tell me you're alive,” Mrs. Kornakov was seream-
Ing hysterically. "Where 1s Doctor Drokov? They said he's here.
Oh, but where, where i he>~tlow can you, how can you 3y
it's nothing but a scratchl Oh, my poor martyr, that's what you
gt for evposing a)l those criminalst There she is, the scum, these
she ts, T seratch your eyes out, you shut, you won't get away
this timel What did y ou say, Komarovsky? You? She shot at you?
Mo, [ can't bear it, this i a txagic moment, Komarovsky, I
havent time to listen to jokes. Koka, Kokochkal Can you be-
tieve it? She tred to Wl your father. . . . Yes. . . . But Provi-
dence . . . Koka} Kokal”

The ermwd poured out of the sitting room into the ballroom.
At the head of it came Kornakov, laughingly assuring everyone
that he was quite all nght and dabbing with a napkin at 2
scratch on Ius left hand, Another group, somewhat apart, was
Yeading Lara by the arms.

Yura was dumfounded. This girl again! And again in such
ateordinary creumstancest And again that gray-haired man.
l\.ut this time Yura knew who he wis—the prominent Tawyer,
knmam\?\:y, who had had something to do with his father’s
estate. No noed to greet him. They both pretended not to know
cath other And the gisl . . . So it was the gul wha had fired
the shot? At the prosecutor? Must be for political reasons, Poor
Mnf She was in for 2 bad tme, How hanghtily beauuf;ﬂ she
‘;":" Glf;gnlhﬂfﬂ louts, twisting her arms, as if she were & com-

8nt st once he reafized that he was .
gwe way under her, they were holdiu;{:::k:n' i:\‘;"-\s‘ !?:1
g her to the nearest armehair, where shepeo“ nén
"‘;‘m}\‘\;—:s sbout to mech up 1o her 1o bring her m:,z;% bt

igh 1.
M up‘;;"i;\f;&;{:‘l’.o show some intevest In the victim, He
T am & doctor,” he gt .
boen Yocky. 10 noh oy T‘: ;1;; o see your hand, Wel, yonfve
vnlda't do any barm, though, andaging. A drop of jodne
we'll ask her” ough. There's Felictata Semionavaa,
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gone to plead with him, but with-
out success. “So that's it. . . . Well, well, well. , . . Interesting.
. « . Kornakov. Kornakov.”

14

It was almost two in the morning. Yura's ears were ringing.
There had been an interval with tea and petits fours and now
the dancing had begun again. No one bothered any more to re-
place the candles on the tree as they burned down.

Yura stood uneasily in the middle of the ballroom, watching
Tonia dancing with a stranger. She swept up to him, flounced
her short satin train—like a fish waving its fin~and vapished in
the crowd,

She was very excited. During the interval, she had refused
tea and had slaked her thirst with innumerable tangerines,
peeling them and wiping her fingers and the comers of her
mouth on a handkerchicf the size of a fruit blossom. Laughing
and talking incessantly, she kept taking the handkerchicf out
and unthinkingly putting it back inside her sash or her sleeve.

Now, as she brushed past the frowning Yura, spinning with
her unknown partner, she caught and pressed his hand and
smiled eloquently. The handherchicf she had been holding
stayed in his hand. He pressed it to his lips and closed his eycs.
The handkerchief smelled equally enchantingly of tangerines
and of Tonia’s hand. This was something new in Yura's life,
something he had never felt before, something sharp that plerced
him from top to toe. This nawvely childish smell was as intimato
and understandable as a word whispered in the dark. He
pressed the handkerchief to his eyes and lips, breathing through
it. Suddenly a shot rang out inside.

Everyone turned and looked at the portiere that hung
between the ballroom and the sitting room. There was & mo-
ment’s silence. Then the uproar began. Some people rushed
about screaming, others ran after Koka into the sitting room
from which the sound of the shot had come; others came out
to meet them, weeping, arguing and all talking at once.
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~Vhat bas she dove, what has she donel” Komarovsky kept
s 5.
“‘fﬁﬂi men me you're alive,” Mrs. Kornakov wa; sfz;:lm-
ing bystsically. “ere is Doctor Drokov? They said he's bese.
Oh, but where, where is he?—How can you, bow can Y"‘: sy
it's ncthing but a scratch? Ob, my poor roartyT, that's what you
> sine all those criminals! There she is, the scum, there
get for exposing iy Ny
she is, 1T scratch your eyes out, you slut, you won't get ﬂj‘“)?'
this time! What did you say, Komarovsky? You? She shot at you
No, 1 can't bear it, this is & tragic moment, Komarovsky, 1
haven't time to Listen to jokes. Koka, Kokochkal Can you be-
Yeve it? She tried to kill your father. . . . Yes. . .« But Provi-
dence . . . Koka! Keokal”

The crowd poured out of the sittiog rom iato the ballroom.
At the head of it came Eornakov, lughingly assuring everyone
Bt he was quite B right and dabbing with a napkin at a
senatch on bis left hand. Ancther group, somewhat spast, wwas
leading Lara by the arms.

Yurz was dumfounded. This gisl again! And agsin in such
estraordsmary circumstances’ And again that gray-haited mao.
But this time Yura knew who he was—the prominent lawyer,
K Xy, who had had hing to do with his father’s
estate. No veed to greet him. They bath pretended not to know
each other, And the girl . . . So & was the girl who had fred
the shat? At the prosecutar® Must be for political reasons. Poor
thing She was in for a bad tme. How hanghtily beautiful she
was! And these lots, twisting her arms, as if she were 2 com-
mey thieft

But at omce be realized that e was mistaken. Lawo's legs
gwve way under her, they were bolding her up avd almost
carrving ber to the neavest axmehait, where she coltapsed.

Yura was about to rush up to ber to bring her around bt
thought it proper first to shaw some interest in the victim. Ho
walked vp to Kernakav.

"l am 3 doctor,” he said. "Let me see your hand. Well, vou'v
e e e i T T
x;‘ ‘:; “:‘:fm barm, though. There's Feliciaty Semionovea,
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Mrs. Sventitskaia and Tonia, who were coming toward him,
were white-faced. They told him to leave everything and quickly
get his coat. There had been a message from home, they were
to go back at once.

Yura, imagining the worst, forgot everything else and ran for
his things.

15

They did not find Anna Ivanovna alive, When they ran up the
stairs to her room she had been dead for ten minutes. The cause
of death had been an attack of suffocation resulting from acute
edema of the lungs; this had not been diagnosed in time. For
the frst few hours Tonia screamed, sobbed convulsively, and
recognized no one, On the following day she calmed down but
could only nod in answer to anything that Yura and her father
said to her: cach time she tried to speak, her grief overpowered
her and she began to scream again as if she were possessed.

In the intervals between the services she knelt for hours
beside the dead woman, her large, Ene hands clasping a comer
of the coffin standing on its dais, covered with wreaths. She was
oblivious of the people around her. But whenever her eyes met
those of her friends she would quickly get up and hurry from
the room and up the stairs, repressing her sobs until she fell on
the bed and buried her bursts of despair in the pillow.

Sorrow, standing for many hours on end, lack of sleep, the
deep-toned singing and the dazzling candles by night and day
as well as the cold he had caught, filled Yura’s soul with a sweet
confusion, a fever of grief and cestasy.

When his mother had died ten years carlier he had been a
child. He could sull remember how he had cried, grief-stricken
and temificd. In those days he had not been primanly con-
cerned with himself. He could hardly even realize that such a
being as Yura existed on its own or had any value or intercst
\Vhat mattered then was everything outside and around him.
From every side the esternal world pressed in on him, dense,
indisputable, tangible as a forest. And the reason he had been
so shaken by his mother's death was that, at her side, he had Jost
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biowself in the forest, suddealy to S her gone and himsell
alone In it The forest was made up of everything in the world
—clouds and shop signs and the golden tops of belfries and the
bareheaded riders wha went as escort before the holy image of
the Mother of God carsied in a coach, Shop fronts swere in it, and
arcades, and the Inaccessibly high star-studded sky, and the
Lord God and the saints. .

This inaccessibly high sky once came all the way down to his
nursery, as far as his nurse’s skirt when she was talking to him
about God; it was close and withia veach Lke the tops of haael
trees in the gollies when you pulled down their branches and
‘picked the nuts, It was as §f it dipped into the gilt nursery wash-
basin and, having hathed in fire and gold, xe-emerged as the
morning service or mass at the tiny church where he went with
his nurse, There the heavenly stars became the lights before
the icons, and the Lord God was a kivdly Father, and everything
more or fess fell into its right place. But the main thing was the
real world of the grownups and the city that Joomed up all
around um like a forest. At that time, with the whole of his half.
af:;\:nﬂ faith, Yura believed in God, who was the keeper of that

st

Now it was quite different. Tn his twelve years at gymmasiom
and upiversity, Yura had studied the classics and Seripture,
legends and poets, history and natural science, which had be-
come to him the chronicles of his house, his family tee. Now he

was afral i i trarp &
- \“:‘3 (Zf‘ligt}lﬂ'lg, neither of M.’e nor of death: evervthing in

fesh - He
affect »v:s
had t -~ e

» . i ws mother. Then he had

i'n confusian, fear, and pain. Now he listened ta t;c mﬁ
i they were a message addressed to him and concerning him
disectly. He Listened intently to the words, etpecting them, like

for the ¢
earth, which he warshipped as ‘i;p;:‘;ngg:“ of heaven and
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16

“Holy God, holy and mighty, holy and deathless, have mercy on
us.” What was itP Where was he? They must be taking out the
coffin. He must wake up. He had fallen aslecp in his clothes on
the sofa at six in the morning. Now they were hunting for him
all over the house, but no one thought of looking in the far
corner of the library behind the bookshelves.

“Yural Yural” Markel was calling him. They were taking out
the coffin. Markel would have to carry the wreaths, and no-
where could he find Yura to help him; to make matters worse
he had got stuck in the bedroom where the wreaths were piled
up, because the door of the wardrobe on the landing had swung
open and blocked that of the bedroom.

“Markell Markell Yural™ people were shouting from down-
stairs. Markel kicked open the door and ran downstairs carrying
several wreaths,

“Holy God, holy and mighty, holy and deathless,” the words
drifted softly down the strcet and stayed there; as if a feather
duster had softly brushed the air, everything was swaying—
wreaths, passers-by, plumed horses” heads, the censer swinging
on its chain from the priest’s hand, and the white earth under
foot.

‘ural My Godl At last.” Shura Shlesinger was shaking his
shoulder. “What's the matter with you? They're carrying out
the coffin, Are you coming with us®”

“Yes, of course.”

17

The funeral service was over. The beggars, shuffling their feet
fn the cold, closed up in two ranks. The hearse, the gig with
wreaths on it, and the Kruegers carriage stirred and swayed
slightly. The cabs drew up closer to the church, Out of it came
Shura Shlesinger, crying; lifting her veil, damp with tears, she
cast a scarching glance at the crowd, spotted the pallbearers,
beckoned to them, and went back into the church. More and

more people were pouring out.
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“Well, so now it’s Anna vanovpa’s turs Sbe iends her best
regards, She took a ticket to a far place, poot soul. .

“Yes, her danee Is over, poor aicket, she's gone 0 her test.

“Have you got a cab or are you going t0 \valk?‘ R

“I geed to stretch my legs after alf that standing. Let's walk
a bit and then wel take a cab”

“Did you see how upset Fufkov was? Looking at ber, tears
pouring down his face, blowing his nose, staring at her face,
Standing nest to het husband at that”

“He always had his eye on her”

They stowly made thelr way to the cemetery 2t the other end
of town. That day the hard frost had ‘broken, 1t was a still,
beavy day; the cold had gove and the life had gone too—it
was a day as though made for a funesal, The dirty snow looked
as 1f 1t shone through crépe, and the firg behind the churchyard
railings, wet and dark Iike tarnished silver, seemed ta be in deep
maurntng

1t was in this same churehysrd that Yora's mother lay buried.
He had not been to her grave in recent yeass. He glanced in its

direction and whispered, “Mother,” aimost as he might have
done years before.

They disp y, i pi yue groups, along the
desred paths, whose meanderings &id not harmonize with the

sorrowinl Qeliberation of their step. Alexander Alexandrovich
ted Toma by the arm They were followed by the Kruegers.
Black was very becoming to Tonia

Hoasfrost, bearded lke mold, sprouted ou the chains with
crosses hanging from the domes and on the pink mopastery
walls 1o the far comer of the momstery yard, washung hung
on lines hing from wall to wall—shints with ‘heavy sodden
slecves, peach-oolored tablecloths, badly wrong out and crook-
edly fasteoed sheets. Yura velized Wnat this, altered jn ap-
pearsnce by the vew buldiogs, was the part of the monast ;
grounds where the Blizzard had raged that night, ery

He walked on alone, ahead i
1o let them catch up wxet;x ?é:elzmas’ ML M

answer to the desolati
:::ih‘nt’)‘ ii:::::};(‘) the people slowly pacing after him, h:w(:
3 as i
10 think. to ol o m:’:t‘:fu?f elling downward, to dream

0y
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than ever before he realized that art has two constant, two un-
ending concerns: it always meditates on death and thus always
creates life. All great, genuine art resembles and continues the
Revelation of St. John.

With joyful anticipation he thought of the day or two which
he would set aside and spend alone, away from the university
and from his home, to write & poem in memory of Anma
Ivanovna. He would include all those random things that life
had sent his way, s few descriptions of Anna Ivanovna’s best
characteristics, Tonia in mourning, street incidents on the way
back from the funeral, and the washing hanging in the place
where, many years ago, the blizzard had raged and he had
wept as a child.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE HOUR OF THE INEVITABLE

Lara lay feverish and half in Feliciata S 1 s
bed; mi' Sventitskys, the servants, and Dr. Drokov were talking
m whispers around her.

The rest of the house was dark and empty. Only in one small
sitting room &d 2 lacp on a bracket cast its dim light up and
down the long suite of rooms. .

Here Komarovsky strode with angry, resolute steps, as if he
were at home and not a visitar, He would look into the bedroom
for news and tear back to the other end of the house, past the
tree with 1its tinsel, and through the dining room where the
table stood laden with untasted dishes and the greenish crystal
wneglasses tinkled every time a cab drove past the windows ot
a mouse scurned over the tablecloth among the china.

Komarovsky thrashed about in a fury, Conflicting feelings
crowded 1n his breast. The scandall The disgracel He was be-
side humself. His poution was threatened, his reputation would
suffer from the incident. At whatever cost be must prevent the
gosaip or, if the news had already spread, stop the yumors, nip

them w the bud,
Another reason for his agitation was that he had once again
perienced the i ble attraction of this crazy, desperate
gl He had always known that she was different. There had al-
ways been something unique about her. But how deeply, pain-

fully, irreparably had he wounded her and upset her life, and
how rebellious and violent she was in her determination to ve-
shape her destiny and start afresh!

1t was clear that he must hel,

p her in every way. Take a room
for her, perbaps. But in no circumstances must he come near

9l
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her; on the contrary, he must kecp away, stand aside so as not
to be in her way, or with her violent nature there was no knowing
what she might do.

And what a lot of trouble ahead! This wasn't the sort of thing
for which they patted you on the head! The law didn’t wink at
it. Tt was not yet morning, and hardly two hours had passed
since it happened but already the police had been twice and
he, Komarovsky, had had to go to the kitchen and sce the in-
spector and smooth things over.

And the further it went the more complications there would
be. They would have to have proof that Lara had meant to shoot
at him and not at Kornakov. And cven that wouldn't be the end
of it; she would only be cleared of one part of the charge, but
she would still be liable to prosecution.

Naturally, he would do everything to prevent it. IF the caso
came to court he would get expert evidence from a psychiatrist
that she had nat been responsible for her actions at the moment
when she fired the shot and would sec to it that the proceedings
were dropped.

With these reflections he began to ealm down. The night was
over. Streaks of light probed from room to room and dived under
the chairs and tables like thieves or appraisers.

After a last Jook in the bedroom, shere he was told that
Lara was no better, Komarovsky Ieft and went to sce a friend of
his, Ruffina Onissimovna Voit-Voitkovsky, a woman lawyer who
was the wife of a political émigré. Her eight-room apartment
was now too large for her, she could not afford to keep it all up,
so she let two of the rooms One of them had recently become
vacant, and Komarovsky took it for Lara. There she was taken
a few hours later, only half conscious with brain fever.

2

Rulina Onlssimovna was a woman of advanced views, enlirch
unprejudiced, and well disposed toward everything that she
called “positive and vital.”

On top of her chest of drawers she kept a copy of the Erfurt
Program with a dedication by the author, One of the photo-
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}bs on the wall showed ber husbaod, “her good Voit,” in.a
iro?ulax park in Switzerland, together with Plekbanov, both in
alpaca jackets and papama hats, .

Rufina Onissimovaa took a distike to her sick lodger the mo-
ruent she saw ber, She considered Lara a malingerer. The girl's
feverish ravings seemed ta her nathing but play-acting. Sbe was
ready to swear that Lara was impersonating Gretchen gone mad
in her dungeon,

She expressed her contempt for Lara by being brisker than
o, She banged doors, sang in a loud voice, tore through her
pazt of the apartment hke a hurricane, and kept the windows
open all day long.

The apartment was on the top foor of a building in the Arbat.
Alter the winter solstice its windows filled to overflowing with
blue sky as wide as a river in flood. Through half the winter it
was full of the early signs of the coming spring.

A warm wind from the south blew in through the casements.
e . ) _ara,
v from

. o cab
swsuua wibugl gloomy alleys to the hotel at the other
end of town Oue by one the street lamps threw the humpbacked
shadow of the coachman on the walls, The shadow grew and
grew till it became gigaotic and stretched actoss the xoofs, and
was cut off. Then it all began again from the begjoning,

‘The bells of Moscow's countless churches clanged in the dark-
nesy overhead, and the trolleys rang as they seurried throngh the
streets, but Lara was also deafened by the gaudy window dis-

plays and glasing hyMs, 2s i they t i .
v Uk the bl weds, o 0unds of their

In thew hotel room she was stago i
wntcrfnelon of weredible size, It wasgﬁfz:gro?sk:;: : h:&‘s‘:u:ini
i\ng gﬁt},] and to hec it was a symbol of his power and wealth.
Th:: e thrust 2 knife into this marvel, and the dark green
globe sphit in half, revealing its ey, sugary beart, she was fright-
rf:‘c’d\ but she dared not refuse 2 shve. The tragrant pink mouth-
stuck in her throat, but she forced bexself to swallow them.
Just as she was fotiouidated by expensive food and by the
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night life of the capital, so she was later intimidated by Komarov.
sky himself—this was the real cxplanation of everything,

But now he had changed beyond recognition. He made no de-
mands, never reminded her of the past, and never even came.
And all that time he kept at a distance from her, and most
nobly offered to help her.

Kologrivov's visit was something entirely different, She was
overjoyed when he came. Not because he was tall and handsome,
but because of his overflowing vitality, her visitor with his shin-
ing eyes and intelligent smile filled half the space in her room,
making it seem crowded.

He sat by her bed rubbing his hands. On the occasions when
he was summoned Yo attend a ministerial mecting in Petersburg
he spoke to the old dignitaries as if they were schoolboys; but
now he saw before him a girl who till recently had been part of
his household, something like a daughter to him, with whom,
as with all other members of his fammly, he had exchanged
words and glances only casually (this constituted the character-
istic charm of their closeness, and both he and his family were
aware of this). He could not treat Lara as an adult, with gravity
and indifference. He did not know how to speak to her without
offending her. “What's the big idea?” he said smilingly, as if she
were a child. “Who wants these melodramas?”

He paused, and glanced at the damp stains on the walls
and ceiling. Then, shaking his head reproachfully, he went on:

“Therc’s an international exhilution opening at Dusseldorf—
painting, sculpture, gardening I'm going. You know, it's a bit
damp here. And how long do you think you're going to wandet
about from pillar to post without a proper place to lise in? This
Voit woman, between ourschves, is no good, 1 know her. Why
don't you move out? You've been ill in bed long enough—time
you got up. Change your room, take up something, finish your
studies. There's a painter, a friend of mine, who's going to Turke-
stan for two years. He's got partitions up in his studio—It's mare
Tike a small flat. T think he'd turn it ever fumished to snmt:)wdy
who'd look after it. How about my fixing it up? And lhrﬂ'!'«m-

other thing. I've been meaning to do it for a long time, its a
<acred duty . . . since Lipa ... Here's a small sum, a bonus
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for her graduation. No, p{;a;:e .. ( No, I- beg you, don’t be stub-
q, teally you'll have to . . .
bo?.xnd in :pi‘!e of l{z)r protests, her tears, and her struggles, ’ng
forced her, before be left, to accept 3 check for ten thousan
ibles. . N X
mWhen she recovered, Lara moved to the lodgings Kologrivav
3d ded, near the Smolensky Market, The flat was at
the top of an old-fashioned two-story house. There were team-
sters Tiving in the other part of it, and there Was & w.axehuusz cn
the ground floor. The cobbled yard was always littered with
spilled oats and hay. Pigeons strutted about cooing and Buttered
up noisily to the level of Lara’s window wheneves a drove of rats
scurried down the stone gutter.

8

Lara was greatly troubled about Pasha. So long as she was seri-
ously ill hie had not been allowed to see ber, and what could be
be expected to think? Lara had tried to kill 2 man who, as he
saw it, was no more than an acquamtance of hers, and this

same man, the object of her unsuccesstul atterapt at murder,
had afterwards shielded ber from its consequences. And all
that after their b ‘

2t Christmas, by candle-
Light. 1F it had not been for s man, Lara would bave been ar-

rested and tried. He bad warded off the punishment that hung
aver her. Thanks to him she was able 10 continue her studies,
safe aud unbasmed, Pasha was puzzled and tormented.

When she was better Lara sent for bim and said: “ am a bad
wioman, You don’t know me, someday 1M tell you, 1 can’t talk
about 1t Baw, you ean see for yourself, every time 1 try 1 start
ayng But enough, forget me, T'm not worthy of you”

These folloned he:x\:~rending scenes, each more vnbearable

than the tast Al \hus went on whil iving 1
Soect s Vot er while Lara was still living in Arbat

meeting Pasha in the corridor with his
tearstowed face, would rush of 1o %
ber sofa Savghang herself sick, T ot T o s e o

> “Oh, Tean't, I can’t, it N
she exchaimed. "Reallyh The herl e ac‘::n it’s toa much!
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night life of the capital, so she was later intimidated by Komarov-
sky himself—this was the real explanation of everything,

But now he had changed beyond recognition. He made no de-
mands, never reminded her of the past, and never even came.
And all that time he kept at a distance from her, 2and most
nobly offered to help ber.

Kologrivov's visit was something entirely different. She was
overjoyed when he came. Not because he was tall and handsome,
but because of his overflowing vitality, her visitor with his shin-
ing eyes and intelligent smile filled half the space in her room,
making it seem crowded.

He sat by her bed rubbing his hands. On the occasions whes
he was summoned to attend a ministerial meeting in Petersburg
ke spoke to the old dignitaries as if they were schoolboys; but
now he saw before him a girl who till recently had been part of
Lis household, something like 2 daughter to him, with whom,
as with all other members of his family, he had exchanged
words and glances only casually {this constituted the character-
istic charm of their closeness, and both he and his family were
aware of this). He could not treat Lara as an adult, with gravity
and indifference. He did not know how to speak to her without
offending her. “What's the big idea?” he said smulingly, as if she
were a child. “Who wants these melodramas?”

He paused, and glanced at the damp stains on the walls
and ceiling. Then, shaking his head reproachfully, he went on:

“There’s an international exhibition opening at Disseldorf—
painting, sculpture, gardening. I'm going. You know, it’s a bit
damp here. And how long do you think you're going to wandet
about from pillar to post without a proper place to live in? This
Voit woman, between ourselves, is no good, I Jnow her. Why
don’t you move out? You've been ill in bed long enough—time
you got up. Change your room, take up something, finish your
studies. There’s a painter, a friend of mine, who's going to Turke-
stan for two years. He's got partitions up in his studio—it’s more
Iike a small flat. T think he'd turn it over furnished to somebody
who'd Jook after it. How about my fixing it up? And there’s an-

other thing. I've been meaning to do it for a long time, its a
sacred duty . . . since Lipa . . . Here's a small sum, a bonus
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1ok 1 arder to have the vpper hand in her house. Lara,

‘:::}ie;éh ber future to Pasha’s, held her candle as low as she
could, but all in vain, because however low she held it Pasha

1d his Jower st
hesat:aﬂxght from the church they drove to the wedding breakfast
at the studio to which the couple moved. The guests shouted,
“It's bitter)® and others responded unanimously from the end
of the room, “Make it sweet!” and the bride and bridegmm}'t
smiled shyly and Kissed. Lindmila sang “The Vineyard” in thexs
bonos, wth the double refrain “God give you love and cmmse],p
and 2 song that began “Unda the braid, seatter the fair hair.

When all the guests had gone and they were left alone, Pasha
felt uneasy in the sudden silence. A street lamp shone from
scross the road, and however tightly Lara drew the curtaias, &
streak of hight, natrow as 2 board, reached juto the room. This
Tight gave Pasha no rest, he felt os if they were being watched.
¥e discovered to his harror that he was thinking more of the
street lamp than of Lara of of himself or of his love for ber.

During this night, which lasted an eternity, Antipov { "Stepan-
ida” o1 "the fais maiden,” as he was called by his fellow st
dents) reached the heights of joy and the lowest depths of de-
spair. His suspicious guesses alternated with Lara’s confessions.
He questioned her, and with each of her answers his spirit saok
s though he were hurthag dawm a void, His wounded 1magina-
tion could not keep up with her revelations.

They talked tifl moming, In all Pasha’s Life there had not been
a change in him 5o decisve sud dbmpt as in the course of this

night. He got up a different man, almost astonished
still called Pasha Antipov. o ssonished that e was

4
Nane days Iater their friends arranged a far
ewell fi
in that szme room Both Pashy :\%\d Lara had gﬁm&mﬁ
Bying calors, and both had been offered iobs in the same town
in the Urals. They were settng out for it next day
Agan they Qgank ang sa g

ng and were boist is &
there were only young people preseat, erous, but this time
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To deliver Pasha from a disgraceful attachment, to tear out
his love for her by the roots and put an end to his torment, Lara
told him that she had decided to give him up because she did
not love him, but in making this renunciation she sobbed so
much that it was impossible to believe her. Pasha suspected her
of all the deadly sins, disbelieved every word she said, was ready
to curse and hate her, but he loved her to distraction and was
jealous of her very thoughts, and of the mug she drank from and
of the pillow on which she lay. If they were not to go insane
they must act quickly and firmly. They made up their minds to
get married at once, before graduation, The idea was to have
the wedding on the Monday after Low Sunday. At Lara’s wish
it was again put off.

They were married on Whit Monday; by then it was quite
clear that they had passed their examinations. All the arrange-
ments were made by Liudmila Kapitonovna Chepurko, the
mother of Lara’s fellow student Tusia, Liudmila was a hand-
some woman with a high bosom, a fine low-pitched singing
voice, and a head full of innumerable superstitions, some of them
picked up and others invented by herself.

The day Lara was to be “led to the altar” (as Liudmila purred
in her gypsy voice while helping her to dress) it was terribly
hot. The golden domes of churches and the freshly sanded paths
in the town gardens were a glaring yellow. The green birch sap-
lings cut on Whitsun Eve hung over the church railings, dusty,
their leaves rolled up into little scrolls and as though scorched.
There was hardly a breath of air, and the sunshine made spots
before your eyes. It was as though a thousand weddngs were
to be held that day, for all the girls were in white dresses like
brides and had curled their hair and all the young men were
pomaded and wore tight-fitting black suits. Everyone was ex-
cited and everyone was hot.

As Lara stepped on the carpet leading to the altar, Lago-
dina, the mother of another friend, threw a handful of small
silver coins at her feet to ensure the future prosperity of the cou-
ple; and with the same intention Liudmila told her that, when the
wedding crown was held over her head, she must not make
the sign of the cross with her bare fingers but cover them with

the edge of her veil or a lace frill, She also told Lara to hold her
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manage withoye Us, we aren’t o5 important g5 all thay, Pon t you
thmkoso, Pasha? 1 sure you'll fing other young fnef)ds. ;
€N suddenly forgetting vyigg, whom she.wns talking aﬁ
what she e g she hurried off to the kitchen T{Jere she
took the megy grinder apary and packed ﬂ}e Parts inty g1
comers of the e, "Ery case, Padding thep, With tufs of straw,
doing ths (pe Scratched hersels on the edge of the box ang
2,

oment she became 2WA1E of anopher Peculiar sound,
g1 the opey Window, gpe pulled
t.
A hobbleq borse yppg IOVing across the yarg with shory, bmp.
ing UMPs Lara dig 20t knovy yy, s

0S€ 1t Was o how it hag Strayed
into the Yard, Xt yaq completely, light they, h

 long way to sup.
Hse. The sleepmg City seemeq dead, 1¢ a5 bathed 1, the y-
blue cog, €55 of the early hoyrg o%ed her gyes, 1y, charae.
tenstic o, d of the hobbleg horses Steps, 5o e g
: tansporteq b ome onderfy, Temote village
Thewasa' e d Lara oy dupherears
Meone gop P from the table ¢, OPen It ypoo Nadia} Lary
to meet hep Nadia p, Me straight train, ¢ fresh
mchanhng that g as of ght wigy, her the
scent of (e Mlies of valley ¢ Duplyany. € two friends
xn] Peechloss th tion ap, UZEng each other, could
only
Nadia had bmughr Larg Sratultiong and gogq Wisheg
ol t}.lc “hole ¢, o 2 Presens g her p, he tog 5
Wl cage Ot of her A
Lu! a very Cautify) - L‘ng b & $epped > and held

There 1€ Lasps of dcbght- and ag, Dishmen,
bad begy drunf hag TeCOvered o h:ﬂe s’:_f,ﬂ 4 e o
s pyy hyacuyy, Y

a ) N
| 2 Yes, pmk, behe\'e it o s
What 4t ) 1t's jugy 5 valygp), ag diamunds.' "ot Thats
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Behind the partition that separated the living quarters from
the studio, there stood a big wicker hamper and another,
smaller one of Lara’s, a suitcase, a box of crockery, and several
sacks. There was a Iot of luggage. Part of it was being sent next
day by freight. Almost everything was packed, but there was
still a little room left in the box and in the hampers, Every now
and then Lara thought of something else she meant to take and
ptcx{t it into one of the hampers, rearranging things to make it
tidy.

Pasha was at home entertaining guests by the time Lara got
back from the university office where she had gone for her birth
certificate and other papers. She came up followed by the jani-
tor with a bundle of sacking and a thick rope for those pieces
that were going by freight. After he left, Lara made the round
of the guests, shaking hands with some and kissing others, and
went behind the partition to change. When she came back, they
greeted her with applause, sat down, and a noisy party began,
like the one a few days earlier. The more enterprising poured
vodka for their neighbors; hands armed with forks stretched to-
ward the ceater of the table where bread, appetizers, and cooked
dishes were set out. There were speeches, toasts, and constant
joking. Some got drunk.

“I'm dead tired,” said Lara, who was sitting next to her hus-
band. “Did you manage to get everything done?”

“Yes.”

“All the same, I'm feeling wonderful. I'm so happy. Are you?™

“I too. I feel fine. But there’s a lot to talk about.”

As an exception Komarovsky had been allowed to join the
young people’s party. At the end of the evening he stasted to
say how bereaved he would feel when his two young friends Jeft
Moscow—the town would be like a desert, 2 Sahara; but he be-
came so sentimental that he began to sob, and he had to start all
over from the beginning.

He asked the Antipovs’ permission to write to them and to
visit them at Yuriatin, if he missed them too much.

“That's quite unnecessary,” Lara said Joudly and nonchalantly.
*And in general it's all quite pointless—writing, Szhara, and all
that. As for coming, don't think of it. With God’s help youl)
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“Then she set to work feverishly stuffing .Lhe fxsd }men iute thg
fampess, strapping up the Tuggage and tying it with “)?e\i: A
beggivg Pasha and the janitor’s wife just oot to bother her by

B help. . R
ng’eg’mng ot done in time. The Autipovs &d not miss their
teado. Tt started smootbly, as though wafted away by the hats
theis friends were waving alter them, When they stopped wav-
ing aud bellowed something three times—probably “Hurrahl"—~
the trafa put on speed.

$

For the third day the weather was wretched. It was the second
gutumn of the war. The successes of the Brst year had been fol-
lowed by reverses Brusilov's Eighth Army, which Yad been con-
centrated in the Carpathions ready to pour down the slopes
fato Hungary, was nstead drawing back, caught by the ebb
of the general retreat. The Russius were evacusting Galicia,
which they had occupjed in the Brst months of the fighting.

D, Zhjvago, until recently known as Yura but now addressed
more aud mere often as Yurii Andreievich, stood in the corridor
of the gynecological section of the hospifal, outside the door
of the matermity ward to which he had {just brought his
wife Tonia—~Antonina Alexandrovuz. He had said goadbye to
her and was waiting far the midwfe, to tell her where she
conld reach him in case of nieed and to ask her how he could
get m touch with her,

He was w a hurry: he had to visit two patients and get back
to hiv hospital a3 soon as possible, and there he s, wasting
Precious tme, stasing out of the window at the shasting stresks
of tatn bulleted by the avtwmn wingd ke & comfield in a storm,

1t was not yet very dark. He could see the back yards of the
:mﬂgm; t}\c ghassedn verandas of the private houses in De-
ot e e by e g e o 0

The 13in poured with a dreary steadiness, el '
vor slowing down for ol the fury of the wind,’whjlctﬁe;:“’::gz :f.
raged by the indiBerence of the water, Gusty of wind shook the

P M o
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But Nadia said that the stones were yellow sapphires.

Lara put Nadia next to her at table and made her eat and
drink. The necklace lay beside her plate, and she could not
stop looking at it. The stones had rolled into a hollow on the
mauve-cushioned lining of the case and looked now like dew
and now like a cluster of small grapes.

Meanwhile those of the guests who had sobered up were again
drinking to keep company with Nadia, whom they soon made
tipsy.

Soon everyone in the flat was fast asleep. Most of them, plan-
ning to go to the station with Lara and Pasha in the morning,
stayed the night. A good many had been snoring before Nadia
came, and Lara herself never knew afterwards how she came to
be lying fully dressed on the sofa next to Ira Lagodina.

She was wakened by the sound of loud voices near by. They
were the voices of strangers who had come into the yard to re-
cover their horse. As she opened her eyes she said to herself:
“What on earth can Pasha be doing pottering about in the middle
of the room? But when the man she had taken for Pasha
tumned his head she saw a pockmarked scarecrow whose face
was cut by a deep scar from brow to chin, She realized it was a
burglar and tried to shout but could not utter a sound. She re-
membered her necklace and raising herself cautiously on her
elbow looked where she had left it on the table.

The necklace was still there among the bread crumbs and un-
finished pieces of caramel; the thief hadn’t noticed it among the
litter. He was only rummaging in the suitcase she had packed so
carefully and making a mess of her work. That was all she
could think of at the moment, half asleep and still tipsy as she
was. Indignant, she tried to shout and again found she couldn’t.
Then she dug her knee into Ira’s stomach, and when Ira yelped
with pain she too began to scream. The thief dropped everything
end ran, Some of the men jumped up and tried to chase him
without quite knowing what it was all about, but by the time
they got outside the door he had vanished. ]

The commation woke everyone up, and Lara, whose tipsiness .
had suddenly gone, did not allow them to go back to sleep. She
made them coffee and packed them off home until it was time
to go to the station.
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{ld’s head is in the oceipito-postenor position, there are no
;l:lli]ns, and the contractions are slight, All this gwes grounds for
anxiety, However, if's too soon to say. It all dependi on how the
pains develop once labor begins. Ther well know. .

When he telephoned the following day, the hospital porter
who took the call told him to wait while he made inguiries;
after keeping him in misery for a good ten minutes he came b'ack
wath the following inadequate and crudely worded inf(.:rmatmn:
“They say, tell him he's brought his wife toa soon, he's to take
her back”

Infuriated, Yurii Andrefevich told bim to get the nurse on the

leph e Symp may be misleading,” the urse said.
*We'll know more in a day or two.”

Qn the third day be was told that labor had begun the night
before, the waters had broken at dawn, and there had been
strong patas with short intervals since the early mormng,

He rushed headlong to the hospital. As he walked down
the passage to the door, which by mistake had heen left half
open, he heard Tonia’s heart-rending screams, she screamed ke
the victims of an aceident dragged wath erushed limbs from under
Ahe whetls of 2 tran,

He was nat allowed to see hey. Biting his kouckle until he
drew blood, he went over to the window: the same slanting
i was pouring down as on the two preceding days.

A “\&Se m;:lt{ out of the ward, and he heard the squealing of
8 newborn of “She’y safe, she's safe,” Yurit i X
tered joyfully to bimeckt Yurii Andreievich mut-

“It's a son. A lttle boy. Congratulations ou a safe delivery,”
said the nusse in a singsong “You can't on in eae B0 w0 -
A

"She's sate, she's safe” Yuriy Andrefevich was k
appy. He dud
1;\)1 und‘erf\axxdh:nhnl ‘?e Ausse was telling him, ax;%ywh; sl:e
vas 4 in her \! as if he had pl.
[&an ‘;’h ‘f‘l?““ had bappened. For what had he ac‘tuall}: E}?:idt:
0;) :;:h it? Father—~son; be did not see why he should be proud
unearned fatherhood, he felt that this son was a gift
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creeper on one of the houses as if intending to tear it up by
the roots, swung it up into the air, and dropped it in disgust
like a discarded rag.

A truck with two trailers drove past the veranda to the hos-
pital entrance. Wounded men were carried in.

The Moscow hospitals were desperately overcrowded, espe-
cially since the battle of Lutsk. The wounded were put in the
passages and on landings. The general overcrowding was
beginning to affect the women’s wards,

Yurii Andreievich turned away from the window yawning
with fatigue. He had nothing to think about. Suddenly he remem-
bered an incident at the Hospital of the Holy Cross, where he
worked. A woman had died a few days earlier i the surgical
ward. Yurii Andrejevich had diagnosed echinococcus of the liver,
but everyone thought he was wrong. An autopsy was to be made
today, but their prosector was a habitual drunkard and you never
could tell how careful he would be.

Night fell suddenly. Nothing more was visible outside. As at
the waving of a magic wand, lights sprang up in all the
windows.

The head gynecologist came out of Tonia’s ward through the
narrow lobby separating it from the corridor. He was of mam-
moth size, and ahways responded to questions by shrugging his
shoulders and staring at the ceiling. These silent gestures were
meant to suggest that, whatever the advances of science, there
were more things in heaven and earth, friend Horatio, than
science ever dreamt on,

He passed Yurii Andreievich with a nod and a smile, flipped
his podgy hands a few times to intimate that there was nothing
for it but patience, and went off down the corridor to have a
smoke in the waiting room.

After him came his assistant, who was as garrulous as her
superfor was taciturn. .

“If 1 were you I'd go home,” she told Yurii Andretevich, "I
call you up tomorrow at the Holy Cross. It's most unlikely that
anything will happen between now and then. There's every rea-
son to expect a natural birth; there shouldn’t be any need for
surgical intervention. But of course the pelvis is narrow, the
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Lered, 1o one knew the language in which to speak to h’er.

A?.Yurii Andreievich's hospital everyone congratulated him.
He was astonished to see how fast the news had travelled.

He went into the staff room, known as the Rubbish Dump.
With 5o little space i the overcrowded hospital, it was used a5
a cloakyoom; people came in from outside wearing their snow
boots, they Forgot their parcels and littered the floor with papers
and cigarette ends.

Standing by the window, the Bably, elderly prosector was
bolding up & jar with some opaque Yquid ageinst the light
and examuning it over the top of his glasses.

“Congratulations,” he said, without Jaoking around,

“Thank you. How kind of you.”

“Don't thark me. Tve had pothing to do with it. Prchuzhkin
dd the autopsy. But every is imp d. hi it
was. That's a real diagnostician, theyre all saying, That’s all
everyone is talking about.”

Just then the medical director came in, greeted them both,
and saidh “What the devil is happening to thus place? What a
Elthy mess 1t ist By the way, Zhivago, it was echinacoccus aftex
alll We were wiong. Congratulations, There’s another thing, It’s
a vuisance They've been reviewing the lists of exemptions
again. T can't stop them tiis time, There's a ternble shortage of
medical personnel. You'll be smelling gonpowder before long™

[

The Antipavs had done much bettes in Yuriatip than th had
hoped to. The Guushars were rerembered i Hetpe
Lara over the dfficulties of cehine i etk This bad helped
Lara had her t .

care of the house
Marfutha, thew - w W ner by

; - s est hut could not
§c‘x‘ ?\_1 ll‘:c \\::'rk_ﬂone‘ Latisa Fendorovna “tred all her hus.

) " gymnasium. She
% Sh ;oo iU dreamed of, T P v ey the
e biked Yunatn, 1t was ber native town. It stood on the big
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out of the blue. He was scarcely aware of all this. The main
thing was that Tonia—Tonia, who bad been in mortal danger—
was now fortunately safe.

He had a patient living near the hospital. He went to see him
and was back in half an hour. Both the door of the lobby and that
of the ward were again ajar. Without knowing what he was do-
ing, Yurii Andreievich slipped into the lobby.

The huge gynecologist, in his white coat, rose as though from
under the ground in front of him, barring the way.

“Where do you think youre going?” he whispered breath-
lessly so that the new mother should not hear. “Are you out of
your mindP After she lost all that blood, risk of sepsis, pot to
speak of psychological shockl And you call yourself a doctorl”

“I dida’t mean to . . . Do let me have just a glance. Just from
here, through the crack.”

“Oh, well, that’s different. All right, if you must. But dont
let me catch you . . . If she sees you, I'll wring your neck.”

Inside the ward two women in white uniforms stood with
their backs to the door; they were the midwife and the nurse.
Squirming on the palm of the purse’s hand lay a tender, squeal-
ing, tiny human creature, stretching and contracting like a dark
red piece of rubber. The midwife was putting a ligature on the
navel before cutting the cord. Tonia lay on a surgical bed of ad-
justable height in the middle of the room. She lay fairly high.
Yurii Andreievich, exaggerating everything in his excitement,
thought that she was lying, say, at the level of one of those

desks at which you write standing up.
Raised higher, closer to the ceiling than ordinary mortals usually
/ are, Tonia lay exhausted in the cloud of her spent pain. To Yurii
| Andreievich she seemed like a barque lying at rest in the middle
{ of a harbor after putting in and being unloaded, a barque that
| plied between an unknown country and the continent of life
| across the waters of death with a cargo of immigrant new souls,
SOne such soul had just been landed, and the ship now lay at
anchor, relaxed, its flanks unburdened and empty. The whole of
her was resting, her strained masts and hull, and her memory
washed clean of the image of the other shore, the crossing and

€ .
the landing.
And as io one had explored the country where she was regls-
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ot criticize her for fear that she might take some quite
;:‘;Etnt ward of hus for a reproach—a hint, perbaps, that her
Hlood was Vluer than his, or that she had ance helorfged to some-
ane clse, His aoxiety Jest she suspect him of having some a'hﬁ
surdly unfair idea about her introduced an element of artificiality
into their life, Each tried to behave more nobly than the other,

AUEIRE

arbieration court on which Pavel Pavlovich too had recently
served, and a few others. They were all, from Pavel Paviovich's
point of view, complete fools He was amazed at Lara’s amjabil-
ity toward them, and be could not beheve that she sincerely
hiked any of them.

After the visttors had gone, Lara took a long time airing and
tidying the rooms and washing dishes in the kitchen with Mar-
futka, Then she made sure that Katenka was properly tucked
up and Pasha asleep, quickly undressed, turned off the kight,
and Jay down next to him as naturally as a chidd getting into
bed with ils mother.

But Antipov was enly pretending that he was asleep, As so
often recently, he had insomnia, He knew that he would iie
awake for three or four hours, To walk himself to sleep, and
to escape from the still smoky wr of the room, he got up quietly,
[’i‘:l‘ on tus fur coat and cap over his night clothes, and went out-
sice

Tt was 2 clear, frosty autumn night, Thin sheets of fce crumbled
under bis steps. The sky, shining with stass, fhrew 2 pale blue
ficker ke the Bame of burming alevhol aver the black earth
with ats clumps of frozen mud.

The Antipavs hved at the other end of town from the river
T;;b;’:l Thxc‘:muse \\"ns the last in the street, and beyond it lay

A cu ; N . .
g y & rilway with a grade crossing and a guard’s

Antipov sat down on the overturned boat and logked at the

stars. The thoughts to which h .
st few yoar psied B s vme accustomed io the

m with alarming strength, It seemed
t? tum that sooner or later they would have to be%:hought out to
the end, and that it might a5 well be done now.
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river Rynva, navigable except in its upper reaches, and one of
the Ural railways passed through it.

The approach of winter in Yuriatin was always heralded by
the owners of boats, when they took them from the river and
transported them on carts to the town, to be stored in back
yards. There they lay in the open air waiting for the spring.
The boats with their light upturned bottoms in the yards meant
in Yuriatin what the migration of storks or the first snow
meant in other places. Such a boat Jay in the yard of the house
rented by the Antipovs. Katenka played in the shelter of its
white hull as jn a summerhouse.

Larisa Feodorovna liked Yuriatin's provincial ways, the long
vowels of its northern accent, and the naive trustfulness of its
intelligentsia, who wore felt boots and gray flannel sleeveless
coats. She was drawn to the land and to the common people.

Paradoxically, it was her husband, Pavel Pavlovich, the son of
a Moscow railway worker, who turned out to be an incor-
rigible urbanite. He judged the people of Yuriatin much more
harshly than she. Their crudeness and ignorance irritated him.

He had an extraordinary capacity, it now appeared, for read-
ing quickly and storing up the knowledge he picked up. He
had read a great deal in the past, partly thanks to Lara During
the years of his provincial seclusion, he became so well read
that even Lara no longer seemed to him well-informed. He
towered high above his fellow teachers and complained that he
felt stified among them. Now in wartime, their standard, com-
monplace, and somewhat stale patriotism was out of tune with
his own, more complicated feelings about his country.

Pavel Pavlovich had graduated in classics He taught Latin
and ancient history. But from his earlier Realgymnasium days
he had kept a half-forgotten passion for the exact sciences, phys-
fes and mathematics, and it had now suddenly revived in him.
Teaching himself at home, he had reached university standard
in these subjects, and dreamed of taking his degree, specializ-
ing in some branch of mathematics, and moving with his family
to Petersburg. Studying late into the night had affected his
health, He began to suffer from insomnia.

His relations with his wife were good but lacked simplicity.
Her kindness and her fussing over him oppressed him, but he
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But it appeared that he bad beer getting ready for the past
two weeks. He had seot in his pegers ta the recrutting office,
the gymnasium had found a substitute teaches, and he had been
noviEed that he was admitted to the military schaol at Qmsk.

Lara wailed like a peasant woman and, grabbing Pasha’s
hands, threw herself at his feet. “Pasha, Pashenka,” she sereamed,
“don’t Jeave us, Dogt do it, doo’t. It iso't too late, Il see to
everything. You haven't even had a proper medical eyamina-
tion, aad wath your beart . . . You're ashamed to change your
wind? And sren't you ashamed to sacrifice your family to some
erazy ootion? You, a volunteer! All your life youve Yaughed
2t Rodia, and now you're jealous of him. You have to swagger
about 1n an officer's umsform too, you have to da yous own bit of
saber-rattling. Pasha, what's come over you? I don't recoguize
you. What's changed you like this? Tell me honestly, for the
)ﬂ:ﬂ:lnfehdsn;} without any fine phrases, is this really what

Suddenly she realized that it wasn't that at all. Though she
tould not understand all of it, she grasped the main thing,
Pasha misunderstood her attitude to him, He rebelled af Jin;
the mothesly feehng that o) her Yife bad been a part of hger af-
fection for i and could not see that such a love was somethin:
more, not less, than the ordinary feelng of a woman for a m g

She bnt her lip and, shrinking as if she had been be ten
and swallowing her tears, set 2bout silently ac]dnne 1?' d? iy

After he bod lefy, it seemed to ber that \&5: \vho? tls -
silent, and even that there were fewer crows flyi; eb ot In the
sky. “Madum, madam,” Marfutia would sa rymg ahr;ut in the
ngto et er back o Verself. “Mams, Mama? Yatonks %}:ﬁ
pulling at her sleeve. This w:

"c; bi; bl’ighl;:‘;;pzsh\;qg?g l;r;s 5&“&5( defeat of her life.
Tes hushand’s letters iberi
moods He had seen his nlx;sot:;:l;);;n;ac‘i?m lje' a]l. ab?ut e
daughter. After a few months he was sroomis sed his wife and
before term and thes, ot wommissioned Lieutenant
Front. s fourmey took him nowhers mes Tortos, ok {0 the
no; li‘n ]Mosmw Yong, epough to ses :nim‘thu;:m’ and e was
s letters from By '

the Ok schant b b e s than thoso rom

anted to distingumish himself
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This can't go on, he thought. He could have foreseen it
long ago, before they were married. He had caught on late.
Even as a child he had been fascinated by her, and she could
make him do whatever she liked. Why hadn’t he had the sense
to renounce her in time, that winter before their marriage, when
she herself had insisted on it? Wasn’t it clear that it was not he
whom she loved, but the noble task she had set herself in relation
to him, and that for her he was the embodiment of her own
heroism? But what had her mission, however meritorious or in-
spired, to do with real family life? The worst of it was that he
loved her as much as ever. She was stunningly beautiful.
And yet—was he sure that it was love even on his side? Or was
it a bewildered gratitude for her beauty and magnanimity? Who
could possibly sort it all out! The devil himself would be stumped.

So what was he to do? He must set his wife and daughter free
from this counterfeit life. This was even more important than
to liberate himself. Yes, but how? Divorce? Drown himself?
What disgusting rubbish! He rebelled against the very thought.
“As if I'd ever do anything of the sort! So why rehearse this
melodrama even in my mind?”

He looked up at the stars as if asking them for advice. They
flickered on, small or large, quick or slow, some blue and some
in all the hues of the rainbow. Suddenly they were blotted out,
and the house, the yard, and Antipov sitting on his boat were
thrown into relief by a harsh, darting light, as though someone
were running from the field toward the gate waving 2 torch.
An army train, puffing clouds of yellow, flame-shot smoke into
the sky, rolled over the grade crossing going westward, as
countless others had rolled by, night and day, for the past year.

Pavel Pavlovich smiled, got up, and went to bed. He had
found a way out of his dilemma,

7

When Larisa Feodorovna leamned of Pasha’s decision, she was
stunned and at first would not believe her cars. “It's absurd,
she thought, “a whim, I won't take any notice, and hel forget

it.”
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But it appeared that be had been getting ready for the past
o weeks, He had sent in his papers to the recruiting office,
the gymnasium had found 4 substitut teacher, and he had been
notified that he was admitted to the military school at Omsk,

Lata wailed like a peasant woman aud, grabbing Pasha’s
hands, threw herself at his feet. “Pasha, Pashenka,” she screamed,
«don’t leave us. Don't do it, don’t. It isn't too late, TH see to
everything. You haven't even had 2 proper medical examina-
tian, aud with your heart . . . You're eshamed to change your
mind? And asent you ashamed to sacrifice your family to soms
crazy noton? You, a volunteerl AW your life you've taughed
at Rodia, aud now you'e jealous of him, You have to swagges
about iz an officer’s uniform tao, you have to do your own but of
saber-ratthng. Pasha, what's come over you? I don't recognize
you. What's changed you like this? Tell me honestly, for the
fove of Christ, withaut any fine phrases, s this veally what
Russia needs?”

Suddenly she realized that it wasn't that at all. Though she
could not understand all of it, she grasped the main thing.
Pasha misunderstood her attitude to him. He rebelled againzt
the motherly feeling that all her life had been 2 part of her af-
fection for him and could not see that such a love was something
wore, not less, than the otdinary feeling of a woman for a man,

She bt her lip and, shnnking as if she had been beaten,
and swallowing her teaws, set about silently packing his {\ﬁngs,

After he had left, it scemed to her that the whole town wa;
sx)cnt.. and even that there wese fewer trows flying about in the
k. “Madarm, madam,” Marfulka would sa chfall
ing to call her back . o Y, o

ta herself, “Mama, Mama,” Katenka babbled,
pulbing at her sleeve. This was the greatest defeat of h y
Hc}:‘ bcs;, h:ghmt hopes had collapsed, eat of her bfe.
er busband’s letters from i i
moods. e had seen s mis\akesrl:!c;néa:l‘;ld }'m- 311_ ab(.mt e
daughter. Af ly missed his wife and
bn&%m oty ter ; few months he was commissioned ieutenant
front. Tt then, just as unexpectedly, was sent to the
fourmey Yook him nowhere near Yuriatin, and
not {n Moscow Jong enough 1o see aayone there, i, apd he was
mi‘gk‘:r g {;:{‘ the front were less depressed than those from
school had been. He wanted to distinguish himself
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so that, as a reward for some military exploit or as a result of
some light wound, he could go home on leave and see his family.
Soon his opportunity was within sight. Brusilov’s forces had
broken through and were attacking. Antipov's letters stopped
coming. At first Lara was not worried. She put down his silence
to the military operations: he could not write when his regiment
was on the move. But in the autumn the advance slowed down,
the troops were digging themselves in, and there was still no
word from him. His wife began to be worried, and to make in-
quiries, at first Iocally, in Yuriatin, then by mail in Moscow and at
his old field address. There was no reply; nobody seemed to
know anything,

Like other local ladies, Larisa Feodorovna had been giving 2
hand at the military ward attached to the town hospital, Now
she trained seriously and qualified as a nurse, got leave of ab-
sence from her school for six months, and, putting the house in
Marfutka's care, took Katenka to Moscow. She left her with Lipa,
whose husband, Freiesendank, was a German subject and had
been interned with other enemy civilians at Ufa.

Convinced of the futility of trying to get any news by mail,
she had decided to go and look for Pasha. With this in mind,
she got a job as a nurse on a hospital train going to Mezo-La-
borch, on the Hungarian border, the last address Pasha had given
her.

8

A Red Cross train, equipped through voluntary contributions
collected by the Tatiana Committee for Aid to the Wounded,
arrived at divisional headquarters. It was a long train mostly
made up of shabby, short freight cars; the only first-class coach
carried prominent people from Moscow with presents for the
troops. Among them was Gordon. He knew that his childhood
friend Zhivago was attached to the divisional hospital; hearing
that it was in a near-by village, he obtained the necessary per-
mit to travel in the area just behind the lines, and got a lift in a

rarriage going to the village.
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o driver was  Byelorussian or a Lithuanian who spoke
br’(‘;‘\en Russian, The l:uyn‘ent spy scare reduced his c'onversation
to a stale official patter. Discouraged by tis ostentatious loyalty,
Gordon travelled most of the way in silence. .

At headguarters, where they were used to moving armies and

d dist in hundred-mile stages, be had been told
that the village was quite near—within fifteen miles at most; in
reality, it was more Iike fifty. -

Al afong the way, an unériendly grunting and gn g came
from the horizon on their left. Gordon had never been in an
earthquake, but he decided (quite rightly) that sullen, scarcely
distinguishable, distant sound of enemy artillery could best be
compared to volcanic tremors and rumblings. Toward evening, a
pink glow flared up over the skyline on that side and went on
flickenng until dawn.

They passed ruined villages. Some were abandoned; in others
people were bving in cellars deep underground. Piles of refuse
and rubble were aligned as the houses had been. These gutted
settlements could be encompassed in a glance, like barren desert.
Qld women serstched about in the ashes, each on the ruins of
het own home, now and then digging something up and putting
it away, 'E}Zparcnlly feeling as sheltered from the eves of stran-

©+me wulia WOWY come to dts senses and peace and
order berestored to their hives.

After dark the carriage ran into a

patrol and was ordered off

g: malré;::sl. Thcldr}\u did not know the new by-pass. They
ve o in circles for a couple of i i -

where. At dawn they came to v Tt o Eng £

2 village that had th
\'\'(‘r loo‘klng f.or, b_ut nobody knew gmmm a,,‘w? i]a:n_e !he‘y

o+ svau, wuch smelled of eamomile and § ‘
form, Ct?rllon decided not to stay the night but to s‘;e:t;\ t}u‘:og:)-'
vu]lh Zhivago and go back that evening to the radway station
where he had left s other friends, But circumstances kept him
there for more than a week, ®
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so that, as a reward for some military exploit or as a result of
some light wound, he could go home on leave and see his family.
Soon his opportunity was within sight. Brusilov’s forces had
broken through and were attacking. Antipov's letters stopped
coming. At first Lara was not worried. She put down his silence
to the military operations: he could not write when his regiment
was on the move. But in the autumn the advance slowed down,
the troops were digging themsclves in, and there was still no
word from him. His wife began to be worried, and to make in-
quiries, at first locally, in Yuriatin, then by mail in Moscow and at
his old Beld address. There was no reply; nobody seemed to
know anything,

Like other local ladies, Larisa Feodorovna had been giving a
hand at the military ward attached to the town hospital. Now
she trained seriously and quahfied as a nurse, got leave of ab-
sence from her school for six months, and, putting the house in
Marfutka’s care, took Katenka to Moscow. She left her with Lipa,
whose husband, Freiesendank, was a German subject and had
been interned with other enemy civilians at Ufa.

Convinced of the futility of trying to get any news by mail,
she had decided to go and look for Pasha. With this in mind,
she got a job as a nurse on a hospital train going to Mezo-La-
borch, on the Hungarian border, the Jast address Pasha had given
her,

8

A Red Cross train, equipped through voluntary contributions
collected by the Tatiana Committee for Aid to the Wounded,
arrived at divisional headquarters. It was a long train mostly
made up of shabby, short freight cars; the only first-class coach
carried prominent people from Moscow with presents for the
troops. Among them was Gordon. He knew that his childhqad
friend Zhivago was attached to the divisional hospital; hearing
that it was in a ncar-by village, he obtained the nceessary per-
mit to travel in the area just behind the lines, and got a lift in a
carriage going to the village.
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of dust and smoke bid what followed. “Ya Allah! Fin}shfed-
?ﬁ:ya’:e done for” whispered Galiullin, whitedipped, believing
that the leutenant and his men bad been killed. Another
shell came down close to the observation post. Bent double, the
observers hurried to 5 safer distance. o,

Caliultin had shaved Autipovs dugout. After Antipov's com-
rades resigned themselves to the idea that he was dead, Galinl-
lin, who had known him well, was asked to take charge of his
belongings and keep them for his widow, 2 large numeber of
whose photographs had been found among his things.

An enbsted man recently promoted to leutenant, the me-
chante Caliullin, son of Gimazetdn, the janitor of Tiverzin's tene-
ment, was that very Yusupka whom, as an apprentice in the
distant past, the foreman Khudoleiev had beaten wp. 1t wos to his
ofd tarmentor that he was now indebted for his promotion,

O getting his copunission, he had found himself, against his
will and for no reason that he knew of, in a soft job in a small-
town gasrison behind the lines, There he commanded a troop
of semi-invalids whom § a5 decrepit as themselves took
every marning through the dril they had forgotten Galinlln
supervised the changing of the guard in front of the commis-
sary, Nothing else was evpected of him. He did not have a care
in the world when, among the replacements consisting of older
seservists sent from Moscow and put under his orders, there
turned up the all too familiar figure of Piotr Kbudoleiev.

"W, well, an old friend;” said Galiufim, grinning sourly.

“Yes, sin” sud Khudolelev, standing at attention and saluting,

Tt was impossible that this shauld be the end of it. The very
£rst ume ,d‘c eutenant caught the private in a fault at drill be
awled him out, and when it seemed to him that his subosdinate
was ot losking, him straight in the eye bmt somehiow sideways,
he bit bim in the jaw and put him on bread and water in the
guardhouse for two days,

& f;""\"‘ now oo ""’;’." move of Calinllin’s smacked of revenge.

W s Eame, in thelr respective i N "
foroed by the stich, smmkpg:xliuuY:S:\:o:s 2nd ith rles ex-

ns U
What was to be done? Both of them muldmegiﬂ?\e“;::;
place But what pretest could an officer find for transterring a
private from bis unit, and where, i€ it were not for disciplinary
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9

During those days the front line began to move. To the south
of the village where Gordon found himself, Russian forces suc-
ceeded in breaking through the enemy positions. Supporting units
followed, widening the gap, but they fell behind and the ad-
vance units were cut off and captured. Among the prisoners was
Lieutenant Antipov, who was obliged to give himself up when
his platoon surrendered.

There were false rumors about him. He was believed to have
been killed by a shell and buried by the explosion. This was told
on the authority of his friend, Lieutenant Galiullin, who had been
watching through field glasses from an observation post when
Antipov led the attack.

What Galiullin had seen was the usual picture of an attacking
unit. The men advanced quickly, almost at a run, across the no
man’s land, an autumn field with dry broom swaying in the
wind and motionless, spiky gorse. Their object was either to flush
the Austrians out of their trenches and engage them with bay-
onets or to destroy them with hand grenades. To the running
men the feld was endless. The ground seemed to slip under
their feet like a bog. Their lieutenant was running, first in front
of them, then beside them, waving his revolver above his head,
his mouth split from ear to ear with hurrahs which neither he
nor they could hear. At intervals they threw themselves onto
the ground, got up all together, and ran on shouting Each time
one or two who had been hit fell with the rest but in a different
way, toppling like trees chapped down in a wood, and did not
get up again.

“They're shooting long! Get the battery,” Galiullin said anv-
fously to the artillery officer who stood next to him. “No, wait.
1t’s all right.”

The attackers were on the point of engaging the cnemy. The
artillery barrage stopped. In the sudden silence the observers
heard their own hearts pounding as if they were in Antipov's
place, had brought their men to the edge of the cnemy trench,
and were expected within the next few minutes to perform
wonders of resourcefulness and courage. At that moment two
German sixteen-inch shells burst in front of the attackers. Black
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. 14 some of our overestended
bines in several .P‘-’ICES, and 1 am:t; the Germans have crossed
units were encircled. To the north, 2 e, That
the Sventa, at 2 point that was supposed to be "“Pm? e

{5 their cavalry, about a corps in sueng!h."l’hey :ue‘b‘owmg up
railways, destroying supply stores, and in my opinion trying
to surround us. That's the picture, and you talk about horses.
Conse on, Karpenko,” be said, tusning to his Otd'eﬂy, set the.
table, and make it quick. What are we having far dinner? Calves
feet? Cood!” .

The Medieal Unit, with its hospital and its dependencies, was
scattered al} over the village, which by a miracle was still un-
harmed The houses ghttered with Western-style lathce win-
dows stretching from wall to wall, and not so much as a pane
was damaged

The end of a hot, golden autemn had turned mto an Indian
summer. In the daytime the doctors and officers epened win-
dows, swatted at the black swarms of fies along the sills and
the low white cehngs, unbuttoned their tunies and hospital
coats, and, Unpping with sweat, sipped scalding-hot soup or tea.
At qught they squatted 1n front of the open stove, blew on the
datap logs which kept gang out, thew eyes smarting with smoke,
3nd corsed the orderhes for not knowing how ta build a fire.

it was a stll mght Gordon and Zhivago lay on twa bunks
faomg rach other Between them were the dinner table and
the tow windew runmng the whole length of the wall. The room
was overheated and filled with tobaces smoke, They had opened
the twa end Yatices 10 get a breath of the fresh autumn night
ar which made the panes sweat. They were talking, a5 they
bl dose A Whese mghts and days, and as usnal the horizon in
the direction of the (ront was flickering with 2 pink glow, When
the even, meessant chatter of guafice was wvensionally inter-
tupted by o devp bang that shook the ground 25 though 2
v steet bound trmk were being dragged across the Soor,
seraping the punt, Zhvago interrupted the conversation as it
aut ol gespect for the sound, paused for a while, and said
“That's 3 Bertha, 8 German sixteen-inch. A little fellow that
woighs twenty-four hundred pounds™ And then, Tesuming the
comersation, he would forget what ey had been talkin, g abaut.

“What's that smell that hangs over the whele village?” asked
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reasons, could he transfer him? On the other hand, what grounds
could Galinllin think of to apply for his own transfer? Giving
the boredom and uselessness of garrison duty as his reasons, he
asked to be sent to the front. This earned him a good mark, and
when, at the first engagement, he showed his other qualities it
turned out that he had the makings of an excellent officer and
he was quickly promoted to first lieutenant.

Galiullin had met Antipov in 1go5, when Pasha Antipov spent
six months with the Tiverzins and Yusupka went to play with
him on Sundays. There too he had once or twice met Lara. He
had heard nothing of either of them since. YWhen Antipov came
from Yuriatin and joined the regiment, Galiullin was struck
by the change in his old friend. The shy, mischievous, and gitlish
child had turned into an arrogant, know-jt-all misanthrope. He
was intelligent, very brave, taciturn, and sarcastic. Sometimes,
looking at him, Galiullin could have sworn that he saw in his
gloomy eyes, as inside a window, something beyond, an idea that
bhad taken firm hold of him: a Jonging for his daughter or for the
face of his wife. Antipov seemed like one bewitched, as in a
fairy tale. And now Antipov was gone, and Galiullin was left
with his papers, his photographs, and the unsolved secret of his
transformation on his hands.

As was bound to happen sooner or later, Laras inquiries for
her husband reached Galiullin. He meant to write to her, but he
was busy, he had no time to write properly, yet he wished to pre-
pare her for the blow. He kept postponing a long, detaled letter
to her until he heard that she was somewhere at the front as a
nurse. And he did not know where to address his letter to her

now,

10

*Will there be horses today?” Gordon asked every time Dr.
Zhivago came home to his midday meal. They were living in a
Galician peasant house. .
“Not a chance. Anyway, where would you go? You can't go
There's a terrible muddle. Nobody knows what's what.

anywhere,
) h we have outflanked or broken through the German

To the soutl
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s scared stiff, it's only natural Ax;ly moment the situation may
nge, and shells will be dropping here. .
c.h':;'irgcd young soldjers in enormous boots and dosty tunics
which were black with sweat on the chest and sbou!c?er-blades
sprawled on their backs or on their stomaz_:hs by theflde of ;lals

voud. They were the survivors of a decimated unit that .
been taken out of the front lne after fous days of heavy figh(mg
and was being sent to the rear for a short rest. They Jay as if
they were of stonc, without the strength to smile or to swear, a.ud
no one turned his head when several carts came muabling
swiftly down the road, They were ammunition carts, \vith?ut
springs, Toaded with wounded men whom they jolted, eracking,
their bones and twisting their guts, as they joged along at a
trot to the frst-aid station. There the wounded would be hastily
bandaged and the most urgent cases operated on. They had
been picked up in nppalling numbers on the battlefield in front
of the trenches half an hour ago during a short lull in the artil-
lery fire. A good half of them were unconscious.

When the carts stopped in front of the porch, orderlies came
down the steps with stretchers and unloaded them. A nurse
w2iyed the flap on one of the tents and stood looking out; she was
off duty. Two men who had been arguing loudly in the wood
behind the tents, their voices echmng among the tall young
trees, but their words indstinguishable, came aut and walhed
along the road toward the house. One of them, an excited young
heutenant, was shouting at the Medical Officer of the mobile
umt: there had been an artillery park in the clearing and he
wanted to know where it had been moved. The doctor Qid not
know, {4 was niot bis business; be asked the licutenant to leave
fum alone and to stop shoating-—thess were wounded men here
and he was husy. But the htife leutenant went on cussing the
Tted Cross, the artiflery command, and everybady else. Zhivage
walked up to the .dﬂdl’f: they prected each other and went into
the house. The Yewtenant, stil] swearing Toudly with a slight
Tanar accent, untied s horse, vaulted {nto the saddle, End
2‘::1:\1 down the rnad into the woods. The wurse was stll Tooke

Suddenly her face was distorted with bomor, “What are you
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Gordon. “T noticed it as soon as I arrived. It's a nauseatingly
sweet, cloying smell, rather like mice”

“I know what you mean. That's hemp—they grow a lot of it
here. The plant itself has that nagging, clinging, carrion smell,
And then in the battle zone, the dead often remain undiscovered
in the hemp fields for a long time and begin to decay. Of course
the smell of corpses is everywhere. That's only natural. Hear
that? It’s the Bertha again.”

In the past few days they had talked of everything in the
world. Gordon had learned his friend’s ideas about the war and
its effect on people’s thinking Zhivago had told him how hard
he found it to accept the ruthless logic of mutual extermination,
to get used to the sight of the wounded, especially to the horror
of certain wounds of a new sort, to the mutilation of survivors
whom the technique of modern fighting had turmed into lumps
of disfgured flesh.

Going about with him day after day, Gordon too had scen
terrible sights. Needless to say, he was aware of the immorality
of being an idle spectator of other men’s courage, of how they
mastered, by an inhuman effort, their fear of death, of the
sacrifices they made and the risks they ran. But he did not think
that merely crying over them was any less immoral. He believed
in behaving simply and honestly according to the circumstances
in which life placed him.

That it was possible to faint at the sight of wounds he learned
from his own experience when they visited a first-aid station run
by a mobile Red Cross unit just behind the front line.

They drove to a clearing in a wood that had been badly
damaged by artillery fire. Twisted gun carriages lay upside
down in the broken and trampled undergrowth. A riding horse
was tethered to a tree, A little farther in the wood was the
frame structure of the forester’s house; half its roof had been
blown away. The first-aid station was in the house and in two
big gray tents across the way.

“T shouldnt have Lrought you,” said Zhivago. “The trenches
are within half a mile and our batteries are just over there, be-
hind the wood. You can hear what's going on. So don’t play

the hero, I wouldn't believe you if you did. You're bound to
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in into the air, forang an old Jew \villll a gray bea{d and 3
::ng caftan to catch ing’rhe old man missed every umeé The
coin few past Nis pitifelly spread-out hands and droppe mt;
the mud. When the old man bent ta_pl_c_k frup the Cossac] ¢
tan that it would not take a more serious turn, Every now and
then, the old max’s wife ran out of the house across the 0ad,
screamng and stretching out ber arms to him, and ran back
sgain 0 terror. Two little gisls were watching their grandfather
out of the window and erying.

The driver, wha found all this extremely comical, slowed down
<o that the passengers could enjoy the spectacle. But Zhivago
called the Cossack, bawled him out, and ordered him to stop
baiting the old man.

“Yes, sir,” he said readily, “We meant no harm, we were only
dotng it for Fun”

Cordon and Zhivago drave on in silence.

“Its ternble,” said Yurii Andreigvich when they were in sight
of thew awn village, "You can't imagine what the wretched Jew-
ish population is going through in this war. The fightng happens
to be in their Pale And as if punitive taxation, the destruetion
of their property, and 4l theis other suffenngs were not enough,
they ase subjected to pogroms, insults, and accusations that
they lack patriotism And why should they be patriotic? Under
enemy Tule, they enjoy equal rights, and we do nothing but per-
secute them. This hotsed for them, the basts of t, is irrational.
1t is stimulated by the very things that should arouse sympathy
~therr porerty, their overcrowding, their weakness, snd this in-
ability to fight back. I can’t und d it. 1¢'s Tike an i )
fate” P

Corden did not reply.

12
Oace apain they were Tying on their burks an eil i
n eithy
Tong low window, it was night, and they were t:ll;;gi‘d& of e
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doing? You're out of your minds!” she shouted at two lightly
wounded soldiers who were walking without assistance between
the stretchers. She ran out toward them.

On one stretcher lay a man who had been mutilated in a
particularly monstrous way. A large splinter from the shell
that had mangled his face, turning his tongue and lips into 2
red gruel without killing him, had lodged in the bone structure
of his jaw, where the cheek had been torn out. He uttered short
groans in a thin inhuman voice; no one could take these sounds
for anything but an appeal to finish him off quickly, to put an
end to his inconceivable torment.

The nurse had got the impression that the two lightly wounded
men who were walking beside the stretcher had been so moved
by his cries that they were about to pull out the terrible piece
of iron with their bare hands.

“What’s the matter with you? You can’t do that. The surgeon
will do it, he has special instruments . . . if it has to be done.”
(O God, O God, take him away, don't let me doubt that You
exist.)

Next moment, as he was carried up the steps, the man
screamed, and with one great shudder he gave up the ghost.

The man who had just died was Private Gimazetdin; the ex-
cited officer who had been shouting in the wood was his son,
Lieutenant Gahullin; the nurse was Lara. Gordon and Zhivago
were the witnesses. All these people were there together, in one
place. But some of them had never known each other, while
others failed to recognize each other now. And therc were things
about them which were never to be known for certain, while
others were not to be revealed until a future time, a later mect-

ing.

11

In this area the villages had been miraculously preserved. They
constituted an inexplicably intact island in the midst of a sca
of ruins. One day at sunset Gordon and Zhivago were driving
home. In one village they saw a young Cossack surrounded by
2 crowd laughing boisterously, as the Cossack tossed a copper
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coin into the air, forcing an old Jew with a gray beafd and 2
long caftan to catch it. The old man missed every time. The
com flew past his pitifully spread-cut hands and dropped 1ato
the mud. When fhe old man bent to pick it up, the Cossack
slapped his bottom, and the onlookers held their sides, groaning
with laughter: this was the point of the entertainment. For the
moment 1t was harmless enough, but no one could say for cer-
tain that it would not take 2 more serious tum. Every now and
then, the old man’s wife yon vut of the bouse across the road,
screaming and stretching out her arms to him, and ran back
again in terror Two httle girls were watchung theis grandfather
out of the window zad crying,

The driver, who found 2}l this extremely comical, slowed down
5o that the passengers could enjoy the spectace. But Zhivago
called the Cossack, bawled him out, and ordered him to stop
barting the old man,

“Yes, sir,” he said seachly. “We meant no hann, we were only
dong it for fun”

Gordon and Zhivago drove on in silence,

“I's terrible,” smd Yurn Andreievich when they were in sight
?E their own village. “You can't imagine what the wretched Jew-
ish population 15 going through in this war. The fighting happens
to be in their Pale, And a5 if punitive taxatian, the destruction
of thew propesty, and all their other sufferings were not enough,
they e subjected to pogroms, fnsults, aud accusations that
they lack patriotism. And why should they be patriotic? Under
enemy rule, they enjoy equal rights, and we do nothing hut per-
secute them This hatred fos them, the basis of it, is frrational.
Ttis sf:mu!ated by the very things that should arouse sym, pathy
—~their poverty, their overcrawding, thewr weakness, and this fn-

:;b:ht_y to fght back. T can't uodesstand it. Ws bke an inescapable
ale

Gordon did not reply,

12
Qnce again they were lyi 3
N lying on their burks :
long low window, it was night, mt;rﬁ\ey w;’; 2%:; gsxde of the
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doing? You're out of your minds!” she shouted at two lightly
wounded soldiers who were walking without assistance between
the stretchers. She ran out toward them.

On one stretcher lay a man who had been mutilated in a
particularly monstrous way. A large splinter from the shell
that had mangled his face, turning his tongue and lips into a
red gruel without killing him, had lodged in the bone structure
of his jaw, where the cheek had been torn out. He uttered short
groans in a thin inhuman voice; no one could take these sounds
for anything but an appeal to finish him off quickly, to put an
end to his inconceivable torment.

‘The nurse had got the impression that the two lightly wounded
men who were walking beside the stretcher had been so moved
by his cries that they were abont to pull out the terrible piece
of iron with their bare hands,

“What's the matter with you? You can’t do that. The surgeon
will do it, he has special instruments . . . if it has to be done.”
(O God, O God, take him away, don’t let me doubt that You
exist.)

Next moment, as he was carried up the steps, the man
screamed, and with one great shudder he gave up the ghost.

The man who had just died was Private Gimazetdin; the ex-
cited officer who had been shouting in the wood was his son,
Lieutenant Galiullin; the nurse was Lara, Gordon and Zhivago
were the witnesses. All these people were there together, in one
place. But some of them had never known each other, while
others failed to recognize each other now. And there were things
about them which were never to be known for certain, while
others were not to he revealed until a future time, a later mect-

ing.

P2

In this area the villages had been miraculously preserved. They
constituted an inexplicably intact island m the midst of a sea
of ruins. One day at sunset Gordon and Zhivago were driving
home. In one village they saw a young Cossack surrounded by
a crowd laughing boisterously, as the Cossack tossed a copper
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essential. But you kuow he was vatural, iu the Russian way, trag-
ically above thyese basalities. After all, that kind of theatricalism s
unthizkable in Bussia, For such gestures are theatrica!: aren't
they? I suppose that there were such things a8 “peoples” under
the Caesars—Gauls or Scythians or Illyrians and so op. But ever
since, they have been mere fichon, which served only as sub-
jects for speeches by Sings and politicians: “The people, my peo-
le*

“Now the front is fooded with correspondents and journalists.
They record their ‘observations’ snd gems of popular wisdom,
they visit the wounded and construct new theories about the
people’s soul. Its 2 new version of Dablt and fust as bogus—
linguistic graph ia, verbal inconti That's one type—
and then there’s the other: clipped speech, “sketches and short
scenes, skepticism snd misanthropy. I read a piece like that the
other day: “A gray day, bke yesterday. Roin since moming,
stush ¥ look out of the window and see the road. Prisoners in
an endless hoe, YWounded. A gun is firing, It fres today as yes-
terday, temorrow as today and every day and every hour
Terft that subtle and wattyl But what bas be got against the
ga? How odd to expect vanety from a gunf Why doesn't he Yook
at himself, shooting off the same sentences, commas, lists of
facts day in, day out, keepmg up his baage of journalistic
phlanthropy as nunble as the jumping of & fea? Why caxt he
get 1t 1o his head that a¥s for him to stop repeating himself

niot for the gun—that you tan never 5a
" 1 Lot

y 2 y something meaningful

by seeum g absw in your notebook, that facts don’t

e0st until man puts into them somethine ~¢ Le- bit of

" " ' lnow

, . - e *, That
w puws batr

o xmchdents 1he &—oi poos paurtarch—and there are thopsands

cousse it's an ignomi -
poumt ta philasophizing, g lguominy—but there’s ne

inm Oing tg tell ve .
thing new-we bath got our ideas from )Eur ‘?m‘;e.e you any-

of the Licing Russian
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Zhivago was telling Gordon how he had once seen the Tsar at
the front. He told his story well.

It «wvas his first spring at the front. The headquarters of his
regiment was in the Carpathians, in a deep valley, access to
which from the Hungarian plain was blocked by this army unit.

At the bottom of the valley was a railway station. Zhivago
described the landscape, the mountains overgrown with mighty
firs and pines, with tufts of clouds catching in their tops, and
sheer cliffs of gray slate and graphite showing through the forest
like worn patches in a thick fur. It was a damp, dack April
morning, as gray as the slate, locked in by the mountains on
all sides and therefore still and sultry. Mist hung over the valley,
and everything in jt steamed, everything rose slowly—engine
smoke from the railway station, gray vapors from the fields, the
gray mountains, the dark woods, the dark clouds.

At that time the sovereign was making a tour of inspection in
Galicia. It was learned suddenly that he would visit Zhivago's
unit, of which he was the honorary Colonel, He might arive at
any moment, A guard of honor was drawn up on the station
platform. They waited for about two oppressive hours, then two
trains with the imperial retinue went by quickly one after the
other. A little later the Tsar's train drew in.

Accompanied by the Grand Duke Nicholas, the Fsar inspected
the grenadiers. Every syllable of his quietly spoken grecting
produced an explosion of thunderous hurrahs whose echoes were
sent back and forth Jike water from swinging buckets.

The Tsar, smiling and ill at ease, looked older and more tired
than on the rubles and medals His face was listless, a little
flabby. He kept glancing apologetically at the Grand Duke, not
knowing what was expected of him, and the Grand Duke, bend-
ing down respectfully, helped him in his embarrassment not so
much by words as by moving an eyebrow or a shoulder.

On that warm gray moming in the mountains, Zhivago felt
sorry for the Tsar, was disturbed at the thought that such difi-
dent reserve and shyness could be the essential charactenstics
of an oppressor, that a man so weak could imprison, hang, or
pardon.

“He should have made a speech—T, my sword, n'nd my peo
ple'~like the Kaiser. Something about ‘the peoplo—that was
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this soaring, faght sbove the Jullness of & humdrux}\ existence,
was Brst achieved in their land, proclaimed their language,
and belonged to their racel And they actual]y_ saw and heard it
and let it go! How could they allow a spirit of such over-
whelming power and beauty to leave them, how could they
think that sfter it trumphed and established its reign, they
wowd rematn as the empty husk of that miracle they had re-
pudiated? What use is it to anyone, this voluntary martyrdom?
Whom does it profit? For what purpose are these innocent old
men and women and children, all these subtle, kind, humane
peaple, mocked and beaten vp throaghout the centusies? And
why fs it that all these literary friends of ‘the people’ of all
nations are always so untalented? Why didn’t the intellectual
Teaders of the Jewish people ever go beyond facile Weltschmerz
and ironical wisdom? Why have they not—even if at the risk of
farshing ke boders with the pressure of their duty—disbanded
this army which keeps on fighting and being massacred no-
body knows for what? Why don't they say to them: "Come to your
senses, stop. Don't hold on to your identity, Don't stick to-
gether, disperse. Be with all the rest. You are the first and best

istians n the world. You are the very thing against which
you have been turned by the worst and weakest among you”

18

The following, day when Zhivago came home to dipner, he said:
“Well, you were so anxious to leave, now your wish has come
true. 1 won't say ‘Just your luck’ because it isn't lucky that we

are being hard-pressed and beaten agam, The w
the pressure is from the west, All ) e e oo

the medical umits are und
orders to get out. We'll be gaing tomomiow ot the n:xtm:l:yr
\é’hexc. (o'. I don't know. And I suppose, Karpenko M‘\kh:x'\i
“:“ggn‘ir:: slmen. ‘s‘hllﬁ:nm’t been washed. It's always’\he same
e0k0 Will tell you he has given it to his gl
e Y ! e is gurl to wash,
but ‘1" you ask um who and where she is, he doesn’t know, the
He paid no attention to X

wpolopies for borrowing his l:?;sn ‘;g;‘:fﬂmes et to Gordorts
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“You were saying, what is a nation? . . . And who does more
for 2 nation—the one who makes a fuss about it or the one
who, without thinking of it, raises it to universality by the beauty
and greatness of his actions, and gives it fame and immortality?
Well, the answer is obvious. And what are the nations now, in
the Christian craP They aren’t just nations, but converted, trans-
formed nations, and what matters is this transformation, not
loyalty to ancient principles. And what does the Gospel say on
this subject? To begin with, it does not make assertions: Tt's
like this and like that” It is a proposal, naive and timid: ‘Do you
want to live in a completely new way?P Do you want spiritual
happiness?” And everybody accepted, they were carried away by
it for thousands of years. . . .

“When the Gospel says that in the Kingdom of God there are
neither Jews nor Gentiles, does it merely mean that all are equal
in the sight of God? No—the Gospel wasn't needed for that—
the Greek philosophers, the Roman moralists, and the Hebrew
prophets had known this long before. But it said: In that new
way of living and new form of society, which is born of the
heart, and which is called the Kingdom of Heaven, there are no
nations, there are only individuals.

“You said that facts are ing]l unless ings are put
into them. Well, Christianity, the mystery of the individual, is
precisely what must be put into the facts to make them meaning-

“We also talked about mediocre publicists who have nothing
to say to life and the world as a whole, of petty second-raters
who are only too happy when some nation, preferably a small
and wretched one, is constantly discussed—this gives them »
chance to show off their competence and cleverness, and to
thrive on their compassion for the p ted. Well now, what
more perfect example can you have of the victims of this mental-
ity than the Jews? Their national idea has forced them, century
after century, to be a nation and nothing but a nation—and they
have been chained to this deadening task all through the cen-
turies when all the rest of the world was being delivered from
it by a new force which had come out of their own midst! ]m"l
that extraordinary? How can you account for it? Just think! This
glorious holiday, this liberation from the curse of mediocnty,

. N
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14

ospital where Yurii Andrefevich was recoveriog in the
:éiefs’ssmd had been evacuated to an obscure, small town on
a railway live dJose to the G.H.Q. It was 2 warm day at the
end of February, The window near his bed was open at his re-

est. . s

* The patients were killing time befare dinner as best they cm{ld.
They had been told that 2 new ourse had joined the hospital
staff and would be doing her first round that day. In the bed
opposite Zhivage's, Galullm was looking at the pewspapers that
}had just amived and excliming indignantly at the blanks left
by the censorship. Yurki Andrefevich was reading Tonias let-
ters, which had accumulated in one great batch. The breeze
rustled the leiters and the papers. At the sound of light footsteps
he looked up. Lara eame info the ward.

Zhivago and Galiullin each recognized her without realizi
that {he other knew ber. She knew neither of them. She said:
“Hello. Why is the window open? Aren'’t you cold?” Going up to
Galllin, she asked him how he felt and took his wrist to feel
his pulse, but immediately let go of it snd sat down by his bed,
looking at him with a puzaled expression.

“This is indeed unexpected, Larisa Feodoravna,” he said. “1

kmeww your husband. We were fa the sams regiment. I've kept his
things for you.”

“It isn't possible” she kept saying, it iss't possible. You knew
him! What an extraordinary coincidence. Pleass tell me quickly
how it happened. He was kifled by a shell, wasn't he, and buried
by the explosion? You see Y know, phease dosft be afraid of telling
me.

Galullin's courage farled him. He decided to tell her 2 com-
forting lie.

“Antipov was taken prisoner,” he said. “He advanced too
for with his usit. They were surrounded and cut off, He was
foreed to survender”

But she did not believe kim. Shaken by th

e . y the vnexpectedness of
the meeting and not wishing to by :
b e oo R0t i cm%d :1‘ resk down in front of strangers,

or,
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“That's army life for you,” he went on. "As soon as you get
used to one place you're moved to another. I didn't like anything
here when we came. It was dirty, stuffy, the stove was in the
wrong place, the ceiling was too low. And now, even if you
killed me I couldn’t remember what it was like where we came
from. I feel as if I wouldnt mind spending my life in this
place, staring at that corper of the stove with the sunshine on
the tiles and the shadow of that tree moving across.”

They packed without haste.

During the night they were roused by shouts, gunfire, and
running footsteps. There was a sinister glow over the village.
Shadows flickered past the window. The landlord and his wife
were getting up behind the partition. Yurii Andreievich sent the
orderly to ask what the commotion was about.

He was told that the Germans had broken through. Zhivago
hurried off to the hospital and found that it was true. The village
was under fire. The hospital was being moved at once, without
waiting for the evacuation order.

“We'll all be off before dawn,” Zhivago told Gordon. “You're
going in the first party, the carriage is ready now, but I've told
them to wait for you. Well, good luck. I'll sce you off and make
sure you get your seat.”

They ran down the village street, ducking and hugging the
walls. Bullets whizzed past them, and from the crossroads they
conld see shrapnel explosions like umbrellas of fire opening
over the fields.

“And what about you?” asked Gordon as they ran,

“Tll follow with the second party. I have to go back and col-
lect my things.”

They separated at the edge of the village. The carriage and
several carts that made up the convoy started, bumping into
one another and gradually spacing out. Yurii Andreievich way ed
to his friend, who saw him for a few moments longer by the
light of a burning bam.

Again keeping to the shelter of the houses, Yurii Andrelevich
hurried back. A few yards from his house he was knocked off his
feet by the blast of an explosion and it by a shell sp)irflcr- te
fell in the middle of the road, bleeding and unconscious.
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fore,
e had noticed a sharp change around ber xer:‘eHUY' DBefore,
lhfli Tad been obligations of al h‘nd_s, sacred dunef——}"ﬂt‘!‘lf m{ty
to your country, to the army, to society. But now r.h:ltf :u \:;1:
was Jost (and that was the misfortune at the bottom o e

t) nothing was sacred any more. .
resl-lz'eryﬂu‘ng had changed n{dden]y—-the tone, the moml' cl;-
mate, you didn't know what to think, whom to listen to. As i all
your hie you had been Jed by the hand ke a small child and
suddenly you were on your own, you bad to lea.m to walk by
yourself, There was no ene around, neither family nor people
hose judgment you Tespected, At such a time you felt the need
of committing yourself to something absolute—bfe or truth or
beauty—of befng nided by it in place of the man-made rules
that had been discarded. You meeded to surrender to some
such ultimate purpose more fully, more unreservedly than you
had ever done 1 the old familiar, peaceful days, in the old life
that was now abolished and gone for good, But in her own case,
Lara reminded herself, she had Katenka to fulfill her need for
an absolute, her need of a purpose. Now that she no longer had
Pasha, Lara would be nothing but 2 mother, devoting all her
strength to her poor orphaned chuld.

Yuni Andrereich heard fsom Moscow that Gordon and Dude-
tav hiad published his book without his permission, and that #t
was praised and regarded as showing great literary promise;
that Moscow was going through « dwsturbed, exciting time and
was on the eve of sometiung impoctant, that there was growing
discontent among the masses, and that grave political evepts
were imminent

1t way late at night. Yurii Andreievi i
o at nig! L An clevick was terribly sleepy. He

y an e
past days was keeping him awale. A drowsy, sleepily breathing
wind yawned and stured outside the window. The wiad wept
aad complawed, “Tonta, Sasha, X miss you, I want to go home, I
\‘:«agx to g'o!l‘wl:k ta ngk," And 10 the muttering of the wind Yurii

adrerevich slept and woke and sk i ick,
dhermaton of oy i wts slept agam in a quick, troubled

a ing, 2 fewting and disturbi
changing weather, as the restless might, K Shuibing a3 the
1t occurred to Lara that after al] the devation Galiullin had

at the excit of th
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A few moments later she came back, outwardly collected;
afraid of erying again if she spoke to Galiullin, she deliberately
avoided looking at him and went over to Yurii Andrejevich.
“Hello,” she said absentmindedly and mechanically. “What's the
trouble with you?”

Yurii Andreievich had seen her agitation and her tears. He
wanpted to ask her why she was so upset and to tell her that he
had seen her twice before in his life, once as a schoolboy and
once as a university student, but it occurred to him that he
would sound too familiar and she would misinterpret his mean-
ing. Then he suddenly remembered the coffin with Anna Ivan-
ovna’s body in it and Tonia’s screams, and said instead:

“Thank you. I am a doctor. I am looking after myself. I dont
need anything.”

“How have I offended him?” Lara wondered. She looked in
;urprise at the stranger with his snub nose and unremarkable

ace.
For several days the weather was variable, uncertain, with a
warm, constantly murmuring wind in the night, smelling of
damp carth.

During those days there came strange reports from G.H.Q.,
and there were alarming rumors from the interior. Telegraphic
communications with Petersburg were cut off time and again.
Everywhere, at every comer, people were talking politics.

Nurse Antipova did her rounds morning and evening, exchang:
ing a few words with cach patient, including Galiullin and
Zhivago. “What a curious creature,” she thought. “Young and
gruff. You couldn’t call him handsome with his turned-up nose.
But he is intclligent in the best sense of the word, alive and
with an attractive mind. However, that’s unimportant. What is
important is to finish my job here as soon as possible and get
transferred to Moscow to be near Katenka, and then to apply
for my discharge and go home to Yuriatin, back to the gym-
nasium. It’s quite clear now what happened to poor Pasha, there
isn’t any hope, so the sooner 1 stop playing the heroine "‘f
better. 1 wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t come to look for Pasha.

How was Katenka getting on out there, she wondered, poor
orphan, and this always made her cry.



PART Two



128 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

shown to Pasha’s memory, the pains he had taken to look after
his things, she had not so much as asked him who he was and
where be came from.

To make up for her omission and not seem ungrateful she
asked him all about himself when she made her next moming
round.

“Merciful heaven,” she wondered aloud. Twenty-eight Brest
Street, the Tiverzins, the revolution of 1gos, that winter! Yu-
supka? No, she couldn’t remember having met him, he must for-
give her. But that year, that year, and that housel That's true,
there had really been such a house and such a yearl How viv-
idly it all came back to her! The gunfire and—what was it she
had called it then?P—“Christ's judgment™] How strong, how pierc-
ingly sharp were the feelings you experienced for the first time
as a childl “Forgive me, do forgive me, Licutenant, what did
you say your pame is? Yes, yes, you did tell me once Thank you,
Osip Gimazetdinovich, I can’t thank you enough for reminding
me, for bringing it all back to my mind.”

All day long she went about thinking of “that house” and
kept talking to herself.

To think of it, Brest Street, No. 28! And now they were
shooti PR . ** ° . yas nowl You
couldr - A S . The children
had ali grown up, the boys were all here, 1n the army, all those
humble people who had lived in that house and in others like
it and in villages that also were like it. Extraordinary, estraor-
dinary!

Al the patients who were not bedridden rushed in from the
other rooms, hobbling noisily on crutches or running, or walk-
ing with canes, and shouted vying with each other:

“Big newsl Street fighting in Pctersburg! The Petersburg gar-
rison has joined the insurgents! The revolution!”
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CHAPTER FIVE

FAREWELL TO THE OLD

1

The town was called Meliuzeievo and lay in the fertile, black-
soil country. Black dust hung over ats roofs like a z:loud of lo-
custs, It was raised by the troops and convoys passing through
the town, they moved in both directions, some going to the
front and others away from it, and it was impossible to tell
whether the war were stll going on or had ceased.

Every day newly created offices sprang up like mushrooms.
And they were elected to everything—Zhivago, Lieutenant Gal-
iullin, and Nurse Antipova, as well as a few others from their
group, all of them people from the big cities, well-informed and
experienced.

They served as temporary town officials and 2s minor com-
missars in the army and the health department, and they looked
upon this succession of tasks as an outdoor sport, a diversion, a
game of blindman’s buff. But more and more they felt that it

was time to stop 20d to get back to their ordimary oceupations
and their homes,

ﬂ;l‘\'ngo and Antipova were often brought together by their
wor

2

The rain tumed the black dust into coffee-colored mud and the
mud spread over the streets, most of them unpaved,

The town was small. At the end of almost every street you
could see the steppe, gloomy under the dark sky, all the vastness
of the war, the vastness of the revolution,

Yurll Andreievich wrote to his wife:

181
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“The disintegration and anarchy in the army continue. Meas-
ures are being taken to improve discipline and morale. I have
toured units stationed in the neighborhood.

“By way of a postscript, though I might have mentioned
it much earlier, I must tell that I do a lot of my work with a
certain Antipova, & nurse from Moscow who was bom In the
Urals,

“You remember the girl student who shot at the public prose-
cutor on that terrible night of your mother’s death? I believe
she was tried later. I remember telling you that Misha and I
had once seen her, when she was still a schoolgirl, at some
sordid hotel where your father took us. I can’t remember why we
went, only that it was a bitterly cold night. I think it was at the
time of the Presnia uprising. Well, that girl was Antipova,

“I have made several attempts to go home, but it is not so
simple. It is not so much the work-—we could hand that over
easily enough—the trouble is the trip. Either there are no trains
at all or else they are so overcrowded that there is no way of
finding a seat.

“But of course it can’t go on like this forever, and some of us,
who have resigned or been discharged, including Antipova, Gali-
ullin, and myself, have made up our minds that whatever hap-
pens we shall leave next week. We'll go scparately; it gives us &
better chance.

“So I may turn up any day out of the blue, though 11l try to
send a telegram.”

Before he left, however, he received his wife's reply. In sen-
tences broken by sobs and with tear stains and ink spots for
punctuation, she begged him not to come back to Moscow but
to go straight to the Urals with that wonderful nurse whose
progress through life was marked by porteats and coincidences
so miraculous that her own, Tonia’s, modest life could not pos-
sibly compete with it.

“Dan’t worry about Sasha's future,” she wrote. “You will never
need to be ashamed of him, I promise you to bring him up lr_l
those principles swhich as n child you saw practiced in our house.

Yurdi Andreievich wrote back at once: “You must be out (Zf
your mind, Tonial How could you imagine such a thing? Don't
you know, don't you know well enough, that if it were not for
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you, if it were ot for my constant, faithful thoughts of you and
of our home, 1 would vever have survived these two terrible,
devastating years of war? But why am I writing this—soon we'll
be together, our life will begin again, everything will be deared

uP"Wba\ frightens me about your letter is something else, U
Ixeally gave you cause o write in such a way, my behavior must
have been ambsguous and 1 am at fault not only before you but
before that other woman whom I am misleading. I} apolagize
to her as soon as she is back. She is away in the country. Local
councils, which formerly existed only in provincisl capitals and
county seats, ate being set up in the villages, and she has gone
to help a friend of hers who is acting as instructor in con-
nection with these legislative changes.

Tt may interest you to kuow that although we live in the

same house T don't know to this day which is Antipova’s room.
Tve never bothered to fud out.”

8

Two main ro2ds ran from Meliuzeievo, one going east, the
:)ih:r :vezt One was 2 mud track leading through the weads
. v ' t
.
4w s s glavetea and wept through Belds, bogg’y
;‘;u m}f but dry in summer, to Birluchi, the nearest railway
In June Zyhushino became an independ i
. republic, It
;:;;Pthby :heﬁ\'m]:n} miller iﬁzzheikq and suppoﬂegluby cde:er\t‘:;:
¢ 21210 Infantry who had felt the fomt st
Py 4 ont at the time of
B ; \\‘15“ f“m, kept their arms, and come to Zybushino through

e republic yefused o vocommize the Dumtom v -
R hreatel

", = Awpuomt WheTy »
ety were to be collectiviznd, ) € all wor

k and prop.
fsation as an Apostotic Seat, and seferred to the local adeunis.
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Zybushino had always been a source of legends and exaggera-
tions. It is mentioned in documents dating from the Times of
Troubles! and the thick forests surrounding it teemed with rob-
bers even later. The prosperity of its merchants and the fabu-
lous fertility of its soil were proverbial. Many popular belicfs,
customs, and oddities of speech that distinguished this whole
western region near the front originated in Zybushino.

Now amazing stories were told about Blazheiko's chief as-
sistant. It was said that he was deaf and dumb, that he acquired
the gift of speech at moments of inspiration, and then lost it
again.

The republic lasted two weeks, In July a unit loyal to the
Provisional Government entered the town. The deserters fell
back on Biriuchi. Several miles of forest had once been cleared
along the railway line on both sides of the junction, and there,
among the old tree stumps overgrown with wild strawberries,
the piles of timber depleted by pilfering, and the tumble-down
mud buts of the seasonal laborers who had cut the trees, the
deserters set up their camp.

4

The hospital in which Zhivago convalesced and later served as
a doctor, and which he was now preparing to leave, was housed
in the former residence of Countess Zhabrinskaia. She had
offered it to the Red Cross at the beginning of the war.

It was a two-story house on one of the best sites of the town,
at the corner of the main street and the square, known as the
Platz, where soldiers had dnlled in the old days and where mect-
ings were held now.

Its position gave it a good view of the neighborhood; in addi-
tion to the square and the strect it overlooked the adjoining
farm (owned by a poor, provincial family who lived almast like
peasants) as well as the Countess's old garden at the back.

The Countess had a large estate in the district, Razdolnoie,
and had used the house only for occasional business visits to

1 Pesiod of interregnum and civil war in 1613
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the town and as 3 ra\lying ph:nint for the guests who came from
far to stay at Razdolnofe in summer. o
“eal\;:\:dthe houseywas a hospital, and its owner was In prison
urg, where she had lived. )
fn g;t:;s: lagée stalf, only two women were Jeft, Ustinia, the
fead cook, and Mademoiselle Fleury, the former governess of
the Countess's danghters, who were now married. -

Grayhaired, pirkchecked, wnd _dish Tod M
Fleury shufled about in bedroom slippers and 2 floppy, worn-
out housecaat, apparently as much at home in the hospital as
she had been in the Zhabriosky famuly, She told long stoties in
her broken Russian, swallowing the ends of her words in the
French manner, gesticulated, struck dramatic poses, and burst
into hoarse peals of laughter that ended in coughing fits,

She beheved that she knew Nurse Antipova inside ont and
thought that the murse and the dottor were bound to be at-
tracted to each other, Suceombing to her passion for satche
making, so deep-rooted m the Latin heart, she was delighted
when she found them in each other's company, and would shake
ber finger and wink slyly at them. Thus puzzled Antipova and
angered the doctor; but, Lke all eccentrics, Mademoiselle cher-
1shed her fllusions and would sot be parted from them at any

pnce,

Ustnia was an even stranger character, Her c\umsy, pear-
shaped figure gave her the look of a brood hen. She wac vy
PV (PR NI

ness -

thing P auno and said to be
the daughter of the local son ek s s

cerer, she knew countless spells
und womld never go out without first Tnattering over the stove
and the keyhole o protect the house in her absence from fire and

the Evil One She could keep quiet for years, but once sh
o ’ e

:;\“ a\:lsled nothing would stop ber. Her payssion was to defend
e

pA!tcr_ lht; fall of l.h:a Zybushino republic, the Moliuzefevo
4 i hed

; 3 igo agamst the lacal
nmzlf:xs;;: tendencies, Every night peao;fu? meegﬁngs were held
at b b::. Wended by small numbers of citizens who had
nothing better to do and who, in the old days, used to gather
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for gossip outside the fire station. The Meliuzcievo cultural
soviet encouraged them and invited local and visiting speakers
to guide the discussions. The visitors believed the tales about
the talking deaf-mute to be utter nonsense and were ansious to
say 0. But the small craftsmen, the soldiers” wives, and former
servants of Meliuzeievo did not regard these stories as absurd
and stood up in his defense,

One of the most outspoken of his defenders was Ustinia, At
first held back by womanly reserve, she had gradually become
bolder in heckling orators whose views were unacceptable in
Meliuzeievo. In the end she developed into an expert public
speaker,

The humming of the voices in the square could be heard
through the open windows of the hospital, and on quiet nights
even fragments of specches. When Ustinia took the floor, Made-
moiselle often rushed jnto any room where people were sitting
and urged them to listen, imitating her without malice in her
broken accent: “Disorder . . , Disorder . . . Tsarist, bandit . . .
Zybushi- , , . deaf-mute . . . traitor] traitorl”

Mademoiselle was secretly proud of the spirited and sharp-
tongued cook. The two women were fond of each other although
they never stopped bickering.

5

Yurii Andreievich prepared to leave, visiting homes and offices
where he had friends, and applying for the necessary documents.
At that time the new commissar of the local scctor of the
front stopped at Meliuzeievo on his way to the army. Every-
body said he was completely inexperienced, a mere boy.

A new offensive was being planned and a great effort was
made to improve the morale of the army masses. Revolutionaty
courts-martial were instituted, and the death penalty, which had
recently been sbolished, was sestored.

Before leaving, the doctor had to obtain a paper from the
Jocal commandant.

Usually crowds filled his office, overflowing far out into the
strect. It was impossible to elbow one's way to the desks and
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10 one could hear anything in the rear caused by hundreds of

‘ml;i s was not ane of the reception days. The clerks sat

sting i ceful office, disgruntled at the growing
writing shently i the pea g Pmous: Cheer.
complcation of their work, and exchanging ratic g] od o if
ful voices came from the commandant's room; it sounded a5 if,
in there, people had unbuttoned their tupics and were having

ents, 3

M{;Zs}::ﬁm came out of the ioner Toom, saw Zhivago, and vig-
orowsly beckoued to bim.

Since the doctor had in any case to see the commandant,
fie went {n. He found the soom in a state of artistic .disorder.

The cester of the stage was held by the new commissar, the
hero of the day and the sensation of the town, w‘ho, msteat} of
being at bis post, was addressing the rulers of this paper king-
dom quite noconnected with staff aad aperational matters,

“Here's another of our stars,” said the commandant, intraduc-
ing the doctor. The i pletely self-absarbed, did not
Inok around, and the commandant turned, ta siga the paper that
the doctor put in front of him and waved him politely to a
low ottoman in the center of the oom.

The doctor was the only person. in the room wha sat normally.
All the rest were Iofling eccentrically with an air of exaggerated
and assumed ease. The commandant almost lay across his
desk, his cheek on his fist, in 2 thoughtful, Byranic pose. His
aide, 2 massive, stout man, perched on the arm of the sofa, his
legs tucked on the seat as 1f he were ridmg side saddle, Galivh
tin sat astride a chair, his arms folded on its back and his head
resting on his arms, aud the commissar kept hoisting himself
up by his wsists onto the window sifl and jumping off and yun-
ning up and down the room with small
about ke & wound-up top,

quick steps, buzzing
never still or sileat for a moment.
He talked continuously; the subject of the conversation was
be problem of the deserters at Biriuchi,

The commisar was exaclly as be had been described to
Towvage He was thin and grocefl, barely vt of his teens,
sfame with the highest ideals. He was said to come of a gaoé
family (the son of 3 senntor, some people thought) and to have
been one of the St $o march his company to the Duma in
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February. He was called Gints or Gintse—the doctor had not
quite caught the name—and spoke very distinctly, with a correct
Petersburg accent and a slight Baltic intonation.

He wore a tight-fitting tunic. It probably embarrassed him to
be so young, and in order to scem older he assumed a sneer
and an artificial stoop, hunching his shoulders with their stiff
epaulettes and keeping his hands deep in his pockets; this did
in fact give him a cavalryman’s silhouette which could be drawn
in two straight lines converging downward from the angle of
his shoulders to his feet.

“There is 2 Cossack regiment stationed a short distance down
the railway,” the commandant informed him. “It's Red, it's
loyal. It will be called out, the rebels will be surrounded, and
that will be the end of the business. The corps commander is
anxious that they should be disarmed without delay.”

“Cossacks? Out of the question!” flared the commissar. “This
is not 1gos. We're not going back to prerevolutionary methods.
On this point we don't see eye to eye. Your generals have out-
smarted themselves.”

“Nothing has been done yet. This is only a plan, a suggcslion."

“We have an agreement with the High Command not to
interfere with operational matters, I am not cancelling the order
to call out the Cossacks. Let them come. But I, for my part,
will take such steps as are dictated by common sense. I sup-
pose they have a bivouac out there?”

“I guess so. A camp, at any rate, Fortified.”

“So much the better. I want to go there. I want to see this
menace, this nest of robbers. They may be rebels, gentlemen,
they may even be deserters, but remember, they are the people.
And the people are children, you have to know them, yon have
to know their psychology. To get the best out of them, you
must have the right approach, you have to play on their best.
most sensitive chords.

“I'll go, and 11l have a heart-to-heart talk with them. Youll
see, theyll go back to the positions they have deserted. You
dor't belicve me? Want to bet?”

I wonder. But I hope you're right.”

“T1l say to them, Take my own case, I am an only son, the
hope of my parents, yct I haven't spared myself. I've given up
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erything—name, family, positon. 1 have done this to fight
?1‘7,: your fgreedcm, such f{-eeﬁgm as is nat fxnjoyed by any other
people in the world. This I id, and so did many other young
men hke myself, not to speak of the old.gunrd of our glorious
predecessors, the champros of the peaple’s nights who were sent
to hard labor in Siberia or locked up in the Schlusselburg For-
tress. Did we do this for ourselves? Did we have to do it? And
you, you wha are no longer ordinary privates hut the warriors
of the first revolutionary army in the world, ask your.selves
Yonestly: Have you lived up to your proud calling? At t}u§ mo-
ment when our country is being bled white and is making a
supreme effort to shake off the encurchng hydra of the enemy,
you have allowed yourselves to be fooled by 2 gang of nobedies,
you have become a rabble, politicall feited
with freedom, hoohgans for whom nothing is enough. You're
like the proverbial pig that was allowed in the dining room
and at ance jumped onto the table” Oh, Il touch them to the
quick, Il make them feel ashamed of themselves.”

“No, that would be risky,” the commandant objected half-

y, ging quic] Ful glances with his aide.
Caliutiir did his best to dissuade the commissar from his in-
sane Jdea, He new the reckless men of the z12th, they had

tcen in his davision at the front. But the commissar refused te
sten.,

Yuri Andzeievich kept trymg to get up and go. The com-
mssar's nawetd embarrassed him, but the sly sophistication of
the commandant and his aide—two sneering and dissembling
opportunists—was po better. The {oolishness of the one was
“‘m\cihcd by the slyness of the others. And all this expressed
#selt m a torrent of words, superfluous,
profoundly alten to Wfe tself. pefluces, utedy e, il

Oh, kow ane wishes sometumes to escape from the meaningless
duallness of human eloquence, from all those sublime phrases,
\\:“ :‘\‘\: rchxgc’h; nature, appatently so inarticulate, or in th(;

ssness of Jong, grinding
e ncss of Jr “;’;;“grmdma hb‘?:." of s«’:und’ sleep, of true

emotion! pless by
The dottor remembered his comin i §
4 % tatk with Antipova,
it was bound to be unpleasant, he was glad niqzkox‘emn?clc:l;i);
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of seeing her, even at such a price. She was unlikely to be back
But he got up as soon as he could and went ont, unnoticed by
the others.

6

Lo

Shig «was back, Mademoiselle, who gave him the news, added
t?mt she was tired, she had had a quick meal and had gone up
to her room saying she was not to be disturbed. “But I should
go up and knock if I were you,” Mademoiselle suggested. “[ am
sure she is not asleep yet."~—Which is her room?” the doctor
asked. Mademoiselle was surprised beyond words by his ques-
tion. Antipova lived-at the end of the passage on the top floor,
just beyond several rooms in which all of the Countesss
fumniture was kept locked, and where the doctor had never
been.
It was getting dark. Outside, the houses and fences huddled
closer together in the dusk. The trees advanced out of the
depth of the garden into the light of the lamps shining from
the windows, The night was hot and sticky. At the slightest
effort one was drenched with sweat. The light of the kerosene
lamps streaking into the yard went down the trees in a dirty,
vaporous flow.

The doctor stopped at the head of the stafrs. It occurred to
him that even to knock on Antipova’s door when she was only |
just back and tired from her journcy would be discourteous and
embarrassing. Better leave the talk for tomorrow. Feeling at a loss
as one does when one changes onc’s mind, he walked to the
other end of the passage, where a window overlooked the
neighboring yard, and leaned out

The night was full of quict, mysterious sounds. Next to him,
inside the passage, water dripped from the washbasin regularly
and slowly. Somewhere outside the window people were whisper-
ing. Somewhere in the vegetable patch they were watering
cucumber beds, clanking the chain of the well as they drew
the water and poured it from pail to pail.

All the flowers smelled at once, it was as if the earth, un.
conscious 21l day Jong, were now waking to their fragrance. And
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from the Countess’s centuries-old garden, so Littesed with fallen
branches that it was impenetrable, the dusty aroma of old
linden trees coming into bloom drifted in a huge wave as tall
as a house. 3

Noises came from the street beyond the fence on the right—
suatehes of 2 song, & drunken soldier, doors banging. )

An enormous erimson moon rose behind the crows’ nests in
the Countess's garden. At Brst it was the color of the new brick
mill in Zybushino, then it turned yellow like the water tower
at Birjuchi

And jost under the window, the smell of new-mown hay, as
pesfumed as jasmine tea, mixed with that of belladonna. Below
there a cow was tethered; she had been brought from a dis-
tant village, she had walked all day, she was tired and homesick
for the herd and would not yet accept food from her new mis-
tress.

“Now, now, whoa there, Il show you how to butt,” her mis-
tress coared her in a whisper, but the cow crossly shook her
head and craned her neck, mooing plintively, and bheyond
the Black barms of Meliuzeievo the stars twinkled, and invisibl
threads of sympathy stretched between them and the cow as if
there were cattle sheds in other worlds where she was pitied.

Everything was fermenting, growing, rising with the magie
yeast of Bfe. The joy of living, ke a gentle wind, swept in a
broad surge indiscritunately through Selds and towns, through
walls and fences, through wood asd flesh Not to be over-

whelmed by this tidal wave, Yurii Andreievich went out into the
squate to Jisten to the speeches.

.

7

By maw the moon stood high. ¥ts Wght covered s
with a thick layer of white paiat, Theghrmd shidofv‘;em g;
the pillared government buildi gs that surrounded the square
in ;}scmimf}c spxe:ul o0 the ground ke black rugs

e meeling, w3s bewng held across the square, Strani 7
emb,vn:c could hear every ward, But theqdoctox w:zgu:;;
by the beauty of the spectacle; he sat down on the bench out-
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side the fire station and instead of listcening looked about him.

Narrow dead-end streets ran off the square, as decp in mud
as country lanes and lincd with erooked little houses. Fences of
phaited willows stuck out of the mud liks bow nets in a pond,
or Jobster pots. You could sce the weak glint of open windows.
In the small front gardens, sweaty red heads of corn with oily
whiskers reached out toward the rooms, and single pale thin
hollyhocks looked out over the fences, like women in night
clothes whom the heat had driven out of their stuffy houses
for a breath of air. .

The moonlit night was extraordinary, like merciful love or the
gift of clairvoyance, Suddenly, into this radiant, legendary still-
ness, there dropped the measured, rhythmic sound of a fi-
miliar, recently heard voice. It was a Bne ardent voice and ft
rang with conviction. The doctor listened and recognized it at
once. Commissar Gints was addressing the meeting on the
square.

Apparently the municipality had asked him to lend them the
support of his authority. With great feeling he chided the peo-
ple of Mecliuzeievo for their disorganized ways and for giving
in to the disintegrating influence of the Bolsheviks, who, he
said, were the real instigators of the Zybushino disorders. Speak-
ing in the same spirit as at the commandant’s, he reminded them
of the powerful and ruthless enemy, and of their country’s hour
of trial. Then the crowd began to heckle.

Calls of protest alternated with demands for silence. The in-
terruptions grew Jouder and more frequent. A man who had
come with Gints, and who now assumed the role of chairman,
shouted that speeches from the floor were not allowed and
called the audience to order. Some insisted that a citizeness
who wished to speak should be given leave.

A woman made her way through the crowd to the wooden
box that served as a platform. She did not attempt to climb
on the box but stood beside it. The woman was known to the
crowd. Its attention was caught. There was a silence. This was
Ustinia.

“Now you were saying, Comrade Commissar, about Zybush.
ino,” she began, “and about looking sharp—iou told us to look
sharp and not to be deceived—but actuafly, you yoursclf, 1
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ou, all you do is to play about with words like 'K%o\-
‘;}i:‘:}g Meush)f':v;ks,’ that's all you talk abuu‘t-—-BoXshevx.ks.
Mensheviks, Now all that about no more fghting and all being
brothers, T call that being godly, not Memhevxk,' and about
the works and factories going to the poor, that isnt Bolf\nmk,
that's just buman decency, And abont that deaf-nute, we're fed
up hearing about him. Everybody goes on and on zbout the
deal-mute. And what have you got against him? Just that he
was dumb all that time and then he suddenly stated to talk
snd dide't ask your permission? As i that were so marvellous!
Much stranger things than that have been lmawn to happen.
Tale the famous she-ass, for instance. ‘Balaam, Balaam, she
says, Tisten to me, dogt go that way, T beg you, you'll be sorry”
Well, naturally, he wouldn't histen, he went on. Like you saying,
‘A deaf-mute,’ he thought, ‘a she-ass, a dumb beast, what's the
good of [istening to her” He scorned her, And look how sorry
he was afterwards. You all know what the end of it was.”

“What?” someone asked cunously,

“That's enough,” snapped Ustinia, “If you ask too many ques-
tions yaull grow old before your time.”

“That's no good You tell us,” insisted the heckler,

“All right, all right, Il tell you, you pest. He was turned into
a pillar of salt.”

“You've got it wrong, that was Lot That was Lots wife” peo-

Ple shouted. Everyone Jaughed. The chairman called the meet-
wg to order. The doctor went to bed.

8
He saw Antipova the following evenia i
g He found her in the
[‘:::‘lgg.mlh a pile of linen, strarght out of the wrager, she was
The pantry was one of the back
* 0oms at the top, looking
(:::hmd cre\:z g:rgex:‘. There a:he Samovars were got read;‘ food \vaé
o e We used plates were stacked in the dumb-
waiter 10 be sent down 10 e itchen Th oo the litr -
o ere too the list
china, :}:l\'u, and glass sere hept and checked, and there pei (l’f:
spent their moments of teisure, USIng # a5 2 teeting place, F
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The windows were open. In the room, the scent of linden
blossoms mingled, as in an old park, with the earaway-bitter
smell of dry twigs and the charcoal fumes of the two flatirons
that Antipova used alternately, putting them each in tumn in
the flue to kecp them hot.

“Well, why didnt you knock last night? Mademoiselle told
me. But it's a good thing you didn't. I was already in bed. I
couldn't have let you in. Well, how are you? Look out for the
charcoal, don't get it on your suit.”

“You look as if you've been doing the laundry for the whole
hospital.”

“No, there’s a lot of mine in there. You sce? You keep on teas-
ing me about getting stuck in Melinzeievo. Well, this time I
mean it, I'm going. I'm getting my things together, 'm packing,
When I've finished Il be off. Il be in the Urals and youll be
in Moscow. Then one day somcbody will ask you: ‘Do you hap-
pen to know a little town called Meliuzeievo?” and you'll say:
‘I don't seem to call it to mind'—And who is Antipova®’—Never
heard of her.'”

“That's unlikely. Did you have a good trip? What was it like
in the country?”

“That’s a long story. How quickly these irons cool] Do hand me
the other, do you mind? It's over there, look, just inside the fluc.
And could you put this one back? Thanks, Every village 1s dif-
ferent, it depends on the villagers. In some the people are in-
dustrious, thcy work hard, then it isn't bad. And in others 1 mp:
pose all the men are drunks. Then it's desolate. A terrible sight.

“Nonscnse! Drunks? A lot you nnderstand! It’s just that there
is no one there, all the men are in the army. What about the
new councils?”

“You're wrong about the drunks, ] dont agree with you at
all. The councils? There’s going to be a lot of trouble with
the councils. The instructions can’t be applied, there’s nobady
10 work with, All the peasants care about at the moment Is the
land question. . . . I'stopped at Razdolnole. What a lovely place,
you should go and see it. . . . It was burned a bit and looted
last spring. the bam is bumed down, the orchards nr'o charred,
and there are smoke stains on some of the houses. Zybushino
1 dido't see, I didn’t get there. But they all tell you the deaf-mute
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really exists. They describe what be looks hike, they say be's
young aod educated.”

*Last pight Ustinia stood up for him on the squm-"

“Ihe moment § got back there was another lot of old furniture
from Razdolnoie. Tve asked them o hundred times 10 leave it
aloge. As i} we dido't have enough of our own. And this mom-
ing the guard from the commandant’s offce comes aver with a
sote—they must bave the silver tea set and the erystal glasses,
i¥'s 0 mmatter of Hife and death, just for one night, theyl} send it
back, Half of it well never see agaw. Ifs always a loan—1I know
these Joans. They're baving a party—in horor of some visitor
ot something”

“1 can guess who that is. The new commissar has arrived, the
ono who's appointed to our sector of the front. They want to
tackle the deserters, have them surrounded and disarmed. The
commissar is 3 greenhorn, 2 babe in arms. The local authorities
want to call ont the Cossacks, but not he—he's planning to
speak to their hedrts, The-people, he says, are hke children, and
50 on; he thinks it’s a kind of game. Galiullin tried to argue'with
hwng he told hum to leave the jungle alone, not to rouse the
b b:}a“s; 'Lo:-nve us Yo deal with it, he said. But you can’t

anything with a fellow Lke that onte he's got a thing in hs
head. 1 do wish you'd listen to me Do stop ironing 2 minute.
There will be an vmmagunable mess bere soon; it's beyond our
power to avert It, 1 do wish you'd feave hefore it happens™

"Nothung will happen, you're exaggerating, And anyw: P?I ,
leaving Buk I can't just snap my fogers ;ud s A az}],i: N
have to hand in @ properly checked inventory, I d y goodbye. 1
‘t:;k as if?ll;‘e‘ stolen something and rup :z;y ,{72; :;tt;: :a

e oves? That's the v . ©
Ahrongh with faat msg'ﬂ]:{;:;viniu ielé):]m \vhat‘l‘ve been
listed Zhabrinskaia's things as riz-:d;m ) gt s abuse. 1
way the sense of the decsee, Nuwospuwy progerty, bec ause that
ta keep them for the awner! What a d;;?’ Xd‘xﬁ it on purpose

“Do stop worrying about pats end b
What a thing to fuss sboot at o hkmgs.. To hell with them.
you yesterday. L was fo such q:\dcf e thist Ob, 1 wish T'd seen
zzu alt am everything, etp\gined ;;:n‘::g]te! O;Mdalhwe Ny

, RRIW any a ‘ ¥ celestial mechan-
'y acoursed question? It's true, you know, I'm

S,
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not joking, I really did want to get it all off my chest. And I
wanted to tell you about my wife, and my son, and myself. ...
Why the hell cant a grown-up man talk to a grown-up woman
without being at once suspected of some ulterior motive? Damn
all motives—ulterior ones and others.

“Please, go on with your ironing, make the linen nice and
smooth, don’t bother about me, Il go on talking. Il talk a long
time.

“Just think what’s going on around us! And that you and I
should be living at such a time. Such a thing happens only
once in an eternity, Just think of it, the whole of Russia has
had its roof tomn off, and you and I and everyonc clse are out
in the open! And there’s nobody to spy on us. Freedom! Real
frecdom, not just talk about it, freedom, dropped out of the sky,
freedom beyond our cxpectations, Irecdom by accident, through
a misunderstanding,

“And how great everyone is, and completely at seal Have you
noticed? As if crushed by his own weight, by the discovery
of his greatness.

“Go on ironing, I tell you. Don't talk. You aren’t bored. Let
me change your won for you.

“Last night I was watching the meeting in the square. An
extraordinary sight! Mother Russia is on the move, she can't
stand still, she's restless and she can't find rest, she’s talking
and she can't stop. And it sn't as if only people were talking.
Stars and trees meet and converse, flowers talk philosophy at
night, stone houses hold mectings. It makes you think of the
Gospel, doesn’t 1t? The days of the apostles. Remember St.
Paul? You will speak with tongues and you will prophesy Pray
for the gift of understanding.”

“I know what you mean about stars and trees holding meetings
I understand that. It's happened to me too.”

“It was partly the war, the revolution did the rest. The war
was an artificial break in Wfe~as if life could be put off for a
time—what nonscnse! The revolution broke out willy-nillv,
Iike a sigh suppressed too long Eseryane was revival, reborn,
changed, transformed. You might say that everyone has been
through two revolutions—Ius own personal revolution as well
as the gcncral one. It scems to me that socialivm s the see,
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these separate streams, these private, individual revo.lu-

:;inoiﬁrc ilowi.ni; Into jt—the sea of life, the sea of ‘sponlanexiy.
I said life, but 1 mean e as you see it in n great picture, trans-
formed by genius, creatively coriched. Only now people have
decided t expetience it ot in books and pictures but in them-
selves, not a an abstraction but §n practice, B

The sudden trembling of bis voice betrayed his Tising
agitation. Antipova stopped ireniug and gave him a grave, as-
tonished look. It confused him and he forgot what he was say-
ing, After a moment of embarrassed silence he sushed on, blurt-
ing out whatever came into his head

“These days 1 have such a Jonging to live honestly, to be
productive. I 5o much want to be a part of all this awakening.
And then, in the middle of all this general rejoicing, 1 catch
your mysterious, sad glance, wandering God knaws where, far
away. How I wish 1t were not therel How I wish your face to
say that you are happy with your fate and that you need nothing
fom anyone If only someone who 15 really close to you, your
friend or your husband—best of all if he were a soldier—would
take me by the hand and tell me to stop worrying about your fate
and pot 1o weary you with my attentions, But I'd wrest my band
free and take a swing, . . . Ab, T have forgotten myself. Please
forgiwe me™

Onee again the doctor's voice betrayed him. He gave up strug-
Rling and, fecling hopelessly awlavard, got up and went to the

:\'indmv Leaning on the sill, his cheek on his hand, he stared
into the dark

arden with absent, i s %
tect sl absent, unseefng eyes, trying to col

Antipova walked sound the ironing board, e
the table and the ather window, :mt% stuppc,dl?ii;7 l:}g:dmli)detd‘;: eol;
the Toom o fc\:: steps behind bim, “That's what Tve always
been afraid nf: she sd softly, as if to herself. “1 shouldnt
e . . . Dont, Yuri Arndreievich, you musto’t, Oh, now ust
lock at what yowve made me dot® she exclaimed Sh’e ran black
to the board, where a thin stream of acesid smoke came §
under the iren that had burned through o blouse. i
bS\\v: \\\\\m{»v:\ W down crossly on its stand, “Yurii :A.ndreievich,’
she \‘\u\.t on, ~do be sensible, go off to Mademoiselle for a min-
ute, have & drink of water and come back, please, as I've always
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known you till now and as I want you to be. Do you hear, Yurii
Andreievich? I know you can do it. Please do it, I beg you."

They had no more talks of this kind, and a week later Larisa
Feodorovna left.

9

Some time later, Zhivago too set out for home. The night before
he left there was a terrible storm. The roar of the gale merged
with that of the downpour, which sometimes crashed straight
onto the roofs and at other times drove down the strect with the
changing wind as if lashing its way step by step.

The peels of thunder followed each other uninterruptedly,
producing a steady rumble. In the blaze of continual flashes of
lightning the strect vanished into the distance, and the bent
trees seemed to be running in the same direction.

Mademoiselle Fleury was waked up in the night by an ur-
gent knocking at the front door. She sat up in alarm and Jis-
tened. The knocking went on.

Could it be, she thought, that there wasn't a soul left in the
hospital to get up and open the door? Did she always have to
do everything, poor old woman, just because nature had made
her reliable and endowed her with a sense of duty?

Well, admittedly, the house had belonged to rich aristoerats,
but what about the hospital—didn't that beleng to the people,
wasn't it their own? Whom did they expeet to look after it?
Where, for instance, had the male nurses got to, she'd like to
know. Everyone had fled—no more orderlies, no more nurses, oo
doctors, no onc in authority Yet there were still wounded in the
house, two legless men in the surgical ward where the drawing
room used 1o be, and downstairs next to the laundry the store-
room full of dysentery cases. And that devil Ustinia had gone
out visiting. She knew perfectly well that there was a storm
coming, but did that stop her? Now she hud a good excuse to

nd the night out.
spi\'d], l}uik God the kmocking had stopped, they realized
that nobody would answer, they'd given it up. Why anybody
should want to be out in the weather . . . Or could it be Us-
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tiniaP No, she had her key. Oh God, how terrible, they've Starteg
again,

8 way off by now, Hadn't she Lerself,
with 1250, hidden, > and disguiseq him a5 Wilian, gpq
then to) ad ang e in the district ¢,
help hiyy 2Pe after thy, homripe |, € at the station
When the, led Cop, 4 Gty ang chased Galiullig all
the way from Brtuchy g, Mehuzex‘evo, sbmtmg at him apg then
huntmg for by 11 over the tovy)

If ¢ hadp'e been or those autcmobﬂes, 10t 2 stone would
bave by left Standimg he ¢

0wn Ap armoreq division hap.
¢ pa: , and stopp those gy} men.
The st Was subs;, movi, Vay. The thundey was Jess

Suddenlv the ocking gy the frong door, which hag long
since S1opped, 1oy TeSumeq, Someope Was jn Urgent peeq of
o kang rcpcatedly Th

n, y ©Speratiog, € wing
*ose agyn and the T30 o down, ?
“Ce od Af,,

“Moiselle ¢

OWN vpjee fngh!ened her,

It hag suddcnly OCcurred ¢, her who g mj;
her feep and Puship, i

4 ght be. p,,
into 2 sh
Eown gyqp her shauldcn a hs e e o be

O, Shout © Whoever ;. W35, and the
sound of b0

T dresslng

ied ¢ Wake Zhj ), it

Vould b Joge ln'ghtcning if he Came doyy, with hlexs But‘:eg(;m:i

card e lrnOcl.mg and o alreagy, 02 down Wwith 5
bghteq candle, q, $ame g, ba d ty both of the

LTEING
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known you till now and as I want you to be. Do you hear, Yurii
Andreievich? I know you can do it. Please do it, I beg you”

They had no more talks of this kind, and a week later Larisa
Feodorovna left.

9

Some time later, Zhivago too set out for home. The night before
he left there was a terrible storm. The roar of the gale merged
with that of the downpour, which sometimes crashed straight
onto the roofs and at other times drove down the street with the
changing wind as if lashing its way step by step.

The peels of thunder followed each other uninterruptedly,
producing a steady rumble. In the blaze of continual flashes of
lightning the street ished into the distance, and the bent
trees seemed to be running in the same direction,

Mademoiselle Fleury was waked up in the night by an ur-
gent knocking at the front door, She sat up in alarm and lis-
tened. The knocking went on.

Could it be, she thought, that there wasn’t a soul left in the
hospital to get up and open the door? Did she always have to
do everything, poor old woman, just because nature had made
her reliable and endowed her with a sense of duty?

Well, admittedly, the house had belonged to rich aristocrats,
but what about the hospital—didn’t that belong to the people,
wasn't it their own? Whom did they expect to look after it?
Where, for instance, had the male nurses got to, she'd like to
know. Everyone had fled—no more orderlies, no more nurses, no
doctors, no one in authority, Yet there were still wounded in the
house, two legless men in the surgical ward where the drawing
room used to be, and downstairs next to the laundry the storc-
room full of dysentery cases. And that devil Ustinia had gone
out visiting. She knew perfectly well that there was a storm
coming, but did that stop her? Now she had a good excuse to
spend the night out. )

Well, thank God the knocking had stopped, they realized
that nobody would answer, they'd given it up. Why anybody
should want to be out in the weather .., Or could it be Us-

.,
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kin, and

0 in, chilled through und soaked to the s’ ,
‘t‘}:l;'li :zlr:lleas,),: her dozens of questions while she took o{; ::;
things, and she would go and chonge ;.md come downhsa:\ni 0
herself in front of the Jitchen stove, stilt v from‘ - l%:m‘

and would tell them ber adsentures, pushing back her

d Yaughing ]

an’l'h:;%mggbeen so sure of it that after Jocking the front dc;m'
they Imagined that she was outside the hause in the form of 2

watery wiaith, and ber fmage continued to haust them.

10

It was said that the Biriuchi tefegrapher, Kolia Frolenko, was
indhrectly responsible for the trouble at the statfon.

33 Ternak
Koha, the son of 2 well-kn M

had
boen a fambor Sgare m Melinzelevo from his earliest chitdhood
As v small boy he had stayed with some of the servants at
Razdolnoie and had played with the Countesss daughters.
1t was then that he learned to understand French, Mademoi-
selle Fleury knew him well.

Everyone in Meluzerevo was used to seeing him on his bicy-
cle, coatless, hatless, and in canvas seramer shoes in amy
weather Arms crossed on his chest, he free-wheeled down the
road, glancing up at the poles and wires to check the conditton
of the network.

Some of the houses in Melinzeievo were connected by
% branch Tine with the exchange at the station. The calls were
handled by Kolia at the station swatchboard. There he was up
to bus urs in work, for not auly the telephone and telegraph
were 1n b charge, but, if the stationmaster Povarikhin was
absent for a few moments, also the railway signals, which wete
operated from the same control Toom,

Uaving to loak after seversl mechanical instruments at once,
Keha had evalved 2 specal style of speech, chsowre, abrupt,
and puzzling, which cnabled i, € b these, to avoid answer,
ing questions or gettng imohed in 2 cowvessation. e was smd
to have abused the advantage this gave him on the day of the
disorders.
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“Zhivago, Zhivago, they're knocking on the front door, T'm
afraid to go down alone,” she called out in French, adding in
Russian: “You will see, it’s either Lar or Lieutenant Gaiul”

Roused by the knocking, Yurii Andreievich had also felt
certain that it was someone he knew—either Galiullin, who had
been stopped in his flight and was coming back for refuge, or
Nurse Antipova, prevented from continuing her journey for
some reason.

In the hallway the doctor gave the candle to Mademoiselle,
drew the bolts, and turned the key. A gust of wind burst the
door open, putting out the candle and showering them with cold
raindrops.

“Who is it? Who is it? Anybody there?”

Mademoiselle and the doctor shouted in turn into the dark-
ness but there was no reply. Suddenly the knocking started
again in another place—was it at the back door, or, as they now
thought, at the French window into the garden?

“Must be the wind,” said the doctor. “But just to make sure,
perhaps you'd have a look at the back. Il stay here in case
there really is someone.”

Mademoiselle disappeared into the house while the doctor
went out and stood under the entrance roof. His eyes had be-
come accustomed to the darkness, and he could make out the
first signs of dawn.

Above the town, clouds raced dementedly as if pursued, so
low that their tatters almost caught the tops of the trees, which
bent in the same direction so that they looked like brooms
sweeping the sky. The rain lashed the wooden wall of the
house, turning it from gray to black.

Mademoiselle came back. “Well?” said the doctor.

“You were right. There’s no one.” She had been all around the
house; 2 branch knocking on the pantry window had broken
one of the panes and there were huge puddles on the floor, and
the same thing in what used to be Lara’s room—there was a sea,
a real sea, an ocean. “And on this side, look, there’s a bmkeg
shutter knocking on the casement, do you see it? That's all it was.

They talked a little, locked the door, and went back to their
ooms, both regretting that the alarm had been a falsc one.
They had been sure that when they opened the door Antipova

T

i
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At the word of command, the Cossacks mounted their horses

d galloped to the clearing.

“-n?e xegels of the zlz!hgwere sprreunded. In woods, horse-
roen olways seem taller and more formidable than in an
open field. They mpressed the infantrymen, although they had
nfics in their mud buts, The Cossacks drew ther swords.

‘Within the nng formed by the horses, some timber was piled
up. Gints mounted it and addressed the sarrounded men.

As uswal, he spoke of soltherly duty, of the tatherland, and
many other fofty subjects But these ideas found no sympathy
among s listeners, These were t00 many of them. They had
sullered a great deal in the war, they were thick-skinned and
evhausted. They had long been fed up with the phrases Gints
was giving them. Four mauths of waeing by the Left and Right
had cormupted these unsophisticated men, who, moreover, were

abenated by the speaker's foreign-sounding name and Baltic
secent.

Gants felt thot Tus speech was 100 Jong and was snnoyed at
bireott et ha she cbaatoo .+ A
hS . .
<3 " -

-« woaneu W speak straight from the shoulder and to
bnng up the threats he had so far held in reserve, Heedless of
the nsimg he ded the & hat revel ¥
courts-martial had been set up, and called on them, on pain of
death, to disarm snd give up their ringleaders. If they refused,
he smd, \t‘cy W mi\lid prove that they were comman traitors, an
sriesponnble swollen-headed rabble, The men had o
u;csi‘ to bemyg talked to in such » tone, o4 become wn
veral hundred volces rose in an wproar. S v
I;nched Tx;nd almast without anger- “,\% ﬁgh;u;?\a :;;}:: !P‘:\;ve
down X e ]
o c:‘z * enough” But hate-Bled, hystencal trebles pre-
“The nenvel Just like in the old 4.
t ays! These off i
ux‘:ﬂt; dirt S0 we're traitors, are we?y;nd wlmn abl:\:: sct;xlxl t':;t
:1 + Excellency? Why bother with him? Obviousty hz's n}(}eh
" in. an miltrdtor. Shaw us your papers, Bueblood. And wha
e B3R ot pacilien?™ They tumed to the Co ks!
e come ta vestore order, go on, tie us up, have you:saﬁcm;




152 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

It is true that, by suppressing information, he had defeated
Galiullin’s good intentions and, perhaps unwittingly, had givena
fatal turn to the events.

Galiullin had called up from town and asked for Commissar
Gints, who was somewhere at the station or in its vicinity, in
order to tell him that he was on his way to join him and
to ask him to wait for him and do nothing until he arrived.
Kolia, on the pretext that he was busy signalling an approaching
train, refused to call the commissar, At the same time he did his
utmost to delay the train, which was bringing up the Cossacks
summoned to Biriuchi.

When the troops arrived nevertheless he did not conceal his
dismay.

The engine, crawling slowly under the dark roof of the plat-
form, stopped in front of the huge window of the control room.
Kolia drew the green serge curtain with the initials of the
Company woven in yellow into the border, picked up the enor-
mous water jug standing on the tray on the window ledge,
poured some water into the plain, thick, straight-sided glass,
drank a few mouthfuls, and looked out.

The engineer saw him from his cab and gave him a friendly

nod.
“The stinker, the louse,” Kolia thought with hatred. He stuck
out his tongue and shook his fist. The engineer not only under-
stood him but managed to convey by a shrug of the shoulders
and a nod in the direction of the train: “What was I to do? I'd
like to know what you'd have done in my place. He’s the boss.”
—“You're a filthy brute all the same,” Kolia replied by ges-
tures.
The horses were taken, balking, out of the freight cars. The
thud of their hoofs on the wooden gangways was followed by
the ring of their shoes on the stone platform. They were led,
rearing, across the tracks.

At the end of the tracks were two rows of derclict wooden
coaches. The rain had washed them clean of paint, and worms
and damp had rotted them from inside, so that now they were
reverting to their original kinship with the wood of the forest,
which began just beyond the rolling stock, with its lichen, its
birches, and the clouds towering above it.
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stood & water butt for use in case of fire, It was Hightly covered.
Cints jeroped vp on the Ud and addressed the approaching
sotdiers with an incoberent but gripping speech. His usnatural
voice and the insane boldness of his gesture, fwo steps from
the door where he could so easily have taken shelter, mmazed
them and stopped them in their tracks, They lowered their rifles,

But Clats, who was standing on the edge of the Jid, suddenly
pushed it in. One of his legs stipped into the watex and the
other hung over the edge of the butt.

Seeing fum sitting clumsily astride the edge of the butt, the
soldiers burst into laughter and the one 1o front sbot Gints in

the neck. He was dead by the time the others ran up and thrust
theis bayonets wto us body.

i

Mademoiselle called up Kolia and told him to find Dr. Zhivago 2
good seat in the tram to Moscaw, threatenung him with exposure
1f he did not.

Kolia was as usual conducting another conversation and, judg-
ing by the decimal fractions that punctuated his speech, trans-
miting a message wn code over a thud wstrument.

“Psdov, Fskov, can you hear me? What rebels? What help?
What are you walking about, Mademoiselle? Ring off, please.
Pshav, Pskov, thirty-sic paiat zero ane fve. Oh hell, they've vat
me off. Hello, hella, 1 ean't hear, Is that you agam, Mademar
seNe? Tve told you, I eant. Ask Povarikhin. All lies, Bctions
Thutysis .. Ob bk, . Cet off the line, Mademoiselle”

Asd Mademuisefle was saying: '

“Don't you throw dust in my eyes, Pskov, Pskov, you lar,
:’: ;wa :dg\;x :Immugl}: you, tomorsaw you'll put the doZ\Zr on l’h}a
mu!‘)uduu_om steh 1o another word from any wurdering

The dav Ynris aaa.+ o

ke the
the sts.
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But the Cossacks, too, Iiked Gints’ unfortunate speech less and
less. “They are all swine to him,” they muttered. “Thinks himself
the lord and master!” At first singly, and then in ever-growing
numbers, they began to sheathe their swords, One after another
they got off their horses, When most of them had dismounted,
they moved in a disorderly crowd toward the center of the
clearing, mixed with the men of the 212th, and fraternized.

“You must vanish quietly,” the worried Cossack officers told
Gints. “Your car is at the station, we'll send for it to meet you
Hurry.”

Gints went, but he felt that to steal away was beneath his dig-
nity, so he turned quite openly toward the station. He was ter-
ribly agitated but out of pride forced himself to walk calmly
and unhurriedly,

He was close to the station. At the edge of the woods, within
sight of the tracks, he looked back for the first time. Soldiers
with rifles had followed him. “What do they want?” he wondered.
He quickened his pace.

So did his pursuers. The distance between them remained
unchanged. He saw the double wall of derelict coaches,
stepped behind them, and ran. The train that had brought the
Cossacks had been shunted. The lines were clear. He crossed
them at a run and leapt onto the steep platform. At the same
moment the soldiers ran out from behind the old coaches.
Povarikhin and Kolia were shouting and waving to him to get
into the station building, where they could save him.

But once again the sense of honor bred in him for genera-
tions, a city-bred sense of honor, which impelled him to self-
sacrifice and was out of place here, barred his way to safety.
His heart pounding wildly, he made a supreme effort to con-
trol himself. He told himself: “I must shout to them, ‘Come to
your senses, men, you know I'm not a spy.” A really heartfelt
word or two will bring them to their senses.”

In the course of the past months his feeling for a courageous
exploit or a heart-felt speech had unconsciously become as-
sociated with stages, speakers’ platforms, or just chairs onto
which you jumped to fling an appeal or ardent call to the

crowds. .
At the very doors of the station, under the station bell, there
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buffers or climbed in through the windows and onto the roofs,
The tain SWted in an instant, while 1t was still smoving, snd by
the time it stood by the platform, not oply was it crarmne.d but
passengers bung all over 3, fom top to battorn. By a miracle,
the doctor managed to get onto a platform and from there, stalt
more unaccountably, 1nto the corrider.

There he stayed, sitting on bis luggage, ail the way to Sukhin-
ichi

The stormy sky had cleared, In the hot, suony fields, esickets
cmrped Youdly, muSling the elatter of the traln.

Thase passengers wha stood by the windows shaded the rest
from the bght Therr double and tnple shadows streaked across
the floor and benches Indeed, these shadows went beyond the
cars They were crowded out through the opposite windovws,
and accompanied the moving shadow of the train itself,

Al around people were shouting, bawling songs, quarrelling,
and playing cards Whenever the train stopped, the nofse of the
besieging crowds outade was added to this turmorl. The roar of
the voices was deafening, like a storm at sea, asd, as at sea,
there would be a sudden k. In the inexplicable stillness you
could hear footsteps hurrying down the platiorra, the bustle
and arguments oufside the freight car, isolated wotds from peo-
gle, farewells spoken m the distance, and the quiet clucking
of hens and rustling of trees in the station garden.

Then, Ike a telegram delvered on the tram, or like greet-
ings from Melwzck ddressed to Yurli Andeeiovich, there
diilted in throngh the windows a familiar fragrance. It Q;m;e from
smm}:;rc to one side and hgher than the level of either garden
::x:g i and it quiely asserted its excellence over evesy-

Kept from the windows by v
o et 0 Pandovs y the crowd, the doctor conld not

mned them growing som
nm;, c\dn&ly stt.c\chifxg et their hcavyg;ranc\%es tnet‘hvge::n‘i]:z
r::v“ ’:‘ ::rl t(llm{ (ohagl.‘g covered with dust from the passlig
hick a5 night, i) i i
o, iees Mwlé; \“ m‘\‘::s .spnnkled with constellations of
mxi::; \\a“p“p::kc\! nt:m: and again throughout the trip. There were
g very i
ooty e blnssom.cq station, And everywhere the linden
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tion, at the outskirts of the town, littered with the shells of
sunflower seeds, the clay huts and the geese looked white and
frightened under the still menace of the black sky.

The grass on the wide field in front of the station and stretch-
ing to both sides of it was trampled and entirely covered by a
countless multitude who had for wecks been waiting for trains.

Old men in coarse gray woollen coats wandered about in the
hot sun from group to group in search of news and rumors.
Glum fourteen-year-old boys lay on their elbows twirling peeled
twigs, as if they were tending cattle, while their small brothers
and sisters scuttled about with flying shirts and pink bottoms.
Their legs stretched straight in front of them, their mothers
sat on the ground with babies packed into the tight shapeless
bosoms of their brown peasant coats.

“All scattered like sheep as soon as the shooting began. They
dido't like it,” the stationmaster told the doctor unsympatheti-
cally as they walked between the rows of bodies lying on the
ground in front of the entrance and on the floors inside the sta-
tion. “In a twinkling everybody cleared off the grass. You could
see the ground again; we hadn't seen 1t m four months with all
this gypsy camp going on, we'd forgotten what it looked like.
This is where be lay. It's a strange thing, I'Ve seen all sorts of
horror in the war, youw'd think I'd be used to anything. But I
felt so sorry somehow. It was the sensclessness of it. What had
he done to them? But then they arent human beings. They
say he was the favorite son. And now to the right, if you please,
into my office. There isn’t a chance on this train, I'm afraid,
they’d crush you to death. I'm putting you on a local one. We
are making it up now. But not a word about it until you're
ready to get on it, they'd tear it apart before it was made up.
You change at Sukhinichi tonight.”

13

When the “secret” train backed into the station from behind
the railway sheds, the whole crowd poured onto the tracks. Peo-

1o rolled down the hills like marbles, scrambled onto the em-
bankment, and, pushing each other, jumped onto the steps and
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£23 Lo anb chnabing

amiably, at once ea-
g, " as he did so, fxedly

“his mouth,

* lt;es ’l&d au unpleasant, high-pitched voice tl:mat now and
then rose to a tinny falsetto Auother oddity of his speech was
that, while he was plainly Fussian, be prononnced one vowel,
«, in @ most outlandish manner, hke the French ¢, To utter even
this garbled #, he had to make a great effort, and he pmnoun.ced
it louder than any other sound, accompanying it each time
with a slight squeal. At moments, apparently by concentsating,
he managed to correct this defect but it always came back.

“What 15 this?” Zhivage wondered. “I'm sure I've sead about
it, as a doctor I ought to know, but I can’t think what it is It
must be some brain trouble that causes defectve speech.” The
squeal struck him as so funny that he could hasdly keep a straight
face. “Better go to bed” he told himself.

He climbed up onto the rack which was used as a berth. The
young man offered to blow out the candle lest it keep him
awake The doctor accepted, thanking him, and the compart-
ment was phinged into daskness.

“Stoll 3 close the window?” Yurii Andrelevich asked. “You are
not afrasd of thieves?”

There was no reply. He repeated his question louder, but
there was still po answes

He struck a match to see it s neighbor had gone out duriug
the brief wnterval "That e had dropped off to sleep in 50 short
2 ume seemed even more improbable.

He was there, howenes, sttng i his place with s eyes open.
He smiled at the doctor, leaning over him from his bexth

The match went out. Yurit Andreiewich struck another, and
\\}:‘k— 1t was olight sepeated his question for the third ’hmeA

Do as you wish,” the young man veplied at once. “Tve got
:x;‘»:r};:n_g a thief would want. But perhaps leave it open. It's

"What an extraordinary ely . ivago, .
centrie, evidently. Doos?t ma;a‘c:c:!‘m ?;‘ghin?l\‘x:shu‘:;;)&
l;;]:mnounmd everythiag now, without any shor, It's bcyoni
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This ubiquitous fragrance seemed to be preceding the train
on its journey north as if it were some sort of rumor that had
reached even the smallest, local stations, and which the pas-
sengers always found waiting for them on arrival, heard and
confirmed by everyone.

14

That night at Sukhinichi a porter who had preserved his pre-
war obligingness took the doctor over the unlit tracks to the back
of some unscheduled train that had just arrived, and put him ia
a second-class carriage.

Hardly had he unlocked it with the conductor’s key and
heaved the doctor’s luggage inside when the conductor came
and tried to throw 1t out. He was finally appeased by Yurii
Andrejevich and withdrew and vanished without a trace.

The mysterious train was a “special” and went fairly fast,
stopping only briefly at stations, and had some kind of armed
guard. The carriage was almost empty.

Zhivago’s compartment was lit by a guttering candle that
stood on the small table, its flame wavering in the stream of air
from the half-open window.

The candle belonged to the only other occupant of the com-
partment, a fair-haired youth who, judging by the size of his
arms and legs, was very tall. His limbs seemed to be attached
too looscly at the joints. He had been sprawling nonchalantly in
a corner seat by the window, but when Zhivago came in he
politely rose and sat up in a more seemly manner.

Something that looked hike a floor cloth lay under his scat.
One comer of it stirred and a flop-eared setter scrambled out.
It sniffed Yurii Andreievich over and ran up and down the
compartment throwing out its paws as loosely as its lanky master
crossed his legs. Soon, at his command, it scrambled back under
the scat and resumed its former likeness to a floor rag.

It was only then that Yurii Andreicvich noticed the double-
barrelled gun in its case, the leather cartridge belt, and zl_lc
hunter’s bag tightly packed with game that hung on a hook in

the compartment.
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new upheaval, today's, born of the war, bloody, l:ulh\ess, ele-
mental, the saldiers’ revelution led by those professional revolu-
tionaries, the Bolsheviks. .

And among the pew thoughts, too, was Nurse Antipova,
stranded by the war God knows where, about whose past he
Inesw nothing, who never blamed anyone but whose very silence
seemed to be 3 complaint, wha was mysteriously reserved and
50 strong in her reserve. And so was Yurhi Andreievich’s honest
endeavor not to love her, as wholehearted as his striving
throughout lis life until now ta love everyone, not only his
farmly and lds friends, but everyone else as well,

The train rushed on at full speed. The head wind, coming
through the open window, ruffled and blew dust on Yurii Andrei-
evich’s hair. At every station, by night as by day, the crowds
stormed and the hinden trees rustied

Sometimes carts or gigs rattled up to the station out of the
durkness, 2ad voiees and rumbling wheels mingled with the
rusthing of trees.

At such moments Yurii Andrejevich felt he understood what
it was that made these night shadows rustle and put their
heads together, and what it was they whispered to each other,
Laztly stiming, their leaves heavy with sleep, ke faltering, lisping
tangues. It swas the very thing he was thinking of, turning rest.

lessly 1n his bexth—the tidmgs of the ever-widening circles of
untest gnd exaitement m Russia, the tidings of the revolution,
of its dufficult and fateful hour and its probable ultimate great.
ness

16

The doctor did not wake up until after eleven, Prince, Prince;
tus neighbor wag calling saftly to his growlng dog To Yury
Andreevie's astonishmy

ent, th
“w;“dm‘ 0 aher poseos ;y hsatglv}:‘:dhlhe compartment to
Moo o

fe wathed and staved §n Prewar comfort and came back to

iy
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15

Tired out by the events of the past week, the preparations for
the trip, and the early start, the doctor expected to go to sleep
the moment he had stretched comfortably, but he was mistaken.
His exhaustion made him sleepless. Only at daybreak did he fall
asleep.

His thoughts swarmed and whirled in the dark, But they all
fell clearly into two distinct groups, as it were, two main threads
that kept getting tangled and untangled.

One group of thoughts centered around Tonia, their home, and
their former, settled life where everything, down to the small-
est detail, had an aura of poetry and was permeated with affec-
tion and warmth. The doctor was concerned about this Lfe, e
wanted it safe and whole and in his night express was impatient
to get back to it after two years of separation.

In the same group were his loyalty to the revolution and his
admiration for it. This was the revolution mn the sense in which
it was accepted by the middle classes and in which it had been
understood by the students, followers of Blok, in 1g05.

These familiar, long-held ideas also included the anticipations
and promises of a new order which had appeared on the horizon
before the war, between 1912 and 1914, which had emerged in
Russian thinking‘ in Russian art, in Russian life, and which had
a bearing on Russia as a whole and on his own future.

It would be good to go back to that climate, once the war was
over, to see its renewal and continuation, just as it was good to
be going home.

New things were also in the other group of his thoughts, but
how different, how unlike the first! These new things were not
familiar, not led up to by the old, they were unchosen, de-
termined by an ineluctable reality, and as sudden as an earth-
quake.

Among these new things was the war with its bloodshed and
its horrors, its homelessness and savagery, its ordeals and the
practical wisdom that it taught. So, too, were the lonely Iittle
towns to which the war washed you up, and the people you
met in them. And among these new things too was the rcvo]L'l-
tion—not the idealized intellectuals’ revolution of 1gos, but this
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turit Andreievich, and indeed they spoke of modem art. 'Nax:
‘&A\"Kﬂb‘: spart—race horses, skating ninks, or French wrestling.
And the conversation turned to shooting, ] )

The young, man ad been shooting in his native region. He
was o crack shot, he boasted, and if it had not been for the
physical defect that bad kept him out of the{ army he: \vou\‘d
have distingished himself by his marksmanship Catchmg; Zhi-
vage's questioning glance, he exclaimed: “What? Haven't you
notrced anythung? 1 thought you had guessed what was the mat-
ter with me ™ .

He took two cards out of his pocket and handed them to Yurii
Andreievich, One was his visitng card, He had a double name;
he was calied Maxim Aristarkhovich Klintsoy-Pogorevshikh—or
fust Pogotevshikh, as he asked Zhivago to call bum, in honor of
his uncle who bore this name.

The other card showed a table with squares, each containing
a drawing of two hands variously joined and with fingers duf-
ferently folded It was an alphabet for deaf-mutes. Sudden}
everything became clear. Pogorevshikh was a pt i
gited pupd of the school of either Hartman or Ostragraday,
2 deaf-mute who had reached an incredible faelity in speaking
and understanding, speech by observing the throat muscles of
s teachers,

Putting, together what he had told him of the part of the

tountry he came from and of his shootmng expedition, the
dosvor sald

“Forgise me of this s indiscreet, you needn’t tell me Did you
h::c savthung to do with setting wp the Zybushino republic?”
Tt bow did you guess . . . Do you know Blazherko? Did T

have anvthung to do with t? Of diar ey
lurst forth oy fully, course 1 didl” Pogorevshakh

laughing, rockn,
ensioty S ghing, rocking from ude to side, and

is knees. And once again he Taunched
ona
long and fantasue discourse ¢ "

He sud that Blazhedo had provided the op ortunity and
P
Zsbustuno the place for the g cation of his own theories.
pplicat ¥ ki the

found it Jard to follow his i
them Togorevihikh's philosophy i QWOSX!K\E\ o
of amarchism and ‘lmn‘!‘cr‘s ull; s‘:n:‘i:s’. # mitare o the poncipls
Imperturbable as an oracle,

he prophesicd drsastrous upheavals
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the compartment in time for breakfast, to which his strange
companion had invited him. Now he had a better lock at him

What struck him most were his extreme garrulousness and
restlessness. He liked to talk, and what mattered to him was
not icating and exchanging ideas but the function of
speech itself, pronouncing words and uttering sounds. As he
spoke he kept jumping up as if he were on springs; he Jaughed
deafeningly for no reason, briskly rubbing his hands with con-
tentment, and, when all this seemed inadequate to express
his delight, he slapped his knees hard, laughing to the point of
tears.

His conversation had the same peculiarities as the night be-
fore. He was curiously inconsistent, now indulging in uninvited
confidences, now leaving the most innocent questions unan-
swered. He poured out incredible and disconnected facts about
himself. Perhaps he lied a little; he obviously was out to impress
by his extremism and by his rejection of all commonly accepted
opinions,

It all zeminded Zhivago of something long familiar to him.
Similar radical views were advanced by the nihilists of the last
century, and a hittle later by some of Dostoievsky’s heroes, and
still more recently by their direct descendants, the provinci.ﬂ
educated classes, who were often ahead of the capitals because
they still were in the habit of going to the root of things while
in the capitals such an approach was regarded as obsolete and
unfashionable. :

The young man told him that he was the nephew of a well-
known revolutionary, but that his parents were incorrigible re-
actionaries, real dodoes, as he called them. They had a fairly
large estate in 2 place near the front, where he had been brought
up. His parents had been at swords™ points with his uncle all
their lives, but the uncle did not bear them a grudge and now
used his influence to save them a good deal of unpleasantness.

His own views were like his uncle’s, the talkative man in-
formed Zhivago; he was an extremist in everything, whether in
Iife, politics, or art. This too reminded the doctor of Piotr
Verkhovensky'—not so much the leftism as the frivolity and
the shallowness. “HeTl be telling me he's a futurist next,” thought

1 Character in Dostoievsky’s The Possessed.
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“The woods had been left behind, The train ‘broke out of the
leafy tunnels into the open. A sloping feld rose from 2 hollow
t a wide mound, It was striped horizontally with dark green
potato beds; beyond them, at the top of the mound, were co.ld
frames. Opposite the field, beyond the curving tail of the train,
a dark purple cloud covered half the sky. Sunbeams were break-
Ing theough it, spreading like wheel spokes and seflected by the
glass of the frames in a blinding glare.

Suddenly, warm, heavy rain, sparklng in the sun, fell cut of
the cloud. The drops felf huriedly and their ing matched
the clatter of the speeding train, as though the rain were afraid
of being left behind and were trying to catch up.

Hardly had the doctor noticed this when the Church of Thrist
the Savior showed over the rim of the hill, and a minute later
the domes, chumneys, roofs, and houses of the city.

“Moscow,” he said, retuming to the compartment. “Time to
Betready”

Pogorevshikh yumped up, rummaged in his hunter's bag, and
tock out a fat duck. “Yake it," he said. “As a souvenic, I have
rarely spent 2 day in such pleasant company.”

Zhiraga's protests were weovaibng. In the end he said; AR
sight, Mtakeitasa present from you to my wife,”

“Splendid, splendid, your wife,” Fogorevshilkh kept repenting
detightedly, as though he had heard the word for the first time,
ln\:ing and Taughing so much that Prince iumoed ot amid tnnl

e furue L U some printed postes. roore
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in the near future. Yurii Andreievich inwardly agreed that this
was not unhkely, but the calm, authoritative tone in which this
unpleasant boy was making his forecasts angered him.

“Just a moment,” he said hesitantly. “True, all this may hap-
pen. But it seems to me that with all that's going on—the chaos,
the disintegration, the pressure from the enemy—this js not the
moment to start dangerous experiments. The country must be
allowed to recover from one upheaval before plunging into an-
other. We must wait ill at least relative peace and order are
restored,”

“That’s naive,” said Pogorevshikh. “What you call disorder is
just as normal a state of things as the order you're so keen about.
All this destruction—it’s a natural and preliminary stage of a
broad creative plan. Society has not yet disintegrated sufficiently.
It must fall to pieces completely, then a genuinely revolutionary
government will put the pieces together and build on com-
pletely new foundations.”

Yurii Andreievich felt disturbed. He went out into the cor-
ridor.

The train, gathering speed, was approaching Moscow. It ran
through birch woods dotted with summer houses. Small roofless
suburban stations with crowds of vacationers flew by and were
left far behind in the cloud of dust raised by the train, and
seemed to turn like 2 carrousel. The engine hooted repeatedly,
and the sound filled the surrounding woods and came back in
long, hollow echoes from far away. .

All at once, for the first time in the last few days, Yuri
Andreievich understood quite clearly where he was, what was
happening to him, and what awaited him in an hour or so.

Three years of changes, moves, uncertainties, upheavals; the
war, the revolution; scenes of destruction, scenes of death, shell-
ing, blown-up bridges, fires, ruins—all this turned suddenly into
a huge, empty, meamngless space. The first real event since the
long interruption was this trip in the fast-moving train, the ant
that he was approaching his home, which was intact, which still
existed, and in which every stone was dear to him. This was real
life, meaningful expericnce, the actual goal of all quests, this was
what art aimed at—homecoming, retum to one’s family, to one-

self, to true existence.
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blocked their Way. They drove fastor The doctor ‘;vas s;mck
by the piles of old Rewspapers and POSters, tom dowy from
lh}; wu]ls and fences, htten‘ng the sidewalks angd streets. The

wind pulled them one way and hoofs, wheeks, and feet shoved
them the other.

oo
{p S LUT as the dopy held wide
and almost gy em-
each other's arms,
takking gt once, interrupting

< rdon, udoroy, €veryone,* oneing to
ow en

AL right, gy, . He'
rom COde £ just waleq up.

I you weren’t sy
¢ tr, 1 .
Ts Fathe 8t oo £0 to him at onge,*

397C write 1o ? He's at th i
Morning ) ught, he's y, e chy ; 'ecs, bc‘::l;i}llx E:llxxxe’:xcl
You sy, driserp Markept Markel»



CHAPTER SIX

THE MOSCOYW ENCAMPMENT

1

In the train it had seemed to Zhivago that only the train was
moving but that time stood still and it was not later than noon.

But the sun was already low by the time his cab had finally
made its way through the dense crowd n Smolensky Square.

In later years, when the doctor recalled this day, it seemed
to him—he did not know whether this was his original impres-
sion or whether it had been altered by subsequent experiences
—that cven then the crowd hung about the market only by
habit, that there was no reason for it to be there, for the empty
stalls were shut and not even padlocked and there was nothing
to buy or sell in the littered square, which was no longer swept.

And it seemed to him that even then he saw, like a silent
reproach to the passers-by, thin, decently dressed old men and
women shrinking against the walls, wordlessly offering for sale
things no one bought and no one needed—artificial flowers,
round coffec pots with glass lids and whistles, black net
evening dresses, uniforms of abolished offices. -

Humbler people traded in more uscful things—crusts of
stale rationed black bread, damp, dirty chunks of sugar, and
ounce packages of coarse tobacco cut in half right through the
wrapping

And all sorts of nondescript odds and ends were sold all over
the market, going up in price as they changed hands.

The cab turned into one of the narrow strects opening from
the square. Behind them, the setting sun warmed their backs.
In front of them a draft horse clattered along, pulling an cmpt_y,
bouncing cart. It raised pillars of dust, glowing hke bronze in
the rays of the low sun. At last they passed the cart which had

160
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i . But con 1 say
ccve been sold down the river, sold for a song s
‘:c\\urd? Sec for yousself, Antonuna Alexandrovna s making
ims to me, she wants me to go.” .
; 1:"nDo you W onder? That's enough, Maskel, pot G\.e things d.u\vxf,
and that will be att, thank you. Tf Yusii Andrefevich wants any-
thing, el call you™

2

=atlast we've got 1id of himt AW right, afl right, you can lissev.
ta bim if you like, but 1 can tell yon, it's all make-believe ‘m:x
talk to fim and you think he's the village idiot, butter wortdn't
melt fn his mouth, and all the time hes secretly sharpening,
his knifo~only he hasat quite decided yet whom he'll use it
on, the charning {dlow”

“lsn't that a bit far-fetched? I expect hes just druak, that's
[Ny

“And when is he sober, Td Like to koow. Anyway, T've hod
enough of him What worries me 13, Sasha might go ta stecp
agin before youw've seen Wim 1€ it weren't for typhus on trains
+ . You haven't any lice on you?”

"1 don’t thirk sa. [ travelled comfortably—the same as belore
the war. [d better have a quick wash, though, 11} wash more
thataughly afterwards. Which way are you going? Dont we go
through the drawing room any more?”

“Oh, of course, you don't kovw. Father and 1 thought and
thought and we decided to give wp a past of the ground Roor
to the Apsionltural Academy I's too much to heat in winter,
aaywav. Lien the top floor fs too hig. So we've offered it
to them. They havent talen it over yet, but they'se moved in
their hbraries and their herbariums and their specimons of seed.
¥ only hope we dont get rats—it’s grain, after all, Bur &t the
numr‘nl'lhﬁ‘) e keeping the rooms spick-and-span. By the way,
we don't say “cooms” any mare, s called Twving space’ new.
Leme on, thie was, Arent you slow 1o eatch on! \We go up the
Iu:k: stains. Understand? Toliow me, 171 show you” ?

T very glad you've ghven up those rooms, The hospital Y've
Yeen in was also dn & private house. Endless suites of rooms,
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They were standing in the middle of the street with wicker
hamper and suitcase blocking the way, and the passers-by, as
they walked around them, looked them over from head to foot,
and stared at the cab as it pulled away from the curb and at the
wide-open front door, to see what would happen néxt.

But Markel was already running up from the gate to welcome
the young master, his waistcoat over his cotton shirt and his
porter’s cap in his hand, shouting as he ran:

“Heavenly powers, if it isnt Yurochkal It's our little falcon
in person! Yurii Andreievich, light of our eyes, so you haven't
forgotten us and our prayers, you've come home! And what do
you want?” he snapped at the curious. “Be off with you. What's
there to goggle atP”

“How are you, Markel? Let’s embrace. Put your cap on, you
eccentric. Well, what’s new? How’s your wife? How are the
girls?”

“How should they be? They're growing, thanks be to God As
for news, you can see for yourself, while you were busy at the
front we were not idle erther. Such a mess they made, such
bedlam, the devil couldn’t sort it ocut]! The streets unswepl,
roofs unrepaired, houses unpainted, bellies empty as in Lent.
Real peace there—no annexations and no reparations, as they
say.
2‘I'll tell on you, Markel. He's always like that, Yurochka. I
can’t stand that foolishness. He's talking like that only because
he thinks you like it, but he’s a sly one. All right, all right,
Markel, don’t argue with me, I know you. Youre a deep one,
Markel. Time you were scnsible. After all, you know what Lind
of people we are.” .

They went in. Markel carried the doctor's things inside, shut
the front door behind him, and went on confidentially:

“Antonina Alevandrovna is cross, you heard what she said.
It's always like that. She says, You're all black inside, Markel,
she says, like that stovepipe. Nowadays, she says, every httle
child, maybe even cvery spaniel or any other lap do.g knows
what's what. That, of course, is true, but all the same, Yurochla,
believe it or not, those who know have scen lh'c book, the
Mason's prophecies, one hundred and forty ycars it’s b?cn Iying

d it’s my considered opinion, Yurackha
uwnder a stone, and now, i y p!
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Tonial You're not joking? ?i}ave you seen him? Where is et

't we get him now, at ance .
ca'r;)lcn'tgbc so impatient, He's staying with someope in éh.e&
country. He pmmised to be back 'the day after \cﬁ:ior_m\'; e :
changed a lot. Youll be disappointed. He stoppe: fn heiets
burg on the way, he's got Polshevized, Father gets quite ,o:use
arguing with him. But why &c' we stop on every step. Ledt i“ go-
So you too have hea‘x‘dllheres,a bad time ahead—hardships,
dangers, anything might happen” .

'lgthink yso m%selfg.' Well, what of it? Well manage, it can't
be the end of everything. Well wait and see, the same a3 other
people.” . "

“They say there won't be any firewood, or water, or light.
TheyW abalish moncy. No supplies will be coming in. Now
weve stopped againt Come along Listen, they say there are
wonderfu} Iron stoves for sale in the Arbat Small ones. You
can bum o newspaper and cook 2 meal, Tve got the addsess.
Wemust get one before they're ol gone,”

“That's right. Well get one. Good idea. But just think of it,
Unele Kolial I can’t et over it.”

“Let me tell you what 1 want to do. Wel set aside a corner
somewhere on the top floor, say two or three rooms, communicat~
ing ones, and well keep those for ourselves and Fatber and
Sushienka and Niusha, and we'll give up all the rest of the house.
Well put up a partibon and bave our own door, and it will
be Ule a scparate apartment. We'l put onie of those fron stoves
fn the middle room, with a pipe through the window, and well
o ol ovr Yaundry, and our cooking, and our entertaining, all
{n thes one room. That way well get the most out of the fuel,

and who knows, suth Cod's help, well got through the winter.”
"Of course w6 get through it

There's no question. That's a
fine idea And you know what? Well have a housewarming,
W:-’H cook the duck and we'l invite Unele Kolia * i

Lavely And 10 ek Gordon 1o bring seme drink. He can get
it from some Tabotatory or ther. Naw look, this is the room I
was thinking n‘.l Al rizZht? Put your suitcase down and go get
tour banper We eonld ask Dudoroy and Shura Shlesinger to
the housewarming as well. You don't mind? You haven't for-
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here and there the parquet flooring still left. Potted palms stick-
ing out their paws like ghosts over the beds—some of the
wounded from the battle zone used to wake up screaming—
they weren’t quite normal, of course—shell-shocked—we had
to remove the plants, What I mean is, there really was some-
thing unhealthy in the way rich people used to live. Masses of
superfluous things. Too much furniture, too much room, too much
emotional refinement, too many circumlocutions. 'm very glad
we're using fewer rooms. We should give up still more.”

“What's that parcel you've got? There’s something sticking
out of it, it looks like a bird’s beak. It's a duck! How lovely!
A wild drakel Where did you get it? I can’t believe my eyes.
It’s worth a fortune these days.”

“Somebody made me a present of it on the train. Il tell you
later, it’s a long story. What shall I do? Shall I leave it in the
kitchen?”

“Yes, of course. I'l send Niusha down at once to pluck and
clean it. They say there will be all sorts of horrors this winter,
famine, cold.”

“Yes, that’s what they are saying everywhere. Just now, I
was looking out of the window in the train—I thought, what is
there in the whole world worth more than a peaceful family
life and work? The rest isn’t in our hands. It does look as if there
is a bad time coming for a lot of people. Some are trying to get
out, they talk of going south, to the Caucasus, or farther still
I wouldn’t want to do that, myself. A grown-up man should
share his country’s fate. To me it's obvious. But for you it's dif-
ferent. I wish you didn’t have to go through it all I'd like to
send you away to some safe place—to Finland, perhaps. But if
we stand gossiping half an hour on every step well never get
upstairs.”

“Wait a minute. I forgot to tell you. I've got news for you—
and what news! Nikolai Nikolaievich is back.”

“What Nikolai Nikolaievich?”

“Uncle Kolia.”

“Tonial It can’t bel Is it really truc?”

“It is true. He was in Switzerland. He came all the way
around through London and Finland.”
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“Tonial You're not joking? Have you seen him? Where is hef
Car't we get bim now, at once?” i

“Tor't be so itopatient. He's staying with someone in thfz
country. He promised to be back the day alter tomorrow. He's
changed a lob YowTl be disappointed. He stopped in Peters-
busg on the way, be's gat Bolshevized, Father gets quite h,onrse
arguing with him. But why do we stop on every step. Let's 8o
So you tao have peard there’s a bad time ahead—~hardships,
dangers, anything might bappen.” .

“1 think so myself. Well, what of it? Well manage, it cant
be the end of everything, el wait and see, the same as other

cople.”
? “II)‘hey say there won't be any frewood, or water, or light.
Theyll abolish money. No supplies will be coming in. Now
weve stopped againl Come along. Listen, they say there are
wonderful fzon stoves for sale in the Asbat, Small ones. You
can bumn 2 newspaper and cock a meal. Tve got the address.
We must get one before they’re all gone.™

“That's right. Well get one, Good idea. But just think of it,
Uncle Kobal § can't get over iv*

“Let me tell you what T want to do, We'll set aside a comner
somewhere on the top floor, say tvo or three rooms, communicat-
wg ones, and we'll keep those for ourselves and Father and
Sashenka and Nousha, and well give up ol the rest of the house
Well put up 2 partition and have our own door, and it will
be like a separate apartment. Wel pt one of those iron stoves
w the middle zoom, with a pipe through the window, aud well
do all our Yaundry, and our cooking, and our entertaming, all
n g‘“ o8 Toom That way well get the most out of the fuel,
and who knows, with Gad’s help, well get through the winter™

Ot course well get through it, Theres 3 ¢
fne adea And you know ‘gh - There’s no question, That’s a

; at? Well have a h it
W f‘\‘\ cm‘v\: ﬂ:: duck and we avite Uncle Kolia” R
ovely And 1Y ask Gordon to bring some ;ixink B
!
u' (mx;\\‘ s:me \aboratory or other, No\g Yook, this is thee cizn%e;
\\:f“th\nmmg of AU gl Put your suitcase down and go get
zhc haa per We could ask Dudorov and Shura Shlesinger to
usewarming as well. You dowt mind? You haven't for.
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bere and there the parquet flooring still left. Potted palms stick-
ing out their paws like ghosts over the beds—-some of the
wounded from the battle zone used to wake up screaming—
they weren't quite normal, of course—shell-shocked—we had
to remove the plants. YWhat I mean is, there really was some-
thing unhealthy in the way rich people used to live. Masses of
superfluous things. ‘Too much furniture, too much room, too much
emotional refinement, too many circumlocutions. I'm very gld
we're using fewer rooms. We should give up still more.”

“What's that parcel you've got? There's something sticking
out of it, it looks like a bird’s beak. It's a duck! How lovely!
A wild drake! Where did you get it? I can’t believe my eyes.
1t's worth a fortme these days.”

“Somebody made me a present of it on the train. Il tell yeu
later, it's a long story. What shall T do? Shall [ leave it in the
kitchen?”

“Yes, of course, Il send Niusha down at once to pluck and
clean it. They say there will be all sorts of horrors this winter,
famine, cold.”

“Yes, that's what they are saying everywherc. Just now. I
was Inoking out of the window in the train—I thought, what is
there in the whole world worth mare than a peaceful family
life and work? The rest isn't in our hands. It docs look as if there
is a bad time coming for a lot of people. Some are trying to get
out, they tatk of going south, to the Caucasus, or farther still
I wouldnt want to do that, myself. A grown-up man should
share us country’s fate. To me it's obvious. But for you it's dif-
ferent. 1 wish you didn't have to go through it all. I'd hke to
send you away to some safe place—to Finland, perhaps. But of
we stand gossiping half an hour on every step well never get
upstairs.”

“Wait a minute. I forgot to tell you. I've got news for you—
and what news! Nikolai Nikolaievich is back.”

“tWhat Nrkolai Nikolaievich?”

“Uncle Kolia.”

“Tonia! It can’t be! 1s it really true?”

“t is true. He was in Switzersland. He came all the way

around through London and Finland.”
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with a cupid's-bow mouth, standing up on & blanket, }S:mdy-
tegged and with its 8st up as if it were doing a peasant :mcf‘
Sasheoka had been a year oid at the time :m(} tying to fake
bis first steps; now he was two and was beginning to talk.

Yuril Andreievich picked up bis suitease, put it on to the
card table by the window, and began te unpack. What had
the room been used for in the past, he wondered. He could not
recogaize it, Touix must have changed the furmiture or the wall-
paper or redecorated it in some way.

He took out his shaving kit. A bright full moon rose between
the pillars of the church tower exactly oppusite the window.
When it lit up the top Jayer of clothes and books inside the
suitease, the light in the room changed and he realized where
he was.

1t had been Anna Ivanovaa's storeroom, where she used to
put broken chairs and tables and old papers. Here she had kept
her family archives and, in the summer, the trunks of winter
dothes, Durmg her lifetime the comers were cluttered up
1o the ceiling with junk, and the children were vot allowed in.
Only at Chnstmas or Easter, when huge crowds of cluldren
came to parties and the whale of the top flaor was thrown apen
to them, was 1t unlocked and they played bandit in it, hiding
\mc&r the tables, dressing wp, and blackening their faces wnth
cork,

The doctor stood thinking of all this, then he went down the
bark staws to get his wicker ‘hamper from the hall,

In the kutchen Nuwsha squatted in front of the stave, plucking
the duck on a piece of newspaper When he came in carrying
hus hamper she jumped up with a shy, graceful movement
Vlushing exisnson, shook the fearhers from her apron, and, after
greeting birn sespectfolly, uffered to belp him. He thorked her,
;aymg he could mamage, and went up. His wife called hia;
\f::'..n couple of rooms farther on: “You can come in now,
m:i: \\1'_:)1\1( ‘glo the room, }\hl(’h was Tania’s and his old class-

" The boy 1 the ash was not newly so hands
w '“f photograph, but he was the exact imag; nosone s
vich’s mother, Mana Nikolgiovma ’Lhi\-'x«m“ue of Yot Andxfﬂe-
ness than sny of her portrants, 5% % mote strikang Fe-
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gotten where the washroom is? Spray yourself with some dis-
infectant. In the meantime I'll go in to Sashenka, and send
Niusha down, and when we're ready Ill call you.”

8

The most important thing for him in Moscow was his little
boy. He had been mobilized almost as soon as Sashenka was
born. He hardly knew him.

One day, while Tonia was still in hospital, he went to
see her, he was already in uniform and was about to leawe
Moscow. He arrived at the babies” feeding time and was not
allowed in.

He sat down in the waiting room. From the nursery, at the
end of the passage beyond the maternity ward, came the squeal-
ing chorus of ten or twelve babies” voices. Several nurses came
down the corridor, hurrying so that the newborn babies should
not catch cold, taking them to their mothers, bundled up like
shopping parcels, one under each arm

“Wa, wa,” yelled the babies all on one note, almost impas-
sively, without feeling, as if it were all in the day’s work
Only one voice stood out from the others It was also yellng
“wa, wa,” and it did not express any more suffering than
the rest, but it was deeper and scemed to shout less out of
duty than with a deliberate, sullen hostility.

Yurii Andreievich had already decided that his child was to
be called Alexander in honor of his father-in-law. For some rea-
son he imagined that the voice he had singled out was that of
his son; perhaps it was because this particular cry had its own
character and seemed to foreshadow the future personality and
destiny of a particular human being; it had its own sound
coloring, which included the child’s name, Alexander, so Yurii
Andreievich imagined.

He was not mistaken. It turned out later that this had
fact been Sashenka’s voice. It was the first thing he had kmown
about his son.

The next thing was the photographs Tonia sent to him at the
tront. They showed a cheerful, handsome, chubby little fellow



THE MOSCOW ENCAMPMENT 175

2bolished, how quickly had those people faded, how unregret-
fully bad they 4 independest id ly no
one had ever had such ideas!

The only people to whom Yusii Andreievich now felt close
wese Ws wile, her father, and two or three of his colleagues,
modest Tonk-and-Hle workers, who did not indulge in grandilo-
quent phrases.

The party with duck and vodka was given as planned, a few
days ofter his return By then e had seen all these who came
to it, so that the dinner was not in fact the occasion of their re-
union.

The lfarge duck was ap unheard-of Tuxury in those already
hungry days, but there was no bread with it, and because of
thus 1ts splendor was somehow pointless—it even got on one's
Derves.

The alcohol (a favorte black-market currency) had been
brought by Gordon in a medicine bottle with a glass stopper.
Antonna Alexandrovna never let go of the bottle, and now and
then diluted a small portion of the alcohol with more or less
water, ding to her Tt was i d that it is
easier to hold 2 number of consistently strong diinks than ones
af sarying strength. This, too, was annoying,

But the saddest thing of all was that their party was a Mnd
of betrayal You could not imagme anyone in the houses acxoss
gxe :):;et ﬁiatmg (g drmking m the same way at the same time.

;) ) e windows lay slent, dark, hungry Moscow. Its
shops were empty, and as for game and vodka, people had
even forgotten to think about such things. > PeoF

(h;’;dn: xkdtumed out that aaly a bfe silar to the Wie of
und us, merging with it wil ¥ i
hose oround s, merg g 'ﬂ\h\l without a ripple, is genmu-

x 1 15 not_h
that duck and vodka, when they Secii T be the on

D S0
. ly ones in
:)n! :;‘ are not even duck and vodka And this was moyst vedng
n“’l‘l'\‘; é;::e‘;!s“t‘m (;m}nrcd unhappy reflections Gordon had been
o rc“ﬁ‘e ays when he was ghen to gloomy thoughts
il (;‘;nd ) ‘\hem sullenly z}nd clumaly He was Zhivago's
% dnend, hm  the gymnastum many people had hiked hu
now he had deded to give bimsalf a new persnnahg.

= 2%
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“Here’s Daddy, here’s your Daddy, wave your hand like a
good boy,” Antonina Alexandrovna was saying. She lowercd the
net of the crib to make it easier for the father to kiss the boy
and pick him up.

Sashenka, though doubtless frightened and repelled, let the
unshaven stranger get quite close and bend over him, then he
jerked himself upright, clutching the front of his mother’s dress
with one hand, and angrily swung the other arm and slapped
him in the face. Terrified by his own daring, he then threw him-
self into his mother’s arms and burst into bitter tears.

“No, 1no,” Tonia scolded him. “You mustn’t do that, Sashenka,
What will Daddy think? He'll think Sasha is a bad boy. Now,
show how you can kiss, kiss Daddy. Don't cry, silly, it's
all right.”

“Let him be, Tonia,” the doctor said. “Don’t bother him, and
don’t upset yourself. I know the kind of nonsense you are
thinking—that it's not accidental, it's a bad sign—but that's
all rubbish, It's only natural. The boy has never scen me. To-
morrow hell have a good lock at me and well become in-
separable.”

Yet he went out of the room depressed and with a fecling of
foreboding.

4

Within the next few days he realized how alone he was. ¢
did not blame anyone. He had merely got what he had ashed
for,

His friends had become strangely dim and colorless. Not onc
of them had preserved his own outlook, his own world. They
had been much more vivid in lus memory. He must have over-
estimated them in the past. Under the old order, which en-
abled those whose lives were sccure to play the fools and
eccentrics at the expense of the others while the majority
led 2 wretched evistence, it had been only too easy to mis
take the foolishness and idleness of a privileged munority for
and originality. But the moment the lower

enuine character
8 and the privileges of those on top had beer

classes had risen,
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Here at the he spoke amisbly about cveryone ond
everything, in aif:;}c’e that was muffied os thoug.h by a .culd,
staring dreamily at o certain fixed point in the distance like a
man delivesing @ lecture. )

Toward the tnd of the evening, when Shura Shlesinger burst
in a0d added to the generdl noise and excitement, Dudorov,
who had heen Zhivage's childhood friend, asked him several
times, addressng him with the formal “you” rather than the
usual “thou,” whether he hod read Waor and Peace and Maya-
\awsky's “A Spine for the Flute”

Missing Yoni Andseievieh’s reply in all the noise, he ashed
Tam agein a Wtle later: “Have you sead ‘A Spine for the Flute’
and ‘Man'?"

“ told you, Tonokentii. T¥'s not my fault that you don’t hsten,
Well, all nght, 11 say it agamn. Ive always }iked Mayakovsky, He
s & sott of continuation of Dostoievsky. Or sather, he's a Dos-
tofevsky character writing lyncal poems—one of his young reb-
els, the Raw Youth’ or Hippolyte or Raskolnikov. What an aff-
deygrinm amtie anam 423 L2 e e .
fore
all,

beyond, into spacel”

.

But the mam attraction of the evenng was, of course, Uncle
Kolia. Antonina Alexand. had been mistaken in thinking
that he was out of town, he had come back the day of his
tephew’s return. They had met a couple of times already and
had gt over their witial exclamations and had talked and
faughed together to theix heart’s content,

The first time had been on 2 dull, gray vight with a drizzle,
fine as watery dust. Yurn Andreievich went to sce him at his
hotel The hotels were already refusing ta take people in except
l"l\;i \:zl\;;:ic:;xmmcudatiou of the tawn autharities, but Nikolai
—aich was well known and had kept some of his old

"The hotel lovked Jike 2 hunatic asy) i
by ’ | ylum abandoned by ts staff
cm%stmmayx and corridors empty, everything in a state of

Through the large window of Tl unswept toom the huge
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and the results of his efforts were unfortunate. He played the
merry fellow, he was jovial, cracked jokes, and often exclaimed,
“What fun!” and “How amusingl”—expressions that did not
belong to his vocabulary, for Gordon had never looked upon
life as an entertainment.

While they were waiting for Dudorov he told the story of
Dudorov's marriage, which he thought was comical, and which
was circulating among his friends, Yurii Andrefevich had not
yet heard it.

It turned out that Dudorov had been married for about a
year and then divorced his wife. The improbable gist of this
story consisted in the following:

Dudorov had been drafted into the army by mistake. While
he was serving and his case was being investigated, he was
constantly punished for absent-mindedly forgetting to salute
officers in the street. For a long time after his discharge he
would raise his arm impulsively whenever an officer came in
sight, and often he imagined epaulettes where there were none.

In this latter period his behavior was erratic in other ways
as well. At one point—so the rumor went—while waiting for
a steamer at a Volga port, he made the acquaintance of two
young women, sisters, who were waiting for the same steamer.
Confused by the presence of a large number of army mcn
and the memories of his misadventures as a soldier, he fell
in love with the younger sister, and proposcd to her on the
spot. “Amusing, isn't it?” Gordon said. But he had to interrupt
his story when its hero was heard at the door. Dudorov entered -
the room.

Like Gordon, he had become the opposite of what he had
been. He had always been flippant and featherbrained: now
he was a serious scholar. As a schoolboy he had been cvpcllcd
for helping political prisoners escape; he had then tried several
art schools, but in the end had become a student of the humani-
ties. During the war he graduated from the university a few yeus
behind his schoolmates. Now he held two chairs—those of
Russian history and of general history. He was even the author
of two books, one on the land policies of Ivan the Ternble,
the other a study of Saint-Just.
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exr first meeting, but later the doctor hiad seen ?ﬁs
uns;;ha“f':\svﬁ:xmes in compa;y, and then Nikolai Nikolaievich
wag completely different, izabl o

He felt that he was a vistor in Moscow and persisted in act-
ing hke ane, Whether it was Petersburg that he regarded as lu.s
home, or some other place, remained vncertain. He enjoye.d his
role of a social star and political oracle, and possibly he imag-
ined that Moseow would have political salons in the style of
Madame Roland’s s Paris on the eve of the Canvention.

Calling on his women friends at their hospitable apartments
in quiet Moscow back streets, he amiably teased them and their
husbands on their backward nd parochialism, He showed
off his famslanty with newspapers, as he had done formerly
with books forbrdden by the Church, and Orphie texts.

1t was said that he had left a new young love, much unfin-
ished busiess, and 2 balf-wntten book in Switzerland, and had
only come for a dip mfo the starmy waters of his homeland, ex-

oecting, 1f he came out safe and sound, to hasten back to his
Alps,

He was pro-Bolshevik, and often mentioned two left-wing
Social Revolutionaries who shared bis views, a journalist wha
wrote under the pseudonym of Miroshka Pomor and 2 pamphlet-
<er, Sybna Koten .

“Ifs fnghtful, what you've come down to, Nikolai Nikolaie.
vich” Alexander Alexandrovich chided him “You aud your
Muoshkasl What a cesspacl! Aud then that Lydia Pokon.”

’:Kotenf corrected Nikolai Nakolajevich, “and Sylvia”

Pokori or Potpourri, who cares Names won't change any-
thung*

"\ the same, 1t happens to be Kateri” Nikolai Nikolajevi
ame, A ikolaievich
msisted patiently. They had dialogues of this sort:
"What are we argiug abost? s so ohvions fher 4 . v
ot Vet
mase
toxtt I . ;.
e susel—teudahsm and serfdy -
;ta\xsm and industrial worhers, it was unnatural and u:'?x;r ;3;1;
iy };mn known for o long time, and the world has beeln ;
u\xg or an upheaval that would brag enlightenment to th
Ple and put everythang in ns proper phce.a o Beer
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square of those mad days looked in, deserted and frightening.
more like a square in a nightmare than the one plainly to be
seen in front of the hotel.

For Yurii Andrejevich the encounter was a tremendous, un-
forgettable event. He was seeing the idol of his childhood, the
teacher who had dominated his mind as a boy.

His gray hair was becoming to him, and his loose foreign suit
fitted him well. He was very young and handsome for his years.

Admittedly, he was overshadowed by the grandeur of the
events; seen beside them, he lost in stature. But it never oc-
cun}:cd to Yurii Andreievich to measure him by such a yard-
stick.

He was surprised at Nikolax Nikolaievich’s calm, at his light
and detached tone in speaking of politics. He was more self-

P d than most R could be at that time. It marked
him as a new arrival, and it seemed old-fashioned and a little
embarrassing.

But it was something very different from politics that Blled
those first few hours of their reunion, that made them laugh and
cry and throw their arms around cach other’s necks, and punctu-
ated their first fevenish conversation with frequent moments of
silence,

Theirs was a meeting of two artists, and although they were
close relatives, and the past arose and lived again between them
and memories surged up and they informed each other of all
that had happened during their scparation, the moment they
began to speak of the things that really matter to creative
minds, all other ties between them vanished, their kinship and
difference of age were forgotten, all that was left was the con-
frontation of elemental forees, of cnergies and principles.

For the last ten years Nikolai Nikolaievich had had no oppor
tunity to speak about the problems of creative writing as freely
and intimately as now. Nor had Yurii Andreievich ever Teard
views as penctrating, apt, and inspiring as on that occasion.

Their talk was full of cxclamations, they paced excitedly up
and down the room, marvelling at each other’s perspicacity,
or stood in silence by the window drumming on the glass, decply
moved by the exalting discovery of how completely they under-
stood each other.
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Jon't understand a word, but it's brlliant, you can tell at once.
How are you, Nikolai Nikolajevich? Tl he back in E'l n}oment,
Yurochka, T've got to talk to you. Hello, young men. Youre here
100, Gogochka, Goosey-Goosey-Gander” (this to a distant rela-
tive of the Gromekos', an enthusiastic admirer of all rising tal-
ents, known as Goosey because of his idiot laugh and as the
Tapeworm on account of his lankuness). “So you're eating n'ml
drnking? Tl soon catch up with you. Well, my friends, you've
smoly no idea what you're missing, You dou’t know anything,
you havert seen a thing. If you only knew what's going ol You
g0 and have a look at a real mass meeting, with real workers,
seal soldiers, not out of books. Just try to let out a squeak to
them about fighting the war to a victonous end! Theyll give
you a victorious end! I've just been listening to a sailor—Yu-
rochika, you'd sumply ravel What passion) What single-minded-
nesst”

Shura was interrupted tune and again. Everyone shouted She
sat next to Yurii Andrerevich, took his hand in hers, and, mov-
'Z?g her face close to hus, shouted Jike a megaphone above the

{33

“Let me take you along someday, Yurochka, Ill show you real
people. You must, you simply must get your feet on the ground,
bhe Antaeus. Why are you staring at me like that? I'm an old
ar horse, didn't you know? An old Bestuzhevist! T've seen the
insyde of a prison, I've fought an the barricades~Well of course,
what did you thinh? Oh, we dont know the people at all I've

Just come from there, 1 was nght i the thick of it. I’
T w1 ght 1n the thick of it. I'm collect-

She had had a dunk and was obvio i
X usly getting tipsy. But
:xum Andreievich’s head was also spinning, %{e n:verpz?oﬁc:d
o:]v }\]t happened that Shura was now at one end of the yoomw
::d a;pa]! d\a other; he was standing 2t the head of the table
arently, quite une: i
“ l‘n‘ut! o e e un ;{:c:j:lz;o himself, making a speech
“Ladies and gentle; 1 s)lm
N wld ke . . . Afi -
%v'r:‘:‘llnll:‘i‘ :;,m].t what am 1 to do, they won't listent 1\‘{:;1;:5 g:d
g - 16t Me say & word or two. U
o m,,,i uprecedented, extraor.

the Bestuzl, .
the students wire it " VLY 0uses for women, Many of
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“You know perfectly well that it’s quite nseless tinkering with
the old structure, you have to dig right down to the foundations
1 don't say the whole building mayn't collapse as a result. What
of it? The fact that it's frightening doesn’t mean it won't happen.
It's a question of time. How can you dispute it?”

“That’s not the point, that's not what I was talking about,”
Alexander Alexandrovich said angrily, and the argument flared
up. “Your Potpourris and Miroshkas are people without a con-
science. They say one thing and do another Anyway, where's
your logic? It's a complete nonsequitur. No, wait a minute, 11
show you something,” and he would hegin hunting for some
newspaper with a controversial article, banging the drawers of
his desk and stimulating his eloquence with this noisy fuss.

Alexander Alexandrovich liked something to get in his way
when he was talking; the distraction served as an excuse for his
mumbling and his hems and haws s fits of talkativeness came
on him when he was locking for something he had lost—say,
hunting for 2 matching snow boot in the dimly lighted cloak-
room—or when he stood at the bathroom door with a towel over
his arm, or when he was passing a heavy serving dish or pouring
wine into the glasses of his friends.

Yurii Andreievich enjoyed listening to his father-in-law. He
adored the familiar, old-Moscow singsong and the soft, purring
Gromeko r's.

Alexander Alexandrovich’s upper lip with its little cropped
mustache protruded above the lower hip in just the same way 28
his butterfly tie stuck out from his neck. There was something in
common between the lip and the tie, and it somehow gave him
a touching, childishly trusting look.

On the night of the party Shura Shlesinger appeared very
late. She had come straight from a meeting and was wearing a
suit and a worker's eap. She strode into the room and, shaking
cveryane’s hand in turn, at once burst into complaints and accu-
sations. 5

“How are you, Tonia? Hello, Alexander. You must admit it’s
disgusting. The whole of Moscow knows he's back, everyone is
talking about it, and I am the last to be told. Well, T suppose
T'm not good enough, Where is he, anyway? Let me get at him,
you curround him like a wall. Well, how are you? I've read i, 1

-

N
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“Thank you, thank you 1 appreciate your feelings, but I don't
descrve them. It's wrong to bestow love in a hurry, as though
otherwise one would later have to give much more of tt”

They all laughed and clapped, taking 1t for a deliberate witti-
cwsm, while he did not know where to escape from his forebod-
mgs of disaster and his feeling that desprte his striving for the
good and his capacity far happiness, he had no power over the
future,

The guests began to leave, They had long, tired faces. Their
yawns, snapping and unsnapping their jaws, made them Jook
ke horses,

Before going, they drew the curtains and ‘pushed the windows
open. There was a yellowish dawn in the wet sky flled with
durty, pea-colored clouds, “Looks asst=*=""

<en a storm while
we were chatterina™
. A

bt in the rain on
med
wARY  \ the dnp-drip of
o U stent chirruping
2
o SRR
B00% axefob2
23
i

OBERT

HEQIG -
pOCTOR pe Mump.l“v‘“~

¥ been dragged
loud, delayed
fung out with

Back N0 'm. Suddenly
Aothor 2 -ehensible ag
Juests. They
inued argy.
vew fainter

2 to bed,

‘et. The
human
ch was
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dinary events are approaching. Before they burst upon us, here
is what I wish you: May God grant us not to lose each other and
not to lose our souls. Gogochka, you can cheer afterwards, 1
haven't finished. Stop talking in the comers and listen carcfully.

“In this third year of the war the people have become con-
vinced that the difference between those on the front line and
those at the rear will sooner or later vanish, The sea of blood
will rise until it reaches every one of us and submerge all who
stayed out of the war. The revolution is this flood.

“During the revolution it will seem to you, as it scemed to us
at the front, that life has stopped, that there is nothing pcrsonﬂ
left, that there is nothing going on in the world except hiling
and dying. If we live long enough to read the chronicles and
memoirs of this period, we shall realize that in these five or ten
years we have experienced more than other people do in a ccn-
tury. I don't know whether the people will rise of themselves
and advance spontaneously hike a tide, or whether everything
will be done in the name of the people. Such a tremendous
event requires no dramatic proof of its existence. Il be con-
vinced without proof. It's petty to explore causes of titanic
events. They haven't any. It's only in a family quarrel that you
look for beginnings—after people have pulled each other’s hair
and smashed the dishes they rack their brains trying to figure
out who started it. What is truly great is without beginning, like
the universe. It confronts us as suddenly as if it had always been
there or had dropped out of the blue.

“I too think that Russia is destined to become the first socialist
state since the beginning of the world. When this comes to pass,
the event will stun us for a long time, and after awakening we
shall have lost half our memories forever. We'll have forgotten
what came first and what followed, and we won't look for
causes. The new order of things will be all around us and as
familiar to us as the woods on the horizon or the clouds aver
our heads. There will be nothing elsc left.”

He said a few more things, and by then he had sobered up
completely. As before, he could not hear elearly what people
were saying, and answered them pointlessly. He saw that they
liked him, but could not rid himself of the sadness that op-

pressed him. He said:
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“Thauk you, thank you. I appreciate yous feclings, but 1 don't
deserve them. 1ts wrong to bestow love in 2 hurry, s thaugh
athenvise one would later have to give mouch more of t” .

They all laughed and clapped, taking it for a deliberate wittt
cism, while he d:id not know whete 10 eseape £rom bis forebad.
mgs of disaster and Ins feeling that despite his striving for the
good and his capacity for happivess, he had no power over the
future.

The guests began ta leave. They bad loug, tired faces. Their
yawns, snapping aud unsuapping their jaws, made them look
hke horses,

Before going, they drew the curtains and pushed the windows
open. There was a yellowish dawn in the wet sky filled with
durty, pea-colored clouds. “Looks as if there’s been a storm while
we were thattenmg,” said someone “T was canght in the rain on
my way here, I only just made it,” Shura confirmed.

In the deserted street st was shll dark apd the dnp-drip of
the water from the trees alternated with the insistent chisruping
of drenched spatrows.

There was a roll of thunder, as 1f a plaw had been dragged
nght across the sky Then silence. Then four loud, Qelayed
thuds, hke overgrown potatoes in auturen being, fang aut with
2 shovel from the soft ground.

The thunders cleased the dusty, smoke-filled room Suddenly
the element of e became distinguishable, as apprehensible as
electnic currents, air and watex, deswe for happiness, earth, sky.

The street Blled wath the voices of the departing éuests They
‘ll:d begun ;: }tx]cnted t;:;.rgument in the house and cominueri axg?'

ust as ho i .
ingﬂ]xe dxsiauceya;nd dii(;::f Gradually tho vaices grew fainter

“How late it 45" said Yurii Androfevich. “Let:

The only people I love in the waorld are you andlifatt;eg.g o bed.

5

August hiad gone by sng

a0 September was g}
wevitable was appraaching Winter was near :;‘?5( over, The
world enmaade " - the human
m the

which was
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This was the time to prepare for the cold weather, to store up
food and wood. But in those days of the triumph of materialism,
matter had become a disembodied idea, and the problems of
alimentation and fuel supply took the place of food and firewood

The people in the cities were as helpless as children in the
face of the unknown—that unknown which swept every estsb-
lished habit aside and left nothing but desolation in its wake, al-
though it was itself the offspring of the city and the creation of
city-dwellers.

All around, people continued to deccive themselves, to talk
endlessly. Everyday life struggled on, by force of habit, limping
and shufling. But the doctor saw life as it was. It was clear to
him that it was under sentence. He looked upon himsclf and his
milicu as doomed. Ordeals were ahead, perhaps death. Thelr
days were counted and running out before his eyes.

He would have gone insane had he not been kept busy by the
details of daily life. His wife, his child, the necessity to eamn
money, the humble daily ritual of his practice—these were his
salvation,

He realized that he was a pygmy before the monstrous ma-
chine of the future; he was anxious about this future, and loved
it and was secretly proud of it, and as though for the last time,
as if in farewell, he avidly looked at the trecs and elouds and
the people walking in the streets, the great Russian city strug-
gling through misfortune—and was ready to sacrifice himsclf for
the general good, and could do nothing.

He most often saw the sky and the people from the middle of
the street when he crossed the Arbat at the corner of Old Coach-
yard Raw, near the pharmacy of the Russian Medical Society-

He resumed his duties at his old hospital. It was still called
the Hospital of the Holy Cross, although the socicty of that
name had been dissolved. So far no one had thought of a new
name for the hospital.

The staff had already divided up into camps. To the moder-
ates, whose obtuscness made the doctor indignant, he seemed
dangerous; to those whose polities were advanced, not Red
enough. Thus he belonged to neither group, having moved away
from the former and lagging behind the latter.
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Is addition to his normal duties, the medical chief had put
him in charge of general statisHes. Endiess questionnaires and
fomms went throngh his hands. Death vate, sicluess safe, the
earmngs of the staff, the degree of their political consciousness
20d of their participation in the elections, the perpetual short-
age of fuel, food, medicines, everything had to be checked and
reported.

Zhivago worked at his old table by the staff-room window,
stacked with charts and forms of every size and shape. He had
pushed them to ane side, oceasonally, fo addition to taking
notes for his medical works, he wrote i snatches his “Playing
at People, a Gloomy Diary or Journal Couslsting of Prose, Verse,
and What haveyou, Inspired by the Realization that Holf the
People Have Stopped Being Themselves and Are Acting Un-
Lnown Parts.”

The light, sunny room with its white painted walls was §lled
with the creamy light of the golden autumn days that follow
the Feast of the A ion, when the gs begin to be
frosty and titmice and magpies dart into the bright-leaved, thin-
ning woods. On such days the sky is incredibly high, and
Suvoph the transparent pillar of air benween it and the earth
there moves an ey, dark-blue radiance coming from the north.
Everything in the warld hecames more visible and more audic
ble. Dustant sounds reach us in a state of frozen resonance, sepa-
;;te\fy an.d clearly. The h})rizons open, as if to show the whole of
" i 'e:; ;:‘“':oas‘tlf::r“ ':'hés vaseSed B?h\t would be unbearable it

-Lived, comng a
day just before the early duskn gt the eud of the brief autums

Such was now the light in the staff xo i
om, the Yight of an ear]
autumn i X
Yobemn :u:;]eetj as suceulent, glassy, fuicy as & certain variety of
The doctor sat at bis desk writk i
; ting, pausing to think and to d&i
I:S)I?v? :]vhﬂe some unusually quiet birds gew silently pas(: ﬂ\l:
o “x; lﬁ\:;, (i;:;mng dshmhr.vs on bis moving hands, on the
s, ;
alently venthre m:nﬂ gZ: the floor and the walls, and Just as
The prosector cam
much weight thay

¢ in; he was 2 stout man who had los
x € 52
bis sln Yung on him in bags. “The maple
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leaves are nearly il gone,” he said. “When you think how they
stood up to all the rain and wind, and now a single morning
frost has done it.”

The doctor looked up. The mysterious birds darting past the
window had in fact been winered maple leaves. They few
away from the trees, gliding through the air, and covered the
hospital lawn, looking like bent orange stars.

“Have the windows been puttied up?” the proscctor asked,

“No,” Yurii Andreievich said, and went on writing.

“Isn't it time they were?” K

Yurii Andreievich, absorbed in his work, did not answer.

“Pity Taraska’s gone,” went on the prosector. “He was worth
his weight in gold. Patch your boots or repair your watch—he'd
do anything, And he could get you anything in the world. Now
we'll have to do the windows ourselves.”

“There’s no putty.”

“You can make some, I'll give you the recipe.” He explained
how you made putty with linseed oil and chalk. “Well, Il leave
you now. I suppose you want to get on with your work.”

He went off to the other window and busied himself with his
bottles and specimens. “You'll ruin your eyes,” he said a minut_c
later. “It’s getting dark. And they won't give you any light. Lets
go home.”

“I'll work another twenty minutes or s0.”

“His wife is a nurse here.”

“Whose wifeP”

“Faraska’s.”

“I know.”

“Nobody knows where he is himsclf. He prowls about all over
the country, Last summer he came twice to sce his wife, now
he's in some village. He's building the new life. He's one. of
those soldier-Bolsheviks, you sec them everywhere, walking
about in the streets, travelling in trains. And do you know what
makes them tick? Take Taraska. He can turn his hand to any-
thing. Whatever he docs, he has to do it well. That's wh.:l! hap-
pened to him in the army—he leamed to fight, just like any
other trade. He became a crack rifleman. His eyes and hands—
Brst-class! All his decorations were awarded him, not for m{xr'
age, but for always hitting the mark. Well, anything he _l:l s
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up becomes 2 passios with him, so he took to ﬁghti.ng in 2
big way. He could see what 2 riffe does for a man—it gives h‘xm
power, it brings him distinction. He wanted to be a power him-
<clf, An armed man isn't just a man like any other. In the old
days such men tumed from soldiers into ‘brigands. You just try
1o tahe Taraska's rifle away from him now} Well, then came the
slogan “Turn your bayonets against your masters, so Taraska
turned. That's the whale story. There’s Marsism for you.”

“That's the most genuine kind—straight from life. Didn’t you
kaowt”

The prosector went back to his test tubes,

“How did you make out with the stove specialist?” he asked
alter awhile
“Y'm st grateful to you for sending him. A most interesting
man We spent hows tatking about Hegel and Crace.”
“Naturallyl Took his d in philosophy
What about the stove?”

“That’s not so good.”

“5till smoking?™

“"Never stops.”

“He can’t have £ixed the stovepipe right. It ought to be con-
nected with a fiue Did he let it out throngh the windaw?”

“No, the flue, but 1t still smokes ™

“Then he can’t have found the right air vent If only we had
Taraska! But youll get 1t right 1n the end. Moscow wasn’t built

in a day Gething a stove to work 150't Ike playing the piano, it
tahes shill Have you lard in your frewood?” prg e paes
“\Where am 1 to get st from?™
"YU send you the church janitor He’s an e i
xpert at stealin,
wood. Takes fences to preces and turns them into Rrewood. Bugt

znu:D have to bargain with him. No, better get the extermina-
or

at Heidelb

Th N
Mm?u :cm down to the cloakuoom, put their coats on, and
"\;;hy the extermmnator? We don't have bedbugs”
hat's got nothing to do with it I'm talkig n';)n t
f\x;l("mlsnlﬂt?r 15t r;u n(!:}d woman wha is doinggn bilg1 I:qus?;lcs?:
- Shes got it all set up on a proper busi i
up whole houses for fuel, 1t's dnr’:i \‘?:!ch l;'sx?:t:;o';ﬁga: l:){csl
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days I could have taken you blindfold anywhere in this district
I knew every stone, I was born near here. But since they've
started pulling down the fences I can hardly find my way about,
even by day. It's like being in a strange town. On the other hand,
some extraordinary places have come to light. Little Empire
houses you never knew were there, with round garden tables
and half-rotten benches. The other day I passed a place ble
that, a sort of little wilderness at an intersection of three streets,
and there was an old lady poking about with a stick—she must
have been about a hundred. ‘Hello, Granny,” I said, ‘are you
looking for worms to go fishing?” I was joking, of course, but she
took it quite seriously. ‘No, not worms,” she said, ‘mushrooms.’
And it’s truc, you know, the town is getting to be like the woods.
There’s a smell of decaying leaves and mushrooms.”

“I think I know where you mean—between Serebriany and
Molchanovka, isn't itP The strangest things are always happen-
ing to me there—either I meet someone [ haven't seen in twenty
years, or I find something. They say it's dangerous, and no son-
der, there’s & whole network of alleys leading to the old thieves’
dens near Smolensky. Before you know where you are, they've
stripped you to the skin and vanished.”

“And look at those street lamps—they don't shine at all. No
wonder they call bruises shiners. Be carcful you don’t bump
yourself.”

6

Al sorts of things did indced happen to the doctor at that place.
One cold dark night, shortly before the October fighting he
came across a man lying unconscious on the sidewalk, his arms
flung out, his head against a curbstone, and his fect in the
gntter. Occasionally he uttered weak groans. When the doctar
tried to rouse him he muttered a few words, something about a
wallet. He had been attacked and robbed. His head was bat-
tered and covered with blood, but a casual examination re-
vealed that the skull was intact,

Zhivago went to the pharmacy in the Arbat, telephoned for
Whie cab that the hospital used in emergencies, and took the pa-
tient to the emergency ward.
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i itical leader.

ded man proved to be 4 prominent political
'I'h?fi:;:;—n!:eaked hpzm 4!l he recavered, and f_ur years after-
wards this man acted 15 bis protector, getting him out of trou-

e several times in those days that were s0 heavy with suspi-
aon

7

Antonina Alexandrovna’s plan had been adopted and the famly
had settled for the winter in three rooms on the top foor.

It was a eold, windy Sunday, dark with heavy snow clouds.
The doctor was off duty.

The fire was bt in the moming, and the stove began to smoke.
Nrusha struggled with the damp wood, Antonina Alexandrovna,
who know nothung about stoves, kept giving hes absurd and bad
advice, The doctor, who did know, tried to interfere, but his wife
took Jum gently by the shoulders and pushed him out of the
room, saying: “Don't you meddle in this. Youl only pour ofl on
the fre”

*Of woukdn't be 5o bad, Toniechka, the stove would be ablaze
at once! The trouble 1, there is nefther ofl nor fire”

“Thas 13 1o time for jokes These are moments when they are
out of place”

The trouble wth the stave upset everyone's plans. They had
all hoped to get their chores done before dask and have a free
evening, but now duner would be late, there was no hot water,
and various other plans might have to be dropped.

The fire smoked mose and more. The strong wind blew the
smoke back mto the room. A cloud of black soot stood in it like
a Taury-tole monster in a thiek wood,

Finally Yurn Andreievich drove everyone out into the two
other so0ms, and opened the top pane of the window. He ve-

moted half the weod from the stove, and spaced o s oot
with elups and W .t

Fresh ae
and flew v

w wn uesk A door banged som
where down the hall, and the wind s .
with what was left of the smnl:l‘:a 7 g« atand mouse gme

The logs flared up and crackled. The stove wwas ablaze. Its
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iron body was covered with red-hot spots like a consumptive
flush, The smoke in the room thinned out and soon vanished.

The room grew lighter. The windows, which Yurii Andreievich
had recently fived according to the prosecutor’s recipe, gave of
the warm, greasy smell of putty. An acrid smell of charred fr
bark and the fresh, toilet-water scent of aspen came from the
wood drying by the stove.

Nikolai Nikolaievich burst into the room as impetuously as the
wind coming through the open window.

“They're fighting in the street,” he reported. “There is a regur
lar battle between the cadets who support the Provisional Gov-
ernment and the garrison soldiers who support the Bolsheviks.
There is ski.rmishing all over the aty. I got into trouble coming
here—once at the comer of Bolshaia Dmitrovka and once at the
Nikitsky Gate. Now you can’t get through directly, you have to
go around. Hurry up, Yural Put your coat on, let’s go. You've got
to see it. This is history. This happens once in a lifetime”

But he stayed talking for a couple of hours. Then they had
dinner, and by the time he was ready to go home and was drag-
ging the doctor out, Gordon burst in, in exactly the same way
as Nikolai Nikolaievich and with much the same news.

Things had progressed, however There were new details.
Gordon spoke of increasing rifle firc and of passersby killed
by stray bullets. According to him, all traffic had stopped. He
had got through by a miracle, but now the street was cut off.

Nikolai Nikolaievich refused to believe him and dashed out
but was back in a minute. He said bullets whistled down the
street knocking chips of brick and plaster off the corners. There
was not a soul outside. All ications had stopped.

That weck Sashenka caught a cold.

“Fve told you a hundred times, he's not to play near the
stove,” Yurii Andreievich scolded. “It's much warse to let him
get too hot than cold.”

Sashenka had a sore throat and a fever. He had a cpﬂ’i-ﬂ-
overwhelming terror of vomung, and when Yuni Andreievich
tried to examine his throat he pushed away his hnd, clenching
his teeth, yelling and choling. Neither arguments nor threats
had the slightest effect on hum. At one moment, however, he
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sadvertently yawned, and the doctor quickly took advantage o'f
‘:I\f‘;zﬂi(x;xserytya spoon into his son’s mouth fmd bold down his
tongue for long enough to get a Jodk at bis msp‘.berry-co\ored
Tarynx and swollen tonsils covered with alarming white spots.

A little Yater, by means of a similar maveuves, he got a speci-
imen and, as be had a microscope at home, was able to eamine
it. Fortunately, it was not diphtheria.

But on the third night Sashenka had an attack of Bervous
croup ¥his temperature shot up and e could not breathe, Yuril
Andseievich was helpless to ease his suffering and could not
Tbear to watch it Antonina Alexandrovpa thought the chuld was
dying. They carned him about the room in tumn, apd this
seemed to rmake him feel better.

They needed milk, mineral water, or soda water for him. But
the street fighting was at its height. Gun and 1ifle fire pever
ceased for 8 moment, Even if Yirit Andsatonish Lo e 10,
batle zone at the risk¢ ~ .
one about in the street .

pended until the situation would be definitively claribed,

Yet there could be no doubt about the outcome, Rumors came
from ali sifles that the workers were gettmg the upper hand,
Small groups of cadets were Sghtmg on, but they were cut off
from each other and from their comman

The Swizev quarter was held by soldiers’ units who were
pressing on toward the center. Soldiers who bad fought agaiast
Cermany and young working boys sat in a trench they had dug
down the street, they weve alrendy getting o know the people
who lived in the neighborhood and joked wath them as they
came and stood outside their gates. Traffic in this pact of the
town \(\‘:ns being restored,

Gorden and Niholat Nikolaienich, who had
Z}uvng;cxd', !:::re released from thew three day;g‘ mcasgtgfnkt; tztige_
vago ha % glad of their pres : s 1

nn%l his wife fn%gaw them fc‘:: a;‘(;?: Sl Sushenlts Mness,

to the i
But they had Lelt obliged to Tepay ihcgkmdneisg(y’zfnzzl disorder.

entertanng them wi M their hosts by
kxiuu!tbd“i:y dl.ru:“:l\h craseless talk. Yori Andreievich was so

£ ooi
1o see thern o, 2ys of pointless chatter that he was happy
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They learned that their guests had got home safely. But military
operations continued, several streets were still closed, and the
doctor could not yet go to his hospital. He was impatient to
return to his work and the manuseript he had left in the drawer
of the staff-room desk.

Only here and there did people come out in the morning sad
walk a short distance to buy bread. When they saw a passer-by
carrying a milk bottle, they would surround him trying to find
out where he had got it.

Occasionally the firing resumed all over the town, and the
streets were cleared again. It was said that the two sides were
engaged in negotiations, whose course, favorable or unfavorable,
was reflected in the varying intensity of the firing.

At about 10 pa. onc evening in late October (OM Style)
Yurii Andreicvich went without any particular necessity to call
on one of his colleagues. The strects he passed were deserted.
He walked quickly, The first thin powdery snow was comisg
down, scattered by a rising wind.

He had tumed down so many side strects that he had almost
Jost count of them when the snow thickencd and the wind
turned into a blizzard, the kind of blizzard that whistles in a
field covering it with a blanket of snow, but which n town
tosses about as if it had lost jts way.

There was something in common between the disturbances in
the moral and in the physical world, on the ground and in the
air. Here and there resounded the last salvoes of islands of e
sistince. Bubbles of dying fires rose and broke on the horizon.
And the snow swirled and eddied and smoked on the wet strects
and pavements.

A newsbay running with a thick batch of freshly printed pa-
pers under his arm and shouting “Latest news!” overtook Wim at
n intersection.

“Keep the change,” said the doctor. The boy peeled a damp
sheet of the bateh, thrust it inte his hand, and a minute Iater
was ungulfcd in the snowstorm. .

"The doctor stopped under a street light to read the headlines.
The paper was 2 late extra printed on one side only; it gave the
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Soviet of People’s
ficial anpouncement from Petersburg that &
')Cu:c::n'xssnrs had been formed and that Soviet power and the

hio of the proletariat were established in Russfa. There
t r N
followed the first decrees of the new gnve:xmxent gudLvnnaus
bricf news dispatches received by

& 08 a X

The blizzard lashed at the docltlor’s ei}'es "““;3 io};mi S:,i

inted page with gray, rustling pellets of snow. But 1t va
S\n:mo.ssém {h;.%r;)xwemedghim from reading T}le hxstm:ic
greatness of the moment moved him so deeply that it took him
some time to collect himself,

To read the rest of the news he looked around for 2 bent?r
1ut, sheltered nlace, He foumd that o wne chendian -oon o=
at that
novka,

R $pacivus, Be-ut 10bby.

fie went in and stood under the electric hght, next to the
starease, seading the news.

Footsteps sounded sbove hum. Someone was comug down the
stars, stopping frequenty, as though hesitating, At oge poiat,
he actually changed his mind and ran up again, A door opened
somewhere and two voices welled out, so distorted by echoes
that it was impossible to tell whether men or women were
speaking, Then the door banged and the same steps ran down,
this time resolutely

Yurn Andreievich was absorbed in fis paper and bad not
meant ta look up, but the stranger stopped so suddenly at the
foot of the stairs that he raised his head.

Belore bim stood a boy of about eighteen in a seindeer cap
and 3 stilt rewndeer coat worn, 8 in Siberia, fur side out, Hewas
dark and bad narrow Kurgher eyes. His face bad an anstocratic
quality, the fugitwe spatk and reticent delicaty that give an im-
presvon of remoteness and are sowetimes found in people of a
“’"{,"'"’{,‘,’“’“ﬁ p:\xc;xk\gc.

be boy obviously mistook Yuni Andrefevich,
ehe He looked at him, puzzled and shy, as if he kf\?\vmﬁi
L\)\x}\\ not \:nale"up his nxxind to speak. To put 2n end to the mis.
unt Andreiovick pe ’
couragng glance, him vath a cald, dis-
The Loy turnnd nwne counfoest oo ¥
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They learned that their guests had got home safely. But military
operations continued, several streets were still closed, and the
doctor could pot yet go to his hospital. He was impaticat to
retumn to his work and the manuscript he had left in the drawer
of the staff-room desk.

Only here and there did people come out in the morning and
walk a short distance to buy bread. When they saw a passerby
carrying a wmilk bottle, they would surround him trying to find
out where he had got it.

Occasionally the firing resumed all over the town, and the
streets were cleared again, It was said that the two sides wese
engaged in negotiations, whose course, favorable or unfavorable,
was reflected in the varying intensity of the firing.

At about 10 PaL one cvening in fate October (OId Style)
Yurii Andreievich went without any particular necessity to call
on one of his collcagues. The streets he passed were descrted.
He walked guickly. The first thin powdery snow was coming
down, scattered by a rising wind,

He had turncd down so many side streets that he had almost
Jost count of them when the snow thickened and the wind
turned into a blizzard, the kind of blizzard that whistles In 2
field covering it with a blanket of snow, but which in town
tosses about as if it had lost jts way,

There was something in common between the disturbances in
the moral and in the physical world, on the ground and in the
air. Here and there resounded the last salvoes of islands of re-
sisthnce. Bubbles of dying fires rose and broke on the horizon.
And the snow swirled and eddied and smoked on the wet streets
and pavements.

A newsboy running with a thick batch of freshly pn‘n!cd pa-
pers under his arm and shouting “Latest news!” overtook him at
1n intersection.

“Keep the change,” safd the doctor. The boy pecled a damp
sheet off the batch, thrust it into his hand, and a minute later
was cngulfed in the snowstorm.

The doctor stopped under a street light to read the headlines.
The paper was 2 late extra printed on one side only; it gave the
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i fearlessness, this way of seeing the thing thyough fo the
cnzh}is a familiar national look about it. It h:\s’someﬂu?g_ of
Pushkin's uncompromising, clarity and of Tolstoy's unwavering
faithfulness to the facts” .
M‘l'll’ﬂushkin, you said? Wait a second. Let me Boish. 1 can't read
and Yisten at the same tme," said Alexander A\amndro,v‘xch e
der the mustaken imp that his son-inJaw was g
him.

“And the real strohe of genius is this, If you charged someone
with the task of creating a new world, of starting & new era, he
would ask you first to clear the ground. He would wait for the
oid centuries to finish before undertakng to build the new ones,
he'd want to begin a new paragraph, a new page.

“But here, they dor’t bother with anything Ike that. This
new thing, this masvel of history, this revelation, is exploded
right anto the very thick of daily kfe without the slightest con-
sideration for its course. It doesn't start at the beginuing, it starts
in the middle, without any schedule, on the first weekday that
comes along, while the traffic in the street is at its height. That’s
real genius Only real g can be so d with
timing and opportunity.”

9

Winter came, just the kind of winter that had been foretold. Tt
was not as temilying as the two winters that followed it, but it
was already of the samo sort, dark, hungry, and cold, entirely
ghhen to the brealing up of the famslior and the reconstruction
ot all the found of exi , and to ink efforts to
out of your grasp.

There were three of them, one after the other, three such ter.
rible wiaters, and not alf that now seems to have happened tu
,19‘17 a;:ld 1913 really happened then—some of it may have been
ater These three sus i i Ve

b e o ch:?; '\\‘mters have mergcd mto ove and

The old fife and the new arder had not yet come i

They were not yet openly bostle to each)cd:ez as"\lvlclzrxt?
el war broke out & year later, but there was po ‘mxmecﬁon b:

cling to fife as & slipped
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There he Jooked back once again before going aut and bazgisg
the heavy glass door shut behing him,

Yurii Andreievich left a few minutes after him. His mind wis
full of the news; he forgot the boy and the colleague he kd
meant to visit, and set out straight for home. But he was &
tracted oa the way by another incident, cne of those details of
Zer_\'day life that assumed an inordinate importance in those

VS,

Not far from his house he stumbled in the dark over an eas-
mous pile of timber near the curb. There was an institutirn of
some sort in the street, to which the government had pmb:‘af)‘
supplied fuel in the form of bozrds from a dismantled howse &2
the outskirts of the town. Not all of it would go into the yerd,
and the rest had been left outside. A sentry with a riffe was 03
duty by this pile; be paced up and down the yard and oceasica-
2lly went out into the street.

Without thinking twice, Yurii Andrejevich took advantage cf 3
moment when the seatry’s back was turned and the wind bad
raised 2 cloud of snow into the air to ereep up on the dark side,
avoiding the Lamplight, carefully Ioosen a heavy beam from the
very bottom, and pull it out. He loaded it with difculty ea IS
back, immediately ceasing to feel its weight (your own Jo2d i
ot 2 burden), and, hugging the shadow of the walls, took the
wood sa2fely bome.

Tts arrival was timely; they had run out of rewood The
beam was chopped up, and the pieces were stacked Yurd
Andreievich Lit the stove and squatted in front of it in silence,
while Alexander Alexandrovich moved up his armehair and st
warming himself.

Yerii Andreievich took the newspaper out of the side pocket
of Bis coat and beld it out to him.

“Seen that? Have a look.”

SHT] squatting e his heels 2nd poking the fre, he talked 10

himsell.
" hat splendid surzeny! You tale a knife and with one mas-
tesful stroke you cut out 21 the old stinking uloers Quite umphv,
without any nousense, you take the ofd momster of injustict
which has been zccustomed for centuriss to beinz bowed and
scraped 2nd curtsied to, 2nd you sentence it to death
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~This fearlessness, this way of secing ﬂ?e thing lhm“ﬁ:;);: ﬁ:;
end, has a familiar national look about it. It hns,som ave%in
Pushkin's uncompromising clarity and of Tolstoy’s uow: g

i be facts.” . .
hllgf:sllr\’ke‘::,';otu said? Wait a second, Let me finish, fi!c:n} thre:d-
and lsten at the same time,” said A!exnm?er Alexan ovich u
der the mistaken impression that his sop-in-faw was g
}uTAnd the real stroke of genius s this. If you .r:harged someoie
with the task of creating a new world, of starting & new era,me
would ask you first to clear the ground. He would wait for the
old centuries to finish before undertaking ta build the new oncs,
he'd want to begin 2 new paragraph, 2 new page. .

“But here, t%wy dnn‘tpbnther with anything hke. that. This
new thiag, this marvel of history, this revelation, is exploded
right inte the very thick of daily hfe without the sh.ghte_st con-
sideration for its course It doesn't start at the beginning, it starts
m the middle, without any schedule, on the first weekday !ba‘t
comes along, while the traffic in the street is at its height. Th"f! s
real genws Only real g can be so d with
timing and opportunity.”

9

Winter came, just the kind of winter that had been foretald. It
was not as temfying as the two winters that followed it, but it
was alseady of the same sort, dark, Iungry, and cold, entirely
given to the breaking up of the fasuliar and the reconstruction
of ali the foundations of existence, and to inhuman eforts to
cling tohie as it shpped out of your grasp.

There were three of them, one after the other, three such ter.
rible winters, and not all that now seems to have bappened in
1917 and 1918 really happened then—some of it may have been
later These three successive winters have merged into one angd
15 dufficult to tell them apart,

The old ke and the new order had not yet come in contact.
They were not yet openly hostile to each other, as when the
civil war broke out o yeas Iater, but there was 10 connection be-
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There he looked back once again before going out and banging
the heavy glass door shut behind him,

Yurii Andreievich left a few minutes after him. His mind was
full of the news; he forgot the boy and the colleague he had
meant to visit, and set out straight for home. But he was ds-
tracted on the way by another incident, one of those details of
;veryday life that assumed an inordinate importance in those

ays.

Not far from his house he stumbled in the dark over an enor-
mous pile of timber near the curb, There was an institution of
some sort in the street, to which the government had probably
supplied fuel in the form of boards from a dismantled house it
the outskirts of the town. Not all of it would go into the yard,
and the rest had been left outside. A sentry with a rifle was on
duty by this pile; he paced up and down the yard and occasion-
ally went ont into the street.

Without thinking twice, Yurii Andreievich took advantage of 2
moment when the sentry’s back was turned and the wind had
raised a cloud of snow into the air to creep up on the dark side,
avoiding the lamplight, carefully loosen a heavy beam from the
very bottom, and pull it out. He loaded it with difficulty on his
back, immediately ceasing to feel its weight (your own Joad is
not a burden), and, hugging the shadow of the walls, took the
wood safely home.

Its arrival was timely; they had run out of firewood. The
beam was chopped up, and the pieces were stacked. Yurit
Andrefevich Lit the stove and squatted in front of it in silence,
while Alexander Alexandrovich moved up his armchair and sat
warming himself.

Yurii Andreievich took the newspaper out of the side pochet
of his coat and held it out to him.

“Secen that? Have a look.”

Still squatting on his heels and poking the fire, ho talked to
himself.

“What splendid surgeryl You take a knife and with one mas-
terful stroke you cut out all the old stinking ulcers. Quite simx‘ﬂ)’-
without any nonsense, you take the old monster of injustice,
which has been accustomed for centurics to being bowed and
scraped and curtsied to, and you sentence it to death,
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“Dorft talk hke that. Fray God you'll keep well. Why play
sandra?”
Cnchmember. there aret any hanest people loft, m'dan?;
friends, Stll Tess any experts, 1f anything should bappen anf
trust anyone escept Pickuzbkin. That is if he's still there, o
course, You axen't asleep?” .

“No” .

“The pay wasn't good enough, 5o off they went; now it turas
out they had principles and tivic sentiments. Yon meet them.m
the strect, they hardly shake hands, just raise an e,yebr?w:‘ So
you're working for themP~—T am,’ I said, ‘and if you dou't mind,
1 am proud of our privations and I respect those who honer us
by imposing them onus.™

10

For a long time most people’s daily food consisted of thin millet
botled in water and soup made of berring heads; the herting it-
sclf was used 25 a second course, A sort of kasha was also made
of unground wheat or rye.

A woman professor who was 2 friend of Antonina Alezan-
drovna's taught her to bake bread 1n an improvised Dutch oven.
The idea was 1o sell some of the bread and so caver the cost of
heating the tle stove as in the old days, instead of using the
tron stove, which continued to smoke and gave almost no heat,

Antomna Alexandrovna’s bread was good byt nothung came of
ey commentia} plans. They bad to go back to the wretched
fronstove The Zuvagos were bard up.

QGne moming, after Yurii Andresevich had gone to work,
Antonina Alexandrovna put on her shabby winter coate—she was
50 tun down that she shivered in it even in warm weather—and
went aut “hunting.” There weee anly two logs feft. For about
balf an hovr she wandered thsough the alleys in the veighbor-
hood where vou could sometimes catch & peasant from one of
e villages outside Moscow selling vegetables and potatoes. In

the main streets, peasants with Joads were hable to be

2 anested,
Soon she found what she was Jooking for, A shardy young fel-
tow o a peasant’s coat walked b

ack with ber, pulling a sleigh
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tween the two. They stood apart, confronting each other, in
compatible,

There were new elections everywhere—in administration of
buildings, organizations of all kinds, government offices, public
services. Commissars invested with dictatorial powers were ap-
pointed to each, men of iron will in black leather jackets, armed
with means of intimidation and guas, who shaved rarely and
slept even more rarely.

They knew the slinking bourgeois breed, the ordinary holders
of cheap government bonds, and they spoke to them without
the slightest pity and with Mephistophelean smiles, as to petty
thieves caught in the act.

These were the people who reorganized everything in ac-
cordance with the plan, and company after company, enterprise
after enterprise became Bolshevized.

The Hospital of the Holy Cross was now known as the Sec-
ond Reformed. Many things had changed in it. Part of the st:tﬁ
had been dismissed and others had resigned because they did
not find the work sufficiently rewarding. These were doctors
with a fashionable practice and high fees, and ghb talkers. ThL‘:V
left out of self-interest but asserted that they had made a civic
gesture of protest and looked down on those who had stayed
on, almost boycotting them. Zhivage had stayed.

In the evenings husband and wife had conversations of this
sort:

“Don’t forget Wednesday, at the Doctors” Union; theyT! have
two sacks of frozen potatoes for us in the basement. Il Jet you
know what time I can get away, We'll have to go together and
take the sled.”

“All right, Yurochka, there’s plenty of time, Why don'’t you S‘:
to bed now, it's late, T wish you'd rest, you can’t do c\'crylhi’tg'

“There’s an epidemic. Exhaustion is lowering resistance. You
and Father look terrible. We must do something. If only I Jnew
what, We don't take cnough care of ourselves. Listen. You arent
asleep?”

“No” }

“I'm not worried about myself, I've got ninc lives, but if by
- chance I should get ill, you will be sensible, won't you, you

an,
mzstn't keep me at home. Get me into the hospital a2 once-
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Thivago bad a deink of :ut water and saccharin whitened
ith milk and went off to see his patient.
w‘ll)‘c‘:‘;ks::\v covered the stxeesfrom wall to wall, in places ué!
to the level of the grousd-floor windows. Silent half-dead sh? -
aws moved all over this expanse eanying a litle food of pulling
t along on sleds. There was almost no other traffie.

012 shop signs still hung here and there. They ha}d s vele
tion to the smal} new consumer shops and co-operatives, which
were all empty and Jocked, thelr windows hared ar hoarded up.

The reason they were locked and empty was not only that
there were no goods but that the reorganization of all aspects
of e, including trade, bad so far remained largely on paper

and hadl pot yet affected such trifling details as the boarded-up
shops.

1

The house to which the doctar west was at the end of Brest
Street near the Tver Gate.

1t was an old barrackhike stone building with an inside court-
yard, and three wooden staircases rosc along the courtyard walls,

That day the tenants were at their general meeting, in which
& woman delegate from the borough councdl partierpated,
when a military commission suddenly turned up to check arms
hieenses and to confiscate unbeensed weapons. The tenants had
to go back to their flats, but the head of the commission asked
the delegate not to leave, assuring her that the search would not
t?ke tong and the meeting could be resumed within a short
time

When the doctor armved, the commission had almost fnished
but the at where he was gomg had nat yet been searched.
Zhavago was stopped on the Landing by a soldier with a rifle, but
t)]w hwi} of L%:Z commission heard them wrgung and ordered
the search to be put off until after the & i i
by et the doctor bad examined his

The door was opened by the master of the ko i
. e
young man with & sallew complexion and dark, mehnibr;y?gm
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that looked as light as a toy, and followed her cautiously into
the yard,

Covered up by sacking inside the sleigh was a load of birch
logs no thicker than the balusters of an old-fashioned country
house in a nineteenth-century photograph. Antonina Alewe-
drovna knew their worth—birch only in name, the wood was of
the poorest sort and too freshly cut to be suitable for buming.
But as there was no choice, it was pointless to argue.

The young peasant carried five or six armloads up to the liv-
ing room and took in exchange Tonia’s small mirror wardrobe, He
carried it down and packed it in his sleigh to take away for 2
present for his bride. In discussing a future deal in potatoes, he
asked the price of the piano.

When Yurii Andreievich came home he said nothing about his
wife’s purchase. It would have been more sensible to chop up
the wardrobe, but they could never have brought themselves to
do it

“There’s 2 note for you on the table, did you see itP” she said.

“The one sent on from the hospital? Yes, I've had the message
already. It’s a sick call. I'll certainly go. I'll just have a little rest
first, But it’s pretty far. It’s here near the Triumphal Arch,
I've got the address.”

“Have you seen the fee they are offering youP You'd better
read it. A bottle of German cognac or a pair of stockings! Wha.t
sort of people are they, do you imagine? Vulgar. They dont
seem to have any idea of how we live nowadays. Noureaus
riches, I suppose.”

“Yes, that’s from a supplier.”

Suppliers, concessionnaires, and authorized agents were names
then given to small businessmen to whom the govemment,
which had abolished private trade, oceasionally made conces:
sions at moments of economic difficultics, charging them with
the procurement of various goods.

They were not former men of substance or dismissed heads
of old firms—such people did not recover from the blow they
had received. They were a new categosy of businessmen, people
without roots who had been scooped up from the bottom by the
war and the revolution.
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<t hold of any sort of transporiation—2 cab ar even &
cc;n.‘%dgglév%z:se shell hnze to be well wrapped up Tl give you
ission order.” .
ﬂn‘:%m;;‘ but wait a moment, Is it really typhus? How Yori-
blel®

“ om afraid s0” , .

“Look, [ know I lose her {f 1 let her go-—cau]dx?t you possi-
Bly Yook after her here? Come 2s often as you pgss:bly can—TT
e anly too happy to pay you anything you like!

“1 am somy—Yve told yon: Wwhat she needs is constant super-
vision. Do 25 ¥ say—-1 seally am advistog you for her good. Now,
get a cab at any cost and TR write out the vrder, 1'd better do
it 5 your house committee voom The order has to have the
house stamp op it, and thete are a {few other formalities.”

1

Ooe by one the tenants, in shawls and fur coats, had returned
1o the unheated basement, which had ence been a wholesale
egg store und was now used by the house commuttee.

An office desk and several chadrs stood 2) one end of it. As
there wete not enough chairs, tid empty egg orates wurned up-
side down had been placed te 2 row to form a beoch. A plle of
them as high as the ceiling towered at the far end of the room;
in a corner was a heap of shaviogs stuck into Tumps with frozen
yolk that bod dripped From broken eggs. Rats scumed noisily
inssde tho heap, making an occasional sortie into the middle of
the stone floor and darting hack.

Each time this happened a fat woman climbed squealing anto
a crate and, holding up her skirt daintily and tappng her
fas‘himm\)\e Ingh shoes, shouted in a deliberately hoarse, dn:nkm
voice,

"Olia, Olia, you've got rats all over the pla
{’i::hy b“mtf-. Ai:;l-ail ook at ¢, & \mdmtg‘\;:,' sgfﬁﬁl );nu:

-an-alt it's 2 to climb o ,
toalieoedl Lok e wbte v, oo 1 S, Y 50

. vay, genlemen, S
you're comrade eitizens now, not g’,e§ demen= orty, 1 lorgot,

Her astrakhan cape hang epen over the three quaking layers
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He was flustered by a number of things—because of his wife's
illness, the impending search, and his profound reverence for
medical science and its representatives,

To save the doctor time and trouble he tried to be as brief as
possible, but his very haste made his speech long and incoherent.

The flat was cluttered with a mixture of expensive and cheap
furniture, hastily bought as an investment against the rapid
inflation. Sets were supplemented by odd pieces.

The young man thought his wife’s illness had been caused by
nervous shock. He explained with many digressions that they
had recently bought an antique clock. It was a broken-down
chiming clock, and they had bought it for a song merely as a
remarkable example of the clockmaker’s art (he took the doctor
into the next room to see it). They had even doubted whether
it could be repaired. Then, one day, suddenly the clock, which
had not been wound for years, had started of itself, played its
complicated minuet of chimes, and stopped. His wife was ter-
rified, the young man said; she was convinced that her last
hour had struck, and now there she was delirious, refused all
food, and did not recognize him.

“So you think it’s nervous shock” Yurii Andrcievich siid
doubtfully. “May I see her now?”

They went into another room, which had a porcelain chande-
lier, a wide double bed, and two mahogany bedside tables. A
small woman with big black eyes lay near the cdge of the bed,
the blanket pulled up above her chin. When she saw them she
freed one arm from under the bedclothes and waved them back,
the loose sleeve of her dressing gown falling back to her arm-
pit. She did not recagnize her husband, and as if she were alone
in the room, she began to sing something sad in a low voice,
which upset her so much that she cried, whimpering like a child
and begging to “go home.” When the doctor went up to the bed
she tumned her back on him and refused to let him touch her.

“I ought to cxamine her,” he said, “but it doesn't really mat-
ter. It's quite clear that she’s got typhus—a severe case, poor
thing; she must be feeling pretty wretched. My advice to you is
to put her in a hospital. I know you'd sce to it that she had
everything she necded at home, but it's most important that she
should have constant medical supervision in the first few weeks,
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the Twverzin Hostel, in honor of Comrade Tiverzin, who lived
here before be was degoﬂed, as everyone knows. No objecﬁons?
Now, as to dates. There's no hurry, you've got 2 whole year.
Working people will be rehoused; others must find accommoda:
tions for themselves and are given a year's notice.”

“We're all working people! Every one of us! We're all workers,”
people shouted from every side, and one voice sobbed outs “I’s
Great-Russian chauvinism? Al the nations are equal pow! I know
what you're hinting at.”

“Not all at once, please. Whom am I to answer BrstP What
have nations got to do with it, Citizen Valdyrkin? Look at Khra-
pugina, you can’t thigk theres 2 question of nationabty favolved
in her case, and we are certainly evicting her.”

“You are, are you! Just you try and evict me, we'll see about
that! You crushed sofal You crampled bedsheet!” Khrapugina
screamed, calling the delegate every meamngless name she
could thimk of in the heat of the quarrel.

"What a shedevill” The janitress was indignant. “Haven't
you any shame?”

"Don't you meddle in this, Fatima, 1 can look after myself,”
said the delegate. “Stop 1t, Khrapugiaa, 1 know all about you.
Shut up, el you, or Il hand you ever at once to the authorities
:ic:re they catch you brewing vodka and ruoning an illegal

The uproar was at its height when the doctor H
room, He ashed the first magn he xan into at the udl::x: :glo ‘i}:x:
ont \‘f‘ him a member of the house committee. The uzher?t?em
:{)\0 \a;st::;r;e’su]cxkc a trumpet 1o front of his mouth and shouted

:Y(}}a-l:iiul-lima! Come here You're wanted.”

he doctor could not believe his ears. A th

;:1}\\ a slight stoop, the janitress, came up to hi:.??:‘\l\?a;‘mai

1y her Llcncss.m !'\cr son, He did not, however, identify hsgmsgcl(

;‘lc:n:;w;, :::n s:;d'.—n(‘)ne of your tenants has got typhus” (he told
o eTe are various preciutios e

l‘nl:;n ;:n present dts spreading, Mu?crqver, thnes g;iite:?w obe

:: m]:\ ﬂgn:l. l;u make out an admission order, which thn;u}:;ugo
o e ¢ s e

ot certify. How and where can we get that
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of her double chin and rich, silk-swathed bosom and stomach.
She had once been the belle of her circle of small tradesmen
and salesmen, but now her little pig eyes with their swollen lids
could scarcely open. A rival had once tried to splash her with
vitriol but had missed and only a drop or two had plowed traces
on her cheek and at the corner of her mouth, so slight as to be al-
most becoming,

“Stop yelling, Khrapugina. How can we get on with our work?”
said the delegate of the borough council, who had been elected
chairman and was sitting behind the desk.

The delegate had known the house and many of the tenants
all her life. Before the meeting she had had an unofficial talk
with Aunt Fatima, the old janitress who had once lived with
her husband and children in a comer of the filthy basement but
had now only her daughter with her and had been moved into
two light rooms on the first floor.

“Well, Fatima, how are things going?” the delegate ashed.

Fatima complained that she could not cope with such a big
house and so many tenants all by herself and that she got no
help because, although each family was supposed to take turns
cleaning the yard and the sidewalks, not one of them did -

“Don’t worry, Fatima, well show them. What kind of com-
mittee is this, anyway? They’re hopeless. Criminal elements
are given shelter, people of doubtful morals stay on without
registration. We'l get rid of them and elect another. 11 make
you house-manageress, only don’t make a fuss.”

The janitress begged to be let off, but the delegate refused to

listen.
Looking around the room and deciding that enough pco;lﬂe
were present, she called for quiet and opened the mecting with
a short introductory speech. She condemned the commuttce for
slackness, proposed that candidates should be put up for the
election of a new one, and went on to other business.

In conclusion she said; 3

“So that’s how it is, comrades. Frankly speaking, this is a big
hause, it’s suitable for a hostel. Look at all the delegates who
come to town to attend conferences, and we don’t know where
to put them. It's been decided to take over the building for 2
district soviet hostel for visitors from the country and to call it
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confusing more than Tighting the way. The darkness was all
asound them, 2nd fhey had left behind them the house where
50 many peaple bad know Lasa, where she bad often come as
g, and whese, they said, Antipov, her busband, had grown up.

“Will you really find your way withaut a Bashlight, Comrade
Doctor?* Demina was facetiously patronizng. “If not, Tl lend
you mipe. Ifs a fact, you kmow, T had z Teal crash on her
when we were litle gils They had a dressmakuing establush-
meat, 1 was an apprentice in the workshop. Tve seen her this
year She stapped on her way through Moscow. 1 smd, "Where ’
are you off to, uilly? Stay here. Come and bve with us. Welt
$nd you a job.’ But it wasn’t any good, she wouldn't, Well, it's
her business, She married Pasha with her head, not with her
heart, she's been crazy ever since, Off she went.”

“What do you think of hes?”

*Careful~it's slippery. 1 don’t know how many times I've told
them not to throw the slops out of the door—might as well talk
to a wall What do I think of her? How do you mean, think?
What should 1 hink? T haven't any time to think. Here's where
§ bve. One Gang 1 dide’t 4o}l her—her brother, whe was in the
army, 1 think they've shot kim As for her mother, my mistress
::Bgl:o(:}lbt\ac jl:o-.—ﬂl save her, I'm secing to it. Well, I've got to go
‘h'ﬂwy pasted The light of gemim's Inttle fashlight shot into

¢ narrow stone entrance and ran on, lightin 0
walls and the dirty strs while the doc'lvgr \vnsg l‘:zgt ?;n:?,ﬁzg
by the darkness On his right lay Sadavaia Teiumphaloaia Street,
on bis left Sadovais Karetaala Strect. Running jato the bhc‘;

snowy distance, they were no Jonger streets but cuttings i

Y ) ttings in the
jnngle of stone buldings, hke ctin s
fosests of Sibena or the Urals B through he fmpasatle

/}‘l };Iome it was ight and wann.
Why are you 50 late?” asked Antonina Al
a0 -
(‘-:lr‘:)rd}:nnry ?:!ing )x}app(;zod while you were '-:)‘t," ?ﬁ:‘ﬁz‘mx
e he could seply. “Really quite unaccountable, Y,

Father broke the atarm dock<] Jorgot to tell ):uﬁi;: 3:;“(‘:3
ock. He tried 1o Tepair it, he
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She thought he meant “How is the patient to get to the
hospital?” and replied: “There’s a cab coming from the soviet
for Comrade Demina, that's the delegate. She's very kind,
Comrade Demina, Il tell her, she’s sure to let your patient have
the cab, Don't worry, Comrade Doctor, we'll get her there all
right.”

“That’s wonderful. Actually, I only meant where could 1
write out the order. But if there’s a cab as well . . . May [ ask
you, are you the mother of Licutenant Galiullin? We were in the
same unit at the front.”

Galiullina started violently and grew pale. She grasped the
doctor’s hand. “Come outside,” she said. “Well talk in the yard.”

As soon as they were outside the door she said quickly: “Talk
softly, for God’s sake. Don’t ruin me, Yusupka's gone wrong.
Judge for yourself—what is he? He was an apprentice, a worket.
He ought to understand—simple people are much better off
now, a blind man can see that, nobody can deny it. I don’t know
what you feel yourself, maybe it would be all right for you, but
it’s a sin for Yusupka, God won't forgive him. Yusupka's father
was a private, he was killed, they say his face was shot off, and
his arms and Jegs.”

Her voice broke, she waited till she was more calm, then she
went on: “Come. I'll get you the cab. I know who you are. e
was here for a couple of days He told me. Ile said you knew
Lara Guishar. She was a good gurl, I remember her, she used to
come and see us. What she's like now, I don’t know-~who can
tell with you people? After all, it's natural for the masters to
stick together. But for Yusupka it's a sin. Come, lot's ask for the
eab. I'm sure Comrade Demina will let you have it. You hnow
who Comrade Demina is? She’s Olia Demina, a scamstress she
was, worked for Lara’s mother, that’s who she is, and she’s from
this house. Come along.”

13

Night had fallen. All around them was darkness. Only the
nd patch of light from Demina’s pocket Rashhight

all rou
s ift four or five paces ahcad.

iumped from snowdrift to snowdr.
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Jeft and Sadovaia Triumphalnaia on his right, and had it the
table lamp, its warm orange glow lit up the streets and now he
could wnite So he was writing

He was wniting what he should have written long ago and h?d
always wished to write but never could. Now it came to him
quite easily, he wrote eagerly and said exactly what he wanted
to say. Only now and then a boy got in his way, 2 boy with nar-
row Kirghiz eyes, in an unbuttoned rendeer coat worn fur side
out, as 1n the Urals or Siberia.

He knew for ccrtain that this boy was the spirit of his death
or, to put it quite plaialy, that he was his death. Yet how could
he be his death 1f he was belping him to write 2 poem? How
could death be useful, how was it possible for death to be a help?

The subject of his poem was pejther the entombment nor the
resurrection but the days between, the title was “Turmol ™

He had always wanted to describe how for three days the
black, raging, worm-Blled earth had assailed the deathless in-
carnation of love, storming 1t with rocks and rubble—as waves
fly and leap at n seacosst, cover and submerge st—~how for three
days the black hurricane of earth raged, advancing and re-
treating,

Two kines kept coming into his head:

.‘_"C are glad to be near you,” and “Time to wake up.”
d‘:“]‘lﬂ a::;nc ‘lOUﬁ‘)?ing him', were hell, disfuluﬁon, corruption,

] qually vear him were the spring and Mary Mag-
dalene and life And it was time to awake. Time to wake up and
to get up. Time to anse, time for the resurrecton.

16

¥le began o get better, At first he took S
: S k everything for granted,
e a h;lcl\nt He remembered nothing, her) ooulg see i‘u“czn:
nmx‘un b tween one thing and another and was not surprised at
:::1 n::],, s wafe fed him on white bread apd batter and
th;xléx dfu ::1c §x\c him coffee He had forgotten that such
Mo uim ey, and he enjoyed their taste Like poetry or

<3, a5 something right and proper for
S P T 2 co
Soon, however, he began to think and wonder, mvalescent.
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of bread. I didn’t know what to do and Father was completely
dejected. Well, about an hour ago—can you believe it—there
was a sudden ringing—such a piercing, deafening noise, we weze
all frightened out of our wits, It was the alarm clochl Can you
imagine such a thing? It bad started up again, all by itself.”
“My hour for typhus has struck,” said Yurii Andreievich,
laughing, He told her about his patient and the chiming clock.

14

But he did not get typhus until much later. In the meantime the
Zhivagos were tried to the limits of endurance. They had noth-
ing and they were starving. The doctor went to see the Paty
member he had once saved, the one who had been the victim
of a robbery. This man did everything he could for the doctot,
but the civil war was just beginning and he was hardly ever in
Moscow; moreover, he regarded the privations people had to
suffer in those days as only natural, and he himself went hungry,
though he concealed it.

Yurii Andreievich tried to get in touch with the supplier in
Brest Street. But in the intervening months the young man had
disappeared and nothing was known about his wife, who had
recovered. Galiullina was out when Yurii Andreievich called,
most of the tenants were new, and Demina was at the front.

One day he received an allocation of wood at the official
price. He had to bring it from the Vindava Station. Walking
home along the endless stretches of Meshchanskaia Street—
keeping an eye on the cart loaded with his unexpected treasure
—he noticed that the street looked quite different; he found that
he was swaying from side to side, his legs refusing to carry him.
He realized that he was in for a bad time, that he had typhus.
The driver picked him up when he fell down and slung him 08
top of the wood. The doctor never knew how he got home.

15

He was delirious off and on for two wecks. He dreamed that
Tonia had put two strects on his desk, Sadovaia Karctnata on his
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left and Szdovaia Triumphalnaia on his Tight, and had lit the
table Yamp; its warm orange glow Tit up the streets and now he
could wnte. So he was writing,

He was witing what he should have written long ago and had
always wished to write but never could. Now it came to him
quite easily, he wrote eagerly and said exactly what he wanted
to say. Only now and then a boy got in his way, 2 boy with nar-
row Kirghtz eyes, in an uabuttoned remdeer coat wom fur side
out, as i the Urals er Sibena.

He knew for certain that this boy was the spirit of his death
o5, to put it quite plunly, that he was his death, Yet how could
he be hus death if he was helping him to write a poem? How
could death be wuseful, how was it possible for death to be a help?

The subject of his poers was neither the entombment nor the
resutrection but the days between; the title was “Turmoil”

He had dlways wanted to describe how for three days the
Black, raging, worm-Glled earth had assailed the deathless in-
carnation of love, storming, it with rocks and rubble—as waves
fly and leap at a seacoast, corer and submerge it—haw for three
days the black bumicane of earth raged, advancing and re-
treating

Two Lines kept coming into his head.

"We are glad to be near you,” and “Tume to wake up”

Neat tam, touching him, were hell, dissolution, corruption,
death, and equally near hum were the spring and Mary Mag-
dalene and life. And 1t was time to awale. Time to wake up and
1o get up. Time to arise, time for the xesurrection,

16
He began to get better. At first he took everythine
tke a halfwit e remembered nothing, her) 2:1‘:\‘3 S:fe (a;::“ :2::
ncc(m}: Between one thing and another and Wwas not surprised at
znzﬂxmg‘ His wife fed him on white bread and batter and
s&;uuldfga‘ she gave him coffee. He had forgotten that such
o %s id not exist, and he eajoyed their taste like oetry or
So: airy tales, as something right and Proper bor & convaley
0, bowever, he began to think and wonder. et
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of bread. I didn’t know what to do and Father was completely
dejected. Well, about an hour ago—can you believe it—there
was a sudden ringing—such a piercing, deafening noise, we were
all frightened out of our wits. It was the alarm clock! Can you
imagine such » thing? It had started up again, all by itself.”
“My hour for typhus has struck,” said Yurii Andreievich,
laughing. He told her about his patient and the chiming clock.

14

But he did not get typhus until much later. In the meantime the
Zhivagos were tried to the limits of endurance. They had noth-
ing and they were starving. The doctor went to see the Patty
member he had once saved, the one who had been the victim
of a robbery. This man did cverything he could for the doctor,
but the civil war was just beginning and he was hardly ever i
Moscow; moreover, he regarded the privations people had to
suffer in those days as only natural, and he himself went hungry,
though he concealed it.

Yurii Andrejevich tried to get in touch with the supplier in
Brest Street. But in the intervening months the young man ha
disappeared and nothing was known about his wife, who had
recovered. Galiullina was out when Yurii Andreievich called,
most of the tepants were new, and Demina was at the front.

One day he received an allocation of wood at the official
price. He had to bring it from the Vindava Station. Walking
home along the endless stretches of Meshchanskaia Street—
keeping an cye on the cart loaded with his uncpected treasure
—he noticed that the street looked quitc different; he found that
he was swaying from side to side, his legs refusing to carry him.
He realized that he was in for a bad time, that he had typhus.
The driver picked him up when he fell down and slung him on
top of the wood. The doctor never knew how he got home.

15

He was delirious off and on for two weeks, He dreamed that
ooia had put two streets on his desk, Sadovaia Karctnaia on his



CHAPTER SEVEN

TRAIN TO THE URALS

1

The end of March brought the first warm days of the year, false
heralds of spring which were always followed by a severe cold
spell.

The Zhivagos were hurriedly getting rendy to leave. To dis-
guise the bustle, the tenants—there were more of them now than
spasvows in the street—were told that the spastment was having
# spring cleaning for Easter.

Yorit Andreievich had opposed the move. So far, he had
thought that 1t would come to nothing and had not interfered
with the preparations, but they had advanced and were about
to be completed. The time had come to discuss the matter
seriously.

He reiterated his doubs at a family council made up of him-
self, his wife, and his father-in-law, "Do you think I'm wrong?”
he asked them after stating his objections. *Do you still jnsist
on going?™

“You say that we must manage as best we can for the nest
couple of years,” said his wife, “until land conditions are
setted, then we might get a vegetable garden near Moscaw,
But how are we to endute untl then? That's the crucial poiny,
and you haven't told us.”

N “Its sheer madness to count on such things,” her father backed
er ﬂp\

“Very well then, you win,” Yurii Andreievic

bcth?rs me i that we are going blindfold, to o ;n:‘te’}c‘:‘o’:‘\‘v

nothing abowut. Of the three people who lived at V. vkino,

Mother and Grandmother are dead, and Grandfather Eu :

ivbeing beld as a hostage—that Is, i€ he is stul alive, e
209

SO
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“How did yon get all this?” he asked his wife.

“Your Grania got it for us.”

“What Granja?”

“Grania Zhivago.”

“Grania Zhivago?”

“Well, yes, your brother Evgraf, from Omsk. Your half brother.
He came every day while you were ill.”

“Does he wear a reindeer coat?™

“That’s right. So you did see him. You were unconscious nearly
all the time. He said he had run into you on the stairs in some
house or other. He knew you—he meant to speak to you, but ap-
parently you frightened him to death! He worships )ml,.hﬂ
reads every word you write. The things he got for us! Bice,
raisins, sugarl He's gone back now. He wants us to go there
too. He's a strange boy, a bit mysterious. I think he must have
some sort of connection with the government out there, He says
we ought to get away for a year or two, get away from the big
towns, ‘go back to the land’ for a bit, he says. T thought of the
Krueger place and he said jt was a very good idea. We mlﬂfl
grow vegetables and there’s the forest all around. Thero isnt
any point in dying without a struggle, like sheep.”

In April that year Zhivago sct out with his whole family for the
former Varykino estate, near the town of Yuriatin, far away in
the Urals,
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(he tapped his Adam’s apple) “you won't get far without a litle
vodka,”

8

About that time Alevander Alexandrovich was asked several
tumnes to act a3 consultant to the Higher Economic Couneil, and
Yurii Andrefevich to treat a member of the government whe
was dangerously 1L, Both were paid in what was thes the highest

edit ships for an all t of asticles from the first
of the newly opened distnbution centers.

The center was an old army warehouse next to the Simonov
Monastery The doctor and his father-in-law went through the
monastery and the banrack yard and straight through a low
stone door into 2 vaulted cellor. It sloped down and widened ot
tts farthes end, where a counter ran across from wall ta wall,
behind it stood an attendant, weighmg, measuring, and hand-
ing out goods with calm unhurried movements, crossing off the
items on the fist with broad pencil strokes and occasionally re-
plenishing his stock from the back of the store,

There were not many customers, “Containers,” said the store-
keeper, glancing at the shys. The professor and the doctor held
out several large and small pilowcases and, with bulging eyes,
watched them heing filled with flour, cereals, macaroni, sugar,
suet, soap, matches, and something wrapped in pa;

{ater found to be Coucasion chceseg.l v paper that was

Ovetwhelmed by the storekeeper's ity and anxious not
to waste his time, they hurriedly stuffed ther bundles inta big
mka; and slung them over their shoulders

cy came out of the vault mtoxica
thought of fo0d but by the rea\izahcpn t}z::s‘lih oo oy the mers

ey L0 wi
m the world and did not bve in vain and Y’l’ad d:;:ze(:if ‘:151:

prae and thanks that Tonia would shower on them at home.

4

While the men dsappesred for whol, .
offes, seeking travel documents and 1o doys into gorermment

so that they should be able to £0 back to 3y oz% &:ir?::\:::l
o
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“You know he made a fictitious sale in the last year of the
war, sold the forests and the factorics or else put the title deeds
in the name of someone else, a bank or a private person, I dont
know. We don't know anything, in fact. To whom does the
estate belong now? I don’t mean whose property it is, I dont
care if we lose it, but who is in charge there? Who runs it? Is
the timber being cut? Are the factories working? And above o,
who is in power in that part of the country, or rather, who will
be by the time we get there?

“You are relying on the old manager, Mikulitsyn, to see us
through, but who is to tell us if he is still there? Or whether he
is still alive? Anyway what do we know about him cxcept his
name—and that we only remember because Grandfather had
such difficulty in pronouncing it.

“However, what is there to argue about? You have made vp
your minds, and I've agreed. Now we must find out cuctly
what one does about travelling these days, There is no point i
putting it off.”

2

Yurii Andreievich went to the Yaroslavsky Station to make in-
quiries.

Endless qucues of passengers moved along raised gangways
between wooden handrails, On the stone floors lay people in
gray army coats who coughed, spat, shifted about, and spoke it
voices that resounded incongruously loudly under the vaulted
ecilings.

Most of these people had recently had typhus and been dss-
charged from the overcrowded hospitals as soon as they were off
the critical list. Yurii Andreievich, as a doctor, knew the neees-
sity for this, but he had had no idea that these could be so man¥
of thesc unfortunates or that they were forced to seck refuge in
railway stations. .

“You must get a priority,” a porter in a white apron told lu'm.
~Then you must come every day to ask if there is a train, Traint
are rare nowadays, it’s a question of luck. And of course™ (he
rubbed two fingers with his thumb) “a little flour or somc!hlns
... Wheels don't run without oil, you know, and what's more
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a white whirlwind, which ran off into the black depths of the
street and covered it with a white shroud.

All the luggage was packed, The apariment, with such things
a5 semained in it, was being left in the care of an elderly
furmer solesclerk and his wife, relatives of Egorovaa’s who, the
preceding winter, had helped Antenina Alexandrovna to trade
old clothes and furniture for potatoes and wood.

Marke! could mot be trusted. At the mmbtia post which he had
selested as hus poltical club he did not actually say that his
former masters sucked his blood, but he accused them, in-
stead, of having kept hum in ignorance all these years and
ddliberatdly concealed from bim that man is descended from
RPES‘

Antopina Alezandrovna took the couple on a final survey of
the house, Bttmg keys to locks, opening and shutting drawers
and cupboards, and giving them last-minute jnstruchons.

The chajrs and tables had been pushed against the walls,
the curtains taken down, ang there was a pile of bundles in the
carger, The snowstorm, seen through the bare windows of the
tooms stnpped of their winter comfort, reminded each of them
of past sorrows Yurii Andresevich thought of his childhood and
his mother’s death, and Autonina Alexandrovna and her father
of the death and funeral of Anna Ivanovna. They felt that this
swas thewr last mght in the house, that they would never see it
again, They were mistaken on this poiot, but under the in-
fluence of Yheir thoughts, which they kept to themselves i
order not to upset each other, they locked back gver the yeur:
sé’;r :;:?' thus yoof, struggling agaiost the tears that came to

m{:s s&lte of all tiﬁs,thAmnuina. Alexandrovaa kept within the
1§ Y in the p of gers. She talk

\Sc}ixly with the woman in whase care the was !mvineg e\v:d e.nd~
e overestimated the favor the couple were doing her. ;yth.mg.

nokdlo seem ungrateful, she kept apologizing, goiny x; ‘tn.:c\\s

:[\:“ ‘;x:mi;\g back with presents for the womzm--%[qe o

e T g ol ok i, i

) or polka-dot patterns, 9 ;
stow.bound street checkered \v:(:h irjd)uwi:z ttf,e:‘z da:
it
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Moscow, Antonina Alexandrovna sorted the family belongings

Walking up and down the three rooms now officially assigned
to the Zhivagos, she weighed even the smallest article tweaty
times in her hand before deciding whether to put it into the
pile of things they werc taking with them. Only a small put of
their luggage was intended for their personal usc; the rest
would serve as currency on the way and in the first weeks after
their arrival.

The spring breeze came in through the partly open window,
tasting faintly of newly cut white bread. Cocks were crowing
and children playing and shouting in the yard. The more the
room was aired the more noticeable became the smell of moth-
balls from the open trunks in which the winter clothes had been
packed.

As for the choice of things to be taken or left behind, there
existed a whole theory, developed by those who had left carler
and communicated their observations to friends at home. The
simple, indisputable rules of this theory were so distinctly
present in Antonina Alexandrovna’s mind that she imagned
hearing them repeated by some secret voice coming from out-
side with the chirruping of sparrows and the cries of playing
children.

“Lengths for dresses,” she pondered, “but luggage is cheched
on the way, so this is dangerous unless they are tacked up o
look like clothes. Materials and fabnics, clothes, preferably coats
if they're not too worn. No trunks or hampers ( there won't be
any porters); be sure to take nothing uscless and tie up every*
thing in bundles small enough for a woman or a child to cam-
Salt and tobacco have been found very uscful but risky. Moncy
in Kerenkas.! Documents are the hardest thing to carry safely?
And so on and so on.

5
On the day before they left there was a snowstorm. Gray clouds
of spinning snow swept into the sky and eame back to carth as
Juced by the Kerensly and sl

B

1 Kerenlas: paper money
in dxwhuonP:! that time.
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7

He found Antonina Alexandrovna and her father standing in
cne of the endless queues squeezed between the wooden hand-
ratls, Nigths and Sashenka were walking about outside and
occasionally Jooking in to see if it were time fo join the grown-
ups. They gave off a strong, smell of kerasene, which had been
thickly smeared on their necks, wrists, and ankles as 2 protection
agamst bice.

“The queues went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had fo board the train & good half mile farther
down the line. With not enough cleaners, the station was
Bithy and the tracks in front of the platforms were unusable be-
cause of dirt and e, The trains stopped faxther out.

Antonina Alexandrovna waved to her husband end when he
way those envugh shouted instruttions as to where be was to get
their travel papers stamped.

“Show me what they've put,” she said when be came back. He
held out a batch of papers across the handradl,

“That's for the specia} coach,” said the man behind her in the
qQueue, reading oves her shoulder.

e man in front of her was more exphait He was one of those
sticklers for form who seem to be familiar with and accept with-
out question every regulation in the world.

. “Thus stamp,” ho explamed, “gives you the right to claim seats
in a classified coach, that 1s to say a passenger coach, if there is
2 passenger coach on the train”

'I;Phc whole queue jomed 1 at once

assenper coach indeed! Yf you ean pet
)’oED must be thankful nowadayzl' get & seat om the buffers

o't listen to  sai “ i e ot
smnple Tolay .k,ﬂwm’ said lh.e other. “TH evplain, s avire
cludes srmy, <
the man® he ¢ s w Lt Glowd.  Words don'
thing, vou tan say w ' it cost any-
0 i%n\ he can ur):derls]:a‘nzllu"u Hhe, but you should say st clearly

“A lot you've explained™ . «

s whes o o hlées \g i :‘f;:ﬂci do&n A Tot you've
You should took ot a man fag DS Jof the special coachl

t, before you start explaining,
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white dots which, that farewell night, looked in through the
uncurtained windows.

6

They left for the station at dawn. The other tenants were usually
asleep at this hiour, but one of them, Zevorotnina, inturably
fond of organizing any social occasion, roused them all shout:
ing: “Attention! Attention! Comrades! Hurry up! The Gromele
people are going. Come and say goodbye!”

They all poured out anto the back parch (the front door was
kept boarded up) and stood in a semicircle as though for &
photograph. They yawned and shivered and tugged at the
shabby coats they had thrown over their shoulders and stamped
about in the huge felt boots they had hastily pulled on over
their bare feet.

Markel had already managed to get drunk on some murderous
brew he had succeeded in obtaining even in those dry days,
and he bung like a corpse over the worn porch railings, which
threatened to collapse under him. He insisted on carrying the
luggage to the station and was offcnded when his offer was re
fused. At last they got rid of him. :

It was still dark, The wind had fallen and the snow fel
thicker than the night before. Large, flufy Makes drifted down
lazily and hung over the ground, as though hesitating to settle.

By the time they had left the strect and reached the Arbat it
was lighter, Here the snow came down like a white, stowly
descending stage curtain as wide as the street, its fringe swing-
ing around the legs of the passers-by so that they Jost the sense
of moving forward and felt they were marking time.

There was not a soul about except the travellers, but soon
they were overtaken by a cab with a snow-white nag and 2
driver who looked as if he had been rolled in dough. Yor a
fabulous sum (worth less than a kopek in these days) he iD‘"‘
them to the station with their luggage, except for Yorit Andreie-
vich, who at his own request was allowed to walk.
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7

He found Antonina Alexandrovna and her fatber standing in
one of the endless queues squeezed between the wooden hand-
rails. Nushs and Sashenka were walking about outside and
otcasionally looking in to see if it were time to join the growns
ups. They gave off a strong smell of kerosene, which had heen
thickly smeared on their necks, wrists, and ankles as a protection
sgainst lice,

The queues went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had to board the train a good half mile farther
down the hne. With not enough cleaners, the station was
flthy and the tracks in fronk of the platforms were unusable be.
cavse of dit and ice. The trawns stopped farther out.

Antomna Alexandrovna waved to her husband and when he
was close enough shouted instructions as to where he was to get
\hf'u' tavel papers stamped.

Show me what they've put,” she said when he came back. He
held out a batch of papers across the handrail

“That’s fae sha an=
3

sAidauk 101 Who seem to be familiar wx.\h and th.
ou(-i(}}\\lzshon @ery regulation in the world. eeepte
won h;m btzhexphined, “gives you the right to claim seats
N codch, that 15 Yo say a passenger coach, if there is
passenger coach on the bram,” ’

The whole que
Eue 10imed
"Passenonr .!},W\ R d m at once.

. et 2 seat on the buffers
ey ere ) “IN explain, its quite
cludes apmp” (:;:\“ s only one type of tran, :x?d it :Llw:\;s in.
the T b sotd 'iut' catile, and gassenger cars Why mislead
thing, you can m)" “K‘u‘lﬂgéﬂ 3\; crowd “Words dont cost any-
m.::m; he can uy dersngl*u e, but you should say it dearly
ot you's ined™
;ud \\hc)n )o\ue'\:‘x}:;m }}Z-e was shouted down “A Iot you've
o should Yook 5 got stamps for th, i

ook at 4 man first, Yefore 1;rou skar: :ﬁ;;;?“ﬁ:;“d\‘
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How can anyone with such a face go in the special coach? The
special coach is full of sailors. A sailor has a trained eye and 2
gun. He takes a Jook at him and what does he sce? A member
of the propertied classes—worse than that: a doctor, formet
quality. He pulls out his gun--and goodbye.”

There is no knowing to what lengths the sympathy aroused
by the doctor’s case would have gone if the crowd had nt
turned its attention to something else.

For some time people had been looking curiously through the
enormous plate-glass windows at the tracks, which were rofed
in for several hundred yards, The falling snow could be see2
only beyond the far end of the roofs; scen so far away, it Jooks
almost still, sinking to the ground as slowly as bread crunbs
thrown to fishes sink through water.

For some time, figures had been strolling into the distance
along the tracks, singly or in groups. At first they were tahke?
for railwaymen attending to their dutics, but now 2 whele nzﬂb
rushed out, and from the direction in which they were runele?
there appeared a small cloud of smoke.

“Open up the gates, you scoundrels,” yelled voices in the
queuc. The crowd stirred and swung against the gates, those at
the back pushing those in front.

“Look what's going onl They've locked us in here and through
there some people have found a way around and jumgped the
queue. Open up, you bastards, or we'll smash the gates, Come
on, let’s give it o push.”

“They needn’t emvy that lot, the fools,” said the Smow-it-al
stickler for form. “Those men are conseripts, called up for for
labor from Petrograd. They were supposed to be sent to Vologda
but now they're being taken to the castern front. They're ot
travelling of their own choice. They're under escort. Theyl
digging trenches.”

8

They had been travelling three days but had not got far Irv.'g
Moscow. The landseape was wintry. Tracks, ficlds, woods, an
village roofs—everything was cavered with snow.
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ol
se
window close under the cetting.

Antonina Aletandrovna had never travelled in a freight car
before, The frst time they got in Yuri: Andrerevich Yifted her up
to the bigh foor and pushed open the heavy sliding doors for
her, but Jater she learned to chimb in and out by herself.

The car locked to Antonina Alesandrovma no botter than 2
pigsty on wheels, and she had expected it to fall apart at the
fiest jar, But for three days now they had been jolted back and
forth and from side to side as the train had changed speed or
direction, for three days the wheels had rattled undemeath
them Like the sticks on a mechanical toy drum, and there had
been no accident. Her fears had been groundless.

The train had twenty-three cars (the Zhivagos were in the
fourteenth). When it stopped at country stations, only a few
front, mddle, or end cars stood beside the short platform.

Sailors were in front, civilian passengers in the middle, and
the labor conseripts in eight ears at the back, There were about
five hundred of the latter, people of all ages, conditions, and
professtons.

They were a remarkable sight—rich, smart lawyers and stock-
Brdkers fiom Petrograd side by side wath cab dnvers, foor

polishers, bath attendants, Tartar ragpickers, escaped lunaties,
*‘]mpkeemm and monks, all Jumped in with the exploiting
classes

The lawyers and stockbrokers sat on short thick logs in their
shurt sleeves around red-hot won stoves, told endless stories
oked, and laughed. They were vot worried, they had connec-
tions, influential relatives were pulling strngs for them at home,
and at the worst they could buy themselves off later on, ’

The others, in boots and unbuttoned eaftans, qe barek

1n Yopg shirts worn outside their trousers, with Jx?:imfstﬁ;gs

stood at the hallopen doors of the airless cars, holding on t

the sides or to the boards nailed across the open‘ings and gazed

;\:)Hc:]gv x:;h\hc p‘f:;.\nzs 2nd villages by the wayside, 'speah‘x\g to
one. These i i ¥

oo 1o influcntial friends They had nothing t

These were to many conseripts for the cars allotted to them
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and the overflow had been put among the civilian passengers,
including those of the fourteenth car.

9

Whenever the train stopped, Antonina Alexandrovma sat up
cautiously to avoid knocking her head on the ceiling and looked
down through the slightly open door to see if it were worth
while to go out. This depended on the size of the station, the
probable length of the halt, and the consequent likelihood of
profitable barter.

So it was on this occasion. The train had wakened her from a
doze by slowing down. The number of switches over which it
bumped and rattled suggested that the station was fairly Jarge,
and that they would stop for a long time.

She rubbed her eyes, tidied her hair, and after rummaging
at the bottom of a bundle pulled out a towel embroidered with
cockerels, oxbows, and wheels.

The doctor, who had waked up in the meantime, ]'umpcd

down first from his bunk, and helped his wife to get to the
foor. Guards® shelters and lampposts drifted past the doar, fol-
lowed by trees bending under heavy piles of snow, which they
held out toward the train as though in sign of welcome. Long
before it had stopped, sailors jumped off into the untrodden
snow and raced around the comer of the station building where
peasant women were usually to be found trading illegally In
food.
Their black uniforms with bell-bottom trousers and ribbons
Auttering from their visorless caps gave an air of reckless speed to
their advance and made other people give way as before the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the corner, girls and women from ncar-by villages, 35
excited as if they were at the fortuncteller's, stood one boln_n
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall selling
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of boded beef and 1ye
pancakes kept hot and tasty by quilted napkins. Muffled up in
shawls tucked inside their sheepskins, the women !rlxxtln(t(l B}
fiery red at the sailors” jokes but at the same time were terrifies!
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r it was geverally sailors whe formed.the units
Zﬁgg\gne;l ftt; fight agaginst speculation and the forbidden free
market &

The apprehensions of the peasant women were soon lsé
pelted. When the train stopped and civilion passengers jofne
the crowd, trade became brisk. .
Antonina Alexandrovma walked down the line nspecting the
wares, her towel flung over her shoulder as if she were going to
the back of the station to wash in the snow. Several women had
called ont: “Hey, what do you want for your tawel?” but she
contimued on ber way, escorted by her husband.

At the end of the row there was a woman in a black shawl
with a scarlet pattern She saw the towel and her bold eyes It
up. Glapcing around cautiously, she sidled up to Antonina
Alexandrovna and, uncoverng her wares, whispered eagerly:
“Look at this, Bet you haven't seen that in a long while. Tempt-
ing, isa’t 1t? Don't think about it too long or it will be gone. Like
to give me your towel for a half?”

Antonina Alevandrovna missed the Jast word.

“What do you mean, my good woman?”

The woman meant half a bare, roasted whole from head to
tal and cut in two. She held 1t up. *I'm telling you, Il give you
a half for your towel. What are you staring at? It 1sn't dog meat.
My husband 1s a hunter, It's hare, all right”

"They exchunged their goods. Each believed that she had had
the best of the bargain Ant Al 3 felt as ashamed
as if she had swindled the peasant woman, while she, delighted
with her deal, called a friend who had also sold out her wares

and made off wath her, home to their village, striding down the
snowy path into the distance.

At tus moment there was an uproar in the erowd. An ald
woman \vas= screanung “Hey, youl Where are you off to? Where's
my money? When did you pay me, you cheat? Look at him

greedy pig, you call him and h Y
around. Stop! Stop, St even bother to tura

. 1 tell you, Mister Comradel I
wahbed! Stop, th | ' T e b
et 8 :}:;.71 eft There he goes, thats him, eatch himl®
“That ane, the one who's clean-sha inning ™
*"ls that the one with the hnleu shaven and griniag;

in hic elapg a0
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and the overflow had been put among the civilian passengers,
including those of the fourteenth car.

9

Whenever the train stopped, Antonina Alexandrovna sat vp
cautiously to avoid knocking her head on the ceiling and looked
down through the slightly open door to sce if it were worth
while to go out. This depended on the size of the station, the
probable length of the halt, and the consequent Tikelihood of
profitable barter.

So it was on this occasion, The train had wakened her from &
doze by slowing down. The number of switches over which &
bumped and rattled suggested that the station was fairly large,
and that they would stop for a long time.

She rubbed her eyes, tidied her hair, and after rummngi_ﬂg
at the bottom of a bundle pulled out a towel embroidered with
cockerels, oxbows, and wheels.

The doctor, who had waked up in the meantime, iﬂmP‘d

down first from his bunk, and helped his wife to get to the
floor. Guards’ shelters and lampposts drifted past the door, fol-
lowed by trees bending under heavy piles of snow, which they
held out toward the train as though in sign of welcome. Long
before it had stopped, sailors jumped off into the untrodden
snow and raced around the corner of the station building where
peasant women were usually to be found trading i]]cga]ly in
food.
Their black uniforms with bell-bottom trousers and ribbons
fluttering from their visorless caps gave an air of reckless speed to
their advance and made other people give way as before the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the comer, girls and women from near-hy villages, 33
excited as if they were at the fortuneteller’s, stood one bebin
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall seihng
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of boiled beef and ne
pancakes hept hot and tasty by quilted napkins Mufiled wp In
shawls tuched inside their sheepskins, the women blushed f;
fery red at the sailors’ jokes but at the same time were ternfict
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under escort to barracks. His group was to be sent, ke the ane
preceding it, to dig trenches on the Archange! front, but was
dwerted on its way and sent east through Moscaw.

Prtufiey had o wife in Luge, where he had worked before the
war. She beasd indiectly of his misfortune and Tushed of o
Vologda (the junction for Archangel) to Jook for him and ob-
tafn his release. But the unit had not gone there, her labors had
been in vam, and she Jost track of Tum.

In Pelrograd Prituliev lived with a cestain Pelagia Nioves
Tragwnova. At the time he was arrested he had fust s8d good-
bye to ber, prepuing ta go in 2 different direction to keep an
appomtment, and looking down Liteiny Street he could still
see her back disappeanng among the crowd.

She was a plump woman with a stately carriage, beantihd
hands, and 2 thick braid which she tossed from time to time,
with deep sighs, over her shoulder. She was vow with the con-
vay, having volunteered to accompany Pritahev.

It was difficult to know what 1t was that attracted women
ta such an ugly man, but certaiuly they clung to him. In & car
farther forward there was anotber woman friend of his, Ogryz-
Yova, a boay gl with white eyelashes who had somehow
made her way onto the train and whom Tizgunova called “the
squist,” "the nozale,” and wmany other insulting names. The
rivals were at twords” points and took good care to avoid each
other Opryzkova never went to the other’s car, It was g mystery
to know how she ever met the object of her passion. Perhaps
she: contented herself with seeing him from alar, when the en-
gae was being refuelled with the help of all the passengers.

1

Vasivs story was quite different, His fah i
the war and his mother had sent :imat:;iarg be;n Hled &
prenticed to his uncle, gad to be ap-
The uncle fept a private sho n Y:
\.1;& \‘:’\n\tr he had bc::isummane% il:]y :}gm S::dt ne day
& fesw questions, He rmistook the door and wafked helot&mge:
e office

of the aber corps selection board, The *00m way full of
0! con-
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“Yes, yes, catch him, the heathen!”

“The one with the patched elbow?”

“Yes, yes. Oh, I've been robbed.”

“What's going on here?”

“Fellow over there bought some milk and pies, stuffed hiz:
self, and went off without paying, so the old woman is cryiaz®

“That shoulda't be allowed. Why don’t they go after hin®

“Go after him! He's got straps and cartridge belts all over him
Hel go after you.”

10

There were several labor conseripts in car fourteen. With thez
was their guard, Private Voronjuk. Three of the men stood out
from the rest. They were Prokhor Kharitonovich Pritulicy, who
had been cashier in a government liquor store in Petrograd—
the cashicr, as he was called in the car; Vasia Brykin, a sictecs:
year-old boy apprenticed to an ironmonger, and Kostoicd:
Amursky, a gray-haired revolutionary co-operativist, who i3
been in all the foreed-labor camps of the old regime and was pow
discovering those of the new.

The conscripts, who had all been strangers when they were
impressed, were gradually getting to know each other. It wm;‘!
out that the cashier and Vasia, the apprentice, came from ti¢
same part of the country, the Viatsk government, and also that
the train would be going through their native villages.

Prituliev came from Malmyzh. His hair was cropped and }e
was pockmarked, squat, and hideous His gray sweater, vt “‘*‘
with sweat under the arms, ftted him sougly like a feshy
woman's blouse. He would sit for hours as silent as a statue, 10t
in thought, scratching the warts on his freckled hands pnt]
they bled and suppurated.

One day last autumn, he was going down the Nevsky when
he walked into a militia roundup at the corner of Liteiny Strect
He had to show his papers and was found to hold a [mmhdn:
ration book, the kind issued to nonworkers, on which N’”'”";
could ever be bought. He was consequently detained, ‘;M
many others who were arrested for the same reason, and taben
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12

The Zhivagos had invited the co-operativist Kostoied to dinser.
e sat in their comner sucking a leg of bhare with 2 loud \wiheezing
noise He dreaded drafts and chills, and changed his place
several trmes, looking for a sheltered spok. At last ht,:' faund‘ a
place where he did not fect the draft. “That's better,” e said.
He fimshed his bone, sucked his fngers clean, wiped them on
his handkerchsef, thanked his hosts, and said: “It's your win-
dow Tt has to be cemented. But to go back to our discussion:
You're mistaken, Doctor. Roast hare is an excellent thing, but to
conclude that the peasants ase prosperous iS rash, to say the
least, 1f you'll forgive my saying 50.”

“Oh, come,” said Yurii Andreievich. *Look at all these stations,
The trees aren’t cut, the fences are intact. And these marketst
These women! Think how wondesfull Somewhere life is still go-
ing om, some people are happy. Not everyone is wretched. This
justifics everything ™

“It would be good it that were true But it isn't. Where did
you get all those idess? Take a trip to any place that s ity
miles from the railway. Youll find that there are peasant rebel-
bons ererywhere, Against whom® youll ask. Well, they're against
the Beds or agunst the Whites, whoever happens to be in
power Youll say, Aha, that's because the peasants are enemies
of all authonty, they don’t hnow what they want Allow me to
differ The peasant knows very well what he wants, Detter than
you or 1 2o, but hie wants something quite different.

“When the revalution wole hum up, he decided that his
centuny-old dream was coming true—his dream of living on his
own 1and by the work of his hands, m complete independence
and with oo ohbgauons to anyone Instead, he found he had
onh evchanged the appression of the former state for the
new, much hassher yoke of the revelutionary superstate, Can
vou sonder that the villages are testless and can't settle éu“ ?
And rou s2y they ase prosperoust No, there are a ot of !hi’n

vou don't know, my dear fellow, and as far as I rng
don't want to know them.” an see you
“AN right, s teee, U dort. Why on canth shold 1
vorry Lnow
worry myself sick over every blessed thing? History hasnt :«:‘:.
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scripts; after a while soldiers came in, surrounded the men, and
took them to the Semenov barracks for the night, and escorted
them to the Vologda train in the morning.

The news of so many arrests spread and the prisoners’ families
came to say goodbye to them at the station. Among them were
Vasia and his aunt. His uncle begged the guard { Voronick,
who was now in car fourteen) to let him out for a minute to se¢
his wife. The guard refused without a guarantee that he would
return. The uncle and aunt offered Vasia as a hostage. Voromu.L
agreed. Vasia was brought in and his uncle was let out This
was the last he ever saw of his aunt or uncle.

When the fraud was discovered, Vasia, who had suspected
nothing, burst into tears. He threw himself at VoroniuK's fcf.f.
kissed his hands, and begged him to let him go, but to no avail
The guard was inexorable not because he was cruel, but di-
cipline was very strict in those troubled times. The guard an-
swered for the number of his charges with his life, and the
numbers were checked by roll call. That was how Vasia came
to be in the labor corps.

The co-operativist, Kostoied-Amursky, who had enjoyed the

respect of his jailors under both Tsarism and the present gover
ment and who was always on good terms with them. repealcd])
spoke to the head of the convoy about Vasia’s predicament
The officer admitted that it was a terrible misunderstanding but
said there were formal difficulties in the way of examining the
case until they armved; he promised to do s best at that mo-
ment.
Vasia was an attractive boy with regular features who looked
like a royal page or an angel of God in a picture. H.e was ut-
usually innocent and unspoied. His favorite accupation was 10
sit on the floor at the feet of his clders, looking up at them,. his
hands clasped around lus knees, and lsten to therr discuxsst?ﬂi
and stories. By watching the muscles of his face, as he }:XS
barely restrained himself from tears or choked with Jaughter, you
could almost follow the conversation.
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“The Zhivagos had invited the co-operativist }""smiﬁi to dmne'r
e sat tn their carner sucking 2 eg of have with a loud “{heezlﬂg
noise. He dreaded drafts ond chills, and changed his place
sevesa} times, laoking for a sheltered spot. ,%t Tast hz found‘ a
place where he dud not fecl the draft, “That’s better,” he said.
Tl fnished s bone, sucked his Bagers clean, wiped them oa
his andkerchief, thanked s hosts, aod seld: “Is yous wis-
dow. It has 1o be cemented But to go back to our discussioms
Yau're mistaken, Doctor, Toast hare s an excellent thing, but to
conclude that the peasonts ate prosperous Is Tash, to say the
Yeast, it you'll fargwe my sayiag so.”

*(h, come,” said Yuai Andreievich, “Look at all these stations.
The trees aren’t cut, the fences are futact. And these marketst
Thess women! Thisk how wonderfull Somewhere bfe is st go-
ing on, some people are happy. Not everyone is wretched, This
justifies eserything”

“It would be good if that were true. But it isw't. Where did
you get all those ideas? Take 2 wip to any place that is fifty
miles from the raflway. You'll find that there are peasant rebel-
lans everywhere Aguast whom® youll ask. Well, they're against
the fleds or agamst the Whites, whoeves happens to be i
power You'lt say, Aha, that's because the peasants are enemies
of all authonty, they don’t koow what they waot Allow me to
differ The peasant knows very well what he wants, better than
you or ¥ do, but he wants something quite different,

“When the revolution woke him up, he decided that his
century-old dream was commg truo~his dream of living on his
own Yand by the work of his hands, in camplete independence
and with no abligations to 2uyace. Instead, he found he had
only etwhanged the appression of the former state for the
new, much harsher yoke of the revolutionary superstate, Can
you wonder that the villages are vestless and ean't settle éa\vn?
And yom say they ase rosperoust No, there are 2 lat of fhings
you don't knaw, my dear fellow, and as far as 1 &
don't want to know them” 0 see you

AR nght, Its true, § don't. Why on earth showld 1 koow a

. o]
warry mysell sick over every blessed thing? History hasn't con.
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sulted me. I have to put up with whatever happens, so why
shouldn’t I ignore the facts? You tell me my ideas don't cor-
respond to reality. But where is reality in Russia today? As I see
it, reality has been so terrorized that it is hiding, I want to be-
lieve that the peasants are better off and flourishing, If it is an
illusion, what am I to doP? What am I to live by; whom am I
to believe? And I have to go on living, I've got a family”

He made a despairing gesture and, leaving the argument to
his father-in-law, moved away, and hung his head over the
edge of the bunk to look at what was going on below.

Prituliev, Tiagunova, Vasia, and Voroniuk were talking to-
gether. As the train was approaching his native province, Prituliey
recalled the way to his village, the station, and the road you took
according to whether you went by horse or on foot, and at the
mention of familiar village names, Vasia repeated them with
shining eyes, as if they were a marvellous fairy tale.

“You get off at Dry Ford?” he asked, choking with excitement.
“Our station! Of course] And then you go on to Buisky, right?”

“That’s right, you take the Buisky road.”

“That’s what I say—Buisky—Buisky village. Of course I know
it, that’'s where you get off the main road, you turn right and
right again. That’s to get to us, to Veretenniki, And your way
must be left, away from the river, isn't it? You know the river
Pelga? Well, of coursel That's our river, You keep following the
river, on and on, and away up on the cliff on the right, over
hanging that same river Pelga, there’s our village, Veretennik!
It's right up on the edge, and it's stec-ecp! It makes you giddy,
honest to God it does. There's a quarry down below, for mll-
stones. That's where my mother lives, in Verctenmki, and my
two little sisters, Alenka and Arishka . . . Mother is a bit like
you, Aunt Pelagia, she’s young and fair. Uncle Voroniuk! Please,
Uncle Voroniuk, for the love of Christ, please, I beg you, for
God’s sake . . . Uncle Voroniukl”

“WVell, what? Uncle, uncle, I know I'm not your aunt. ‘What
do you expect me to do? Am I madP If I let you go that wnulé
be the end of me, amen, they'd put me up against a wall.

Pelagia Tiagunova sat looking thoughtfully out of the window,
stroking Vasia’s reddish hair. Now and then she bent down to
him and smiled as if she were telling him: “Don't be silly.
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This sn't something to talk to Varoniuk about in frent of every-
one. Dan't worry, have patience, it will be all right.

18

Peeuliar things began to happea whea they left Central Russia

belind on their way east. They were gowng through a sestless

region infested with armed bands, past villages where uprisings
had recently been put down.

The trawn stopped froquently in the middle of nowhere and
seounty patrols checked the passengess’ papers and luggage.

Once they stopped at night, but no one came in and no on¢
was distusbed Yurh Andrefevich wondesed if there had been
an accident and went out to see.

It was dorh. For no apparent teason the train had stopped
between two stations, in a feld, with a xow of firs on either
ssde of the track. Other passengers who had come ot and were
stamping therr feet n the snow told Yurit Andreievich that
there was nothung wrong, but that the engweer refused to go
on, saying that this stretch was dangerous and should first be
inspected by handear. Spok of the p gers had gaue to
season with bim and if niecessary to grease his palm, ¥t was smd
that sailors were also taking 2 haad in it and would nndoubtedly

get thetr way.

The snow at the head of the tram was 1it up at intervals. as
from a benlire, by fiery fashes from the sokestack or the glow-
ing coals m the fircbox, By this hght several dark Egures were
now seen running to the front of the engine,

The st of them, presumably the engineer, reached the far

end of the mnming board, leagt over th vani
as f the earth had swallowed lgm:\e‘ o g vothed

“The satlors who were chasin
Yom did evactly the same thing: they too fash ¢
through the oir snd vanished, 7 to0 Tashed for & mament
Curious about what w
Andung Yurd Andreievich

. B?)md the bulfers, where the track opened out before them,
}:c) were met with an astonishing sight. The engineer stood in
the snow up to his waist. Wis yursuers surreunded him 1 a

as going on, several passengers in-
went ta see.
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semicircle, like hunters around their quarry; like him, they were
buried in snow up to the waist.

“Thank you, comrades, fine stormy petrels you are,”? the en-
gineer was shouting. “A fine sight, sailors chasing a fellow worker
with guns! All because I said the train must stop. You be my
witnesses, comrade passengers, you can see what kind of place
this is. Anybody might be roaming around unscrewing the bolts.
Do you think I'm worrying about myself, you God-damned
bastards? To hell with you. It’s for you I was doing it, so that
nothing should happen to you, and that's all the thanks I get
for my trouble! Go on, go on, why don't you shoot? Here I am.
You be my witnesses, comrade p gers, I'm not running
away.”

Bewildered voices rose from the group. “Pipe down, old
man . . . They dont mean it ... Nobody would let them
... They don't really mean it ...” Others urged him on:
“That’s right, Gavrilka, stand up for yourself! Don't Jet them
bully youl”

The first sailor to scramble out of the snow was a red-haired
giant with a head so huge that it made his face look flat. He
turned to the passengers and spoke in a deep, quiet, unhurried
voice with a Ukrainian accent, like Voroniuk’s, his composure
oddly out of keeping with the scene.

“Beg pardon, what's all this uproar about? Be careful you
don’t catch a chull 1n this cold, citizens. It's windy. Why not go
back to your seats and keep warm?”

The crowd gradually dispersed The giant went to the en
gineer, who was still worked up, and said:

“Enough hysterics, comrade engineer. Get out of the snow,
and let’s get gomng.”

14
Next day the train, creeping at a snail's pace lest it run off the
tracks, powdered by the wind with unswept snow, pulled up

1 Stormy petrels: The revolution started with a rising among the sailors of
the Baftic fleet., The reference is to this and also to Gorkys story of that

name.
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beside a ifeless, burned-out ruin. This was all that was left .Df
the station, Nizhni Kelmes, its name stll Haintly Jegible on its
blackened fagade. ’

Beyond 1t lay a deserted village blanketed in snow. This too
was damaged by fire, The end house was charred, the one next
1o 1t sagged where its comer timbers had fallen in; bn:ﬂ(en
sleighs, fences, rusty pieces of metal, and smashed furniture
were scattercd all over the street; the snow was dirty with soot,
and black patches of earth shawed through the frozen puddles
with half-burnt logs sticking out of them-—all evidence of the fire
and of the efforts to put 1t out.

The place was not in fact as dead as it Jooked; there were
a few people stil] about. The stationmaster rose out of the runs
and the guard jumped down from the train and commiserated
with hun, “The whole place was burned down?”

"Cood day to you, and welcome, Yes, we certainly had a fire,
but it was worse than that”

“I don't follow.”

“Better not try.”

“You don't mean Strelnikov{™

“Ido”

SphoovaL
goc '
int PN

t N eonanan Loutity—it was all becaunse of them ”
And what enme had they commutted?®

“Just about all the seven deadly sins: Dissolved their Poor
Pessants’ Committee, that's oge,

refused t ly h
Red Army, that's two (and they’ g B qorses fo the

re oll Tartars, mind you, horse-
—_— . 8
m \l::: \:,(:lil,:]' the mobilization deeres, that makes three, Well,
“Ves, see T quite see. 5o they w "
Moot q Y were shelled?
“From the armared train?”
Ol course ™

“Teol's bad Al our sympathy, Still, it
- pathy. Still, it's noge of iness.™
;)!csndu, ws an old story. And the news ‘oh;k\‘}cr ib;u{me§5-
good enther YouTl have to stop here for o couple of da)nrs"‘ “
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“You're joking! I'm taking replacements to the front. This is
an urgent matter.”

“I'm not joking at all. We've had a blizzard for a solid week—
snowdrifts all along the line, and no one to clear it. Half the
village has run away. I'll put the rest of them on the job, but it
won't be enough.”

“Damn, What am I to do?”

“We'll get it cleared, somehow.”

“How deep is the snow?”

“Not too bad. It varies. The worst patch is in the middle—
about two miles long; we'll certainly have trouble there. Farther
on the forest has kept the worst of the snow off the tracks. And
on this side it’s open country, so the wind has blown away some
of it.”

“Hell, what a pain in the neck! Ill mobilize all the passengcxs.'

“That’s what I was thinking.” i

“We mustn't use the sailors and Red Army men. But there’s
a whole corps of Iabor conscripts—including the other passengers,
there are about seven hundred in all.”

“That’s more than enough. We'll start the moment we get the
shovels. We're a bit short of them, so we've sent to the near-by
villages for more. We'll manage.”

“God, what a blow! Do you think we can do it?”

“Of course we can. With plenty of troops you can take a city
they say, and this is only a bit of tracks. Don’t worry.”

15

Clearing the line took three days, and all the Zhwagos, cven
Nuusha, took part in it. They were the best three days of their
journey.

‘The landscape had a withdrawn, secretive quality. It
one think of Pushkin’s story about the Pugachev uprising an
of some places described by Aksakov. The runs added to the
air of mystery; so did the wariness of the remaining vxll:lgcm
who, afraid of informers, avoided the passengers and were silent
even among themselves.

made
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¢ workers were divided into gangs, with the fabor conscripts
an.ghthe civihans kept apart. Armed solders guarded each work-
mgr{é??ﬁc&s were deared in several places at the same time
by separate gangs. Mounds of snow between the sectzm:] Ed
the gangs from one another and were left untouched un 2
last.

The workers spent it day in the open, going.bnck only to
steep. The days were clear and Frosty, and the shifts were short
because there were not enough shovels. It was sheer pleasure.

Zhivago's section of the track had a fne view. The country to
the cast dipped down into a valley and rose m gentle hills as
far as the horizon.

On the top of a hill there was a house esposed to all the winds;
#ts park must have been luxuriant in summer but could not give
it any shelter now wath jts frosty Jacework,

The snow smoothed and rounded all contours. It could not
quite conceal the winding bed of a stream which in spring would
rush down to the viadact below the railway bank but at present
was tucked up 1n the snow hike a chuld in its cot with its head
under the ederdown

Was anyone hving 1n the house on the hill, Zhivaga won~
dered, or was 1t standing empty and falling 1nto rums, keld by
some land committee® What had happened to the people who
had once bned there? 1ad they fled abroad? Or been killed by
the peasants? Or had they been popular and were they ellowed
ta settle in the district as technical specialists? If they had
stayed, had they been spared by Strelnikov or shared the fate of
he kulals?

The house teased his curiosity but kept sts somowinl silence,
Questions were not i order in these days, aod no one ever
answered them But the sun sparkled on the pure whiteness with

& glare that was almost blinding Mow cleanly his shovel cut
its smooth surface! How 8 Tt e Gaos

¢y how iridescent, bke diamonds,
was each shoveliul, He was reminded of the days when, as
8 child in their yard ot home, dressed in a brarded hood and 2
black sheepshin Tastened with hooks and eyes sewn in the cur)
Reece, Lie cut the dazzbing suow into cubes and pyramids ang
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cream puffs and fortresses and the cities of cave dwellers, Life
had had zest in those far-off days, everything was a feast for
the eyes and the stomach!

But these three days in the air, too, gave the impression of &
feast. And no wonder! At night the workers received loaves of
hot fresh bread, which was brought no one knew from where &
by whose orders. The bread had a tasty crisp crust, shiny on top,
cracked at the side, and with bits of charcoal baked into it
underneath,

18

They became fond of the ruined station, as one becomes at-
tached to a shelter used for a few days on a climbing trip in 2
snow-bound mountain, Its shape, its site, the details of its dam-
age, remained imprinted in their memory.

They returned to it every evening just as the sun, as if out
of loyalty to the past, set at its usual place behind an old birch
tree outside the telegrapher’s window.

At that spot the wall had caved into the room, but the corner
facing the window had remarmned intact, with its coffee-colored
wallpaper, the tiled stove with the round vent and the copper
1id closed with a chain, and the inventory of the office furniture
hanging on the wall in a black frame. As before the collapse,
the setting sun brushed the tiles, brought out the warm brown
glow on the wallpaper, and hung the shadow of the birch on
the wall as if it were a woman’s scarf.

At the rear of the building, on the nailed door to the ruins ?f
the waiting room, there was still an announcement, put up o
the first days of the February revolution, or shortly before it
which said:

“Sick passengers are temporarily requested not to bother about
medicines and bandages. For obvious reasons, am sealing door,
of which am giving notice hereby.

“Medical Assistant
“Ust-Nemdinsk District”

When finally the last prles of snow between the clegred
tracks were levelled, the entire line of rails came into view, fiy-
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J i ctched white
ing into the distance Like an arrow. On each side stretd
:%u:\:ins of shovelled snovw, hordered all along by the black

calls of the forest. .
MAs Exr as the eye could yeach, groups of peop!e with shovels
in hond stood at intervals dlong the line. Seeing themselves

for the first time in full fosce, they were astomshed at their
numbers.

w

1t was Jearned that the train would leave shortly, despite the
lateness of the hour and the approaching night. Yuxii Andreie-
vich and Antonina Alevandrovna went out to enjoy the sight
of the cleared fine once again, No one else was on the tracks.
The doctor and his wife stood a while, gazing into the distance,
exclanged a fow words, and tumed back to their car.

On the way they heard the angry voices of two quarrelling
women They recognized them at once as those of Ogryzkova
and Tiagunosa, who were walking in the same disection a3
they were, from the head to the end of the train, but on the
station side, whie the dottor and his wife walked on the
wooded side The endless line of cars screened the two couples
from cach other The women seemed hardly ever to be abreast
of the doctor and Antorira Alesandrovna, but always to be
ahead of them or falling bebind.

Thev scemed to be in a state of great agitation, and 1t was ag
though thewr strengih falled them. Judging from the way their
voices rose to a shriek or died down to o whisper, either thew
Yegs refused to carry them or else they hept stumbling sod falt.
g mto snowdrifts Tiagunova seemed o be chasing Ogryzkova,
pehaps bhelabonng ber ssith her fists whenever she cau ht w ,
with her, She showered her yival wath choice abuse a%d hg
geatee), melodious vojee made the msufts sound {nfinitel
mare abseene than the coase and wnmusical swearing of -

“You shot, yun deag-talled whore,” Tiamnaem -~ S mep.
cant pove -t . .
dnd of
tomak: s 4,

- (-

T wvt a nunors®
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“So Vasia too is your legal husband?”

“I'll give you legal husband, you filthy plague! One more
word from you, and TiI kill you, don’t tempt me.”

“Now, now, keep your hands to yourself. What do you wast
of me?”

“I want to see you dead, you lecherous louse, you cat in heat,
you shameless bitch!”

“That’s what I am, is it? Naturally, I'm nothing but a cat, 2
bitch, compared with such a grand lady as you! Born in the
gutter, married in a ditch, a rat in your belly, and a hedgehog
for a brat! . . . Help! Help! She’ll kill me! Help a poor orphan,
help a poor defenseless girl!”

“Come along,” Antonina Alesandrovna vrged her husband. °T
can't bear to listen to it, it’s too disgusting. It will end badly”

18

Suddenly everything changed—the weather and the landscape.
The plains ended, and the track wound up hills through moun-
tain country. The north wind that had been blowing all the
time dropped, and a warm breath came from the south, as
from an oven.

Here the woods grew on escarpments projecting from d.lc
mountain slopes, and when the track crossed them, the train
had to climb sharply uphill until it reached the mddle of the
wood, and then go stecply down again.

The train creaked and puffed on its way into the wood, hardly
able to drag itself along, as if it were an aged forest guard walk
ing in front and leading the passengers, who tumed their heads
from side to side and observed whatever was to be scen. .

But there was nothing yet to see. The woods were still deep in
their winter sleep and peace. Only here and there a branch would
rustle and shake itsclf free of the remaining snow, as though
throwing off a choker.

Yurii Andreievich was overcome with drowsiness. All these
days he lay in his bunk and slept and woke and thought and
listened. But there was nothing yet to hear.
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19

thile Yusii Andrerevich slept his BIl, the spring was heating

‘;nd melting the masses of snpow that had fallen 2B} over Russia,
first in Moscow on the day they bad left and since then all along
the way—all that snow they had spent thee days clearing off the
line at Ust-Nemdinsk, all that thick, deep layer of snow that
had settled over the immense distances,

At first the snow thawed quietly and secretly from within,
But by the tume balf the gigantic labor was done it could not be
v toe e Yees et 0 Waters came
. & stured in its

“There was plenty of room for the water to play. It fung itself
down the rocks, filled every pool to overflowing, and spread.
It roared and smoked and steamed in the forest. It streaked
through the woods, bogging down in the snow that tried to
Tunder its movement, 1t ran hissing on level ground or hurtled
down and scattered mto a fine spray, The earth was saturated.
Ancient pine trees perched on dizzy heights drank the moisture
almost from the clouds, and 1t foamed and dried a rusty white
at thewr roots like beer foam on a mustache.

The sky, drunk with spring and giddy with its fumes, thick-
ened with clonds Low clouds, droaping at the edges Lke felt,
sadded over the woods and ram leapt from them, warm, smclling
af soil and sweat, and washung the Jast of the black armor-plating
of ice from the earth.

Yurs Andreievich woke vp, stretched, raised himself on one
elbow, and looked and began to Lsten.

20
As thry approached the minme go:
g semon, there were more
:imrc settlements, the runs were shorter, the stations ma::e
requent. Mare people got on and off at the small stations. In-
xic?d of settling down and going to sleep, those who had -onlv
@ short way to ga found seats anywhere~vcar the toor or 1n the
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middle of the car—and sat up arguing in low voices about local
matters intelligible only to themselves.

From the hints dropped by such local passengers in the past
three days Yurii Andreievich gathered that in the north the
Whites were getting the upper hand and had seized or were
about to occupy Yuriatin. Moreover, unless he had misheard the
name or his old friend had a namesake, the White forces were
led by Galiullin, whom he had last seen in Meliuzeievo

Not to worry his family, he said nothing to them about these
unconfirmed rumors.

a1

Yurii Andrejevich woke up shortly after midnight brimming
with a vague feeling of happiness, which was, however, strong
enough to have aroused lum. The train was standing still. The
station bathed in the glassy dusk of a white night. Something
subtle and powerful in this luminous darkness suggested a vast
and open landscape and that the station was situated high up

People walked along the platform past the carriage speaking
softly and treading as silently as shadows Zhivago was luucl}ed
by this evidence of a prewar consideration for the sleeping
passengers. )

The doctor was mistaken, There was the same din of shouting
voices and stamping boots on this platform as on any other. But
there was a waterfall near by. It widened the epanse of the
white night by a breath of freshness and freedom, that was
what had flled him with happiness in Ius sleep. Its mcessant
noise dominated all other sounds and gave an illusion of stll:
ness.
Knowing nothing of its existence but soothed and braced by it,
the doctor fell fast asleep.

Two men were talking underneath his bunk. )

“Well, have they had their tails twisted yet? Are they keeping

uiet now?”

“The shopkecpers, you mean?”

“That’s right. The grain merchants.”

“Feed out of your hand! As soon as a few were bumped
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of by way of example, all the others piped . . A Bug has
been imposed on the distniet.”

“How much?”

“Forty thousand.”

“You're Iying)”

“Why should T ie?” .

“Forty thousand-~that isn't even chicken feedl‘ . .

“Not forty th d rubles, of forty bushels.

*“That was smart]®

“Forty thousand of the finest ground.” ‘

“Well, that's not such a miracle, after all. It's rich soil. Right
in the thick of the corn belt. From here on, along the Rynva
tilt you get to Yunatin, its village to willage, harbor to hasber,
one wholesaler after another.”

"Don't shout. You'li wake people up.”

“Allsight.” He yawned

“How about going to sleep? Looks as if we're moving.”

The train, howeses, stayed where it was, But the rumble of
another train came from behund, bursting into 2 deafening thun-
der and obhiterating the sound of the waterfall as it approached,
and an old-fashioned express rushed past at full speed on the
paallel track, roared, hooted, winked its tail lights, and vanished
into the distance ahead.

The conversation was resumed.

“Well, we're m for 1t, Now we'll never go.”

“Yes It won't be soon.™

“Wsan anmored express—must be Strelnikov.”
“Must be him.”

“He's a wild beast when it comes to countertevalutionasies.”
"He's alter Galewev.”

“Who's that ™

“Tetman Galeiev. They say he's outside Yuriatin with a Czech
covenng force, 1e's seized the harbors, the pest, and he's hang-
ing on. Hetman Galeiev” v
“Neverbeard of him ™
"0t st may be Prince Calileiev, 1 cant qui
o i caut quite remember the
“Thete sren’t any such princes. M i Ky X
e T y p fust be Al Kurban, You've
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“May be Kurban.”
“That’s more like it.”

22

Toward moming Yurii Andreievich woke up a second time, He
had had a pleasant dream. The feeling of bliss and Lberation
was still with him. Again the train was standing still, perhaps at
the same station as before, possibly at another. Once more there
was the sound of the waterfall, perhaps a different waterfall,
but more probably the same one.

He went back to sleep almost at once, and as he was dozing
off he dimly heard the sound of running feet and of some com-
motion. Kostoied was quarrelling with the commander of the
convoy and they were shouting at each other, The air was even
more pleasant than before. It had a breath of something new
in it, something that had not been there earlicr—something
magical, springlike, white, blackish, thin and insubstantial, Iike
a snow flurry in May when the wet, melting flakes falling on the
earth make it scem black rather than white. It was someﬂling
transparent, blackish-white, sweet-smelling-—Wild cherry,” Yusil
Andreievich decided in his sleep.

23

Next morning Antonina Alexandrovna said:

“Really, Yura, you're extrnordinary, you're a mass of contra:
dictions. Sometimes a fly will wake you up and you can't get
back to slecp till morning, and here you slept through all this
row and I simply couldn’t get you to wake up. Pritulicy an
Vasia have escaped, just think of it! And so have Tingunov':\
and Ogryzkoval Can you imagine such a thingl Wait, that fsnt
all. Voroniuk as well. It's true, I tell you, he’s run away. No.\\‘
listen. How they managed it, together or scparately, and in
what order—it’s all a plete mystery. Vi k, of course, [
understand—once he found the others had gone, he would have
to try to save his skin, But what about the rest? Did they really
all vanish of their own free will, or was somebody done away
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i ¢ instance, if the women are to be suspected, did
Yl“}:hg?unﬁ)-a %l Ogryzkova or was it the other way asound? No-
body knows. The commandet of the esc'mi' Tas been m&%
up and down the tran ke 2 lumatie. ‘Youre not to start the
traum. | order you in the name of the law not to mave till I've
caught my prisoners. And the commanding officer shouts back:
“I'm taking replacements up to the front, Tm wot walting ’[or
yaur lousy crew. What an ideal’ Then they both went for ?\05-
toied. "You, 2 syndicslist, an educated man, how could you sit ﬁiy
and let a simple soldier, an ignorant ¢hild of nature, act in
such o rockless manner! Aed you a populistl'* And Kostoled
gave them as good as be got. “That’s interesting,’ he says. “The
prisoner bas to loak after his guard, does he? Well, really, the
day that happens the hens will start to erow, 1 was shaking you
as hard as | could “Yura I cried, ‘get up, there’s been an
eseape ” But nothing doing. I a gun had gone off in your ear you
wouldn't have heard it. . . But ¥H tell you more Jater. . . .
Look Father, Yura, look, isn't the view supeshl”

Through the opening in the window they could see the coun-
try covered wath spring floads as fas as eye could reach, Some-
where a mver had overlowed its banks end the water had come
night up to the embank In the foresk A view from the
busk st loohed 23 if the tram were actually gliding on the water,

Only here and there was ats smoothness broken by streaks of
a metallic blae, but over all the vest of its surface the hat momn-
ing sun was chasing glassy patches of bight as smooth and ally
as meited butter that a cook brushes with a feather on a pie

cust

In this shoreless flood were sunk the shafts of the white

clouds, thewr peduments submerged together with the Sel
hoffows, and fhe bushes. # & i el the

And somewhere in the wmuddle of the flood there was 2
r;anmv strip of Jand with 2 row of doubled trane mntna "
P ot

o . b

“Near the ssland. More to the right, Ve
We'se fnghtened them ™ T Domn, theye fown.

Heftwing bealute who deveted themselves to wotk smong the poople,
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“Yes, I see them now,” said Yurii Andreievich. “I must have a
talk with you, Alexander Alexandrovich. Some other time. . . .
As for our labor conscripts and the women, good for them. And
I'm sure there wasn't any murder. They just broke free like
the water.”

24

The white northern night was ending. Everything could be seen
clearly—the mountain, the thicket, and the ravine—but seemed
unreal, as though made up.

The wood, which had several blossoming wild cherrics in it
was just coming into Jeaf. It grew under an overhanging cliff, o
a narrow ledge above another precipice.

The waterfall, though not far away, could be scen only from
the edge of the ravine beyond the thicket. Vasia was tired from
walking to see it, to experience the joy and terror of the specta-
cle.

The waterfall had no equal anywhere around, nothing that
could match it. This uniqueness endowed it with an awesome
quality; it was like a living and conscious creature, a local
dragon or winged serpent who levied tribute and preyed vpor
the countryside.

Halfway down, it broke on a sharp rock and divided in two
The top was almost motionless, but the two lower columns
weaved slightly from side to side as if the water were con
tinually slipping and righting itself, shaken but always recover:
ing.

%asia had spread his sheepskin on the ground and was ]_vilng
at the edge of the thicket. When it grew lighter, a large bird
with heavy wings flew down from the mountain, soared in &
smooth circle around the wood, and settled on 2 pine close 10
where he lay. He looked up enchanted at its dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, ronshe:
Then he got up, picked up his sheepskin, flung it over.hlf
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companio?

“Come on, Auntie Polia. Goodness, how cold you are! I can
hear your teeth chattering. Well, what are you staring at, why
are you so Frightened? We've got to go, I'm telling you, we must
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i % 7 ind.
o 2 village. They'l hide us, they won't har:m their u\vn.km
;zfc:\tc goon 1§ke ﬁxis)':ve'll die of stacvation. We've I.md nuthmg. btlu
cat for two days, Uncle Voronjuk must have raised a terrible
hullabaloo, they must all be out looking for us. ’We have to go,
Aunlic, to put it plainly, we've got 1o run. I don't know what to
do with you, Auntie, not a word out of you fos two whole days.
You worry too much, honest to God, you do What are you so
unhappy about? It isn't as 1f you'd meant to push Auntie Katia
Ogryzkova off the tram, you fust caught her sideways, by ac-
ident, 1 saw you She picked herself up off the grass—I saw
her with my own eyes—and she got up and ran away. She and
Unele Prokhor, Prokhor Khartonovich, are sure to eatch up
with us, well all be together again, The man thing is to stop
worrymg, then you'll find your tongue again.”
Tiagunova got up, took Vasia's hand, and said softly:
"M zight, let’s go, lamb.”

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars climbed up the steep hill. Be-
{ow the bank there was a thicket, ats top not quite reaching the
level of the track, Lower still were Belds. The floods had just
withdrawn and the grass was strewn with sand aud. pieces of
Aimbes The boards must have been washed down from some-

where hugher up the hill where they had been stacked pregara-
tory to floating them downstream.

The young wood below the embankment was still almost as
bare a1 wigter =1 -0 T 0 like
drops of candle . © with
the rest, somet « swwasatite, perhaps
dist or an Inflammation caustng them to swell, and the dus-
n;ﬂmgcr, su[)x-rﬂuity, and durt were the signs of life, which had
atready set the most forw: ith i
e he most forward of the trees on fire with its greea

Here and there a birch stretched ftself ik i

! © a mart!
by the barbs and arrows of its epening shoots, and ;'orhg‘;?ﬁ
smell by fust looking at it, the smell of fts glistening resin, which
s wal for making vamish. B
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“Yes, I see them now,” said Yurii Andreievich. “I must have a
talk with you, Alexander Alexandrovich. Some other time. . ..
As for our labor conseripts and the women, good for them. And
I'm sure there wasn’t any murder. They just broke free hke
the water.”

24

The white northern night was ending. Everything could be seen
clearly—the mountain, the thicket, and the ravine—but seemed
unreal, as though made up.

The wood, which had several blossoming wild cherries in it
was just coming into leaf. It grew under an overhanging cliff, on
a narrow ledge above another precipice.

The waterfall, though not far away, could be seen only from
the edge of the ravine beyond the thicket. Vasia was tired from
walking to see it, to experience the joy and terror of the specta-
cle.

The waterfall had no equal anywhere around, nothing that
could match jt. This uniqueness endowed it with an awesome
quality; it was like a living and conscious creature, a local
dragon or winged serpent who levied tribute and preyed upon
the countryside.

Halfway down, it broke on a sharp rock and divided in two.
The top was almost motionless, but the two lower columns
weaved slightly from side to side as if the water werc con
tinually slipping and righting itself, shaken but always recover:
ing.
%/nsin had spread his sheepskin on the ground and was lying
at the edge of the thicket. When it grew lighter, a large bird
with heavy wings flew down from the mountain, soared in 3
smooth eircle around the wood, and scttled on a pine close to
where he lay. He looked up enchanted at its dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, ronzha.
Then he got up, picked up his shecpskin, flung it ovcr.hlf
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companion

“Come an, Auntie Polia. Goodness, how cold you are! I can
hear your tecth chattering. Well, what are you staring at, why
are you s0 frightened? We've got to go, I'm telling you, we must
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age. Theyll hide us, they won't harm their m\m}ana.
%; :«‘: govo‘lml\ l%ke dﬁ?we’ll die of staryation. We've ‘fmd nOMg\:‘o
eat for two days. Uncle Voroniuk must have raised a emible
Fulfabaloo, they must all be out locking for us. 'We have to go,
Auntie; to put 1t plainly, we've got to run. don't know what to
do with you, Austie, not a word out of you for two whole days.
You waorry too much, honest to God, you do. What ate you so
wohoppy 2bont? Yt x5t as 1f yow'd meast to push Auntie Katia
Opryzkova off the train, you just caught her sideways, by ac-
adent, 1 saw you She picked hewself up off the grass—1 saw
fer with my own eyes—and she got up and rap away. She and
Unele Prokhor, Prokhor Khazitonovich, are sure to catch up
wath us, we'l all be together again. The main thing is to stop
worrymg, then you'll find your tongue agam.”
Tragunova got up, took Vasia’s hand, and said softly:
*All right, Jet's go, Jamb.”

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars clunbed up the steep bill. Be-
low the bank there was a thicket, its top nat quite reaching the
Ievel of the track. Lower still were Belds The foods had just
withdrawn and the grass was sttewn with sand and pieces of
timber The boards must have been washed down from some-
where higher up the hull where they had been stacked prepara-
tory to foating them dowpstream.

The. young, wood below the embankment was st} almost as

bare as 1n wnter. Only m the buds that spotted 1t all over Yke
draps of condle grease there was something not in accord with
the gest, h B some distssh perhaps
them to swell, and the dis-
t\;xba;ce, su&erﬂuxty, and dut were the signs of bfe, which had
already set t forw:
i é'me. e most forward of the trees on fire with ats green
Here and there 2 birch stretched ftself Ike 2 i

m: d
bryn t};eb blx\)st ;uu‘la arrows of 1ts opening shoots, and :;rgxr]s]‘:\:c:ts
smell by yust looking ot 3%, the smell of itg pii: i i
s used for making gnmiﬁh et s gitontag eso, hich

g sup 3
dut ot an wflammation causing
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Soon the tracks drew level with the place where the logs
washed down by the flood might have come from. A cutting
through the wood showed at a bend of the tracks; it was littered
all over with chips and shavings, and there was a pile of timber
in the middle. The engine braked and the train shuddered and
stopped on the curve of the hill, bending slightly in a wide are.

A few short barking hoots and shouts came from the engine,
but the passengers did not need these signals to know that the
engineer had stopped to take in a supply of fuel.

The freight-car doors rolled open, and a crowd the size of the
population of a small town poured out. Only the sailors stayed
in the front cars; they were excused from all chores.

There was not enough small firewood in the clearing to il the
tender, and some of the large timber had to be cut down to the
right size. The engine crew had saws as part of their equipment
and these were issued to volunteers, one to each pair, the doctor
and his father-in-law among them.

Grinning sailors stuck their heads out of their doors. They
were a curious mixture of middle-aged workingmen, straight
from their emergency training, and boys just out of naval mlleg,.'e
who looked as if they had got in by mistake among the staid
fathers of families and who joked and played the fool with the
older sailors to keep themselves from thinking. All of them felt
that their hour of trial was at hand.

Jokes and guffaws followed the work parties.

“Hey, Grandfather! I'm not shirking, I'm too young to \vo.rk.
my nanny won't let me.” “Hey, Marva, don't saw off your skirt,
you'll catch cold!” “Hey, young one, don't go to the wood, come
and be my wife instead!”

26
There were several trestles in the clearing. Yurii Andreievich
and Alexander Alexandrovich went up to onc of them and began

to saw.
This was the moment of spring when the carth emerges from

the snow looking much as when the snow had trapped it six
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smonths eartier. The wood smelled of damp and was heape‘d

with last year's leaves like an unswept room \vhere' people

bave been tearing up letters, bills, and re.ceiptx for years..
“Don’t go so fast, youTl tise yourself,” said the doctor, giving

4 slower and more even movement to the saw. “What about a

sest?”

The wood echoed to the hoarse ringing of other saws; some;

P Y

e arus U Ly Sigall 10SE LW Wie SKY WArbung ke
milk boiing up on a nursery aleahol stave.

“What did you want to spenk to me about?” asked Alexander
Aexandrovich “Do you remember? We were going past the
1stand, the ducks few away, and you said you wanted to speak
tome”

“Ob, yes. . . Well, I don't quite know how to put it brielly
1 was thivlang that we are going farther and farther. The whole
of thus region is in ferment We dow't know what well fad when
we get there Perhaps we ought to talk things over just in case
. Y don't mean zbout our convictions—it would be shsurd to
ty ta define them in five mimutes in a sprng waod, Besides, we
know each other well. You and [ and Toniz and many others
Ike us, we make wp our own world these days, the only differ-
ence between us 15 10 the degree of our awareness of jt. But
that's net what I want to talk abont What 1 meant was that
perbaps we ought to agree m advance on how to behave under
certain circumnstances, so that we need pever blush for one an-
other or make each other feel ashamed”

“I'know what you mean I like the way you put 1t Now this is
what T telf you, Do you remember that mght you brenght me
the paper with the frst government deerees in the wintes, in

? You ber how unbelievabh
they were? It was that singlemindedness that carrie
But such thungs retain.fhei: original purity only i the minds of
those who have conceived them, and then anly un the day the:
are first made public. Next day, the casuistry of oliﬁZs hay
twsmed thom sande out, What can 1 54Y to you? Theirpphﬂus hs
i3 alien to me, their regime is hostle tous, 1 have not heen nﬁeg

ol S
d us away.
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if T consent to all this change. But I have been trusted, and roy
own actions, even if they were not freely chosen, put me under
a certain obligation.

“Tonia keeps asking if well arrive in time to plant ow
vegetables. I don't know. I don’t know the soil or the climate
in the Urals, the summer is so short I can't imagine how any-
thing ever ripens in time.

“But after all, it is not for the sake of gardening that we are
going all this enormous distance. No, we had better face things
honestly, our object is quite different. We are going to try to
subsist in the modern fashion, taking our share in the sqmnd(‘r'
ing of old Krueger’s properties, his factories and machines. We
are not going to rebwld his fortune, but like everyone else and
in the same incredibly chaotic way we'll fritter it away and lend
a hand in the collective squandering of thousands for the sake
of earning a kopek’s worth of living. Not that I would take
back the estate on the old terms, even if you showered me with
gold. That would be as foolish as to start running about paked
or trying to forget the alphabet. No, the age of private property
in Russia is over, and anyway, we Gromekos lost our acquisitihve
passion a generation ago.”

27

It was too hot and stuffy in the car to sleep. The doctor’s pillow
was soaked in sweat. Carefully, so as not to wake the others, ke
got down from his bunk and pushed open the car doors.

Sticky damp heat struck him in the face as if he had \\'.:ln(’d
into a cobweb in a cellar. *Mist,” he guessed. “Tomorrow will be
scorching hot. That's why it is so airless and so heavy and op-
pressive now.” . i

It was a big station, possibly a junction. Besides the mist an
the stillness, there was a feeling of emptiness, of neglect, as if
the train had been lost and forgotten. It must be standing at the
farthest end of the station, and so great was the maze of tracks
separating it from the station buildings that if, at the other
end of the yard, the carth were to apen and swallow up the sta-
tion, no one in the train would have naticed it.
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Two faint sounds could be heasd in the distance. 5

Bebind i, where they had come from, there was a .,hythmlc
splashing, as it clathes were being rinlsed or the wind were
Gapping 2 heavy, damp flag against a pole.

%gon% ahear;’y there gmeg m% even n!;mbling, which made the
doctor, who had been at the front, prick up his ears. “Long-range
guns,” he decided after listening to the calmly echoing, low,
sustained note.

“That's it, we're right at the front” He shook his head and
jomped down from the ear, He walked a few steps forward.
Two cacs farther up, the train ended, the rest had been un-
coupled and had gone away with the eugwe.

“So that was why they were so keyed up yesterday,” the
doctor thoughts "They had 2 fecling they would be thrown in as
s00n a3 we axrived.”

He walked around the front car, meaning to cross the rails
and Jook for the main part of the station, but s sentry with a
afle rase 1 his path.

“Where you going? Got a pass?”

“What is fhus station?”

“Never mind, Who ase you?”

“I am a doctor from Moscow My family and I are passengers
on this tram Here are my papers.”

“To hell with your papers, Tm not such a fool as to try to
vead m the dark. Theres  mist—can’t you see? I do’t need any
papers to know what kind of doctor you are, Those sxe more of
your doctors shootg twelve-inch guns at us, Put an end to yau,
1 wwould, but 1t's 100 soon for that, Get back now, while you'xé
still 1n one piece.” '

. \ﬁ: ;:lﬂ\k:;zﬁ:;ﬁg ;Z?::’;anh:;, tho;g\ht Zhivago. Clearly,

hl;hﬂe turned and walked the Qﬁ‘\er \:'a; ies before t was tao
e gunfire was now at s hack, dnd him. v

TR T o v

i thr
" slyc.xm l;l:%’] fg:t;}:l:g shadows, hike a naked man through clouds

Zhivago walled down th 5
e Pt

. : & "
e even sound of splashing vame nearer. The ground sloped
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down steeply. He stopped, trying to make out the indistinct
shapes in front of him; the mist made them unnaturally large.
One more step, and the hulls of beached boats came up out of

* the dark. Before him was a wide river, its lazy ripples splashing
slowly, wearily against the sides of the fishing smacks and the
planks of landing stages along the shore.

A figure rose from the beach,

“Who gave you permission to prowl around?” asked another
sentry with a rifle, !

“What is this river?” shot out'Yurii Andreievich, though he
had firmly resolved not to ask any more questions.

By way of answer the sentry put his whistle to his mouth,
but he was saved the trouble, for the first sentry, whom itawas
meant to summon, had evidently been followingthe doctor with
out a sound, and now foined his comrade. They stood talking.

“There’s no doubt about it. You can tell this kind of bird at 2
glance. ‘What's this station? ‘What's this river?” There’s dust in
your eyes! What do you say? Shall we take him straight to the
jetty or to train first?” .

“I say to the train. See what the boss says.-—~Your documents,
he barked. Grabbing the bunch of papers in his fist and call-
ing back to someone: “Keep an eye on him,” he strode away
with the first sentry toward the station. .

The third figure, whom Zhivago had not so far made out,
was evidently a fisherman. He had been lying on the beach, but
he now grunted, stirred, and set about enlightening the doctor o8
his position.

“It’s Iucky for you they're taking you to the boss. That may
save your skin. But you mustn't blame them. They're only do-
ing their duty. The people are on top nowadays. Perhaps its
even for the best in the long run, though there isn’t much to be .
said for it now. They've made a mistake, you sce. They've been
hunting, hunting all the time, for a certain man. So they thought
it was you. That's him, they thought, that’s the enemy of the
workers' state, we've got him A mistake, that’s all it is. If any-
thing happens, insist on sceing the boss. Don't you et d‘msc l\)ﬂ
get away witheanything, They're politically conscious, it’s a mis-
fortune, God help us. They/d think nogxing of dofng away with

>
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you So, if !hey say ‘Come along,” see you don’t go. Say you must
boss” 7 —

seeF:fn the fisherman Yurit Andreievich Yearn&d that the river
was the famous waterway, the Rynva, and-that the station by
the river served Razvihe, an industrial suburb of the town of
Yurizhn He also learned that Yuriatin, which lay. a-couple of
mtles upstream, seemed now to have been recaptured from the
Whites, And that there had ‘been troubles m Razvilie and that
they too seemed to have been put down, the reason for the great
stillness all around being that the station area had been cleared
of civihans' and strictly cordoned off. He learned finally that
among the traips at the station which-were used as military
offices was the Ypecial train of Army Commissar Strelnikav, to
+whom the two ftries had gone to report.

A third sentry now came from the direction in which the two
athess had gone, he was distinguished from them chiefly by the
fact that he pulled his rifie after fum, the butt trailing on the
groung, ot proppéd it up in front of him-ike a tipsy friend whe
needed his suppost. Thus guard took the doctor to the commissas.

2

Sounds of laughter and movement came from one of the two
coupled parlor cars to which the guard, after giving the poss-
¢&vord to the sentry, took the doctos, but they ceased the moment
ho-twr men went in, )
“The guacd led the doctor down 2 narrow passage to a wide
efntral compartment It was a clean, comfortable Toom where
tgly, well-dressed people worked in complete silence. The doc-
ror had had a very dufferent 1dea of the backgraund of Strelnikov,
the famous non-Party mlitary expert who was the pride and
terror of the regjon.
But undoubtedly the real center of tus actwities lay el
ew
%nfcr to ]:‘lne s;nﬂb}LlQ and to the field of mihtaxyy:pscr:;:r::’
his could only be Lis 2l suil is priv: :
flopng g c):s. personal suite, his private offce and
Henee the shllness, rather Lk i i
Hoors and attendants in soft sh;pg:l " # steam bath with corl
PY .
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The office was in the former dining car, carpeted and wth
several desks in it,

“One moment,” said a young officer whose desk was by the
door. He nodded absent-mindedly, dismissing the guard who
left, rattling his rifle butt on the metal strips nailed across the
floor of the passage. After this, everyone felt free to forget the
-doctor and paid no more attention to him.

From where he stood at the entrance he could see his papers
lying on a desk at the far cnd of the room. The desk was o0&
cupied by a man who was older than the rest and who looked
like an old-style colonel. He was an anmy statistician of some
sort. Mumbling to himself, he consulted reference books, studied
field maps, checked, compared, cut out, andwpasted things it
After looking around at every window in‘the room he am-
nounced: “It’s going to be hot,” as though forced to this con-
clusion only by the examination of all the windows.

An army electrician was crawling about on the floor mending
a broken wire. When he reached the desk by the door the youns
officer got up to make room for him. At the next table a typis
in an army leather jacket was struggling with her typewriter; its
carriage had shpped and got stuck. The young officer 5t
over her and examined the cause of the mishap from abave while
the electrician crawled m under her desk and examined it from
below. The old-style colonel got up and joined them, and all
four busied themselves with the typewmter. i}

This made Yuru Andreievich fecl better. These people.must
know his fate better than he did, it was hardly lkely that they
would be so unconcerned and so busy with tnfles in the presenc®
of a man whom they considered doomed. '

“And yet who knows?™ he reflected. “Why are they so uncod
cerned? Guns are gomng off and people are dying, and they
calmly prognosticate heat—not the heat of the battle but of the
weather, Perhaps, after all, they have scen so much that they
have no sensibility feft.”

To occupy himsclf, he stared across the room through
window opposite.

the
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2

He could see the edge of the tracks and higher up the bt the
station and the suburb of Razvilie.

Theee fights of unpainted wooden steps led from the plat-
formms to the station huilding,

At the end of the tracks there was a large graveyad for old
engmes. Locomatives without tenders, with smokestacks shaped
Like the tops of knee boots or Tike beakers, stood smokestack to
smokestack amid piles of scrap.

The engine graveyard below and the human graveyard above,
the crumpled fron on the tracks and the rusty iron of the oofs
and shop signs of the suburb, composed a single pieture of
neglect aud age under the white sky scalded by the early mom-
ng beat,

Laving m Moscow, Yurit Andreevich had forgotten how many
shop sigps there stll were in other towns and how much of the
fagades they covered, Some of those he was seeing now were so
large that he could read them easily from where he stood, and
they came down so low over the crooked windows of the sagging
cue-story buildings that the squat lttle houses were almost
Iudden by them bie the faces of village chuldren m therr fathers’
caps,

The mist had gone from the west, snd now what remained
of 1t in the east stred, swayed, and parted hke the curtam of
a stage.

Aund there, on a hull abave Razvihe and a mile or two beyond
#, stood a large town, the size of a provincal eapital, The sun
waried its colors and the dustance sunphfied its Ymes. 1t clung
to the summut of the hill {n tiers, house by house and streer by
strect, with a big church in the middle on the top, as in a <heap
color print of a desert monastery or of Mount Ath

105,

“Yueatm,” the doctor thought exertedly. “The

hear about so often from An%xa Ivanuvnz and ?r;zur:v;lfrs‘f fn:o

pova How strange that 1 should see it m these eurcumstance: ;’_'
At that moment the attenton of the miftary was div rtsd

from the typewriter to something they could see from o t; ti

other windows, and the doctor looked aronnd, e o e

A group of prisoners was being taken under guard up the

ey
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The office was in the former dining car, carpeted and wb
several desks in it.

“One moment,” said a young officer whose desk was by the
door. He nodded absent-mindedly, dismissing the guard who
left, rattling his rifle butt on the metal strips nailed across the
floor of the passage. After this, everyone felt free to forget the
-doctor and paid no more attention to him.

From where he stood at the entrance he could see his papers
lying on a desk at the far end of the room. The desk was o
cupied by 2 man who was older than the rest and who Jooled
like an old-style colonel. He was an army statistician of some
sort. Mumbling to himself, he consulted refcrence books, studied
field maps, checked, compared, cut out, andepasted things i
After looking around at every window in‘the room he am
nounced: “Its going to be hot,” as though forced to this con-
clusion only by the examination of all the windows.

An army clectrician was crawling about on the floor mending
a broken wire. When he reached the desk by the door the young
officer got up to make room for him, At the next table a typist
in an army leather jacket was struggling with her typewriter; 1S
carriage had shpped and got stuck. The young officer st
over her and examined the cause of the mishap from above wh
the clectrician crawled in under her desk and examined it from
below. The old-style colonel got up and joined them, and afl
four busied themselves with the typewriter.

This made Yurii Andreievich fcel better. These people.must
know his fate better than he did, it was hardly lkely that they
would be so unconcerned and so busy with trifles in the presenc®
of a man whom they considered doomed. %

“And yet who knows?™ he reflected. “Why are they so untof
cerned? Guns are going off and people arc dying, and they
calmly prognosticate heat—nat the heat of the battle but of the
weather. Perhaps, after all, they have seen so much that they
have no sensibility left.”

Ta occupy himself, he stared across the room through
window opposite.

ile

the
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might well be the talent of imitation, In those days everyone
modelled himself on someane else—they imitated heroes !,)f )3&
tory, ot e men who had strck their imagination by winning
fame in the fighting at the front or in the streets, or those who
had great prestige with the peaple, or this or that comrade who
had wen distinction, or simply one another.

Strelnfkov politely concealed any surprise or anncyance he may

have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his staff, g

treating him as if he belonged among them.

He said “Congratulations. We have driven them back. It all
seems more ke playing at war than serfous business, because
they are as Russian ag we are, only stuffed with nonsense—~they
won't give it up, so we have to beat it out of them, Their com-
mander was my friend His origin is even more proletarian than
mine, We grew up in the same house. He has done 2 great deal
for me in my hie and 1 am deeply indebted to him. And heve I
am rejoiting that we bave thrown them back beyond the rver
and perbaps even farther. Hurry up wth that connection, Gur-
1z, we need the telephove, we can't possibly manage with only
messengers and the telegraph, Have you noticed how hot it is?
T mapaged to get in an hour’s sleep, just the same. Oh, yes!” He
tarmed to the dottor, Temembering that be had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense in connection with this man,

“This man?” Strelnkov_thought, looking hum over sharply.
“Nonsensel He's nothing like o, Foolst” He Jaughed, and said
to Yurii Andrerevach:

"My apolagics, comrade. They mistook you for someone else.
My sentries got mced up You are free to go Where are the
camrade’s work paper

‘ s? Ah, here are your documents, May I
just have & glance . . . Zhivago . . . Zhivago

o : gan g - . Doctor Zhi-
+ . » Moseow ... How about going to my place

moment? This 15 the secretariat, 'm fn the next txfr?l'hxs w:r 61\
won't keep you lang ™ "

30
Who, in fact, was Streladov?

That e should havereacked and held his Pposition was ze.
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station steps. Among them was a boy in a school uniform wh
was wounded in the head. He had received first aid, but 2
trickle of blood seeped through the bandage and he ket
smudging it with his hand over his dark sweaty face. Walka
between two Red Army men at the tail of the procession, he 2t
tracted notice not only by his resolute air, his good looks, s
the pathos of so young a rebel's plight, but by the utter absud
ity of his own and his two companions’ gestures. They were d»
ing exactly the opposite of what they should have done.

He was still wearing his school cap. It slithered continuall
from his bandaged head, and instead of taking it off and camy-
ing it in his hand he rammed it back each time, disturbing the
bandage and the wound, and in this his two guards assisted hin
readily.

In this absurdity, so contrary to common sense, the doct
saw a profound symbol. He longed to rush out and address the
boy in words that were impatiently welling up inside him. He
longed to shout to him and to the people in the railway coach
that salvation lay not in loyalty to forms but in throwing them of.

He turned away. Strelmkov came in with long. vigorous
strides and stood 1n the middle of the room.

How was it possible that he, a doctor, with his CO‘J.H‘]"”
acquaintances, had never until this day come across anything 50
definite as this man’s personality? How was it that they h’,
never been thrown together, that their paths had not ﬁ?"“‘

In some inexphcable way it was clear at once that this man
was entirely a manifestation of the will. So completely was _hf
the self he resolved to be that everything about him seemed i
evitable, exact, perfect—his well-proportioned, handsomely “l:
head, his impetuous step, his long legs, his knee boots \\lnt'
may well have been muddy but looked polished, and his [Zf”"
sergge tunic which may have been ereased but looked as it ¥
were made of the best linen and had just been pressed. o

Such was the irresistible effect of his brilliance, his unr.\ﬂ“‘f
ease, and his sense of being at home in any conceivable situatio?
on carth. "

He must certainly, Yurii Andreievich thought, be P""f"'“]
of a remarkable gift, but it was not necessarily the gift of origin®*
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movementy
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wght welt be the talent of imitatien. In those days everyove
modelled himself on someone else—they imlt.ntetll heroes 9f 1315-
tory, or the men who had struck their imagination by winning
fame in the Bghting at the front ot in the streets, or those whe
had great prestige with the people, or this or that comrade who
had won distinction, or simply tee another,

Strelnshov politely concealed any surprisc or annoyance he may
have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his stalf,
treating him as if he belonged among there.

He said: "Congratulations. We have driven them back, It all
seems more Itke playing at war than serious ‘business, because
they are as Rusnan as we are, only stulfed with nonsense—they
son't give It up, so we have to beat it out of them. Their com-
mander was my friend His ongin is cven more proletarian than
mine. We grew up ta the same house. He has done 2 great denl
for me in my hfe and I am decply indebted to him. And here 1
am rejoicing that we have thrown them back beyond the river
and pethaps even farther. Hurry up with that connection, Gur-
tam, we need the telephone, we ean’t possibly manage with only
messengers and the telegraph Have you noticed how hot it is?
1 managed to get in an hour’s sleep, just the same, Oh, yest* Tle
tumed to the doctar, remembenng that he had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense 1 connection with this man.

“This man?” Strelakov thought, Sooling Yum over sharply
“Nomsense! He's nothing bke him. Fools!” He laughed, and said
1o Yurh Andreievich:

“My apologtes, comrade. They wistook you for someone else
My sentnies got mived up. You ate free to go Where are the
comsade’s work papers? Ab, hete are your documents, May 1

fust have a glanee . . . Zhivago . . . Zhwago . . . Doctor Zhi-
vago .. Moscow .. How about geteg to my place for

moment? This #s the secretariat, Trn i th t i 1
wor't keep you long.” e me e This way €

80
Who, in fact, was Strelnikov?

That he should haveTeached nd held his position was re-
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station steps. Among them was a boy in a school uniform bty
was wounded in the head. He had received first aid, but 2
trickle of blood seeped through the bandage and he kept
smudging it with his hand over his dark sweaty face. Walkng
between two Red Army men at the tail of the procession, he zt-
tracted notice not only by his resolute air, his good looks, and
the pathos of so young a rebel's plight, but by the utter absurd:
ity of his own and his two companions’ gestures. They were dr
ing exactly the opposite of what they should have done.

He was still wearing his school cap. It slithered continually
from his bandaged head, and instead of taking it off and cam-
ing it in his hand he rammed it back each time, disturbing th
bandage and the wound, and in this his two guards assisted b2
readily.

In this absurdity, so contrary to common scnse, the doctot
saw a profound symbol. He longed to rush out and address the
boy in words that were impatiently welling up inside him He
longed to shout to him and to the people in the railway evach
that salvation lay not in loyalty to forms but in throwing them of

He turned away. Strelmkov came in with long, vigorow
strides and stood in the middle of the room.

How was it possible that he, a doctor, with his countless
acquaintances, had never until this day come across nnything 50
definite as this man’s personality? How was it that they he
never been thrown together, that their paths had not erossee:

In some inexplicable way it was clear at once that this m
was entirely a manifestation of the will. So completely was 'hf
the self he resolved to be that everything about him scemed in-
evitable, exact, perfect—his well-proportioned, handsomely f“
head, his impctuous step, his long legs, his knce boots \\Inc'
may well have been muddy but looked polished, and his gﬂ.‘l
serge tunic which may have been creased but looked as if ¥
were made of the best linen and had just been pressed. |

Such was the irresistible effect of his brilliance, his unaffectd
case, and his sense of being at home in any conceivable situation
on earth. od

He must certainly, Yurii Andreicvich thought, be pﬂ‘f“f‘
of a remarkable gift, but it was not necessarily the gift of origin
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movement
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swight well be the talent of imitation. Tn those days everyone
modelled humself on someone else—they imitated herocs of his-
tory, or the men who had struck their imagination by winning
face in the Bghting at the front ot in the streets, or those who
had great prestige with the peaple, or this o that comrade who
bad won Qistinction, or simply one another.

Strelnikov politely concealed any surprise or annoyance he may
have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his staff,
treating him as it he belonged among them.

He sud- “Congratulations. We have driven them back, It all
seems more hhe playing at war than senous business, because
they are as Russian as we are, only stuffed with nonsense~they
won't give 1t up, so we have to beat it out of them. Their cor-
mandes swne s Ftand T et 2 -
mine *
for me " s senpy suvouu W, And nere 1
am rejicing that we have thrown them back beyond the river

and perhaps even farther. Hurry up with that connection, Cur-
1an, we need the telephone, we can't possibly monage with enly
messengers and the telegraph, Have you noticed how hot it is?
Lmanaged to get m an howr’s sleep, just the same Oh, yes!” He
turned to the doctor, remembering that be had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense in connection with this man.
q\"ﬂns m'm;;" Strelnikav thought, looking him aver sharply
Nonsense! He's nothng Itke him. Foolst” id
et et not g Like ols!” He laughed, and said
“My apologics, comrade. They mistaok you for somesne else,

My sentries gat mixed up, You are free to go. Whe

r : 3 te are th

comade’s work papers? Ah, bere are your %}ncumen!s. ;;y LI.

just have a glance . . . Zhivago . . . Zhivago . . . Doctor Zhi.

:go R i?.'é\é':sco\‘; «+ . How about going to my place for a
men is the secretaxiat, Ym & i

wor't keep you long.” 1 the mest an. Tl hea

30
Who, in fact, was Strelnskov?

That he should have’reached and held his position was re.
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markable, for he was a non-Party man. He had been totally v
known because, though born in Moscow, he had gone straight
from the university to the provinces as a teacher, and in the wx
had been taken prisoner, reported missing, belicved killed, and
had only recently come back from German captivity.

He was recommended and vouched for by Tiverzin, 2 railway
worker of advanced political views in whose family he had
lived as a child, Those who controlled appointments were im:
pressed by him: in those days of inordinate rhetoric and polticil
extremism his revolutionary fervor, equally unbridled, was re-
markable for its genuineness. His fanaticism was not an imitaticn
but was his own, a natural consequence of all his previous Lfe.

Strelnikov justified the confidence of the authoritics.

His fighting record over the past few months included the
actions at Nizhni Kelmes and Ust-Nemdinsk, the suppression o
the Gubysov peasants who had put up armed resistance to f
levies, and of the men of the 14th Infantry who had plundered 2
food convoy. He had also dealt with Stenka Razin soldiers, who
had started an uprising in the town of Turkatui and gone over 10
the Whites, and with the mutiny at Chirkin Us, where 2 loyal
commander had been killed.

In cach case, he had taken his enemies by surprise and l‘}d
investigated, tried, sentenced, and enforced his sentence with
speed, severity, and resolution.

He had brought the epidemic of desertions in thi
region under control and had successfully reorganized the re
cruiting bodies. As a result, conscription went ahead and the
Red Army reception centers were working overtime.

Finally, when the \WVhite pressure from the north
and the position became admittedly grave, Strelnikov was ¢
trusted with new responsibilities, military, strategic, and operd
tional. His interventions produced immediate results.

Strelnikov (“the shooter”™) knew that rumor had nickmmf"
him Razstrelnikov, the Exccutioner. He took this in his stride, he
was disturbed by nothing.

He was a native of Moscow, and his father was 2 worket
who had been sent to prison for taking part in the revolution
1905. He did not participate in the revolutionary mm'cmcnl'm‘
those years, first because he was too young, and at the university

s whole

increased
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becanse young men who come from a poor background value
higher e}uuéo:: mote and work harder than t!le chllldmn of
th rich, The Jerment among other students left him upinvolved,
e absorbed an immense amount of information and after taking
his degree in the humanities traived himself later in science
and mathemabies,

Exempted from the amy, he enlisted volustarily, was com-
missioned, sent to the front, and captured, and on bearing of the
yevohution in Russia he escaped in 1917 and came home. He had
tso characteristic features, two passions: an unusual power of
clear and logical reasoning, and a great moral purity and sense
of justice, he was ardent 90d honarable.

But he would nat have made a scientist of the sort who break
new ground His mtelligence Jacked the capacity for bold leaps
wnto the unkmown, the sudden flashes of insight that transcend
barren, logical deductions,

And if he were reaily to do good, he wonld have needed, in
addition to his principles, a heart capable of violating them~a
heart which knows only of particular, not of general, cases, and
which achweses greatness m bitle actions.

Filled with the loftiest aspirations from his childhoog, he had
Tooked upon the world as a vast arena where everyone competed
for perfection, keepng serupulously to the rales, When he found
that this was not so, it &id not oecur to him that his conception
of the warld osder mght have been oversimpliied. He nursed
hus grrevance and with 1t the ambition to judge between hfe
and the dark forces that distorted #, 2nd to be hie's champion
and avenger

Embil 1 by bis di 5

PP
revolution.

, he was armed by the

ar
“Thivagn,” repeated Strelnikov when th

ey were setiled in hi
foom. “Zhvago . ., ok is
e o+ - Trade, Lihisk Or Wel, of

pCr chaee
strange,

. Mo 1w Sedre i N
seunty.” 4 desten ot qulet, seclusion, and ob-
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markable, for he was a non-Party man. He had becn totally v
known because, though bom in Moscow, he had gone straight
from the university to the provinces as a teacher, and in the war
had been taken prisoner, reported missing, believed killed, and
had only recently come back from German captivity.

He was recommended and vouched for by Tiverzin, a railway
worker of advanced political views in whose family he had
lived as a child. Those who controlled appointments were i-
pressed by him: in those days of inordinate rhetoric and pohtical
extremism his revolutionary fervor, equally unbridled, was 1
markable for its genuineness. His fanaticism was not an imitaties
but was his own, a natural consequence of all his previous lfe.

Strelnikov justified the confidence of the authorities.

His fighting record over the past few months included the
actions at Nizhni Kelmes and Ust-Nemdinsk, the suppression of
the Gubysov peasants who had put up armed resistance to f
levies, and of the men of the 14th Infantry who had plundereda
food convoy. He had also dealt with Stenka Razin soldicrs, who
had started an uprising in the town of Turkatui and gone over 0
the Whites, and with the mutiny at Chirkin Us, where a TO,"’I
commander had been killed.

In cach ease, he had taken his enemies by surprise and hlﬂd
investigated, tried, sentenced, and enforced his sentence with
speed, severity, and resolution. )

He had brought the epidemic of descrtions fn this whele
region under control and had successfully rearganized the 1
cruiting bodies. As a result, conscription went ahead and the
Red Army reception centers were working overtime.

Finally, when the White pressure from the north increased
and the position became admittedly grave, Strelnikov was €
trusted with new responsibilitics, military, strategic, and opers”
tional. His interventions produced immediate results.

Strelnikov (“the shooter™) knew that rumor had nicknamed
him Razstrelnikov, the Evecutioner. He took this in his stride, he
was disturbed by nothing.

He was a native of Moscow, and his father was a worket
who had been sent to prison for taking part in the revolution l_'f
19035. He did not participate in the revolutionary movement 0
those years, first beeause he was too young, and at the un\ivmlﬂ'

~ /"‘
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hecause young men who come from a poor bnckgrou{ld value
high:eegium;gion more and work harder thap the chl}dren of
the nch. The ferment among othes students left him uninvalved.
He absorbed an inunense amoust of information and after taking
hus degree in the humanities trained himself later in science
acd matheratics.

Exempted from the army, e enlisted voluntarily, was com-
smussioned, sent 10 the front, and captured, and vn hearing of the
revolution in Russia he escaped in 1917 20d came home. He had
two charactenstic features, two passions* an upusual power of
clear and logreal reasoning, aud a great moral purity and sense
of ustice, he was ardent and honorable.

But he would not have made a seientsst of the sort who break
new ground His intelligence lacked the capacity for bold leaps
into the unknown, the sudden flashes of jnsight that trapscend
barren, logical deduetions.

And if he were really to do good, he wonld have needed, i»
edditson to his principles, & heart capable of violating them—a
heart which knows only of particular, not of general, cases, and
which achieves greatness in hittle actions.

Filled with the lofhest aspications from his childhood, he had
Toohed upon the world as a vast arena where everyone competed
for perfection, keeping serupulously to the roles When he found
that this was not so. it did et ocour to bim that bis conception
af the world order might have been overnmplified. He nursed
his gnevance and with it the ambition to judge between Lfe
and the dark forces that distorted it, and to be life’s

and avenger champion
Emb d by his disappot

terolution

be was wmed by the

31
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“Well, well, how romantic! Varykino? 1 know most of the
places around here. That used to be Krueger's estate. You arenl
related to him, by any chance? You don't happen to be his heir™

“Why the irony? Being his ‘heir” has nothing to do with 1t
Though it is true that my wife . . 7

“Ah, so you see! But if you're feeling nostalgic for the Whitss
I'm going to disappoint you. You're too late. We've cleared the
district.”

“You're still making fun of me?”

“And then, a doctor. An army medical officer. And we're 2t
war. That really is my business. You're a deserter. The Greens'
are also seeking refuge in the woods. Your reasons?” .

“I have been wounded twice and discharged as an in\'ali('~l

“Next you'll be handing me a refercnce from the Peeple’
Commissariat of Education or Health to prove that you ar¢ 2
Soviet citizen, a ‘sympathizer,’ ‘entircly loyal.” Thesc are apocy
lyptic times, my dear sir, this is the Last Judgment. This is 3
time for angels with flaming swords and winged beasts from the
abyss, not for sympathizers and loyal doctors. However, I tol
you you were free, and I won't go back on my word. But 1¢-
member, it's for this once. I have a feeling that we'll meet aghity
and then our conversation will be quite different. Watch ot

Neither the threat nor the challenge disturbed Yurii Andrr.x**
vich. He said. “I know what you think of me From your point
of view you are right. But the issue you wish me to discuss with
you is one I have been arguing with an imaginary aceuser all m
life, and it would be odd if T had not by now reached sore
conclusion. Only I could not put it into a couple of words. 50
if T am really free, permit me to leave without having it out
with you. If T am not, then you must decide what to do with me-
1 have no excuses to make to you.”

They were interrupted by the telephone. The line was 1€
paired. Strelnikov picked up the receiver. ,

“Thanks, Gurian. Now be a good fellow and send smn!‘bod.“
along to sce Comrade Zhivago to his train, 1 don’t want an¥
more accidents, And give me the Razvilie Cheka Transpt
Dcp:utmcnt."

1 Greens: Anarchistic elements, cliefly peasants, who fought both Red
Whites,

3 and
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When Zhivago had gone, Strelnikov telephoned the raflway
station.

“There’s a schoolboy they've brought in, Leeps pulling his cap
over his ears and be's got a bandaged head, it's disgraceful,
—That's right—~He's to have medical aid i he needs it—Cer-
tainly.—Yes, like the apple of your eye, you'll be responsible to
me personally~Food, too, if necessary. That's right. Now,
let's get down to business. . . . I'm stll talking, don’t cut me off.

Damn, there's somebody else on the lue, Gurian! Gurian
They've cut me off.”

LS B B D | N LY beiﬂg.
- . O tingus,
ot e . stopped

. . . ) Then ke
Yooked out of the window toward the panorama of the horizon,

and searched for the part of Yuriatin where they had lived,
Suppose his wife and daughter were stll there! Couldn't be go to
them? Why not now, this very minute? Yes, but how could hep
They belonged to anather Life. First he must see this one through,
this new bfe, then he could go back to the one that had heen
infersupted. Someday he would do it Someday. But when,
when?



CHAPTER EIGHT

ARRIVAL

1

The train that had brought the Zhivago family was still on s
siding behind several other trains that screened it from the s
tion, yet they had a feeling that their connection with Moscow
—which tll now had r d unbrok 1 that morn:
ing, that it had come to an end. Here began another temtory,
a different, provincial world, which had a center of gravty of
its own.

Here people were closer together than in the capitals. Ak
though the station area was cleared of civilians and surrounct
by Red Army units, passengers for the local trains m:nagd}ﬂ
some unaccountable way to get to the tracks, to “infiltrate, 3§
we would say today. They had alrcady erammed the cars, throng:
ing in the open shding doors, and they walked back and forth
along the train and stood in small groups on the embankment

All of them, without exception, were acquainted; they wav
and called out as soon as they caught sight of each other, and
they exchanged greetings as they passed. Their speech and dress.
their food and manners, were all a little different from those of
people in the capitals,

“How do they cam their living?” the doctor swondered. VWhat
were their interests and their material resources, how did they
cope with the difficultics of the times, how did they evade the
laws?

All these questions were soon answered in the most vivid waf

2

Escorted by the sentry who dragged his rifle after him or used
it as a walking stick, the doctor went back to his carriage. 1t was
ong
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a sultry day. The hot sun beat down on the rails and the tot?fs
of d]t:ymrsy‘l‘he black puddles of o1l on the ground blazed with
ayellow shimmer, like gold Jeaf.

yThc sentry's rifle 'bu%t plowed a furrow in the sand. It clinked
against the tes. .

“The weather has settled,” he was saying. “Time for the spring
sowing~oats, wheat, mullet—it’s the best time. It's too early for
the buckwheat, though. Where I come from we sow the buck
wheat on the Feast of Akulina. I'm not from these paxts, [ come
from Mosshansk, in the Tambov government. Eh, Comrade Doc-
tor, if 1t wasa't for this here cvil war and this plague of a
counterrevolution, do y ou think I'd be wasting my time in stranga
parts at this season? The class war has nm between us like the

black eat of discord, and just lock at what it's doing,”

3
Hands stretched ont of the cartiage to help him up.
“Thanks, I can manage.”

Yury Andretevich hoisted himself 1nto the car, aud after re.

- e 17 she said. “Actually, we

“What do you mean, you knew?”

“Weknew ey erything ”

“How?"

“The sentrics told u
As it 15, Father and |

s. How cauld we have stood jt otherwise?
he's fast asleep, you

neatly went out of our minds, There he is,
can't wake hum, sleeping hke a log after gl
the excitement, There ate severa] Dew passengers, Yﬂgx‘ntm(;uacg
*0u 1 a moment, but listen to what everybody's tallung about
-—lhcz are all congratulating you on your Iucky escape, He:

he 157 she sajd suddenly, turming and ‘introdycine herplfl;sb x:;
over her shoulder ta ane of the new passengers who was h e

m }S\ lhs crond at the back, of the freight car, emmed

HMEvIatov,” the stranger jntrod, i ising hi

hat over other people’s hbcads andux:i?s?\fi'sm,fmghumn
through the press of bodies. § M wy forward



CHAPTER EIGHRT

ARRIVAL

1

The train that had brought the Zhivago family was stil ot
siding behind several other trains that screened it from the st
tion, yet they had a fecling that their connection with Mosco
—which till now had remained unbroken—snapped that mor
ing, that it had come to an end. Here began another territen)s
a different, provineial world, which had a center of gravity o |
its own.

Here people were closer together than in the capitals. Al
though the station area was cleared of civilians and surround
by Red Army units, passengers for the local trains m:m:\gﬂ_l i
some unaccountable way to get to the tracks, to “infiltrate, 3
swe would say today. They had already erammed the cars, throag
ing in the open sliding doors, and they walked back and forth
along the train and stood in small groups on the embankment

All of them, wathout exception, were ncqu:unlcd; they wav
and called out as soon as they caught sight of each other, and
they exchanged grectings as they passed. Their speech and dress,
their food and manners, were all a little different from th
people in the capitals

“How do they carn their living?” the doctor wondered. What
were their interests and ther material resources, how did they
cope with the difficultics of the tmes, how did they evade the
Taws?
All these questions were soon answered in the most vivid w3y

ose of

a

Escorted by the sentry who dragged his rifle after him or used

it as 2 walking stick, the doctor went back to his carrfage. 1t w38
25¢ -
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4

Antonina Alexandrovaa was right. Cars were coupled and ur-
wupled, and the train was shifted endlessly from one congested
line to agother where other trains blocked its way into the open
country, .

Th:yto\m lay in the distance partly hidden by the rolling
countryside Only now and then did it roofs, the chumneys of
1ts factorles, and the crosses on its belfries emerge above the
horizon, One of its suburbs was on fire. The smoke drifted across
the sky looking like a gigantic horse’s mane blowing in the wind,

The doctor and Samdeviatov sat ou the floor of the freight car,
their legs dangling over the side. Samdeviatav kept pointing into
the distance and explaining what they saw to Yurii Andrejevich,
Every now and then the tran would jerk noisily aud drown
tus voice, and he would lean across bringing his mouth close to
the doctor’s car and repeat what he had said, shouting himself
hoarse.

“That's o movie house, the ‘Giant,” they've set on fire. The
cadets were holding it, though they'd surrendered earlier. Other-
wise, the fighting isu’t over yet. You see those black dots on the
beliry? Those are our peaple, smuping at the Czechs.”

“1 can't see a thung, How can you see them at such 2 distance?”

“That's the artisans’ quarter, Khokhriki, turning over there,
Kholodelevo, the shopping ceater, is farther an. Im interested
because our ian Is there, Luckily, its only a small fire, it hasmt
spread So fur the ceater has remawmed intact.”

“What did you say? 1 ean’t hear you.”

“% 58 the center, the center of the tawn—the cathedral, the
Hhsary . Our name, Samdeviatov, 1s a garbled Russian form
Lgc:::sml:r.xmln. We're supposed to be descended from the

T sull can't hear.”

“1 sad Samdevaatov is a form of San Dy o
a branch of the Demidov farmly, the ;‘:\‘n;coejs'srhre)};:%“ve;w
Donato. But it may be {ust a famly legend, Tt < e b
alled Spukes Delt 1 o b s place bxe. iy

pirka’s Delt 1es full of summer houses and
parks Strange name, isn't it Rmusement
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“Samdeviatov,” thought the doctor. “With a name like that ke
ought to have come straight out of an old Russian ballad, coa-
plete with a bushy beard, a smock, and a studded belt. But Le
makes you think of the local Arts Club, with his graying curls
mustache, goatee . . 7

“Well, did Strelnikov give you a fright?” said Samdeviator.
“Tell the truth.”

“No, why? We had an interesting talk. Certainly he hasa
powerful personality.” ,

“I should think so. I've got some idea of what he's hle. Hes
not from these parts. He's one of you Moseow people. Lilef!l
our newfangled things. They too are imported from the capital
We wouldn’t have thought of them oursclves.” .

“Yurochka, this is Anfim Efimovich, he knows everything
Antonina Alexandrovma said. “He's heard about you and abet
your father, and he knew my grandfather~he knows evenyonts
absolutely everyonel—1I suppose you must have met the sd‘xoﬂ"
teacher, Antipova?” she slipped in casually, and Sxmdmﬁf‘\
replicd just as casually: “What about Antipova?” Yurii 1\?dmlf
vich heard this exchange but did not say anything, and his wife
went on: “Anfim Efimovich is a Bolshevik Be on your g
Yurochka. You must watch your tongue when he fs around.

“Really? I'd never have thought so. I'd have taken him for 28
artist of some sort.”

“My father kept an inn,” said Samdeviatov. “He lad sovea
troikas on the road. But I went to the university, and it’s tru¢
that I'm a Social Democrat.” .

“Listen to what Anfim Efimovich told me, Yurochka, and by
the way, if you don’t mind my saying so, Anfim Eﬂmm'ivch. your
name is a real tongue-twister!—So, histen, Yurochka, weve been
terribly Jucky. We can’t change at Yuriatin—part of the town ‘ii
on fire and the bridge has been blown up, you can't get through.
Our train will be switched to another hne, and that line happeas
to be just the one we need to get to Torfianaia. Isn't it wonder-
fall We don’t have to change and lug all our stuff from one ‘“{i
tion to another. On the other hand, well be shunted ll.}rk nr‘)‘
forth for hours before we really start off. Anfim Efimavich tok

me gll that.”
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Marsism is too uncestain of its ground to be a science Sciences
are more balanced, more objective. [ dont know a movement
more self-ceptered and further removed from the facts than
Marsis, Everyone is wostied only about proving himself in
practical matters, and as for the men in power, they are so
anxious to establih the myth of their infalhibility that they do
their utmost to igaore the truth. Politics doesa’t appeal to me.
T don't hke people who don't care about the truth ”

Samdeviatov took the doctor's words for the fooling of a witty
eccentric He Ystened with a smile, and did not contradict him,

The train was stll bemg shunted, Every Bme it reached the
"50" signal, an elderly woman with a mik can tied to her belt,
who was on duty at the switch, shufted her knitting, bent down,
and moved the lever, sending the tran back. As it slowly rolled
away she sat up and shook her fist at it.

Samdeviatov took this personally. “Why does she do that?”
he wondered. “Her face is familiar. Can it be Tuntseva? No, I
dorlt think it ean be Clasha. She looks too old. Anyway, what
has she got against me? X suppose, what with Mother Russia in
the throes of her upheavals and the railways in a muddle, the
poor old thing is having a had time, so she is taking 1t out on
;nc roh, to hell with herl~Why should I sack my brains about
eT

Atlong last the woman waved her fag, shouted something to
the engincer, and let the train past the signals, out into the open;
but as the fourteenth ear sped by she stuck her tongue out at the

two men chatting on the floor, who had got on her nerves Once
sgain Samdeviatov wondered.

s

::\".,\:‘.ﬁm_?:“‘s‘jm. of the burning town, the ronnd ~t 5.2

'.._.:s s w10 our seats T have to
station is the one after the next

£ot
“I'suppose you know

Be careful

off soon and your
allthis areq very welly™

you don’t miss it”
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Before them extended a Seld crisscrossed by branch trade
Telegraph poles strode away to the horizon like giants in seve
league boots, and the broad winding ribbon of a highway con
peted in beauty with the tracks. It vanished beyond the horixa,
reappeared in & broad arc at a turn, and again vanished.

“That's our famous highway. It runs right across Siberia. The
convicts used to sing songs about it. Now it's the operational b
of the partisans, . . . You'll like it here, you know, it's not atal
bad. You'll get used to it. You'll get to like the curiositics of the
town. Our water pumps, for instance The women queue vp fx
water at the intersections, it's their apen-air club through the
winter.”

“We are not going to live in town. We're going to Vanlis”

“I know. Your wife told me. Still, you'll be coming in to tows
on business. I guessed who your wife was the moment 1 sz ber.
She's the living image of Krueger—eyes, nose, forehead—just He
her grandfather. Everyone here remembers him.”

There were round red oil tanks in the ficld, and large aﬂ\f\:'
tisements an wooden billboards. One of them caught the doctets
eye twice It bore the inscriptions “Moreau & Vetclnhin Me

} }seeders. Threshing machines.”

“That was a good Gsm. Their agncultural machinery was first-
rate.”

“I ean’t hear. What did you say?”

“A good firm, [ satd. Can you hear? A good firm They ms
agricultural machinesy, ¥t was a corporation. My father was 3
stockholdes,”

“I thouglit you said he kept an inn.”

“He did. That didn't mean he couldn’t bave stock. Very shrewd
{nvestments he made, toa IHe had money in the ‘Giant ™™

“You sound as if you were proud of it.”

“Of my father being shrewd? Of cousse Fam.”

“But what about your soclalism?”

“Good Lerd, what has that got to do with it? Why on c.lr!?;
should & man, because ke fs a Mardst, be a drivelling fset?
Marxism is a positive science, n theory of reality, 1 philosophy
of history.”

=Marxism a sclence? Well, it's taking a risk, to say the lesst,
to argue about that with a gan one hardly knows. Howrrer—

| ——

de
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“OF cotrse it s, But i€s bistorically inevitable, It has to be gone
through.”

“Why is it inevitable?” X

*Are you a baby, or are you just pretending? Have you dropped
Srom the moon? Gluttons and parasites sat om the backs of
the starving workess and drove them to death, and you imagme
things could stay bke that? Not to mention all the ather forms
of outrage and tyranny. Don't you understand the sightness of
the people’s anger, of their desire for justice, for truth? Or do you
think a sadieal change was possible through the Duma, by
pazliamentary methods, and that we can do without dictator-
ship?™

‘RVe ase talking et cross-purposes, and even if we argued for a
hupdred years we'd never see eye to eye. T used to be very
renolutionary, but now 1 think that nothing can be gained by
brute force. Peaple must be drawn to good by goodness. But
let’s drop the subject. To return to Muatditsyn—i that's what is
0 store for s, then why are we going? We should turm back.”

“Nonsense To begin wath, Mikultsyn is not the pnly pebble oo
the beach, And second, Mikuhtsyn is Jand to excess, almost
erimisally kind, He'll moke a fuss and sefuse and resist, and then
hell relent, He'll give you the shirt off his back and share bis

fast crust of bread with you” And Samdevaatov told Yurit Andre-
wvich Mikulitsyn's story.

13
“Mikobsys wrrhed here twonty-five
years ago from Petershurg,
ldl: h;ddbccg a skudznt at the Techmksg&'ef( Institate, e :vt:%s
ported and put under police supervs
10b as manager at chgcxz, e oo bt

and married. Th i
bere in those days-—one mo s vere dou

o 5 sisters
$Prne Aewnma 3 :? than i Chekbiov's vhthe Tunt.
o e . " Lthe young

* Ly e 508, Hos fock of & p
;mx;:p;d; frccdgm, gave him the unuxu:? n:;: E&?&:&b::p
~Livka, for short~grew P & bt wild but he had o) sorts \3



Like my own back Yard, Upto 5 bundred-mile Tadius, [y
Iawyer, You kngy, Twenly Years of Practice, 1y, always h’a\ell'ag
ine.

“But What king Of busingg, €an there be, these daysp~
nythi, g you Please, O Unfinisheq deals, business Operz.
tions, breacbes of COntracy, m upto my ears iy
“B t haveny all sych activitieg been aboljcheqan
€0, inally, ut in Practice Deople are
asked ¢, do app sorts of thing, SOmetimey Mutually exclygin
There’s the nationalizntion of ]} €nterprises, but the municipa]
Sovjeg needs fue] and the Provincial COnomje Council Wanis
L everyone Wants to Jiy, - This js o transitiona!
Periog, when there is stif] 2 gap bctween tbeory and Practice, At

time i, this yo, Beed shrg, Tesourcef,y; Deople Jike myself,
Blesseq 4 the map yp, tsee tog mMuch, Also ap fonal
Punch g the jay, doesp; amiss, 5 My father ygeq to say,
Half g, depeng, me for jtg livelthoog T be drop.
Pingin ary, aboy 1€ of these ays. Not just gt

T o

tbough. You can’t 8et there except by Imrse, and my horse i lame.
thenyige U Wouldpy cateh me Jolting along on thys pile of
Serap, Look at the yy,,, it crawg, Calls ttself 5 traig! y might be
i Kino, I know those Mxkulilsyns of yours

“Do You knoyy, Why e are Zoing there, what e want to do?*
More or Jess | have 4y, idea, Man’s Cterng Onging to go bac{r
to the land, The dreamn of Iiw‘ng by the sweat o Your brow,

“Whaps wTong wath p You soung d:sapprovmg "

2y i ? Coog Tuck ¢o you. Only 1
don’t believe mat I Utopiapn, Arts ang Craftsy)”

“How d, You thin) Mlkuhtsyn Will recojye usP”

“He wop{ t you i, hely drive YOUu out iy a bmomsliCk, -:l"d
he'll pe ite righy He's i o fine ickle as 4 15 Idle factoris,
workers gone, no Cans of Ii\'elibood, 1o food, and thep Jou
tum up Ifhemurtlersyou, T'wop blame him)» X

°Te you are, You are 5 Bolshey;; % and yep Jou yourself gont
deny ¢hyf what's 8oing o isn't Lifo—jpg Madness, o, absurd
tmare,™
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*0f course it is, But it's historically inevitable. It has to be gone

i ol vier

*Why is it inevitablel

“x\xe’:/ouabmby. or age you just pretending? Have you dropped
from the moon? Cluttons and parasites sat on the backs‘oi
the starving workess and drove them to death, and you tmagine
things could stay ke that? Not ta mention all the other forms
of outrage and tyransy. Do’t you understand the rightness of
the people’s anger, of their desire for justice, for truih? Or do you
think o radical chasge was possihle through the Duma, by
padiamentary methods, and that we can do without dictator-
ship?”

“I:\'e ase tallang at cross-purposes, 2ad even if we argued for 3
hundred years we'd never see eye to eye. 1 used to be very
revolutionary, but now I think that nothing cam be gained by
brute force. People must be drawn to good by goodness, Buy
fet’s drop the subject. To return to Mikulitsyn—if that's what is
1n store for s, then why are we going? We should turn back”

“Nonsense To begn with, Mikubtsyn as not the only pebble on
the beach, And sccond, Mikebtsyn is Xind to excess, almost
criminally kind, Hell make a fuss and refuse and resist, and then
hell refent. He'll give you the shirt off his back and share his

fast crust of bread with you.” And Samdeviatov told Yurii Andre-
1evich Mikulitsyn's story.

&
“Mikulitsyn arm ed here tweaty-five years ago
He had been a student at ﬁuety'\'cchx):’ologicagl ‘f;ﬁnf:f;ﬁ:’:g‘
deported and put under police supervision. He care héxe cta:
{ub as manager at Krueger's, and masried. Thete were foux’sét s
bere in those days—one more thay in Chekhov's play—the Ty o
sevas, Agnppina, Avdotia, Glafira, and 2. AR the y _—
wen were after them. Mikulitsyn married the eldest, yoE
,hx:}i?f-.lm:g they had a son. Hjs ool of a fwr

e

2t w305t of
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unusual talents. When the war came he was fifteen. He faled
the date on his birth certificate and made off to the front as s
volunteer. His mother, a sickly woman, couldn’t stand the shod.
She took to her bed and didn't get up again. She died the yeur
before last, just before the revolution.

“At the end of the war Liberius came back as a lieutenant
hero with three medals, and of course he was a thoroughly in-
doctrinated Bolshevik delegate from the front, Have you heard
about the ‘Forest Brotherhood'?”

“No, I'm afraid not.”

“In that case there’s no sense in telling you the story, half the
point would be lost. And there isn't any point in your staring out
of the window at the highway either. What's so remarkable about
the highways these days? The partisans. And what are the par
tisans? They are the backbome of the revolutionary army i
the civil war. Two things account for the pawer of this army: the
political organization that has taken over the leadership of the
revolution, and the common soldier who after the last war e
fused to obey the old authorities. The partisan army was bom
of the union of the two, Most of them are middle peasants, but
you find all sorts of people—poor peasants, unfrocked mo_nks,
sons of kulaks up in arms against their fathers, There are ld%‘
ological anarchists, poor people with no political affiliation, an
high-schoo) boys expelled for precocious skirt chasing. And then
there are German and Austrian prisoners of war Jured by th.c
promise of freedom and repatriation. Well, one of the units of ﬂ;ls
great people’s army is called the Forest Brotherhood, and U;
Forest Brotherhood is commanded by Comrade Forester, a0
Comrade Forester is Livka, Liberius Averkievich, the son of
Averkii Stepanovich Mikulitsyn.”

“You don't mean itl”

“q do indeed. But to go on with my story. After his wife’s death,
Averkii Stepanovich married again. His second wife, Elena Pro-
klovna, went straight from school to the altar, Nawe by nature,
she also affects naiveté; and although she is still quite young, S}:U
already pretends to be younger still, prattles, twitters, plays t i
ingénue, the little foolish girl, the pure ficld lily. The momc"v
she sees you, she puts you through an exam; “When was 'Su\‘o‘;ﬂ_lf
born? Enumerate the conditions of cquality of triangles.” An

T o~
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dhe can trip you, she's averjoyed. But you'll see for yoursell in
h " s

* (%e:ﬁmm has his own pecuharities. ?Ie was going to bea
sailor. He studied marive engueenng. He's cle.an'sh.\v’eu. n?vet
takes his pipe out of his mauth, talks through his tv:f:th in ads 0\;&
friendly vorce, has the pipe smaker's jutbog Tower jaw, aod co

gray eyes. Oh, snd a detl 1 almost forgot—he’s a Social Revalu-
tionary an

4 was elected segional deputy to the Conshituent
Assernbly”

“That s swrely very important{ So father and son are at swords’
points? Political enemies?” . )

“In theory, of course they are. But in practice the Fores!
dooso't make war against Varykino, However, to go on with the
story, The three 3T Mikulitsyn's sists 1
by bis frst marmage~\ve in Yuriatin to this day, all confirmed
spinsters—but times have changed and so bave the girls.

“The oldest, Aviotia, is brarian at the public Nbrary, Dark,
pretty, desperately shy, blushes scaslet at the slightest provoca-
tion. She hos o ternble time at the bibrary. I¥s as quiet as the
tomb, and the poor girl has a chronic cold~gets sneezing fits
and Jooks as if she'd bke to drop through the Hoor. Al nerves.

“The nest one, Clafira Severinovng, is the family’s blessing.
Ternfic drive, a wonderful worker, doesn’t mind what she does.
Livks, Comrade Forester, is supposed to take after her. One day
hé's o seamstress or she's working in a stocking factory, then
before you know where you are she's turned herselt into a hair-
dresser. You saw the woman at the switeh, who shook her fist at
us® Bless me, T thought, 1 it isn't Glafira gone to work on the rail-
w oy But ¥ don't think it was Glafisa, she looked too old.

“And then there’s the youngest, Simushka. She's their erass,
she gives them no end of trouble, She's an educated gizd, well
read used to go dn for poetry and philosophy, But since the
revolution, what with all the general uplift, speeches, demonstra-
Atony, she's become a bit touclied in the hea
manix The sisters Jock her up when they go to work, but she gets
ont of the windaw wd off e ges Ao e sweet, cofiecting
eronds, preaching the Secand Cosing and the end of the world,
Well, s time § stopped talling, we're nearly there, This &s m.
station Yours fs nest. You'd better get ready.” ) Y

4, she's got rehgions
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unusual talents. When the war came he was ffteen. He faled
the date on his birth certificate and made off to the front 252
volunteer. His mother, a sickly woman, couldn't stand the shock
She took to her bed and didn’t get up again. She died the yexr
before last, just before the revolution.

“At the end of the war Liberius came back as a heutenan!
hero with three medals, and of course he was a thoroughly in-
doctrinated Bolshevik delegate from the front. Have you heard
about the ‘Forest Brotherhood'?”

“No, I'm afraid nat.”

“In that case there’s no sense in telling you the story, half the
point would be lost. And there isn’t any point in your staring ovt
of the window at the highway either. What's so remarkable about
the highways these days? The partisans. And what are the par-
tisans? They are the backbone of the revolutionary ammy @
the civil war, Two things account for the power of this army: the
political organization that has taken over the leadership of the
revolution, and the common soldier who after the last war re-
fused to obey the old authorities. The partisan army was bom
of the union of the two. Most of them are middle peasants, but
you find all sorts of people—poor peasants, unfrocked mo?ks.
sons of kulaks up in arms agamnst their fathers. There are ide-
clogical anarchists, poor people with no political affiliation, an
high-school boys expelled for precocious skirt chasing, And then
there are German and Austrian prisoners of war lured by ﬂ‘f
promise of freedom and repatriation. Well, one of the units of ﬂ;:s
great people’s army is called the Forest Brotherhood, and the
Forest Brotherhood is commanded by Comrade Forester, an
Comrade Forester is Livka, Libenus Averkievich, the son O
Averkii Stepanovich Mikulitsyn.”

“You don’t mean it!”

“I do indeed. But to go on with my story. After his wifc's death,
Averkii Stepanovich married again. His second wife, Elena Fro-
klovna, went straight from school to the altar. Nawve by natur¢,
she also affects nawveté; and although she is still quite young, she
already pretends to be younger still, prattles, twittcrs, plays ‘hi
ingénue, the little foolish girl, the pure field lily. The momen
she sees you, she puts you through an exam: 'Whgn was 'Sm'"(‘;°i‘f
bom? Enumerate the conditions of equality of triangles.” An

—
g
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1al hfe. Tt had not yet xelapsed into savagery, as &t the cap\\a.\s.
m’l'he station nesﬂe)d ina g‘uch wooil. When the traw drew in,
fhe cars weye plunged into darkness. Now the shadows of the
searcely stirring trees moved lightly over their hands and faces,
aver the ground and the station walls and roofs, and over the
platform with its dlean, damp, yellow sand. 1t was cool in the
grove, and the singing of the birds in it had an equally 090‘
sound. Candid snd pure os mmocence, it plerced and carried
through the wood fram end to end. Two roads et through the
frovo~the raraad and a conntry read—and both were shaded
by branches, which swayed bhe long sleeves.

Suddenly Autonina Alevandsovna’s eyes and ears opened. She
betame aware of everything at once—the ringing bird calls, the
pure woodland solitude, and the Howing, unrufled stdiness. She
had prepared a speech in her mind: “I conldn’t believe that we
would really get here safely. Your Strelnikov, you mow, could
quite easily have made a dusplay of magnanimity, and then sent
a felegram telling them to arrest all of vs as soon as we got off
the train, I don't beheve in their noble sentimepts, my dear, it's
all a sham " Bat quite diferent words broke from her at sight of
the enchanting seene before her. “How lovely!” she eried out
She could not say any more. Tears choked her, and she began to

w

At the sound of her crying a Lttle old man in 2 stationmaster’s

uniform come out and shuflled across to thern. Tonehing tha -1
PO -

“i¥s nothung, Thank you. Shell be all ight i .
Alexander Alexandrownich, PN 8 moment said

“Its the anxicty and the warry of the joumey that does it, it
well know:n And then this African heat,swhxdxyis 50 t::si::'t;:iz
tattude. Not to mention the eveats in Yuriatin”

:;"Vc m«; the fise from the train as we went by.”

ou're from Central Russia, { 1 istabu
“From thovery beagtof | PR
“From Moscow! Litlle wonder, then, tha
Y , that /!

upset. They say there fen't a stone left standx’t:;'hd)’s e e
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After Samdeviatov had gone Antonina Alexandrovna said: *1
don’t know about you but I feel he’s a godsend. I think hell play
some good sort of part in our lives.”

“Very possible, Toniechka. But it worries me that everybody
recognizes you as Krueger's granddaughter and that Krueger is
so well remembered here. Even Strelnikov, the moment I said
‘Varykino,” asked me sarcastically if we were Krueger's heirs.

“I am afraid that after leaving Moscow to escape notice, we
are going to be even more conspicuous here. Not that there is
anything to be done about it, and there certainly isn't any sense
in erying over spilt milk. But we'd better stay in the background
and keep quiet. Generally speaking, I'm not too happy about the
whole thing, . . . But we must be nearly there. Let's wake up the
others and get ready.”

7

- Antonina Alexandrovna stood on the platform at the Torfianid
station counting her family and her luggage over and over 0
make sure that nothing had been left on the train. The well-
trodden sand of the platform was firm under her feet, but the
anxiety lest they miss the station remained with her and the
clatter of the whecls was still in her ears although the train was
standing motionless before her eyes. This prevented her from
seeing, hearing, or thinking properly.

Passengers who were ing their journey were calling out
goodbye and waving to her from the car but she never noti
them. Nor did she notice that the train was leaving and realiz
that it had gone only when she found herself Jooking at the green
fields and the blue sky across the empty track. .

The station was built of stone and had benches on either side
of the entrance. The Zhivagos were the only travellers who had

ot out at Torflanaia, They put their luggage down and sat o8
one of the benches,

They were struck by the silence, emptiness, and tidiness of the

d st not to be sur Jed by a milling

station, It g n
cursing mob. History had not caught up with this remote provin-
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“The horse was  white mare that had recently foaled, and their
driver was a lopenred old man with d)she\*el}ed w?nte h:m-.vl?or
some reason everything about him was white: hxf new bm:.h-
bark thoes had pot had time to grow dark, and bis Yinen shit
and troustrs bad faded with age. .

The foal, with a short, curly mane, and black as night, like
a painted toy, ran aftes its mother Xicking out its soft-boned legs.

The travellers clung to the sides of the cart as it jolted over
the ruts. Their hearts were at peace. Their dream was coming
true, they were almost at the end of their journey. “The Jast hours
of the clear day Lngered generausly, ¢s thaugh eager ta pralong,
its splendor.

Their way led sometimes through woods and sometimes across
open fields, Driving through the forests, each tume they were
jolted violently when the cart wheel hit a root; they scowled,
hunched their shoulders, and pressed close to each other, Every
time they tame out into the open, where the space seemed
exuberantly to toss its cap into the awr, they sat vp straight and
mre comfortably, and breathed sighs of relief.

It was hally country. The hills, as always, had their own ex-
pression They rose huge and dark in the distance, ke proud
shadows, sitently scrutinizing the travellers A comfortingly rosy
Hght {offowed them across the Belds, soothing them and giving
them hope.

.h:n.‘?: \_;\.:(\ and they marvelled at everything, most of 42l at

T ) reech

" die-
: \\'h”v: - (“""nugdbc}] e of his own i {onn.
enEh er the foal lagh ind, the mare stopped 2
The foxl would cateh wp with ber in graceful, &E\eﬁd&ﬁi
:;“‘ “’l‘"- ‘;]-‘““"S up ‘1‘3 the cast clumsily on its Jong legs set tog
05¢ together, 1t would stre o Ste i
head \mt;\n the shaft to nu::f‘ s lona neck and push its tiny
o But 1 don’t wnderstand,” Antonina Alexaen
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“Not quite as bad as that. People exaggerate. But we've cer
tainly seen plenty. This is my daughter, and that’s her husbad,
and that’s their little boy. And this is his nurse, Niusha.”

“How do you do. How do you do. Delighted. I was rather -
pecting you. Anfim Efimovich Samdeviatov telephoned from
Sakma. Dr. Zhivago is coming with his family from Moscow, e
said, and would I please give them every possible assistance. So
that’s who you are, am I right?”

“No, Dr. Zhivago is my son-in-law, there he is. I'm a profesor
of agronomy and my name is Gromeko.”

“Pardon me. My mistake. I am very glad to make your
acquaintance.”

“So you know Samdeviatov?”

“Who doesn’t know him, the wonder-worker! 1 don’t know
what we would have done without him—we'd have all been dead
long ago. Give them every possible assistance, he said. Very go¢
I said. I promised I would. So if you need a horse or anything
« « « ? Where are you bound for?”

“We want to get to Varykino. Is it far from here?”

“Varykino! That’s why I've kept wondering whom your daug‘l'
ter reminds me of! So it's Varykino you want! That c‘ph\f‘;
everythingl Old man Krueger and I built this road together. 11
see to the horse right away, I'll call one of the men and w¢ l! see
about a cart—Donat! Donat! Take these things into the waiting
room for the time being. And how about a horse? Run over to the
tearoom and see what can be done. Bacchus was hanging arourt
here this morning. See if he's still there. Tell them four passengers
for Varykino. They're new arrivals, They've got hardly any Iug
gage, tell them. And make it snappy. And now, Jady, may I gv¢
you a piece of fatherly advice? I purposely didn’t ask you l““‘i
closely you were related to Ivan Emnestovich. Be very carc
what you say about it. You can't talk too much with everyon¢
in times like these.”

At the mention of Bacchus the travellers looked at each other
in t. They r bered Anna Ivanovna's tales about
the fabulous blacksmith who had made himself an indcslmdlb';
set of iron guts and the many other local legends she had tol

them.
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All 3t once he tumed and focked Antonioa Alexandrovna
aight i Yhe eye. §

m"!?w you re:;l; thiak, young, woman, that 1 didn’t know who

yau wexe? You'se simyle-minded. Ltle mnther,' that 1 can see.

May I fall dead 5 ¥ didnt recogaize youl Certau.ﬂx 1 rgcogmzed

youl Couldwt believe my eyes—you'se the lving image of

Grigow.” {This was his version of Krueger's pame.) “You w(.m\«\n'\

ke lus granddaughter, would you? Who could el a Gngmz %

sotmel T've spent my Jife working for i, Did every Keod of job
for Lim—worked in the munes a8 4 woodman, and at the winch
above ground, and in the stables—Geeup, get a move on}

Stopped agair, We she had no legs) Angels in China) Can't you

hear 'm tatlang to you?

“Well now, you were askiog if ¥m that same Dlacksmith
Bacchus. What a simpleton you are, little mother, such big eyes
and a Jady, but a fool. Your Bacchus—he was called Tostanogov,
Postanogov Iron-Belly—~De went Yo Yis grave mote than hity
years ago. But my name is Mekhonoshin. Our Christian names
are the same but our surmames are different”

Little by little, the old man told them in his owe words what
they had already heard from Samdeviatoy about the Makul
e calledt them Mikulich and Mikulichna. e spoke of the latter
as the manager's second wile and of his frst wafe as an “angel,”
2 “wlite cherub.” When he came to the partisan leader, Liberius,
and fearned that bis fame hiad not yet reached Moscow and that
\l‘fh Fosest Brothethood was unknown there, he could hardly
cheve it

“They haven't heard? They haven’t heard of Comcade Fosester?
Anﬁds :n Chuna, then what has Moscow got eats for?”

Aentng was coming on, Their shadows, growing lan
longer. raa ahesd of them, They were &ﬁgirng \k&ougk%e; ?S‘;i
ueeless stretch lere and there, in Jonely elusters, stood tall
stringy stafks of goosefoot, of willow herd and tiistle tipped with
fawering tults Thewr ghostlile voutours, widely spaced on the
Ballicps, Ioomed ke guards keeping watch over the Naio,

Far abesd of sem, the phin abutted a tall range of bill. Th
ttood across the road e a wall, beyond which there was .exh o
& ravine or o stream 1t weas a8 though the sky over thev a L

e by » vampant, and the road were leading to ils‘Z:‘t::ere
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some sudden jolt. “Can this be the same Bacchus that Mother
used to tell us about? You remember all that stuff about the
blacksmith who was disembowelled in a fight and made himself
a set of new bowels? Bacchus Iron-Belly. Of course I know it’s
only a story, but can it have been told about him? Is he the
same Bacchus?”

“No, of course not. To begin with, as you say, it's ooly 2
story, a legend, and then Mother told us that even the legend
was over a hundred years old when she heard it. But doot
talk so loud. You don’t want to hurt the old man’s feclings.”

“He won't hear anything, he’s deaf. And if he did, he wouldn't
understand—he’s not quite right in the head.”

“Hey, Feodor Nefeodich)” the old man shouted to his horse,
addressing it for some reason by a male name and patronymic
although he Jnew as well as his passengers did that it was 2
mare. “Curse this heat! Like unto the children of Abraham in the
Persian furnacel Gee-up, you unredecmed devill It's you Im
talking to, you bungler.”

Sometimes, he would suddenly burst into snatches of old songs
composed in the former Krueger factories.

“Goodbye, main office,
Goodbye, shaft and mine.
The master’s bread is stale to me
And I am sick of drinking water.
A stwan s swimming past the shores,
He makes furrows i the water
1t isn't wine that makes me sway
1t is because Vania is going into the army.
But 1, Masha, I won't blunder.
But 1, Masha, am not a fool,
I'll go to the town of Scliaba,
And work for Sentetiunkha.”

“Eh, you Godforsaken beast. Look at that earrion. I give hes
the whip and she gives me the lip! Eb, Fedia Nefedia, are you
making up your mind to go?—That forest, it’s called the Mis:lv
there’s no end to it. And there’s no end of peasant folk inside ity
the Forest Brotherhood is there—Eh, Fedia Nefedfa, have yot
stopped again, you devil?”
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golden yays of the setting sum, and the gnats that swarmed
around Elena Prokovna and settled oo her face and neck

The silence was finally broken by Mikulitsyn “T don't under-
<tand., § don't understand a thing and 1 never will. What do you
think this is? The south, where the Whites are, and plenty of
Dread? Why did you pick on us? What on easth has brought you
hero~here, of all places?”

“Has it occurred to you, 1 wonder, what a responsibility this
s for Averki Stenapovich?”

“Don't interrupt, Lenochka. Yes, she's quite sight. Did you
stop 1o think what a burden you would be mmposing on us?”

“But heavens abovel You misunderstand us, There is no ques-
tion of intruding on you, of upsetting your peaceful esistence.
Al we want is a very small thing, a corer in any old empty,
tumble-down building and 2 strip of land that happens to be go-
Ing to waste because nobody wants it, so that we can grow
svegetables. And a cortload of firewood from the forest when
there’s no one to see us take 1t Is this really asking so much, is
it suth on imposituont”

“True, but the world is a big place. What does this have
to do with us? Why should we be chosen for this honor, rather
than anyene else?™

“Because we've heard of you and we hoped that you'd have
heard of s w0 that we would not be coming to complete
strangers,

A So it's becawse of Krueger! Because you are related to

bim! But bow can you even bring yourselves ¢
thing at & tme like this” 5y o admit such 2

"1 wonder, do you understand? Precisely becanse you're el
3 4 ted

10 Krueger you should have spared Joure rely
acquaintance * pared us the pleasure of your

“Lenochha, don't meddle. My wife § . N
because you're related.” ¥ e is absolutely right, Precisely

Yunit Andreiesich bad had na time to
compare § fatov's
portrast with the origmal. During the a\\h\vaxp& scex::,\ieew(;é::(:r

forgot Samdeviatevs desenption, Lai i
down, Be was struck by &]c \\\m:::' o g Iad calmed

and the aptness of th

portrait However, Anfim Efimoviely: plness of the
Y {zati

wanager was incomplete, Yur And ’Sltiharactema\\nn of the

PP d it later.
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A long, one-story white house emerged at the top of the ridge.

“See the lookout up on the hill?” said Bacchus. “That's where
your Mikulich and Mikulichna live. And down below there’s a
gully, Shutma its called.”

Two rifle shots rang out from the hills, followed by rollng
echoes.

“What's that? It wouldn't be partisans shooting at us, would it,
little grandfather?”

“Bless you, no! Partisans] That's Stepanych scaring the wohes
away in the Shutma.”

9

Their first meeting with the Mikulitsyns took place in the yard of
the manager’s house. It was a painful scene that began in silence
and became noisily confused.

Elena Proklovna was coming home across the yard from a walk
in the woods. The rays of the setting sun, as golden as her golden
hair, trafled behind her from tree to tree through the wood. She
wore a light summer dress. She was hot from her walk and was
wiping her face with her handkerchicf, Her straw hat hung at her
back from an elastic around her bare throat.

Her husband was coming to meet her from the ravine; he had
just climbed up from it with his gun, which he meant to ‘dff“
because he had noticed that there was something wrong with it

Suddenly, into this peaceful sctting Bacchus rolled up Smnfﬂ}'
with a loud clatter of cart wheels over the cobbles, bringing his
surprise.

The passengers got out, and Alexander Alevandrovich, hem-
ming and hawing and taking off and putting on his hat, began
to explain. 5

Their hosts were struck dumb with amazement. Their geount
speechlessuess lasted for several minutes; so did the sincere ﬂn«
appalled confusion of their miserable guests, who were hnm{&:,
with shame. The situation could not have been phiner, whatever
might have been said, not only to those directly involved but nb‘:
to Sashenka, Niusha, and Bacchus. Their painful embarrassmen
seemed to communicate itself even to the mare, the foal, the

I |
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“Oh, come} Be sensible, What's the matter with youl

A litdle Jater he selented, !

'wlc\x, there fsn't sny paint In squabbling fo the yard. \VeD fw:,
o foside. Net, of cousse, that 1 can see any go?d coming "
Tt “we 3eo 3 fn » ghass durkly! Sull, we arent Tanizarics, \;;e
aren't heathens, we wort drive you out into the forest .tom
caten by bears. 1 tbink, Leaochka, we'd better put them in the
palm room for the woment, et to the study. Wwell see lmj.r
where they can settle down, we might Bad the:m some place‘m
the park. Do come inside, Bring their things in, Bacchus, give
the gnests 3 hand”

B?mlms did as he was told, muttering: “Mother of Godf

They've got no mare stuff than pilgrims! Nothing but little
‘bundles, 2ot & siogle treak”

10

“The night was cold, They washed, and the women got the room
ready for the night. Sashenka, who from long custom expected
ta have his childish utterances greeted with raptures and there-
fore prattled obligingly, was upset because Jor ooce he had no
suceess, 1o gne took any uatice of him, He was disappointed that
the black foal hiad not been braught into the house, and when be
was tld sharply to be quiet he burst into teass, afsaid that he
might be sent back ta the baby shop where, he believed, his
parcats had bought him. His fear was genuine, and he wanted to
share it with evetyone araund him, but his chanming absurdities
on tis occasion failed to produce the ueual eliect, I at ease in

@ strange bouse, the grownups seemed to him to be in more than
thelr usual hurry s th

tasks Sashenka v - -"( 7 :":m nb:or?k sﬂe:'nﬂy n")m}:fnixl;dtgeg
T ety oo gt by
R e o e st of e e,
i wvere favited to tea with
m}\‘l;:::x:; ({:hf::n.d‘r:\:;: :’nc:i;:.’wll Andrefovich frst went out
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Averkii Stepanovich pronounced the sound ! in the Polsh
manner, like a w. He actually never was separated from his pipe,
which was an integral part of his face and which contributed ts
his style of speech, because he composed his words end idess
while relighting it and making it draw.

He had regular features. He tossed his hair back and tock
great strides, planting his feet squarely on the ground. In sume
mer he wore a Russian shirt tied with a silk tasselled cord. He
was the kind of man who, in the old days, might have becoxe
a pirate on the Volga. In more recent times such people havt
created the type of the eternal student, the dreamer tumed
schoolmaster.

Mikulitsyn had devoted his youth to the movement for eman-
cipation, to the revolution, and his only fear had been that e
would not live to see it or that when it came it would be to
moderate, not bloody enough for him. Now it had come, st
passing his wildest dreams, but he, the born and faithful char
pion of the proletariat who had been among the first to set 1P
a Factory Committee in the Sviatogor Bogatyr, and to hand the
place over to the workers, had been left high and dry; instead
of being in the thick of things, he was in a remote village from
which the workers—some of whom were Mensheviks—had fed!
And now what was this ridiculous nonsense on top of c\'cr)ﬁﬁ“.s?
These uninvited remnants of Krucger's family seemed to him
fatc’s crowning joke, a deliberate trick, which was more
he could bear. .

“This is beyond all reason. Do you realize the danger you “"!]
put me in? I suppose I must be mad I don't understand. I dont
understand a thing and never will.”

“I wonder if you realize what a volcano we are sitting on &v¢8
without you here?”

“Just 2 moment, Lenochka. My wife is quite right. Things 3¢
bad cnough without you. It's a dog’s life, a madhouse. I a®
caught between two fires. Between those who make my life 2
misery beecause my son is & Red, a Bolshevik, the pcoplc's favor-
ite, and those who want to know why I was clected to the Con-
stituent Assembly. Nobody is pleased, I have no onc to tum to.
And now youl A nice thought, to have to face a firing sq“ﬂd on

your account!”
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On their way to the dining room, where their hosts and An-
tonina Alexandrovna Wwere having tea at the :o':msi table wnder
the hanging lamp, they went through Mikuhtsyr's dark study.

It had an enormous window the leagth of the wall, overlooking
the savine Earlier, while it was stll light, the doctor had noticed
the wiew from it over the gully and the plain beyond, which they
had crossed with Bacchus, At the window stood o draftsman’s
table which also took up the width of the wall. A gun lying
lengthways on it and leaving plenty of room at either end further
emphosized the gread width of the table.

Now, as they went through, Yurii Andreievich once more
thought with eavy of the window with its vast view, the size and
position of the table, and the spaciausness of the well-furnished
room, and it was the first thing he spoke of to his hosts as he
entered the dinng room.

“What a wonderful place van havel Whas o estondo2 o0 1
must be a perfeet pl

“A glass or a cup? * .

“Yurochka, do Yook at thus. It's a stereoscope, Averkii Stepano-
vich's son made it when he was a child "

“He stll hass't grown up and sewsled down, cven though he

has eaptured distnict after dustrict for the Soviets from Komuch”
“What's Komuch?™

“Is the zemy of the Siberian Covernment, ifs fighting to 5
store the Constituent Assembly ” gt e

“Weve been hearing praise of yous son all day long. You must
be very proud of him ™
“Thase i

of the Urals—th
work too, and hie togl

1 \
photograp are hig
| A them with a homemade camem“':
“Wonderful cookies! Ave they made with saccharin?”
Tood gracious, no! Where woul

d we get in }
wilderness? It's honest to God sug; £ aaocharin in our

haemess 1s b ar. Didn't you see me putting
“OF conrse 4! { veas look i
o s oohing at the phatographs. And it's reql

“Certatnhy! It's jasmine toa.”
‘Hn\\hon carth do you get #12°
“We have & sort of mapi i
magiclan. A friend of ours, He i
Egure of the new sort, ¥ ery Yeftawing, He's the omci:lexi;x;::: :llc
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“What a lot of stars]” said Alexander Alexandrovich.

It was very dark. Standing only a few steps apart, the twome
could not see each other, Lamplight streamed from a window
behind them into the ravine. In its shaft shrubs, trees, and other
vague shapes rose claudily in the cold mist. But the two pa
were outside this light, which only thickened the darkness arouzd
them.

“First thing tomorrow we must have a look at the annex bes
got in mind for us, and if i's any good we must start repairipg
it at once. Then, by the time we've got it fitted up the ground
will have thawed out and we can start digging the beds without
losing any time. Didn't he say he'd let us have some seed
potatoes?”

“He cestainly did, He promised us other sced as well. I hear
him say so with my own ears. As for the place he offers us, e
saw it as we were crossing the park. You Jmow where it is? Its
the annex behind the main house, you can hardly see it f(fl
thistles. It’s wooden, though the house is of stone. I pointcd it
out to you, do you remember? I thought it would be a &
place for the seedbeds. It Jooked to me as if therc might bt
been a flower garden once, at least it looked like that l'rotn"
distance, but I may have been mistaken. The soil in the ¢
fower beds must have been well manured; I imagine it mif
still be pretty good.” .

“I don't know, well have a look tomorrow. I should think &3
rank with weeds and hard as stone by now. There must have
been a kitchen garden somewhere for the house. Fossibly we 68
use it. We'll find out tomorrow. Probably there's still frot i
the mornings. There’s sure to be a frost tonight. Anyway, “1"3‘
bliss ta be here at last—that's something to be thankful for. s
a good place. I like jt.”

“They are nice peaple. He especially. She's a bit affected. ’ﬂl!’{‘
is something she doesn't like about herself. That's why sby talls
such a Iot and why she makes herself sillier than she is. It's as
she were in a hurry to distract your attention from her lools,
before you've had time to get a bad impression. And her forget:
ting to take off her hat and wearing it around lxcr_nvck im?
absent-mindedness either—it really is becoming to lier. i

“Well, we'd better go back or they'll think we're rude.

T e



CHAPTER NINE

VARYKINO

1

1n the winter, when Yuril Andrefevich had more time, he began

a notebook, He wrote: “How vften, last summer, 1 felt ke say-
teg with Tintchev:

“What o summer, what a summerl
This by magic indeed.

And how, I ask you, did it come
Just e that, aut of the bluc?

What happiness, to work from dawn to dusk for your family
and for yourself, to build a roof over their heads, to till the soil
to feed them, to create your own world, ike Robisson Crusoe,
i tmitation of the Creator of the universe, and, as your own
mother did, to gise birth to yaurself, time and again.

“So many new thoughts come Ito your head when yous hands
2r¢ busy with hard physieal work, when your mind has set you a
tud that can be achieved by physical effort and that brings its
revard in foy and success, when for six hours on end you dig or
bummer, scorched by the Ufe-giving breath of the sky. Aod
1 Isn't a Toss but a gain that these transient thoughts, intuitions,
analogies are pot put dawn on paper but forgotten. The tawn
+ steluse whippiag up his nerves and his fmagination with strong

black ecfice and tobacco doesa’t know the strongest dru
00 health and real necessity, g g of all

“tam not golag fusther than this. 1 am not preacks
wu-enty and the return to the land, I am nr?t u;::ﬁgt;r oh%my:‘:ne
o socklion. 20d s solutien Ao the npran prgblcm X;ﬁm
serely stating 2 fact, L am ot bullding & system on the imis of
our own aecidentsl experience. Our example is debatable and
b 12
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tive of the Provincial Economic Council. He takes our timbs
to town and gets us flour and butter through his friends. Pass ve
the sugar bowl, Siverka” (that was what she called Averki).
“And now, I wonder, can you tell me the year of Griboiedovs
death?”

“He was born in 1795, I think. But just when he was killed, I
don’t remember.”

“More tea?”

“No, thank you.”

“Now here’s something for you. Tell me the date of the Treaty
of Nimwegen and which countries signed it.”

“Don’t torment them, darling. They've hardly recovered from
their journey.”

“And now this is what I'd like to know. How many kinds of
lenses are there, and when are the images real, reversed, natural,
or inverted?”

“How do you come to know so much about physies?”

“We had ‘an evcellent science teacher in Yuriatin, he tanght
both in the boys” school and in ours. I can't tell you how good o
was. He was a wonder, It was all so clear when he cxphinl‘d i
to you! His name was Antipoy. He was marricd to a teacher to0-
All the girls were mad about him, they all fell in love with him
He went off to the war as a volunteer and was hilled. S‘omf
people say this scourge of ours, Commissar Strelnikov, is Antipos
risen from the dead. But that’s only a silly rumor, of course. It$
most unlikely. Though, who can tell, anything is possible. A
other cup?”



CRAPTER KINE

VARYEINO

1

In the winter, when Yurii Andreievich had more time, be began
2 noteback. He wrotes “How often, last sommer, 1 felt like say-
izg with Tiotchev:

“What & summer, shat a sumrzer]

Thisfs magic indeed.

Aad how, 1 ask you, did & come

Just Lke that, out of the Plue?

What happiness, to work from dawn to dwsk for your family
and for yourself, to build a roof over their heads, to ¢l the sol
to feed them, to create your own world, like Robinson Crusoe,
in imitation of the Creator of the umiverse, and, #s your awn
mother did, to give birth to yoursel, time and again.

“So many new thoughts come into your head when your bands
aze busy with hard phrsical work, when your mied has set you
task that can be achieved by physical effort and that brings its
revard dn joy aad success, when for six bours on end you digor
hammer, scorched tke life-giving breath of the sky. And
N VO W R T

P ey :
g Lt gy rey necesmy.

“12m not gawg further than this. ¥ am not preaching Tols
us‘enity and the Tetumn to the Yand, 1 am nmyinvao li]:n;};::
<a socialism and dts solution to the agrarion gm?h!em, 1 am
werely stating 2 Bact, Y am not building 2 system on the basis of
our own accidental experieace, Our example is debatable and

e
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unsuitable for deductions. Our economy is too mixed. What ne
produce ourselves—potatoes and vegetables—is only a small pat
of what we need; the rest comes from other sources.

“Our use of the land is illegal. We have taken the law it
our own hands, and we conceal what we are doing from the
state. The wood we cut is stolen, and it is no excuse that we steal
from the state or that the property once belonged to Krueger
We can do all this thanks to Mikulitsyn’s tolerant attitude (ke
lives in much the same way as we do), and we can do it sacly
because we are far from the town, where, fortunately, nothing i
known, for the time being, about our illegal activities

“I have given up practicing medicine, and I don’t tell anyone
that I am a physician, because I don’t want to restrict my free:
dom. But there are always some good souls who get wind of the
fact that there is a doctor in Varykino. So they trudge twenty
miles to consult me, and bring a chicken or eggs, or butter, @@
something, And there is no way to persuade them that I det
want to be paid, because people don't believe in the effectiveness
of frec medical advice. So my practice brings in a httle, But our
chief mainstay, Mikulitsyn's and ours, is Samdeviatov. .

“He is a fantastically comphcated character. 1 can't make hin
out. He is a genuine supporter of the revolution and he fully
deserves the confidence that the Yuratin Soviet has in him.
With all the powers they have given him he could requisition the
Varykino timber without so much as telling Mikulitsyn or us, ﬂn'd
he knows that we wouldn't protest. On the other hand, if he felt
Iike robbing the state, he could §ill his pocket and again no ot
would say a word. He has no nced to bribe or share with any-
body. What, then, is it that makes him take care of us; hClP'(hc
Mikulitsyns, and everyone in the district, for instance, the station:
master at Torfianaia? All the time he is on the road, getting hﬂ"d
of something to bring us, He is Just as familiar with Dostoievshys
Possessed as with the Communist Manifesto, and he talks abou!
them equally well. 1 have the impression that if he didn’t cont
plicate his life so needlessly, he would die of boredom.”



o
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A Yitle later the doctor wrote:

“We see lving i two rooms in & wooden aamer at the back of
the old house. When Anna Tvanovas was 2 child Krueger used
it for special servants—the & L housekeeper, and the
retired nurse o

“Jt was pretty dilopidated when we came, but we repaired it
fairly quickly. With the help of experts we rebuilt the stove,
which serves both rooms. We have rearranged the flues and it
gives more heat,

“In this part of the grounds the cld garden has vanished,
obliterated by new growth, But now, in winter, when everything
Is manimate, living nature 1o Jonger covers the dead; in snowy
outline the past can be read more clearly.

*“We have been Jucky. The autumn was dry and warm. It gave
us time to dig up the potatoes before the rains and the cold
weather, Not countmg those we gave back to Mikulitsyn, we
had twenty sacks We put them mn the biggest bin in the cellar
and covered them with old blankets and hay. We also put down
two barrels of salted bers and two of k prepared
by Tonfa. Fresh cabbages hang 1 pairs from the beams, There
are canrots burjed in dry sand, and radishes and beets and tur-
nips, and lenty of peas and beans are stored fn the nfe Thoe- -

. . wewrr Lual LS you the moment yon taise the
trap door as you go down in the early hours befare the winter
dawn, a weak, flickering light m your band,

“You come out, it is still dark. The door creaks or peshaps you
snceze or the snow crunches under your fout, and hares start
up from the far cabhage patch and hon s .

‘ waL wosty, Lhen &
vesides the tracks of b:ugs, the vm);less snw\:;vnpzr;fk :s
I::r(.;c::;;lbl;ya d‘sh;f; t}f Iynxes, stretehing acvoss it neatly, like
12 e lyne walks Like a cat, Pputting one paw down
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in front of the other, and they say it travels many miles i1
night,

“Traps are set for them, but instead of the lynxes the wretched
hares get caught, half buried in the snow, and are taken ot
frozen stiff.

“At the beginning, during spring and summer, we had a very
hard time. We drove ourselves to the utmost. But now we e
relax in the winter evenings. Thanks to Samdeviatov, who
supplies us with kerosene, we sit around a lamp. The women s
or knit, Alexander Alexandrovich or I read aloud. The stove is
hot, and I, as the appointed stoker, watch it for the rght
moment to close the damper so as not to waste any heat. lf}
charred log prevents the fire from drawing properly, I remoie i
and run out with it smoking and fling it as far as possible into the
snow. It flies through the air like a torch, throwing off Spdf\’
and lighting up the white rectangular Jawns of the sleeping puk
and then buries itself, hissing, in a snowdrift.

“We read and reread War and Pcace, Evgenii Oncgin ﬂn‘a
Pushkin’s other poems, and Russian translations of Stcnd}}.’ﬂ_‘
The Red and the Black, Dickens's Tale of Twwo Citics, and Kleists
short stories.”

3

As spring approached, the doctor wrote: o

“I believe Tonia is pregnant. I told her and she doesn't believe
it, but I fecl sure of it. The early symptoms are upmistakable to
me, I don’t have to wait for the later, more certain ones.

~A woman's face changes at such a time. It isn’t that she b
comes less attractive, but her appearance is na longer quite un(?ﬂ
her control. She is now ruled by the future which she caries
within her, she is no Jonger alone. Her loss of control ovrr'hf‘
appearance makes her seem physically at a loss; her ‘face dim®
her skin coarsens, her eyes shinc in a different way, not as 3
wants them to, it is as if she couldn’t quite cope with all these
things and has neglected herself.

“Tonia and I have never drifted apart, but this year o
has brought us even closer together. I have noticed how efficient

f work
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strong, and tireless <he is, how cleverly she pla?s her work, so
35 to waste as little time as possible between one job and .ﬂnuther‘

“Jt has always seemed to me that every conception is immacu-
Jate and that this dogma, concemning the Mother of God, ex-
presses the idea of all motherhood. o

“At chuldburth, every woman has the same aura of isolation, 25
though she were abandoned, alone. At this vital moment the
mans part is as urelevant as of fie had never had anythivg to
do with it, as though the whole thing had dropped from heaven.

“Itis the woman, by herself, who brings forth her progeny, and
carries 1t of to some remote corner of eustence, a gniet, safe
place for a crib Algne, in silence and bunflity, she feeds and
rears the child.

“The Mother of God is asked to ‘pray zealously to her Son
and ber God; and the words of the psalm are put into her
mouth. ‘My soul doth magnify the Lord, and my spint hath-ze-
joiced in God my Saeiour For He hath regarded the low estate
o Yis handmaden- for, behold, from henceforth all generations
shall call me blessed. It is because of hex ohild that she says this,
He will magnify her (‘For He that is mighty hath done to me
great things'). He is her glory. Any woman could say it. For
every one of them, God i5 fn her child Mothers of great men must
have been famuliar with this feeling, but then, all women are
E:mfﬂ of great ruer—it isn't their fault if bfe disappoints them

er!

4
“We go oon endlessly rereading Ecgentt Onegin and the poems.
Samdeviatov cams yesterday and brought presents~nice things
:33 ::: :;d ¥erosene for the Taops. We have endless discussions

“1 have always thought that art
! 2rt is not 2 category, not a realm
(\Z;:_ﬂng l:\hnummble concepts and derivanvegphe'nomena, but
hat, egn‘ @ contary, 3 1 something concentrated, strict]
mited. 1t Is a principle that s present in evars wnt | o Y
foree pneladsass ¢, .

Lot e cement
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Al this is as clear to me as daylight. I feel it in every bone
my body, but it's terribly difficult to express o to define this ifex

“A literary creation can appeal to us in all sorts of ways=ty
its theme, subject, situations, characters. But abave all it appess
to us by the presence in it of art. It is the presence of an b
Crime and Punishment that moves us deeply rather than the
stary of Raskelnikov's crime.

“Primitive art, the art of Egypt, Greece, our ownit is a1
think, one and the same art through thousands of years. You €33
call it an idea, a statement about life, so allembracing that ¥
can't be split up inta separate words; and if there is so much &
a particle of it in any work that includes other things as well @
outweighs all the other ingredients in significance and tums ot
to be the essence, the heart and soul of the work”

' 8
“A. stight chill, a congh, probably a bit of temperature. Gaspin
all day long, the feeling of a Jump in my throat, Iam ka2 bad
way. It is my heart. The first symptoms that I have inherited Y
poor mother's heart—she suffered from it all her life. Can
really be that? So soon? If so, my tenure in this world is shmt.

“A faint smell of charcoal in the room. A smell of ironing. Totit
is ironing, every now and then she gets a coal out of the SO®
and puts it in the iron, and the lid of the iron snaps aver it fde
a set of teeth. It reminds me of something, but I cant think of
what. Must be my condition.

“To celebrate Samdeviatov's gift of soap we have had two
washing days and Sashenka has been runming wild, As T wit¢
he sits astride the crosspicee under the table and, wmitatids
Samdeviatov, who takes him out in his sleigh wheneser he come
pretends that he is giving me a ride. "

“As soon as I feel better I must go to the town library and 163
up on the cthnography and history of the region. They sy 1
{ibrary has had sevcral important denations and is uccplfqm”,‘
good. I have an urge to write. But 1T} have to by, 1t will be
spring before we know where we are—and then there} be 12
time for reading or writing,
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“My headache gets worse and worse, T slept badly. Had 3
muddled dream of the kind you forget as you wake up, All that
remained in my memory was the part that wake me up. It wwas
& worman's voice, I heard it in my dream, sounding in the air. I
semembered 1t and kept hearing it in my rind and going through
the list of our women friends—I tried to think of someone wha
spake 1n that deep, soft, husky voice. It didn’t belong to any of
them [ thought »t Tmght be Tonias, and that I had become so
used to her that I no Jonger heard the tone of her vaice I tried to
forget that she was my wafe and to become sufficiently detached
to find out But it wasn't her voice etther. It remains a mystery.

“About dreams, It is usually taken for granted that you dream
of something that has made a particulatly strang impression on
you during the day, but it seems to me 1t's fust the contrary,

“Qlten st's something you paid no attention to at the time—a
vague thought that you didn’t bother to think out to the end,
words spoken without feehng and which passed wanoticed—~
these are the things that return at mght, clothed in flesh and
‘thood, and they become the subjects of drearns, as 1f to make up
for having been 1gnored during waking houts.”

6

“A elear, frosty night. Unusual brilliance and pexfection of every-
thing visible Earth, sky, moon, and stars, all seem cemented,
nveted together by the frost Shadows of trees le across the
paths, so sharp that they seem carved 1n relief. You keep thinking
you see dark Bgures endlessly cross the road at various places
g stars hang m the woods between branches ke blue lanterns
Snrgsll ones ase strewn all over the sky bike daisies in a sumrmer

"We go on discussiny

g Pushlan. The other night we talked ab
e emly poems he wrote as & selyoo} el
on Ins choiee of meterl Feheolboy. How much depended

“in the poems wath long e, his ambiti
3 tion did not -
tond the town of Arzamas, he wanted to keep (:xpe‘:’?}:l?;
ge;;\ml‘x‘gs.v mercs; s llxlr::le with mythologism, bombast ia‘xef!
curcanism and  sophsti c
o Pustication, and affected 5 Pprecocious
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“But as soon as he stopped imitating Ossian and Pamy e=d
changed from ‘Recollections of Tsarskoie Selo’ to ‘A Small Tew'
or ‘Letter to My Sister’ or “To My Inkwell' (written Lt it
Kishinev), or “To Yudin,” the future Pushkin was already thee

“Air, light, the noise of life, reality burst into his poctry from
the street as through an open window. The outside world, evers
day things, nouns, crowded in and took possession of his i,
driving out the vaguer parts of spcech. Things and more the3
lined wup in thymed columns on the page.

“As if this, Pushkin’s tetrameter, which later became so fam
were a measuring unit of Russian life, a yardstick, as if it had
been patterned after the whole of Russia’s existence, as you dr:‘:
the outline of a foot or give the size of a hand to make sure t=
the glove or the shoe will fit. R

“Later in much the same way, the rhythm of spohen Russiza
the intonations of ordinary speech were expressed fn Nekrasses
trimeters and dactyls.”

7

“I should like to be of use as a doctor or a farmer and at "5‘
same time to be gestating something lasting, somcthing funcr
mental, to be writing some scientific paper or a literaty W
“Every man is born a Faust, with a longing to grasp and &
perience and express everything in the world. Faust b(‘c:f:“ *
scientist thanks to the mistahes of his predecessors and eonter™
poraries. Progyess in science is governed by the laws of rt'[vuk“:‘;
every step forward is made by refutation of prevalent errors &7
false theories Faust was an artist thanks to the inspiring evam®
of his teachers. Forward steps in art are governed by the hWI‘
attraction, are the result of the imitation of and admiration 1
beloved predecessors. 1a
“What is it that prevents me from being a doflnr an ;
writer? I think it is not our privations or our wanderings o “'
unsettled lives, but the prevalent spirit of high-flown tlxrm“‘:-
which has spread everywhere—phrases such as ‘the dawn
the future,” ‘the building of & new world,” ‘the torch I)«'Jmf1 ;
mankind.’ The first time you hear such talk you think What

.
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breadth of imagination, what yichuess!” But in fact it’s so pompous
just because it is so unimaginative and second-fate.

“Only the familiar transformed by genius is truly great The
best obiect lesson in this is Pashkin. His works are oae. {;reat
Thyma to bonest labor, duty, everyday ife} Today, ‘bourgeois” and
‘petty bourgeois’ have become tegms of abuse, but Pushkin fore-
stalled the implied criticism in his ‘Family Tree, where he sags
proudly that ke belongs to the middle class, and jo ‘Onegin’s
Travels’ we read:

“Now my ideal it the housewife,
My greatest wish, a quict e
And o big bow! of cabbage soup!

“What I have comne to like best in the whals of Russiau litera-
ture is the childlike Russian quahty of Pushkin and Chekhov,
thewr modest reticence in such high-sounding matters as the ul-
timate purpose of mankind or their own salvation, It isn't that
they didn't think about these things, and to good effect, but to
talk sbout such thmps seemed to them pretentious, presumptuous.

CGogol, Tolstoy, Dostojevsky looked sestlessly for the meaning of
hin and neamasnd £ 3 T v s clusions. Pushkin and
o . were absorbed in the

. v s Dy their vocation as
writers, and in the course of fulfilling these tasks they lived their
hves, quictly, treating hoth their lives and their work as private,
mdividual matters, of no concern to anyone else, Ang these fn-
dividus} things have since become of concern to 2, and their
works, Uike apples picked while they are green, have ripened of
:ﬂ:lsc]\’ﬂ, mellowing gradually and growing richer in meap-

3

8

“Finst signs of spring, Thaw. The air smells of by
. it
::(1 \t od]\a. as at Shrg\lzetide. A sleepy, ady sxmu hms;n ;a):}f:
rest, sleepy pines blinking ) ;
poddies ghstening at noo:.g 'n::“ s e erclahes, oily

turns over, and goeshack to steep. e yavns, sttches,
‘Chapter Seven of Eegenii Onegin descrfbes the spriag, One.
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gin's house deserted in his absence, Lensky’s grave by thestesa
at the foot of the hill.

‘The nightingale, spring's lover,
Sings all night. The wild rose blooms.

Why Tover'? The fact is, the cpithct is natural, apt: the nigh
ingale is spring’s lover. Morcover, he needed it for the rhymt
1 wonder whether the nickname Nightingale, for the brigand s
of Odikmantii, in the well-known Russian folk cpic, is not s et
phor based on similanty of sound, How well the song charactes
izes him!

‘At hus nightingale whistle,

At his wild forest call,

The grass is all a-tremble,

The flowers shed their petals,

The dark forest botws down to the ground,
And all good people fall down deod.

We came to Varykino in carly spnng. Soon the trees grew gied
—alder and nut trees and wild cherry—especially in the Shutot
the ravine below Mikulitsyn’s house. And soon after that jidd
mghtingales began to sing.

“Once again, as though heasing them for the f 1
wondered at the difference between ther song and that of 2
other hirds, at the sudden jump, without transitions, that mlu!‘t
makes to the richness and uniqueness of their tnlls. Such vancty
and power and resonance! Tusgenoy somew here describes these
whistling, fluting modul There were two phrases that st
out particularly. One was a luxanous, grecdily sepettive Homr
tiokh-tiokh, s response to which the vegetation, all coscred wit
dew, trembled with delight The other was i two syll.ﬂ:l:‘s. v
imploring, an appeal or a warming Wake up! Wake up!

rst time. §

9

*Spring. We are preparing for the spring sowing No tim¢ ’fM 4
diary. 1t was pleasant to wnite. 171 have to stop until next wintet

= ™
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ther day—and [0W it really vyag SIuovetide—right. in
rh::::ed;lc e;f th)e, spring floods, a gicl Peasant drove hyg sleigh

hxm—Tcm'a, Sashenka, Alexander Alexandroyich, Later
out and joineq them 1y, showereq hum wigy
had be come from? Hoyy had he comep As ug
be smiled, shy, 8ged, spoke in niddles,
“He stayed ahoyy two Wweeks, went often to Yuriah'n, and thep
vanished suddenly a5 i the earth haq swallowed hig, T realized
While he ypqq Staying with g that he hag even i
than Samdeviatoy, and that kg work and p;,

.. out him

For the burst ing, bfe g5 ™My good
genius, T Fesolving ap) My difficultyeg Perbaps in every
Itfe there hasto 3 dition to the othe, Protagonjsy a secrert’,
un h:]\\;n force, ap 4 05t symbolie 0 comeg Unsum.
moned o 0 perhang i 100 :
plns Dart of thg hxddenpbenegm:;Pme B, ™ brol,

thus oy Ty Andrexevich's



256 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

gin’s house deserted in his absence, Lensky's grave by the strean
at the foot of the hill.

‘The nightingale, spring's lover,
Sings all night. The wild rose blooms.”

Why Tover? The fact is, the epithet is natural, apt: the night-
ingale is spring’s lover. Moreover, he necded it for the thyme
I wonder whether the nickname Nightingale, for the brigund s
of Odikmantii, in the well-known Russian folk epic, is not a met-
phor based on similarity of sound. How well the song character
izes him!

‘At his nightingale whistle,

At his wild forest call,

The grass is all a-tremble,

The flowers shed their petals,

The dark forest bows down to the grotnd,
And all good people fall down dead.”

We came to Varykino in carly spring, Soon the trees grew green
—-alder and nut trecs and wild cherry—especially in the Shutn
the ravine below Mikulitsyn’s house. And soon after that the
nightingales began to sing, o1
“Once agan, as though hearing them for the frst time, 1
wondered at the difference between their song and that of 3
other birds, at the sudden jump, without transitions, that nak.\mi
makes to the richness and uniqueness of their trills. Slx?ll varietf
and power and resonance! Turgenev somewhere describes these
whistling, fluting modulations. There were two phrascs that {i
out particularly. One was a luvurious, greedily repetitive lm‘:’;
tiokh-tiokh, in response to which the vegetation, all covered wit
dew, trembled with delight. The other was in two syllables, gravt:
imploring, an appeal or 2 warmng;: ‘Wake up! Wake up!’ "

9

“Spring. We arc preparing for the spring sowing. No time !
diary. It was pleasant to write. Il have to stop until pext win

me for 2
ter.
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The libraian and his two assistants sat on a dais in 2 recess
in the wall opposite the window, separated from the rest of t.'ne
room by a high counter, One of the assistauts was a cross-looking
woman who wore a woollen shawl and kept putting on her
pince-nez and taking it off, appasently 1n accordance with mood
vather than need. The ather, m 2 black silk blovse, seemed to
have a weak chest, for she breathed and spoke through her
handkerchief and never took it away from her nose and mouth.

“The staff bad the same long, pully, flabby faces as maost of the
readers, and the same Joose skin, earthy and greenish like pickled
cucumbers or gray mald. The three of them took turns explain-
ing the rules in whispers to new readers, sorted the order slips,
handed out books and took them back, and in the intervals
worked on some repost or other.

Through an unaccountable association of ideas started by the
sight of the real town outside the window and the imagised one
mside the room, as well as by the swollen faces around him,
which made it seem s though everyone had goiter and somehow
eeafled the face of the sulky woman in charge of the Yuriatin
salway switeh on the morning of his arrival, Yutii Andreievich
semembered the distant panorama of the tows and Samdeviatov
‘beside Tum on the floor of the car, and his comments and explana-
tions }e tnied to connect these explanations, given him so far
outside the tovwn, with his immediate surroundings now that he
was at l?le center of the pictuse. But he did not remember what
Samdeviatov bad told him, and he did not get anywhere,

n

Yurb Andreievich sat at the far end of the rcom. In front

\‘x‘crc several reports on local Land sta

- of him
e ten et tistice and qamn \ #

u::;- ‘:’;: that 2;)\‘:)\;13{ h:m,: ‘i:‘g:\: grc‘;\ys‘l;::nf;tg;?: 53';1;!
and reference i rested
o3 ore taking out tbe athers thay interested
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Yurii Andreievich looked through the books he had ordered at
the reading room of the Yuriatin public library. The readiog room
had several windows and could seat about a hundred pecple.
Long tables stood in rows that ended by the windows. The Ir
brary closed at sunset; in the spring the town was not It up.
Zhivago always left before dark, however, and never stayed in
town Iater than the dinner hour. He would leave the horse thit
Mikulitsyn lent him at Samdeviatov’s inn, read all morning, and
ride back to Varykino in the afternoon.

Before he began visiting the library Yurii Andreievich had only
rarely been to Yuriatin; he had nothing in particular to do there,
and he hardly knew it. Now, as the reading room gradually flled
with local people, some sitting down near to him and others
farther away, he felt as if he were getting to know the town by
standing at one of jts bustling intersections, and as if not onl): the
people but also the houses and the streets in which they e
were coming into the room.

However, from the windows one could also see the actul
Yuriatin, real and not imagined. In front of the central, largest
window was a tank of boiled water. Readers who wanted 8
break went out to the landing to smoke or gathered around the
tank for a drink and, after emptying the cup into the basin, sto
at the window, admiring the view over the town. |

The readers were of two kinds. The majority were elderly
members of the local intelligentsia; the rest were of more humble
origin.

The former, mostly women, were poorly dressed and had 8
neglected, hangdog look and long, sickly faces which for on
reason or another—whether through hunger, jaundice, or dropsy
—were puffy. They were habitués of the library, and knew the
attendants personally and felt at home here.

The common people locked well and handsome and wer®
neatly dressed in their best clothes; they came in timidly ,”
though they were entering a church; they made more nofs¢
than the others, not because they did not know the rules but
because in their anxiety not to make a sound they could nof
control their vigorous steps and voices.

T
LN
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first 1mpulse was to get up and speak to her. But a 51})'“955
ial;:l lack ofpsxmy\lcity, egnm'e\y alien to his nature, hﬂd_, “’t')u‘;
past, crept into his relationship with her and now helc? him back.
He decrded not to disturb her and not to interrupt his work. To
keep away from the temptation of looking at her he‘!umed his
chair sideways, 5o that its back was almost agalnst his table, he
tned to concestrate on hus books, holding one in his hand and
another on his Jmees,

But his thoughts had wandered far from his studies. Suddenly
he reabized that the voice he had once heard in a dream on a
winter mght i Varykino had been Antipova’s. The discovery
dumfounded him, and startling his neighbors he jerked lus chair
back ta be able to see Antipova. He began to laok at her.

He saw her in a quarter view from the rear. She wore 2 light
checked blouse with a belt and read with complete absorption,
like a child, her head bent shightly over her right shoulder. Occa-
sionally she stopped to think, looked up at the ceiling or straight
m front of her, then again propped her cheek on her hand and
copred excerpts from the volume she was reading, wnting with
a swift, sweeping movement of her pencil in her notebook,

Yuru Andretevich noticed agam what he had observed Jong
ago in Meluzeievo, “She does not want to please or to look
beautsful,” he thought. “She despises alf that aspect of a woman's
nature, it's as though she were punishing herself for being lovely,

But this proud hostility to herself makes her ten times more
urenstible.

“How well she does everything) She reads not as if reading
wete the highest human activity,

but as if it were the simplest
possible thing, 2 thing that even ammals could do, As sf she Swre

carpi;mg \\‘a;cr from a well, or peeling potatoes.”
ese reflections calmed um A rare peace descended

on
Tus soud Yhis mund stopped darting from subject to subject, Pﬂe
could not help smiling; Antipava’s pre :

esence affected him the
way as 1t had aftected the nervous hbrarian, osame
No longer wor

rrying about the angle of his chatr nor afrat
d\slr;\d.ions, e worled for an hour or so with even grm:‘gﬂgf
centration than before her amval, Tle went through the whele
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So he applied himself to his unsorted pile of books with mere
haste and industry than before in order to set aside those tht
he really needed and exchange the rest for the historical books he
wanted. He was leafing through the manuals and going over the
chapter headings, whally concentrated on his work and not lool-
ing about him. The crowd of readers did not distract him. Hehd
had a good look at his neighbors; those on his left and right were
fixed in his mind, he knew they were there without raising his
eyes and he had the feeling that they would not leave before
him, just as the houses and churches outside the window would
not move from their places.

The sun, however, did move. It had shifted from the t‘é\"f
corner of the room and was now shining through the windows i
the south wall straight into the eyes of the nearest readers

The librarian who had 2 cold came down from her dais
went over to the windows. They had pleated white curtains that
softened the light pleasantly. She drew them all except at the lit
window, which was still in the shade. Coming to it, she pulled the
cord to open the transom and had a fit of sneezing.

After she had sneezed ten or twelve times Yurii Andr
realized that she was Mikulitsyn's sister-in-law, one of the
Tuntseva girls mentioned by Samdeviatov. Like other readers,
he raised his head and looked in her direction.

Now he noticed a change in the room. At its farther end there
was a new reader. Yurii Andreievich recognized Antipos2 ot
once. She was sitting with her back to him, speaking in 3 low
voice with the sneezing librarian, who stood leaning over her.
The conversation seemed to have a good effect on the librarian
It cured her instantly, not only of her aunoying cold but of her
nervous tenseness. With a warm, grateful glance at Antipava, she
took the handkerchief she had been ceaselessly pressing 10 her
mouth away from her face, put it in her pocket, and went bﬂ‘(‘;
to her place behind the partition, happy, self-confident, a0
smiling. )

The incident marked by this touching detail was no!xcﬂ! by
several people in different parts of the room; they too sml.] g
looking at Antipova with approval. From these trivial signs Yor!
Andreicvich gathered that Antipova was known and Jiked in the

town.

efevich
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The wind often beld him up, barriog his way with cl(?uds of
dust and sand. He averted his head, closed his eyes, waited for
the dast to stop Blowing, and continued on his way.

Antipova lived at the cornes of Merchant Street opposite the
Qdark, blue-gray house with sculptures, which he now saw for the
Birst time. It did indeed live up to its name, and there was some-
thing strange 20d disturbing about it. )

Its entire top floor was surrounded by female mythological
Bgures half as big agein as human beings. Between two gusts of
the dust storm it seemed to him s if alt the women in the house
had come out on the balcony and were looking down at him
aver the balustrade.

There were two doors into Antipova’s house, one from Mer-
chant Street, the other around the corner fram the alley. Not
having noticed the front eutrance, Yurti Andrefevich went in from
the ude street,

As he turned in at the gate the wind whirled scraps and trash
up into the sky, screening the yard from the doctor. Throngh this
:lack curtam, heps, chased by a cock, fled clucking from under

is fect.

When the dust settled the doctor saw Antinova by the sealt
PR .
- 1
sk W preweet at srom the dust, and she was holdime her hillme
PRI N .

. =« v fu Lue 141 endt ot the fence where the hens were
stll cackhing

Yurit Andreievich ran after ut, plcked it up, and taok it hack

to her at the well. Preserving her usual vatural air, she
even by on o

did
. ety her at ewb: -
ment All she said was: “Zhivagol”
“Lanisa Feodorovnal®
“What on carth are you doing here?*
“Put your buckets down, T1L carry the you ™
"1 never stop halfway, 1 nevexﬂy T

. . leave what 1 dp phnish
it's me you've come to & o unfinished, 1§
“Wlho else?” o et g
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pile of books in front of him, setting aside those he needed mot,
and even had time to read two important articles he fousd
them. Then, deciding that he had done enough for the day, be
collected his books and took them back to the desk. With an exsy
conscience and without any ulterior motive, he reflected that afte
his hard morning’s work he deserved to take time off to sec 2
old friend and that he could legitimately allow himself this pless:
ure. But when he stood up and looked around the room, Astip
ova was no longer there.

The books she had just returned were still Iying on the counte
where he had put his own. They were textbooks of Marxism. She
must be re-educating herself politically before going back to ber
teaching job.

On her order slips, which stuck out from between the pages of
the books, was her address. Yurii Andreievich took it down, i
prised by its oddity: “Merchant Street, opposite the hous¢ with
sculptures.” He asked another reader what this meant and ¥
told that the expression “house with sculptures” was as famulias in
Yuriatin as in Moscow the designation of a street by the name
of its parish church, or the phrase “the Five Corners” in Peters:
burg. .
The name referred to a dark, steel-gray house decorated \\122
Caryatides and statues of the Muses holding cymbals, Jyres, &
masks. A merchant had built it in the last contury as his priva®®
theater, His heirs had sold it to the Merchants’ Guild, which g
its name to the street, and the whole neighborhood was knowd
by the name of the house It was now used by the Partys Tow
Committee, and the lower part of its fagade, where posters &
programs had been displayed in the old days, was now cOVer
with government proclamations and decrees.

13

It was a cold, windy afternoon at the beglnning of May Yurt
Andreicvich, having finished what he had to do in town 3"
having looked in at the library, suddenly changed his plans 2°
decided to go see Antipova.
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: es water from the well as lightly and eﬁ.crﬂesﬂy
t:ief ss:::z:teading. “There is the same gracefuloess in .ev;:fy-
thing she does, as if she bad taken o fying start exrly in f?
way back in her childbood, and now everything s}xe. does 1)o -
Tows this momentum, easily, naturally. This quality is in t.he e
of her back when she bends down and in her smile as it parts
her lips and rounds her chin, and in her words and t%xoughu.

“Zhivago!” Antipova called down from the top landing,
He went up.

14

“Give me youe hand and do as I tell you. We have to go through
twa dark rooms pied with furmtare, You might bump inta some-
thing and burt yourself”

“True. It is hke 3 Jabyrinth. Td never have found my way.
Why is 2t bke thus? Is the fiat being rederorated?”

“Ob 1o, nothing Iike that. It belongs to someone else, T don’t
even know who 1t 15 1 had my own fat in the school buldiag,
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart-
ment, Kateaka and 1 were gen part of this house, The owners
bad gooe away, leaving all therr furnjrure. There was an awlal
lot of it. I dou't wast other people’s things, so 1 put it all inte
these two rooms and whitewashed the windows to keep out the
sun. Don't fet go of my hand or you'll get Yost, Here we are, we
turn nght, now we're aut of the maze, hese's my door. It will
be hghter in a second. Watcl the step.™

As be followed her into the room he was stk by the view
from the vandow taciog the door It looked out on the yard and
over the low roofs of the houses beyond it fo the vacant Tots by
the rver Goats and sheep grazed there, and thex long swoolly
m:iu :\;’ clrl’i:q \:1:! ground tke Jong skirts. Thete too was the fa-
mular bl “Morea Vi
Threiting machinerr e & Vetehmkin, Mechanical seeders.

Rewnded by o of the duy of s arrival
doctor proceeded to dacribe)it fo Larisa Fmdf;fuu‘lml\(omw, the
there was & rumor that Streln

ke ker b . For, etting
KAV W
of hus mecting with the commi was her husband, he told her

issar in the train. Thi °
r‘ story made a deep impression an her. ain. This part of hig
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“How should I know?”

“Anyway, let me take those buckets. I can’t just stand by while
you work.”

“You call that work? Leave them alone. You'd only splash the
stairs. Better tell me what brought you here. You've been around
more than a year and you never found a moment to come till
now.”

“How do you know?”

“Things get around. Moreover, I saw you in the reading room.”

“Why didn’t you speak to me?”

“Don’t tell me you didn't see me.”

Swaying a little under the weight of the lightly swinging
buckets, she walked in front of him through the low arch of the
entrance. Here she squatted quickly, setting the pails on the
earth floor, took the yoke off her shoulder, straightened up, and

dried her hands with a small handkerchief.

“Come, I'll take you through the inside passage to the front
hall. It’s lighter. You'll have to wait there a moment. I'll take the
buckets up the back starrs and tidy up a bit. I won't be long.
Look at our smart stairs—cast-iron steps with an open-work
pattern. You can see everything through them from the top. It's
an old house. The shelling has shaken it up a bit, you can see
where the masonry has come loose. See this crack in the brick-
work? That's where Katenka and I leave the key to the flat when
we go out. Keep it in mind. You might come someday when I'm
out—you can open the door and make yourself at home till I
come back. You see, there it is, but I don’t necd to use it now.
Il go in the back way and open the door from inside. Our only
trouble is rats. There are swarms and swarms of them, and you
can't get rid of them. It’s these old walls. Cracks and crevices all
over the place. I stop up all the ratholes I can, but it doesn't do
much good. Perhaps you'd come one day and lelp me? The
cracks between the skirting and the {loor boards need stopping
up. Yes? Well, you stay here in the hall and think about some-
thing. I won't be Jong, I'll call you in a minute.”

While waiting, he looked around at the peeling walls and the
cast-iron steps. He told himself: “In the reading room I :hought

she was absorbed in her reading with the ardor she wculfl give
to a real, hard physieal task. Now 1 sce that the reverse s also
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tree- she carries water from the well as lightly and e[{ortlessly
55 if she were yeading. There is the same gracefulness in every-
thing she does, as if she had taken a fiying sfm early in life,
way back in her childhood, and now ex'exy\hm.g s}\e. does ('ol-
Tows this momentum, eanly, naturally. This quality is in the line
of her back when she bends down and in her smile as xt parts
Ber lips and rounds her chin, and in her werds and thoughts.

“Zhivago!” Antipova called down from the top Jandung.

He went up.

14

“Give me your hand and do as 1 1ell you. We have o go through
tw0 dark rooms piled with furniture. You mght bump into some-
thing and hurt yourself.”

“True. It is hke a labyrinth. I'd never have found my way.
Why is it Iike fhus? Is the Bat being redecorated?”

“Okh 1o, nothing like that. It belongs to somecne else, 1 don't
even know who 1t 1s 1 had my own fat i the school building.
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart.
ment, Katenka and I were given part of this house. The owners
had gone away, leaving all their furniture. There was an awful
Iot of it. { dont want other people’s things, so T put it all inte
these two rooms and whitewashed the windows to keep out the
sub. Don't let g0 of my hand or you'll get lost. Here we are, we
turn right, now we're out of the maze, here's my door. It wall
b""-‘gi\m' fnasecond Wateh the step.”

" 7T .o vt 0t We houses beyond 1t to the vacant lots by
the niver, Goats and sheep grazed there, and their long woolly
:\‘;:Ls\i;s'pt the ground hke long skirts. There toa was the fa-
i

lboard: “Moreau & Vetchinkin, Mechanical seeders
eshing mactunes” )

Rerunded by it of the day of his arrival from Moscow,
doctor proceeded to describe it to Larisa Feodorovna, F:g;ét::g
ner;\;\\'ls 4 rumor that Strelnikov was her husband, he told her
! meeting with the commissar in the traio, This part of his
story made 4 decp impression on her,



294 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“How should I know?”

“Anyway, let me take those buckets. I can’t just stand by while
you work.”

“You call that wark? Leave them alone. You'd only splash the
stairs. Better tell me what brought you here. You've been around
more than a year and you never found a moment to come till
now.

“How do you know?”

“Things get around. Moregver, I saw you in the reading room.”

“Why didn’t you speak to me?”

“Don’t tell me you didn't see me.”

Swaying a little under the weight of the lightly swinging
buckets, she walked in front of him through the low arch of the
entrance. Here she squatted quickly, setting the pails on the
earth floor, took the yoke off her shoulder, straightened up, and
dried her hands with a small handkerchief.

“Come, T'll take you t.hrough the inside passage to the front
hall. 1t’s lighter. You'll have to wait there a moment, I'll take the
buckets up the back stairs and tidy up a bit. I won't be long.
Look at our smart stairs—cast-iron steps with an open-work
pattern. You can sce everything through them from the top. It's
an old house. The shelling has shaken it up a bit, you can sce
where the masonry has come loose. See this crack in the brick-
work? That's where Katenka and I leave the key to the flat when
we go out. Keep it in mind. You might come someday when I'm
out—you can open the door and make yourself at home till I
come back. You see, there it is, but I don’t need to use it now.
11l go in the back way and open the doer from inside. Our only
trouble is rats. There are swarms and swarms of them, and you
can’t get rid of them. It's these old walls. Cracks and crevices all
over the place. I stop up all the ratholes I can, but it doesn’t do
much good. Perhaps you'd come one day and help me? The
cracks between the skirting and the floor boards need stopping
up- Yes? Well, you stay here in the hall and think about some-
thing. I won't be long, I'll call you in a minute.”

While waiting, he looked around at the peeling walls and the
cast-iron steps. He told himself: “In the reading room I thought
she was absorbed in her reading with the ardor she would give
to a real, hard physical task. Now I sce that the reverse is also
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“You saw Strelnikov?” she asked eagerly. “I won't tell you now,
but really it is extraordinary. It's as if you were predestined to
meet. I'll tell you all about it sometime, you'll be amazed. If I'm
not ?x,nistakcn, he made a good rather than a bad impression on
you?”

“Yes, on the whole. He ought to have repelled me. We had
actually passed through the country where he had brought death
and destruction. I expected to see a brutal soldier or a revolu-
tionary Jack-the-Ripper, but he was neither. It’s a good thing
when a man is different from your image of him. It shows he
iso't a type. If he were, it would be the end of him as a man.
But if you can’t place him in a category, it means that at least
a part of him is what a human being ought to be. He has risen
above himself, hic has a grain of immortality.”

“They say he is not a Party member.”

“Yes, I thick that’s true. What is it that makes one like him?
He is a doomed man. I believe that hell come to a bad end. *
He will atone for the evil he has done. Revolutionarics who take
the law into their own hands are horrifying not because they
are criminals, but because they are like machines that have got
out of control, like runaway trains. Strelaikov is as mad as the
others, only his madness does not spring from theories, but from
the ordeals he has gone through. I don’t know his sceret, but 1
am sure he has one. His alliance with the Bolsheviks is acci-
dental. So long as they need lum, they put up with him, and he
happens to be going their way. The moment they don’t nced
him theyl! throw him overboard with no regret, and crush him,
as they have done with other military experts.”

“You think sof”

“I am sure of it.”

“Is there no escape for him? Couldn’t he run away?™

“Where could he run, Larisa Feodorovna? You could do ﬂmf
in the old days, under the Tsars. But just you try nowadayst

“Too bad. You've made me fecl sorry for kim, You've changed,
you know. You used to speak more calmly about the revolution,
you were Jess harsh about it.”

“That’s just the point, Larisa Feodorovna, There are limits to
everything. In all this time something definite should have bl:‘cn
achieved. But it turps out that those who inspired the revofution
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i d
“What you say does not come as a surprise. L was prepare
for mmegﬁng og’ the sott. I heard that rumor, but ¥ didnt be-
keve it for 2 moment. That's why 1 spoke about him to you s0
Freely, ignoring the rumeor, which is sheer nonsense. T've seen this
man, How could anyove connect him with you? What do you
bare in common with him?”
“And yet it troe. Strelnikov is Antipov, my husband. 1 share
the genera} belief, Katenka knows it and is proud of her fathes.
Strelnikov is his 3 he has an assumed name, Lke all

K B
scth e revolutionanes For some reason be must live and act under
an alias,

“It was he who took Yuriatin, and shelled us, knowing that we
were here, and never once tried to find out if we were alwe, fo
order not to reveal his identity. Of course st was bis duty, If he
bad atked me ¥ would have told hum o do just that. You might
say that my bemg safe and the Town Soviet’s giving me a rea-
sonable place to live in shows that he is secretly looking after
vs. But that he should actually have been here and resisted the
temptation to have a look at us—it's inconcervable! It's beyond
me, it isn't natural, it's like the amcient Roman virtue, one of
those newlangled 1deas But T musta’t let myself be influenced by
yourway =t - : .

When it ¢ .
derstand «

auflook oy e, we dont see to eye But to back to
Strelaikey , R ¥

“Now hes in Sibena, and you are right—I have heard him

seewsed of things that make my blood run cold. He is out there,
‘é& fcmm:md of one of our most advanced posttions and b 2
! K .
' mevies UL L an s wate, but he bas had the
delicacy—1 can't value it oo highly~—never to xefer to it, though
gmdl}ux Imows he goes mad with sage at the sound of Strel-
wkov's pame,

“Yes, that's whese be i now, in Siberia But he w

: S 8 was h
1}011): 'kxmf. Uving n that sailway car where you saw hb::elfzr ag
Wl;ng d run tnto b by accident. Somefimes he went to the
stalt headquarters, which were in the building where Kormuch
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We talked about you. I've always had friends and connections in
every government—and also sorrows and disappointment from
all of them. It's only in mediocre books that people are divided
into two camps and have nothing to do with each other, In real
life everything gets mixed upl Don’t you think you'd have to be
a hopeless nonentity to play only one role all your life, to have
only one place in society, always to stand for the same thingP~
Ah, there you arel”

A little girl of about eight came in, her hair done up in finely
braided pigtails, Her narrow eyes had a sly, mischievous look
and went up at the corners when she laughed. She knew her
mother had a visitor, having heard his voice outside the door,
but she thought it necessary to put on an air of surprise. She
curtsied and looked at the doctor with the fearless, unblinking
stare of a lonely child who had begun to think early in life.

“My daughter, Katenka. I hope youTl be friends!”

“You showed me her photograph in Meliuzcievo, How she's
grown and changed since then!”

“I thought you were out. I didn’t hear you come in.”

“I took the key out of the crack and there was an enormous
rat in it—as big as this! You should have scen me jump! I nearly
died of fright.”

She made an absurd face, opening her cyes wide and rounding
her mouth like a fish out of water,

“Off you go now. I'll get Uncle to stay to dinncr, and call you
when the kasha is ready.”

“Thank you, I wish I could stay. But we have dinner at six
since I've started coming to town and I try not to be late It
takes me over three hours to get hame—nearly four. That js why
1 came so early. I'm afrmd Il have to go soon.”

“You can stay another half hour.”

“1'd love to.”

15

“And now, since you have been so frank with me, Il be frank
with you. The Strelnik.v you met is my husband, Pasha, Pavel
Pavlovich Antipov, whom T went to look for at the front and ip
whose death I so rightly refused to believe.”
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hewthorn, honeysuckle. There was always a h’m'e in the street
aitside the door. 1 used to stapd there and wait. ‘Of course 1
ddn't try to crash the doar, T dida't say 1 was his wife. After al},
ous names are dufferent, And don't think that an appeal to senti-
ment would move them! Their ways are quite different. Do you
Inaw, his awn father, Pavel Ferapontovich Antipov, a former
pobiical exile, an old worker, is quite near here, in a scttlement
along the highway, where he lived as an exle. And his fnend
Tuerzm is there too They are both members of the local sevo-
tubonary couzt, Well, can you believe it, Pasha hasn't been to
see his father and he hasn't told him who he is. Aud his father
tales it for granted, be fsu’t a bit hurt 1f his son wants to remain
incogito, then that's as it should be, he can’t see him and that's
all there is to ut. They are made of stone, these people, they
aren’t humav, with all their discipline and principles.

“Even if I had managed to prove that I was us wife, it
woulde't have done me any good{ What do wives matter to them
at a time hke this? The workers of the world, the remalang of
the universe—that's something! But a wife, just an jndividual
biped, is of no more importance than a flea or a lousel

“Ths mde-de-camp used to come out and ask people what they
santed to see hum for and let some of them m But I never told
fam my name and when he asked me what my business was I
dways sad it was personal, Of course, [ knew I wag wasting my
time, The aide would shrug his shoulders and give me a sus-
Praous look, 1 never once saw him

"1 suppose you think he can'’t be bothered with us, he doesn't
love us, he's forgotten us® Well, you are wrong, I know him tea
well. 1 know just what be wants, and it's just because he Joves
1. He can't bear to come back to us empty-handed. He wants
to come back a5 a conqueror, full of honor and glory,

. T ¢ and lay
l\:;;'gfk at our feet. To immonialize s, to dazzde yst Just kke

mi\;‘:\t‘mh? m"lm  again, Larisa Feodorovsa snatched her up
o the girl's astonishment, started swingi
telbng and huggmg her, 82 ber suomad ad
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—the Constituent Assembly Army—used to have its headquar-
ters. And by an odd coincidence, the entrance was through the
wing where Galiullin used to see me. I was always going there
to ask him to help somebody or to stop some horrible business
or other. For instance, there was that affair at the military
academy, which made a lot of noise at the time. If an instructor
was unpopular the cadets ambushed him and shot him, say-
ing he was a Bolshevik sympathizer. And then there was the
time when they started beating up the Jews. Incidentally, if you
do intellectual work of any kind and live in a town, as we do.
half of your friends are bound to be Jews. Yet in times when
there are pogroms, when all these terrible, despicable things are
done, we don't only feel sorry and indignant and ashamed, we
feel wretchedly divided, as if our sympathy came more from the
head than from the heart and had an aftertaste of insincerity.

“It’s so strange that these people who once liberated mankind
from the yoke of idolatry, and so many of whom now devote
themselves to its liberation from injustice, should be incapable
of liberating themselves from their loyalty to an obsolete, ante-
diluvian identity that has lost all meaning, that they should not
rise above themselves and dissolve among all the rest whose
religion they have founded and who would be so close to them,
if they knew them better

“Of course it's true that persecution forces them into this fu-
tile and disastrous attitude, this shamefaced, self-denying isola-
tion that brings them nothing but misfortune. But I think some
of it also comes from a kind of inner senility, a historical cen-
turies-long weariness. I don't like their jronical whistling in the
dark, their prosaic, limited outlook, the timidity of their imagi-
nation. It's as irritating as old men talling of old age or sick
people about sickness. Don’t you think so?” .

“I haven't thought about it much. I have a fricnd, Misha
Gordon, who thinks as you do.” .

“Well, I used to go to this place hoping to catch Pasha on his
way in or out. In Tsarist times the Govemor-General used to have
his office in that part of the building. Now there Is a notice on
the door: ‘Complaints.” Have you secen it? It's the prettiest place
in town. The square in front of it is paved with wooden blocks,
and across the square there is the town park, full of maples,
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Lawtbom, honeysuckde. There was always a line in the street
weside the door. 1 used to stand there and wait, OF comrse 1
st try to cxash the door, T didn't say I was bis wife. After all,
o szmes are diferent. And don't think that an appeal to senti-
ent would move them! Their ways are quite different. Do you
koow, bis own Father, Pavel Ferapontovich Aatipov, a former
prttical exile, zn old warkes, is quite wear bere, in a settlement
g the highway, where be ived 15 2n extle. And bis friend
Tivesziz 15 there too. They are both members of the local revo-
Ltiouary court. Well, can you believe it, Pasha hastit been to
see bus father and be hasn't told him who be &5, Aad his father
takes it for granted, he 1su't a bit hurt. If his son sazts to remain
©wto, then that's a5 1t should be, he can’t see him and thats
aff there i to it They are made of stone, these pecple, they
rex’t human, with all their disespline and prineiples.

“Even if I bad managed to prove that X was his wife, it
woaldn't have doze me any good! What do wives matter to them
24 2 tne like this® The workers of the world, the remaking of
the enverse—that’s something’ Bot a wife, just an individual
iped, i of no more importance than a flea or a louse!

“His 2idede-camp used to come out 2od ask people what they
~1ated to see bum for and let some of ther in. But ¥ rever told
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e, The aide would shrug his shoulders aud gwe me a sus-
P oous ook, I never once saw him.

"I suppose you think be can't be bothered with us, be doesnt
ne us, he's fargotten vs? Well, you are wrony, 1 know him too
#ell T know just what be wants, and it's fust becanse he loves
ut. He eant bear to come back to us empty-honded. He wants
E:mm back a5 a conquerar, Full of boror and glary, and lay
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—the Constituent Assembly Army—used to have its headquar-
ters. And by an odd coincidence, the entrance was through the
wing where Galiullin used to see me. T was always going there
to ask him to help somebody or to stop some horrible business
or other. For instance, there was that affair at the military
academy, which made a lot of noise at the time. If an instructor
was unpopular the cadets ambushed him and shot him, say-
ing he was a Bolshevik sympathizer. And then there was the
time when they started beating up the Jews. Incidentally, if you
do intellectual work of any kind and live in a town, as we do.
half of your friends are bound to be Jews. Yet in times when
there are pogroms, when all these terrible, despicable things are
done, we don’t only feel sorry and indignant and ashamed, we
feel wretchedly divided, as if our sympathy came more from the
head than from the heart and had an aftertaste of insincerity.

“It’s so strange that these people who once liberated mankind
from the yoke of idolatry, and so many of whom now devote
themselves to its liberation from injustice, should be incapable
of liberating themselves from their loyalty to an obsolete, ante-
diluvian identity that has lost all meaning, that they should not
rise above themselves and dissolve among all the rest whose
religion they have founded and who would be so close to them,
if they knew them better.

“Of course it’s true that persecution forces them into this fu-
tile and disastrous attitude, this shamefaced, self-denying isola-
tion that brings them nothing but misfortune. But I think some
of it also comes from a kind of inner scnility, a historical cen-
turies-long weariness T don't like their ironical whistling in the
dark, their prosaic, limited outlook, the timidity of their imngi-
nation. It's as imitating as old men talking of old age or sick
people about sickness, Don't you think so?”

“I havent thought about it much. I have a friend, Misha
Gordon, who thinks as you do.” i

“Well, I used to go to this place hoping to catch Pasha on his
way in or out. In Tsarist times the Govemor-General used to have
his office in that part of the building. Now there is a notice on
the door: ‘Complaints.” Have you seen it? It's the prettiest place
in town. The square in front of it is paved with wooden blocks,
and across the square thero is the town park, full of maples,

—~ P
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He had never “sown wild oats,” nor did be regard ‘himself a';e:
superman with spocial rights and privileges. Now he was crus!
wesght of his guilty conscience.
b)“‘%;:‘e iexk?" hegu;:l:% sometimes wandered, :mdA hoped
hedly for some i p bl d to
solve his problem for him. .

But now be no longer wondered. He had decided to cut the
knot, and he was going home with a solution. He would confess
everything to Tonra, beg her to forgive him, and mever see Lama
aguin,

g?\'ut that everythung was quite as it should be. He felt now that

be hiad not made it clear enough to Lara that he was breaking
with her for good, forever, He had announced to ber that morn-
ing that he wished to make & clean breast of it with Tonia and
that they must stop seeing each other, but now he had the feel-
ing that he had softened « all down end not made it sufficfently
Sebnite,

Lasisa Feodorovna had realzed how unhappy he felt and had

13

*upy OBL 100mS. Years were nunning down her cheeks, but
the w25 a0 more conscious of them than the stone statues on
the house across the road were of the vain rusning down their
faces She kept saying softly: “Do as you thank best, don’t worry
Shout me. T get over it.” She was saying it sincerely, without
any false magnammity, and as she did not know that she was cry-
ing the did not wipe away ket tears

At the thought that Lara might have misuaderstood him, and
that he had Jeft her with 2 wrong impression and false hopes, he
Teasly turned and galloped steaight back, to say what he had
teft unsmd and above all to take Yeave of her much more warmly,
more tenderly, 1n 4 manner more sutable to a List fasesell. Con.
Yoling humself with difficulty, be continued on hus way,

As the sun sent down, the forest was Slfed with cold and
Sarhness. Tt smelled of damp Yeaves. Swarms of mosquitoes hung
fn the air os 60l 23 buoys, humming sadly o a constant, higlz
itched note, They settled on s sweating face and neck, and
he Lept swatting them, bis noisy shps keeping time with the
sounds of riding~the crealing of the saddle, the heavy thud of

¥
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18

Yurii Andrefevich was riding back to Varykino. He had been
over this stretch of country countless times. He was 5o used to
the road that he was no longer aware of it, he hardly saw it.

Soon he would come to the crossroad in the forest where the
way nhead led to Varykino and another path tumed off to the
fishing village of Vasilievskoie on the river Sakma, Here stood
yet a third billboard advertising agricultural machinery. As usual
he reached the crossroad at dusk.

Two months had now elapsed since the day when, instead of
going home from Yuriatin, he spent the night at Larisa Feo-
dorovna’s and told his farmly that he had been kept on business
and had stayed at Samdeviatov’s inn. He had long been calling
her Lara and addressing her as “thon,” though she still called
him Zhivago. Yurii Andreievich was betraying Tonia, and his in-
volvement was becoming ever more serious. This was shocking,
impossible.

He loved Tonia, he worshipped her. Her peace of mind meant
more to him than anything in the world. He would defend her
honor more devotedly than her father or herself. He would have
torn apart with his own hands anyone who would hurt her pride.
And yet he himself was now the offender.

At home he felt like a criminal, His family's ignorance of the
truth and their unchanged affection were a mortal torment to
him. In the middle of a conversation he would suddenly be
numbed by the recollection of Ius guilt and cease hearing a
ward of what was being said around him.

If this happencd during a meal, his food stuck in his throat
and he put down his spoon and pushed away his plate. He
choked, repressing his tears. “What is wrong with you?” Tonia
would ask, puzzled. “You must have had some bad news when
you were i town. Has anyone been arrested? Or shot? Do tell
me. Don't be afraid of upsetting me. Youll feel better when
you've told me.” R

Had he been unfaithful because he preferred another woman?
No, he had made no comparison, no choice. The jdea of “free
fove,” terms like “the legitimate demands of love,” were alien to
him. To think or speak in such terms scemed to him degradung
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face in its mane. Taking this display of affection for an appeal
to its strength, the horse broke into a gallop.

As it bounded smoothly, its hoofs barely teuching the ground,
1 seemed to Yurii Andrelevich that, besides the joyful thudding
of his own heart, he heard shouts, but he thought he was imagin-
ingit,

Suddenly a deafening shot was fired very close to him, He sat
up, suatched at the reins, and pulled. Checked in full lught, the
horse side-stepped, backed, and went down on its haunches ready
to rear,

In front of him was the crossroad. The sign, “Moreau & Vetch-
wnkin, Mechanical seeders, Threshing machines,” glowed in the
tays of the satting sun. Three armed horsemen blocked his way:
3 boy 10 & school cap and a tunic with two cartridge belts, a
evalyyman in an officer’s overcoat and fur cap, and a fat man
oddly clothed as for a fancy-dress ball in quilted tousers and a
wde-brimmed cletical hat pulled low over his forebead,

Dent move, Comrade Doctor,” said the cavalryman in the
ur eap, who was the oldest of the three. “If you cbey orders, we
Guarantee that you will rot be harmed If you dont—na offense
meant~we'll shoot you The surgeon attached to our unit has
been kalleq and we are conseripang you as a medical warker,

Cet dc;w; :‘wm your horse and hand the reins over ta this young
wan, And Jot d you: if v Al
v shxiihc' me remnnd you: if you &y te escage we'll give you

“Are you Comrade Forester, Mikabtsyn’s son Liberiug™
"No, L am hus chief hasson offcer.” >
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hoofs on the squelching mud, and the dry, crackling salvocs as the
horse broke wind. In the distance, where the sunset glow seemed
to endure forever, a nightingale began to sing,

“Wake up! Wake up!” it called persuasively; it sounded almost
like the summons on the eve of Easter Sunday: “Awake, O my
sou), why dost thou slumber?”

Suddenly Yurii Andreievich was struck by a very simple
thought. What was the hurry? He would not go back on his
promise to himself, the confession would be made, but who had
said that it must be made that day? He had not said anything
to Tonia yet, it was not too late to put it off till his next trip
to town. He would finish his conversation with Lara, with such
warmth and depth of feeling that it would make up for all their
suffering. How splendid, how wonderfull How strange that it
had not occurred to him before!

At the thought of secing Lara once more his heart leapt for joy.
In anticipation he lived through his meeting with her.

The wooden houses and pavements on the outskirts of the
town . . . He is on his way to her. In a moment he will leave
the wooden sidewalks and vacant Iots for the pived streets. The
small suburban houses flash by like the pages of a book, not as
when you tumn them over one by onc with your forefinger but
as when you hold your thumb on the edge of the hook and It
them all swish past at once The speed is breath-taking. And over
there is her house at the far end of the strect, under the white
gap in the rain clouds where the sky is clearing, toward the eve
ning. How he loves the httle houses in the street that lead to
her! He could pick them up and kiss them! Those one-cyed attics
with their roofs pulled down hke caps. And the lamps and icon
lights reflected in the puddles and shining like berriest And her
house under the white nft of the sky! There he will agats re-
ceive the dazzling, God-made gift of beauty from the hands of
its Creator. A dark muffled figure will opcn the door, and the
promise of her nearness, unowned by anyone in the world and
guarded and cold as a white northern night, will reach him like
the first wave of the sea as you run down over the sandy beach
in the dark. .

Yurii Andreievich dropped his reins, leancd forward fn his
<addle, flung his arms around the horses neck, and buricd his
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face in jts mage, Taking this display of affection for an appeal
toits strength, the horse broke into g g.ﬂ]op.

As it bounded smoothly, its hoofs barcly touching the ground,
it seemed to Yy Andreievicl, that, besides the joyful thudding
of bis own Beart, he hegrg shouts, but he thought he was imagin.
ing jt,

Suddenty 5 deafening shot yyas fired very cloge 1o him, He sat
Up, snatched at ¢he Fems, and pulled, Checked in gy Oight, the

0rse ide-stepped, backed, and went down on ity haunches ready
to rear,

In front of him wag the €rossroad, The Sign, “Morean & Veteh.
inki Mechanica} g 15, Threshing machines,” gloywed in the

on't move, Comrade Doctor,* said the Cavaliyman g, the
bur eap, - “1f you 9bey orders, vwe
You will not e harmed, 1¢ ¥ou don’t—n, offense
t {0 our unit b
3 and we g Conseripting you as g medjeql worker,
"0 your horse ang hand te Teins oyer g gz Young
;21; » e Temund yoy. g you try to estape we'l) 8ive yoy
§!
“Are You Comrade Forester, Mikulitsyny 500 Liberjysp»
No, Tam g chief iaysqp offcer> T iberius



CHAPTER TEN

THE HIGHVAY

1

There were towns, villages, and Cossack settlements along the
highway. It was the ancient post Toad, the oldest highway in
Siberia. It cut through the towns like a knife, slicing them like 2
loaf of bread along the line of their main streets. As for the
villages, it swept through them without a backward glance, scat:
tering them right and left, Jeaving the rows of houses far behind
it, or going around them in a broad are or a sharp turn.

In the distant past, before the railway came to Khodatskoie,
the mail was rushed along the highway by troikas. Caravans
of tea, bread, and pig iron travelled one sway, and convicts un-
der guard, on foot, were driven the other. They walked in step,
jangling their fetters—lost souls, desperadoes who filled onc's
heart with terror. And around them the forests rustled, dark,
jmpenetrable.

Those who lived along the highway were as one family.
Friendships and marriages linked village to village and town to
town. Khodatskoic stood at a crossing of the road and the rail-
way; it had engine repair shops and other workshops con-
pected with the upkeep of the line, and there, crowded into
barracks, the poorest of the poor lived and wasted away and
died. Political exiles who had technical qualifications and had
served their term of hard labor came to work as skilled mechan-
ics, and settled here,

The ariginal Sovicts, which had been set up all along the line,
thad long since been ov erthrown. For some time the region had
been under the Siberian Provisional Government, but now it

300
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bad fylley to Admprg] Kolchnk, who had Ziven himself the t

itle
of “Supreme Ruler,”
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ing down, so fine and airy that it seemed to drift away in mist
before it reached the earth. But this was an illusion. In reahty
there was enough rain water to stream, warm and swift, along
the ground—vhich had turned black all over and glistened as if
it sweated—and to wash it clean of the remaining snow.

Stunted apple trees, covered with buds, reached miraculously
across the garden fences. Drops of water fell from them, and
their arhythmic drumming on the woaden pavements could be
heard throughout the town.

Tomik, the puppy, chained up for the night in the photogra-
pher’s yard, squealed and yelped, and in the Galuzins' garden
the crow, perhaps irritated by the noise, cawed loud enough to
keep the whole town awake.

In the lower part of the town, three cartloads of goods had
been taken to the merchant, Liubeznov, who refused to accept
delivery, saying it was a mistake, he had never ordered the stuff,
The draymen, arguing the lateness of the hour, begged him to
put them up for the night, but he cursed and sent them to the
devil and refused to open the gate. This row, too, could be
heard from one end of the town to the ather.

At the seventh canonical hour, at one in the morning by the
clock, a dark low sweet humming drifted from the decpest of
the monastery bells, which hardly stirred. It mixed with {!n:
dark drizzle in the air. It drifted from the bell, sinking and dis-
solving in the air, as a clump of earth, torn from the riverbank,
sinks and dissolves in the water of the spring floods.

It was the night of Maundy Thursday. Almost indistinguisha-
ble in the distance, behind the network of rain, candles, lighting
a face here, a forehead or a nose there, stirred and moved
across the monastery yard. The fasting congregation was going
to mass.

A quarter of an hour later, steps sounded on the wooden sidc:-
walk coming from the church. This was Galuzina, the grocess
wie, going home, although the service had only b?gun. She
went at ap uneven pace, now running, now slowing down
and stopping, her kerchicf over her head and her fur coat un-
buttoned. She had felt faint in the stuffy church and had come
out inta the fresh air, but now she was ashamed and sorry that
she had not stayed to the end, and because, for the second year
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gow, she was not fasting in Lent. But this was not the chief causc
of ber worty, The mobilization order posted that day alfected
her poor, silly boy, “Ferioshka. She tricd to drive the thought of it
from ber head, but the white patches in the darkness were
there to remind her at every turn.

Her house vwas just around tho corner, but she felt better out
of doors and was not in a hurry to go back into the airless rooms.

She was upset by gloomy thoughts. Had she tried to think
them all out aloud, one by one, she would not have had sufficient
words or time enough til dawn. But out hese, {n the strect,
these comfortless reflections flew at her in clusters, and she eould
deal with all of them together, in the short while it took ber to
walk 2 few times from the monastery gate to the comer of the
square and back.

Tt was almost Easter and there was not a soul in the house;
they bad 2}l gone away, leaving her alone. Well, wasn't she
alone? Of course she was, Her ward Ksiusha didn't count. Who
was she, anyway? Could you ever know anyone’s heart? Perhaps
sbe was 2 friend, or perhaps she was an enemy or a secret rival,
She was supposed to be the daughter of her husband's first wife
by another marriage Her busband, Vias, said that he had
adopted her. But suppose she was his natural daughter? Or sup-
pose she wasn't his daughter but something else? Could you ever
see Into a man’s heart? Though, to give Ksiusha her due, there
:ﬂs }l‘mthing ;;mmg with her. She had brans, Jooks, manners—

uChL more brams b} iy i
ogive fxoon s than either poor stupid Terioshka or her

50 here she was, descrted for Hol:

:ca;t‘tere:, e;eryune had gone his wa}y{. y Week. They bad all
er hushand was travelhng up and down A .
g speeches to the new recn%ns,P ethunuv[n),;‘f g‘:g:;w}?y. Ifm‘\'
of arms, Instead of looking after his own son, the fool, ag dt} o
b o bis mortal el e 00k And saving
od Terioshka too b
of the great feast. He hi?l izsnl;e:io 1‘3 f;;‘gv:ox?e on the eve
Tage to amuse humself and forget his troubles, T;m Fotelay il
been expelled kr - he poor boy had

e"n bxp om school. They bad kept him back
year in almost every other grade, and now th ack an extra
ighth they bad to kil ion out] 2t be was i the



310 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

Oh, how depressing it all wasl Oh, Lord! Why had everything
gone so wrongP It was so disheartening, she felt like giving up,
she had no wish to live. What had caused all this misery? Was
it the revolution? No, oh nol It was the war. The war had killed
off the flower of Russia’s manhood, now there was nothing but
rotten, good-for-nothing rubbish left.

How different it had been in her father’s timel Her father had
been a contractor. Sober, literate. They had lived off the fat of
the land. She and her two sisters, Polia and Olia, as fine a pair
of girls as you could hope to meet and as well matched as their
names. And master carpenters had ealled on their father, every
one a fine, upstanding man, and a good match. At one time,
she and her sisters—the things they would think of!—had got it
into their heads to knit scarves in wool of six colors. And believe
it or not, such good knitters were they that their scarves had be-
come famous all over the province! And everything in those days
had been fine and rich and seemly—church services and dances
and people and manncrs—everything had rcjoiced her heart,
for all that her own family were simple people who came of
peasant and worker stock. And Russia too had been a mar-
riageable girl in those days, courted by real men, men who
would stand up for her, not to be compared with this rabble
nowadays. Now everything had lost its glamour, nothing but
civilians left, lawyers and Yids clacking their tongues day and
night. Poor old Vlas and his friends thought they could bring
back those golden days by toasts and speeches and good wishes!
But was this the way to win back a lost love? For that you had to
move mountains!

4

By now she had crossed the square and walked as far as the
market place more than once. From there her house was down
the street on the left, but cvery time she came ta it she changed
her mind about going in and turned back into the maze of
alleys adjoining the monastery.

The market place of Krestovozdvizhensk was as big as a ﬁ(:ld-
In times gone by, it had been crowded on market days with
peasants” carts. At one end of it was Eleninskaia Street; the
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Sther formed a sharp ave lined with ane- or two-story buildings
used for warehouses, offices, and workshops.

There, she remembered, in more peaccful times, Brubhianov,
a boorish misogynist in spectacles and a long frock coat, whe
dealt in leather, oats and hay, eart wheels and harness, \\‘o\'ﬂd
vead the penny paper as he sat importantly on o chair outside
hus great, four-panetled iron door.

And there, in 2 small dim window, a few pairs of ‘Yberibboned
weddmg candles and posies in cardboard botes gathered .dus\
for years, while 1 the small room. at the back, empty of either
furniture o goods except for a pile of Jarge round cakes of wav,
thousand-ruble deals were made by the unknown agents of a
nilionaire candle manufacturer who lived nobody knew where.

There, in the middle of the Tow of shops, was the Galuzing'
large grocery store with ats three windows. Its bare, splintery
fioor was swept morning, noon, and night with nsed tea leaves:
Galuzin and his assistants drank tea all day long. And here
Galuzina as a young, marmied woman had often and willingly
sat at the cash box, Her favonte color was a viclet mauve, the
calor of church vestments on certain solemn days, the color of
Wac in bud, the calor of her best velvet dress and of her set of
crystal wine plasses 1t was the color of hiappiness and of her
memories, and Russia too, m her prevevolutionary virgiuity,
seemed to her to have been the color of blac, She hiad enjoyed
stung at the cash bot because the wiolet dusk in the shop,
fragrant with starch, ugar, and purple Ylack-currant caramels
1 glass jars, had matched hex favante colox,

Here at the comer, beside the timber yard, stood an old, gray,
Frame house which had settled on all four sides Wke a dilapidated

cozch It had two staries and two entrances, one at either end.
Each floor was divided in. two, downstairs wi

ere Zalkind's phar-
macy ou the right and 2 notary’s office on the Jeft. Above
the pharmacist hived old Shmulevich, a ladies” tailor, with his
big fandly The St across

the landing from Shmulevi

£ ch, aad
abe:e the naotary, was cromraed with lodoers whae o ¥ -

. . oo nau ms workroom and two photogra.
phers, Zhuk ang Shitrodakh, worked in partnership. protogr
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As the first-floor premises were overcrowded, the photogra-
phers’ young assistants, Blazhein, a student, and Magidson, who
retouched the photographs, had fixed up a darkroom at one end
of the large woodshed in the yard. To judge by the angry red
eye of the lamp winking blearily in the darkroom window, they
were working there now. It was underneath this window that
the puppy, Tomik, sat on his chain and yelped, so that you
could hear him all along Eleninskaia’ Street.

“There they all are in a pack, the whole Kehillah,” thought
Galuzina as she passed the gray house. “It's a den of flthy beg:
gars.” And yet, she reflected at once, her husband carried his
Jew-hating too far. After all, these people were not important
enough to affect Russia’s destinies. Though, if you ashed old
Shmulevich why he thought the country was in such turmoil
and disorder, he would twist and tumn and contort his ugly face
into a grin and say: “That’s Leibochka up to his tricks.”

Oh, but what nonsense was she wasting her time thinking
about! Did they matter? Were they Russia’s misfortunc? Her
misfortune was the towns Not that the country stood or fell by
the towns. But the towns were educated, and the country peo-
ple had had their heads turned, they envied the education of
the towns and tried to copy their ways and could not catch up
with them, so now they were neither one thing nor the other.

Or perhaps it was the other way around, perhaps ignorance
was the trouble? An educated man can sec through walls, he
knows everything in advance, while the rest of us are like peo-
ple in a dark wood. We only miss our hats when our heads h:‘nc
been chopped off. Not that the educated people were having
an casy time now. Look at the way the famine was driving them
out of the towns! How confusing all this was! Even the devil
couldn’t make head or tail of it!

And yet, it was the country people who knew how to live,
Look at ler relatives, the Selitvins, Shelaburins, Pamphil Palylh,
the brothers Nestor and Pankrat Modykh. They relied on their
own hands and their own heads, they were their own masters.
The new farmstcads along the highway were a lovely sight.
Forty acres of arable land, with sheep, horses, pigs, cows, and
enough comn in the barns for three years ahead! And their farm-
ing machines! They even had harvesters! Kolchak was buttering
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them vp, tying to get them on his side, and so were the com-
missus?to“é::gtbemg into the forest army. They had come back
from the war with St. George Crosses and everyone was aiter
them, wanting to employ them as instructors. Epavlettes or o
epuuettes, it you knew your job you were shways in demeod.
You would aways land on your feet.

But 1t was time she went home. It wasn't decent for a woman
to be wandering about th streets so Jate, It souldn't have mat-
tered 50 much i she bad been in her own garden. But it was so
smuddy, it was ke a bog. Anyway, she thought, she felt a little
bettes now,

Thus entangled in her reflections and having quite lost the
thread of them, Galuzina went home. But before she went in-
side, she stood for a moment in front of the porch, going over 2
few more things in her mind,

She thonght of the people who were lording it in Khodat-
shae naw, she bnew more or less what they were like, they
#erg former political exiles from the capitals, Tiverzin, Antipov,
the anarchist “Black Banner” Vdovichenko, the local locksmith
“Mad Dog” Gorsheny. They were cunning and they Jeew their
@sn mipds, they had stirred up plenty of trouble in their day,
they were sure to be plotting something again naw. They couldn't
Yve unless they were up to something, They spent their lives
5Eﬂing with machines, and they were cold and merciless as
wachines ‘They weat about i sweaters under their jackets, they
smoked through bone cigarette bolders, and they drank boiled
Water for fear of catching samething, Paar Vias was wrasting his

Ume, these mes would tum everything upside down, th
would always get their way. & “
Then she thought about bersalf. She knew she was a fine

Woman, with a mind of her own, intellident and wel .
oy i intelligent and well preserved;

nat a had person. But none of her quali
Was appreciated in this Godforsaken hol any\vh?rea eae:
for all she knew, The a

wndecent song about the silly old v
Senteturlha, which was welf ko v came
o b et mﬂywe own throughaut the Usals, came

the first two hnes could be quoted:

“Sentetiunkha sold her cart
And bought a balglaka, . , »
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After this came nothing but obscenities. They sang it in Kres-
tovozdvizhensk, aiming it, she suspected, at herself.
She sighed bitterly and went into the house.

5

She went straight to her bedroom, without stopping in the hall
to take off her coat. The room looked out into the garden. Now,
at night, the massed shadows on this side of the window and
outside it almost repeated each other. The limp, drooping shapes
of the curtains were like the limp, drooping shapes of the bare,
dark trees in the garden with their uncertain outlines. The
velvety darkness in the garden, where the winter was almost
over, was being warmed by the dark purple heat of the coming
spring bursting out of the ground. And there was a similar inter-
action of two elements inside the room with its dusty curtains,
shere the airless darkness was softened by the warm dark violet
tones of the coming Feast.

The Virgin in the icon, freeing her dark, narrow hands from
the silver covering, held them up, seeming to hold in each the
first and last letters of her Greek name, Myrnp Oeot, Mother of
God. The garnet-colored icon lamp, dark as an inkwell in its
gold bracket, scattered its star-shaped light, splintered by the
cut glass, on the bedroom carpet.

Taking off her coat and kerchief, Galuzina made an awkward
movement and felt her old pain, a stitch in the side under her
shoulder blade. She gave a frightened cry and murmured:
“Mighty protectress of the sorrowful, chaste Mother of God,
help of the afflicted, shelter of the universe . ..” llalf\\.':xy
through the prayer she burst into tears. When the pain died
down, she began to undo her dress, but the hooks at the back
slipped through her fingers and got lost in the soft crinkled stuff.
She had difficulty in finding them.

Her ward Ksiusha woke up and came into the yoom.

“Why are you in the dark, Mother? Shall I bring a famp?”

“Na, don't. There's enough light.” .

“Let me undo your dress, Mother, Don't tire yourself ,

“My fingers are all thumbs, I could cry. And that tailor didn't
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Bave the sense to sew the hooks an sa that you can get ot them.
The got a notion to rip them ail off and throw them at his ugly
face

“How well they song at the monastery! It's so still, you could
hear 1t from the house.” )

“The singing, was all right, but F'm not fecling so well, my g\xL
Tve got that stitch again—~here and here. Everywhere. . . . It's
such a nuisance, 1 don't know what to do”

“The homeopath, Stydobsky, helped you the last time.”

“Hes ahways telling you to do something impossible, He's a
quack, your homeagath, That's ane thung, And the other thing
is that he's gone away. He's gone, 1 tell you, he's left town. And
he isn't the only one, they've all rushed off just before the holi-
day—as if they expected an hquak hing.”

“Well, then, what about that Hungaj

or 8
rian doctor, the cne who is
a prsoner of war? His treatment ¢id you good.”

“That's no use wther ¥ tell you, there isn't a soul left. Kerenyl
Lajos is with the other Hungariaus beyond the demarcation Line.
They've conseripted hum for the Bed Army.”

“But you know, Mother, yon're imagming a lot of it. A nervous
heart. In a case bke yours suggestion can do wonders; it's what
the peasants do, after all. Do you yemember that soldier's wite
who conjured away your pam? What was her name?”

“Well, really! You take me far an igoarant fooll It woulde't
surptise me 1f you sang Sentetionkha’ behind my back.”

Mother! How can you say such a thing! I¥'s a sin. You ought
to'be ashamed of yourself. You'd do much better to help e re.
stember that woman's name 1¥'s on the Yip of my tongue, T won't
bave any peace tll 1t comes back to me”

She has more names than gattcaats T dont know which &s
the one you're thinking of. They call her Kubarikha and Med.
vedikha and Zlydarikba and § dont know how many other
names besides, She 15t around here any more. No more guest
uppearsuces She's gone Vanished, They locked her 1 in the
Kezhemsk yul for practicing zbortion snd aking l:n; ;
powders of some sort But soomer than be hored inp ﬂm;
eseaped and got away somewhere to the Far East, I t):ll -
;\;ir;'uni has run away—Vlas and Tenoshka and. your qux‘:

wnt Poha of the loving heart, Apart from the two of us,

——
-
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fools that we are, there isn’t an honest woman left in town, I'm
not joking. And no medieal help of any sort. If anything hap-
pened, you couldn’t get a doctor. They say there’s one in
Yuriatin, some famous professor from Moscow, the son of a Sk
berian merchant who committed suicide. But just when T was
thinking of sending for him, the Reds cut the road in twehe
places. . . . Now, off to bed with you, and I'll try to get some
sleep too. By the way, that student of yours, Blazhein, he's
turned your head. What's the good of saying no?—you're getting
red as a beet. He'll be sweating all night long over some photo-
graphs I gave him to develop, poor boy. They don't slecp in that
house, and they keep everyone else awake as well. Their Tomik
is barking, you can hear him all over town, and our wretched
crow is cawing its head off up in the apple tree. Looks as if Tl
have another sleepless night. . . . Now what are you so cross
about? Don't be so touchy. What are students for if not for girls
to fall in love with!”

6

“What's that dog howling for? Go and sce what's the matter with
it, it can’t be making all that noise for nothing. Wait a minute,
Lidachka, quiet, hold it! We've got to find out what's what or
we'll have the pelice on us before we know it. Stay here, Ustin,
and you, Sivobluy. Theyll manage without you.”

Lidochka, the representative of the Central Committee, did
not hear the partisan leader asking him to stop and continued
his tired patter:

"By its policy of looting, requisitioning, viclence, shooting, and
torture the bourgeois militanst regime in Siberia s bound to
open the cyes of the gullible. It is hostile not only to the working
class but, in fact, to the whole of the tofling peasantry. The toil-
ing peasantry of Siberia and the Urals must understand tht
only in alliance with the city proletariat and the soldicrs, nnl,\-‘
in alliance with the poor Kirghiz and Buriat peasants . . .

At last he became aware of the interruptions, stopped, wiped
his sweaty face with his handkerchief. and wearily shut his

puffy eyes.
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“fiave 2 rest. Have a drink of water,” whispered those who
were standing closest to him.

The worried partisan eader was reassured. 5

“What's all the Fuss about? Everything is in order. The signal
Tamp is in the window and the lookout, if L may use a picturesque
expression, has Tus eyes glued to space. 1 don't see why we
shouldw't go on with the discussion of the report, Go on, Com-
rade Lidochka ™

The wood kept 1 the large bam in the photographers” yard
had been moved aside, and the illegal meeting was being held
in the cleared space screened from the small darkroom at the
entrance by a wall of logs as high as the ceiling, In ease of
emergency there was a way of escape through a trap door to an
underground passage that came out in a lonely alley at the
back of the monastery.

The speaker, who had a sallow complexion, a beard from ear
to ear, and a black cotton cap on his bald head, suffered from
Tlervous perspiration and sweated profusely He kept relighting,
the stump of his ergarette in the stream of hot air over the
kerosene lamp, puffing greedily. Bending low aver lus scattered
papers, he looked them over nervousty with his near-sighted
eyes, as 1f he were smffing them, and continued in his flat, tired
voice:

“Only through the Soviets can this alhance of the poor in town
and country be achieved Willy-nlly, the Sibenan peasant will
now pursue the end for which the workers of Siberia began to
fight loug ago Their common goal 1 the overthrow of the hateful
2utocracy of hetmans and admurals, and the establishment, by
Teans ?i an armed uprising, of the power of the peasants’ and
Kldxers SOV}ets In fighting the officer and Cossack hirehings of
b :‘ :V‘urgemsie, who are armead to the teeth, the nsurgents will
slubbt;.?“"age 2 full-fledged war. The struggle will be long and

Onee again he stopped, wiped hi i
, wiped his face, and shut his eyes. I

l::ﬁ::;ce of the rules, someone in the audience gotup angyx:iseg

S_m end, s&gm[ylmgd his mtention to make a comment,

Partisan leader, ar, to be mote exact, the
N 5 QT command,

lhev}\ahemsk group of the trans-Ural partisan units asitell;]ﬂf
Brovocatively nonchalant attitude under the speaker’s :yerv nos:
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he kept interrupting him rudely and disrespectfully. Tt was hard
to believe that so young a soldier—little more than a boy—could
be in charge of whole armies and that his men obeyed him and
looked up to him with vencration, He sat with his hands and foet
wrapped in the skirts of his cavalry overcoat; its top, thrown
back over his chair, showed his ensign’s tunic with dark patches
on the shoulders where the epaulettes had been removed.

On either side of him stood a silent bodyguard of his own age,
in a white sheepskin grown a little gray, with a curly lamb's-
wool edging, Their handsome, stony faces revealed nothing es-
ecept blind loyalty to their chief and readiness to do anythirg
for him. Taking no part in the discussion and unmoved by any
of the issues raised in it, they neither spoke nor smiled.

There were a dozen or so other people in the room, Some
were standing, others sitting on the floor; they leaned against
the walls of rounded logs, their legs stretched out in front of
them or their knees drawn up under their chins.

Three or four were guests of honor and sat on chairs. They
were old workers, veterans of the revolution of 1903. Among
them were Tiverzin, morose and greatly changed since his Mos-
cow days, and his friend, old Antipov, who always agreed with
every word he said. Counted among the gods at whose fect
the revolution laid its gifts and 1ts bumnt offerings, they sat silent
and grim as idols. They had become too conceited to be capa-
ble of normal human feclings.

There were other noteworthy figures in the shed, such as that
pillar of Russian anarchism, “Black Banner™ Vidovichenho, who,
never resting a moment, kept sitting down on thc.ﬂoor and
getting up again or pacing back and forth and stopping in (P:c
middle of the shed. A fat grant of a man, with a big head, a big
mouth, and a lion’s manc of hair, who had been an officer in the
war with Japan if not in the one with Turkey, he was a dreames
eternally absorbed in his fantasies,

Because of his excessive good nature and colossal size, wh o
kept him from noticing anything smaller than himself, he :l:]
not pay sufficient attention to what was going on, misunderst e
every thing, and, mistaking the views of his oppooents for

. agreed with everything they said.
o“;cxig:o him on the floor sat his friend Svirid, a trapper. Al

iich
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tough he was not & tller of the soil, his earthy n".!!ure s}\owcd
through the coller of bis opened dark cloth shist, which he
bunched in bis hand together with the cross he wore around his
neck, pulling it about and scratching his chest with it. Yle was
haif Buriat, warm-nearted and Mhterate; Ws hair was plaited in
thin braids, 20d he had a sparse mustache and a stil sparser
beard. His Mongol features aged his face, which was always
creased in 2 sympathetic smile.

The speaket, who was touring Siberia on a military mission
from the Central Committee, mentally surveyed the vast ex-
passes he had st to cover. He was uninterested in most of the
men he was addressiog, But as an old revolutionary and from
childhood & champion of the people, he gazed with adoration
at the young commander who sat facing him. Not ooly did he
forgive bim hus lack of manoers, which be regarded a5 the ex-
pressions of a genuinely it y is t, but he de-
ghted in his insolence as an infatuated woman may be pleased
by the arragant ways of a mastexful lover.

partisan commander was Mikulitsyn's son, Liberius. The
spealer was a former member of the co-operative labor move-
ment, Kostoled-Amussky, who had once been a Social Revolu-
tonary, He had recently revised his views, admitted his past
errars, and recanted them in several detafled statements, and
ke had not only been received fate the Communist Party but

had soon afterwards been entrusted with his present responsi-
ble task.

He was chosen for it—though be was anything but a soldjes
~partly as a tribute to his long years of revolutionary service
uod Tus ordeals in Tsarist prisons, and partly on the assumption
that, as 2 former member of the co-operative movement, he knew
the mood of the peasant masses in insurgent western Siberia.
For t}}e purpose of his mission his koowledge was regarded as
more jmportant than military trarming,

His change of politieal comvictions bad shtered his looks and
wamers beyond recogmition. No one could remember him a
either bald or bearded in the old days. But then, perhaps ii'
was all merely a disguise. He was under strict orders fr Pth
Party not 1o zeveal his former e

identity, Hi
were Berendey and Comrade lljsg?h?;anu woderground names

}a

o
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There was a moment of commotion when Vdovichenlo pre
maturely said that he agreed with the instructions just read
When calm was restored, Kostojed went on:

“In order to keep up with the growing movement of the
peasant masses, it is essential to establish contact at once with
all the partisan units operating in the territory of the Party
Provincial Committee.”

He then spoke of arrangements for secret mecting places, pass-
words, codes, and means of communication and went over the
whole ground in detail,

“The units must be informed of the location of the stores of
arms, food, and equipment belonging to the Whites and of the
places where they keep large sums of money, as well as of their
means of safeguarding it.

“It is essential to work out to the last detail all questions con-
cemning the organization of partisan detachments, their com-
manders, proletarian discipline, conspiratorial work, contact with
the outside world, behavior toward the local population, revo-
Tutionary courts-martial, and sabotage in encmy territory—fot et
ample, the destruction of bridges, railway lines, steamships,
barges, stations, workshops with all their technical equipment,
telegraph offices, mines, and food supplics.’

Liberius could bear it no longer. All that had beea safd
seemed to him to be irrelevant and amateurish.

“A very fine lecture,” he said. “I shall take it to heart, I suppose
se must accept all this without a word of protest, lest we lose
the support of the Red Army?”

“Of course you must.”

“And what am I to do with your childish recitation, my wen-
derful Lidochka, when my forees, damn it—threc regiments,
including artillery and cavalry~have been campaigning for
months and routing the enemy?”

“What a marvell What strength!” thought Kestoled.

The argument was interrupted by Tiverzin, who distked
Liberfus's fmpertinent tone.

“Pardon me, Comrade Speaker, there is something that 1
Qon't understand. I may have put down one of the pafx'm in the
instructions Incorrectly. May I read it out—1 should fike to be
sure. ‘It is most desirable that war veterans who were at the
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foot and belonged to soldiers’ organizations at the time of
e revolution should be drawn into the committee. Tt is desirable
that the membership of the committee should inclnde. one or
two NCOs and one military technician” Have 1 put it down
correctly, Comrade Speaker?”

“Pertectly. Word for word” o

“Then aliow me to say this. 1 od the point conceming military
specialists dusquieting, We workers who took pat fa the revola-
tion of 1903 are nat used 10 trusting army people. There are al-
ways counterrevolutionary elements among them.”

There were cries of “Fhat's enough! The resolutionl Let's have
aresolution! I¥s ime 10 go home, it's late”

*f am i agreement with the majority,” said Vdovichenko in a
deep rombling voice. “To put it poetically, civic iostitutions
should be founded on democracy, they showld grow up from
below, like seedhings that are planted and take root in the soil.
Yo car't homrner them in from sbove Bike stakes for a fence.
This was preasely the mistake of the Jacobin dictatorship and
the reason why the Convention was crushed by the Thermidor-
Jans”

"I 25 dlear as daylight” Svisid, his friend and fellow vags.
bond, bucked him wp. *Any 818 cam ses . We should have
thought of 1t earlicr, now it's too late. Now our business is just to
Bght and to push on for all we're worth. How can we torm back,
Bow we've started? We've cooked our soup, so now we siust eat
it We've jumped into the water, and we mustmt complain,”

“The sesolutiont The resofution!” people were yepeuting on
all sides. They talked on a bitle longer, but what they said made
less ang less semse, aad finally, at dawn, the meeting broke up.
They went home one by one, taking the wsual precautions,

7
Thero was a picturesque place along the high
saft Wtle river ?a’z}?mkapdivxded &%e two v%ﬂ;?e);' ;hgieflm
Posad and Maly Ermola, the one extending down 3 st r;ly]
and the other spread iu the valley below it, In Kuteiny o {eaerpew et
party was being given for the new Tecruits, and in Ermolat the
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There was a moment of commotion when Vdovicherko pre
maturely said that he agreed with the instructions just resd.
When calm weas restored, Kostoied went on:

“In order to keep up with the growing movement of the
peasant masses, it is essential to establish contact 2t once with
all the portisan units operating in the territory of the Party
Provincial Committee.”

He then spoke of arrangements for secret meeting places, pass-
words, codes, and means of communication and went over the
whole ground in detail.

“The units must be informed of the location of the stores of
arms, food, and equipment belonging to the Whites and of the
places where they keep large sums of money, as well es of theix
means of safeguarding it.

It is essential to work out to the last detail sl questians con~
cemning the organization of partisan detachments, their com
manders, proletarian discipline, conspiratorial work, contact with
the outside world, behavior toward the local population, reve-
Iutionary courts-martial, and sabotage in enemy territory—for cx-
ample, the destruction of bridges, railway lines, steamships,
barges, stations, workshops with all their technical equipment,
telegraph offices, mines, and food supplies”

Liberivs could bear it no longer. All that had becn said
seemed to him to be irrelevant and amateurish.

“A very fine lecture,” he said. *T shall take it to heart. I suppose
we must accept all this without a word of protest, Jest we lose
the support of the Red Army?”

“Of course you must.”

“And what am I to do with your childish recitation, my woa
derful Lidochka, when my forees, damn it—three regiments,
including artillery and cavalry—have been campagning for
months and routing the enemy?”

*“\What a marvel! What strength!” thought Kostoied.

The argument was interrupted by Tiverzin, who dishhed
Liberius’s impertinent tone.

“Pardon me, Comrade Speaker,
don’t understand. 1 may have put down ene
jnstructions incorrectly. May 1 read it out—
sure. ‘It is most desirable that war veterzns who were

there is something that |
of the poiats in the
1 should Lle to be
at the

.



THE RICEWAY 923

sutraged honor of Russian arms! We have covereld ourselves
with Ehame and we are in debt to our gallant Allies. Fcr'mt anly
the Reds but also Germany and Austria axe roising their brazen
heads once again, God is with us, boys. . . . He was still spfak-
ing when Tis voice was drowned in a your of buerahs. He raised
the glass of weak, poorly distilled vodka to his kips and sipped. It
gave fum 1o plessare, He was used to vintage wines. But the
thought that e was making a sacrifice to the public good Blled
him with sabsfaction,

“He's 2 fine one for speeches, your ofd mant Deputy Milinkov
is nothing to kim,” saud Goshka Riabilh to hs Friend Terentit
Galuzin, who sat next to him, in a tpsy voice amidst the loud,
drunken voices ot the table. “He certanly is a Bne fellow! But I
suppose 1t's not for nothing he's working so hard. X expect helt
eama you an exemption from the draft with bis speeches”

*Shame ot you, Goshkal How tan you think such 2 thingl Get
e exempred wndeed. I'd lke 1o see him toy! 8 get my notifies-
tion the same day you get yours, and thatll be that. Well serve
in the sume unat. They've kicked me out of school, the bastards.
Mother's eating her heart out. 1 suppose | won't get a comsnission
m%. . As for Father, he certainly kmows bow to make a
speech He hits 1t off every tme And the extraordmary thing
3, Ws a natural git he bas. He's had uo formal education.”

“Have you heard zbout Sanka Pafitkon?”

“Yes 1s st reafly such a terble disease?”

“Tocwrable He'll end up with it in his spme. It's his own fanlt,
We warmed him not to go You have to be very careful whom
you get mixed up with”

“What will happen to him now?”

','lt’s rage. He wanted to shoot himself, He's been colled up,
he's having tus medieal now 1 Ermolas T suppose theyll tale

bum He soad he'd jom the partisans—to avenge the s of society,’
besmd” '

“You know, Goshlea, you talk about infections diseases, but if
¥ou don't g0 to them you muyglt get another diseass”
T wow what you mean. 1 suppose you know it from

e sona]
experience But that dsn't a disease, its o secret vice." pesondd
T punch your nose for sa

ying things hke that, '
8 nice way 10 tafk to a frend, y%m xotgtm h:uz’a Coln That's
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medical board under Colonel Strese had resumed, after the
Easter break, its examination of the draftees of that area.
Mounted militia and Cossacks were stationed in the village for
the occasion.

It was the third day of an unusually late Easter and an un-
usually early spring, warm and without a breath of wind. Tables
spread with food and drink for the recruits stood in a strect in
Kuteiny, some distance from the highway. Placed end to end
but not quite in a straight line and covered with white cloths
hanging to the ground, they stretched down the strect like a long
hose.

The villagers had pooled their resources to provide the treat.
The main dishes were the remnants of the Easter food, two
smoked hams, several kulich buns, two or three large paskha
cakes. Spread over the tables were bowls of pickled mushrooms,
cucumbers, and sauerkraut, plates of home-baked bread cut into
thick slices, and dishes piled with Easter eggs; most of them
were colored pink or light blue.

Broken eggshells, pink and light blue with white insides, It-
tered the new grass around the tables. Pink and light blue were
the shirts of the young men and the dresses of the girls. And
pink clouds sailed in the blue sky, slowly and gracefully, and it
seemed as if the sky were sailing with them.

Wearing a pink shirt with a silk sash and pointing his toes
right and left, Vlas Pakhomovich Galuzin clattered down the
steps of Pafnutkin’s house on the slope above the highway and
the tables, ran down to the tables, and began his speech:

“For want of champagne, I drink to you, my bays, in our own
home-brewed vodka. A long life and happy years to you young
men who are setting forth today. I should like to make you
many other toasts. Gentlemen recruits! May I have your atten-
tionl The calvary that stretches out before you js the road of de-
fense of our motherland against the ravishers who flood her ﬂc'lds
with fratricidal blood. The people cherished the hope of enjoying
the conguests of the revolution in peace, but the party of lht'r Bol-
sheviks, in the pay of forcign capital, dispersed the Constituent
Assembly, which was the people’s highest hope, by brutc: force of
bayonets, and now the blood of the defenseless flows in nVL’lm
Young men who are setting forth today, to you is entrusted the

I T
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foot and naked except for his trousers—yan out of the building
wth Colonel Stxesep:md the other officers of the draft Poard.
Mounted Cossacks and militiamen, leaning low out of .lhcn‘ sad-
dles and swingng their nagaikas, their horses writhing ?nder
them like snakes, galloped back and forth th.ralugh the village,
hunting for someone Many people were running up the road
to Kuteiny, pursued by the urgent flurry of the church bells ring-
ing the alarm.

Event followed event with terrifying speed. At dusk Calonc}
Strese, apparently convinced that his quarry had left Em.mhl,
rode up with his Cossacks to Kuteiny, surrounded the village
with guards, and began to search every house and cvery farm

Half the recruits were by now dead drunk. They had stayed
on at the party and v exe snoring slumped on the ground or with
thewr heads on the tables. By the time it became known that the
mibitia were in the village it was already dark.

Several young men took to their heels, made their way
through back yards to the nearest barn, and, kicking and jostling
each other, crawled underneath the floor through  narrow open-
mg at the bottom of the wall. In the dark and the commotion
they had not been able to make out whose barn it was, but now,
judging by the smell of fish and kerosene, 1t seemed to be one
used as & warehouse by the village shop

The young men had nothung on their conscience and it was
foohsh of them to Inde, most of them had merely run away on
the spur of the moment, because they were drunk and had lost
therr heads. A few, however, had kept company that now seemed
to them compronusing and mught, they were afraid, lead to thexr
undoing 1f 1t were known. It was true that their friends were
“{“‘hmg worse t@an_ hooli‘gans,‘ but‘you never knew. They knew

They found that they were not alone m the barn; others had
8ot in before them The space between the ground and the foor
wwas crammed with people from both villages, Those from Ku.
temy were dead drunk. Some were snoring and grinding their
h.:elh avd moaning 1 thetr sleep, and others were being sick. It
was pitch-dack and airless, and the stench was !eniblmg To c.on-
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“Calm down, it was only a joke. What I wanted to tell you
was this—I went to Pazhinsk for Easter, and there was a visiting
lecturer there, an anarchist, very interesting he was. He talked
about the Liberation of the Personality. I liked that, it was good
stuff. Y1l join the anarchists, damned if I won’t. There’s an inner
force in us, he said. Sex, he said, and character are the manifesta.
tions of animal electricity. How do you like that? A genius, he
was. . . . But I'm pretty loaded. People bawling their heads off
all around, it's enough to deafen a man. I can’t stand it any
longer, so shut up, Terioshka, dry up, I tell you.”

“What you were saying about that electric force—I've heard
about that. I was thinking of ordering an electric truss from
Petersburg—cash on delivery—I saw it in an advertisement. “To
increase your vigor, it said. But then there was another revolu-
tion, so there were other things to think about.”

Terentii did not finish his sentence. The roar of drunken voices
was drowned by a loud, rumbling explosion not far away. For &
moment the din at the table stopped. Then it broke out mut.h
Jouder and more confused. Some people jumped up from their
seats, and those who were least unsteady remained on their fect.
Others tried to stagger away but slumped under the table and
at once began to snore. Women screamed. There was a general
UPrU:B'.

Vlas Pakhomovich stood looking around for the culprit. x}t
first he thought that the rumble had come from somewhere in
the village, perhaps even from somewhere quite close to the
tables. The veins in his neck stood out, his face went purpk‘.
and he bawled: “Who is the Judas in our ranks? Who has com-
mitted this outrage? Who's been throwing hand grenades
around? Il throttle him with my own hands, the reptile, even it
it’s my own son Citizens, we will not allow anyone to play such
jokes on us. We must cordon off the viliage. Wel find the
provocateur, we won't let him get away.” .

At first they listened to him, then their attention was dis-
tracted by a pillar of black smoke slowly rising up inte the sky
from the county office building in Maly Ermolai, and lh.vy 13“
rushed to the edge of the ravine to sce what was happening in
the valley.

The building was on fire. Several recruits—one of them bare-
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“Sarka yells: ‘Grab your things, comrades, We‘xt.a in !.or i)
and be gnzs to the window and puts his st through it. 1 pick up
my thingy and rom after him, putting U\e':m on as I run. Qut
Yie ums 1nto the street and goes bike the wind. I went after him,
and 5o did one or two others We all ran as fast as our legs \voulfl
camry us, and they came after us yelling and shouting. But 1.E
you ask me what it all about—nobody can make head or tail
of it”

“But what sbout the bomb?”

“What about ¥

“Well, wha threw 1t? The bomb or the grenade or whatever
it was,”

“My God! You don't think we did?”

“Who did, then?”

“How should 1 know? It must have been someone else, Some-
body sees all ths huillabaloo going on and says to himself. Wiy
shoulda’t I blow the place up while the racket is going on—
theyl suspect the others’ It must have been someone political,
one of those politicals from Pazhinsk, the place is full of them.
»» » Quetl Shut up! Can’t you hear—Strese’s men are coming
Back. ThatTi be the end of vs Keep quet, 1 tell you?

Voices could be heard approaching from down the streey;
boots ereaked, spurs clanked

“Don't argue You can't fool me,” came the crisp commanding
voice of the Colonel speaking with Petrograd distinctness. “I
#m otrtain that there was somebody talking over there.”

The Mayor of the village of Frmolas, an old Ssherman, Ot-
viazhistin, said

“Tou might have imagmed it, Your Excellency. And why
should people not be talking 1n a willage? It isn't a churchyard.
Maybe they were talling People aren’t dumb animals, Or per-
h:gs the devil was sheking someone m his sleep.”

“Come, come! Stap playing the village 1diot} The devil indeeqt!
You've all been getting tog big for your boots here. You get
0 .c\l;\ crzry?\m t:\k yourselves into Bolshevism next”

Aerctul goadness, how can yon say that, Your
Mr Colonel Gur willage yokels are so )i'guox:ml,DtheyEcX':reflt‘e:eQ yli
the prayerbook, what would they want with Bolshevisml” !
“That's bow you all talk, wopd youre caught. Have the shop
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ceal their hide-out, those who had come last had plugged the
opening through which they had crowded with stones and carth.
After a time the snores and grunts ceased, There was complete
silence. The drunks had settled down to sleep quietly. Only in
one comner was there an urgent, persistent whispering, where
Terentii and Goshka huddled in panic with Koska Nekhva-
lenykh, a quarrelsome, heavy-handed bully from Ermolaf.

“Not so loud,” Koska was saying. “You'll give us all away, you
devil. Can't you hear—Strese’s crowd are prowling up and
down. They've been to the end of the street, now they’re coming
back. There they are. Don’t breathe or Il strangle you. ...
Lucky for you they've gone by. . .. What the devil did yon
have to come here for? What did you have to hide for, block-
head? Who on earth would have laid a finger on you?”

“I heard Goshka yelling ‘Hide,’ so ! crawled in here.”

“Goshka'’s got good reason to hide. His whole family is in
trouble, they're all under suspicion. They've got relatives work-
ing at the railway yards in Khodatskoie, that’s why. . . . Dont
Bidget, keep still, you fool. People have been throwing up and
crapping all over the place, if you move you'll get the mess n.H
over us. Can’t you smell the stink? Do you know why Stresc is
racing around the village? He’s looking for people from outside,
from Pazhinsk, that's what he’s doing,”

“How did all this happen, Koska? How did it all begin?”

“Sanka started it—Sanka Pafnutkin. We were all at the re-
cruiting office, lined up naked waiting for the doctor. When
Sanka’s turn came he wouldn't get undressed. He was a bit
drunk when he came into the office. The clerk told him politely
to take his clothes off, even saying ‘you’ to him. Sanka snapped
his head off. ‘I won’t undress,” he says, ‘I won't show my private
parts to everybody.” As if he were ashamed. And then he sidles
up to the clerk and hits him in the jaw. And then, believe it ot
not, before you could so much as blink, Sanka bends down,
grabs the office table by the leg, and tumns it over. Bang it gocs
on the floor with everything that's on it, inkstand and army lists
and alll Then Strese comes in shouting: ‘I'm not putting up with
hooligans. I'm not having any bloodless revolution here.
teach you to be distespectful to the law in an official place.

Who's the ringleader?” ™



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE FOREST BROTHERHOOD

3

It was roore than a year since Yurii Andreievich had been taken
prisoner by the partisaus The Lenits of his Ireedom were very
ill defined. The place of bis captivity was not sun'oux.:ded by
walls; he was not ynder guard, and no one watched his move-
ments. The partisan force was constantly on the move, and Yurii
Andreievich moved with it. 1t did not remain apart from the
Yocad population through whose Yands and setlements it passed;
it mised and indeed dissolved in it,

Ou the surface, this captwity, this dependence, seemed to be
nonexistent, as though the doctor were free and merely fafled to
take advantage of his freedor. His captivity, his dependence,
were not dufferent from other forms of compulsion in life, which
ate often equally invisible and intangible, and seem to be non-
evistent and merely a fgment of the imagination, a chimera.
But although be was not fettered, chaimed, or watched, the
doctor had to submit to his unfreedom, imaginary though it
appeared,

Tach of his three attempts at escaping from the partisans had

ended in capture. He did not suffer any penalties, but he wag
playing with fire, and he d:d not try again.

He was favored by the parhsan chief, Liberius Mikulitsyn,
who lked his company and made him sleep n his tent. Yurii
Andreievich found this enforced compasionsh p irtksome.

2
During this period, the partisans wese cong 4
ward, At times this movP faatly woviog east.

ement was part of the general campaign
228
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searched from top to bottom. Tumn everything inside out, and
see that you Jook under the counters.”

“Yes, Your Excellency.”

“I want Pafoutkin, Liabikh, and Nekhvalenykh, dead or alive.
1 don't care if you have to dredge them up from the bottom of
the sea. And that Galuzin puppy as well. I don’t care how manv
patriotic speeches his Papa makes. He can talk the hind leg off 2
donkey, but he won't catch us napping. Therc’s bound to be
something fishy when a shopkecper goes around making
speeches. It's suspicious. It's unnatural. We have information
that the Galuzins hide political criminals and hold illegal mect-
ings in their house in Krestovozdvizhensk. Get me the brat. I
haven't yet decided what to do with him, but if there’s anything
against him, I won't think twice about stringing him up as a les-
son to the others.”

The searchers moved away. When they were quite far away,
Koska whispered to Terioshka, who was nearly dead wath frightt

“Hear thatp”

“Yes,” he whispered in a changed voice.

“Well, there’s only one place for me and you and Sanka and
Goshka now; that’s the forest. I don’t mean we'll have to stay
there for good—just until they calm down. Then welll see, we
might come back.”
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He nodded to her to go farther up the street to a phace where
1t could be crossed on stones protruding from the mud and,
walking in the same direction, wemt over and greeted her.'

She told bum many things about the past two ycnrs._l\emmd-
fag bim of Vasia, the boy with the handsome, unspoiled f:mtjq
who had been unlawfully conseripted and who had shared their
car, she described her stay with his mother m their village,
Veretenniki, She had been very happy among fhem, but the
village treated her as an outsider. She had been falsely accused
of having a love affir with Vasia and in the end had had to
leave of she were not to be pecked to death. She had settled
with her manied sister, Olga Galuzina, in Krestovozdvizhensk,
Rmprs that Prtuliev had been seen m the neighborhood had
brought ber to Pazhinsk. The rumors had proved false and she
had found herself stranded in the little town, where she had
later got work

In the mesnwhile, misfortune had avertaken her friends.
Veretennihd had been rmded i reprisal for withholding food
supphes. It was said that Vasia’s house had been burned down
and that a member of his family had perished And at Krest-

dvizhensk, Pelagia’s broth law, Vlas Galuzin, had
etther been put in jail or been shot, and her nephew had van-
ished without 2 trace Her sister had starved far some time but
wis now wotking for her keep m the village of Zvonarskaia as 3
servant i a fanmly of peasants who were related to her.

It so happened that Tiagunova had a job as assistant at the

Pazhunsk pharmacy, whose stock the doctor was zbout to req-
wnbon All the ph ists depend including herself,
were faced with ruin by this measure But the doctor was power-

k;:s ‘2:: call st off Tiagunova was present at the taking over of the
stoc]

The doctors cart pulled up at the back of the sho

cases, and bottles pached inwavkmvme were L:)rriedPouia o
p The emplogees watched the operation dejectedly, and their
echings seemed to infect the pharmacist’s thin, mangy mare
warthing sadly from her stable The rainy day was drwing Yo
its close. The sky cleared a httle Hemmed 10 by the cloudsglh

seing sun peered ont and splashed the yard with dark brc .
Ty, casting & sunster glow on the puddles of houid marx:’l‘x]rz‘:2
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to drive Kolchak from western Siberia; at other times, when the
Whites struck from the rear, threatening to encircle the parti-
sans, the same eastward marches turned into retreats. For a long
time the doctor could not understand these subtletics.

The partisans moved parallel to the highway and occasionally
they made use of it. The villages and small towns along it were
Red or White according to the fortunes of war. It was diffeult
to tell from their outward appearance in whosc power they were
at any particular moment.

While the peasant army was passing through the villages o
small towns, everything else in them sank into insignificance.
The houses on both sides of the road seemed to shrink into the
ground, and the riders, horses, guns, and big josthng riflemen
splashing through the mud loomed higher than the houses.

One day, in one such small town, the doctor was ordered to
take over a stock of British medical supples abandoned by the
White officers’ unit under General Kappel and now scized by
the partisans,

It was a bleak, rainy afternoon with only two colors: whereser
the hght fell it was white, everywhere clse it was black; and the
doctor’s mood was of the same bleak simplification unsoftencd
by transitions and half-tones.

The road, completely destroyed by the frequent movements
of troops, was nothing but a river of black mud. It could be
forded in only a few places, which could be reached by hugging
the houses for hundreds of yards. It was in these circum-
stances, at Pazhinsk, that the doctor met Pelagia Tingunova, who
had been his fellow passenger in the tran from Moscow.

She recognized him first. It took him some moments to remem-
ber the woman who kept looking at him from across the street,
as from the opposite bank of a canal, with an expression suggest-
ing a readiness to greet him 1f he knew her or to remain anony-
mous if he did not.

Finally he did remember her, and, together with the pidur_c
of the overcrowded freight car, the labor consenipts and their
guards, and the woman with a braid over her shoulder, .lhcxc
flashed into his mind an image of his family Sharp details of
the journey crowded in on him, and the faces of his dear ones,
whom he missed desperately, rose vividly in his memory.

.~
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the edge of a forest. He threw himself down on l}me gmun.d
pext to the wnit’s telephonist. The farest was at their back, in
front of them ws a field, and across this open, nndefended space
the Whites wese attacking. .

The Whates were now close enough for the doctor ta see their
faces. They were boys, recent volunteers from the civilian popu-
Tation of the capitals, and older men mobilized from the reserve.
The toe was set by the youngsters, first-year students from the
wniversities and last-year students from gymnasiums

None of them were knawn to the doctor, yet half the faces
fooked famthiar. Some of them reminded him of former dlass
mates and he wondered if they wese their younger brothers;
others he felt he had noticed in a theater crowd ar in the street
i years gone by, Thews expressive, handsome faces seemed to
belong to people of his own kind.

Responding fo duty as they understood it, they displayed en-

ustasm. aud 3 seckless courage that was entirely out of place.
Ad i ded f jon and ling the parade

g n

ground smariness of the Ymperial Guards, they walked deflantly
upright, nerther runrung nor throwing themselves to the ground,
ignoring the srregulanties of the terrain behind which they
mgit easlly have taken cover. The bullets of the partisans
mowed them down

In the middle of the wide, bare field there was a dead tree,
?b‘it!bd by lightning or charred by fire, ar scorched and snbn-

woer wru & sulkr gim, th th 3 i
b s u T aum, they, casting the thought aside,
The partssans bad 2 bmited supply of
pply of cartridges and were
\:;r;c:ls ordess to fre only at short range and at clearly wvisible
Yuni Andrefevich had no rifle, he I
A y on the grass watchj
ﬁ;v course at the engagement, Al} hug n/mpathie;g?ver:mm?uzg%
S“K!eh of these heroically dying chuldren. With all his heart he
H\s :l: \h;:mls.uccess. They belonged to families who were proba-
’ 'l)l'ues.“ © Mm in spirlt, in education, 1n mopal discipline and

1t ocowmted to him to run out into the Seld and give himsel
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The wind did not stir them; the muddy slops were too heavy.
But the rain water on the road rippled and glistened with cin-
nabar reflections.

The troops moved on a]ong the strect, walking or riding
around the deeper pools. The requisitioned supplies were fourd
to contain a whole jar of cocaine, to which the partisan chief
had recently become addicted.

3

The doctor was up to his neck in work. In winter there was
typhus and in summer dysentery, and on top of all that there
were the wounded, whose numbers kept increasing now that
the fighting was renewed.

In spite of setbacks and frequent retreats, the ranks of the
partisans were continually swollen by new insurgents from
the settlements through which the peasant hordes passed and
by deserters from the enemy. In the eighteen months the doctor
had spent with the partisans, therr army had increased tenfold,
actually reaching the number of which Liberius Averkievich had
boasted at the underground meeting at Krestovozdvizhensk.

Yurii Andreicvich had scveral newly appointed medics ﬂ.ﬂd
two chief assistants, both former prisoners of war—Kerenyi Lﬂ}?s-
a Hungarian Communist who had been a doctor in the Austrian
army, and the Croat, Angelar, who had had some medical
training. With the former, Yuni Andreievich spoke in German;
the latter more or less understood Russian,

4

According to the Red Cross International Convention, the army
medical personnel must not take part in the military operations
of the belligerents. But on onc oceasion the doctor was forert
to break this rule. He was in the ficld when an engagement
began and he had to share the fate of the combatants and shoot
in sclf-defense.

The front line, where he was caught by enemy fire, was at
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i jr main force was ont 3
The partisans were few, Pact of their main
march l:md others had engaged a larger enemy demc\\x?en;
some way off, Not to disclose theis weakness, they refraine
from pursuing the retreating Whites . .
Anrehr 1o%ned the doctor in the clearing with two medics
wry?ng stretchers, Telling him 1o sttend to the wounded, 'the
doctor bent over the telephonist in the vague hope that he‘n:llgg}t
AL v R « 2 ! N is

‘The
wower wun 1L UL, AL contaied a sheet of paper, wom and
rotted at the folds, sewn into a piece of cloth. R

Wnitten on the paper, which almost fell apart in the doctor’s
fingers when he unfolded it, were excespts from the Ninety-first
Psalm with such changes in the wording 25 often creep into
popular prayers through much repetition, making them deviate
increasingly from the original, The Church Slavonic text was
transhterated mto Russian script.

The words of e psalm, “Tie that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most High,” had become the title, “Dwell High” The
verse “Thou shalt not be afraid far the terror by night nor for the
airow that Aleth by day” was changed into the exhortation: “Do
20t be afrard of the arrows of flying war.” Where the psalm says:
“He hath known my name,” the paper smd- “He postpones my
mame,” and “f wall be with hum in trouble: I will deliver him™
was garbled into *1 will relieve hum from darkness.”

The text was bebieved to be miraculous and a protection
agatnst bullets It had been worn as a tabisman by solduers io
the last ympertalist war, Decades fater prisoners were to sew it
wnto their clothes and mutter its words 1 jail when they were
s d at mght for gati

Leaving the telephomst, Yuri Andreievich went out fato the
Et‘k% to the young White Guardsman whom he had kalled. Tha
boy's handsome face bore the marks of innocence and of all-
forgving suffenng “Why &id 1 k! hime” thought the doctor,

He wnhid the boy's caat and opened 1, Some carefu] hand—
Probably Ws mothers—had embroidered is name and sur.
pame, Seriozha, Mantsevich, 1 carefully traced cursive etters
o the Lining. From the opeting of Seriotha’s shirt there slipped
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up, thus obtaining his release. But that was dangerous, too
dangerous, While he was running with his arms raised above
his head he could be shot down from both sides, struck in the
breast and in the back—by the partisans in punishment for bis
betrayal and by the Whites in misunderstanding of his motives.
He knew this kind of situation, he had been in it before, he had
considered all the possibilities of such escape plans and had
rejected them as unfeasible. So resigning himself to his divided
feclings, he lay on his belly on the grass, his face toward the
clearing, and watched, unarmed, the course of the battle.

But to look on inactively while the mortal struggle raged all
around was impossible, it was beyond human strength. It was
not a question of loyalty to the side that held him captive or of
defending his own life, but of submitting to the order of events, to
the laws governing what went on around him. To remain 20
outsider was against the rules. You had to do what everyone was
doing. A battle was going on. He and his comrades were being
shot at. He had to shoot back.

So when the telephonist at his side jerked convulsively and
then lay still, he crept over to him, took his cartridge bag and
rifle, and, going back to his place, empticd the gun, shot after
shot.

But as pity prevented him from aiming at the young med
whom he admired and with whom he sympathized, and simply
to shoot into the air would be too silly, he fired at the blasted
tree, choosing those moments when there was no onc between
his sights and his target. He followed his own technique.

Setting the sights and gradually improving his aim as he
pressed the trigger slowly and not all the way down, as if not in
fact intending to release the bullet, so that in the end the shot
went off of itsclf and as it were unexpectedly, he fired with the
precision of old habit at the dead wood of the lower branches,
lopping them off and scattering them around the tree.

But alasl—however carcfully he tried to avoid hitting anyonc,
every now and then a young attacker would move into his firing
linc at the crucial moment. Two of them he wounded, and one
who fell near the tree seemed to have Jost his life.

At last the White command, convinced of the futility of the
attack, ordered a retreat.
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The partisans were few. Part of their main force was on 2
march 20d others had engaged a larger enemy detachment
some way off, Not to disclose their weakness, they refrained
from pursuing the retreating, Whites,

Angdlar joined the doctor in the cleating with two medies
carrying stretchers, Telling him to attend to the wounded, the
dactor bent over the telephonist in the vague hope that he might
<tll be breathing sud could be revived, But when he undid his
shirt and felt Tus heast, he found that it had stopped.

An amulet hung by a sk cord from the dead max's neck. The
doctor tock it off It contained a sheet of puper, wom and
sotted at the folds, sewn into a piece of cloth.

Written on the paper, which almast fell apart in the doctor’s
fingers when he unfolded it, were excerpts from the Ninety-first
Pealm with such changes 1a the wording ss often creep into
popular prayers through muuch repetition, making them deviate
increasingly from the original. The Church Slavonic text was
traushterated 1nto Russian script.

The words of the psalm, “He that dwelleth in the secret place
:in%%ﬁﬁsiﬁh;;th:da?ecgn;e the title, “Dwell High” The
wrow that fheth b zh:" .':: ~'-a}—l—he‘ e ‘by “.ig‘\t o for d:‘\e
1ot be afrmd '
“He hath tme ' wmres s pUSLPOTIES MO
rame” and “1 will be with bim in ‘wouble- I wﬂlpdel}:ver him}','
Wl_;fa.rltﬂed into “L\vﬂl rehieve him from darkness.”

e text was believed to be mir i
:I%ﬂ;m !?ullets It had been worn asa:u ::E:m?:‘b; 3,'13‘,::: ‘:
i o e and s 6 b e

d at mght for et it words an Joll whea they were
Ge{;;a\:n&g.eﬁw te!:Phams\, Yuni Andrelevich went out into the
boys handsz‘mn:(’ \Vh‘l)tc Guardsman whom he bad killed. The

me face bore the marks of i 1
forgiving sulfermg . jonocence and of oll-
lgle ugdxd f;’:%o})rhy did Ll bim?” thought the docsor.

coat and. opened it Qaref
Probably s mother's—had eml’;midex‘edsome ol band—

name, Serozha Rantsevich, n carefull g oo
. y traced {
on the Lining From the openng, of Seriozha’s shixtmt“hse):: sgx‘?;g;
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out and hung suspended by a chain a cross, a locket, and some
other small flat gold case, rather like a snuffbor, dented as if a
nail had been driven into it. A paper fell out. The doctor un-
folded it and could not believe his eyes. It was the same Ninety-
first Psalm but this time printed in its full and original Slavenic
text.

At this moment Seriozha groaned and stirred. He was alive,
It appeared afterward that he had only been stunned as the re-
sult of a slight internal injury. The bullet had been stopped by
his mother’s amulet and this had saved him. But what was to be
done with this unconscious man now?

It was a time when savagery was at its height. Prisoncrs did
not reach headquarters alive and encmy wounded were knifed
in the field.

In the existing state of the partisan force, with its high turn-
over of deserters to and from the enemy, it was possible, if the
strictest secrecy were kept, to pass Rantsevich off as a recently
enlisted ally.

Yurii Andreievich took off the outer clothing of the dead
telephonist and, with the help of Angelar, in whom he confided,
exchanged it for that of the boy.

He and Angelar nursed Seriozha back to health, When he was
well they released him, although he did not conceal from them
that he meant to go back to Kolchak’s army and continue fight-
ing the Reds.

5

In the autumn the partisans took up quarters in Fot's Thicket,
a small wood on a stecp hill with a swift stream foaming around
three sides of it and biting into the shores.

The Whites had wintered in it the year before and had dug
themselves in with the help of the neighboring villagers, but
they had left in the spring without destroying their fortifica-
tions. Now their dugouts and communication trenches were used
by the partisans. )

The doctor shared a dugout with Liberius Mikulitsyn, who
had kept him awake by chattering for two nights running.
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“I wonder what my esteemed parent, my sespected Papa, is

iing 2t this moment.” .
ao%i;thow I hate this buffoonery,” the dactor :haught, with &
sigh. "And yet he's the living image of his father. ) .

“Judging from our previous talks, you got to kmow him quite
well. You seem to have formed & not unfavorable opinion of him.
What can you say on the subject, my deat si?”

“Libenus Averkievich, tomorrow we have the pre-election
meeting And there is the trial of the medics who have been
brewing vodka coming up—~Lajos and 1 have sull got to go
throogh the evidence 1 have to see him tomorrow for that
purpase. And 1 haven’t slept for two nights. Can't we put this

conversation off? I'm dead tired.”
LA\7N | IPARSOSIIRE .

H why
., Tve
often smd to you, I am very bad at sorting cut the various
shades of sociafism, and I can't see much difference between
Bolsheviks and other socialists. Your father is one of those to
whom Russia owes 1ts recent disorders and disturbances He is
a revol y type, a revol y character. Like yourself,
be represents the principle of ferment in Russizo Lie”

“Is that meant as prase or blame®

"Onee agam, I beg you to put off this discussion to a more
Sonvemsent hune And 1 must eally draw your attention to your
exeessie conswmption of cocaive You have been willfully de-

pleting the stock of which I 2m 1 charge. You know perfectly
well that st 15 needed for other purposes, as well as that it s a
POIson And T am wasras-it F v

you

o ) You have ap atro-
- 4 opmes AL au Liulerdre yeasaut Wwoman o1 a
bOQrgec\s diehard, And yet you are a doctor, you are well read, [
\)e}l‘t:\dc you even wnte. How do you explain it?” ’
o m::x t. Apparently it can’t be halped. You should be sorry
"Why the mock modesty? If instead of using tha
¢ .
You too} the trouble to find cut what we dugin m;azlc::shc Son
waoulda't be 5o supereilions.” o you

“Heavens, Liberius Averkiewich, Yo not beiog supercilious, I
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have the utmost respect for your educational work, Ine read
the discussion notes you circulate. I know your ideas on the
moral improvement of the soldier, they’re quite excellent. Al
you say about what the soldier’s attitude should be te the peo-
ple’s army, to his fellows, to the weak, the helpless, to women,
and about honor and chastity—its almost the teaching of the
Dukhobors, All that kind of Tolstoyism I know by heart. My
own adolescence was full of those aspirations toward a better
life. How could I Jaugh at such things?

“But, first, the idca of social betterment as it is understood
since the October revolution doesn’t fll me with cnthusiam.
Second, it is so far from being put into practice, and the mere
talk about it has cost such a sea of blood, that I'm not sure that
the end justifies the means. And last—and this is the main thing
—when T hear people speak of reshaping Iife it makes me lose
my sclf-control and I fall into despair.

“Reshaping life! Pcople who can say that have never under-
stood a thing about life—they have never felt its breath, its heart-
beat—however much they have seen or done. They look onitasa
lump of raw material that needs to be processed by them, to be
cnnobled by their touch. But life is never a material, a substance
to be molded. If you want to know, life is the principle of s?".
renewal, it is constantly renewing and remaking and changing
and transfiguring itself, it is infinitely beyond your or my obtuse
theories about it.”

“And yet, you know, if you came to our meetings, if you ch'l
in touch with our splendid, our magnificent people, you wouldn'
feel half so low. You wouldn't suffer from this melancholis. .I
know what it comes from. You sce us being beaten and you _Cﬂ"'
sce a ray of hope ahead. But one should never panic, my friend.
1 could tell you much worse things—to do with me pcrsrmﬂ","-
not to be made public for the moment—and yet I don't Jose my
head. Our setbacks are purcly temporary, Kolchah is bound to
lose in the end. You mark my words, You'll sce, well win in the
long run, So cheer up!” i

“It's unspeakable,” thought the doctor. “How can anyone be
so dense, so childish! I spend my time dinning fnto him that our
ideas are diamctrically opposed, he has captured me by fnrl“‘n
he is keeping me against my will, and yct he Imagines that his
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tbacks ll me with dismay and that his hopes can cheer me
f:epl How can anyone be as blind as thif? For himththe fale‘ oé \hs
universe is less important than the victory of e Tevoiution.

Yuri Andreievich said nothing, merely shrugging his shoul-
ders and making no secret of his almost uncomm}hb\.e exaspera.
fion 2t Liberius's naiveté, Nor did this escape Liberius's nofxce.

“You are angxy, Jupiter, therefore you must be wrong, he
said.

“Do, for Gods sake, understand once and for all that none of
{his means anything to me. Jupiter’ and Never panic’ and ‘Any-
one who says A must say B' and “The Moor has done his work,
the Moor can go'~—none of these clichés, these vulgar common-
places, appeal to me T} say A but T won't say B—whatever you
do. 1! admit that you are Russia’s liberators, the shining lights,
that without you it would be lost, sunk i misery and ignerance,
and I still don’t gave a damn for any of you, 1 don't Itke you and
you can alf go to the devil.

“The pevple you worship go in for proverbs, but they've for-
gotten one proverb—You can lead a horse to water but you
fan't male it dripk~and they've got into the habit of hberating
aad of showering benefits on just those people who haven't asked
for them Y suppose you think 1 can’t imagine anything in the
world more pleasant thaw your camp and your company. | sup-
pose T hiave to bless you for keeping me a prsoner and thank
you for Uberating me from my wae, my son, my home, my wark,
:mm c;veqﬂu‘ng 1 hold dear and that makes life wosth living

o1 me!

“There 15 a rumor going around that some unkuown foroe—
not ﬂf:ssmn—-bax raided and sacked Varykino. Kamennodvorsky
doesalt deny it They say your people and mine managed to
#seape. Apparently some sort of mythical sliteyed wartiors in
padded coats and fur hats crossed the Ryava ia a temble frost,
and colmly shot every hving soul 1n the place and vanished as
:’?:ﬁz;;}y as they had come. Do you know anything abow #?

:!;'fmucme. Alt Bes Groundless rumors”

You are as kand and generous as you claim to be
cture on the moral improvement of the soldiers, lh:z’xh;::ky;:
£0. 71 go and took for my faridly~1 don't know where they are, I
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have the utmost respect for your educational work. I've read
the discussion notes you circulate. I know your ideas on the
moral improvement of the soldier, they're quite excellent. Al
you say about what the soldier's attitude should be to the peo-
ple’s army, to his fellows, to the weak, the helpless, to women,
and about honor and chastity—it’s almost the teaching of the
Dukhobors. All that kind of Tolstoyism I know by heart. My
own adolescence was full of those aspirations toward a better
life. How could I laugh at such things?

“But, first, the idea of social betterment as it is understood
since the October revolution doesnt fill me with enthusiasm.
Second, it is so far from being put into practice, and the mere
talk about it has cost such a sea of blood, that I'm not sure that
the end justifies the means. And last—and this is the main thing
—avhen I hear people speak of reshaping life it makes me lose
my self-control and I fall into despair.

“Reshaping life! People who can say that have never under-
stood a thing about life—they have never felt its breath, its heart-
beat—however much they have scen or done. They look on itasa
lump of raw material that needs to be processed by them, to be
ennobled by their touch. But life 1s never a material, a substance
to be molded If you want to know, life is the principle of st.‘”'
renewal, it is constantly renewing and remaking and changing
and transfiguring itself, 1t is infimtely beyond your or my obtuse
theories about it.”

“And yet, you know, if you came to our meetings, if you hept
in touch with our splendid, our magnificent people, you wouldnt
feel half so low. You wouldn't suffer from this melancholia. _I
know what it comes from. You sce us being beaten and you .mM
see a ray of hope ahead. But one should never panic, my friend.
I could tell you much worse things—to do with me p'crsnm")'.
not to be made public for the moment—and yet I don't fose my
head. Our setbacks are purely temporary, Kolchak is bound to
lose in the end. You mark my words, You'll see, weTl win in the
long run. So cheer up!” .

“It's unspeakable,” thought the doctor. “How can anyone be
so dense, so childish! 1 spend my time dinning into him that our
ideas are diametrically opposcd, he has captured me by {mr;.
he is hecping me against my will, and yet he imagines that his
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s friend, stralled along the edge of the crumbling earthworks,
clmbed into the watchtower, aud looked out of the shts n front
of the now empty machine-gun nests at the wooded distance
beyond the river.

The autumn had leady cleatly marked the frontiers be-
tween the comferous and the deciduous trees. Between the
goomy, bristling walls of almost black pines the lealy thickets
Shone Bame- and wine-colored Ike medieval towms with
pinted oud gold-roofed palaces buit of the timber cut down in
the thickness of the forest

The earth at the doctor’s feet, inside the trench and in the
ruts of the forest road, was hard with ground frost wnd heaped
with small dry wallow leaves, curled up in little scrolls. The
autumn smelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Creedily hie breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
tragtbitten apples, bitter dry twigs, sweetish damp earth, and
the blue Septs

ember mist that smoked like the fumes of a re-
cortlr avon t2 2 A

s * erman. They dis-
cussed their business,

“Ihete are three pomts. First, the court-martial of the vodka
brewers, second, the reorgamzation of the feld ambulance and
the pharmacy, and thud, my proposal for the treatment of men-
tal hlnesses. T don't know whether yau agree with mwe, wy dear
Lajos, but from what I observe we are going mad, and modemn
fox;m§ of fnsamty spread like an epidemic.

I¥s a very interesting question. Tl come to it in a moment.
f}iﬂ frst Td hke to mention something else. There s wnsest in
¢ camp. There 15 sympathy with the vodka brewers, More-
?\er. the men are wommed about their famikies who are fleeing
;::x; ﬁ::; Rﬁ:‘es. :’(\!s Gu knol!\v, thdere' s a convoy comung, with

' , and o e, an i
lei_used to leave the mn?pea lgn(-\l it c;nr::s)t'd the gl bave
'Tkh“!m‘;l :}\’e’\\ have to wait for them *

od all this on the eve of the elechon of 2 joi

f‘;r: tml unit and several others, so far inde;ex‘:‘;exc\:u;?n\:f e;
":'\M\ my canddate 1 Comrade Laberius, Byt some of t'he
T T T Vdoevichenko forward. e g sup-
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don’t even know whether they are alive or dead. And if you
won't do that, then shut up, for heaven’s sake, and leave me
alone, because I am not interested in anything else and I wos'
answer for myself if you go on. Anyway, the devil take it, havent
I the right to go to sleep?”

Yurii Andreievich lay down flat on his bunk, his face in his
pillow, doing his utmost not to listen to Liberius justifying him-
self and comforting him once more with the prospect of a final
victory over the Whites by the spring. The civil war would be
over, there would be peace, liberty, and prosperity, and no one
would dare to detain the doctor 2 moment longer. But until then
he must be patient. After all they had gone through, and al
the sacrifices they had made, and all that time they had been
waiting, a few months mattered little, and anyhow, where could
the doctor go at present? For his own good he must be prevented
from going anywhere alone.

“Just like a phonograph record, the devill” Yurii Andreievich
raged in silent indignation. “He can’t stop. Why fsn't he ashamed
of chewing on the same cud all these years? How can he go on
listening to the sound of his own voice, the wretched dope-
fiend? Day and night he goes on. God, how I hate him! As God
is my witness, I'll murder him someday!

“Tonia, my darling, my poor child! Where are you? Are yu'u
alive? Dear Lord, she was to have her baby long ago. How did
she get through the confinement? Have we got a son or a
daughter? My dear ones, what is happening to all of you? Tonia,
you are my everlasting reproach. Lara, I daren't speak your
name for fear of gasping out my life. O Godl Godl—And that
loathsome, unfechng brute is still talking! One day hell go too
far and Il kall him, Il Kill him.”

6

The Indian summer was over. It was a clear, golden autumn day.
At the western end of Fov’s Thicket the wooden turrct of a
blockhouse built by the Whites showed above the ground 'l fere
Yurii Andreievich had arranged to meet Dr. Lajos, to discuss
various service matters. He arrived on time and, waiting for
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His fnend, strolled along the edge of the crumbling sarthworks,
climbed into the watchtower, and looked out of the slits in front
of the now empty maching-gun nests 2t e wooded distance
beyond the river.

The autumn had already clearly marked the frontiers be-
tween the conif and the decid trees, B the
gloomy, bristling walls of almost black pines the lealy thickets
sope Bame- and wine-colored kke nedieval towns swith
pasted and gold-roofed palaces built of the timber cut down in
the thickness of the forest.

The earth at the doctor’s feet, inside the trench and in the
Tuts of the forest road, was hard with ground frost and heaped
with small dry willow leaves, curled up in lttle seralls. The
autumn smelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Greedily he breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
Fostbitten apples, butter dry twigs, sweetish damp earth, and
the blue September must that smoked ke the fumes of 2 ze~

PN

pontler amiien -

R ‘.erman. They dis-
Tussed thewr business,

“There are thrce points. First, the court-martial of the vodka
brewers; second, the of the field ambul and
the pharmacy, and third, my proposal for the treatment of mep-
taalinesses, 1 don't know whether you agree with me, my dear
Lajos, but from what { observe we ase going mad, and modern
forms of insamty spread like an epidemic,

I's a very interesting question. T11 come to it in 2 moment.
?hlg Brst Td like to mention something else There is unrest in
mvcrm:}?f‘m?f:z is“sym;:;nhgr \Vxﬁ !he( vodka brewers. More-

3 e worrted about their families w!
from the Whtes. As you know, theres a convayhcoo::\: e\e\:ir:lgx
wives, thildren, and old people, and many of the pam'szms‘ h
tefused to leave the camp wot) st comes™ e
“L h&mwl , \‘;'e'll have to wast for them ™
nd all this on the eve of the election of 2 joj
:;:‘r our unit and several others, so far ind:;}gﬁesfn;?mdﬂ

wk the only candidate is Comrade Liberius, But s o

young people are putting Vdovichenko ﬁm‘vurdA ﬁ:\e of the

is sup-
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ported by a group, alien to us in spirit, connected with the vodka
brewers—sons of shopkeepers and kulaks, deserters from Kol
chak. They are particularly restless.”

“What do you think will happen to the vodka brewers?

“I think they will be sentenced to be shot and be reprieved”

“Well, let’s get down to business. First, the ficld ambulince”

“All right. But I must tell you that I am not surprised at your
suggestion for preventive psychiatry. 1 believe in it myself. We
are faced with the rise and spread of a form of psychic illaess
that is typical of our time and is directly related to the contempo-
rary upheavals. We have a case of it in the camp—Pamphl
Palykh, a former private in the Tsarist army with a highly
developed class instinct and devoted to the revolution. The
cause of his trouble is precisely his anxiety for his family In the
event of his being killed and of their falling into the hands of the
Whites and being made to answer for him. It's a very comples
case. I believe his family is one of those who are coming in the
convoy. I don't know enough Russian to question him properly-
You could find out from Angelar or Kamennodvorsky. He
ought to be examined.”

“I know Palykh very well. At one time we often came eross
each other in the army sovict. Swarthy and cruel with 2 low
forehead. I can’t think what good you find in him. He was always
for extreme measures, harshness, execution. I've always found
him repellent. All right, I'll sce what I can do about it.”

7

It was a clear, sunny day; the weather had been still and dry for
a whole week.

The usual rumble of noise hung over the large camp, lke
the distant roar of the sea. There were footsteps, voices,
chopping wood, the ringing of anvils, the neighing of horsct(‘JS.
the barking of dogs, the crowing of cocks. Crowds of sunbumed,
smiling men with shining white teeth moved through the forest.
Those who knew the doctor nodded to him, others passed him
by without a greeting.

The men had refused to leave Fox's Thicket unf

axes

til their families



+He FQREST BROTHERHOOD 843

fad cxught up with them, but now the fugitives were expe(.:!ed
shortly and preparations for the move were being made. Things
were beng cleaned and mended, crates nailed down, casts
counted and checked over.

There was a large clearing in the middle of the wood where
meetings were often held, It was a sort of mound or barrow on
which the grass had been trodden down. A general meeting
had been called that day for an freportant annauacement.

Many of the trees in the forest had not yet tumed; in its
depths they were stil fresh and green. The afterncon sun was
setung behind the forest, piercing it with its rays, and the leaves,
lettmg them through, glowed green Like transparent bottle glass.

T an open space outside his tent Kamennodvorsky, the chief
Yaison officer, was burning, papers, discarded yubbish from Gen-
enal Kappel's records that had fallen into his hands, as well as
papers from his own partisan files. The fire with the setting sun
behund it was as transparent as the Jeaves; the Bames were in-

visble cod only the waves of shimmering heat showed that
something was burning,

Here and there the woods were brilliant with ripe berries—
bﬁg},‘ gaeento ALA2 120 R

of vibur
glasyy wuspaiiuy ds WE JLNES Ay
Jeaves suled s!ow‘l’y through the a{n o e e

Ever since hus chuldhood Yuni Andrerevich had been fond of
woods scen at evening against the setting sun. At such moments
he felt as »f he too were being pierced by shafts of Lght, It was
us though the gift of the lvng spint were streaming into his
breas.t, piercang his besng and coming, out at his shoulders Lke
;pm of wings The archetype that is formed in every child for
;{;’ and sekem S(;{ ever alter to be his inward face,

ity, awoke fa him in sts full primordial strength, an -
P:sﬂcd nature, the forest, the n‘;(erglu\v, and e%'t:ryﬁ:i\:‘gc:!?e
visible to be transfigured info a simiarly primordial and all
embracing, Likeness of 2 girl. Closing his eyes, “Lara he whi )
pered and thought, addressing the whole of his hie, o1l g -
¢arth, all the sunhe space spread out before him, ods

But everyday, curyent reality was st} there, R‘ussia was going

3

through the October revolution, and he Was a prisoner of th
e

his person-
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partisans. Absent-mindedly he went up to Kamennodvorsky's
bonfire,

“Burning your records? Not finished yet?”

“There’s enough of this stuff to bumn for days.”

The doctor kicked a heap of papers with his foot. It was the
White staff headquarters’ correspondence. It occurred to him
that he might come across some mention of Rantsevich, But al
he saw were boring, out-of-date communiqués in code. He
kicked another heap. It proved to be an equally dull collection
of minutes of partisan meetings. A paper on top of the pile said:
“Extra urgent. Re furloughs. Re-election of members of draft
board. Current business. In view of the fact that the charges
against the schoolmistress of the village Ignatodvortsy have not
been substantiated, the army soviet proposes . . .”

Kamennodvorsky took a piece of paper from his pocket and
handed it to the doctor.

“Here are your marching orders for the medical unit. The
convoy with the partisans’ families is quite near and the dis-
sensions inside the camp will be settled by this evening, so we¢
can expect to move any day now.”

The doctor glanced at the paper and groaned:

“But you're giving me less transportation than last time and
there are all those extra wounded. Those who can will have to
walk; there are only a few of these, What am I to do with the
stretcher cases? And the stores and the bedding and the equip-
ment?”

“Youll have to manage somehow. We must adjust oursclves
to circumstances. Now another thing. It's a request from all of
us. Will you have a look at a comrade of ours—tried, tested,
devoted to the cause and 2 splendid soldicr. Therc’s something
wrong with him.”

“Palykh? Lajos told me.”

“Yes. Go to sce him, Examine him.”

“He’s a mental casc?” i

“I suppose so. He says he sees will-o™the-wisps. Hallucinations,
evidently, Insomnia. Headaches.” . .

“All right, X might as well go and sce him now, since I'm freo
at the moment. When does the meeting begin?”

S .
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1 think they're coming now. But f;vhy bother? As you see, I'm
ing exther. They manage without ns”
mﬁrgk?:;gm goond syee Pamphil. Though 1 can hardly keep my
eyes open, 'm so sleepy. Liberius Aver]aevxfb likes to philoso-
phize at night, and be's worn me out with his talk. Where do T
Bind Pamphnl?” o

“You know the birch grove beyond the rubbish pit?”

*“Yes, L thiok I know it.” ,

*Yau'll find some commanders' teuts 10 a cleasing, We've put
oue of them 2t Pamphil’s disposal. Hes ot his family comung,
they're in the convoy. That's where youll nd him—in one of the
tents—he's got battalion commander status as & reward for revo-
Tutionary ment.”

8§

On his way to see Pamphil, the doctor was overcome with
fatigue. It was the cumulative effect of several sleepless nights,
He could go back to us dugout and he down, but he was afraid
of staying there, for at any moment Laberius might come in and
dsturb him. He stopped m a glade scattered with golden
leaves from the surrounding woods, They lay in a checkesboard
pattern, and so did the low rays of the sun falling on their
gollen carpet. This double, erisscross brightness made your
bead spin and sent you to sleep hike small prnt or 2 monotanous
murmur.

The doctor lay down on the silkily rustling leaves, bis head o
bis arm and his arm on a pillow of moss at the foot of a tree.
He dazed off ot once. The dazzle of ight and shadow that had
put him to sleep now covered hum with its patchwork so that his
body, swetched on the ground, was indistinguishable from
the kaldoscopic brilance of the rays and leaves, invisible as
i he had put on a magic cap.
ufnt c;o;m l‘ns very force of his desire and need for sleep

used lum. Direct causes operate only withsn
beyond them they produce thz? oppos : o, o,

ite effect. His wakeful con.
sousness, not Ending any rest, worked feverish!y of its fx:n
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momentum. Thoughts whirled and wheeled inside his head, his
mind was knocking like a faulty engine. This inner confusion
worried and exasperated him. “That swine Liberius,” he thought
indignantly. “As if there weren't enough things in the world to
drive people mad, he has to take a sane man and tum him
deliberately into a neurotic by keeping him a prisoner and boring
him with his friendship and chatter. Someday Il kill him”

Folding and unfolding like a scrap of colored stuff, a brown
speckled butterfly flew across the sunny side of the clearing. The
doctor watched it sleepily. Choosing a background with a colar
like its own, it settled on the brown speckled bark of a pine
and became indistinguishable from it, vanishing as completely
as Yurii Andreievich, hidden by the play of light and shadow,
had vanished.

His mind turned to its ac d round of thoughts—he had
touched on them indirectly in many medical works—concerning
will and purposefulness as superior forms of adaptation; mimicty
and protective coloring; the survival of the fittest; and the
hypothesis that the path of natural selection is the very path
leading to the formation and emergence of consciousness. And
what was subject? What was object? How was their identity to
be defined? In the doctor’s reflections, Darwin was next to
Schelling, the butterfly that had just flown by next to modem
painting and Impressionist art. He thought of creation, the crea-
ture, creativeness, the instincts of creation and simulation.

Once again he fell asleep but woke up a moment later. A
soft, muffied conversation near by had disturbed him. The few
words he overheard were enough to tell him that it concerned
some secrct and illicit plan, He had not been seen, the con-
spirators had no suspicion of his presence. The slightest mote-
ment that would betray it now might cost him his life. Yurii
Andrejevich remained quiet and lstencd.

Some of the voices he recognized. They were those O’f the
scum of the partisans, hangers-on such as Goshka, Sanka, Koshka,
and their usual follower Terentii Galuzin, young gﬂ"d'{“"
nothings who were at the bottom of cvery hind of outrage and
disorder. Zakhar Gorazdykh was also there, an even more Smk“jf
personality who was mixed up in the affair of the vodka l‘;ri}“'
ing but was not being prosecuted just now because he had de-
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. ; i Andrelevich
sounced the chief offenders, What surprised Yurif An Arcievi
s the presence of Swobluy, 2 partisan of the crack as“"‘c:
Compuny” who was one of the commander’s bodygu:g ; N
feeping with a traditon going ‘back to Stenka Nozin and Pug n
chew, this favorite, known to be in the confidence of the chief,
s nicknamed “The Hetman's Far.” And yet he too scemed to
be in the conspiracy.

The ploﬂfxg w?re negatiatng with delegates irou? the’ad-
vanced positions of the enemy. The delegates were mzu.dflzle,
50 softly did they speak to the traitors, and Yurii Andreievich
could only guess that they were speaking when an oecasional
silence seemed to interrupt the whispering

il Goraxdykh, the druskard, was doing most of the
talking, cursing every other moment in tus housse, wheezing
voice, He seemed to be the ringleader

“Now, you others, listen, The chief thing is, we've got to keep
it quiet. If anybody talks—you see this kmfeP~—IT rip his gnis.
Is that clear? Now you know as well as 1 do—we're stuck. There’s
no way out for us. We've got to eam our pardon, We've got to
work such a trick as nobady's seen before. They want him taken
alive. Now they say their boss Gulevey 15 coming” (They cor-
rected him—"Galiulli””—but he did not catch the name and
said “General Galesev.”) “That's our chance There won't be an-
other Vke 1t Here're their delegates, Theyll tell you all ahout
lv,“;\'he,)" say we've got to take him alive. Now you tell them, you
ctners,

Now the others, the delegates, began to speak. Yurii Andreje-
vich could not catch a word, but from the length of the pause
he judged that they explained the proposal in detall Then Goraz-
Sykh spoke again

“Hear that, boys? You see what a nice fellow he is Why should

“e pay for um? He isa’t even a man—he's a half-wit of some
sort, a monk or a hermut. You stop gonning, Terioshka, Tl give
¥ou something to grin about, you stupid ass. 1 waso’t talking

sbovt you I'm telling you—he's a hermit, that's what he s, Le%
l‘lim have Wus way and helt turn you all into monks—eunychs,
What does he te}) you? No cursing, na getting drunk, alf ihi‘
stufl abowt women. Jiow can yau live ke thatp Trmi’ ht wi ’lsl
50t nm down to the ford, 1N see that he comes, Thengwe{l ill
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momentum. Thoughts whirled and wheeled inside his head, his
mind was knocking like a faulty engine. This jnner confusion
worried and exasperated him. “That swine Liberius,” he thought
indignantly. “As if there weren't enough things in the world to
drive people mad, he has to take a sane man and tum him
deliberately into a neurotic by keeping him a prisoner and boring
him with his friendship and chatter. Someday Il kill him.”

Folding and unfolding like a scrap of colored stuff, a brown
speckled butterfly flew across the sunny side of the clearing. The
doctor watched it sleepily. Choosing a background with a colar
like jts own, it settled on the brown speckled bark of a pine
and b indistinguishable from it, vanishing as completely
as Yurii Andreievich, hidden by the play of light and shadow,
had vanished.

His mind tumned to its d round of thoughts—he had
touched on them indirectly in many medical works—concerning
will and purposefulness as superior forms of adaptation; mimicry
and protective coloring; the survival of the fittest; and the
hypothesis that the path of natural selection is the very path
leading to the formation and cmergence of consciousness. And
what was subject? What was object? How was their identity to
be defined? In the doctor’s reflections, Darwin was next o
Schelling, the butterfly that had just flown by next tomodem
painting and Impressionist art. He thought of creation, the crea-
ture, creativeness, the instincts of creation and simulation.

Once again he fell aslecp but woke up a moment later. A
soft, muffled conversation near by had disturbed him. The few
words he overheard were enough to tell him that it concerned
some secrct and illicit plan. He had not been seen, the com
spirators had no suspicion of his presence. The shghtest move:
ment that would betray it now might cost him his life. Yuril
Andreievich remained quict and listened.

Some of the voices he recogmzed. The
scum of the partisans, hangers-on such as Goshka, Sanka,
and their usual follower Terentii Galuzin, young go
nothings who were at the bottom of cvery kind of outrage and
disorder. Zakhar Gorazdykh was also there, an cven more sinistet
personality who was mixed up in the affair of the vodka brew-
ing but was not being prosecuted just now because he had de-

y were those of the
Koshr,
od-for-
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*It's for my dear guests,” explained Pamphil. “My wife afxd
chuldren, The tent is too low. And the rain comes through. I've
cut these dawn for joints to make 2 roof.”

*[ shouldn't count on their allowing you to have them i your
tent, Pampht! Who has ever heard of civilians, women an
children, being allowed to hve inside a camp? Theyll stay with
the wagons somewhere just outside, you'll be able to see }hem. as
much as you Lke w your spare tune, but I shouldnt thxf:k
they'd be allowed to live in your tent. But that isn't what I've
come sbout. They tell me you're getting thin, you tan't eat or
sleep Is that truc? 1 mast say you look all right. Though you
could dowith a hatreut.”

Pamphil was a huge man with black tousled hair and beard
and 2 bumpy forchead that looked double; a thickening of the
frontal hone, like & ring or a steel band pressed over his temples,
gave him a beetling, glowering lock,

When at the beginning of the revolution it had been feared
that, a5 1n 1905, the upheaval would be a short-lived episode
in the lustory of the educated upper classes and leave the
deeper layers of souety untouched, everything possible had
been done to spread revoluhonary propaganda among the peo-
ple toupset them, to stir them np and Jash them into fury.

In those early days, men ke Pamphil Palykh, who needed no

g to hate intell Is, officers, and gentry with a
savage hatred, were regarded b husiast

Teftawri; 1
g intel-
ectuals o3 a rare find and greatly valued Their inhumamty
seemed a marve) of cl their barbarism a model

of proletanan fremness and sevolutionary instinet. By such
qualities Pamphul had established his fame, and he was held in
great es'{c('m by partssan chuefs and Party leaders.

To Yuni Andretevich this gloomy and unsociable giant, soul-
Yess and ded, seemed sub , almost a d

‘2 ome into the tent,” said Pamphal

“No, wh? It i Y
e m‘“ W It's pleasanter out in the open Anyway, T couldn’t

“AU sight Hlave it your own way, After all, it § inki
hole, Wo can siton the trees ™ ¢ Tl it stinking

. 'ﬂm s1t down on the springy birch saplings,

and Pamphil
- “They say a tale is soon tlolhi
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fall on him together. It won't be hard. That's nothing. Whats
difficult is that they want him alive. Tie him up, they say, Well,
if it doesn’t work out that way I'll deal with him myself, IT
fnish him off with my own hands. Theyll send their pecple
along to help.”

He went on explaining the plan, but gradually they moved
away and the doctor ceased to hear them.

“That’s Liberius they're plotting to hand over to the Whtcs ot
to kill, the swine,” he thought with horror and indignation, for.
getting how often he had himself wished his tormentor dead.
How was it to be prevented? He decided to go back to Kamen
nodvorsky and tell him of the plot without mentioning any
names, and also to warn Liberius. .

But when he got back, Kamennodvorsky had gone; only his
assistant was kecping an eye on the smoldering fire to prevent
its spreading

The crime did not take place. It was forestalled. T.hc con-
spiracy, as it turned out, was known. That day the details were
disclosed and the plotter seized. Sivobluy had played the rnfe
of agent provocatcur. Yurii Andrejevich felt even more dis-
gusted.

9

It was learned that the partisans’ farmlies were now within ?\\‘0
days” journcy of the camp. The partisans were getting ready to
welcome them and soon afterwards to move on. Yurii Andreies
vich went to Pamplul Palykh, ) .

He found lum at the entrance to his tent, an ax in his han
In front of him was a tall heap of birch saplings. he had ;“"
them down but had not yet stripped them. Some had fal Ag
where they stood and, toppling with their whole “crglﬂh b
dug the sharp ends of their broken branches into (hcl \;YIS
ground. Others he had dragged from a short distance and pt :"
on top of the rest. Shuddering and swaying on their spnnt..(;‘
branches, these trees lay neither on the ground nor close !
gether. It seemed as though with outstretched arms they :;“'f"
fending off Pamphil, who had cut them down, and that th
tangled green foliage was barring his way to his tent.
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“Is that why you see will-d-the-wisps? 1 was told you keep
seeing things.” ,

’\\‘ga\, D%clur,l haven't told you everything Tve kept b:n_;k the
most important thing. Now, Tl tell you the w}'mle tmlh if you
want it, Il say 1t to your face, but you mustn't hold it against
me. .
“Tve done away with a Jot of your kind, there’s a ot of Oﬁ‘w?ts
Hlood on my hands, OFicers, bourgeois. And i's never worried
me. Spilled it bhe water. Names snd sumbers all gone out of my
head. But there’s one htdle fellow I can't get out of my yind. I
killed that youngster and I cau't forget it Why cad L have to kill
Tim? He made me laugh, and I Jalled him for a joke, for noth-
fng, fike a fool.

“During the February revolution that was, Under Kereosky.
We were baving 3 mutiny. We were near a mailway station.
Wed left the front. They sent a young, fellow, an agitator, to talk
us into gomng back. To fght on to victory, Well, that little cadet
came to talk us into being good. Just bke a chicken, he was.
‘Fight on to victory'~that was his slogan. He got up on a water
butt shouting that sfogan, the water butt was on the raflway plat-
form. He got up there, you see, 50 as to wake his call to batle
come from higher up, and suddenly the hd turned upside down
under fum and e fell nght 1 Right into the water, You can’t
think how funny he locked. Made me spht my sides laughing!
L wis holding a nfie. And 1 was laughmg my head off. Covldrt
stop. It was yust as i€ he was tickling me. And then, 1 afmed
eud fred and killed him on the spot. 1 can't think how it hap-
pened. Just as though somebody had pushed me.

“Wel, that's my will-o™the-wisp 1 see that station at night. At
the time it was furny, bt now Ym sorry”

“Was that ot Birmchn station near the sown of Meliuzeievo?
“Can't remember.”
:\\’cm you in the Zybushino rebellion?”
.s:m’l remember,”
v 3 ”
o ‘h;\d‘:\c::;?n\ wereyou at? Was it the western front? Were you
S, y .
mm::ft:\a‘cv\:h_ue ke that, It could have been in the west, T can’t
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But mine is a long story. I couldn’t tell it in three years. 1 dont
know where to begin.

“Well, T'll try. My wife and I, we were young, She looked
after the house. I worked in the ficlds. It wasn't a bad hfe. We
had children. They drafted me into the army. They sent me to
the war. Well, the war., What should I tell you about the war?
You've seen it, Comrade Doctor. Then the revolution. I saw the
light. The soldiers’ eyes were opened. Not the Fritzes, who are
Germans, were the enemiecs, but some of our own people.
“Soldiers of the world revolution, down your rifles, go home, get
the bourgeois!’ And so on. You know it all yourself, Comrade
Army Doctor. Well, to go on. Then came the civil war. [ Joined
the partisans. Now I'll have to leave out a lot or Tl never end.
After all that, what do I see now, at the present moment? That
parasite, he’s brought up the two Stavropolsky regiments from
the Russian front, and the first Orenburg Cossack as well. I'm
not a child am I? Don’t T understand? Haven't F served in the
army? We're in trouble, Doctor, it's all up with us. What he
wants to do, the swine, is to fall on us with all that scum. He
wants to surround us.

“But I've got a wife and children. If he comes out on top,
how will they get away? They're mnocent, of course, they have
nothing to do with it, but this won't stop him. Hel tie up my
wife with a rope and he'll torture her to death on my account,
my wife and my children, he'll break every bone in thelr bodies,
hell tear them apart. And you ask, whv don't I sleep. A man
could be made of iron, but a thing hke that is to make you Tose
your mind.”

“What an odd fellow you are, Pamphil T can't make you out.
For years you've heen away from them, you didnt even Rnow
where they were and you didn't worry. Now you're going ta se¢
them in a day or two, and instead of being happy about it you
act as though it were their funeral.”

“That was before, now it's different. He
White bastard Anyway, jt isn't me w c're tatking about. I'Hl soon
be dead. But T can’t take my little ones with me in!t.) the next
world, can 1? They'Hl stay and they'll fall into lxls dirty paws-
He'll squeeze the blood out of them, drop by drop.

s heating us, the
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ot was sutammally base, so that you could see into it a3
{hmugh an open g:ﬂye; here a splendid, §nli!ar_y, ms““‘g"!‘:‘t
sowan tree had alone kept its leaves. Growing on A mounet ¥ &)

tose abave the low, squelchy, hummocky marsh, it reached into
the sky holding up the Bat round shields of its hard‘ crimson
bersies agaiost the leaden, late-utumn sky. Small 'bu'.ds with
feathiers as bright as frosty dawns—hullfinches and tumhts-—.‘:_et'
ted on the 1owan tree and picked the largest berries, stretching
out their pecks and throwing back their heads to swallow them.

There seemed to be & lving intimacy between the birds snd
the tree, as 1 it bad watched them for 2 long time refusing to do
anything, but in the end had had pity on them and given in
20Q fed them like a qurse unbuttoning her blouse to give breast
10 2 bahy. "Well, alt right, all right,” it seemned to be saying with
# smile, "eat me, have your EIL”

The other place was even more remarkable. This was on 2
beyght that fell off steeply on one side. Looking down, you felt
that at the bottom of the escarpment there should be something
dilferent from what was on top—a stream or 2 hollow or a wild
field overgrown with seedy, uncut grass. But in fact it was a
repetition of the same thing, only at a giddy depth, as if the
forest bad sunply sunk to a lower fevel with all its trces, so that
the trectops were now underfaot. There must have been a land.
slide there at some time.

[t was a3 of the gum, pgantic forest, marching ot cloud level,
had stumbled, Yost its footing, and bustled down, all in one plece,
208 would have dropped right through the earth # i bad not,
by a wiracle, saved sself at the Jast moment—so that there 1t
was mow, safe and sound, rusthing below.

But what made the hugh place in the forest remaskable was
srmething else, Al along its edge 1t was locked in by granite
bautders standing on end, looking Jike the flat stones of pre-
Restorie dolmens, When Yurii Andretevich eame actoss this stony
platform for the Srst time, he was ready to swear that it was pot
et aavarl vngn, that it bore the mark of human hands It
might well by g heen the site of an ancient pagan shrine, where
!“;X;; :'zml sacrifices had once been offered by unkeown wor-

W was bere that the death sentence against eleven vingleaders



CHAPTER TWELVE

THE ROYWAN TREE

1

The convoy with the partisans’ families, complete with childrea
and belongings, had long been following the main partisin
force. After it, behind the wagons, came vast herds of cattle,
mainly cows—several thousand of them.

With the arrival of the womenfolk a new figure appeared in
the camp. This was Zlydarikha or Kubarikha, o soldier’s wife
who was a cattle healer, a veterinarian, and also, seeretly, 3
witch. She went about in a little pancake hat cocked on her
head and a pea-green Royal Scots Fusiliers overcoat, which
formed part of the British equipment supplied to the Supreme
Ruler, and she assured everyone that she had made them out
of a prisoner’s cap and uniform. She said that the Reds had
liberated her from the Kezhemsk jail where for some unknown
reason Kolchak had kept her,

The partisans had now moved to a new campground. They
were supposed to stay there only until the neighborhood had
been reconnoitered and suitable winter quarters found. But as
a result of unforescen developments they were to spend the
winter there.

This new camp was quite unlike the old one. The forest around
it was a dense, impenctrable taiga, On one side, away from the
camp and the highway, there was no end to it. In the early days,
while the tents were being pitched and Yurii Andrelevich 'hﬂd
more leisure, he had explored the forest in several directions
and found that one could easily get Jost in it. Two places had
struck him in the course of these excursfons and rematned 2
his memory.

One warsynt the edge of the taiga, just outside the camp. The
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ward fllowing the rest of the crovd toward the terrible stones.
Bowing “Pm{;edly to the ground hefore the guards and crying
toudly, be chasted, quite bestde bimseld:

“Fargve me, comrades, Y'm sory, ¥ won't do it again, please
Iet me off, Don't Kl me. I haven't lived yet. 1 want to Yive &
Ittle longer, I want to see my mother just once mote. Please
Jet me off, comrades, please forgive me. Tt do anythiog for yti\\-
1 kiss the ground under your feet. Oh, help, belp, Mother, I'm
done fort”

Someane else, hidden in the crowd, chanted:

“Good des, kind des! Ts this possible? In two wars
e fought together] We stood up and fought for the same things!
Let us off, comrades, have pity on us WeTl repay your kindness,
well be grateful to you all our Tives, we will prove it to you. Are
you deaf, or what? Why don't you answer? Ares’t you Chris-
tans?”

Others sereamed st Sivoblay:

“Judast Chyst-kallex! ¥E we are traitors, you are a traitor three
times over, you dog, may you be strangled. You killed your law-
ful Tsaz, to whom you took your oath, you swore loyalty to us
and you betrayed us. Ga ahead, luss your Forester, that devil,
before you betray him} You'lt betray hum tool”

Enen ot the edge of the grave Vdovichenko semained true
to hmself. Hus hend high, bis gray hair streaming in the wind,
be spoke ta Rzhamtsky as one fellow anarchist to another, in a
vaice Joud cnough to be heard by afl,

“Don't humble yourselfl Your protest will not reach them.
These new oprichnikl} these master executioners of the new
torture ehambess, will never und d youl But don't Jose
heast, History will tell the truth, Postersty vall piRory the Bour-
|x0ps of the commssarocracy together with their dirty deeds,
‘r‘; ‘dllt‘ as ‘rr‘!(;myr!s for our ideals at the dawn of the \vmld.

olution, n), ¥ it s
N nmrchy\‘g ive the revolution of the spint! Long live

A talley of taenty shots, discharged at some §
mand ewaght oaly by the nﬁcmen,gmcwed d;\;ﬂ:}i:\d;h&;c;n;
demned men, kitling most of them outright, The test were shot

¥ Oprichn(ki—security troops of fvan the Terdble,
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of the conspiracy and two male nurses condemned for brewing
vodka was executed one cold, sullen mormning.

Twenty of the most loyal partisans, including a core of the
commander’s bodyguard, brought the condemned men to the
spot. Then the escort closed around them in a semicirele, rife
in hand, and advancing at a quick, jostling pace drove them to
the edge of the platform, where there was no way out except
over the precipice.

As a result of questioning, long imprisonment, and maltreat-
ment they had lost their human appearance. Black, hairy, ard
haggard, they were as terrible as ghosts.

They had been disarmed when they were arrested, and it had
not even occurred to anyone to scarch them again before the
execution. Such a search would have scemed superfluous and
vile, a cruel mockery of men so close to death.

But now, suddenly, Rzhanitsky, a friend of Vdovichenko,
who walked beside him and who, like him, was an old anarchist,
fired three shots at the guards, aiming at Sivobluy. Heé was an
excellent marksman but his hand shook in his excitement and
he missed. Once again, tactfulness and pity for their lorm.f-'
comrades kept the guards from falling on him or shoating him
down at once for his attempt. Rzhanitsky had three unspent
bullets left in his revolver, but maddened by his failure and per-
haps, in his agitation, forgetting that they were there, he flung
his Browning against the rocks. It went off a fourth time, wound-
ing one of the condemned men, Pachkolia, in the foot. .

Pachkolia cried out, clutched his foot, and fell, screaming with
pain. The two men nearest him, Pafnutkin and Gorazdy
raised him and dragged him by the arms, so that he should not
be trampled to death by his comrades, who no longer knew
what they were doing. Unable to put down his wounded foot,
Pachkolia hopped and limped toward the rocky ledge where the
doomed men were being driven, and he screamed without step-
ping. His inhuman shrieks were infectious, As though at a givea
signal, cveryone lost his self-control. An indescnbable seent
followed. The men swore Joudly, begged for mercy, Prﬂ)'L‘d an

rsed.
m’l"he young Galuzin, who still wore his ycllmv-bmldcd slc)hg’}
cap, removed it, fell on his knees, and, still kneeling, edged b2
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weze kept for more important needs. The last time the partisans
had mce:‘:ed camp tlxepwounded were carried thirty miles on
stretchers. i

The anly medicines he had left were quinine, Glauber’s salts,
and fodine, The fodine was in the form of crystals and had to be
dissolved In alcokol before it could be used for dressings or
operations. The destruction of the vodka still was now regretted,
and those of the brewers who had been acquitted at the trial as
Yess guilty than the rest were told to mend it or construct a new
one, The manufacture of alcohol was resumed for medical pur-
poses When this became known in the camp, people exchanged
meaningful glances and shook their heads. Drunkenness broke
out again, and contbuted to the general demoralization.,

The alcohol produced was almost 100 proof, At this streogth it
way suitable for dissolving erystals and also for preparing tine-
ture of quinine, which was used m the treatment of typhus
when it reappeared at the onset of the cold weather.

3

At this time the doctor went to see Pamphil and his family. His
wife and children had spent the whole of the past summer as
fugitihes on dusty roads under the open sky. They were thor-
oughly frightencd by the horrors they had gone through, and they
anticipated new ones Their endless wanderings had marked
them indelibly. Pamphil's wife, two daughters, and Lttle son had
hight hawr, faded to o flaxen color by the sun, and bristling eye-
brows, white against their tanned and weather-beaten faces,
But while the chuldren were too young to bear the marks of
therr evperiences, the mother's face had become lifeless. Strain
and fear had narrowed ber Iips to 2 thread and frozen her dry,

segular features ! i
m‘g’\:l Tes in 2 ngd exp of suffering and def,

Pamplul was devoted to all of them and Joved hi

ved his chi
m;h's’uamon. He surprsed the doctar by his ski]i in cnnc’i‘ff{en
rabbits, cocks, and bears for them, using 2 eomer of his fin c;y
sharpened ax blade, » facly

With the arrival of his family he had cheered p and begun
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down by another salve. The boy, Terioshka Galuzin, twitched
longest, but finally he too lay still,

2

The idea of moving to another place, farther east, for the winter
was not given up easily. Patrols were scnt out to suney the
country beyond the highway, along the Vytsk-Kezhemsk water-
shed. Liberius was often absent, leaving the doctor to himself.

But it was too late for the partisans to move and they had
nowhere to go to. This was the time of their worst setbacks.
Shortly before they were finally crushed, the Whites, resolving
to destroy the irregular forest units once and for all, had en-
circled them and were pressing them from every side. The
position would have been catastrophic for the partisans had the
radius of the encirclement been smaller. They were saved by its
size, for the approaching winter made the taiga impenetrable
and prevented the enemy from pulling his ring tighter. )

To move, however, had become impossible. They could, in-
deed, have broken through to new positions had any plan of-
fered specific military advantages. But no such definite plan had
been worked out. The men were at the end of their tether. Th.e
junior officers lost heart and with it their influence over their
subordinates. Senior commanders met nightly in council and
proposed conflicting solutions. The idea of shifting camp 'h"
finally to be abandoned in favor of fortifying the present positions
in the heart of the taiga. Their advantage was that the deep
snow made them inaccessible, particularly because the \\'.Mfl‘!
were ill supplied with skis. The immediate task was to dig in
and lay in large supplies.

Bisiurin, the camp quartermaster, reported an acute shortage
of flour and potatoes. Cattle, however, were plcnu’ful and be
foresaw that the staple food in winter would be milk and meat.

There was a shortage of winter clothing; many of the partisans
went about half dressed. All the dogs in the camp were st'm".ﬁ;“‘ g
and people with experience as furriers were sct to making dog-
skin jackets, to be worn fur side out. . s

The doctor was denied the use of transportation. The €2
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the fugjtives and to divert them to a i\ﬂage o the river Chi-
Lmia. The willage was called Dvory (“farms”) because _°f the
{armsteads that had grown up around its mill. There it was
proposed to settle the refugees for the winter and to send the
supplies that were allotted to them.

While these steps were being taken, however, events followed
their own course and the camp command could not always copé
with them.

The eremy hod closed the breach in bis positions and the
patisan unit that had broken through was row unable to get
back inta the taiga.

Also, the women refugees were getting out of hand. It was
easy to Jose one's way in \he taigs. The men sent out fo turn
back the refugees often missed them, and the women flooded
into the forest, chopping down trces, building roads and bridges,
end achieving prodigies of £l

Allthus was counter to the intentions of the parhsan command,
working havee with the plan made by Liberius,

5

That was why he was in such a temper as he stood talking to
the teapper, Swirid, near the highway, which came close to the
edge of the taiga at this point. Several of his officers stood on
the highway, argumg sbout whether to cut the telegraph Yine
that ran along the road. Liberius would have the fnal word,
but he was deep s conversation with the trapper and kept

tignalling 1o the others to wait for him
Svirid had been deeply shocked by the shooting of Vdaw-
chenko, whose only crime had been that his influence rivalled
that of Libenus and brought dissension into the camp, Svirid
wished he conld leave the partisans and go back to his old
frvate, independent Lfe. Rut this was ot of the question, Hé
had made his choice, and were he to Jeave his Farest B:Q{.‘)ers
nc“;“he \\n;\‘ﬂv.\ be cxecuted as a deserter,

& wrdlner was the worst {mapinable, A

;Zx:‘iv mr‘a!; tom, fow clouds as blik as ﬂymgb:org(' 'Z:?ii%%
would suddenly fall from them with g convulsive, insane
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to recover. But now the news had got about that the presence
of the families was considered bad for discipline, and they were
going to be sent, under proper escort, to winter quarters at some
distance from the camp, which would thus be relicved of its
burden of civilian refugees. There was more talk about this
plan than actual preparation, and the doctor thought it would
never be carried out, but Pamphil’s spirits fell and his halluci-
nations came back.

4

Before winter finally set in, the camp went through a period of
disturbances—anxieties, uncertainties, confused, threatening situ-
ations, and a number of weird incidents.

The Whites had completed the encirclement according to
plan. They were headed by Generals Vitsyn, Quadri, and Bas-
salygo, who were known far and wide for their harshness and
unyielding resolution, and whose names alone terrified the
refugees inside the camp as well as the peaceful population re-
maining in its native villages at the rear of the encircling tmop.&

As we have said, the enemy had no means of tightening his
grip, so the partisans had no reason to worry on this nccogn(:
on the other hand, it was imposstble for them to remain inactive.
They realized that passive acceptance of their phght woul.d
strengthen enemy morale, However safe they were insidc. fh(‘u'
trap, they had to attempt a sortie, even if only as a military
demonstration.

A strong force was set aside for this purposc and concen_lm!mz
against the western are of the circle. After several days har;,
fighting, the partisans defeated the Whites and brohe througl
to their rear.

This breach opened a way to the camp in the taiga
through it poured a stream of new refugees. Not all of these
were related to the partisans. Terrified by the punitive mc:xu.r‘;‘!
of the Whites, all the peasants of the surrounding countryside
had fled from their homes and now sought to join the partisant,
whom they regarded as their natural protectors. ad

But the camp, anxious to get rid of its own dependents, mt
vo place for newcomers and strangers. Men were sent to mee

and
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be—All aginst Kolchak?” or a civil war among the .\vqmen?:

“Cet on with it, Svirid. You see I'm wanted. Don't spin it out

“And now there’s that she-devil, Zlydarikha, God only Ynows
what she 35 She says: Put me down as a woman ventlator to
ook after the cattle . . 7

“Veterinary, you mean.”

'Iha!mat); say—a woman ventilator to cure cattle of wix.}t?.
But she’s not Jooking after cattle now, such a heretic, devﬂs,
reverend mother she has tumed out to be, she says cows
masses, and turns young, refugee wives from thew duty. You've
only yourselves to blame for your miserdes,” she says to them.
"That's what comes of hitching up your skirts and rupning after
the Red flag Don't do it again.””

“What refugees are you talking about—ours, from the camp,
or some ather kind?”

“The others, of course. The new ones, the strangers.”

“But they had orders to go to Dvory. How have they got here?”

“Dvory! That's a good one. Your Dvory's burned out, mill
wd all, nothing left of it but cinders. That's what they saw
when they came by—not a living thing, Half of them went crazy,
ytlied and howled and tumed strmght back to the Whates, and
the other half rumed this way*

“But how do they get through the taiga, through the swamps?”

“What are saws and axes for? Some of oux men, who were sent
to guard them, helped them a bit. Twenty miles of road they've
cut, they say, Brdges and all, the brutes! Talk about women!
Theye done things that would take us a moath of Sundaysl”

“That's a fine thing, twenty miles of yoad! And what are you
looking so pleased about, you fackass? That’s fust what the
):'blles want, o highway into the taiga! Now all they have to do

10 101l in their artillery!™

“Send a force to guard the road”

“Leando my own thinking, thank you,”

€
The days were getting shorter; it
3ys 4 3 1t was dark b
dusk Yuril Andreievich erossed the highway aty;hiv:e;a;)‘;:rc:
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haste. In a moment the broad expanse of the earth was covered
with a white blanket. The next minute, the white blanket was
consumed, melted completely, and the earth emerged as black
as coal under the black sky splashed with slanting streaks of
distant showers. The earth could not absorb any more water.
Then the clouds would part like windows, as though to air the
sky, which shimmered with a cold, glassy white brilliance. The
stagnant, unabsorbed water on the ground responded by opens
ing the windows of its pools and puddles, shimmering with the
same brilliance. The vapors skidded like smoke over the pine
woods; their resinous needles were as waterproof as oilcloth,
Raindrops were strung on the telegraph wires like beads ent
next to the other without ever falling.

Svirid was one of those who had been sent to mect the women
refugees. He wanted to tell his chief about the things he had
seen, about the confusion resulting from conflicting orders, none
of which could be carried out, and about the atrocities com
mitted by the weakest elements of the female hordes, the frst
to succumb to despair. Trudging on foot, loaded with mc.b’
bundles, and babics, young mothers who had lost their milk,
driven out of their minds by the horrors of the journcy,
abandoned their children, shook the corn out of their sacks onto
the ground, and tumned back. A quick death, they had decided, i
was preferable to a slow death by starvation. Better to fall into
the clutches of the enemy than to be torn to picces by some
beast in the forest.

Other women, the strongest, were models of courage and sclf-
control, unsurpassed by men. Svirid had many other things ©
tell his chief. He wanted to warn him of an impending new
rebellion, more dangerous than the one that had been put down,
but Liberius, by hurrying him, deprived him of the power of
speech. Liberius kept interrupting Svirid not only because his
friends were calling and waving to him from the highway, but
because during the past two weeks he had been given simils
warnings time and again, and by now he knew them by beart

=Give me time, Comrade Chicf. I am no good at finding
words. They stick in my throat, they choke me. What I say s
this, go to the refugee camp and tell those women to stop
their nonsense. Otherwise, I ask you, what is this suppostd to
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Fling them, yoll them to my natioe town,

To the far end of the street, the last house,

The lost house in the street, the last cindow, the room
Where she has shut herself in,

My beloved, my longed-for love.

Whisper to my grieving love, my bride,

Awerm, an ardent word.

1, ¢ aoldier, linguish fn captivity,

Homesick, 1 gm, poor soldier, kept in foreign parts.
T break from durance bitter,

Tl go to my red berry, to my lovely bride.”

7

Agabia Fotievna, Pamphil's wife, had brought her sick cow to
Kubarikha. The cow had been separated from the herd and
tethered to a tree by a rope tied to her homs. Her mistress sat
a3 tree stump by the cow’s forelegs and Kubarikha, on a milk-
ing stool, by her hind legs.

The rest of the countless herd was trammed into 2 ghade,
hemmed in all around by the dark forest of triangular frs, as tall
at hdls and tising {rom their spreading lower branches as if
they wete squatting on fat bottoms on the ground.

The cows were mostly black with white spots and belonged
to some Swiss breed popular in Siberia. They were exbausted,
90 less exhausted than their owners by privations, endless wan-
dering, and intolerable crowding. Rubbing fank to flank and
maddened by the fack of space, they forgot therr sex and reared
aod chmbed on top of one another, pulling up their beavy udders
with gn effort and roaring Lke bulls. The heifers who were
covered by them broke away from undemneath and rushed off
into the forest, tads in the ar and trampling shrubs and
branches Theit herdsmen—old men and children—ran shrieking
after them e

And as if they too were hemmed in by the i i
tiectops in the winter sky above the ghde,y the b!:g:‘t:\rfg cxl?h":f
clouds reared and piled and toppled as chaatically as the t‘m::

The knot of curious onlookers who stood at a distance one
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where Liberius had stood talking to Svirid a few days earlier. He
was on his way back to the camp. Near the clearing where the
mound and the rowan tree marked the camp boundary, he
heard the bold, challenging voice of Kubarikha, his “rival” as
he jokingly called the cattle healer. She was singing a gay
jingle and her voice had a raucous, boisterous sercech In it
Judging by the peals of approving laughter that kept inter-
rupting her, there was a crowd of men and women listening.
Then came silence. The people must have dispersed.

Thinking herself alone, Kubarikha sang a different song,
softly, as if to hersclf. Yurii Andrefevich, who was fously
making his way in the dusk along the footpath that skirted the
swamp in front of the rowan tree, stopped in his tracks. Ku-
barikha was singing an old Russian song, but he did not know it
Or she was improvising it?

An old Russian folk song is like water held back by a dam. It
looks as if it were still and were no longer flowing, but in its
depths it is ceaselessly rushing through the sluice gates and the
stillness of its surface is deceptive. By every possible means, by
repetitions and similes, the song slows down the gradual unfold-
ing of its theme. Then at some point it suddenly reveals itself
and astounds us. That is how the song’s sorrowing spirit comes t0
cxpression. The song is an insane attempt to stop time by means
of its words.

Kubarikha half sang and half rccited:

*“As g hare wos running about the wide world,
About the wide world, over the white snow,
He ran, the lop-cared hare, past a rowan tree,
Past a rowan tree, and complained to it.
Have I not, he said, a timorous heart,
A timorous heart, so faint and weak?
1 am frightened, he said, of the wild beast's tracks,
Wild beast's tracks, the wolf's hungry belly.
Pity me, O sowan bush! O fair rowan tree!
Do not give thy beauty to the wicked enemy,
The wicked enemy, the wicked raven.
Scatter thy red berries to the wind,
To the tind, over the wide world, over the white snow.
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Tl have a Toaf of bread and your husband”

The onlookers pyrst out laughing,

“Are you jokingp*

“Too fnuci. 353 Al right, 111 4o without the loat. Wel setto
T your hushangd,”

The laughter grew louder., .

“What's the Bame? Not your husbands, your cow’s

eauty,” .

“Half the herg 5 called that, A7 right. We'll start with God's

lessing *

She recited the spell for the coy, At first she yg indeed
concemed with ghe cow, byt i

Andreieviel, listened spellbound, just as, when be firgt arnved
beri

in Siberiy from Eumpe:m Russia, he had listened to the florid
chatter of he dnser, Bacchys

¢ Womap was snymg.
“Aunt Margesta, come and be our

ngworm, leave the herfers udder. Stand still, Begy,
do your gy, don't upset the Pail. Stand ey 25 2 hill, Jet gnj;
fun ang ), Terror, teryor,

¢ at war ik,
with Ba.mlygu‘s. Your men

Or take anothey cxample, look gyer there wher, I'm poing;
e loollng the WTong way, my dear, yge your e;:spgrth&ge.
of your head, Took where my fnger f pox‘nu'ng,. That's
3 9 y0u think gy, is? Yoy it's 1
that the wind fiag tangled together? o, a bird buﬂdmg i
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noyed the witch, and she measured them from top to toe witha
hostile look. But, vain as an artist, she felt that it was bencath
her dignity to admit that they embarrassed her. She preteaded
not to notice them. The doctor watched her from the back of
the crowd, where she could not see him,

This was the first time he took a good look at her. She were
her usual English cap and pea-green overcoat with its cumpled
collar, But the haughty and passionate expression that gave 3
youthful fire and darkness to this aging woman's eyes showed
plainly that she did not care in the least what she was wearing
or not wearing.

What astonished Yurii Andreievich was the change in Pam-
phil’s wife. He could scarcely recognize her. In the last fow days
she had aged temnbly. Her goggling eyes were almost ready to
pop out of their sockets and her neck was as thin and long s
a cart shaft. Such was the effect upon her of her secret f(‘.\r_&

“She doesn’t give any milk, my dear,” she was sn)“ing‘.[
thought she might be in calf, but then she would have had milk
by now and she still hasn't any.”

*“Why should she be in calf? You can sce the seab of nnlh.r-‘l!
on her udder. I'll give you some herb ointment to rub it with.
And of course I'll cast a spell on her ™

“My other trouble is my husband.” .

“I'll charm him back, so he won't stray. That's easy. Hc:ll stick
to you so you won't be able to get rid of him. What's your
third trouble?”

“It isn't that he strays. That would be nothing. The mis
fortune is that he clings to me and the children with all his
might, and that breaks his heart. I know what he thinks. e
thinks theyll separate the camps, that they will send us one
way and him another. And that we'l fall into the hands of Bas
salygo's men and he won't be there and we won't have .ﬂ{')““c
to stand up for us. And that theyl tosture s, they'll rejoiee l;
our torments. I know his thoughts. I'm afraid hel do away wit

imself.” .
h“‘I’ll think about it. 1Tl find a way to end your gn’cf. What's
your third trouble?” 1 oy

“I haven't a third one. That’s all there {s—my cow ant my

busband.”
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sfones 1ain upon him. Qt, as some bave seen, horsemen riding
through the S\; the horses’ hoofs hithng t!:e tops of the hn:}\\ses.
Or ay sorcerers prophesied of old, saying: “Tn ﬂ_“s wornan, AP';e
is vorn, in that one honey, in a third marten fur. And the knig! 1;
opened the shoulder of the woman, as if it were 2 casket, ant
ith his sword took out of her shonlder Blade a measure of vomn
o a squirrel or 2 honeycamb.” .

Qceasionally we experience a deep and strong feeling. Such a
feelng always includes an element of pity. The more we Tove,
the more the object of our love seems to us to be a victim. [n
the case of some men, compassion for a woman exceeds all
messure and transports her to an unreal, entirely imaginary
world, Such men ace jeslous of the very air she breathes, of the
laws of nature, of everything that happened in the world before
she was born.

Yuril Andrejevich was sufficiently well read to suspect that
Kubankha's last words repeated the opening passage of an
encient chronicle, either of Novgorod or Epatievo, but so dis-
torted by copyusts and the sorcerers and hards who had tans-
mitted them orally for centunies that its original meaning bad
been Jost Why, then, had he succumbed so completely to the
tytanny of the legend? Why did thus gibberish, this absurd talk,
fmpress him as if 1t were deseribing real events?

Lara’s Jeft shoulder had been cut open. Like a key turning in
the lock of a secret safe, the sword unlocked her shoulder blade
and the secrets she had kept in the depths of her soul came to
Lght. Unfamiliar towns, streets, rooms, countrysides unrolled
lt'kc # flm, whole reels of Blm, unfolding, discharging their con.

ents

How he foved hert How beautiful she was! In exactly the way
he hag always thought and dreamed and wanted! Yet what was
it that made her so fovely? Was 1t something that could be
famed and analyzed? No, a thousand times nof She was lovely
by siftus of the matchlessly simple and swift line that the
Crestor had, at o single stroke, drawn all around her, and i
s divine form she had been handed over, bke a chid tghle
“T:‘i;?‘ﬁl‘in‘nh sgc;\ after its bath, inta the keeping of his g:ou{

what had ha .
berian forest with u‘:fc:ﬁ;:fl“m pow, where wis ,h e? ‘Iu a Si-

P R
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Well, it isn't either. That thing is a real devil's work, a garland
the water spirit started weaving for her daughter. She heand
people coming by, that frightened her, so she left it half done,
but shell finish it one of these nights, you will sce,

“Or again, take your red banner. You think it's a flag, isn't that
what you think? Well, it isn’t a flag. It's the purple herchicf of the
death woman, she uses it for luring. And why for luring? She
waves it and she nods and winks and lures young men to come
and be killed, then she sends famine and plague. That's what it
is. And you went and believed her. You thought it was a fag
You thought it was: ‘Come to me, all ye poor and proletarians of
the world.

“You have to know everything these days, Agafia my gith
every single thing. What every bird is and every stone and
every herb, That bird, for example, that's a starling. And that
beast is a badger.

“Now, another thing, suppose you take a fancy to someone,
you just tell me. I'll make him pine for you, whoever he is—your
Forester, the one who is your chief, if you Iike, or Ko]dml' ar
Ivan Tsarevich—anyone You think I'm boasting? I am not. Now
look, Il tell you. When winter comes with blizzards and \\lnr‘l-
winds and snowspouts chasing each other in the fields, T will
stick a knife into such a pillar of snow, right up to the hilt, and
when I take it out of the snow, it will be red with blood. Have
you ever heard of such a thing? Well, there you arc! And you
thought I was boasting. Naw, how can it be, you tell me, that
blood should come out of a snowspout that is made only of \\?nd
and snow? That's just it, my dear, that whirlwind isn't just wind
and snow, it’s a werewolf, a changeling that's Tost its little !w'
witched child and is looking for it, it goes about the fields enying
and looking for it. That is what I struck with my hnife, t}ul‘ i{
why there is blood on it. Now, with that Lntfe 1 can cut away
the footprint of any man, and I can sew it with a silk lhrm.d l?
your skirt, and that man—whocver he is, Kolchak, or Smlm‘lm.
or any new Tsar they sct up—wi]l follow you step 'ly)' step “‘nl"';;
ever you go. And you thought I was telling lies! You thoug] ‘il'
was: ‘Come to me, all ye poor and proletarians of l'lxv \\(;f :'

“And many other things there are, such as stoncs mm(nglr:;w
Beaven, so that a man may go forth out of his house an¢
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sme treatment would be meted out to all the pmis‘:ms un-
d’l:s.s by a given date, they su‘bx;mi‘t,ted a‘nd gave e:r];sthm axms
to the representatives of General Vitsyn's asmy corps.

Yainﬁ?g sepestedly fram loss of blood, the dying man told
them in a faltering voice of the tortures and atrocities per-
petrated by Vitsyn’s investigatig and punitive squads.‘ His own
sentence of death had been allegedly commuted; instead of
hanging hiw, they had cut off his arm and leg in order to send
$m it the camp and sitke tesror among the partisans. They
$ad earrded hir as fac as the outposts of the camp, where they
fad put him down and ordered him ta crawl, urging him on by
shooting into the air.

He could barely move his lips. To make out his almost uz-
intelligble stammering, the crowd around him bent Jow. He
wis saying: "Be on your guard, comvades. He bas broken
through™

“Patrols have gone out in strepgth. There’s a big battle going
on. Well hold him,”

“Thesc’s a gap. He wants to surprise you. I know. . . . I can't
%9 on, men, § om spitting blood 11 die in 2 moment.™

“Rest a bit. Keep quiet~—Can't you see it's bad for him, you
beartless beasts!”

The man started again. “He went to work on me, the devil.
e said: You will bathe in your own blood until you telf me who
youere And bow was 1 to tell hum, a deserter is just what I am?
1 was running from him to you"

TYou keep saying he’ Who was it that got to wark on you?™

“Let me just get my breath. . . . VI tell you. Hetman, Beke-
shin. Colonel, Strese Vitsyn's men You dou’t know out here
what iy Sike. The whole town {s groaning, They beil people
alve, They cut strips owt of them. They take you by the scruff
of the neck and push you inside, you don't know where yoa e,
i{!l‘pﬂth black. You grope about—yox are in a cage, ingide a

!

ght car. There are more than § le in th 3
fa thesr wederclothes, From t o e g opey o

ime to me they open the d
and grab whoever comes firt-out e gocse.ympyau ;:a\:m:
chicken to cut its throat. I swear to God. Some they hang, some
they shoot, some they question. They beat you ta shreds, they
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fate he was to share. What an unbelievable, absurd predicamest!
Once again everything in his head and before his eyes became
confused, blurred. At that moment, instead of snowing as had
been expected, it began to drizzle. Like a huge banner stretch
ing across a city street, there hung before him in the air, frea
one side of the forest glade to the other, a blurred, greatly
magnified image of a single, astonishing, idolized head, The ap-
parition wept, and the rain, now more intense, kissed and wa-
tered it.

“Go along now,” said the witch to Agafia. *J have charmed
your cow, she will get well. Pray to the Mother of God, who it
the abode of light and the book of the living word.”

8

There was fighting on the western border of the taiga. But the
taiga was so immense that the battles were like border warfare
on the edges of a great kingdom, and the camp hidden In its
heart was so full of people that however many went away to
fight, there seemed always to be more people left.

The rumble of the distant battle hardly ever reached the
camp. Suddenly, several shots rang out in the forest. They fol-
lowed one another at very close intervals, and all at once turned
into a quick, ragged fusillade People started up and ran
quickly to their tents or wagons, and a gencral commotica
began. Everyone got ready for battle,

It proved to be a false alarm. But then a growin
streamed toward the plice where the shots had been fired.

They stood around a blecding stump of a man lying on the
ground. His right arm and left leg had been chopped off. 1t \‘ﬂl;
inconccivable how, with his remaining arm and leg, be )‘-"
crawled to the camp. The chopped-off ann and leg were \;ﬂ
in terrible bleeding chunks onto his back with a small wond m
board attached to them, a long inscription on it sald, with many
words of abuse, that the atrocity was in rcprim] for xim:‘ﬂ
atrocitles perpetrated by such and such a Red unit—a unit l‘nl
had no connection with the Forest Brotherhood. It also sald that

4 crowd
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stll, moved, and vanished. The sun was not the sun to which
the earth was used, it was a changeling, Tts erimson ball h}mg
n the forest and from it, stiffy and slowly asin a dream or in a
fairy tale, amber-yellow rays of light as thick as honey spread
and, catChing i the trees, roze to them in midair. .

Tovisible feet in felt boots, touching the ground softly with
padded soles, yet making the snow screech angrily at each step,
moved in all directions, while the hooded and furjacketed
torsos belongng to them saled separately through the upper
alr, bhe heavenly bodies.

Friends stopped and talked, their faces close together, flushed
as at the steam baths, with beards bristling hke iced loofahs,
Clouds of dense, clammy steam puffed out of thelr mouths, tos
Large for the clipped, frost-bitten words they accompanied.

Walling glong the footpath, the doctor ran into Liberfus.

“Heflo, stranger! Come to my dugont this evening. Spead the
mght. We'll have a good talk, There is news.”

“Is the courier back? Any news from Varykino?®

“Not 5 word about yous people or mine. This, however, leads
me {o the comforing conclusion that they must have got away
ia time, otherwise we wouldd be sure to have heard something,
Wel talk about it tomght UL expect you”

Going mto the dugout that eventng, the doctor repeated his
question. "What have you heard about our Families? Just tell
me that”

“You neser want 1o sce further than your nose. So far as I
\now, they are safe and sound But the pomnt s that the news
is £rstrate, Have some cold veal”

“No, tharks, Come on now, don't change the sulbrect™
A S

and veg ‘

veowms mare got i more muts and berrdes last
atumn when the wamen were there ta pich them. Well, as 1
was saying, our affurs aze m excellent shape, What I've al
veopherred &5 coming troe. The worst 1s over, Kolchaks forces
are xetreating all along the hne, It's a complete rout, Now &

Vo see? Whar did 1 always tell you? Do you rcmc’ {w ,
yruused to moan?™ mber bow

“When 8id 1 moaa®

e always
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put salt on the wounds, they pour bailing water on you. Whea
you vomit or relieve yourself they make you eat it. As for
children and women—O God!”

The unfortunate was at his last gasp. He cried out snd died
without finishing the sentence. Somchow they all knew it at
once and took off their caps and crossed themselves.

That night, the news of a far more terrible incident few
around the camp,

Pamphil had been in the crowd surrounding the dying min
He had seen him, heard his words, and read the threatening
inscription on the board.

His constant fear for his family in the event of his own desth
rose to a new climax. In his imagination he saw them handed
aver to slow torture, watched their faces distorted by pain, and
heard their groans and cries for help. In his desperate anguish—
to forestall their future sufferings and to end his own—he killed
them himsclf, felling his wife and three children with that
same, razor-sharp ax that he had used to carve tays for the two
small girls and the boy, who had been his favorite,

The astonishing thing was that he did not Kil himself {m-
mediately afterward. What could he be thinking of? What could
he Jook forward to? What intentions could he have, what plans?
It was a clear case of insanity, and nothing could save him now.

While Liberius, the doctor, and the members of the amy
soviet debated what to do with him, he roamed frecly about the
camp, his head hung low over his chest, his dirty-yellow eyrs
glowering unsceingly. An obtuse vagne grimace of inhumas,
unconquerable suffering never left his face.

No one was sorry for him. Everyone avoided him. Some
people said he should be lynched, but they were not heeded.

There was nothing in the world left for him to do. At dawn
he vanished from the camp, flecing from himself Lie o dog with
rabics.

2

High winter came with its severe frosts. Torn, seemingly dis-
connected sounds and shapes rose out of the Jey mist. st
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“And Yuriatin? What happened there? Who is hold_ing piigg
~Tha's another absurdity. It cau’t possibly be true
“iVhat’s Syt . .

'ﬂv:;' ;:y the Whites are still there, but that 53 sheer impos-
wibilty. 11t prove it to you, youll see for yourse!f. a
He put another stick in the holder and, getting out a tattere
map end folding it so that the district he was talking about was

on top, explained the position, pencil in hand. .
“Lock. All these are sectors where the Whites have been

thrown back—here, 1d here, and here, 2ll over this reglen. Do
you follow?”

ey,

“So they can't possibly be anywhese near Yuriatin, bemuge
if they were, with their communications cut, they couldn’t avoid
being captured. Even their commanders must realize this, how-
i1 intompetent they may be Why are you putting on your
coat? Whete are you foingt™

“ITl be back in 2 moment ‘There's a lot of smoke here, and I've
got a headache. I just go out for a breath of air.”

When he was outside, the dactor swept the snow off the
swooden block that served as o seat at the entrance to the dug-
out and 32t down, ks eibows on his knees and his head propped
on his fists.

The taga, the camp, bis eighteen months among the partisans,
sent right out of his head. He forgot all about them. Memories
of his dear ones Blled his mind and crowded out all else. He
e ta guess thels fate, andd images Tose before him, each more
fughtening than the bast.

Here fs Tonia walling thraugh s feld in a blizzasd with Sasha
w her arms She heeps wrapping him up én o blanket, her feet
sinking into the deep snow. She can barely drag along, using all
her strength, but the bhzzard koocks hier down, she stambles
1 fally and gets wp, too weak to stand on her fect, the wind
buffeting ber and O spaw tovering ber wp. Oh, but e is for-

getung She has two children with ker, and she w i
one. Both her hands are busy, e

Uke the Bagitives at Chili
who roke down and went mad with grief :Ed :tsrn;ln Chilmia
She h\s}xﬂh her hands full and there is n0 one near to el
ber Sasha't fatles bas vanished, na one Yoows where he is. H‘::
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“All the time. Especially when we were being pressed by
Vitsyn.”

The doctor recalled the autumn, the shooting of the rebel,
Pamphil’s kﬂh’ug of his wife and children, the whole senseless
murderous mess to which there seemed to be no end. White
and Red atrocities rivalled each other in savagery, outrage
breeding outrage. The smell of blood was in his nose and throat,
it choked him, it nauseated him, it mounted to his head, it
made his eyes swim, That wasn't moaning, that was something
entirely different, but how could he explain it to Liberius?

The dugout was lit by torches made of sticks stuck into a
metal holder. They gave off an aromatic smell of charcoal. Asa
stick burned down, the cinder dropped into a bowl of water
standing underneath, and Liberius lit a fresh one.

“See what I have to burn? There’s no more oil. And the wood
is too dry, it burns too quickly. Sure you won’t have some veal®
About the scurvy. What are you waiting for to call a staff meet:
ing and give us a lecture on scurvy and the means of dealing
with it?”

“Stop tormenting me, for God’s sake. What exactly do you
know about our people?”

“I've told you. There is nothing certain in the rcport. But
I didn't finish telling you what I've learned from the latest com-
muniqués. The civil war is over. Kolchak’s forces are sm:lSht"d-
The main part of the Red Army is in pursuit, it is driving !l"j‘
eastward, along the railway, into the sea. Another part of it if
hurrying over this way, and we arc joining forces to mop up the
considerable scattered numbers of Whites in the rear. The whole
of southern Russia is clear of the enemy. Well, why aren't you
glad? Isn’t that enough for you?”

“I am glad. But where are our families?”

“Not in Varykino, and that's a very lucky thing. Not that there
is any confirmation of that crazy business Kamennodvorsky told
you about—you remember that rumor last summer about mys-
terious strangers raiding Varykino? I always thought it was ﬂoﬂl
sense. But the village is deserted. So it looks as if somcth'mg'd“
happen after all, and it's a very good thing they got mxt' in m‘i“‘v
as they evidently did. That is what the few remaining ine
habitants think, according to my source.”
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“And Yiuriatin? What happened tere? $¥ho is hold.ing w
“That's another absardity. It cant possibly be true
s thatd” .

"\1\711?;‘5.:;‘ thc ‘Whites are still there, but that's,a sheer impos-
sibibty. 1T prove it to you, you'l see for yourse}f, ”

He put anather stick in the holder and, getting out 2 tatter
map and folding it so that the district he was talking about was
on tap, explained the position, penail in hand.

“Look Al fhese are sectoss where the Whites have been
thrown back—here, and here, and here, all over this region. Do
you follaw?”

i

“Sa they can't possibly be anywhere near Yuriatin, \,JGL‘&US.E
if they were, with their communications cut, they couldn’t avoid
being captured Lven their commanders must realize this, how-
ever incompetent they may be. Why are you putting oo your
coat? Where are you going?”

*Il be back {n a moment. There's a lot of smoke here, and I've
got a headache. I} just go out for a breath of air.”

When he was outside, the doctor swept the snow off the
wooden block that served as 2 seat at the entrance to the dog-
out and sat down, his etbows an his knees and his head propped
on his fists

The taiga, the camp, his exghteen months among the partisans,
swont right out of his head He forgot all about them. Memories
of bos dear ones §lled s mimd and crowded out all else. He
Hried to guess thew fate, aod images rose before him, each mare
fnghterung than the last,

Here (s Tonda walkang through a field in a blizzard with Sasha
 der orms: She heeps wrappog him up in a blanket, her foet
saling wnto the deep snow. She can barcly drag along, using all
bet strength, but the blizzard knocks her dowy, she stumbleg
22d falts and gets 1p, tov weak to stand on her feet, the wind
WoBeting her and the snow covering her up Oh, but he is for.
Eetting She has vwo children with her, and she nurses the hitte
one Both her hands are busy, ke the fugitives at Chulimka
who trake down and went mad with grief and styain,

She hay .'lx:l‘h her hands ull and there is no one near to hel,
ber. Saska's father hos vanished, 10 one Ynaws whers he i, H‘;

e~
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is away, he has always been away, all his life he has remained
apart from them. What kind of father is he? Is it possible for a
real father always to be away? And what about her own father?
Where is Alexander Alexandrovich? And Niusha? And the oth-
ers? Better not ask, better not think about it.

The doctor got up and turned to go back into the dugout. Sud-
denly his thoughts took a different direction and he changed his
mind about returning to Liberius.

Long ago he had cached 2 pair of skis, a bag of biscuits, and
other things he would need if a chance to make his escape
should ever come. He had buried them in the snow just outside
the camp, at the foot of a tall pine. To make doubly sure of
finding it he had marked the tree with a notch. Now he tumed
and walked along the footpath trodden between the snowdrifts
in the direction of his buried treasure. It was a clear night with
a full moon. He knew where the sentries were posted and at
first avoided them successfully. But when he came to the clear-
ing with the mound and rowan tree a sentry hailed him from a
distance, took a run on his skis, and standing straight up o7
them glided swiftly toward him.

“Halt or I shoot! Who are you? Password.” .

“What's come over you, man? Don't you know meP I'm the
camp doctor, Zhivago.”

“Sorry, Comrade Zhelvak. I didn’t recognize you, no offense
meant. All the same, Zhelvak or not, I'm not letting you g0 any
farther. Orders are orders.”

“As you wish. The password is ‘Red Siberia,” and the reply,
‘Down with the Interventionists.”” 5

“That's better. Go ahead. What are you chasing after at this
time of night? Anyone sick?”

“I was thirsty and I couldn't sleep. I thought I'd go out for 2
breath of air and eat some snow. Then I saw the rowan tree
with iced berries on it. I want to go and pick a few.”

“If that iso’t just like a gentleman’s notion! Who's ever by :
of picking berries in winter! Three years we've been beating t’IC
nonsense out of you others but you're still the snmc..A" rights
go and pick your berries, you lunatic. What do I care. ol

And as swiftly as he had come, the sentry took a run, ;;dm
straight up on his long skis, and whistled over the untr

card
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sow into the distance beyond the bare winter shrubs as thin
as thinning hair,

‘The footpath brought the doctor to the foot of the rowan tree,
whose name he had just spoken. It was half in snow, half in
frozen leaves and berries, and it held out two white branches to~
ward bim. He remembered Lara’s strong white arms and seized
the branches and pulled them to him. As if in answer, the tree
shook snow all over him. He muttered without realizing what
he was saying, and completely beside himself: *Tll find you, my
beauty, my love, my rowan tree, my own flesh and blood”

It was 2 clear night with a full moon. He made his way farther

fnto the taiga, to the marked tree, unearthed his things, and left
the camp.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

OFPOSITE THE HOUSE OF SCULPTURES

1

Merchant Street rambled crookedly downhill, overlooked by the
houses and churches of the upper part of Yuriatin,

At the comer there was the dark gray house with sculpturcs
The huge square stones of the lower part of its fagade were
covered with freshly posted sheets of government newspapens
and proclamations. Small groups of people stood on the side-
walk, reading in silence.

After the recent thaw it was dry and frosty. Now it was hght
at a time of day when only a few weeks before it had been dark.
The winter had just gone, and the emptiness it had left wus
filled by the light that lingered on into the evenings. The light
made one restless, 1t was like a call from afar that was disturbirg,
it put one on one’s guard.

The Whites had recently left the town, surrendering it to
the Reds. The bombardment, bloodshed, and wartime nmicm:s
had ceased. This too was disturbing, and put one on oncs
guard, like the going of the winter and the lengthening of the
spring days.

One of the proclamations pasted on the wall and still readable
by the light of the longer day announced:

“Workbooks are obtainable by those qualified at the cost of
so rubles each, at the Food Office, Yuriatin Sovict, 5 October
Street {formerly Governor Street), Room 137.

“Anyone without a workbook, or filling it in incorrectly, of
(still worse) fraudulently, will be prosecuted with the utmost
rigor of the wartime regulations. Detailed instructions for the
correct use of workbooks are printed in IN.LK. No. §6 (1013)

378
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for the curment year and are pasted at the Yurlatin Food
0fce, Room 137.”

Another proclamation stated that the town had ample food
supplies. These, it said, were merely being ho:uded.by the
bourgeoisie with the object of disorganizing distribution and
ereating chaos, It ended with the words: .
“Anyone found hoarding food will be shot on the spot.
A third 2nnouncement read:

“These who do not belong to the exploiting class are admitted

bership in Consumer Associatians. Details are abtainable
at the Food Office, Yursatin Soviet, § October Street (formerly
Gosemnor Street), Room 137

Farmes members of the military were warned:

“Anyone who fails to surrender his arms or who continues
carrying them without having the appropriate new permit wall
be prosecuted with the utmost severity of the law, New permits
ae obtainable at the Qffice of the Yuriatin Revolutionary-
Military Comemittee, 6 October Street, Room 63

to

2

The group in front of the building was joined by a wild-looking,
emactated mun, black with grome, with a bag flung over his
shoulder, and carrying, & stick. There was not yet any white in
tus long, shaggy haur, but his bristly, dark-blond beard was gray-
i, “Thils was Yun} Andresevich. His fur coat must have been
taken from e an e soad or peshaps he had bartered it
fot food, Itis thun, tattered, short-slecved caat, which did not
Xeep him warm, was the result of an exchange.

All he had left fn bis g was the remmant of a crust of bypnd
that somepne b - ~ . . .
toun, and

eaherbut ¢ tiacw wa a wivie hour to Ltv..sd e from

;\ém through which the raflway ran to this wn%er of Ml::ecl?::\;

dacd.;o great was Lis weakness and so much bad the last {eve

: “:!1 ‘t;: l};c journey exhausted him. He had often stopped, and he

b 1ely restrained an impulse to fall to his knees and kiss the
oocs of the town, which he had despabred of ever seeing
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again, and the sight of which filled him with happiness, Lke the
sight of a friend,

For almost half his journey on foot he had followed the rail-
way track. All of it was out of use, neglected and covered with
snow. He had passed train after train abandoned by the Whites,
they stood idle, stopped by the defeat of Kolchak, by lack of
fuel, and by snowdrifts, Immobilized and buried in the snow,
they stretched almost uninterruptedly for miles on end. Some
of them served as strongholds for armed bands of highwaymen
or as hideouts for escaping criminals or political fugitives—the
involuntary vagrants of those days—but most of them had be-
come mortuaries and mass graves for the victims of the cold and
of the typhus raging all along the line and mowing down whole
villages.

That period confirmed the ancient proverb, “Man is a wolf to
man.” Traveller turned off the road at the sight of traveller,
stranger meeting stranger killed for fear of being killed. There
were isolated cases of cannibalism. The laws of human civiliza-
tion were suspended. The jungle law was in force. Man dreamed
the prehistoric dreams of the cave dweller,

Every now and then Yurii Andreievich would see lonely
shadows stealing along the ditch or scurrying across the road
ahead of him He avoided them carefully whenever he could,
but many of them seemed familiar. He imagined that he had
seen them all at the partisan camp. In most cases he was mis-
taken, but once his eyes did not deccive him. The boy who
darted out of a snowdrift that concealed 2 train of wagom-llf:,
relieved himself, and darted back had indeed been a membet
of the Forest Brotherhood. It swas Terentii Galuzin, who was
believed to have been shot dead. In reality he had only been
wounded and had lost consciousness. When he came to he had
crawled away from the place of execution, hidden in the fO{CSK
until he recovered from his wounds, and was now making

his way home to Krestovozdvizhensk under an d name,
hiding in the buned trains and running at the sight of human
beings. ]

These scenes and incid had the strang of the tran

scendental, as if they were snatches tom from lives on Otl]u‘(;
planets that had somehow drifted to the earth. Only nature ha
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remained true to history and appeared in the guise it assurned
i moderm art. .

Now and then there was a quiet, pale gray, dark rose evening,
wth birches, Mack and fine as seript against the afterglow, and
Black streams faintly clouded over with gray ice fowing between
steep white baoks of snow blackened at the edges where the
runaing water had eroded them. Such, in an hour or two,
would be the evening in Yuriatin: frosty, gray, traasparent, and
48 soft as pussy willows.

The doctor meant to read the notices posted en the house
of sculptures, but his eyes kept wandering to the third-floor
wandows of the house across the street, These were the windows
of the roomy in which the furniture left by the previous cccupants
kad been stored. Now, although the frost had Blmed them ot the
edges, it was clear that the gliss was transparent; the white-
wash had evidently been removed. What did this mean? Had
the former occupants returned? Or had Lara moved out and
new tenants moved in, rearranging everything?

The untertanty was unbearable, The doctor crossed the street,
went in, and chmbed the front starcase he knew so well and
which was $o dear to hum. How often at the camp he had re-
called the opepwork pattern of the cast-ron steps down to the
Lt geroll In one place you could fook through into the lumber
foom in the basement where broken charrs and old pals and tin
tubs Yad been stacked. They were still there; nothing had
changed ‘The doctor was almost grateful to the staircase for its
byalty to the past.

Theze had been a doorbell once, but it had brolen and
stopped ringing even before the doctor had been captured hy
the partisans. fle was abaut ta knock shen he noticed that there
O A er
LI . .

. L v 2 Tey buues widnuckrinss W i q

inconceivable mn the old days. There \\ouk; h;::eu lli‘::v: ;&e:
dock, and if 1t had been out of order there were Jocksmiths # .
[‘\;\h it This trfling detadl was eloquent of the general de{m‘i’o:a&.
.rvn ui-mng:. which bad gone a great deal further in his

“The doctor was sure that Lara and Katenka were not at home,
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Perhaps they were not even in Yuriatin, and perhaps they were
not even alive. He was prepared for the worst. It was only in
order not to leave a stone unturned that he decided to look for
the key in the hollow between the bricks, where a rat had so
greatly frightened Katenka. He kicked at the wall, to make sure
of not putting his hand on one now. He had not the shghtest
hope of Bnding anything. The hollow was closed by a brick. He
removed it and felt inside. Oh, miracle! A key and a notel It was
a long note covering a large sheet of paper. He took it to the
window on the landing. Another miracle, even more unbelieva:
ble! The note was addressed to him! He read it quickly:

“Lord, what happiness] They say you are alive and have
turned up. Someone saw you near the town and rushed over to
tell me. I take it you'll go straight to Varykino, so I'm going
there with Katenka. But just in case, I'm leaving the key in the
usual place. Wait for me, don’t move. You'll see I am using the
front rooms now. The flat is rather empty, I've had to sell some
of the furniture. I've left a little food, boiled potatoes mostly.
Put the lid back on the saucepan with a weight on it, to heep
the rats out. I'm mad with joy.”

He read to the bottom of the page, and did not notice that the
letter continued on the back. He pressed it to his lips, folded it
and put it into his pocket with the key. Mixed with his immensc
joy, he felt a sharp, stabbing pain. Since Lara was going to Vary-
kino, and not even bothering to explain, it must be that l313
family were not there. He felt not only anxious because ok: this,
but unbearably aggrieved and sad about them Why hadn't she
said a single word of how and where they were?—as if they
didn’t exist at alll

But it was getting darker, and he had still many things to do
while it was Light. One of the most urgent was to read the tevts
of the decrees posted in the street. It was no trifling matter 12
those days to be ignorant of the regulations, it might cost you
your life. Without going into the flat or taking off his bag, he went
Jdown and crossed the street, to the wall thickly covered with
~arious announcements,
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Thert were newspaper asticles, texts of speeches at meE&mg&
and decrees. Yu:l‘i‘ /;’cndrcicviuh glanced at the headings, “Req-
uisitioning, assessment, and taxation of members of the proper-
tied classes ~ “Establishment of workers’ control” “Factory am.i
plant committees.” These were the regulations the new authori-
Yes Jad Issued on entering the town in place of those that had
been in force No doubt, Yurii Andreievich thought, they were
Intended as a reminder of the promising nature of the
new egime, in case it had been forgotten uoder the Whites,
But these monatonaus, endless repetitions made his head go
around, What period did they belong to® That of the 8rst up-
heaval, or of some later re-cstablishment of the regime after a
White sebellion® Had they been composed last year? The year
before® Only once in his bie had this uncompromising language
and smgle-mindedness filled him with enthusiasm. Was it pos-
sible that he must pay for that rash enthustasm all his bfe by
Bevee heating, yeas after year, anything but these unchanging,
sleill, erazy exclamations and demands, which became pro-
Fressively more smpractical, meamngless, and unfulfillable as
tme went by? Was st possible that because of one moment of
avergenerous response he had been enslaved forever?

¥is eves it on a fragment of  speech:

“The reports on the famine disclose the unbelievable inactivity
of the local organizations There are glaring abuses, there is
speculition on a gigintic seale, but what are our regional and
municipal factory commuttees doing? Only mass searches in the
sommmereia} distriets of Yunatin and Razvibe, only terror applied

fa oll its harshness, down to the shaoting of speculators on the
spot.can dehver us from famine *

“What an caviable bhindnesst” thought the doetor, “To be
able 1o talk of beead when ft has lang since vanished from the
face of the cantt Of propertied chsses and speenlators when

thev e tng since been abolished by earber dam-- e
' . P

’ =t + Uge e ey, i ¢
we vt Rte ey, 1o go on ras i
s peverooling, feversh ardor, S viog with

var 1n, year out, on nonex-
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istent, long-vanished subjects, and to know nothing, to see
nothing around them?”

The doctor’s head was spinning. He fainted and fell down un-
conscious on the sidewalk, When he came to and people helped
him to get up and offered to take him where he wished to go,
he thanked them and refused, saying he had only to cross the
street.

4

He went up again, and this time he unlocked the door of
Lara’s flat. It was still light on the landing, no darker than
before he had gone out. He was glad that the sun was not huy-
ing him.

The creaking of the door touched off a commotion inside.
The uninhabited flat greeted him with the clang and rattle of
falling tin pans. Rats, scuttling off the shelves, plopped onto the
floor and scattered. They must have bred here by the Lhousaufls.
The doctor felt sick and helpless to deal with this abomination
and decided to barricade himself for the night in one room w?lh
a closely fitting door, where he could stop the ratholes with
broken glass.

He turned left to the part of the flat that he did not know,
crossed a dark passage, and came into a light room with twe
windows facing the street. Directly opposite the window w3
the gray building with the statues; groups of people stood with
their back to him, reading the announcements. .

The light in the room was of the same quality as outside, it
was the same new, fresh evening lght of early spring. This
seemed to make the raom a part of the street; the only differcnce
was that Lara’s bedroom, where he was standing, was colder
than the street,

His sudden weakness earlier that afternoon as he nppmacbcd
the town and walked through it an hour or two ago hn.d mﬂflc
Yurii Andrejevich think that he was ill, and had filled him \\'lEh
fears. Now, the sameness of the light in the house and lm
the street exhilarated him. Bathed in the snmc'chill?d air as ‘}:2
passers-by, he felt a kinship with them, an identity with U
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o0 of the town, with life in the world, This dispelled his fears.
e 20 donger thought he would be ill. The transpatency of the
spring evening, the all-penctrating ight were 2 good omen,
a promise of generous fulfillment of distant and farreachn?g
hopes. ARl would be well, he would achieve all be wanted in
Lfe, e would find and reunite and reconcile them all, he would
thirk everything out and Bnd all the right words, He waited
for the {oy of secing Lara as an immediate proof that all the rest
would follow.

A wild exel and an Mable restlessness sup-
planted His earticr fatigue. In reality this animation was an even
suser symptom of approaching ipess than his secent weakness.
Yurit Andrerevich could not sit stll. Once again he felt the urge
1o go out.

He wanted, before he settled down, to have a haircut and get
1id of his beard. He had looked for a barber earlier, on his way
through town. Tut some of the barbershops ke had koown be-
fore stood empty, others bad changed hands and were used for
other purposes, and those still in business wese loched. He had
0a tazar of his own, Saissors would have done the job, but
though he turned everything upside down on Lara’s dressing
tble, in tny haste he did not Bind any.

Now §t oceurred to hum that there had once been 2 tailor's
worshop in Spasshy Streets if 1t sull existed and he got to it

belore closing time, he might botrow o paic of scissors, He
walked out.

5

His memory had not failed him The workshop was sti

mlzx‘nx ctrance fsom the street and a w‘mgow rusnlﬁ‘:nmi;?’
Wity of the front The seamstiesses worked in full view (%f 1l .
passen by You could see right into the back of the room, *

1t was packed with sewing women. In addition to the sex
:::“:“ :);{:c‘ w ;‘rc ‘\m‘ba\;ly sgng local lidies who knew hm\ﬁ;‘;
13d abtaned jobs i arder to become e

s bt nttled to the
o lm\‘.dmgmm e dn the proclamabion on the wall of the
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It was easy to tell them from the professionals. The worke
shop made nothing but army clothes, padded trousers and
jackets and parti-colored fur coats, made of the skins of dogs of
different breeds, such as Yurii Andreievich had seen on the
partisans. This work, more suitable for furriers, was particululy
hard on the amateurs, whose fingers looked all thumbs as they
pushed the stifly folded hems through the sewing machines

Yurii Andreievich knocked on the window and made signs
that he wished to be let in. The women replied by signs that 1o
private orders were accepted. He persisted. The women mo-
tioned him to go away and leave them alone, they had urgeat
work to do. One of them made a puzzled face, held up her hand,
palm out, like a little boat, in a gesture of annoyance, and
questioned with her eyes what on earth he wanted. He snipped
two fingers like scissor blades. This was not understood. They
decided it was some impertinence, that he was mimicking
them and making fun of them. Standing out there, torn and
tattered and behaving so oddly, he looked like madman. The
girls giggled and waved him on. At last he thought of going
around the house, through the yard, and knocking on the back
door.

6

It was opened by a dark, elderly, stern woman in a dark dress
who might have been the head seamstress.

“What a pest you are. Can’t you leave us alone? Well, get o8
with 1t, what is it you want?” .

“I want scissors. Don't be so surprised. I'd like to borrow a paif
of scissors to cut my hair and my beard. I could do it here an
give them back to you at once, it wouldn't take a minute. I
be terribly grateful”

The woman looked astonished and mistrustful. She
doubted his sanity. .

“I've just arrived from a long journey. I wanted to get a'lm]r-
cut but there isn’t a single barbershop open. So 1 thought 1'd do
it myself, but I haven't any scissors. Would you kindly lend me

same?”

clearly
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A1 sight. T1 give you @ haiccut. But T svarn you. 1f you've
gt wmething else in mind—any trich such as changing your
appearance to disguise yourself for political r.eas(ms»—don’ t blame
u31f we repost you. We are not risking our lives for you

“For heaven’s sake! What an ideal”

She et hicn o and took him into a side room lttle bigger than
» thoset, nest moment he was sitting in a chair with a sheet
wrapped asound him and tucked under his chin as at the bar-
ber’s, The scamstress went out of the room and came back with
a pair of seissors, a comb, clippers, a steap, and a razor.

“Te done every kind of job in my Life,” she explained, noticing
her client’s astonishment, "At one time I was a hairdresser. Y
feasned hafreutting and shaving when 1 was a nurse 1n the other
war Now well snip off that beard and then well have a shave.”

“Could you cut my hair very short, please?”

I do my best. Why ate you pretending to be so ignorant,
an educated man Lke you? As if you didn't know that we now
count tume by the decade and not by the week, and today is the
seventeenth of the month and the barbers have their day off
on every date with a seven in it ™

“Henestly 1 dido’t know T've told you, I've just come from a
brig way off Why should T pretend anything?”

"Den't fidget or you'll get cut. So you've just arrived. How
& you come?”

“On wy fect”

“Vong the highway?

“Fartly that, partly along the railway track, I don’t Lnow how
runy tains The seen, oll buried w the snow. Lxury tradns,
special trainy, every kind of train you con think of.”

“Therte, fust s Lttle bit to smap off and it's finished. Family
bovness®

“Newens, no' I worked for a former union of exedit <o-opera.
s a3 their traveling tnspector. They sent me on an inspection
tat to estern Siberia and there 1 got stuck. No chanee of a
!‘:xh\\. 8 you know There was nothing for it but 1o walk. Six

o X £ .
.- 3 W ook me. § can't begin 1o tell you all ve seen on the

TR 't i
e were you, I woulda’t begin. 1 see Il hare ta teach you

507 tha Have a ook al yourself Grst. Here's o micros. Get
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your hand out from under the sheet and hold it. All sight?"

“T don't think it's quite short enough. Couldn’t you take of
a bit more?”

“It won't stay tidy if it’s any shorter. As I was saying, dont
start telling anything at all. It's better to keep your mouth
shut. Credit co-operatives, luxury trains, inspection tours—forget
all about such things. It isn’t the moment for them. You could
get into no end of trouble. Better pretend you are a doctor or 8
schoolteacher. There now-—beard cut off, now well shave it
clean, Just a spot of lather and you'll be ten years younger. I}
go and boil the kettle.”

“Whoever can she be? Yurii Andreievich wondered. He had 8
feeling he had some conncction with her—something he had
seen or heard, she reminded him of—but he could not
think who it was.

She came back with the hot water,

“Now we'll have a shave, As I was telling you, it's much better
not to say a werd. Speech is of silver, silence is gold. That has
always been true. And your special trains and credit co-opera
tives—better think of something else, say you are a doctor of 3
teacher. As for seeing sights, keep that to yourself, Whom are
you going to impress these days? Am I hurting you?®

“Alittle”

“It scrapes a bit, I know, it can’t be helped. Just a Mttle bit of
patience, my dear man. Your skin isn't used to the razor xm:i
your beard is very coarse. It won't take a minute. Yes. 'l'lw.rtrs
nothing people haven't scen. They've been through everythisg:
We've had our troubles, too. The things that went on under the
Whites! Murder, rape, abduction, man hunts. There was ?nc
Lttle lordling who took a dishke to an ensign. He sent soldiers
to ambush him in a wood outside the town, near Krapulsky's
house. They got him and disarmed him and took him under
guard to Razwilie. In those days Razvilic was the same as the re-
gional Cheka is nowadays—a place of execution. Why are )'0".
jerking your head like that? It scrapes, does it? T know, my
dear, I kmow. It can’t be helped. Your hair is just like bristles.
Therc’s just this one tough place. Well, the ensign’s ’wi.fc. “'-‘é
in hysterics. ‘Kolial Kolial What will become of my Kolial' O
she went, straight to the top, to General Galjullin. That's in 2
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mazner of speaking, of course, She couldn't get straight to him.
You bad to pull striogs. There was somebody in the mext
strect over there who knew bow to reach him, an exceptionally
kiad person, very sensitive, not Lke anyone else, always stood
vp for people. You capt think what went on all over the place,
Irachings, atrocities, dramas of jealousy. Just as in Spanish
sovels”

“That's Lara she’s talking about,” thought Yurii Andrefevich.
But he kept prudently silent and did ot ask for details. Her
sbsurd remark gbout the Spanish novels again oddly reminded
$im of something—precisely by its absurdity and imel
bt be still coulda’t think what it was.

“Now, of course, it's all quite different. Admittedly there’s
a2y amount of fav ions, informing, shooting, and so on.
Bt the flea is quite different. To begin with, it's a new
grvernment, it's only just come into power, it hasn't got into its
stride yet. And then, whatever you say, they are on the side of
the common people, that's their strength. In our family we are
our sisters, countmg myself, all working women. It's natural
that we 3hould be drawn to them. One sister died. Her husband
¥ 3 pobtical exde, worked as manager at one of the local
facteries Their san—my nephexw, that is—he's at the bead of the
peasant foroes—he's quite a celebnty.”

“50 that's who she 15,” Yurii Andreievich realized, “Liberins’s
suzt, Mikultsyn's suster-in-law, the one who is a local legend,
busber—scrmstress—signal woman—Jack of all tradest” Bat e
dt'..‘h.'cd to sav nothing so as pot to gire humself away.

N 'My nephew was ahways drawn to the people, ever since his
;:ﬂfhoﬂ!. He grew up among the workers at the factory., Per.
23 you've heard of the Vankino Factories? Now look at what
L\; doe, fonl that | am. Wal{ your chin is smooth and the other
b hi Is l;m'tl.\' That's what comes of talking. Why dida’t you
w ’:}; u.‘;’nzw the lather's dry and the water is cold. IT go and

When she came back, Yurit Andrefovich asked: *Van ki
Cat’s somewhore miles ont (o the countey, is;ili:;].’l';‘amhm'
h\c}m sale enough fn all these uyhca\-:-k." ’ * shouid

.\R\;}} ‘l: wasnt exactly safe. They had it worse than we did

™ Ty .
Y1 They had some sort of armed bands out there,
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your hand out from under the sheet and hold it. Al right”

“I don't think it’s quite short enough. Couldn’t you take of
a bit more?”

“It won't stay tidy if it's any shorter. As I was saying, dont
start telling anything at all. It's better to keep your mouth
shut. Credit co-operatives, luxury trains, inspection tours—forget
all about such things. It isn't the moment for them. You could
get into no end of trouble. Better pretend you are a doctor or 2
schoolteacher. There now—beard cut off, now well shawe it
clean. Just a spot of lather and you'll be ten years younger. IT
go and boil the kettle.”

“Whoever can she be?” Yurii Andreievich wondered. He hida
feeling he had some connection with her—something he had
seen or heard, someone she reminded him of—but he could not
think who it was.

She came back with the hot water.

“Now we'll have a shave. As I was telling you, it's much better
not to say a word. Speech is of silver, silence is gold. That s
always been true. And your special trains and eredit co-opera-
tives—better think of something else, say you are a doctor or a
teacher. As for sceing sights, keep that to yoursell. Whom are
you going to impress these days? Am I hurting you?”

“Alittle.”

“It scrapes a bit, T know, it can't be helped. Just a lttle bit of
patience, my dear man. Your skin isn't used to the razor :mfi
your beard is very coarsc. It won't take a minute. Yes. There
nothing people haven't scen. They've been through everything.
We've had our troubles, too. The things that went on under the
\Vhites! Murder, rape, abduction, man hunts. There was l'm‘
little lordling who took a dishke to an cosign. He sent soldiers
to ambush him in a wood outside the town, near Krapulsky's
house. They got lim and disarmed him and took him under
guard to Razvilie. In those days Razvilie was the same 2s the re-
gional Cheka is n day place of ion. Why arc you
jerking your head Iike that? It scrapes, does it? I lmo“:. my
dear, I know. It can’t be helped. Your hair is just like bristles.
There’s just this one tough place. Well, the ensign’s wi.fc'“ﬁ“
in hysterics. ‘Kolia! Kolial What will become of my Koh,nl of
she went, straight to the top, to General Galiullin. That's in &
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¢ of speaking, of caurse. She couldo't get straight to him.
gum bad to pull gw{ngs. There was somebody in th? newt
ctreet oner there who knew how o each him,‘ an ?E‘“Puoz“ug
Yiad person, very sensitive, ot like anyone else, always stoo
up fcf":;o;:le e\?m can't think what went on all over the place,
tynchings, atrocities, dramas of fealousy. Just as in Spanish
novels.”

“That's Lara shes talkung about,” thought Yurii Andreievich,
Bot he kept prudently silent and did not ask for details. Her
sbsurd remark about the Spavish novels again oddly reminded
Bim of something—precisely by its absaxdity and irrelevance—
but he still coulda’t thipk what it was.

“Now, of coutse, its all quite different. Admittedly there’s
ny ameunt of investigations, informing, shooting, and so on.
But the idea is quite different. To begin with, i's a new
government, 1t's only just come into power, it hasn't got into its
stride vet. And then, whatever you say, they ate an the side of
the common people, that's their strength. In our family we are
four sisters, counting myself, all working women. Its vatusal
that we should be drawn to them. One sister died. Her husband
was 2 political exle, worked as manager at one of the local
factories, Their son—my nephew, that is—he's at the head of the
peasaat forees—he's quite a oclebwity.”

“So that's who she 15, Yuril Andrelevich realized. “Libermy’s
sunt, Mikubtsyn's sister-in-law, the one who is a local legend,
barber—seamstress—signal woman—Jack of all tradest™ But he
ﬂc.cded % say aothing 50 as not to gn e lumself away.

My nephew was always drawn to the people, ever since his
chuldhood He grew up among the workers at the factory. Per.
’{JPS you've heard of the Varykine factones? Now look at what
¥ve done, fool that T am, Half your chus is smooth and the gther
Salf s bristty That's what comes of tallkwy, Why dida’t v
£top me? Now the Yather's dry and the water i colt{ byl i
m up go and

hen she came back, Yurii Andrejevi . ok

that's someshere mles out i the m;&;i::ﬁtg'n:\ u}},,hm'

h*:\t\bt“-fz: sate encugh in all these uphe:m; a  That should
el it wasa't evactly safe. They had it worse than we di

1 some ways, They had some sort of armed bands ot th:g,
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nobody quite knows what they were. They didn’t speak our
language. They went through the place, house by house, shot
everyone they found and went off again, without a by-your-
leave. The corpses just stayed in the snow. That was in the
winter, of course. Do stop jerking your head, I nearly cut you”

“You were saying your brother-in-law lived in Varykino. Was
he there when all this happened?”

“No. God is merciful. He and his wife got out in time—thats
his second wife. Where they are, nobody knows, but it's certain
that they escaped. There were some new people there as well,
strangers from Moscow. They left even earlier. The younger of
the two men, a doctor, the head of the family, he’s missing. That's
in a manner of speaking, of course; it was called ‘missing’ to
spare their feelings. Actually he must be dead—sure to have
been killed. They kept looking and looking for him, but he never
turned up. In the meantime the other one, the older of the two,
he was called back home. A professor he was, an agronomist
The government called him back, I was told. They all stopped
in Yuriatin on their way to Moscow, just before the Whites came
back. Now you're at it again, twisting and jerking. You really
make me cut your throat. You get your money's worth out of
your barber, my dear man.”

So they were in Moscow!

7

“In Moscow! In Moscow!” The words echoed in his heart at
every step of the cast-iron stairs, as he climbed them fnr' the
third time. The empty flat again met him with the hellish din .Of
scampering, flopping, racing rats. It was clear to Yurii Andreic-
vich that, however tired he was, he would never get to sleep
unless he could kecp this abomination away from him. The first
thing before setthng down for the night was to stop the ratholes.
Fortunately, there were fewer of them in the bedroom than i:{ the
rest of the flat, where the floor boards and skirtings were in 2
worse state. But he had to hurry. It was getting dark. It was
true that a lamp stood on the kitchen table—pethaps in c‘pcc:ﬂ;
tion of his coming it had been taken down from its bracke
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and half Elled with kerosene, and o mateh box with a few
matches In it had been left out. But it was better to save both
the matches and the kerosene. In the bedroom he found a small
il lamp, the rats had been at the o1} but 2 hittle was left.

Tn some places the skisting had come away from the floor. Tt
took him a little over an hour to pack the cracks with broken
gass. The door fitted well, and once it was closed the bedroom
should be ratproof,

There was a Dutch stove in a corner of the room, with a tiled
cornice not quite reaching the ceiling. In the kitchen there was
a stack of logs. Yurii Andreievich decded fo rob Lara of a
couple of armfuls and, gettng down on one knee, he gathered
them up and balanced them on his ekt sxm Carrying them into
the bedroom, he stacked them near the stove and had a look
inside ta see how it worked and 1n what condition it was. He
had meant to lock the door but the latch was broken, be wedged
# firmly with paper, then he laid the fire at his lelsure and T it

As he put in more logs, he noticed that the cross section of one
of them was marked with the letters “K.D.” He recognized
Ehmn with surpnise. In the old Krueges days when timber re-
footed by the factories was sold for fuel, the boles were stamped
before they were cut up into sections to show where they came
from "K D " stood for Kulabish Division in Varyking

The dscovery wpset Tm, These logs in Lards house must
mean that she was m touch with Samdeviatov and that he
provided for her as he had once supplied the doctor and bi
‘::;s:\;o\d mlhha\\ their needs. He had always found ‘;t iﬂl:s-

0 accept hus help Now hit 3
de;:ll was c:n‘;plimtcd ‘}\)y oﬂ;‘exh ;Se:hmn‘;smassmem & belog in bis
was hardly Likely that Samdevi
i:l;‘t‘r gnodm‘sls of heatt He \hwgh:’gzo;axl;?sjgml\f: lfr:: lq:cg
¢ wa .
The dey Kulbish logs c;ack\ed mer f
lif‘:’,","d' as thes m%ght, Yani Anﬁiffﬁ,s{‘i'f“f d it a

' Tt e e bul prlud ot g ich LA
leapt from subject to subject, and thes&sggcgl;::;?u}ti?‘;;n"?d
ily,
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flooding it again, submerged for a time his jealous fantasics

“So you are in Moscow, my dear ones?” It scemed to him now
that the seamstress had given him an assurance of their safe
arrival. “So you made all that long journey once again, and this
time without me. How did you manage on the way? Why was
Alexander Alexandrovich called back? Was it to return to his
chair at the Academy? How did yon find the house® How silly
of mel I don’t even know whether the house is still standing. Lord,
how hard and painful it all is! If only I could stop thinking §
can’t think straight. What's the matter with me, Tonia? I think
P'm ill. What will become of us? What will become of you, Tonia,
Tonia darling, Tonia? And Sashenka? And Alexander Alevan-
drovich? And myself? Why hast Thou cast me off? O Light ever-
lasting! Why are we always separated, my dear oncsP Why are
you always being swept away from me? But well be togcth(:r
again, we'll be reunited, won't we, darling? Il find you, even if
I have to walk all the way to get to you. We'll see each other,
we'll be together, we'll be all nght again, won’t we?

“Why doesn’t the earth swallow me up, why am I such 2
monster that I keep forgetting that Tonia was to have :\notlzcr
child, and that she has surely had it? This isn't the first time I've
forgotten it. How did she get through her confinement? To
think that they all stopped in Yuriatin on their way to Moscow!
It's true that Lara didnt know them, but here is a complete
stranger, a seamstress, a hairdresser who has heard all about them,
and Lara says notlung about them in her note. How could s'hc
be so careless, so indifferent? It's as strange as her saying nothing
about knowing Samdeviatov.”

Yurii Andreicvich now looked around the room with a new
discernment. All its furnishings belonged to the unknown tenants
who had long been absent and in hiding, There was nothing of
Lara's among them, and they could tell him nothing of hes
tastes. The photographs on the walls were of strangers. Tow-
ever that might be, he suddenly felt uncomfortable under the
eyes of all these men and women. The clumsy furniture breathed
hostility. He felt alien and unwanted in this bedroom.

YWhat a fool he had been to keep remembering this house
and missing it, what a fool to have come into this room not as in(l;
an ordinary room but as if into the heart of his longing for Lara
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e ide!
iy his way of feeling would seem to anyone outsis

gg illxngerent w::)s the way strong, practical, cmcmn:i h:n::i]i
some males, such as Samdeviatov, lived and spokc‘ and act
Aod why should Lara be ewpected to prefer his ;\ c:f(ki*negs
and the dark, obscure, unrealistic language of his love? Did she
need this confusion® Did she herself want to be what she was
1o him? .

And what was she to him, as he had just put it? Oh, that
question he could always answer. . J

A spring evening The air punctuated with scﬂ.{lﬂcd sounds.
The vorces of cluldren playing in the strects coming from vary-
ing distances as if to show that the whole evpanse is alive. And
s vast expanse is Russia, his incomparable mather; f(lmcd‘f‘:lr
and wide, d, stubb it crazy, p
2dored, Russia with her eternally splendid, and disastrous, and
unpredictable adventures. Oh, how sweet to be alivel How
g0od to be alive and to love life) Oh, the ever-present longing to
thark bfe, thank exsstence itself, to thank them as one being to
another bemg,

This was exactly what Lara was, You could not communicate
with life and existence, but she was their representative, their

P in her the inarticulate principle of exst became
sensione and capable of speech.

And all that he bad just reproached her with in & moment of
doubt was untrue, a thousand times untrue! Everything abaut
her was perfect, flawless.

Tears of admiration and repentance flled us eyes. Opening
the stove door, he poked the fire; he pushed the logs that were
ablaze aud bad tumed into pure heat to the back and brought
forward 1nto the draft those that were less incandescent. Leaving
the door open, he sat before the open flames, delighting in the
play of light and the wasmth on Ius face and hands. The warmth
nd Jight brought him completely to his senses. He missed Lara
tbeasably and he longed for somettung that could bring
Ean into touch with her at that very moment.

He drew her crumpled letter from hus pocket. It was folded
0 that the back of the page he had read earlier was outside
0l now he saw that the; .

2 Te was something wnitten op it, Smooth-
ingitaut, he read 1t by the dancing ﬁrelxghg!: e




390 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

flooding it again, submerged for a time his jealous fantasics

“So you are in Moscow, my dear ones?” It scemed to him now
that the seamstress had given him an assurance of their safe
arrival. “So you made all that long journey once again, and this
time without me. How did you manage on the way? Why was
Alexander Alexandrovich called back? Was it to return to his
chair at the Academy? How did you find the house? How silly
of me! I don’t even know whether the house is still standing, Lord,
hosw hard and painful it all is! If only I could stop thinking [
can’t think straight. What's the matter with me, Tonia? I think
I'm ill. What will become of us? What will become of you, Tonia,
Tonia darling, Tonia? And Sashenka? And Alexander Alewn-
drovich? And myself? Why hast Thou cast me offP O Light ever-
lasting! Why are we always separated, my dear ones? Why are
you always being swept away from me? But wel be together
again, we'll be reunited, won't we, darling? Il find you, cven if
I have to walk all the way to get to you. We'll sce each other,
we'll be together, we'll be all right agam, won't we?

“Why doesn’t the earth swallow me up, why am 1 such 2
monster that T keep forgetting that Tonia was to have nnotl'\cr
child, and that she has surely had it? This isn't the first time I'e
forgotten it. How did she get through her confinement? To
think that they all stopped in Yuratin on their way to Moscow]
It's true that Lara chdn’t know them, but here is a complete
stranger, a scamstress, a hairdresser who has heard all about them,
and Lara says nothing about them in her note. How could fhc
be so careless, so indifferent? It's as strange as her saying nothing
about knowing Samdeviatov.”

Yurii Andreievich now looked around the room with a new
discernment. All its furmshings belonged to the unknown !c.nanli
who had long been absent and in hiding. There was nothing of
Lara’s among them, and they could tell him nothing of her
tastes. The photographs on the walls were of strangers. How-
ever that might be, he suddenly felt uncomfortable under ﬂni‘
eyes of all these men and women. The clumsy furmture breathed
hostility. He felt alien and unwanted in this bedroom.

What a fool he had been to keep remembering this house
and missing it, what a fool to have come into this room not as in(f;
an ordinary room but as if into the heart of his Jonging for Lara
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him to a false notion of honer, in the name of tus alleged duty to
anothier woman, who was not the child's mother and who might
at any moment come into the room from another door,

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “U've got a fever, 1
am sick” he thought. “This isn’t typhus. This is some sort of ev-
baustion that is taking the form of a dangerous illness—an ill-
ness with g cnisis, it will be just like any serious infection, nr'ul the
anly question is which is gomng to win, life or death. But I'm too
sleepy to think™ He dropped off to sleep agam.

He dreamed of a dark winter morning in a bustling Moscow
street. Judging by the carly moming traffic, the trolleys ringing
their bells, and the yellow pools of lamplight on the gray snow-
covered street, 1t was before the revolution.

He drearned of a big apartment with many windows, all on the
same side of the hause, prebably no higher than the third stery,
with drawn curtams reaching to the floor.

Inside, people were lying about asleep in their clothes like
travellers, and the rooms were untidy like a railway car, with
half-eaten legs and wangs of roast chicken and other remnants
of food seattered about on greasy buts of newspaper, The shoes
that the many friends, relatives, callers, and homeless people, all
sheltermg m the apartment, had removed for the night, were
standing in paus on the floor. The hostess, Lara, in a dressing,
gown tied hastily around her waist, moved swiftly and silently
£rom Yoom to Toom, burrying about her chores, and he was fol-
lowing ber step by step, muttering clumnsy rrelevant explana-
tions and generally making a nuisance of himself. But she no
longer had a moment to give um and tock no notice of his mut.
tenngs except for turning to um now and then with a tranquil,
puzzled look or burshng mte her mumitable, candid, silvery
laughter This was the only form of intimacy that remaiged be-
tween them. And how distant, cold, and compellingly atiractive
was this woman to whom he had sacnificed all he had, whom he

had preferred to everythng ;
. z. and 1 comparison
everything seemed to hum worthlesst P with whom
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“You surely know what's happened to your family. They are
in Moscow. Tonia has had a little girl” After that several lines
were crossed out, then: “I've crossed it out because it's silly to
write about it. We'l talk our £ill when we meet. 'm rushing out,
I must get hold of a horse. I don’t know what Il do if I canl.
1t’s so difficult with Katenka. . . .” The rest of the sentence was
smudged and illegible.

“She got the horse from Samdeviatov,” Yurii Andrejevich re-
flected calmly. “If she had anything to conceal, she wouldat
have mentioned it.”

8

When the stove was hot Yurii Andreicvich closed the fluc and
had something to cat. After that he felt so slecpy that he ly
down on the sofa without undressing and at once fell fast
asleep. The loud, insolent noise of the rats behind the walls and
the door did not reach him. He had two bad dreams, one after
the other.

He was in Moscow in a room with a glass door. The door was
locked. For greater safety he was keeping hold of it by the
handle and pulling 1t toward himself. From the other side,
his little boy, Sashenka, dressed in a salor suit and cap, was
knocking, crying and begging to be let in. Behind the c\nh?.
splashing him and the door with its spray, there was a waterfall
It was making a tremendous noise. Either the water was pouring
from a burst pipe (a usual occurrence in thosc days) or clse
the door was a barrier against some wild countryside, a moun-
tain gorge filled with the sound of its raging torrent and the
millennial cold and darkness of its caves. :

The noise of the tumbling water terrified the boy. It drownec
his cries, but Yurii Andrcicvich could scc] ln'rln trying, over an

ver again, to form the word “Daddy” with his lips. .

° Hea%tbrckcn, Yurii Andrcic\’id)}]ongcd with all his being “?
take the boy in his arms, press him to his chest, and run away
with him as fast as his feet would carry him. )

Yet, with tears pouring down his face he kept hold né ;lt‘
handle of the locked door, shutting out the chuld, sacnficing
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bimto a fakse notion of honor, in the name of his alleged duty to
another woman, who was not the child’s mother and who might
at any moment come into the room from another door,

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “INe got 2 fover, |
am sick,” he thought, “This isn’t typhus. This is some sort of cx-
haustion that is taking the form of a dangerous illness~—an ill
ness vath a crisis, it wall be just ke any serious infection, and the
only question is which is going to win, bfe or death, But I'm too
sleepy to think" He dropped off to sleep again.

He dreamed of a dark winter morning fa @ bustling Moscow
street Judging by the early moming traffie, the trolleys ringing
thewr bells, and the yellow pools of lamplight on the gray snow-
covered styect, it was before the revolution.

He dreamed of 2 bng apartment with many windaws, all an the
same side of the house, probably no higher than the third story,
with drawn curtains reaching to the floos.

Jonde, people were lymg about asleep tn their clothes like
travellers, and the rooms were untidy hke a railway car, with
balf-eaten legs and wings of roast chicken and other remnants
of food seattered about on greasy bits of newspaper. The shoes
that the many friends, relatises, callers, and homeless people, all
sheltenny ia the apartment, had removed for the night, were
smdmg in paws on the floor The hostess, Lara, ia : dsessing
gown tied hastily around her waust, moved swiftly and stlently
lo?;nm}’;m 10 voom, hurrying about her chores, and he was fol-
ho;:sg der step by step, muttering clumsy wrrelevant explana-
b eﬂ;;!] dgeneral]y malang a nusance of himself But she no
leziigxs ; : a m{omem 'f’ give lum and took no notif:e of his mut-

¥ =Pt for tuming to hun now and then with a tranquit
fuzzh d look or burshng into her inimitable, candid, silye; ,
ugnter. This was the only form of mhmacy that rema,x‘ned b‘;y
tween them Aad how dastant, cold, and compell ' vo
was this woman to whom he had y rifi Vo g, - aetive
bnd prefemen 1y o sacrificed all be bad, whom he

veryihi rything, and i ; .
everything seemed to him w%rth]r;slm comparison with whom
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It was not he but something greater than himself that wept and
sobbed in him, and shone in the darkness with bright, phospho-
rescent words. And with weeping soul, he too sept. He folt pity
for himself.

“T am ill,” he realized in intervals of clarity between sleep,
and delirium, and unconsciousness. “I must have some form of
typhus that isn’t deseribed in textbooks, that we didn't study at
schoal. I ought to get myself something to eat or I'll dic of stanva-
tion.”

But the moment he tried to raisc himself on his clbow he
found that he was incapable of moving, and fainted or fell
asleep.

“How long have T been lying here?” he wondered during one
such interval of clarity, “How many hours? How many days?
When I Iy down it was carly spring. But now the windows are
so thick with hoarfrost that the room is dark.”

In the kitchen, rats were ratthing the plates, scurrying up ‘?"'
walls, and heavily flopping down and "squealing in their dis-
gusting contralto voices.

And he again fell asleep, and on awakening discovered ll}Al
the snowy windows had filled with a pink light, glowing lile
red wine in crystal glasses. And he wondered whether it was
dawn or dusk. .

Once he thought he heard voices near him and was terrified,
imagining that he was going mad. Crying with sclf-pity, he
complained in a soundless whisper that Tleaven had abandoned
him. “Why hast Thou cast me off, O Light cverlasting, and cast
me down into the darkness of hellp”

Suddenly he realized that he was not delirious, that he no
longer had his clothes on, that he had been washed and “'2;
in a clean shirt, Iying not on the sofa but in a froshlylmndc bed,
and that sitting beside him, Ieaning over him, her hair n\ln.g‘mﬁ
with his and her tears fa]h'ng with his own, was Lara, He faintes
with joy.
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He bad complained that Heaven had cast him off, but now
the whole breadth of heaven leaned low over his bed, holding
out to strong, white, woman's arms to him, His head swimming
with joy, he fell into a bottomless depth of bliss as one who
drops unconscious.

All Jus Life he had been acte, daing things about the house,
Tooking after patients, thinking, studying, writing, Flow good it
was to stop domag, struggling, thinking, to leave it all for a time
to nature, to become her thing, her concern, the work of her
merciful, wonderful, beauty-lavishing hands.

Yis tecovery was rapid. Lara fed him, nursed him, sur-
ronnded hun with her care, aud hee dazzling loveliness, her
questions and answers, whispered 1 a warm, gentle voice, were
always present.

Their subdued conversations, however casual, were as full of
weaning as the dialogues of Plato

Even more than by what they had in common, they were
:ni\z&b:%l what sgpa!a!ed them from the rest of the world. They

ete equally repelled by what was tragieall ical
modern man, his texgxmk b‘y 15 s}g)lnll : t‘)'P i o
20d the deadly dullness jously preached and iced

y countless workers 11 the feld of art and seience in order
that genms should remain a great rarity.

The love was great Most peaple experience love withaut
becomng, aware of the extraordivary nature of this emotion,
B“h{ea(u ﬁlm%d this made them evceptional—~the moments
:‘f e!emt:; ;mted thewr dt;omed human evistence like a breath

e mome: i
coveries about d‘emselr;t:sumxgvﬁ:.tmn, of contioually new dis-

u
‘ot
Sy o g0 bk t yous farly. 1 vt heep you
ssary But just look is gok
py just look at what is goin.
) Ls‘ s::: z:;ow; became pact of Soviet Russia we were s\ike(% u';:a
30 keep goung, they take everything from us. You have
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no idea of how much Yuriatin has changed while you were 1L
Our supplies are sent to Moscow—for them it's a drop in the
ocean, all these shipments simply vanish down a bottomless pit
—and in the meantime nothing is left to us. There are no mals
there is no passenger service, all the trains are used for bread
There's a lot of grumbling going on in town, as there was befere
the Haida uprising, and once again, the Cheka is savagely put-
ting down the slightest sign of discontent.

“How could you travel, weak as you are, nothing but s.h"-\
and bones? Do you really imagine you could go on foot? You
would never get there. When you are stronger, it will be differcat.

“I won't presume to give you advice, but in your place I
would take a job for the time being. Work at your own profes:
sion—they'd like that. You might get something in the regional
health service. )

“You'll have to do something Your father was a Siberian mil-
lionaire who committed suicide, your wife is the daughter ‘ff
a local landowner and industrialist, you were with the parti-
sans and you ran away. You can't get around it—you Jeft the ranks
of the revolutionary army, you're a deserter. Under no circum-
stances must you remain idle. I am not in a much better positicn
myself. Il have to do something too. I'm living on a volcano 8
itis”

“How do you mean? What about Strelnilov?”

“It's precisely because of him I told you before that e Tuas
many enemies. Now that the Red Army s victorious those non:
Party soldicrs who got too near the top and knew too much ar¢
done for. Lucky if they're only thrown out and not killcl.'l so 88
to leave no trace. Pasha is particularly vulnerable; he is in ver¥
great danger. Yon know he was out in the East. I've hcnrfl hes
run away. He's in hiding. They're hunting for him. But don't lets
talk about it. I hate crying, and af I say another word about him
Iknow ITThowl” .

“You were very much in love with him? You still arc?

“I marricd lum, he’s my hushand, Yurochka. He has a \m!l\;
derful, upright, shining personality. I am very much at fanlll. :
isn’t that I ever did him any harm, it wouldn't be tnse to say ’,1
But he is so outstanding, so big, he has such immcn.sc in(l‘g”‘?‘
—and I'm no good at all, I'm nothing in comparison. ‘Thal
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where my fault Lies. But please Jet's not talk about it now. 1l
tell you mote some other time, I promise you 1 \\’i}l.

“Flow Jovely your Tonia is. Just bke a Botticelli, T was there
whea she had her baby. We got on ternbly well. But let's not
tolk about that either just at the moment!

“As T was saying, Jet's both get jobs. Wel go out to work evesy
morming, and at the end of the month we'll collect our salarics
in billions of rubles. You know, until quite tecently the old
Siberian bark notes were still volid. Then they were declared
invalid and for a long time, all the time you were ill, we had no
currency at alll fust moginet Well, we managed somchow. Now
they say a whole trainload of new bank notes has arrived, ot
feast forty carfuls They are printed on big sheets in two edlors,
red and blue, and divided into little squares like postage
stamps The blae squares are worth five million rubles each and
the red ones ten, They ave badly printed, they fade and the
colors are smudged ™

“Yes, I've seen that kind of money. It was put into circulation
in Mascow just before we left *

12

“Why were you 5o long 1 Varykino? Is there anybody there? I
thought there wasn't 2 soul, it was deserted. What kept you so
long?

"1 was cleaning your house with Katenka, 1 thought yowd go
there first thiog and T duda’t wast you to see st in the state it
wasm

“Why, what Yand of state s st in? I it so bad>”

:It was untidy, dirty, and we put it straight”

How evasively tersel 1 feel ther
telling me But just a3 you Lke,

¢'s something you are not
Tell me about Toma, What did

1 won't try 10 get 1t out ¢

f you,
l they call the litfle gl
Macha, in memory of your mother.”
:EP?’J. me a3l about them?”
ot Q:y‘ neé:nt now, Tve told you, T still can't talk about it with-
“That Samdeviatov y i
charactu,dun'?;z : “&:‘}‘:;_‘hnt you the horse, he's an interesting
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“Very.”

“I know him quite well, you know. He was in and out of the
house when we lived there. It was all new to us and he helped
us to settle in”

“I know, he told me.”

“You must be great friends. Is he trying to help you, too?”

“He positively showers me with kindness! I don't know what
should do without him.”

“T can imagine! I suppose you're on informal, comsadely
terms. Does he run after you much?”

“All the time! Naturally!”

“And you like him? Somry. I shouldn’t have nsked you that
I've got no business to question you. That was going too farl I
apologize.”

“Oh, that’s all right! I suppose what you really mean is, what
kind of terms are we on? Is there anything more between w
than friendship? Of course there ispt! He has done a tremen-
dous amount for me, I am enormously in his debt, but if he gave
me my weight in gold, if he gave his life for me, it wouldat
bring me a step nearer to him. I have always disliked men of
that kind, I have nothing whatever in common with them. 'nif‘”
resourceful, self-confident, masterful characters—in pmchtﬂ
things they are invaluable, but in matters of fecling I ean think
of nothing more horrible than all this impertinent, male com
placeney! It certainly 1sn't my idea of life and fovel More than
that, morally Anfim reminds me of somcone else, of snmmﬂ?
infinitely more repulsive It's his fault that I've become what
am.

“I don't understand. What do you think you arc? What have
you got in mind? Explain to me. You are the best person in the
world,”

“How can you, Yurochka! I am talling scriously, and you pi);
me compliments as though we were in a drawing yoom. Wha
am I like? There's something broken in me, there's something
broken in my whole life. I discovered hfe much too carly, 1 “’-‘:
made to discover it, and T was made to see §t from the very \“‘f;
side—a cheap, distorted version of jt—through the eyes of n Sfl‘i
assured, elderly parasite, who took advantage of everything an
allowed himself whatever he fancied.”



[
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ink 1 understand. 1 thought there was som’c\hﬂ‘g- Bat
m.ilt ;hlmoment. 1 can imagine your suffering as a.ch\kl,rﬂi suffer-
ing much beyond your years, the shock to your incxpe ‘cncc,si
very young gil's sense of outrage. But ol that is in the pa
What 1 mean is that it iso't for you to make ym\xse\f wnhappy
about 1t now, it's for peaple wha love you, P“’P‘? hV:e myself.
s I who should be tearing my hair because I wasn t.m‘h you to
prevent it, if it really makes you unhappy- It's a cu{mus thing. 1
think I can be really jeal dly, passionately jeal Y
of wmy inferiors, people with whom T have nothing in common.
A rival whom 1 look up to arouses entirely different feelings
in me. I thiok if a man whom 1 understood and bked were in
love with the same woman as T am 1 wouldn’t feel a grievance,
or want to quarrel with him, I would feel a sort of tragic
brotherhood with him Naturally, I wouldn't dream of sharing
the woman [ loved But 1 would give ber up and my suftering
would be something different from jealousy—~less raw and angry.
Tt would be the same 1f 1 came across an artist who was doing
the same sort of thing, as U da and doing it better I would proba-
by give up my own efforts, 1 wouldn't want to duplicate hus,
and there would be no point in going on if his were better,

“But that wasn't what we wese tatking about, T don't think 1
could fove you so much i you had nothing to complain of and
sothing o zegret, 1 dont hke people who hove never fallen or
stumbled Their virtue is hfeless and of little value Life haswt
tevealed ds beauty to them *

“Its this beauty T'm thinking of. § think that to see it your
imagmation has to be intact, your vinion has to be childike,
That is what T was depnved of T might have developed my
own view of e of 1 hadut, ight from the heginning, seen it
starmped 10 someone else’s vulgar distortion And that fsg't oll,
It's beeause of the ntrugon into my life, right at the start, of
this rmmaral, selfish vonentty that when later on I married o
man who was seally bag and remarkable, and who loved me and
whom [ Taved, ™y sariage was destroyed ”

“Wait & moment before you tell me about your hushapd. 1 am
xfmt. jealous of Wm. 1 told you I can be jealous only of my in-

er::;s};i g‘v;nfn?y equals Tell me first about this other man.”
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“This wrecker who spoiled your life. YWho was hep”

“A fairly well-known Moscow lawyer, A friend of my father’s,
When Father died and we were very badly off he gave my
mother financial help. He was unmarried, rich, I've probably
made him sound a ot more intcresting than he is by paisting
bim so black. He couldnt be more ordinary. Il tell you ki
name if you like.”

“You needn’t, I know it. I saw him once.”

“Really?”

“In a hotel room, when your mother took poison. It was late
at night. You and I were both still at school.”

“Oh, I remember. You came with someone else. You stood
in the shadow, in the hallway. I don’t know if I would have re-
membered by myself, but I think you reminded me of it once,
it must have been in Meliuzeievo.”

“Komarovsky was there.”

“Was he? Quite possible. It wasn’t unusual for us to be in the
same place. We often saw each other.”

“Why are you blushing?” §

“At the sound of Komarovsky’s name coming from you. fm
no longer used to hearing it, I was taken by surprise.”

“There was a school friend of mine who went with me that
night, and this is what he told me there in the hotel. He recog-
nized Komarovsky as a man he had happened to see onee before.
As a child, during a journey, tius boy, Misha Gordon, witnessed
the suicide of my father—the millionaire industrialist. They were
in the same train. Father jumped deliberately from the moving
train and was killed. He was accompanied on this journcy by
Komarovsky, who was his lawyer. He made Father drink, he g0t
his business into a muddle, he brought him to the point of
bankruptey, and he drove him to sulcide. It was his'huh that
my father killed himself and that 1 was left an orphan. vs

“It isn't possiblel It’s extraordinary! Can it really be true? 50
he was your cvil genius, too! It brings us even closer] Tt must
be prcdcslinationl"

“He is the man of whom I shall always be incurably, fasa
jealous.” .
" “How can you say such a thing? It isn’t just that 1 don't love
him—1 despise him.”

nely
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“Can you know yourself as well as that? Human nature, m_xd
partienlarly woman's, is so mysteriots and so full of contradic-
tions. Pethaps there is something in yout loathing that keeps
you in subjection to him more than to say man whom you love
of yonr own free will, without compulsion.”

“What 2 terrible thing to say! And as usual, the way you put
it makes me feel that this thing, unnatural as 3t s, scems to be
true. But how horrible ff it is)”

“Dout be upset Don't listen to me. T only meant that ¥ am
jealous of a dark, ious element, hing irsational, un-
fathomable. 1 am jealous of your toflet articles, of the drops of
swent on your skin, of the genms in the air you breathe which
could get into your bloed and poison you. And 1 am jealous of
Komarovsky, as if be were an infections disease, Someday he
will take you away, Just as certmnly as death will someday
sepirate us. I know this must seem obscure and contused, but

1 eant say it more cleatly. I love you madly, irrationally, ia-
finitely *

13

“Tell me more about your husband—'One writ with me in
sour misfortune’s book,” as Shakespeare says

“Where did be say that?”

“In Romeo and Julict”

“1told you a lot in Meliuzeievo when I was looking for hum,
::;n}kthen heyg. when II heard how his men arrested you zmé

ok you to his train. ¥ may have told you—or perhaps
ﬂwu‘ght { did—how Y once szw him fmmya dismncpe \vhgn }fe‘v’.:‘a{
getting uto his car. But you can imagme how many guards there
were around him! 1 found him almost unchanged. The same
hnnds‘ome. honest, resolute face, the most honest face Tve eve:
seen in my bfe. The same manly, straightforward charactes. ;
4 shadaw of affectation or make-beheve, And yet Tdid 1 .
dﬁf;‘tence. aod it alarmed me, e R

t was as if something abstract b i

t:ade it colorless. As iiga living h;mda:?.’ztc:n !hoagugefaﬁ -

mbodiment of 2 principle, the tmage of an idea. My h?ﬁiﬁi
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when I noticed it. I realized that this had happened to him be-
cause he had handed himself over to a superior force, but &
force that is deadening and pitiless and will not spare him &1
the end. It seemed to me that he was a marked man and that
this was the seal of his doom. But perhaps I'm confuscd about it
Perhaps I'm influcnced by what you said when you descnbed
your meeting with him. After all, in addition to what we feel
for each other, I am influenced by you in so many ways!™

“Tell me about your life with him before the revolution.”

“Very early, when I was still a child, purity became my ideal
He was the embodiment of it. You know we grew up almost ia
the same house. He, Galiullin, and L As a Little boy he was in-
fatuated with me. He used almost to faint whenever he saw me.
I probably shouldn’t be talking this way. But it would he worse
to pretend I didn’t know. It was the kind of all-absorbing childish
passion that a child conceals because his pride won't let him
show it, but one look at his face is enough to tell you alt about
it. We saw a lot of each other. He and I were as different 38
you and I are alike. I chose him then and there in my heart. T
decided that as soon as we were old enough I would marry this
wonderful boy, and in my own mind I became cngagcd to him.

“You know it’s extraordinary how gifted he is! His father
was a signal man, or a crossing guard, 1 don’t know which, and
by sheer brains and hard work he reached, I was going to 53y
the level, but it’s more like the summit, of present academic
knowledge in two fields—classics and mathematics! After all
that’s something!”

“But then what spoiled your marriage,
so much?”

“Ah, that's hard to answer. I'l try to tell you. But jt's strang¢
that I, an ordinary woman, should evplain to you, who are 0
wise, what is happening to human life 1n general and to Wfe i1
Russia and why familics get broken up, including yours and
mine. Ah, it isn't a matter of individuals, of being alihe or differ-
ent in temperament, of loving or nat loving! All customs and tra-
ditions, all our way of life, everything to do with home and orl.’ff-
has crumbled into dust in the general upheaval and reorganizd.
tion of society. The whole human way of life has been destroyed
ruined. All that's Ieft is the naked human soul stripped 0

if you loved cach other

and
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the lust shred, for which nothing has changed because it wz‘x‘s
shways cold and shivering and reaching out to jts nearest el é
Yor, a5 cod and lonely as itselé. You and I ase hk.e Adam an

Eve, the Erst two people on earth who at the beginning of tge
world had nothing to cover themselves with-—and now at the
end of it we are just as naked and homeless, And you and L e
the lsst remembrance of all that immeasurable greatness which
bas been created in the world in &l the thousands of years be-
tween them and us, and it is in memory of all those vanished

marvels that we live and love and weep and cling ta oge gu-
other.”

¢4

She was silent for a while, then she weat on more calmly:

T8 el you If Strelnkov became Pashenka again, i he
stopped tus raging and rebellng, if time twned back; if by
some miracle, somewhere, I could see the window of our house
shinng, the Yamplight on Pasha's desk and his books, even if it
were at the end of the earth—1 would crawl ta it on my knees,
Ererything in me would respond. I could never hold out against
the zall of the past, of layalty There is nothing T wouldn't
sacnfice, however precious. Even you Even our love, so carefree,
50 spontanequs, so natural. Oh, forgive mel I don’t mean that.
1t isa’t truel”

She threw herself snto hs arms, sobbing. But very soon she
controtled herself and, wiping away her tears, said:

“Isn't it the same call of duty that drives you back to Tonia?
Oh, God, how mserable we arel What will become of nsp
What are we to do?*

When she had recovered she went on. *

“But 1 haven't answered your question about what it was that
ﬁddedx %u: gappme,ss 1 came to understand it very clearly after-

« IH tell you. It 1sa on} tary, It
e ly our story, It has become the fate

:\1“3.\1 me, my love, you who are 5o wise”
¢ were married hwo yeats before the war, We were §

e . ust

beginning to make a hfe for ourselves, we had just set up)our
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howme, when the war broke ont. I believe now that the warks b
blame for everything, for all the misfortunes that followed 22¢
that hound our generation to this day. I remember my chil}
hood well. I ean still remember a time when we all acceptad
the peaceful outlook of the last century. It was taken for granted
that you listened to reason, that it was right and natural to &
what your conscience told you to da. For a man to die by the
hand of another was a rare, an exceptional event, something
quite out of the ordinary, Murders happened in plays, news:
papers, and detectiv¢ stories, not in everyday life.

“And then there was the jump [rom this peaceful, maive
maderation to blood and tears, to mass insanity, and to the
savagery of daily, hourly, legalized. rewarded slaughter.

“I suppose one must ahvays pay for such things. You mustre:
member Detter than 1 do the beginning of disintegration, how
everything began o break down all at once—trains and fo
supplics in towns, and the foundations of the family, and morst
standards.”

“Go on. 1 know what youll say new. How well yon see
these things. What a jay to listen to you!” i

“It was then that untruth came down on our Jand of Russia.
The main misfortune, the oot of all the evil to come, was the
loss of confidence in the value of enc’s own opimoen People
imagined that it was out of date to follow their own moral serué,
that they must all sing in chorus, and Jive by other people’s ne-
tions, nations that were being crammed down everybody's throat.
And then there arose the power of the ghttenng phrase, fint
the Tsarist, then the revolutionary .

“This social evil became an epidemic It was catching And it
affected everyvthing, nothing was left untouched by 3t Out
home, too, hecame mfected Sometlung went srang il In:
stead of being natural and spantancous as we bad always !K‘f’ﬂ-
we hegan to be idiotically pompous with each other Snmct?u”'&'
showy, artificial, forced, erept into our conversation—you f‘r‘.!
vou had to be cever in a certain wav about oerton workl
§mport:mt themes. How could Pasha, who was so dnmm?r:w‘%
so exacting, with himsclf, who distnguished so unernntd "“
tween reality and appearance, hiow conld he faf} to notice the
falsehiood that had crept into our Ihes?
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“And at this point he made his fata), terrible mistake. Ye mis-
took the spirit of the times, the sacial, universal evil, for a
private and domestic one. He listened to our chehés, to our un-
natural ocial tone, and he thought it was because he was
secondTate, 2 nonenhaty, that we talked like this, T suppesc you
£nd it incredible that such trivial things could matter so much
in out married life. You ean’t imagine how important this was,
what foolsh things this Culdish nensense made him do.

“Nobody asked him to go to the war, be sent because he
inagwed bimself a busden to us, 5o that we should Le frec of
him, That was the beginning of all his madness. Qut of a sort of
misdusected, adolescent vanity he took offense at things at
which one doesut take offense, He sulked at the course of
events He quarrelled with history. To this day he is trymg to
get even with st, That's what makes him so {nsancly defiant. IW's
hus stupid ambiton that's driving bim to his death, God, i I
could only save Tuml®

“How mmensely pure and strong, is your love for him! Go on,

g0 oo loving him. I'm not jealous of him. 1 won't stand in your
Way.

15

Summer came and went almost wonoticed. The doctor recovered,
:gge plann’\;xg.;; 2o to Moscow he took not one but three
orary Jobs. The rapid devaluation of i
ey Jobs. The p n of money made it difficult
Every moming he got up at d.
v p at daybreak, left the house, and
\fvalled down Merchant Street, past the “Giant” movie house as
ar as the former printing shop of the Urals Cossack Army, now
rdemmea The Red Compositor At the corner of City Strcet the
monr of the town hall bore the notice “Cowmplaints He crossed
he square, turned mto Buanovka Street, and coming to th
stx?;:l twefn:h m through the back door to the out-patient dee
i :b.o e Army Hosputal, where he worked. This w,
Most of bus way
spreading trees,

as his

from Lara's to the hospi i
9 pital lay in th
past curious Ltfle frame h);usex e\:‘&dz\(\;;
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roofs, decorated doors, and carved and painted pattermns arcund
the windows. The house next to the hospital, standing in its w2
garden, had belonged to Goregliadova, a merchant’s wife. It
was faced with glazed, diamond-cut tiles, like the ancient boyar
houses in Moscow.

Three or four times a week Yurii Andreievich attended the
board meetings of the Yuriatin Health Service in Miasshy Strect

At the other end of town stood the former Institute of Gyne-
cology, founded by Samdeviatov’s father in memory of his wife,
who had died in childbirth, now renamed the Rosa Luxemburg
Institute, where Yurii Andreievich lectured on gcncml paihol‘
ogy and one or two optional subjects as part of the new, shor:
ened course of medicine and surgery.

Coming home at night, hungry and tired, he found Lara bun
at her domestic chores, cooking or washing. In this prosic,
weekday aspect of her being, dishevelled, with her sleeves rolled
and her skirts tucked up, she almost frightened him by her regal
attractiveness, more breath-taling than if he had found her ea
the point of going to a ball, taller in high-heeled shoes and in 2
long, low-cut gown with a sweeping, rustling skirt.

She cooked or washed and used the soapy water to scnlb.lhf
floors, or more quietly, less flushed, pressed and mended linen
for the three of them Or when the cooking, washing, and clean-
ing had all been got out of the way, she gave lessons to Kn!(tn.h‘
or with her nose in her textbooks worked at her own pﬂhhml
re-cducation, in order to qualify as a teacher at the new, 1¢
arganized school. .

The closer this woman and her daughiter became to him, 1
less he dared to think of them as family and the stricter was l!l("
control imposed on his thoughts by his duty to his own f.xrn.ll)
and the pain of his broken faith. There was nothing offemsive
to Lara or Katenka in this limitation. On the contrary, this at-
titude on his part contained a world of deference that excluded

cery trace of vulgarity.

c‘n?;: the di\‘isinf in {n’m was & sorrow and a torment, and he
became accustomed to it only as one gets used to an unhealed
and frequently reopened wound.
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16

Two or three months went by, One day in October Yuril An-
jevich said to Larisa Feodorowma: 3
dx?;oﬁ:;ow, 1t Jooks as if T be forced to resign fram my 1‘2’3;
1ts always the same thang—it happens again and ngainé ?]t ri!
everything 15 splendid, ‘Come along. We welcome good, one‘ s
work, we welcome ideas, especlally new ideas. ,\tht cou!
please us better? Do your work, struggle, carry on. .

“Then you find in ‘practice that what they mean by ideas is
uothing but wards—claptrag in praise of the revolution and l_]m
regime I'm sick and twed of it. And its not the kind of thing
Tm good at.

“T suppose they are right, from their point of view. Of couzse,
T'm not on their side. Ouly 1 find it hard to reconcile myself to
the idea that they are radiant heroes and that I am a peity
Boutgears who sides with tyranny snd obscurantism. Have you
ever heard of Nikolaw Vedemapin?™

“Well, of course! Both before { met you and from what you've
told me yourself. Suma Tuntseva often speaks of him, she’s a fol-
Tower of his, To my shame, I haven't read his books. ¥ don't like
purely philosophucal works I think a little philosophy should be
added to hfe and art by way of seasoning, but ta make it one’s
specialty seems to me as strange as eating nothing but horse-
radish. But Fm sorry, Tve distracted you with my nonsense.”

“No, actually it's very much what I think myself. Well, about
wy uncle, Tm supposed to be pred by bis ind One
of my sins 18 a belief in intwtion. And yet see how ridiculous:
they all shout that m a marvellous chagnostician, and as a
matter of fact i's true that ¥ don’t often make mistakes in diag-
nosing a disease Well, what is this immediate grasp of a situa-

tion 23 2 whole supposed to be if not the mtuifion they &ind so
detestable?

_ "Anather thing 1s that T am cbsessed by the problem of mim-
fory, the outward adaptation of an organism to the color of its
i X thiok ths biclogical pb

gieal p can cast hght
on the problem of the relationship between the inward and the
outward world,

"I dared 1o touch on this problem in my Yectures Immediately

b T
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there was a chorus: ‘Tdealism, mysticism, Goethe’s Naturphilos~
phie, neo-Schellingism.”

“It's time I got out. Il stay on at the hospital until they
throw me out, but I'll resign from the Institute and the Health
Service. I don’t want to worry you, but occasionally I have the
feeling that they might arrest me any day.”

“God forbid, Yurochka, It hasn’t come to that yet, fortunately.
But you are right. It won't do any harm to be more careful. I've
noticed that whenever this regime comes to power it gocs
through certain regular stages. In the first stage it's the trinmph
of reason, of the spirit of criticism, the fight against prejudice
and so on.

“Then comes the second stage. The accent is all on the shady
Activities of the pretended sympathizers, the hangers-on. There
is more and more suspicion—informers, intrigues, hatreds. And
you are right——we are at the beginning of the second stage.

“We don't have to go far to find evidence of it. The local
revolutionary court has had two new members transferred to
it from Khodatskofe—two old political convicts from among the
workers, Tiverzin and Antipov.

“They both know me perfectly well—in fact, one of lhcm'l!
my father-in-law. And yet it’s only since their arrival, quite
recently, that I've begun really to tremble for Katenha's and my
life. They are capable of anything. Antipov docsn’t like me. It
would be quite like them to destroy me and even Pasha one of
these days in the name of higher revolutionary justice.”

The sequel to this conversation took place very soon. 'A
search had been carried out by night at the widow Goreglix-
dova's, at 48 Butanovka Strect, next door to the hospital. A cache
of arms had been found and a counterrevolutionary organiza-
tion uncovered. Many people were arrested and the wave of
searches and arrests continued. It was whispered that some 0
the suspeets had escaped across the river. “Though what goot
will it do them?” people said, “There are rivers and rivers. Nﬂ‘!.
the Amur, for instance, at Blagoveshchensk—you jump in ant
swim across and you are in China! That really Is a river. Thats
quite a different matter.” )

“The air is full of threats,” said Lara. “Qur time of salety i
wer. They are sure to arrest us, you and me. And then what
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will become of Katenka? I am a mothes, T can't Jet this mis-
Jortuze bappen, 1 must think of something. 1 wust have @ plan.
It's driving me out of my mied” )

“Lef’s try to think. Though what is there that we can do? Is it
in our power to avert this blow? Ise't it a matter of fate?”

“We certainly can’t escape, there's nowhere to go. But we
could withdraw into ihe shadow, into the background, Ge to
Varykino, for nstance, 1 keep thinking of the house there. 1t's
very lonely and neglected, but we would be less in the way
than here, we wouldnt attract so much attention. Winter is
coming on. [ wouldnt at all mud spending it there. By the
time they got around to us we'd have gained 2 year of hie; that's
abweys somathung Samdeviatov would be a link between us and
the town. Perhaps he'd help us to go 1wto hiding What do you
think? Is true, there isn’t a soul, 1t’s empty and desolate, at
Yeast it was when I was there in Masch And they say there are
wolves. It’s rather Inghtening, But then people, anyway peo-
ple ke Tnerzin and Antipov, are nrore fnghtenng than wolves ™

“1 don't know what to say. Haven't you been urging me to go
o Ploscow all this time, tellwg me ot to put it off? That’s
easier now. 1 made inquiries at the station Apparently they've
stopped worrying abowt black-marketeers. Not everyone whose
papers aren’t 1 order gets taken off the tram. They shaat less,
ﬂ-e;;w, got tired

"1t worries me that I've had no reply te my letters to Moscow.
hxgbl 1o po there and see what's hSp{;emngy to them~y0: ;\i:p
:‘-&‘:{53\6 1;50?\1:;615 B\ttlthen how am 1 to toke what you say

0P You Surel 1
vy ph:yby - y wouldnt go to such an out-of-the-
_NO, of course, without you it would be impossible”
And yet you tell me to o 10 Moscow?™
26:, you should go”
asten g
tozéﬂscowfj:lllt&x:iwush?} Fve got a wonderful wdea—et's g
@ Moseow? You're ma
1have to stay, 1 must be Q:E‘::h:;{:‘?i‘:}sdé;“:g Mascmx'z? No,
oill be decided, I must wait b s _ak Fashd's fate
needs me” ere and be within reach i ho

“Well thew, fet’s think ghout Katenka®
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there was a chorus: ‘Idealism, mysticism, Goethe’s Naturphilae
phic, neo-Schellingism.’

“It's time I got out, I'll stay on at the hospital until they
throw me out, but Il sesign from the Institute and the Health
Service. I don’t want to worry you, but occasionally T have the
feeling that they might arrest me any day.”

“God forbid, Yurochka. It hasn't come to that yet, fortunately.
But you are right. It won't do any harm to be more careful, Tve
noticed that whenever this regime comes to power it focs
through certain regular stages. In the first stage it's the triumph
of reason, of the spirit of criticism, the fight against prejudice
and so on.

“Then comes the sccond stage. The accent is all on the shady
activities of the pretended sympathizers, the hangers-cn. There
is more and more suspicion~—informers, intrigues, hatreds. Aed
you are right—we are at the beginning of the second stage.

“We dont have to go far to find evidence of it. The Jocal
revolutionary court has had two new members transferred to
it from Khodatshoie—two old political convicts from among the
workers, Tiverzin and Antipov.

“They both know me perfectly well—in fact, one of them Is
my father-inlaw. And yet it's only since their arrival, quite
recently, that Fve begun really to tremble for Katenka's and my
life. They are capable of anything. Antipov doesn't like me. It
would be quite like them to destroy me and cven Pasha ene of
these days in the name of higher revolutionary justice.”

The sequel to this conversation took place very soon. 4.\
search had been carmied out by night at the widow Gareglias
dova’s, at 48 Buianovka Street, next door to the hospital. A cache
of arms had been found and a counterrevolutionary organiz:
tion uncovered. Many people were arrested and the wave of
searches and arrests continued. It was whispered that some of
the suspects had escaped across the river. “Though what )3:""‘
will it do them?™ people said. “There are rivers and rivers. Now
the Amur, for instance, at Blagoveshchensh—you fump in “"_d
swim across and you are in Chinal That really s a river. That¥
quite a different matter.”

“The air is full of threats,” said Lara. "Our time of safety is
sver. They are sure to arrest us, you and me. And then what
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*I1l go on with my sewing but don't take any.nmice of &,
Sima dear, I'm Yistening, 1 attended lectures on philosophy 2s 2
stodent. Yout way of thinking interests me very _m\lch- More-
over, ifs 2 great relief to listen to you. We haven't s}c’pi much
the Jast few nights, worrying about Katenka. 1 Ynow it's my duty
a5 her mother to see to it that she is safe if anything happens to
us. T ought to think it out calmly and sensibly, but I'm not very
good at that. Tt makes me sad to realize it. 1 am depressed from
exiaustion and steeplessness. Tt steadies me to Yisten 1o you, And
thea, s gowog o snaw any minute, I¢s lovely when it's snowing
1 listen ta long, intelligent talk. If you glance out of the corner
of your eye at the window when it's snowing you always feel as
f someone were coming to the door across the yard, have you
noticed? Go on, $ima dear. I'm listening”

“Where did we leave off last time?”

Yurit Andreievich dud not catch Lara’s reply. He listened to
what Suna was saying:

“I's possible to use words such as ‘culture,’ ‘epochs’ But peo-
ple understand them in so many different ways. Because their
meaning is ambiguous, I won't use them ITl replace them with
other words.

“1 would say that mza is made up of two parts, of God and
work. Each sueceeding stage in the development of the human
spirit is marked by the achievement over many generations of
v enormously slow and lengthy work Such a work was Egypt
Greece was another The theology of the Old Testament proph-
ets was a third. The last in time, not yet superseded by anything

gshcn::fmi;l.n bemng accomplished by all who are mspured, is

“To show you the completely new thing st brought i
t into th
world in all its freshness~—uot as you lmongt and a:a'e used to ;;
but more simply, more directly~1 should e to go over a few
:;‘trlacts from the bturgy—only a very few, and abridged at
12

“Most Lturgical texts brng together the conce;
: ts of the Ol
!&\,\di\’he I:\ew Testament and put them side by sidg Far insfzmc;i
{“; n\:\;m;gbxs\:, shehexodus from Egypt, the youths in the fiery
> Jonah and the whale are presented
immaculate conception and the res\E'reLtio; ofa SCE;!S:“"-‘S ot
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“I'was talking about her with Sima—Sima Tuntseva, she comes
to see me sometimes.”

“Yes, I know, Fve often scen her”

“I'm surprised at you. In your place I'd have fallen in love
with her at once. I don't know where you men keep your eyes!
She’s such a marvell Pretty, graceful, intelligent, well read,
kind, clear-headed.”

“Her sister gave me a haircut the day I arrived—Glafin, the
seamstress.”

“I know. They both live with their oldest sister, dvdotis, the
one who's a librarian, They are a good honest working family. 1
thought of asking them—if it comes to the worst, if you and I are
arrested~if they would look after Katenka. I haven't made up
my mind yet.”

“Only if there really isn’t any other way out. Pray God, it wont
come to that.” .

“They say Sima is a bit odd—not quitc right in the head. Ifs
true she is not quite normal, but that's only because she’s so pro-
found and original. She's not an intellectual, but she’s phenome
nally educated. You and she are extraordinarily alike in your
views. T think I should be quite happy about Katenka if she
brought her up.”

17

Once again he had been to the station and had again come 'lm%
without having accomplished anything Everything was stil
undecided. He and Lara were faced with the nnknown. The
weather was cold and dark as before the first snow. The sk
particularly where large patches of it could be scen, 33 at
intersections, had a wantry look. 1

When Yurii Andreicvich came home, he found that Lara bl
u visitor, Sima. They were having a comsersation that wa¢ more
b o lecture Sima was delivering to her hostess Yurit Andrefe
sich did not want to be in their way. He also wanted to be
alone a little. The women were talking in the next reom T,'N"
door between the two rooms was epen, through the curtain tha
hung to the floor he could hear all they were saying.
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of a whole people? Why should it have this value in t}le eyes of
heaven®~For it is through the eyes of heaven that it must. be
judged, it is before the face of heaven and in the sacred light
of its own uniqueness that it all takes place.

“Something in the world had changed. Rome was at an end.
The reign of sumbers was at an end. The duty, imposed by
armed force, to Yive unanimously as a people, as 4 whole na-
tion, was abolished. Leaders and nations were relegated to the

14
1m"\'bey were replaced by the doctrine of individuality and
freedom. Individual human life became the Ufe story of God,
20d ats contents Blled the vast expanses of the universe. As it
says in a liturgy for the Feast of the Anmuncistion, Adam tried
10 be Yike Cod and failed, but now God was made man so that
Adam should be made God.

“UH come back to this m a minute,” said Sima. “But now I'd
Like to degress a litle. With tespect ta the care of the workers,
the protection of the mother, the struggle against the power of
money, aur y era is a wonderfu), unforgettable
ena of new, permmanent achievements. But as regards its inter-
pretation of life and the philosaphy of happiness that is bemg
propagated, w's simply impossible to believe that # 13 meant to
be taken seriously, it's such a come survival of the past, If all
his rhetoric about leaders and peoples had the power to reverse
hustory, it would set us back thousands of years to the Biblical
times of shepherd tribes and patnarchs But fortunately thus is
mgossthle.

“Now a few words about Christ and Mary Magdalene—this
L't from the Gospel but from the prayers for one of the days in
HO‘?’ Week, { thisk 's Tuesday or Wednesday. You know it alt,
Laris2 Feodorovna, without me, T only want to remind you of
something, T asm w0t rymg to teach you.

. ) nic means ip the first
1st entering upon His
Russian connotation

. My svui sy enstaved by !
come Uke the beasts of fhe Beld’ Being, o ) Jve be-

cast ont is
Jet us bc:r:ome wurthy to be readmitted gto it b;umszte[:nraa:: -
Passons; ead so on. Tt may be wrong of me, but I dont h!i !'1-1‘:
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“Such comparisons bring out, very strikingly, T think, the way
in which the Old Testament is old and the Gaspel is pew. Ina
number of texts Mary’s motherhood is compared to the crossiag
of the Red Sea by the Jews. For instance there is one verse thit
begins: “The Red Sea is the likencss of the virgin bride, and
goes on to say that ‘as the sca was impenctrable after jts crossing
by the Israclites, the Immaculate One was incorrupt after the
birth of Emmanuel” That is to say, after the Jews crossed the
Red Sea it became impassable, as before, and the Virgin after
giving birth to our Lord was as immaculate ns before, A paralled
is drawn between the two events. What kind of events are they?
Both are supernatural, both are recognized as miracles. What,
then, was regarded as miraculous in each epoch—the ancient,
primitive epoch and the later, post-Roman epoch which was far
more advanced?

“In the first miracle you have a popular Jeader, the patrizrch
Moses, dividing the waters by a magic gesture, allowing a whale
nation—countless numbers, hundreds of thousands of pmph‘—
to go through, and when the last man is across the sca closes up
again and submerges and drowns the pursuing Egyptians. 1:}“
whole picture is in the spirit of antiquity—the elements obeying
the magician, great jostling multitudes like Roman armies o0 the
march, a people and a leader. Everything is visible, audible,
overpowering.

“In the sccond miracle you have a girl—an everyday figwre who
would have gone unnoticed in the ancient world—quictly, s
cretly bringing forth a child, bringing forth life, bringing forth the
miracle of life, the ‘universal hfe,” as He was afterwards ealled
‘The birth of her child is not only a violation of human Taws
interpreted by the seribes, since it was out of wedlock; it alio
contradicts the laws of nature She gives birth not by virtue of 3
natural process but by a miracle, by an inspiration. And frem
naw on, the basis of lifc is to be that inspiration which the Gospel
strives to make the foundation of life, contrasting the comenon-
place with the unique, the weckhday with the hatiday, and
repudiating all compulsion.

*\What an cnormously significant change! How did it come
about that an individua) human cvent, fasignificant by ancirt
standards, was regarded as equal In significance to the migratin



oPPOSITE THE HOUSE OF scvnrsunes 415

i i i her

f the day in paradise” And immediately after all this :xbmat
;.ﬁr,eshe };::lfuns: “Who can fathom the multitude of my sins oF
the depths of Thy mercy?” What familiarity, what equality be-
tween God and life, God and the individual, God and a

worpani”

18

Yum Andresevich had come home from the station tired. Tt was
bis day off, and usually he slept enough that day to last him
the nine others of the ten-day week, He sat sprawling on the
sofa, My half rechming or stretching full Yength, But al-
though be btened 1o Stma through a mist of encoming Arovsi-
niess, her veflections delighted him. “Of course, she's taken it all
from Uncle Nikolay” he thought. “But how intelligent she is,
how talented.”

He got up and went to the window. It looked out on the yard,
ke the window of the raom nest doar from which only wnin-
talipble whispers could now be heard.

The weather was getting worse, and it was growing dack in
the yard. Two magpies flew 10 from the street and futtered
2xaund looking for a place to settle, their feathers rufled by the
wind They perched on the 1id of the trash bin, flew up onto the
fence, Sew down to the ground, and walked about the yard.

“Magpies mean snow,” thought the doctor. At the same mo-
ment Simz said aloud in the other room.

“Magpies mean news Youll have guests, or else a Jetter”

A little Jater someone pulled the bandle of the deorbell, whick
Yurn Andyeievich had mended a few days earlier. Lara came out
from behind the curtats and walked swiftly through to the halt
to open the door Yurii Audresevich heard her talking with
Suna’s sister Glabira,

:{ou\lre dfgme for your sister? Yes, she's here”

Vo, 0t come {or her, though wa might as well
Yogether if she 1s ready T've bmug%\t a lette§ far your ﬁig:nsoﬁ':
Tucky for hims that T voze had 2 job at the post office, I éon‘t
know how many hauds it's been through, s from Mgs.

it's been Bve months o the way. They conlda’t ﬁndc?)\xve a:;
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Lenten texts on the curbing of the senses and the mortificatien
af the flesh. They are curiously flat and clumsy and witheut
the poctry of other spiritual writings. 1 always think they were
composed by fat monks. Not that I care if they themselves broke
the rules and deceived other people or if they lived according to
their conscience—it’s not they that I'm concerned with, but wit

the actual content of these passages. All these acts of contrition
give too much importance to various infirmities of the flesh ard
to whether it is fat or famished—it's repulsive, It secms to e
raise something dirty, portant, i quential, to a dignity
that does not belong to it. Forgive me for all these digressions.

“I have always wondered why Mary Magdalene is mentioned
on the very eve of Easter, just before the death and resurreetion
of Christ. T don’t know the reason for it, but this reminder of
what life is scems so timely at the moment of His taking leave ¢
it and shortly before He rises again. Now listen to how the re-
minder is made—what genuine passion there s in it and what
an uncompromising directness.

“There is some doubt as to whether this docs refer to the
Magdalene or to one of the other Marys, but anyway, she begs
our Lord: .

““Unbind my debt as I unbind my hair* It means: “As 1
loosen my hair, do Thou release me from my guilt.' Could any
expression of repentance, of the thirst to be forgiven, he mor
concrete, more tangible?

“And later on in the liturgy for the same day theze is annther,
more detailed passage, and this time it almost certainly refers to
Mary Magdalene. "

“Again she repents in a tembly tangible way ever het p-\l! .
saying that every night her flesh burns beeanse of her old, ""
veterate habits. For the night is to me the flaring up of lust, te
dark, moonless zeal of sin.’ She begs Christ to accept h.rf tean
of repentance and be moved by the sincerity of her ug‘x:i lf
that she may dry Ilis most pure feet with her hafr—temin ,lh
Him that in the rushing waves of her hair Lve took refuge “L'!m
she was overcome with fear and shame in pamdisc, T.et m;‘ ,“'
Thy most pure fect and water them with my tears ‘nm (n?
(hc’m with the hafr of my head, which covered Fac @ )
Aieltered her in its rushing waves when she was afrafd {n the oo
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whole Mo together and everything I know about mys.elf., ““d.;
et Bad the heginuing, and 1 can't remember what it is I di
or how I brought this misfortune on mysell. 1 .hnve a fechng
that you misjudge e, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as in a Qistorting mirror.

“As for me, 1 Jove ypu. If only you kuew how much I Jove
youl Elove alf that is nusual in you, the good with the bad, and
ot the ordinary traits of your character, whose extraordinary
combmation is so dear to me, your face emnobled by your
thoughts, which otherwise might not seem handseme, your great
pits and wtelhgence which, 2s it wese, have taken the place of
the will that 1s Tackeag, All thus is Jear to me, and I know no man
who is belter than you.

“But Iisten, do you knaw what? Even +f you were not 50 dear to
me, even if 1 did not kke you so much, even then the distressing
truth f my coldness wonld not have been disclosed to me,
even then 1 would have believed that I lave you, Qut of sheer
temror before the humshating, destructive punish which
failure to love is, I would unconsciously have shunned the
reslzation that I do not love you. Neither I nor you would
ever have Jemmed 3t My own heart would have concealed #t
from me, for failure to love 15 almost like murder and 1 would
hare been incapable of inflicting such a blow on anyone.

Nothing 25 definitely settled yet, but we are probably going to
Parts. T be m those distant Jands where you were taken as a
<luld and where Father and iy vnce were rought up. Father
sends you hus greetngs Sasha bas grown a lot, he is not
particularly goad-looking but he is a big, strang boy and when.
ever we speak of you he cries hitterly and won't be comforted.
Lot go on 1 can't stop erying, Well, goodbye Let me make the
stgn of the esoss over you and bless you for all the years ahead,

for the endless parting, the trials, the uncertainty
. ., tes, 3
long, long, dark wa g0

y. I am pot blaming you for anything, 1 a
not reproachung yuu, do as you please with LT
haggyf\( all is well with ytm.y P Y your M. Tl e

clore we left the Urals—what & tersible and § i
\‘\‘x:'r);edl out cg‘ be x;m]. s~ got 40 kaow Lasisa Feo::if::ng:':;':;
L T am thankful to ber for bei i
Ifficult tme and for helping Q:gufxéfigyamnﬁe 3
ent,
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dressee. At last they thought of asking me and I knew, of
course—~be once came to me for a haircut.”

The long letter, written on many sheets of paper, crumpled
and soiled in its tattered envelope, which had been opemed £
the post office, was from Tania. The doctor found it fa his hasds
without knowing how it had got there; he bad not noticed L
handing it to him. When he began reading it he was stll cco-
scious of being in Yuriatin, in Lara’s house, but gradually, as be
read on, he lost all realization of it. Sima came out, greeted b,
and said goodbye; he said the right things automatically tot
paid no attention to her and never noticed when she Jeft the
house. Gradually he forgot more and more completely where be
was or what surrounded him.

“Yura,” Antonina Alexandrovna wrote, “do you know that we
have a daughter? We have christened her Masha in memerf
of your mother, Maria Nikolaievna.

“Now something entirely differcat. Several prominent pm{‘h
professors who belonged to the Cadet Party and Rightwisg
Socialists, Miliukov, Kizevetter, Kuskov, and several others o
cluding your Uncle Nikolai, my father, and the rest of us, 27
being deported abroad.

“This is a misfortune, especially in your absence, but we
must aceept it and thaok God that our csle takes so mid 2
form when at this terrible time things could have been $0
much worse for us. If you were here, you would come m!'}:
us. But where are you? I am sending this letter to Antipovas
address, shell give it to you if she finds you T am u‘rrmrrd by
not knowing if the exit permit we are getting as a family will b
extended to you later om, when, #f God {s willing, you ”‘;
found. 1 have nat given up believing that you arc alive and lhzl
you will be found. My Joving beart tefls me that this is so, ‘ﬂ!.ld”
trust at. Peshaps by then, by the time you reappear, mﬂdﬁ"’:’
in Rustia will be milder and you will manage to get a ’CI’:";"
visa for yoursclf and we shall all be together onee agaln (nq t:
same place. But as I write this, I dan't believe in the possbility

ch happiness. .
d%e whz;x;c trouble {5 that I love you and that you don't ’”‘:
me. I keep trying te discaver the meanizg of this }ndgrjtﬁl 0
e, to Interpret it, to justify it. ¥ Jook jnto mysclf, T go over O
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whole hfo together and everything )1 know about myself: ‘“‘3. é
can't Sind the beginning, and 1 can’t remember what ot is Irl
or how T brought this misforfune on myse}f« 1 .hnve a feeling
that you misjudge me, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as n 4 distorting mirror,

“As for me, ¥ Yove you 1f only you kmew hos wuch I love
youb 3 Tove all that is upusual in you, the good with the bad: and
all the ordinary trats of your character, whose extraordinary
combination is so dear to me, your face enmobled by your
thoughts, which otherwise might not seem handsome, your great
gits and mteligence which, as it were, have taken the place of
the sl thatss lackong, AU this s dear to me, and 1 know na man
who is better than you.

“But kisten, do you know what? Even if you weze not 50 dear ta
me, even if § dd not like you so much, even then the distressing
wuth of my coldness would not have been disclosed to me,
even then T wontd have believed that I Jove you Out of sheex
terror belore the humiliating, d ve punishment which
feilue to love 15, 1 would unconsciously have shunmed the
ealiztion that 1 do not love you. Nefther I nor you would
ever have learned it My own heart would have concealed it
Trom we, for falure to Tove 45 abmost hke murder and 1 wonld
have been incapable of mflicting such a blow on anyone.

“Nothung 15 definitely settled yet, but we are probably going ta
Pazis. {1 be in those distant Yands where you were taken as a
bt and where Father snd my uncle were brought up. Father
sends yon tug greetings Sasha has grown a Yo%, he is not
Particularly good-lookmg but be 15 a big, strong boy and whea-
ever we speak of you he cries butterly and won't be comforted.
1 can’t go on. 1 can't stop erying Well, goodbye. Let me make the
uge of the cross aver yos and Hess you Tor all fhe years ahead
for the endless partng, the tnals, the uncertainties, for ot you.;
long, long, dack way. 1 am nat blaiming you for anything, T am
:"UE fcpvr’o{t:‘lung yau, do as you pleage with amea Bt e v

) o e AUV Lanisa b oy Ean ’
well 1 am thankful to herb(m bem 2 Feodorovsa fairly

2 copstant i
Afficelt time and for helpmg meaﬁfxgol\‘xsgh lxg/aio‘:gusex:;? ?
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must honestly admit that she is a good person, but I don't want
to be a hypocrite—she is my exact opposite. I was born to make
life simple and to look for sensible solutions; she, to complicate
it and create confusion.

“Farewell, I must stop. They have come for the Jetter, and it's
time I packed. Oh, Yura, Yura, my dear, my darling, my hus-
band, the father of my children, what is happening to us? Do
you realize that we'll never, never see each other again? Now
T've written it down, do you realize what it means? Do jou
understand, do you understand? They are hurrying me and its
as if they had come to take me to my death. Yural Yural”

Yurii Andreievich looked up from the letter with absent,
tearless eyes, dry with grief, ravaged by suffering. He could sce
nothing around him, he was not conscious of anything.

Outside it was snowing. The wind swept the snow aside, ever
faster and thicker, as if it were trying to catch up with something,
and Yurii Andreievich stared ahead of him out of the \-.'im'lo“‘,'ffS
if he were not looking at the snow but were still reading Tonia's
letter and as if what flickered past him were not small dry
snow crystals but the spaces between the small black letters,
white, white, endless, endless.

Involuntarily he groaned and clutched his breast. He felt he
was going to faint, hobbled the few steps to the sofa, and fel
down on it unconscious.



CHAPTEW FOURTEEN

RETURN TO VARYKINO

1

Wanter had setled 1 It was snowing hard as Yusi Avdselevich
walked back from the hosprtal. Lara met him in L!ve hall.

“Komarovsky 15 here,” she said m low, hoarse voice. She
staod lookiog bewildered as if she had been struck.

“Where? Heret”

“No, of caurse not. He came this worning and seid he would
come back tonight. Hell be here soon. He wants to have 2 word
with you.”

“Why has he come?™

“I dudn’t understand all he said He sad he was going ta the
Far East and that he had come out of his way to see us. Partien-
larly ta see you and Pasha He talked a great deal about both of
you He inuists that we are sn morta} danger, 21l three of us, you
and Pasha and L And that he alone can save ws, provided we
do a3 e says”

“Twill go out 1 don’t want ta see him.”

Lara busst mio tears and tried to throw herself at his feet and
clasp hus knees, but he forced her to get up.

“Please don't go, for my sake” she mplored hum Tt isu't
that ¥m fnghtened of being alane with hum, but €'s so painful,
Spare me from having 1o see Tem alone. Besdes, he is practical,
expenienced—he mught really have some advice to give us. Your
averswn €or ham 15 natural, but please put your feelings aside,
Don’t go™

Wit is the raatter with you, dashng? Don't bo so upset,
What are you trywg to do? Dor’t f2ll on your knees. Get up
vow, and chees up. You veally wust get vid of this obsession

419
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—he's frightened you for life. You know I'm with you, T0 10
him if necessary, if you tell me to.”

Night fell about half an hour later. It was completely dark.
It was half a year now since all the ratholes had been stopped
up. Yurii Andreievich watched for new ones, plugging them up
in time. They also kept a big, fluffy tomeat who spent his time
in immobile contemplation, looking enigmatic. The rats were
still in the house, but they were now more cautious.

Waiting for Komarovsky, Larisa Feodorovna cut some skees
of rationed black brend and put a plate with a few boild
potatoes on the table. They had decided to receive him in the
old dining room, which they still used for their meals. The
large, heavy, dark oak table and sidcboard were part of its
original furnishings. Standing on the table was a bottle of castor
oil with a wick in it which they used as a portable Jamp.

Komarovsky came in out of the dark December night covered
with snow. Lumps of it fell from his hat, coat, and galoshes and
melted into puddles on the floor. His mustache and beard,
plastered with snow, made um look like a clown. (He bad
been clean-shaven in the old days ) He wore a well-preserved
suit with striped, well-creased trousers. Before greeting his hosts
he spent a long time combing his rumpled, ghstening hae witha
pocket comb and drying his mustache and eycbrows with a
handkerchief. Then, silently and with a solemn cxpression, he
stretched out both his hands—the Jeft one to Larisa Feodorovm
and the right onc to Yurii Andreievich. .

“We'll assume that we arc old acquaintances,” he said to
Yurii Andreievich. “I was a great friend of your father's, as you
probably know. He died in my arms. I keep looking at you to
see if therc is any likencss. But T don't think you take after h!m
He was an expansive man, spontancous and impulsive. \m:
must be more like your mother. She was gentle, a dreamer,

“Larisa Feodorovna asked me to see you. She said you tnd
some business with me. I agreed, but our meeting is not of my
choice, and I don't consider that we are acquainted. So shalt
we get on with it? What s it you want?” N

“I am so happy to sce you both, my dears. I understand every:
thing, absolutely everything. Forgive my boldness, but you ere
wonderfully well suited to cach other. A pesfeet match.



o
RETURN TO VARYEINO 421

T have to interrupt you. Kindly don’t interfere in w{mt
doest’t concern you We haven't asked for your sympathy. You
forget yourself.”

“Dont be so touchy, young man. Perhaps after all you do toke
alter your father, He used to lose his temper just Iike that. Well,
my children, with your permission 1 offer you my best wishes.
Unfortunately, hawever, you really are children—not just in
Bunner of speaking—completely ignorant and thoughtless chil-
den. In two days bere Tve learned more about you than you
know or suspect about yourselves. Without knowing it, you are
walking on the brik of a precipice. Unless you do something
about it, the days of your freedom and perhaps even of your
ives are numbered.

“There exusts a certain Co style, Yurii Andreievich.
Few people measure up to it, But no one flouts that way of life
and thought as opeuly as you do. Why you have to fit with
danger, 1 can’t imagine. You are a living mockery of that
wholeworld, a walking inselt to 1t. I at least your past wers your
own secret—but there are people from Moscow who know you
inside out, Neither of you are at all to the lkang of the local
priests of Themis, Comrades Antipov and Twerzin are busy

sharpenmng their claws, ready to pounce on Lansa Feodoravna
and you,

“However, you are a man, Yurii Andretevich, you are your own
master, and you have 2 perfect tight to gamble with your Lfe
o you feel ke ¢ But Larsa Feodorovna is nat a free a

N gent. She
s a mother, she has 2 child's hfe {0 her hands. and he rars =

" Ssees s auv vl yoU USE Your ine

ence? She has ro right to play with her daughter's safety. She
ml.x«s; not disregard my arguments *

Ve never in my life forced my views on anyone. Certainl

;m: on those who are close to me Larisa Feqdm:'/ovm e &in‘)—,

“Relly, yos vemi e o
~ yau remind me more and 2 i
8s intractable Well, I tell you, Bumme o o other— st

tot's a fairly complicated
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bu‘fulless, so you'll have to be patient with me and not interrupt.
. Big changes are being planned at the top. Yes, really, I have
it from a most reliable source and you can take jt that it's true.
What they have in mind is to take a more democratic line, make
a 5oncession to legality, and this will come about quite soon.

But just because of it, the punitive organs that are to be
abolished will be in all the greater hurry to settle their local
accounts before the end, and they will be all the more savage.
.You are marked for destruction, Yurii Andreievich. Your name
is on the list—I am telling you this in all seriousness, I've scen it
m{self. You must think of saving yourself befare it is too late.

'But all this is by way of introduction. I am coming to the

point.
“Those political forces that are still faithful to the Provisional
Government and the disbanded Constituent Assembly are con-
centrating in the Maritime Province on the Pacific coast. Dep-
ties to the Duma, the more promincnt members of the old
Zemstvos, and other public figures, businessmen and industrial-
ists, are getting together. The remnants of the armies that fought
against the Reds are being concentrated there.

“They intend to form a Far Eastern republic, and the

Soviet Government winks at it, because at the moment it
would suit it to have a buffer between Red Siberia and the out-
side world. The republic is to have a coalition government. More
than half the seats, at the insistence of Moscow, will go to Com-
munists. When it suits them, they will stage a coup d'état and
bring the republic to hecl. The plan is quite transparcnt, but t
g;ves us a certain breathing space; and we must make the most
of it.
“At one time before the revolution I used to look after the
affairs of the Merkulovs, the Arkharov Drothers, and set eral
other banks and trading firms in Vladivostok. They know m¢
there, and an emissary came to see me on behalf of the shadow
cabinet, to offer me the post of Minister of Justice in the future
government. This was done sccretly, but with unofficial SO‘_X""
approval. I accepted and T am on my way there now All I'\t‘
just told you is happening with the tacit consent of the Sovict
Government, but not so openly that it would le wisc to talk
much about it.
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“} can take you and Larisa Feodorovna with me. From there,
you can easily get a boat and join your family oversess. You
Smow, of course, that they have been deported. It made a lot
of noise; the whole of Moscow is stil tatking about it.

“I have promised Lansa Feod to save Strelnikov. As a
member of an independent government recogpized by Moscow,
1 ean look for him in eastern Sthera and help him to cross
over into our antonomous region. 1f he does not succeed in es-
caping, T1 suggest that Lie should be exchanged for someone
who is in Allied custody and 15 valuable to the Mosvow Govern-
ment”

Larisz Feodorovna had followed Komarovsky's evplanation
with difficulty, hut when he came to the arrangements for the
safety of the doctor and of Strelaikov, she pricked up her ears.
Blashing a hitile, she said:

“You see, Yurochka, how important all this 1s for you and for
Pasha?*

“You are too trusting, my dear, You can’t take a half-formed
phan for an accomplished fact. I don't say Victor Ippolitovich
Is deliberately musleading us, but so far be has only told us
sbout castles in the air, For m part,” he said, turning to
Komarovsky, “thank you for the interest you take in my affairs,
buk you surely don't imagine that T am going to let you run them?
As for Strelnilov, Lara will have to thumk it over,”

“All it comes down to,” said Lare, *is whether we go with him
or 7t You know perfectly well 1 woulda't go wwithout you”

Komarovsky sipped the dituted glcoho} that Yurii Andrerevich

bad brought from the haspital, ate boled potatoes, and became
mote and more tipsy.

2
It was gettung late, Every time the wick was trimmed i
med it sphut.
i;’(cdd and burned bughtly, ighting up the room, then the ﬁ}j\lr‘:t‘e
died down and the shadows retumed. The tosts were sleepy,
\‘l’ucy }vanled ta talk things over by themselves and go toeﬁpzi:
ﬁ\:l Komarovsky stayed on. His Presence was uppressive, ay :
e sight of the heavy aak sidelard and the B ot Gark
ness outside the windaws, ecomiber dark-
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He was not looking at them but over their heads, his glazed
eyes staring at some distant point and his drowsy, slumred
voice grinding on and on, tedious and interminable. His
latest hobbyhorse was the Far East. He was explaining the
political importance of Mongolia. Yurii Andreicvich and Larisa
Feodorovna, who were not interested in the subject, had missed
the point at which he had got onto it, and this made his ex
planations even mere boring. He was saying:

“Siberia—truly a New America, as it is often called—has im-
mense possibilities. It is the cradle of Russia’s future greatness,
the gauge of our progress toward democracy and pohtical and
economic health. Still more pregnant with futurc possibilities is
our great Far Eastern neighbor—Outer Mongolia. What do you
know about it? You yawn and blink shamelessly, and yet
Mongolia has nearly a million square miles and untold mincral
wealth; it is a virgin land that tempts the greed of Chinn, of
Japan, and of the United States. They are all ready to snatch
at it to the detriment of our Russian interests—interests that have
been recognized by all our rivals, whenever there has been 2
division of that remote quarter of the globe into spheres of in
fluence.

“China exploits the feudal-theocratic backwardness of Mon-
golia through her influence over the Jamas and other religious
digpitaries. Japan backs the local princes—the hoshuns. Red
Russia has found an ally in the Revolutionary Association of In-
surgent Mongolian Herdsmen. I myself would like to sce a really
prosperous Mongolia with a frecly elected government. What
should interest you personally is that once you are across the
Mongolian frontier, the world is at your fect—you are as frec as
a bird,”

His wordy disscrtation got on Larisa Feodorova’s nerves:
Finally, bored to tears and wtterly tired, she held out her hand
to him and said abruptly and with undisguised hostility:

“It’s late and it's time for you to go. I am sleepy.”

*I hope you aren’t going to be so inhaspitable as to throw
me out at this hour of the night! T dont belicse I can find my
way—T don’t know the town and it's pitch dark.”

“You should have thought of that carlier, instead of sitting
on and on. No one asked you to stay so late.”
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“{¥hy are you so sharp with me? You didat even ask me if T
fave snywhere to stay.”

It dg:vsn’t futerest me in the slightest. You are pexfectly wfll
able to lack after yourself. If you are angling for an iovitation
to spend the mght, 1 certainly ‘wo't put you in the room :\‘here
we and Katenla sleep, and the other rooms are full of rats!

*1 don’t mind the”

“Well, bave it your way.”

3

“What is wrong, daaling? You don’t sleep for wights on end, you
doit touch your food, you go about alt day looking ke a
maniac. You are always brooding about something. What is
bothenng you? You musta’t let your worries get the better of
you!

“Irct, the watchman from your bospital, bas been avound
again—he 15 having an affair with the laundress downstaus. So
be dropped in and gave me a cheerful piece of news! W ter-
nbly secret,’ be sand. 'Is jml for your friend. Any day now. And
then ¢ be your tum, poor thing” ‘How do you know? I asked
hun. “Ob, it's quite certain, T heard 1t from a friend who works
at the Comies.” Of course, what he means by that is the Executive
Committee. That's what he calls the Comics.” "They both burst
out laughung,

“He is quite nght,” said Yurd Andreievich “The danger has
caught up with us and i¥'s time we vanished, The problem is
whete There is no question of going to Moscow—e couldn’t
mmk? the arrangements for the journey withowt attracting at-
tention. We must slip away so thot nobody sees vs go. Do you
l‘mg;;r. ny h(;'e, ;:e'u do what yon thought of in the first place

well go to no and drop out . Let’ .
v-cck%r o :‘r}’; o and p out of sight. Let's go there for a

“Thank you, thack you, mry dear. Ob, how
stand limw much you duhke the 1dea,
your house. You couldn’t possibly face that—the s
(l';f;;‘)vt) m{lxnx, the self»xc'prnach, the comparisons Mﬂ%h:h: fp;}s‘:

well Tknow what {t means to buld one's happiness an thé

glad X am! T under-
But we wouldo't live in
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sufferings of others, to trample on what is dear to one, and holy,
TI'd never accept such a sacrifice from you, But there is no ques-
tion of that. Your house is in such a state that it would be
difficult to make the rooms fit to live in, anyway. I was thinking
of the house where the Mikulitsyns lived.”

“All that is true enough, and I am grateful to you for being s0
considerate. But wait 2 minute. I keep meaning to ask you and
forgetting. What has happened to Komarovsky? Is he sl
here or is he gone? Since I quarrclled with him and threw him
out Fve heard nothing more of him.”

“I don’t know anything either. But who cares! What do you
want with him?”

“I have come to think that perhaps we shouldn't have re-
jected his proposal outright—I mean both of us. We are not in
the same position. You have your daughter to think of. Even if
you wanted to share my fate, you'd have no right to doit.

“But about Varykino. Of course, to go to that wilderness in
winter, without food, without strength or hope—it's utter md
ness. But why not, my lovel Let’s be mad, if there is nothing
except madness left to us. We'll forget our pride once mor¢ and
beg Samdeviatov to lend us a horse. And we'll ask him, of not
even him but the speculators who depend on him, to let us have
flour and potatocs on credit, for what our credit is still wmd'l.
And we'l persuade him not to take advantage of the favor hes
doing us by coming to see us at once, but to wait until later—
not to come until he needs his horse. Let’s be alone for a wlulc;
Let’s go, my love. And well cut and use more Jogs in a wee
than a careful houscwife would use in a year in peaccful times

“And once again, forgive me for my confused way of spt‘ﬂ\.“i‘,g:
How I wish I could talk with you without being so stupid ‘I
solemn! But after all, it’s true that we haven't any choice. Cal
it what you like, death is really knocking at our door. Our (lh.“
are really numbered So at lcast Jet us take advantage nf t “""‘
in our own way. Let us use them up saymng goodbye to !.Ic. ";
ing together for the last time before we are parted, W c“k”n’l
gcodbyc to everything we hold dear, to the way we Jool o
things, to the way we've dreamed of living and to “lm(h-r
conscience has taught us, and to our hopes and to cach o ’|k.
We'll speak to one another once again the sceret & ords we spe?
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2t night, zreat and pacific Lke the name of the Asian ocean. l.t's
ot fgg[ nfmmg m‘; you stand at the end of my life, my hid-
den, forbidden ange), under the skies of wars and hxrfm‘n')'. you
who arose at {ts begil g under the p ful skies of d

“That night, as 2 girl in a dark brown school uniform, in
the half shadow of the hotef room, you Wwere evactly as you are
1igw, and Just as breath-takingly beautsful.

*Oiten suce then 1 have tried to define and give a name o
the ench that yon icated to me that night, that
faint glow, that distant echo, which later permeated my whole
beng and gave me a key to the understanding of everything in
the world.

“When you rose out of the darkness of that room, ke a shadow
in a schoolghrl's dress, 1, a boy who knew nothing about yau,
uoderstood who you were, with all the tormenting intensity
which responded in me- X realized that this scraggy, thin little
gl was charged, as with elechicity, with all the femininity in
the world, If 1 bad touched you with so much a3 the tip of my
Boger, a spark would bave It up the soom and either kolled
me on the spot or charged me for the whole of my lfe with
magnetic waves of sorrow and longing, T was filled to the brim
wath tears, 1 cnied and glowed inwardly. I was martally sory
for myself, 2 boy, and stll more sorry for you, a gitl. My whale
being was astorshed and asked: If it is so painful to love and to
be charged with this electne current, how much more painful
must 1t be to & woman and to be the curent, and to inspize lave.

“There~at last I've sud 1t Such 2 thing can duve you mad.
Tt evpresses my very being,”

Lansa Feodorovna lay dressed at the edge of her bed. She
w23 not feeling well, and had curled up and covered hesself
with & shaw} Yuni Andreievich sat op n chair beside er,
speablng eaietly, with long pauses. Sometimes she ratsed herse}f‘
on het elbow, propped her ehin on her hand, and gazed at him,
her hos parted, ‘At other times she buried her head  his
i‘:}\’l;dter :nd‘ mc:ll silently with joy, without noticing her tears

st she leanc < 3
“fﬁpcrcd o out of bed, put her arms arownd him, and
Yurochkal Yurochka! How wise you are! You I
Wung, you divine ey erything, Yurochka, yau are my ,22‘:&" :?d
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my refuge, God forgive me the blasphemy. Oh, I am so happy.
Let’s go, my darling, let's go. Out there IT1 tell you something
I have on my mind.”

He decided that she was referring to pregnancy, probably 2
false pregnancy, and he said: “I know.”

4

They left town on the moming of a gray winter day. It was 2
weekday. People in the streets were going about their business;
there were many familiar faces. At the squares, women who
had no wells in their yards were queueing up for water at the
old pumps, their yokes and buckets on the ground beside them
The doctor drove around them carefully, checking Samdeviz-
tov’s spirited, smoky-yellow horse. The sleigh kept gliding of
the slope of the street, icy with splashed water, onto the side-
walks and hitting lampposts and curbstones.

Galloping at full tilt, they caught up with Samdeviatov, who
was walking down the street, and swept past him without Jook-
ing back to see if he had recognized them and his horse, of
whether he had anything to say to them. A little farther on they
passed Komarovsky, and again swept by without & greeting:

Glafira Tuntseva shouted to them from across the slrl"(‘li
“What lics people telll They said you had left yesterday. Going
for potatoes?” and signalling that she could not hear what they
replied waved them goodbye.

They slowed down for Sima, and this was on an awlmard
slope where it was impossible to stop, the horse kept pulling at
the reins. Sima, muffled from head to foot in soveral s‘hr‘n\'ls an

“When you come back we must have a talk, sn¢ sdiu -
Yurii Andreievich.
doctor had

At last they left the town behind. Althongh the
been on this road in winter, he mostly remembered it 1
summer aspect and hardly recognized it now.

They had pushed their Sacks of food and other bundles deep
into the hay in the front of the sleigh and had tied them down

n Its
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ith rope, Yurii Andreievich drove either kneeli Q(uprig.ht on

:lwthﬂoo‘r)eal the sleigh like the local peasants or sitting with his
Jegs in Samdeviatov’s felt boots hanging over the side.

I the afternoon when, as nsusl in winter, the day seemed on
the point of ending long before sunset, Yuni Andrfien’ch began
to wbup the horse mercilessly. It shot forward like an arow.
The sleigh pitched and tossed on the uneven road, like a ship
w2 storm Lara and Katia were bundled up in their fur coats
s0 that they could bardly mave. Swinging around comers sod
bumplag over ruts, they solled from side to side and down into
the bay bke sacks, lwghing themselves sick. Sometimes the
doctor drove into the snowy banks on purpose, for a joke, and
harmlessly tipped them all out into the suow. After heing
dragged for o few yards by the veins be stopped the berse,
fichted the slewgh, and was pummelled by Lata and Katia,
wbo dimbed back, scoldimg and Jaughing.

“T show you the place where I was stapped by the pastisans,”
the doctor told them when they were at some distance from the
tovn, but he was unable to keep his promise because the winter
baseness of the woods, the dead quiet, and the emptiness all
atound changed the country beyond recognition “Here 1t is,” he

soon shouted, mistaking, the first of the Moreau & Vetchinkin
Qe bt s L

w

B . e '
a ~en s waesstdh sieework of hoarfrost that made the forest
fok bke Black and silver Bhigree, so that they never saw it.

1t was still dayhight when they swept into Varyking, and 2s the
Buweagos’ house came Brst they stopped in front of it They burst
i Uk sobbers, hurrying because it would soon be dark, But in-
e st was dark abready, so that Yucit Andseievich never smw halé
the destruction and abomination. Past of the farniture he semem-
bered was stll there, Vargkino was deserted and there was o
ont to complete the damage He could see no personal belong.
\"ﬁx" '&gﬁi ashe haﬁ Dot been there when his family feft be mu%d
W0t tell how mucl i
P iy they had taken with them. In the Teantime

“We must hurry, Tt will
ta stand abesst th ling,

be dark in 2 moment. We

haven't tim
It we are to stay here, i

the borse must
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go into the barn, the food into the hallway, and we must fix this
room for ourselves. But I'm against it. We talked it all out before,
It will be painful for you and therefore also for me. What was this
room, your bedroom? No, the nursery. There's your son's erib It
would be too small for Katia, On the other hand, the windows
are whole, there are no cracks in the walls or cciling, and the
stove is marvellous—I admired it Jast time I came. So if you insit
on our staying here—though I am against it—I'll get out of my
coat and set to work at once. The first thing is to get the stove go-
ing, and to stoke and stoke and stoke, we'll have to keep it going
all the time for at least twenty-four hours. But what is jt, my dar-
ling? You haven't answered.” R

“In a moment. I'm all right. Pm sorry. . . . No, perhaps wed
better have a Jook at the Mikulitsyns® house.”

They drove on.

5

The Mikulitsyns’ door was padlocked. Yurii Andreicvich
wrenched off the lock together with its screws and splintered
wood, and here again they rushed in hurriedly, going straight to
the inner rooms without taking off their coats, hats, and felt
hoots.

They were immediately struck by the tidiness of certain parts
of the house, particularly of Mikulitsyn’s study. Somconc st
have been hving here until recently, but who? Had it heen any
of the Mikulitsyns, where had they gone, and why had they put ';
padlock on the door instead of using their keys? Furthcrmore, ¥
the Mikulitsyns had been here continuously for long s!rr\lch('si
wouldn't the whole house have been tidy and not just some ©
the rooms? Everything spoke of an intruder, but who could it
have been? Neither the doctor nor Lasa worried about the m 5!'
tery. They did not try to solve it. There were plenty of ]mlf-)l‘rﬂ‘;‘.
houses now, and plenty of fugitives. “Some White officer ot 1!‘
run,” they told each other. “If he comes we'll make some arrange
ment.” o 1 el
Once again, as so long before, Yuni Andreievich stood SP':“I
bound in the door of the study, so spacious and comfortable “X, "
its large, convenient table by the window. And once again b
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thought that such austere sunroundings wauld be conducive to
patient, fruitfil work. .

Among the outbuildings in the yard was the stal?)e adjoining
the barn, but it was Jacked and Yurii Andreievich did not bother
to break i, since in any case it might not be Bt to use. The horse
cquld spend the night in the barn, which opened easily. H.e
ushamessed the horse and when it had cooled down gave it
water which he had got at the well. He bad meant to give it t.he
bay he had bronght along, but it had been trampled to rubbish
under therr feet Luckuly, there was enough of it n the large Joft
auer the barn,

They Yay dawn without undressing, using their for coats for
blankets, and fell into a deep, sound, blissful sleep, bke children
alter running about and playing all day.

8

From the moment they got up,

. Yurii Andreievich kept glancing
2t the #ahla cinnde e e

" w. His fingers
1t the evering,

Untl then he
wount nave s hands tull, even 1f no mote than two of the rooms
were to be made habitahle.

In locking forward to the evening be had no impertont work
i mind. It was merely that the passion to write possessed him,

He hiad ta senbble something. For 2 beginning, he would put
down old unwritten thoughts, just to get lum into trim. Later, he
(;Opcd,‘ﬂ he and Lara managed ta stay on, there would be time

o Y

S

A 3 thing new, imp
‘Are you busy? What are you doing?”
:?\u‘amg and stoking What 1s 13"
at . "

21U suun 1 our old woodshe H
be some left—~who knows? I e might

f thete are, T breing them
do that tomorrow. A tub, you smd. I'm sure Iy eg seen cx:’ewsro. iy
where, 1 can’t think where e

“Sohave ¥, and 1 can't think where euther. Tt must have been
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somewhere it had no business to be, that’s why I forgot, Well
never mind. Remember, I'm heating a lot of water for cleaning
up. What's Jeft I'l] use for laundering some of Katia's and zy
things. You might as well give me your laundry too. Well bave
baths in the evening, when we've settled in, before we gt
bed.”

“Thank you. I'll get my things now. I've moved all the heavy
furniture away from the walls, as you wanted jt.”

“Good. I'l use the dish-washing basin for the laundry, since we
can't find the tub. But it'’s greasy, I'll have to scrub it.”

“As soon as the stove is properly stoked I'll go through the rost
of the drawers. I keep finding more things in the desk and the
chest—soap, matches, paper, pencils, pens, ink. And the lamp o2
the table is full of kerosene. I am sure the Mikulitsyns didn't have
any, it must come from somewhere clse.”

“What Juek! It's our mysterious lodger. Just like something out
of Jules Verne. But here we are gossiping again, and my waters
boiling,” .

They bustled and dashed about from room to room, theit
hands never still or empty for a moment, running into one 0
other and stumbling over Katenka, who was always under their
feet. She drifted about, getting in the way of their work _und
sulking when they scolded her. She shivered and complained
of the cold. wtopinns of

“These poor modern children,” thought the doctor, “victims :;
our gypsy life, wretched little fellow wanderers.” Aloud he 5.afh-

“Cheer up, girl. You can't be cold, that’s nonsense, the stove
red hot.”

“The stove may be feeling warm but I'm cold.”

“Well then, you'l have to be patient till this cvening. 1 gliU:
huge blaze going and you heard Mama say shell give you a 27
bath. And now you play with these—catch.” e got alt lecri";’
old toys out of the clilly storcroom and dumped them on tie
floor, some whole, some broken, blacks, tramns, and locomotises,
boards with squares and pictures or numbers an them for games

vith dice and counters. .

* “IVhat can you be thinking of, Yurii Andreicvich?” Lali:{!”‘:
tested like a grownup. “They aren’t mune, And they are fof
vaby. I'm too big.”
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But the next moment she had made herself comfortable in the
middle of the rug and all the toys had turped into bricks for a
bouse for Ninka, the doll she had brought from town, It was 3
much more sensible and settled home than any of the temporary
Todgings in other people’s houses where she had spent most of her
Jiid

Lara watched her from the kitchen. “Look at that instinet for
domesticity. 1t just shows, nothing can destroy the longing for
home and for erder. Children are more honest, they aren't fright-
ened of the truth, but we ate so afraid of seeming to be behind
the times that we are ready to betray what is most dear to us and
praise what repels us and s2y yes to what we don't understand

“Heres the tub,” said Yurii Andreievich, coming in out of the
dark ballway, “It certainly wasn't in ats place. It was standing

wder the Jeak in the ceiling. T suppose 1t's been there since last
autume,”

7

For duner, Lara, who had started on the provisions they had
brought and had cocked enough for three days, served sn un-
precedented feast of potato soup and roast mutton and potatoes.
Katenka ate till she could eat no wmoare, gigghng and getting
more and more naughty, and afterwards, warm snd foll, curled
up ta her mother's shawl on the sofa and went to sleep.

Larisa Feodorovns, hot and tired from the aven, almost ag
f‘wpy as her daughter, and pleased with the success of her cock-
a2, was 1 no hurry to clear away the plates and sat down to have
@ st After moking swe Qut Katenka was asleep, she said,
|P£:n§ng forward on the table, with ber chi on her hand:

Td slave and be happy if only I knew it was getting us some-

whete, of it wasat all fos nething You! have to kee indi

me “ha! we came here to be (%:gether. Keep cheefi;gnid:xng
don’t let me think Because strictly speaking, i you ook at P;
h(mcs\\y: what ese we domg, what 15 2l this? We've raided s .
one else’s house, we've broken i and made ourselves t hom&
am} BOW We bu_slle around like mad so as not to see ih omt.a‘
't l.K[c. that it's a stage set, that it Bt rea, that i’ 313 l'ﬂm
tend,’ as children say, a child's game—ust ridiculou; !’s ! e
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somewhere it had no business to be, that’s why I forgot. Well,
never mind. Remember, 'm heating a lot of water for clezning
up. What's left I'll use for laundering some of Katia’s and oy
things. You might as well give me your laundry too. Well have
baths in the evening, when we've settled in, before we go to
bed.”

“Thank you. Il get my things now. I've moved all the heavy
furniture away from the walls, as you wanted it.”

“Good. I'l use the dish-washing basin for the laundry, since we
can't find the tub. But it's greasy, I'll have to scrub it.”

“As soon as the stove is properly stoked Il go through the rest
of the drawers. I keep findimg more things in the desk and the
chest—soap, matches, paper, pencils, pens, ink. And the lamp oz
the table is full of kerosene. I am sure the Mikulitsyns didn't bave
any, it must come from somewhere else.”

“What luck! It's our mysterious lodger Just like something Ou.t
of Jules Verne. But here we are gossiping again, and my waters
boiling.” .

They bustled and dashed about from room to room, their
hands never stll or empty for a moment, running into one as-
other and stumbling over Katenka, who was always under their
feet. She drifted about, getting in the way of their work _ﬂnd
sulking when they scolded her. She shivered and complained
of the cold.

“These poor modern children,” thought the doctor, "vicﬁmS_Of
our gypsy life, wretched little fellow wanderers.” Aloud he s:u(‘!:

“Cheer up, girl. You can't be cold, that's nonsense, the stove is
red hot.”

“The stove may be feeling warm but I'm cold.”

“WVell then, youll have to be patient till this evening. Yl geta
huge blaze gomg and you heard Mama say she'll give you “.h‘zt
bath. And now you play with these—catch.” He got all leerm; s
old toys out of the chilly storeroom and dumped them "“" e
floor, some whole, some broken, blocks, trains, and locomoti&5,
boards with squares and pictures or numbers on them for games
with dice and counters. 5

“YWhat can you be thinking of, Yurii Andreievich?” Ka’lhﬂfP“:
tested like a grownup. “They aren’t mine. And they are for
paby. I'm too big.”
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thurg bas become Spirit But in thys wild tendernesy that lies iy
St for ys ot cvery moment there g something childish, uy.
Festrained, ine:pons:'b)e. Its a willful, destructiye e]ement, hos.
te to domestiq happiness, such a Jove g my duty to be afraid
of itand rg distrost yp.»
She threw hep arms around his neck, Struggling vwir, tears,
Dor't yor 26, We are not i the sape DPosition. Yoy yyere
Liven wings to fly above the clouds, but I'm 2 Woman, mine are
ghen me ¢, stay close to the groung and to shelte, My young*
© Was deeplyy moved by everything she said, but he didn't
ns.

ing,
before, Wwe took it op asa family

© Succeeded, By T wouldpy have the strength 1 g, it
0



434 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“But, darling, isn’t it you who insisted on our coming? Dont
you remember how long I held out against it?”

“Certainly I did. I dont deny it. So now I am at fault! Ifs
all right for you to think twice and hesitate, but I have to be
logical and consistent all the time! You come in, you see your
son’s crib, and you nearly faint. That's your right, but I'm not
allowed to be worried, to be afraid for Katenka, to think about
the future, everything has to give way before my love for you”

“Larushal Pull yourself together. Think. It's not teo late to go
back on your decision. I was the first to tell you to take Komarov-
sky’s plan more seriously. We've got a horse. If you lke well
go straight back to Yuriatin tomorrow. Komarovsky is stil
there, we saw him—and incidentally I don’t think he saw us. Im
sure we'll still ind him.”

“I've hardly said a word, and you sound annoyed. But tell e,
am I so wrong? We might just as well have stayed in Yuriatin i
we weren’t going to hide better than this. If we really meant fo
save ourselves we should have had a sensible plan, properly
thought out, and that after all is what Komarovsky offered us
Disgusting as he is, he is a well-informed and practical man. We
are in greater danger here than anywhere else. Just thinkl-aloye
on a boundless, wind-swept plain! If we were snowed under in
the night we couldn’t dig ourselves out in the morning! Or sup-
pose our mysterious benefactor, who visited this house, tumns out
to be a bandit and comes and slits our throats! Have you at least
got a gun? I thought not! You seeP What terrifies me is your
thoughtlessness, and you've infected me with it as well. I simply
can’t think straight.” .

“But what do you want? What do you want me to do now?

“I don’t know myself what to say. Keep me under your thumb
all the time. Keep reminding me that I'm your loving slave and
that it's not my business to think or argue. O, I'll tell you what.
Your Tonia and my Pasha are a thousand times better than we
are, but that isn’t the point. The point is that the gift of fove i
like any other gift. However great it is, it wor't thrive wn.h?u!‘ﬂ
blessing. You and I, it's as though we have been taught to hssl in
heaven and sent down to earth together, to see if we kn‘ﬂ“'. what
we were taug\]t. It’s a sort of crowning hnrmtmy——no' limits, ng
degrees, everything is of equal value, everything is a joy, every
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From these oid, completed poems, he. went an to mhe.:r.s tha;
be had begun and left unfinished, getting into their SP!;%;}‘;"
shetching the sequels, though wxlhout.the s.hghtest hope ;& s
ing them pow. Finally getting into his stride and carried away,
be started on a new poem. .

Alter twa ar three fmnzds and several images by which hie him-
self was struck, his wark took possession of him and he felt the
approach of what is called inspiration. At such mnrf:enl-f the ¥e-
Istion of the forces that determive aristic creation i, as it
wete, reversed The dominaut thing is no longer the stfi!e of
wind the astist seeks to express but the language in which he
wants to evpress it, Language, the home and receptacle of beauty
and meaning, itselt beguns to think and speak for man and turns
whally wta mussie, not fn terms af sonarity but in terms of the
impetuousness and power of its inward fow. Then, Ike the cur-
rent of a mighty river polishing stones and wrning wheels by its
very movement, the flaw af speech crestes in passing, by virtue
of ts own faws, meter and thythm and countless other relation-
shdps, which sare even more mmportant, but which are as yet un-
exploted, insuffiment] gruzed, and d

At such moments Yurl Andretevich felt that the main part of
the work was being done not by him but by a superior pawer
which was ahoe tim and diected him, namely the movement
of universal thought and poetry w its present hustorical stage
and the one to come And he felt hunself to be only the ac.
cailan, the fulerum, needed to moke this movement possible.

This feehng relieved tum for a time of self.reproach, of his
dussatistaction with amseli, of the sense of his own insigmficance,
He looked up, be looked asound b,

He saw the two steeping heads on their snow-white pillows,
The punty of their features, and of the clean Yinen and the clean
2ooms, and of the night, the snaw, the stass, the woon, surged
through Yus heart In a single wave of fteaning, moving him to
wjoyiut semse of the trramphant purity of bewng,

_ﬂ"lnrd! Lord!” be whispered, “and ol this is for =
M

=7 Why hast

me to Thy

f - fas Iu t the teet at my luckd iy
g ety i oy tockless, irrati

uncomplaining love, wha Blls my tyes withy perpe:illg:l?go&?:
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I have heard from you at different times? Half of them you'e
lost and the rest you've never written down, and I'm afraid youll
forget them and they'll be lost altogether as you say has often
happened before.”

8

At the end of the day they washed in plenty of hot water, and
Lara bathed Katenka, Feeling blissfully clean, Yurii Andrefevich
sat down at the table before the window, his back to the room
where Lara, wrapped in a bath towel and fragrant with soap, her
hair twisted in a turban with another towel, was putting Katenka
to bed and tucking her up. Enjoying the foretaste of concen-
trated work, he took in what was going on around him with 2
happy, diffuse attentiveness.

It was one in the morning when Lara, who had been pretend-
ing, finally went to sleep. Her nightdress and Katenka's, like the
freshly laundered linen on the beds, shone clean and lacy. Even
in those days, Lara managed somehow to get starch. .

The stillness that surrounded Yurii Andreievich breathed \\'l_lh
happiness and life. The lamplight fell softly yellow on the “?\llf
sheets of paper and gilded the surface of the ink inside the fnk:
well. Qutside, the frosty winter night was pale blue. To see it
better, Yurii Andreievich stepped into the nest room, cold and
dark, and looked out of the window. The light of the full moon
on the snow-covered clearing was as viscid as white of egg of
thick white paint. The splendor of the frosty night was incxpres:
sible. His heart was at peace. He went back into the warm, wei
lit room and began to write. o

Careful to convey the living movement of his hand in 1‘"5
flowing writing, so that even outwardly it should not lose ;;‘
dividuality and grow numb and soulless, he set down, gmd""“)
improving them and moving further and further away from the
original as he made copy after copy, the poems that he rc'ml’l"}'
bered best and that had taken the most definite shape in i
mind—“Christmas Star,” “Winter Night,” and a number of others
of the same kind, which later were forgotten, mislaid, and pever

found again.
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9
Another dav went by Lke a dream. They had found 2 _chi!d:s :}ed‘

g

ing the snow hard with his spade and pouring water on it. kna-
festly, she elimbed back to A top of the mound, pulling the sted
by a string, her soule never leaving her face. .

1t was freezing; the air was getting noticeably colder, bus it
was sunny. The snow was yellow at noon, with orange seeping
into ifs honey color like an aftertaste at sunset.

The bundering and washing that Lara had dene the day be-
fore had made the house damp. The steam had covered the
windows with thick hoarfrost and Jeft black streaks of damp on
the wallpaper. The rooms were dark and cheerless. Yurii Andre-
fevich carried logs and water and went on with his inspection of
the house, malong more and more discoveries, avd he helped
Lara with her endless chores.

Jn the rush of some task or other their hands would meet and
foin, and then they set down whatever they were carrying, weak
and giddy with the irresistible onslanght of their tend all
thought driven from their heads And the moments went by unti
1tavas late and they both remembered, hornfled, that Katenka had
becn left alone much too long or that the horse was unwatered

20d unfed, and rushed off, conscience-stricken, to make up for
their omisstons.
TR

haze .
ging .
back to his interrupted writing,

The prehiminary part of the work was being done outside his
55, during the & i that flled tum and veiled

s surroundings and his thoughts The duffuse mistiness jn which

everything wis enveloped marked the stage preceding the dis-

linc{;w;s t;i t:;e Binal embodiment. Like the confusion of a first

songh dralt, the wearnisome mactuvi Z

o r?mra!ion e nigbt.c E ty of the day was a necessary

Although be felt exhausted, wothing was left untouched, wp.
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At three in the morning Yurii Andreievich looked up from his
papers. He came back from his remote, selfless concentration,
home to reality and to himself, bappy, strong, peaceful. Sud-
denly the stillness of the open country stretching into the dis-
tance outside the window was broken by a mournful, plintie
sound.

He went into the unlit adjoining room to look through the
window, but while he had been working the glass had frosted
over. He dragged away the roll of carpet that had been pushed
against the front door to stop the draft, threw his coat over his
shoulders, and went out.

He was dazzled by the white glow playing on the shadow-
less, moonlit snow and could at first see nothing. Then the
long, whimpering, deep-bellied howl sounded again, muffled by
the distance, and he noticed four long shadows, no thicke:
than pencil strokes, at the edge of the clearing just beyond the
gully.

The wolves stood in a row, their heads raised and their muz
zles pointing at the house, baying at the moon or at its silfer
reflection on the windows. But scarcely had Yurit Andreievich
realized that they were wolves when they turned and trott
off like dogs, almost as if they could read his thoughts. He lost
sight of them before he noticed the direction sn which they had
vanished. .

“That’s the last straw!” he thought. “Is their lair quitf close?
Perhaps in the gully? How ternblel And Samdeviatovs horse
in the barn! They must have scented it.”

He decided for the time being not to tell Lara, lest he upsct
her. Going back, he shut all the doors between the cold mz.)mS
and the heated part of the house, pushed rugs and clothes against
the cracks to keep out the draft, and went back to his desk. The
lamplight was bright and welcoming as before. But he was ’]‘3
Jonger in the mood to write. He couldn't settle dawn He coy
think of nothing but wolves and of looming dangers and com-
plications of every kind. Moreover, he was tired. e

Lara woke up. “Are you still burning, my precious _bng
light?” she whispered in a husky voice heavy with sk’cy- ‘Come
and sit beside me for a moment. I'll tell you my dream.

He put out the light.
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such 3 way that it should speak for itself, almost apart from the
words.

Losking over these rough sketches now, he found that they
needed a connecting theme to give vnity to the Tmes, which for
Tack of st fell apart. He crossed out what he had written an.d be-
gan o wrte down the Jegend of St George and the dragon in the
same lyrical manner. At frst he used a broad, spacious pentam-
eter, The segularity of the thythm, independent of the mean-
Ing and inhercat in the meter jtself, annoyed bim by its dog-
gerel anificiality. He gave up the pompous meter and the
eaesura and cut down the lines to four beats, as you cut out use-
Yess words in prose. The task was now more difficult but more
engaging, The result was livelies but st too verbose. He forced
himself to even shorter lines. Now the words were crammed in
hewr trimeters, and Yurii Andreievich felt wide awake, roused,
exritnd emwiidle 1o+ e e -
th
r
Poei, a3 you hear the ambhing of a horse in one of Chopin's bal-

l:‘dcs. St. George was galloping over the boundless expanse of
tha sbemn s Ty . . .

1 s vu, wivaYs W LE powt and tumbling
into place of themselves

He had not noticed Lara getting out of bed and coming across
to the table She seemed very thua in her long nightdress and
talles than she really was He storted with surpose when she
#ppeared beside hum, pale, frightened, stretehing out her hand
and whispering
“Da you hear? A dog howling Even two of them, X think. Oh,
}[‘}N temnblef It's a very bad omen, We'll bear it somehow til}
ie morning, and thes we'll go, w ¥
bt '3 well go, we'll gol ¥ won't stay here any
An hour later, after much persuasion, she calmed d
fe%k asleep Yurli Andreievich went outside, The mlg;:n \:;c:
oearer than the night before They vanished even more swifth
20d agun before be could make owt in which direetion they
went. They had $100d in 2 bunch and be had not had time ty
count them, but it seemed to him that thege wete more oflznheu:)
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changed. Everything was being altered and transformed

Yurii Andreievich felt that his dream of remaining in Varykino
would not come true, that the hour of his parting with Lara was
at hand; he would inevitably lose her and with her the will to live
and perhaps life itself. He was sick at heart, yet his greatest tor-
ment was his impatience for the night, his longing so to express
his grief that everyone should be moved to tears.

The wolves he had been remembering all day long were 10
longer wolves on the snowy plain under the moon, they had be-
come a theme, they had come to symbolize a hostile force bent
upon destroying him and Lara and on driving them from Vary-
kino. '

The thought of this hostility developed in him and by evening
it Joomed like 2 prehistoric beast or some fabulous monster, 3
dragon whose tracks had been discovered in the ravine and
who thirsted for his blood and lusted after Lara,

The night came and once again the doctor lit the lamp on the
table. Lara and Katenka went to bed earlier than the night be-
fore.

What he had written that night fell into two parts. Clean
copies—improved versions of earlier poems—were set out in bis
best penmanship. New work was written in an illegible seraw]
full of gaps and abbreviations.

In deciphering these scribbles, he went through the usual dis
appointments. Last night these rough fragments had mo\'c.dllllm
to tears, and he himself had been surprised by some felxc.llmli'
passages. Now these very passages seemed to him distressingly
and conspicuously strained. .

It had been the dream of his life to write with an originﬂll')'fo
discreet, so well concealed, as to be unnoticeable in its disguist
of current and customary forms; all his Lfe he had struggled for
a style so restrained, so unpretentious that the rendf:r. or lh!f
hearer would fully understand the meaning without realizing 1.10“
he assimilated it. He had striven constantly for an unnsgenmuoui
style, and he was dismayed to find how far he still remained from
his ideal. ) o

Last night he had tried to convey, by words so simple ﬂS‘ .
be almost childish and suggesting the directness of 8 Jullaby, i
feeling of mingled love and fear and longing and courage, i
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uncertain days. He gave up the thought and went to harness the
borse.

e wasn't good at it Samdeviatov had taught him how to ~le
it, but he hept forgetting Sill, be managed 1t, though clumsily.
He strapped the yohe to the shafts, wound the slack and notted
the end of the metalstudded strap around one of them, then,
one log braced agunst the horse’s flaak, pulled the two ends of
the stif collar tight and fastened them. At Jast he led the borse
to the porch, tied it, and went wnside to call Lara.

She and Katenka had theis coats on and everything was packed,
but Lara was in great distress Wringing her hands and on the
verge of tears, she begged him to sit down a moment and, throw-
ing bersell into o chiawr and getting up agamn, spoke incoberently,
in 8 fugh-pitched plaintive singsong, stumblmg over her words
and repeatedly interjecting: “What do you think?”

“I can't help 1t, I don't know how it's happened, but you can
see for yourself, we can't possibly go naw, so late, st will be dark
soan, we'll be caught in the darkness in your terrible forest. What
doyou think? Il do whatever you tell me to, but I simply can’t
make up my mind to go, something tells me not to, but do
whatever you think best. What do you think? Why don't you
83y something® We've wasted halt the day, goodness knows how.
Tomorrow we'll be more sensible, more careful. What do you
think? How would it be if we stayed one more night? And to-
morrow we'll get up early and start at daybreak, at six or seven.
What do you think? You'll hght the stove and write one more
evening and well have one more mght here, wouldn't that be
lavely, darling, wonderful? Oh, God, have 1 done something
wiong fngain? Why don’t you say something?”
B'\uu x:c exaggerating, Dusk is a long way off, it's quite early.

ut have it your way. Well stay Only calm yousself, don't he
52 upset. Come now, let's take off our costs and unl;ack And
knkax s3)s she's hungry. We'll have something to eat, ‘A’c.u are
Quite right, there would have been no pamt in going so ;uddenl .
“““l}‘x in}:}ﬂe| preparation. But don't beso upset, and don't a-{'

Wuw. 11 be back soon.” ‘

vaenl vy
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It was the thirteenth day of their stay at Varykino. There was
nothing new or different about it. The wolves, after having dis-
appeared for a few days, had again howled in the night. Once
again, mistaking them for dogs, and frightened by the omen,
Larisa Feodorovna, just as before, announced that she was leav-
ing the next day. Her usual balance was disturbed by attacks of
anxiety, natural in a woman unused to pouring out her feelings all
day long or to the luxury of unrestrained affection.

The same scenes were repeated again and again, so that whea
that morning Lara, as she had done so many times before, be-
gan to pack for the return journey, it was as if the thirteen
days since their arrival had not existed at all.

It was again damp and dark in the rooms, this time because
the weather was overcast. It was less cold, and judging from ths
look of the dark, low clouds it would snow any moment. Yuril
Andreievich was exhausted by the physical and mental strain of
too many sleepless nights. His legs were weak and his thoughts
were in o tangle; shivering with cold and rubbing his hands, he
walked about from room to room, waiting to see what Lara would
decide and what he would have to do in consequence.

She did not know herself. Just then she would have given any-
thing to exchange their chaotic freedom for a daily round, how-
ever strenuous, but laid down once and for all, for work fmd
obligations, so that they could live a decent, honest, sensible
life.

She began her day as usual by making the beds, sweeping:
dusting, and cooking breakfast. Then she began to pack :md
asked the doctor to harness the horse; she had frmly resolve
to go.

Ygurii Andreievich did not argue. It was mad to return to tow,
where the wave of arrests must have reached its peﬂ}i, l‘f’l it
was equally mad to remain, alone and unarmed, in this winter
desert with its own hazards.

Besides, there was hardly an armful of hay left in the bam of
the sheds. OF course, had it been possible to scttle down f"fa
long stay, the doctor would have scouted around !oola'_ng for !;l:‘“
ways of getting food and fodder, but it wasn't worth it for a2 1¢
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i to the sleigh with 4 rope, and tumed back, walking at the
borse’s head.

The horse neaghed again, this time fa answer to anmh‘er horse
ueighing in the distance, “What can that be? Is it possivle that
Varyhino is ot 35 deserted as we thought?” It never occurred to
him that they had guests or that the neighing came from the
durection of Mykultsyn's house, He took the sleigh aroun.d the
farm buildings, and sice the house was hidden from bim by
smowy folds of 1and he did nat see its front entrance.

Takiag his time—why should he hurry?—~he stacked the wood
and, unhitching the horse, left the sleigh in the barn. Then he
took the horse to the stables, put it in the far stall where there
was Jess deaft, and stuffed the few remaining handfuls of hay into
the rack of the manger,

He felt sneasy as he walked hame. In front of the porch stood
a100my peasant sleigh with a sleck black foal harnessed to 1t, aad
walkdng up and down beside 1t was an equally sleek, plump
stranger, who gave the horse gn occasional slap and had a laok
8t its fetlocks

‘There were vowes comng from the bouse. Nejther wishing to
tavesdrop nor close epough to hear more then an oceasional
word, Yurii And b nevertheless fuvotuntarily stowed down
und suddenly stopped He d the voice of K ky
tsf¥ing to Lara and Katenka. They were apparently in the first
toom near the door. They were arguing, and, judging from the
svand of her voice, Lara was upset and crying, now violently
wonteadicting um and now agreeing with him.

Something made Yuni Andreievich feel that just then Eomarov-

1y %as speakang about him, saying something to the effect that
he should not be trugted {"serving two masters,” he thought he
heard), that it was impassible to tell if he were mare attached
tiﬂ“'\m‘ orte bis famdy, that Lara must nat relv nn him, becquse
L N o 4 the hounds”
e . oo evich u;.vent in.
- to v on the wght,
s dey WA TNT COat rea i
{‘1‘5“““ \ry)htr coat ¢ollar, {mil‘:x:% r‘;eix:hms' xfa:a h olding
) ) et e

T8 N
. . .- KR
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Several sets of sleigh tracks led up to the woodshed of the
Zhivagos’ house; Yurii Andreievich had made them on his earlier
trips, and the snow over the threshold was trampled and littered
from his last visit two days before.

The sky, which had been cloudy since moming, had cleared.

1t was cold again. The old park came right up to the shed, stir-
ring the doctor’s memories. The snow was deep that winter. It
was piled high in front of the shed, which looked shrivelled and
stooped, and the snow hung over the edge of the roof almost
down to the doctor’s head, like the rim of a gigantic mushroom.
Just above it, as though plunging a point of its crescent into the
snow, stood the new moon, glowing with a gray blaze along its
edge.
Although it was eatly in the afternoon and full daylight, the
doctor felt as if he were standing late at night in the dark forest
of his life. Such was the darkness in his soul, such was his de-
jection. The new moon shining almost at eye level was an omcd
of separation and an image of solitude.

He was 5o tired that he could hardly stand. He threw the logs
out of the shed onto the sleigh in smaller armfuls than usual; to
handle the icy wood with snow clinging to it was painful even
though he wore gloves. The work did not make him feel any
warmer. Something within him had broken and come to a stand-
still, He cursed his luckless fate and prayed God to spare the Iife
of the beautiful, sad, humble, and simp]e-hc:mcd woman he
Joved. And the new moon stood over the barn blazing without
warmth and shining without giving light.

The horse turned its head in the direction ol
house and whinnied, at first softly, timidly, then louder,
assurance. N

“What's that for?” Yuril Andreievich wondered. “It cant be
fright. A frightened horse wouldn't neigh, and it wouldn't be
such a fool as to signal to the wolves if it had scented 'lhem, an
so cheerfully, too, It must be looking forward to going home.
Hold on a moment, we'll soon be off.”

He added chips for kindling to the logs, and strips of bark th(:;
curled like shoe leather, covered the load with sacking. fash

f the Mlk\)lilsyns'
with
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gestion more consideration. And in fac? she .has ncver.stgpped
thinking about it, she has come back to it again nﬁud again/

“But only on condition that you come with us, broke in Lara.

Tt 4s 25 daBealt for you as at s for me to think of aur being
separated, but perhaps we ought to put our feelings asxde':mé
male this sacrifice. Because there’s no questont n{ my going.

“But you haven't heard anything yet, you don't know . . .
Listen to what Victor Ipp
ing Yintnn Tronnd saudab

h says, ... T mora-~

ane

tssin of the Far Eastem Goversment is stauding uader steam.
It arrived yoebordas Tonmn Waeaowe -3 03 T

) have to go by this train. Several seats have been put at my
disposal for my assistants. We could travel 1 great comfort.
Thete won't ever be another chance Iike this again I realize that
you are not in Yhe habit of spealang ightly, you are not the man
1o £0 back on your decisions, and you have made up your mind
ot to go with us But even so, shouldn’t you reconsider it for
Lasisa Feodorovna's sake? You heard her say that she won't go
without you. Come with us, 1f not to Viadivostok, then at least
as far as Yuriauwn—and there we shall see. Quly we must really
hugry ~there 1s not & moment to lase. T have a driver with meY
dor't drive myselfand there 10t Toom for five of us in my
steigh But 1 und d you have Samdeviatov's horse—didn

You say you had gone with it to get the waod? Is is still har-
fessed?”

“No, 1 have unhamessed it

“Well then, harness st again as quickly as you possibly can, My
driver will help you. . .. Though, come to think of it, why
bother—let's farget about your sleigh, well manage with mine,
:c’“ squecze in somehow, Only Yet's hurev. for Reneans =0
. ;l dons D e s e -

nn't d yaw, Victor Ippolitovich, Y c as il

had agreed to come. Go and good duck to you, a::[] ;:tn. L:g;fg:
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outdoor clothes, ready to leave. When Yurii Andrejevich came
in, Lara and Komarovsky rushed to meet him, speaking to-
gether:

“Where have you been all this time? We need you so bady!"

“Hello, Yurii Andreievich. As you see, in spite of the rude
things we said to each other last time, I'm with you once again,
though you didn’t invite me.”

“Hello, Victor Ippolitovich.”

“Where on earth have you been?” Lara asked again. “Now 1:5
ten to what he says and decide quickly for both of us. There it
any time. We have to hurry.”

“But why are we all standing? Sit down, Victor Ippolitovich.
How do you mean, darling, where have I been? You know I went
to get the wood, and afterwards I saw to the horse, Victor Ip-
politovich, do sit down, please.” i

“Well, aren't you amazed to see him? How is it you dont Took
surprised? Here we were, regretting that he had gone 2way
and that we hadn’t jumped at his offer, and now here ll.e is,
right under your very eyes, and you don’t even look surpl’lsi’dI
But what is even more astonishing is what he has to tell us
now. Tell him, Victor Ippolitovich.” .

“I don't know what Larisa Feodoravna has in mind. One thing
I must explain is this. T deliberately spread the rumor that I had
left, but I stayed on to give you and Larisa Feodorovna more
time to think over what we had discussed, and perhaps come to
a less rash decision.” .,

“But we can't put it off any longer,” broke in Lara. “Now is
the perfect time to leave. And tomorrow morning . . . But let
Victor Ippolitovich tell you himself.” o

“One moment, Lara dear. Forgive me, Victor Ippnhmwc 1.
Why should we all stand about in our coats? Let's take them 0‘k
and sit down. After al), these are serious things we have to ta
about, we can’t settle them in a minute. [ am afraid, Victer IX;‘
politovich, our discussion has touched on something personali
it would be ludicrous and embarrassing to go into it. But the h(_‘t
is that while I have never considered going away with you, Laras
case is different. On the rarc occasions when our eoncerns were
not the same and we remembered that we were nn_t one pCrS‘::
but two, I have always told her that she ought to give your sug
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bave to make her believe that. For instance, You might pretenq

tyou are going to get your sleigh ready and urge S to start
at once, without Waiting for You, not to waste any hmb—say
youll eatch UP With us as soo ¢ You are ready.”

and Katigy bives are ajsq threateneg, Either she o I will cer.
tainly be rtested, 5o we) be Parted anyyyay, 1y better that 3¢
should b You who separage us and take thep, off, as far away
. B0 saying this bye 1t doesn’t make much differ.
ence~things ape already 8oing your way, Pxobably in the eng
T breg) down completely, anq swallow my pride
0

“ + .+ . There’ 4
ough. How an yoy g Bow, when g Will s00n be dark? Thg
» 80d there 5y, wolves Watch gy~

e @ gun ang , Tevolver, g

e 2 the way, 4o keep oyy the colq,
Tve got €nough >

“What have | donep What py,, v

Bounced her, given hep must ry, gl;;n}j:;up, o
ey can’ cta hear Ty, wind fg Against me and ey ;zm pro;;:];l

ety re, eel by

trick 1ye Playeq on bg-{)y’ re-

e I donep Tve

&
zZ
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with you if she wishes. You needn’t worry about the house. I
clean it up and lock it after you've gone.”

“What are you talking about, Yura? What's all this nonsense
you don’t even believe yourself? “Lara’s wishes” indeed! As if you
didn't know perfectly well that X won't go without you and 1
won't make any decision on my own, So what’s all this talk about
your locking up the house?”

“So you are quite adamant?” said Komarovsky. “In that case,
with Larisa Feodorovna's permission I should like to have 2 cov-
ple of words with you, if possible alone.”

“Certainly. We can go into the kitchen. You don’t mind, dar-
ling?”

12

“Strelnikov has been captured, condemned to death, and shot.”

“How horrible! Are you really sure?”

“It’s what I've been told, and I am convinced it's true.”

“Don’t tell Lara. She would go out of her mind.”

“Of course I won’t. That's why I asked to speak to you a]o'ne.
Now that this has happened, she and her daughter are in im-
minent danger. You must help me to save them. Are you quite
sure you won't go with us?”

“Quite sure. I've told you already.”

“But she won't go without you I'simply don’t know what to do.
You'll have to help me in a different way. You'll have to pre-
tend, let her think that you might be willing to change )"“;
mind, look as if you might allow yourself to be pcrsunded-
can’t see her saying goodbye and leaving you, either here or at
the station at Yuriatin. We'll have to make her think that you ar¢
coming after all, if not now, then later, when I've m'rrmg“t
another opportunity for you to come. You'll have to p.rctcnd ﬂmf
you'll be willing to do that. You'll just have to convince her o
this, even if you have to lie. Though this is no empty offer "E
my part—I swear to you on my honor that at the first sign )110
give me I'll get you out to the East and I'll arrange for you "
goon from there anywhere you like. But Larisa Fcod?mvnn‘ m"]
believe that you are at least coming to sce us off, You'll simply
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1With Tuck, if the sun didn’t go down first {be wouldnt see
them ia the dark) they would flash past once aggin, for the last
time, on the other side of the ravine, across the field where the

wolves had stood two nights before.
bt . e e

tiat the snow greedily sucked in, when the sleigh swept into
sight and vanished. “Farewel}, Lara, until we meet in the next
warld, farewell, my love, my ineshaustible, eveslsting joy. T |
Dever see you again, 11} never, never see you again.”

1t was getting dark. Swikdly the bronze-red patches of sunset
seattered on the snow died down and went aut. The soft, ashy
distance Slled wath a lilac dusk that turned to deep mauve, 1ts
smoky haze smudging the fine lacewark of the roadside birches
Eghtly traced on the pink sky, pale as though it had suddenly
grown shallow,

Crief had sharpened Yuni Andrefevich’s senses and quickened
s perception & hundredfold, The very air surroundmg him
w3 rare, unique The winter evening was alive with sympathy,
Ehe a friendly witness It was as f there had never been such a
dusk belore and night were falling now for the first time 1 ordex
1o tonsole him {n his loneliness and beveavement, as if the valk
%ere not glways girded by a panorama of wooded hills on the
Yasizen but the trees had only taken up their places now, rising
ot of the ground s order to comfort hum with their presence,

Hie almost waved away the tangible beauty of the hour, like a
erowd of persistent friends, almost sayng to the hngering aftet-
low: “Thank you, thank you, Il be all nght”

B SUEIL!l:l‘ndmg on the veranda, he tumed his face ta the shue
e 1ar 40 s (ranca, b

aloud,

e went Into the house, A double manologue w i 5
Ws mind, two different Linds of mcmnlogx?eﬁ:: ;r%:“:ig m:l:t;
bu-n?m)mx the other addressed to Lara, Ike  siver inr{{ani
5 Now 111 go to Mescow,” ran his thoughts, “The first job is
0 funvive. I must not force myself to steep. Instead, 1 mus(j\vmk

- Surupws woUler alt these words
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“She is thinking: It's wonderful that things have gone so well
they couldn’t be better. Her absurd, obstinate Yurochka has re-
lented at last, thank heaven, we are going to a nice, safe place,
where people are more sensible than we are, where you can be
sure of law and order. Suppose even, just to be annoying, he
doesn’t come on tomorrow’s train, Komarovsky will send another
to bring him, and heTl join us in no time at all. And at the mo-
ment, of course, he’s in the stable, hurrying, excited, fumbling
with the harness, and he'll rush after us full tilt and catch up
with us before we get into the forest.

“That’s what she must be thinking. And we didn't even say
goodbye properly, I just waved to her and turned back, trying
to swallow my pain as if it were a piece of apple stuck in my
throat, choking me.”

He stood on the veranda, his coat over one shoulder. With his
free hand he was clutching the slender wooden pillar just under
the roof as if he meant to strangle it. His whole attention was
concentrated on a point in the distance. There a short stretch of
the road could be seen climbing uphill, bordered by a few
sparse birches. The low rays of the setting sun fell on this open
space, and there the sleigh now hidden by a shallow dip would
appear at any moment.

“Farewell, farewell,” he said over and over again in anticipa-
tion of that moment; his words were breathed almost soundlessly
into the cold afternoon air. “Farewell, my only love, my Jove
forever lost.

“They're coming, they're coming,” he whispered through drf,
blenched lips as the sleigh shot like an arrow out of the dip,
swept past the birches one after another, gradually slowing down,
and—oh, joyl—stopped before the last of them.

His heart thumped with such a wild excitement that his knees
shook and he felt weak and faint, the whole of his body f"f‘
as cloth, hike the coat slipping from his shoulder. “0 God, is it
Thy will to give her back to me? What can have happened? W!lﬂ‘
is going on out there near the sunset? What can be the meam'n.g
of itP Why are they standing still? No. It's finished. They've
moved. They're off. She must have stopped for a Jast look at the
house. Or perhaps to make sure that I had left? That T w3s
chasing after them? They've gone.”
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With lock, §f the sun didnt go down Sxst (he woulda't Is;i
\hern in the dark) they would Bash past once again, for the
time, on the other side of the ravine, across the eld where the
wolves bad stood two mights before.

And now this moment atl,sa had came and goue. The dark red
sum was stll round as a ball above the blue snowdrifts along.!he
horizon, Sooding the plain with a juicy pineapple-calared h.ght
that the snow greeddly sucked in, when the sleigh swept into
sight 4nd vanished “Farewell, Lara, until we meet in the next
world, farewell, my love, my inexhaustible, everlasting {oy. m,
never See you again, Tl never, pever see you agun.

It was getting dark Swiftly the bronze-red patches of sunset
scattered on the snow died down and went out. The soft, ashy
dstamce Blled with 2 blac dusk that turped to deep mauve, {ts
smeky haze smudgng the fine Ja k of the roadside birches
Yightly traced an the pink sky, pale as though it had suddealy
pown shallow,

Grief had sharpened Yurii Andreievich’s senses and quickened
bis perception 2 bundredfold. The very air surtounding him
WIS rave, unique The winter evenmg was alive with sympathy,
like 2 fnendly witness. Tt was as if there had never been such a
dusk before and mght were fallmg now for the Brst tume in order
%o tomsole him i Tus Jonelmess and bereavement, as if the valley
were pot always guded by a panorama of wooded hulls en the
horizon but the trees bad only token up their places now, rising
< of the ground in order to comfort hum with their presence,

He almost waved away the tangible beauty of the hour, ike a
erowd of persistent frends, almost saying to the Lugering after-
Foow: “Thark you, thank you, TH be all rght™

Stil standing on the veranda, he tumed his face to the shut
doot, bis back to the world “My bright sun bas se1” he kept re-
Peatg inwardly, as though trying to engrave these words 1 his

rl;ﬂngry. He did not have the strength fo utter all these words
aloud.

He went into the b
s mind, two duffer

ouse. A double monologue was going on in
busmesslke, the oth

ent kinds of monologue, the one dry and

er addressed to Lara, Yke a riv
“Now 1l go to Moscow,” o oy Seod.

v xan biv thoughts. “The Brst jab i
to survive 1 must not foree myself to sleep Yostead, 1 m:stl (\zcor‘;:
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all through the night till I drop with exhaustion. Yes, and another
thing, light the stove in the bedroom at once, there is no reason
why I should freeze tonight.”

But there was also this other inward conversation: “Tl stay
with you a little, my unforgettable delight, for as long as my arms
and my hands and my hps remember you. Il put my grief for
you in a work that will endure and be worthy of you. I'll write
your memory into an image of aching tenderness and sorrow.
Tl stay here tll this is done, then I too will go. This is how I will
portray you, I'll trace your features on paper as the sea, after 2
fearful storm has churned it up, traces the form of the greatest
farthest-reaching wave on the sand. Seaweed, shells, cork, peb-
bles, the lightest, most imponderable things that it could lift
from its bed, are cast up in a broken, sinuous line on the sand.
This line endlessly stretching into the distance is the frontier
of the highest tide. That was how life’s storm cast you up on my
shore, O my pride, that is how I'll portray you.”

He went in, locked the door behind him, and took off his coat.
‘When he went into the bedroom, which Lara had tidied up 0
well and so carefully that morning and which her hurried pack-
ing had again turned inside out, when he saw the disarrang
bed and the things thrown about in disorder on the chairs and
floor, he knelt down like a little boy, leaned his breast against
the hard edge of the bedstead, buried his head in the bedclothes,
and wept freely and bitterly as children do. But not for 10{15'
Soon he got up, hastily dned his face, looked around him w:lh
tired, absent-minded surprise, got out the bottle of vodka Ko-
marovsky had left, drew the cork, poured half a glass, added
water and snow, and with a relish almost equal in strength to the
hopelessness of the tears he had shed drank long, greedy gulps:

14

on in Yurii Andreicvich. Ho
before had he led sucl} a
he stopped taking
ay and had lost

Something unaccountable was going
was slowly losing his mind. Never
strange existence. He ncglcctcd the house,
proper care of himself, he tumed night into d
count of time since Lara had left.

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara; but the more he
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ut 20d rewrate what he bad written the’ more the Lara
:{vs h::;!):em apd notebooks grew away from her }“’“‘g Pms"g”]""
from the Lara who was Katia's mother off on a journey with her
danghter. ,

The reasen for his Tevision end rewriting was his search for
strength and exactness of expression, but they :ﬂso. follm:;?sd lﬂm
promptings of am imward reticence that forb:‘lde }um ta tl: ose
bis persomal experiences and the veal events fn his past with too
much feedom, lest he offend or wound those who had directly
taken past in them. As a result, his feeting, still pulsing :}nd warm,
was gradually ehminated from his poems, and romantic m(fxb\d-
ity yielded to 2 broad and serene vision that lifted the pacticular
tothe level of the universal and familiar. He was ot debiberately
striving for such a goal, but this broad vision carse of its own ne-
cord a8 3 consolation, ke a message sent to him by Lasa from her
trvels, Wke a dustimt greetng from ber, hke ber appearance ina
dream or the touch of ber hand on bis forehead, and he loved this
enzobling imprint

At the same time that ke was working on his lament for Lara
be was also senbbling the end of the notes be had accuroutated
over the years concerning natare, man, and varions other things.
As %ad always happened to Yum whenever he was writing, a
Bost of ideas about the bfe of the individual and of society as-
saled bum.

He reflected again that be concewved of histasy, of what is
called the course of history, not in the accepted way but by
soalogy with the vegetable kmngdom tn winter, under the
snaw, the leafless branches of a wood are thin and pooy, like the
Bairs on on 614 man's wart But in only a few days ja spring
the forest is transformed, 3t reaches the clouds, and you can hide
o lase yourseld 1n its Seafy maze. This transformation is achieved
with a speed greates that in the case of animals, for animals do
1ok Zraw as fast as plants, aed yet we cannot directly observe the
mavement of growth even of plants. The forest does not change
its place, we cannot Le i wait for & sud catch it in the act of
change. Whenever we look gt i, it seems to be mwotionless And

such also is the tmmobibty to aur eyes of the eternall i
ceaselessty changing hisl‘o}:y, the o sociy o

hfe of soc) St Sl
In 5 incessant transformations ety moving invisibly
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all through the night till I drop with exhaustion. Yes, and another
thing, light the stove in the bedroom at once, there is no reason
why T should freeze tonight.”

But there was also this other inward conversation: “T1l stay
with you a little, my unforgettable delight, for as long as my ams
and my hands and my lips remember you. I'll put my grief for
you in a work that will endure and be worthy of you. Il write
your memory into an image of aching tenderness and sorrow.
Tl stay here till this is done, then I too will go. This is how I will

, Portray you, T'll trace your features on paper as the sca, after &
fearful storm has churned it up, traces the form of the greatest,
farthest-reaching wave on the sand. Seaweed, shells, cork, peb-
bles, the lightest, most jmponderable things that it could lift
from its bed, are cast up in a broken, sinuous line on the sand.
This line endlessly stretching into the distance is the frontier
of the highest tide. That was how life’s storm cast you up on my
shore, O my pride, that is how I'll portray you.”

He went in, locked the door behind him, and took off his coat.
When he went into the bedroom, which Lara had tidied up s¢
well and so carefully that morning and which her hurried pack-
ing had again turned inside out, when he saw the disarranged
bed and the things thrown about mn disorder on the chairs and
Hoor, he knelt down like a little boy, leaned his breast against
the hard edge of the bedstead, buried Ins head in the bedclothes,
and wept freely and bitterly as children do. But not for long.
Soon he got up, hastly dried his face, looked around him “'jdl
tired, absent-minded surprise, got out the bottle of vodka Ko-
marovsky had left, drew the cork, poured half a glass, added
water and snow, and with a relish almost equal in strength to the
hopelessness of the tears he had shed drank long, greedy gulps-

14

Something unaccountable was going o
was slowly losing his mind. Never b
strange existence. He ncglcctcd the house, e stop
proper care of himself, he turned night into day and ha
count of time since Lara had left,

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara;

n in Yurii Andreicvich. He
cfore had he led such 8
ped taking
d lost

but the more he
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ice and expecting 1t as part of his tife, played tricks on hirm
ﬁx;ebe heax?her cz%ling. "gurodzkal" from the next roont. s

He also had other hallucinations that week. Tt‘vw:ud the en
of 1t, he woke up in the night from 2 nonsensical nightmare nbmft
2 dragon that had its Lair underneath the house. He opened }n;
eyes. A light flashed from the gully aud he heard the crack an
echo of a nfle shot. Strangely, a few moments aftes so unusual an

experience, be weat back to sleep, and in the moming told him-
self that it hiad been a dream,

15

This s what happened a day or two later. The doctor had at
Yast convinced humself that he must be sensible, that if he wished
ta \ill himself be could find a quicker and less painful method.
He promised himself to leave as soon as Szmdeviatov came for
fum,

A httle before dusk, while it was stll light, he heard loud
erunching footsteps on the spow. Someone was calmly approach-
ing the house with a firm, easy step.

Strange! Who could it be? Samdeviatov had his horse, he
would not have come on foot, and Varykino was deserted.
“Theye come for me,” Yurn Andreievich decsded. “A summons
or an grder o go back to town Or they've come to arrest me,
No, there would be two of them and they would have trans-
portation to take me back. It's Mikultsyn,” he thonght joy-
fully, imagimng that be recogmuzed the step. The stranger, stll
unidentied, fumbled at the door with its broken bolt, as if he
tad expected the padlack to be there; then he walked in con-
fidently, certan of his way, apeng the connecting doors and
closing them carefully bebind him

Yurd Aodresevich had been sitting 2t hus desk with his back
to the door. As he tose and tumed to face it he found the
nrf‘n‘%‘cr a](r!cady in the deorway, where he had stopped dead.

om do you want ta see?” The doctor adeal i
out these conventional words e ily burted

without think
surprised when there was 1o reply. inking, and was not
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Tolstoy thought of it in just this way, but he did not spell it out
so clearly. He denied that history was set in motion by Napoleon
or any other ruler or general, but he did not develop his idea to
its logical conclusion. No single man makes history. History can-
not be seen, just as one cannot see grass growing, Wars and
revolutions, kings and Robespierres, are history’s organic agents,
its yeast. But revolutions are made by fanatical men of action
with one-track minds, geniuses in their ability to confine them-
selves to a limited field. They overturn the old order in a few
hours or days, the whole upheaval takes a few weeks or at most
years, but the fanatical spirit that inspired the upheavals is wor-
shipped for decades thereafter, for centuries.

Mourning for Lara, he also mourned that distant summer in
Meliuzeievo when the revolution had been a god come down to
earth from heaven, the god of the summer when everyone had
gone crazy in his own way, and when everyone’s life had existed
in its own right, and not as an illustration for a thesis in support
of the rightness of a superior policy. .

As he scribbled his odds and ends, he made a note reaffirming
his belief that art always serves beauty, and beauty is delighl
in form, and form is the key to organic life, since no living thing
can exist without it, so that every work of art, including tragedy,
expresses the joy of existence. And his own ideas and notes also
brought him joy, a tragic joy, a joy full of tears that exhausted
him and made his head ache.

Samdeviatov came to see him, He brought him more vod!in and
told him of how Antipova and her daughter had left with Komar-
ovsky. He came by the railway handcar. He scolded the dUCfN‘
for not looking after the horse properly and took it back, u.n“'.lli;
ing to leave it for three or four more days as Yurii Andreievic
wished, but promising to come back within the weck, and per-
sonally take him away from Varykino for good. I

Sometimes, after losing himself in his work, Yurii AndrClC\:lC
suddenly remembered Lara as vividly as if she were bcfar'c him,
and broke down from tenderness and the sharpness of his loss.
As in his childhood, when after his mother’s death he l.ho“ghl
he heard ker voice in the bird ealls, in the summer m:xgmfl'l’ﬂ"c.C
of Kologrivov's garden, so now his hearing, accustomed to Laras
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defay its execution by chattng with the doctor and staying in his
o1 ? i

‘:%:n\ivez it was, he was evidently keeping to lumse).f some
impertant seczet that burdened bim, while pouring out his heart
allthe more effusively on every othex subject.

Tt was the disease, the sevolutionary madness of the sge, that
at heast everyone was dferent from bis outward appearance
and bis words. No one bad a clear conscience, Everyone could
pstifisbly feel that he was guilty, that he was a sectet eriminal,
a0 undetected mmpostor. ‘The slightest pretext was envugh to
Taach the fmagrmation ont an orgy of self-tarture, Carried away
by therr fantasy, people accused themselves falsely not only out
of termor bt ot of 2 merbidly destruative impulse, of their own
will, in 2 state of metaphysical trante, in a passion for self.
condemnation which cannot be checked once you give it its
bead,

s important military leader who had often presided at

mittasy courts, Strelnkoy must have heard aad read any pum-
ber of conf and deposit

d dep by cond d men. Now he
way himself swayed by the impulse to unmask himself, to reap-
pratse his whole bfe, to draw up a balance sheet, while mon-
stroosly distorting everything in tis feverich excitement.

He spoke mecherently, jumping Grom confession to confession.

“This alf happened pear Chuta. . . . Were you surprised at
all the outlandish thungs you found m the drawers and cup-
boards? All that comes from the requisttionng we did when the
Red Ammy ocenpied eastern Stberia, Naturally, 1 didet bring
#there all by myself. Tve always had trustwortby, devoted peaple
aound me; fhife has been very good to wme that way. These
mndlesf, matches, coffee, tea, wnting ruaterials, and so on 2}
tome from requsihoned mulitary stores, partly Cze
Englsh and Japanese. Odd, do:fty you thmf . 3’ . ")‘Vh‘:a’:;1 d%a?jxyx
think? was my wafe’s favorite expression, { suppose you noticed,
T couldnt make up my mind whether to et you when 1 ar.
vived, but I might s well admit it now~1 came 1o see her and
my doughter The message saying that they were hiere didnt
teach me till too late. That's how 1 mussed then. When o
and teports reached me of your intimacy with her ann;n:hr:
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The stranger was a powerful, well-built man with a handsome
face. He was dressed in a fur jacket and trousers, and warm,
goatskin boots, and he had a rifle slung over his shoulder on a
strap,

Orly the moment of his appearance took the doctor by sur-
prise, not his arrival in itself. The traces of occupation in the
house had prepared him for it. This, evidently, was the owner of
the supplies he had found, which, as he knew, could not have
been left by the Mikulitsyns. Something about him struck Yurii
Andreievich as familiar, he felt he had seen him before. Neither
did the caller look as astonished as might have been expected
at the sight of Yurii Andreievich. Perhaps he had been told that
the house was lived in, and even who was living in it. Perhaps
he even recognized the doctor.

“Who is he? Who is he?” The doctor racked his brains.
“Where have I seen him, for heaven’s sake? Surely not ... A
hot morning in May, God knows in what year. The station at
Razvilie. The Commissar’s coach, promising nothing good. C.ul-
and-dried ideas, a one-track mind, harsh principles, and integrity,
absolute integrity . . . Strelnikov]”

16

They had been talking for hours. They talked as only Russians
in Russia can talk, particularly as they talked then, desperate
and frenzied as they were in those anxious, frightened days.
Night was falling, and it was getting dark.

Apart from the nervous garrul that was in
those days, Strelnikov had some personal reason for talking
ceaselessly.

He went on and on, doing everything possible to kcc'p the con-
versation going, in order to avoid being alone. 1Vas it his con-
science he was afraid of, or the sad memories that haunted him,
or was he tormented by that self-dissatisfaction which makes 8
man so hateful and intolerable to himself that he is ready to fhc
of shame? Or had he made some dreadful, irrevocablo decision
and was he unwilling to remain alone with it and andous to
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bis mother. His father had been shot as a hostage, and his
mother s in prison, and the same thing Was Yikely to happen
ta her. When he heard that, he made up his mind to do all he
conld to get her out. He went to the Jocal Cheka, gave hix.nself
up, and offered to work for them. They agreed 1o give bim a
chance on condition he made some important betrayal. He .ko]d
them where 1 was hidiog. But fortunately 1 got away in time.

“By a fautastic effort and after endless adventures, 1 got across
Siberia and reached this part of the country. I am so well known
here, ¥ thought it was the Jast place they'd expect to find me;
they wonldo't suppose T'd bave the pesve, And in fact, they
went on for a Jong time looking for me around Chita, while I
was hidwg exther in this house or in one or two athers 1 knew
were safe in the nesghborhood. But now that's out, they’se on
my traf Listen. It's getting dark and 1 don't like it because I
haver't been able to sleep for ages. You know what a torment
that is. If any of my candles are still left—goad, arent they,
real tallowl—then let's go on talking for a bit, Let's go on talking
for as long as you can stand it, right through the nmight, in
Jusury, by candlelight”

“The candles are all there. T've apened only one bot. I've been
using the kerosene, which probably you also Yeft”

Eave you any bread?”

No*

“Then what have yau been liviag an? But what 2 silly uestiont
Potatoes, of course.”

“Thats nght. Any amount of those. The people who used to
live here were good housekeepers, they knew haw ta store them,
they're all safe and sound in the cellar, neither

Strelml ddenly switched to the

Totten nor frozen.”

7
“None of this can mean anything to v 't
you. You couldy’ 5
stand it. You grew up quite differently. There was the \tv:ﬂngﬂf
the suburhs, of the vailwayy, of the slums and tomam s -
hungar nvaesen 3+ 4 N N
being -
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name Dr. Zhivago was mentioned to me, for same inexplicable
reason, out of the thousands of faces I'd seen in these years, 1
remembered a doctor of that name who had once been brought
to me for questioning.”

“And were you sorry you hadn’t had me shot?”

Strelnikov ignored the question. Perhaps he had not even
heard the interruption. Lost in his thoughts, he went on with
his monologue.

“Naturally, T was jealous—I'm jealous now, for that matter.
What could you expect? . . . I came to this district only a few
months ago, after my other hide-outs farther cast were un-
covered. I was to be court-martialled on a trumped-up charge.
It wasn't difficult to guess the outcome. I wasn't guilty. I
thought there might be a hope of defending myself and clearing
my good name at some time in the future, in more propitious
circumstances. So I decided to disappear while I still could,
before they arrested me, and Iude for the present, lead 2 hc{-
mit’s life, kecp moving. Perhaps I would have succeeded if it
hadn’t been for a young scoundrel who wheedled himsclf into
my confidence. .

“It was while I was making my way westward across Stheria,
an foot, keeping out of people’s way and starving. I used to slecp
in snowdrifts, or in trains—there were endless rows of them
standing buried in the snow all along the line.

“Well, I came across this boy, a trarp, who said he h:.ld got
away from a partisan shooting squad—they had lined him up
with a lot of other condemncd men, but he was only \voundcfl.
and he crawled out from under a pile of dead bodics and hid
in the forest and rccovered, and now he was moving from one
hide-out to another, like me. That was his story, anyway. tie
was a good-for-nothing, vicious and backward; he had been
kicked out of school because he was dull-witted.”

The more detals Strelnikov added to his description, the
more certain the doctor felt that he knew the boy.

“YVas his name Terentii Galuzin?”

“Yes,” .

“Then everything he said about the partisans and the shooting
was true. He didn't invent a word.”

“The only good thing about him was that he was devoted 0
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‘e no idea. She had 2 school friend who lwed in & tene.
:xﬁxl::‘e:tndoor to us; most of the tenants were raitway \vork(‘ex:s
oo the Brest line. It was called the Brest Yine in th,use days, it's
been renamed several times since. My futher—he’s a member
of the Yuriatin revolutionary court now~-he was a track overseer.
Tused to go to that house and see her there, She was still a child,
Dot even then, the alertness, the watchfulness. the restlessness of
those days—it was all there, you could read jt all in her face,
her eyes. All the themes of the century—all the tears and the
inndts and the hopes, the whole accumulation of resentiment
aed pride were written in her face and bearing, which eqargss’ed
beth girhsh shyness and self-assured grace. She was a living
indictment of the age, This is thing, isa't {t? Ws p
ton, Something nature endowed ber with, hing te which
shehad a burthmght”

“Haw well you speak of her. 1 too saw her {n those days, just
a3 you have described her, A schoolgirl, and yet at the same
time the secret heroine of an unchildish drama. Her shadow on
the wall was the shadow of helpless, watchful self-defense. That
was bow I saw her, aud se I stsll remember her. You put it
perfectly”

“You saw and you remembered? Asd what did you do™

“That's another story altogetber.”

“Yes. Well. S0 you see, the whole of this pincteenth century
—~its revol m Pans, 1ts g of Russian emles starting
with Herzen, 1ts assassinations of Tsars, some ouly plotted, oth-
ors carried out, the whole of the workers' movement of the
world, the whole of Marxism in the partiaments and universi-
ties of Europe, the whole of this uew system of ideas with its

mewness, the switness of its conclusion, its irony, and its pitdess
temedies elaborated o the name of Pity—all of this e
sothed and comeeen ¥ - N

N s UWSUNE T0t0 Sames Lke 2 Tioht
ot redemption for all the sorrows and misfortunes of ;a:ﬁjg:gt
But why on earth om { telfing you all this? To you it must be
the tinkhing of 8 cymbale-just waords.

“For the sako of this 8itl 1 studied and became o teacher,
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the mother’s darlings, of smart students and rich merchants’ sons;
the world of impunity, of brazen, insolent vice; of rich men
laughing or shrugging off the tears of the poor, the robbed, the
insulted, the seduced; the reign of parasites, whose only distinc-
tion was that they never troubled themselves about anything,
never gave anything to the world, and left nothing behind them

“But for us life was a campaign. We moved mountains for
those we loved, and if we brought them nathing but sorrow,
they did not hold it against us because in the end we suf-
fered more than they did.

“But before I go on, I ought to tell you something. This is the
point. You've got to leave Varykino, don’t put it off if you value
your life. They are closing in on me, and whatever happens to
me will involve you. You are implicated already by the very fact
of talling to me now. And apart from everything elsc, there are
a lot of wolves around here; I had to shoot my way out of the
Shutma the other night.”

“So it was you shooting.”

“Yes. Of course, you heard me. I was on my way to another
hide-out, but before 1 got there I saw by various signs that it
had been discovered. The people who were there have prolxabl)'
been shot. I won't stay long with you. Il spend the night and
leave in the moming. . . . Well, I'll go on if I may.

“Of course, it wasn't only in Moscow or in Russia that there
existed these elegant Tverskaia Yamskaia Strects with young
rakes in fancy hats and spats rushing about with their girls 2
cabs. That street, the night life of the street, the m'ght‘ life ?f
the past century, and the race horses and the rakes, c:nstcd 1}!:
every city in the world. But what gave unity to the nincteent
century, what set it apart as one historical period? It was the
birth of socialist thought. Revolutions, young men dying on
the barricades, writers racking their brains in an cflort to curb the
brute insolence of moncy, to save the human dignity of the
poor. Marxism arose, it uncovered the root of the evil and 1"
offered the remedy, it became the great force of the century.
And the elegant streets of the nge were all that, as well as the
dirt and the heroism, the vice and the slums, and the proclama-

i nd the barricades. .
uo“l;fu:lx can't think how lovely she was as a child, a schoolgirl
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“It would have been too heavy for her. Did you help her?”
“Yes” .
*Each of you held one end, and sbe Joaned far back throwing

up her arms high as on a swing and turning away her f:\c?

from the Blowing dust and squinted her eyes and laughed? Tsnt

that bow it was? How well I know her ways! And then you
walked toward each other foldmg up the heavy carpet iéxst in
two 20d then in four, and she joked and made faces, didn’t she?

Didn't she?”

They stood up and went to dufferent windaws and looked ont
in different durections. Alter a time Strelnikov watked up to
Yorli Andreievich, caught hold of his hands, pressed them ta
his breast, and went on as hurniedly as before:

"Forgive me, T vealize that 1 am touchwg on things that are
dear and haly to you, But I should hike to ask you more ques-
tons, i youll Jet me. Only please don't go away. Dent Jeave
me alone Tl be going soon myself. Just think—six years of
separation, six yeats of inconceivable self-restraint. But 1 kept
thinking that freedom was not yet wholly won. When I'd won
1,1 thought, my hands would be untied and I could belong to
oy family And now, all my caleulabions have come to nothing,
They]l arrest me tomorrow. You are near and dear to her. Per-
baps youll see her one day and . .. But what am I saying!
Tm mad, Theyll arrest me, and they won't let me say a word

inmy own defense. TheyR come at me with shouts and curses
and gag me. Don't I know bow 1t's done!”

18

At Yong last, Yusii Andreievich had a good sleep For the first
time 10 many mghts be el asleep the moment he lay down
Strelnidov spent the might, the doctor put him in the ne;zt.
soom The few times the ductor weke up and turned over or
pulled the blankets up to his chun, he was conscious of the stry
refreshment of sleep and he drapped off happily again ar oo
’{o‘wat:filar{::on‘;ing Be had several short, hleidascopige dreax:: c:i
as chil 5 i
by, so detailed aod logieal that he took them for
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and went to Yuriatin, which I did not know at that time. For
her sake I devoured piles of books and absorbed a great mass
of knowledge, to be available to her if she asked for my help.
To win her back after three years of marriage, 1 went to war,
and when the war was over and I returned from captivity, 1
took advantage of having been listed as dead, and under an as-
sumed name plunged headlong into the revolution, to pay back
in full all the wrongs that she had suffered, to wash her mind
clean of those memories, so that it should not be possible to re-
turn to the past, so that there should be no more Tverskaia-
Yamskaias., And all the time they, she and my daughter, were
next door, they were herel What an effort it cost me to resist
the longing to rush to them, to see them! But I wanted to finish
my life’s work first. Oh, what wouldn't I give now for one look
at them! When she came in it was as if the window flew open
and the room filled with air and light.”

“I know how much you loved her. But forgive me, have you
any idea of her love for you?”

“Sorry. What was that you said?”

“I asked you, had you any idea of how much she loved you—
more than anyone in the world?”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because she told me so herself.”

“She said that? To you?”

“Yes.” .

“Forgive me, I realize it's an impossible thing to ask, but if
it isn’t hopelessly indiscreet, if you can, will you tell me exactly
what it was she said to you?”

“Gladly. She said that you were the embodiment of what 2
buman being should be, a man whose equal she had never m":l-
that you were unique in your genuineness, and that if she wU"‘
go back to the home she had shared with you she would craw
to it on her knees from the end of the carth.” .

“Fargive me, but if it isn't intruding on something too intimate,

can you r the cir s in which she said this”"
“She had been doing this room nnd she went outside to shake
the carpet.”

“Sorry, which carpet? There are two.”
“That one, the larger one.”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CONCLUSION

1

It remalas ta tell the brief story of the Jast eight or ten years of
Zhivago's be, duzing which he went more and mors to seed,
gradually losing his knowledge and ¢lill as a doctor and 2 writer,
emergg from his state of depression and resuming his work
only to fall back, after a shost flare-up of actiity, into long
periods of mdifference 1o timself and to everytbing in the warld,
During these years the heart disease which be had himself
disgnosed earlier but without realizing its gravity developed to
o advanced stage.

He went to Mascaw at the begianing of the NEP, the most
ambiguous and hypocritieal of all Soviet periods. He was even
{huner, more veglected, avd more unkerapt than when he went
to Yusatin after escaping from the partisans, In the cousse of
his journey he had agam gradually discarded those of his clothes
that had some value, exchanging them for bread and a few
wiomn o rags to cover his nakedsess. So he had hved off his
stcond fur coat and swit, and amved in the streets of Moscow

dressed fa a gray sheepskin hat, puttees, and a wom-out army
overcoat stripped of all its buttops Yike a conviet's uniform, Tn
Wis getup he was indistingmshable from the lesy ed
Aoy men who thronged the stations and the streets and squares
of the capital.

He had not artved lone, Following, bim wherever he went
was a good-Jooking young peasant boy who was also dresced
In old army clothes. They both turned’ up in the few survivan

Moscow drawing, sooms Wke those in which Yurii Andrefevi
&
had spent hxs. childhood, where ke was remembered andJ e\‘:i
comed with his companion {after tactiul inquiries as to whether
485
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He dreamed, for instance, that his mother’s watercolor show-
ing a place on the Italian Riviera suddenly dropped from the
wall, and he was aroused by a sound of breaking glass. He
opened his eyes. “No, it can’t be that,” he thought. “It's Antipov,
Lara’s husband Strelnikov, scaring the wolves in the Shutma as
Bacchus would say.” But no, what nonsense! It was the picture.
There it was, lying in pieces on the floor, he assured himself, back
in his dream.

He woke up late, with a headache from having slept too long.
For a time he couldn’t think who or where he was.

Then he remembered: “Strelnikov is in here. It's late. T must
get dressed. He must be up by now. If not, Il wake him and
make some coffee, and well have it together.”

“Pavel Paviovichl” he called out.

There was no answer. “He’s still asleep. He's a sound slecper,
I must say.” He dressed unhurriedly and went into the nest
room. Strelnikov's fur hat was on the table, but he was nowhere
in the house. “Must have gone for a walk. And without his f}ﬂ-
Toughening himself up. I ought to be getting out of Varykiso
today, but it's too late now. Again I've overslept, it's the same
thing every day.”

He lit the kitchen range, picked up a bucket, and started to-
ward the well. A few yards from the door, Strelnikov lay across
the path with his head in a snowdrift. He had shot himself. The
snow was a red lump under his left temple where he had
bled. Drops of spurting blood that had mixed with the soow
formed red beads that looked like rowanberrics.
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e stuffed it into his mouth and chewed it with great diffieulty.
The vam, bolf-chewed grain was almost indigestible.

Newer in his bfe had he seen such dark-Jooking 1ye, :gty.
brown, the color of old gold. Usually, when it is basvested in
time, s color §s much lighter.

These flame-colored %};Ids blazing without fire, these felds
sileatly prochaiming their distress, wese coldly bordere{]l by the
wast, quiet sky, uts face already wintry am} shadowed by Ceaseé
lessly mmoving, long, Baky snow-clouds with black centers an
white Banks. L

Everythung was moving slowly, regularly—~the fowing river,
the road tunning by it, and the doctor walking along the rosd
in the same direction as the drifting clouds, Nor were the rye
fields motiontess. Theie surface was alive, they wese astr with
a0 woessant erawhng that suggested something foul and repel-
lent,

Never had there been such a plague of mice. They had bred
in wnprecedented quantites. They scurried over the doctor’s
fate and hands and jnside lus sleeves and trousers at might,
when he was caught by darkness and fosced to sleep m the
open, they raced acsoss the r0ad by day, gorged and teeming,
#nd turned into squealong, pubsing stush when they were trod-
den underfoat.

Shaggy village curs, turned wald, followed him at a respectful
distance, exchanging glances a5 1 to decide on the best moment
to fall on Tum and tear him to preces They fed on carrion, did
not disdain tice, and eyed Yuni Andreievich from afar, moving
alter tom confidently as though waiting for somethung, For
some teason they never ventured into the wood and, whenever
e came near one, gradually tel} back, turned tail, and vansshed.

The woods and the fields offered a complete contrast in thase
days Deserted by man, the elds looked orphaned as if hig
aboence had put them under a curse The Sorest, hawesver, well
nd of him, Bountshed proudly w freedom as though released
from captivity.

Usually the outs are not allowed
particutarly village children, pick th

to ripen, as people, and
branches, But now the wooded si

em green, breaking off whola
des of hills and gullies were
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they had been to the baths—typhus was still raging) and in
which he was soon told of the circumstances of his family's
departure from Russia.

Both of them shied away from people, and their unsociability
made them avoid going among people separately, for fear of
becoming the ceuter of attention and having to talk, Usually,
when these two lanky figures made their appearance at any
gathering of friends, they retired to some comer, where they
could spend the evening in silence, without having to take part
in the general conversation.

Dressed in his rags and accompanied everywhere by the bay,
the tall, gaunt doctor looked like a peasant Secker after Truth,
and his companion like a patient, blindly devoted, and obedient
disciple. Who was his young companion?

2

Yurii Andreievich had made the last stage of his journey by
train but had covered the earlier and much longer part on foot.

The villages he went through looked no better than those b'e
had seen in Siberia and the Urals, after running away from 1.115
captivity m the woods, Only then 1t had been winter, while
now, at the end of the summer and the beginning of a warm, dry
autumn, the weather made things casier.

Half the villages he passed were deserted, the fields aban-
doned and unharvested as after an enemy raid. Such were the
effects of war—the civil war,

For two or three days at the end of September his road f?l'
lowed the steep bank of a river. The river flowing toward him
was on his right. On his left the wide, unharvested fields
stretched from the road to the cloudbanks on the horizon. At
long intervals they were interrupted by woods, for the most
part oak, maple, and elm. The woods 3:m to the ri‘wl'cr inn deep

llies, which dropped precipitously and cut across the roac.
g“In the unhnn’cglc)d ﬁx:ﬂds I:hc n'])ac grain spilled and mckhg
on the ground. Yurii Andreievich gathered it in lmm.!fuls, 0"1
at the worst, if he had no means of boiling it and making gruch
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Andseievich crossed the road and sat down on one of the mill-
t lay ou the grass.

smﬁ&x&m&y hemgrme up aver the edge of the b:mfk, Lhe:}‘,

shoulders, then arms. Someone was climbing vp the oliff pn‘“

with 2 bucket of water. Seemg the doctor, be stopped, st

visible only from the waist up. .

'Wuuldyyau ke a drinkpnf water? ¥ you won't hust me, 1
won't hurt you." don

“Thark you. Yes, T ke a dritk. But come over here, don’t
be frightened, Why should T hust you?”

The water carnmer was a boy in his teens, barefoot, ragged,
and dishevelled. .

12 wpite af Yis friendly words, he plerced the doctor with a
vatned, suspicious stare, For some reason the boy was strangely
agitated, Finally, putng down his bucket, he rushed toward
the doctor but stopped halfway, wutterng:

It st ... Xt can’t be ... I must be dreaming. Pardon
me, vomrade, if 1 ask you, but haven't I seen you betore? Yes!
‘es! Surely! You're the doctor, aren’t you?”

“Jard who are you?”

Dozt you tecognuze me?”

“No”

“We were m the same train from Mascaw, in the same car,
They'd conseripted me for Jabor. T was in the convoy.”

1t was Vasia Brykin, He threw himself on the ground before
e dostar, hissed tus hands, and wept.

The burned rmns were those of his native village, Vereten.
mki Bis mother was dead. When the village was destroyed,
Vasia Ind i 2 eave in the quaries, but his mother, thinking
he had heen talen off o town, went mad with gref and drowned
hersclf in the river—that very twer Pelga which fowed at the
foot of the cliff where they were sitting and talking. Hss sisters

Alia gad Arla wese said to be in an orphavage in anath

dustrict, but he knew nothmg certain about (heth He went :z:
to Moscow with the doctor, and on the way told him of many
teroble Yappenings, ’
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thick with rough, golden foliage dusted and coarsened by the
sun, Festive among it were bulging clusters of nuts, three or
four, as if tied together, ripe and ready to fall from the
branches. Yurii Andreievich cracked and erunched them in
quantity. He stuffed his pockets and his bag full of them; for 2
whole week he fed on hazelnuts.

The fields appeared to him as something scen in the fever ofa
dangerous illness, and the woods, by contrast, in the Tucidity of
health regained. God, so it seemed to him, dwelled in the woods,
while the fields echoed with the sardonic laughter of the devil

8

At this point of his journcy, Yurii Andrejevich came to 2 de:
serted, burned-out village. All the houses had stood in one rOW
on the side of the road opposite the river. The strip of land be-
tween the road and the edge of the stecp riverbank had not
been built on, i
Only a few houses, blackened by the fire, were still Sh\ndl:llg.
but they too were empty, uninhabited. Nothing was lcgt' of li
others but piles of charred rubble with black chimneys rising o
of them. R
The cliffs facing the river were honeycombcd \Vll?l pits “l here
the villagers had quarried rock for millstones; this had been
their means of livelihood. Three such unfinished stones “cri
lying on the ground in front of the last house in the row, onc @
the few that had remained standing. Like the others,
was uninhabited. bat the
Yurii Andreievich went inside. It was a still afternoon, bu "
rmoment he entered it was as if a gust of wind burst into Hf
house. Tufts of straw and hay slithered across the floors, rem
nants of paper flapped on the walls, and the who.lc pln'cr: 5‘,] iy
and rustled. Like the countryside, it swarmed with mice W
cred off, squeaking, in all directions,
sc;;x;::[)camc ou!.(lfhc su% was setting behind the ficlds (n}l;:,fk
of the village. A warm, golden glow flooded the opposittl:m ;hﬁ
and its fading brillianee was seflected by pools and on g

rurt]
some of which reached out into the middle of the stream. Yu!

this house
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Andretevich ervssed the road and sat down on one of the mill-
stones that lay on the grass.

A far, sb:}g’gy headgrmme up over the e%%“' of the ba‘gé’ thi;:
shoudders, ther arms. Someone was climbing up the cliff pa i
wih 2 bucket of water. Seeing the doctar, he stopped, s
wsible only from the wadst up. . 1

"Would you like a drink of water? If you wont hurt me,
won't burt you.” ’

“Thark you, Yes, I'd bke a drink. But come over here, dogt
be fnghtened, Whiy should 1 bust you?”

The water carmer was a bay in his teens, barefoot, ragged,
and dishevelled. .

In spite of his friendly words, he plerced the doctor with a2
worried, susprcious stare, For some reason the boy was strangely
agited. Finally, putting down bis backet, be tushed toward
the doctor but stopped halfway, mwttenng:

‘It iswt . .. It cant be ... I must be dreaming. Pardon
e, comrade, if 1 ask you, but haven't T seen you beforep Yes!
Yest Surelyl You're the doctor, arent you?”

"And who are you?”

“"Don't yau tecoguize me?”

“No”

"We were 1 the same train from Moscow, in the same car,
Theyd conscripted me for labor, I was 1n the convoy.”

R was Vasta Brykin, He threw himself on the ground before
the dactor, Wissed bis hands, and wept.

¢ bumed mins were those of bis native village, Vereten.
wki His mother was dead. When the village was destroyed,
¥asia Yiid 10 a cave m the «quarnies, but his mother, thinking
$ie had been taken off ta tawn, went mad with grref and drowned
herselt 1 the rver—that very tiver Pelga which flowed at the
foot of the ¢hiE where they were siting, and talking, His sisters
Allz and Ara were said to be in an orphanage in another

distact, but he knew nothing certain about them, He went on
1o Moseow with the doctor,

ad on the way told hy
texxble bappentas, e way told him of many
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4

“That’s last winter’s corn going to waste in the fields. We'd just
finished sowing it when our troubles began. It was after Aunt
Polia went away. Do you remember Aunt Polia?”

“No. I never even knew her, Who is she?”

“You never knew Aunt PoliaP She was with us in the train!
Tiagunova. The one who was plump and fair, and looked you
straight in the eye.”

“That's the one who was always braiding and undoing her
hair?”

“That’s it! The one with the pigtail, that's the one!”

“Yes, I remember her. Wait a moment, now I come to think
of it, I met her later in a town in Siberia, we met in the street.”

“You don’t mean it! You met Aunt Polial”

“What's the matter with you, Vasia? Why arc you shaking my
hands like a madman? If you're not careful you'll pull them off.
And what are you blushing for, like a girl?”

“Well, tell me quickly, how is she? Tell me.”

“She was all right when I saw her. She spoke about you and
your people. Didn't she say she'd been staying with you, of
have I got it wrong?”

“Of course she did, of course she did. She stayed with us.
My mother loved her like her own sister. She's quict and a g .
worker, very clever with her hands. We had plenty of every”
thing in the house as long as she was living with us. But they
made her life a misery in Veretenniki with all their talk.

“There was a man in the village called Rotten Kharlam. He
was making up to Polia. He's a slanderer, and he had no nosc.
She wouldn't even look at him. He had a grudge against me for
that. He spoke evil about me and Polia. In the end she left, S"ﬁ'
couldn’t stand it any more. And that was the beginning of al
our troubles. ed all

“There was & terrible murder near here. A widow who Hivec ﬂ(
by herself on a farm, up toward Buiskoie. Used to walk 0“;’“
in a man’s shoes with clastic straps. She kept a fierce ;":5
chained to a long wire, which ran all around the house. C(K 4"’;
she called it. She did all the work around the house and 'l;r
the farm by herself, without any help. Well, last year the wint
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same before ayone expected it The snow was early, and the
oid woman hadi’x du;?p ber potatoes So she c})mes.to Vereten-
riki and says, ‘Help me, she says, Tl pay you either in money or
ashare of the potatoes.

“l said Td g: it, but when I got to the farm Kt:aﬂam was
there, be'd taken the job on before me and she hadu't hothered
1o tell me. Well, ¥ wasn't goiag to fight him about it, so we dd
the work together, It was wicked weather—ram and snow and
ol and shush, We dug 2nd we dug, and we bumed the tops
10 dry the potatoes in the smoke When we'd Busbed she set-
tled with us, fair and square, and she let Khaslam go, but she
gave me o wink as much as to say, I shauld stay on or come
back Tater,

“5a I went back again and she said: I don’t want to give up
my surglus to the state You're & good boy,” she says, ‘I know
0 won't give e away. You see, Pm not huding anything
from you, 1 would dig 2 pit myself, but you see what it's bike
cutside. Ive left it too late, it's wanter, I can’t manage by my-
<ell. I you dig it for me, you won't be sory.”

“So 1 made the mt in the proper way for 2 huding place, wide
at the bottom and narrow at the top, ke a jug, and we started
8 fre aggin and warmed and dried the pit with the smoke—alt fn
ahowling blezard. Then we put the potatoes into the pit and the
eanth back on top. A very meat job it was. OF cousse, 1 dulnt
s2y a word to a lving soul, not even to my mother or my
ssters God forbid!

"Well, hardly o month weat by before the farm was robbed.
People coming past trom Buiskole said the door was wide open,
and the whole place was cleaned out. No siga of the widow,
and Gorlan had broken his chain and bolted.

“A bt Tater 3tl, there wus a thaw just before the New Year,
On St Basils Eve it rmned, so the snow got washed off the
tugh ground, you could see the bare soil. Then Garlan came back
to the fare and found the place where the ‘potataes were burted
and started rooting wp the earth, He dug and dug and threw th ,
canth {h:ck, and there wese the old womar's feet sticking u;
:u:a:-—;:ir:l‘sl:! fn those shocs with dlastic straps she used to

Esenvone i Veretenoil§ was sorty lor the old wamaa, No
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one suspected Kharlam, and can you blame them? It was vo-
thinkable. He wouldn’t have had the nerve. If he had done it,
he would bave run away, far from here.

“The kulaks, in the village, were very pleased about the mur-
der. Here’s a chance to stir up trouble, they thought. ‘Sce what
those town people are doing to you, they said. “They did it oo
purpose to frighten you, so you wouldn’t hide your grain and
bury your potatoes. And you think it's bandits from the woods
that killed her, fools that you arel Just you go on doing what
the town people tell you. They've got o lot more up their sleeses,
theyll take everything, they'll starve you out. If you want to
know what's good for you, then listen to us, welll teach you some
sense. When they come to take away what you've carned by the
sweat of your brow, tell them, We haven'’t so much as a grin
of rye, let alone surpluses. And in case of trouble, use your pitch-
forks. And anyone who's against the village had better look
outl’ Well, the old fellows talked and held village meetings, and
that was just what Kharlam wanted. Off he went to the town
with his tale. ‘Fine goings on in the village,” he says, ‘and what
are you doing about it? A Poor Peasants’ Committce, that's what
we need. Give the word and I'l have them all at each others
throats in no time.” Then he made off somewhere, and never
showed up in our parts again. .

“What came after happened of itself. Nobody informed. No-
body's to blame. They sent Red Army men from the town, and
they sct up a court. And they started on me. That was becaus
of what Kharlam had told them. I'd dodged the labor serviee.
I'd run away. And I'd killed the old woman and stirred up the
village, they said. They locked me up, but luckily I thought to
pull up one of the floor boards and get away, I hid in a cave
in the old quarry. The village was burned over my head—] never
saw it, and my own mother drowned herself in a hole in the Ie¢
and I never knew. It all happened by itsclf. They'd put ﬂl? Red
Army men in a house by themselves and given them hqu:i
and they all got dead drunk. In the night the house happen
to catch fire, and the fire spread to the other houses, from one
to the next. Our village people, when it started, jumped f’“'
of their houses and ran away. But the people from ta\m-—:!“:d
you, nobody set fire to them—naturally, they were all burned to
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one suspected Kharlam, and can you blame them? It was un-
thinkable. He wouldn’t have had the nerve. If he had done it,
he would have run away, far from here.

“The kulaks, in the village, were very pleased about the mur-
der. Here's a chance to stir up trouble, they thought, ‘Sce what
those town people are doing to you,” they said. “They did it on
purpose to frighten you, so you wouldn’t hide your grain and
bury your potatoes. And you think it's bandits from the woods
that killed her, fools that you arel Just you go on doing what
the town people tell you. They've got a lot more up their sleeves,
they'll take everything, they'll starve you out. If you want to
know what's good for you, then listen to us, welll teach you some
sense. When they come to take away what you've carned by ﬂjf
sweat of your brow, tell them, We haven't so much as a grain
of rye, let alone surpluses. And in case of trouble, use your pildl‘
forks. And anyone who's against the village had better look
out!” Well, the old fellows talked and held village mecetings, and
that was just what Kharlam wanted. Off he went to the town
with his tale. ‘Fine goings on in the village,” he says, ‘and what
are you doing about 1t? A Poor Peasants’ Committee, that's what
we need. Give the word and I'll have them all at cach others
throats in no time. Then he made off somewhere, and never
showed up in our parts again. ,

“What came after happened of itself. Nobody informed. No-
body’s to blame. They sent Red Army men from the town, and
they sct up a court. And they started on me. That was because
of what Kharlam had told them. I'd dodged the labor serviee
T'd run away. And I'd killed the old woman and stirred up the
village, they said. They locked me up, but Juckily I thought to
pull up one of the floor boards and get away. I hid in a cave
in the old quarry. The village was burned over my head—1 never
saw it, and my own mother drowned hersclf in a hole in the fec
and I never knew. It all happened by itself. They'd put lhf‘ Red
Army men in a house by themselves and given them liquot
and they all got dead drunk, In the night the house happen
to catch fire, and the fire spread to the other houses, from onc
to the next. Our village people, when it started, jumped ovt
of their houses and ran away. But the people from lmm—-:\;‘:o
you, nobody set firc to them—naturally, they were all bumn
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ighabitable and fastabl
phice to another, each
way. . .
dxi:::diati,ly on aeiving dn Moscow, Yuris Andxe:ewgr h;d
rewsited us ol hiowe in Sivisev Vrazhok. He was told : at his
family had pot stayed there when they rehzmed to M osc;w;i
Aftex their deportation, the rooms segistered in thelr vame th:‘
been given to new tenants and fhere was sot @ sxgn‘of ir
belongsngs, Yurit Andrerevich himself was avoided by his former
ighbors, who regarded Ium as to know.

Markel was 1o Jonger there. He had gone up in the world and
had been appointed house manager at Flour Town. The mana-
ger's fat had been put at has Sispesal, but he preferred ‘the old
porter’s lodge, which had foors of beaten earth but which also
had renning water and an enormous Russian stove All the pipes
208 vaditors n the buildings busst i the cold weatber, but the
parter’s Jodge was always warm and dry, and the water did not
s

in 8

teze,

There tame a tme whea the friendship between Yuris An.
drejeich and Vasia cooled Vasia had developed remarkably,
e no longer thonght or spoke ke the ragged, barefoot, di-
shevelled boy from Veretenokr The obviousness, the self-avi-
dence of the traths procaimed by the revol & hien
increasingly, and the doctor’s language, with its abscurities and
s waagery, now steuck hum as the voice of ervor, doomed, con-
sarous of its weakness and therefore evasive.

The doctor was mokmg calls on varicas government depart.
ments He was toying to obtain the political rehabilitation of his
famdy and permisston for them to return to Russia. At the same
time he apphed for a foresgn passpoet for himself and permis.
sion to brng his family back from Pacs,

Vasa was astomshed at how Jukewarm and half-hearted his
efforts were Yuris Andrercvich seemed abways to be i & hury
to deode that he was not gethag anywl
with too much conviction and almost Wi

here, and he spoke

th satisfacti

futdity of wadestaking anything further. o of the
Vasia found. fault wth him more and more aften, and al-

uxm:gi};c;m,il Ancirticﬁch did not take offense at being justly

cntrcized, lus relationshup with Vasia prag i

Finally ther friendshin broke e and %’S«‘u a.’?:?f t!f'florated.
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“That goes without saying.”

“Another thing I want to do is draw my mother’s pictwe
from memory.”

“That’s a good idea too. But for that you'd have to know how
to draw. Have you ever tried?”

“When I was apprenticed to my uncle I used to play around
with charcoal when he wasn't looking.”

“Well, why not? We'll see what can be done.”

Vasia did not show any great talent for drawing but he bad
enough aptitude to enter a school of industrial design. With the
help of his friends, Yurii Andreievich got him into what bad
been the Stroganov Institute, where he first took a course io
general subjects and thenespecialized in printing, binding, and
book design. AR P

_The doétor and Vasia combined their efforts. The doctor wrote

%booklets on' various subjects and Vasia set them up and printed
them in small editions, as part of his training at the Institute.
They were then distributed through the secondhand bookshops
that had been recently opened by their friends.

These booklets contained Yurii Andrefevich’s philosophy, his
views on medicine, his definitions of bhealth and sickness, re-
fections on the doctrine of evolution, his theory of individuality
as the biological basis of the organism, and thoughts about 7e-
ligion and history (which had much in common with those
of his uncle and Sima), as well as his poems, short stories, and
sketches of the Pugachev country he had visited.

They were written in an easy conversational style but were
anything but works of popularization, since they advanced opin-
ions that were controversial, hypothetieal, and untested, though
always lively and original The booklets found an easy sale
among collectors. .

In those days everything became a specialty, including versi-
fication and the art of translation; theoretical studies were writ:
ten on all possible subjects, and institutes were founded ng.hf
and left. There arose all sorts of Palaces of Thought, Academics
of Artistic Ideas. Yurii Andrejcvich acted as medical consultant
to half of these pseudo-cultural institutions.

For a long time he and Vasia remained friends and' lx\"l‘d f:]‘
gether. During that period they moved from one dilapidat

—

-
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“That goes without saying.”

“Another thing I want to do is draw my mother's picture
from memory.”

“That’s a good idea too. But for that you'd have to know how
to draw. Have you ever tried?”

“When I was apprenticed to my uncle I used to play around
with charcoal when he wasn’t looking.”

“Well, why not? We'll see what can be done.”

Vasia did not show any great talent for drawing but he had
enough aptitude to enter a school of industrial design. With the
help of his friends, Yurii Andreievich got him into what had
been the Stroganov Institute, where he first took a course in
general subjects and thenespecialized in printing, binding, and
book design, ;i\' n

The doétor and Vasia combined their efforts. The doctor wrote

%boaklets on various subjects and Vasia set them up and printed
them in small editions, as part of his training at the Institute.
They were then distributed through the secondhand bookshops
that had been recently opened by their friends.

These booklets contained Yurii Andreievicks philosophy, his
views on medicine, his definitions of health and sickness, re-
flections on the doctrine of evolution, his theory of individuality
as the biological basis of the organism, and thoughts about re-
ligion and history (which had much in common with those
of his uncle and Sima), as well as his poems, short storics, and
sketches of the Pugachev country he had visited.

They were written in an easy conversational style but were
anything but works of popularization, since they advanced opin-
ions that were controversial, hypothetical, and untested, though
always lively and original. The booklets found an casy sale
among collectors. .

In those days everything became a specialty, including versi-
fication and the art of translation; theoretical studies werc \\.'nf-
ten on all possible subjects, and institutes were founded rig
and left. There arosc all sorts of Palaces of Thought, Academics
of Artistic Ideas. Yurii Andrcievich acted as medical consultant
to half of these pseudo-cultural institutions.

For a long time he and Vasia remained frien
gether. During that period they moved from

ght

ds and lived to-
one dilapidated
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s i itedt
cont of it stood Markel's wife Agaba; her sleeves. were 19
f:p ahove her elbows and she was vsing a Jong pait of tongs o
move the pots inside the oven, crowdung them together or spac-
ing them gut according to need. Her sweating face was in turt
1t by the blaze fn the oven and misted over by steam. Pushing
the pots to one side, she pulled out from bebind them a pastry
om an iron sheet, figped it aver, and put it back to brown. Yuril
Andreievich came in with two buckets.

“Good appente.” . R

“Make )Exguxe“ at bome. Sit down aud have dinger with us)

“Thank you, T've had mine” ,

“We koow what you call duner. Why dont you sit down
and have something hot? You needn't turn up your nose at it—
163 good stuff, baked potataes, pie with kasha”

“No thatks, really. . . . Tm sorry to keep on opening the door
and Jetting in the cold. T want to take up as much water as 1
¢an. Tve dleaned the bathtub, now I'm filing that and the wash
tubs, T1! come in half a dozen times and then I won't trouble
you again for a loog time. Forgive me for bothering you
Iike this, but I can’t get water anywhere else”

“Help yourself If you asked for symp, we haven't got any,

but theres plenty of water. Take as much as you like, we won't
even charge you for it!™

They all Jaughed.

When Yuni Andreievich came for the third time to §U his
Hith and suth buckets, the tone bad changed.

"My sons-inlaw have been asking me who you are. 1 told
them but they don't believe sne. You go on running the water,
don't mind me. Only dor't slop it on the floor, clumsyl Don't
3ou sce, you've splashed some in the doorway. If it freezes over
1 can't see you coming to hack it up with a crowbar. And
abut the door properly, you oaf, there's a draft comug in. Yes,

501 was telling them who you ase but they won't believe it, The
smoney that was spent on yout AR that learnin,

it go;‘yau, I'd bike to know?" % sad where has
When Yurit Andretevich in s t
Markel frowned come o for the £th or sst time,

“Just once more and that’s that. There's @ hon rything
3 it t
old man. If our btte Marina didot keep sﬁddnguu;vefor }c‘%’
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The doctor left the room that they had shared to Vasia and
moved te Flour Town, where Markel was all-powerful and had
set aside for him a corner at the back of what had been the
Sventitskys’. It consisted of a derelict bathroom, a room with a
single window adjoining it, and the dilapidated, crumbling
kitchen and back entrance. After he had moved in, Yurif Andreie-
vich gave up medicine, neglected himself, stopped seeing his
friends, and lived in great poverty.

6

It was a gray Sunday in winter. Smoke was rising in columns
from the roofs and in thin black streams from the windows,
which, in spite of the regulations, were still used as outlets fflr
the metal pipes of stoves. The amenities of town life had stil
not been restored. The tenants of Flour Town went about un-
washed and suffered from boils and colds.

As on every Sunday, Markel Shchapov and his family were
all at home.

They were having dinner at a large kitchen table. @t 'ths
same table in days gone by, at the time of the bread mhfmmg.
all the tenants’ coupons were collected and cut, smp{}t‘d.
counted, sorted, and wrapped in pieces of paper or tied into
bundles according to their category before being taken to the
baker’s at dawn; and hete too, later on in the morning, the Ion\'c's
were cut and broken and crumbled to make up each tenants
apportioned weight. But all this was now only a memory. Food
rationing had been replaced by other forms of control, and the
Shchapovs at their midday meal ate their fill and champed
and chewed with relish. .

Half the room was taken up by the broad Russian stove, which
stood in the middle and had bedding on its flat top and quills
hanging down over the sides.

Near the entrance was a faucet, and here the pipes were not
frozen. Benches ran down two sides of the room; under them
were kept the family belongings in trunks and bur]dlcs. The
table was on the left and had a plate rack fixed above it. .

The room was very hot. The stove was going full blast. In

—
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i life
for ordivary conversation; it seemed to have 3
ﬁunxdn‘id 1s though ii?ijd ot belong to her. It feem?d to co}r:!e
from behind ber back or from the next room T'}us voice was &esr
protection, her guardian angel; no one could wish to hurt or dis-
tress 3 woman with such a voice,

It \mohom this water-carryiag, on a Sunday that 2 fnendship
sprng up betneen the dostos and Marmna. She would often
come aad belp him with his housework. One day she stayed
with him and did not agaw go back to the lodge. Thus s.he be-
came Yurli Andrefevicl's thisd wife, though he was not divorced
from the first, 2nd they did not register their mamage, They
bad children, Markel and Agafia spoke of theic dwughter, not
withowt pride, as the doctor’s wife, Her father grumbled that
there had never been & proper weddng either in churd.x orat t?le
registry, but his wife said. “Are you out of your mu’ul? \\{nt}:
Tonia stil alive, that would be bigamy."—“I¥s you that’s stupid,
s1id Markel, “What's Tonia got to do wath 2t? It's just the same
#sifshe were dead There's nolaw to protect her.”

Yurd Andrejevich sometimes said jokongly that thewrs was a
Wh:‘mnm in twenty buckets, as you mmght have a novel in twenty
chapters,

.\[;Jhna forgave the doctor his eccentricuties, the dirt and dis-
order he made in the house, his mooeds and Yus fancies, they

were those of o an who was lettng himself go and knew it
Bhats v R

L Lo wus sauil, 4ua m order not to leave him alone at such
maments she would gne up her own job at the post offce,
where hes wosk was so nghly thought of that she was always
taken back after ber enfosced absence. In obedience to Yurit

Andreienich’s whim, she would go out with tum, doing odd
jobs from bouse to house The

y chapped wood for 2 good mant
of the tenaats on the different . y

foors. Same of them, particularly
speculators who had made fortunes at the begin

i
NEP ond artusts and scholars who were close to the gm{;er:fn::z
wete settng up house oo a comfortable seale. Gne day Yurii
Andreicvich and Marna, stepping casefully i their felt boots
30 &3 0ot 10 ity the carpet with sawdust, were ©a1Tying wood
tto the study of a tenant who rematned insulungly engrossed
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I'd lock the door, no matter how high-born you are. You remem-
ber our Marina, don’t you? There she s, the dark one at the end
of the table, She's gone all red, look, ‘Don’t hurt his feelings,
Dad,” she keeps telling me. As if anybody wants to hurt your
feelings. She's a telegrapher at the Central Post Office—she
knows foreign languages. ‘He’s unfortunate,” she says. She’s so
sorry for you, she’d go through fire and water for you! As if I'm
to blame that youre a poor fish! You shouldn’t have run away
to Siberia, leaving your house at a bad time. It's your own
fault. Look at us here—we sat it out through the famine and
the White blockade, we didn’t flinch—so here we are, safe and
sound. Blame yourself. If you'd taken proper care of Tonia, she
wouldn’t be traipsing abroad now. Well, it's your business, what
do I care. Only what I'd like to know, begging your pardon, is
what do you want with all this water? Hired yourself out to
make a skating rink or something? You and your water! I cant
even get mad at you, you're such a wet ragl”

Again they all laughed. Marina, however, looked around
angrily, flared up, and began to chide them. Yurii Andrelevich
was astonished by the sound of her voice, though he could not
as yet have said why.

“There’s a lot of cleaning to be done in the house, Alarkcl;
I've got to scrub the floors and wash some of my things as welk

The Shchapovs were amazed.

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, saying such things, let alone
doing them? You'll be starting a Chinese Iaundry next.”

“Let me send my daughter up,” said Agafia. “Shelll do your
washing and scrubbing, and your mending, if there is any. You
don’t need to be afraid of him, my dear. You ean see how well
brought up he is, he wouldn't hurt a fiy.”

“What an idea, Agafia Tikhonovna! I wouldn't drcam of _k‘l‘
ting Marina do my scrubbing. Why on carth should she disty
her hands for me? I'll manage all right.” .

“You can dirty your hands and I can't, is that it?” Marind
broke in. “Why are you so difficult, Yurii Andreievich? Would yot
really drive me out if I came up to sce you?”

Marina could have been a singer. She had a pure,
modulated voice of great range and strength. She did not sped
Toudly, but her voice gave the impression of being stronger than

well-

—_
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cany i intelligently, 3 man

T on a conversation naturally and inte ;

mus‘: bave an adequate supply of words, Of the thyee, only Yurli
Aretevich 3 this Tequt t

Ry son. The
e ather two were always at a loss for an expression. 32
digl:mt passess the gift of eloguence, At a loss for wox_ds. they
fed at their cigareties, gesticulated,
paced up and down, puffe ir cigarorte "
sod sepeated themselves. “That, plainly, is dishonest,
Dishonest, yes, yes, that's what it s, dishonest.”) .

They were wnaware that such dramatie excesses, far rom
showang their warmth and breadth of chasacter, expressed in-
tellectual poverty. )

Bath ngd::} and Dudorov moved among cultured academi-
cians, they spent thewr lives among good baoks, good thickers,
good composers and good musie, which was as good yesterday
28 today {but always good!), and they did pot know that the
mistortune of having average taste is a great deal wotse than the
sistortuge of baving vo taste ot oll, .

Neither Dudarov nor Gerdon sealized that even their ad-
mombons to Zhivago were prompted less by a friendly wish to
influcnce his conduct than by their inability to thivk with free-
dom znd to guide the jon at will. Like 2 y cart,
the conversation tock them where they did not want to go. Un-
able to steer 1t, they were bound, sooner or later, to bump into
something, and to be bt And 50, in their sexmonizing, time and
agam they got off their tracks.

To Zhivage, their unconscious motives, their artificial emo-
tonalism, and thexr strained seasoning were transparent, But he
cauld hardly say to them: “Deas friends, how Jesperately com-
monplace you ate—you and your circle, the names and the
authonsties you always quote, therr glamour and art which you
sa much admire! The only bright and vital thing about you s
that you are my cantemporasics and friends’” How could any-

one confess to such a thought? So, in order to spaxe their feel.
Inge, he listened meelly,

Dudoroy had recenly come back from his grst 4 ortati
His crenl sights bad been testored, and he had 'be::}’ allo:;i
to rcsum‘: his regular work at the university,

Now he was telling bis friends obout his experiences

as
deportee. He spole sincerely and without hypocrisy. He \\';:
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in something he was reading and did not honor them with so
much as a glance. It was his wife who gave the orders and who
paid them,

“What has the pig got his nose in?” the doctor wondered. The
scholar was scribbling furiously in the margins of his hook. As
he passed him with a bundle of logs, Yurii Andrefevich glanced
over his shoulder. On the desk lay a pile of the early ditions of
the booklets that he had written and Vasia had printed.

7

Yurii Andreievich and Marina were now living in Spiridonovka
Street, and Gordon had a room in Malaia Bronnaia Street near
by. Marina and the doctor had two daughters, Kapka {Capito-
lina), who was five years old, and the baby Klazhka (Claudia),
who was only six months.

The early summer of 1929 was very hot, People who lived in
the same neighborhood would go to see each other, hatless and
in their shirtsleeves.

Gordon’s room was part of a curious structure, which had
once been the premises of a fashionable tailor. The shop had
been on two floors, connected by a spiral staircase, and b?\h
looking out onto the street through one large plate-glass win-
dow, on which the tailor’s name and occupation were tra
in gold letters.

The premises were now divided into three. By means of floor
boards an extra room had been fitted into the space between
the lower and the upper levels. It had what was, for a living
room, a curious window, about three feet high, starting at ﬂ?ﬂf
level and with part of the gold letters remaining. From oulng:
through the gaps in the lettering, anyone in the room .couhllh
seen up to the knees. This was Gordon's room. With him ot . 4
moment were Zhivago, Dudorov, Marina, and the children, \; 0,
unlike the grownups, were entirely visible through the g'ﬂS&
Marina soon left with the little girls, and the three men remain
alone. !
They were having one of those unhurried, lazy summer Cﬁ:{
versations that go on between men who were at school toget
and have many years of fricndship behind them.
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' ke i , It jso’t my fault that it
that we shouldn't smoke wwith you here, It fsn't my
geis ‘:: imﬁy. it's the jdiotic way the wmndow s made. You
hould find me anether Toom .
’ *1 must be off, Misha. We've talked enongh. Thank you boitl];
for your concern . . . Um not pretending, you know. It's a;‘\ n
ness The got, sclerosis of the heart The walls of the b\fat
musele wear ot and get thin, and one fine day they may ; rsa :
Y wot yet forty, yon know, aud it isa't as if I were a drunkard,
ot bumed the candie at both ends!”

“Nonsense! We areut playing your funeral march yet. You'll
Tast us out”

“Miscrascopic forms of cardiac hemarthages have become
very frequent in recent years. They are not always (a(al..SL?lr‘le
people get over them, 1's a typical modern disease, I think its
tses are of & moral order The great majority of us ase ve-
quired to Tne a hfe of constant, systematc duplicity. Your
iealth §s bound 2o be osffected ¥, day after day, you sy e
apposite of what you feel, if you grovel before what you disihe
and repice at what brings you pothung but misfortune. Guar
nervous system isn't just a fiction, 1t's a part of our physical body,
and our soul exists in space and {s wside us, ke the teeth in our
mouth. It can’t be forever vialated with jmpunity, 1 found it
painful to listen to you, Innokentii, when you told us how yau
were re-educated and became mature in fad It was like hsten.
ing; t0 8 horse describing how at broke aself in™

"1 must stand up for Dudoroy,” said Gordon, “You've got un-
used to simple human words, they dant veach you any more”

It may very well be, Misha, But in any tase, you must Jet
me go aow | can hardly breathe 1 swest, Pm not exaggeratng

“Wat & moment, you'se just Yockong for excuses We wan't
let you go untt youwve gnen us an honest, strasghtforward

auswer Do you of dowt yom agree that it's wme you changed
your ways and reformed? Wha

% are you going to do about itp
To stast with, you mast dlarify your situation with Touia and
\|‘:mzn They are human bemngs, women who feel and suffer, nat
dxscm\?;xc,d weas etisting only in your bead, And second, it's
& sedneial that 2 wan Ike you should go to waste, Yoy
sake up ant shake off your in H ogeti g

e, pull yourself together and
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not motivated by fear; he really believed in what he was saying.

He said that the arguments of the prosecution, his treatment
in prison and after he came out, and particularly his private
talks with the examining judge had “aired” his brains, re-edu-
cated him politicaily, opened his eyes to many things he had
not seen before, and made him more mature as a person.

These reflections appealed to Gordon just because they were
so hackneyed. He nodded his head with sympathy and agreed
with Dudorov in everything. It was the very triteness of the fecl-
ings and expressions that moved him most; he mistook Dudorov’s
reflection of prescribed feeling for a genuine expression of
humanity.

Dudorov's pious platitudes were in the spirit of the times.
But it was precisely their conformism, their transparent sanc-
timoniousness, that exasperated Yurii Andreievich. Men who are
nat free, he thought, always idealize their bondage. So it was
in the Middle Ages, and later the Jesuits always esploited this
human trait. Zhivago could not bear the political mysticism of
the Soviet intelligentsia, though it was the very thing they re-
garded as their highest achievement, or as it would have been
called in those days, “the spiritual ceiling of the age.” But lh}s
he also kept to himself in order not to hurt the feclings of his
friends.

What did interest him in Dudorov’s story was his account of
a cellmate of his, Bonifatii Orletsov, a follower of Tiklion, the
Patriarch of Moscow. Orletsov had a six-year-old daughter,
Christina. The arrest and subsequent fate of her beloved f:\lh'ﬂ
had been a terrible blow to her. Terms such as “obscurantist
priest” and “disenfranchised” scemed to her the stigma of dis-
honor. Dudorov felt that in her childish ardor she had \‘0\\'1‘.d
someday to remove that stigma from her family name. T.h\S
goal, conccived at such an early age and nursed with bumirg
resolution, made of her even now an enthusiastic champion of
Communist ideals. .

“I must go,” said Yurii Andreievich. “Don’t be cmss.\hlh me,
Misha. It's ot and stuffy in here. I nced to get some air.

“But the window is open, look, down there on the floor. . . -
I'm sorry, we've been smoking too much, We heep forgetting
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Yo write from time to time. . . . But I teaﬂg can't stay any
Jonger. § must go or Tl get an attack. Goodbye. o

Next moming Marioa came running in to Gordon, greatly dis-
wessed, There was o one she could leave the chuldren with, so
in oe sz she carnied the baby wrapped in a blanket a{ld with
bes free houd she was pulling Kapka, who trailed behind and
dragged her feet. . '

“Is Yura here, Misha?” she asked in a frightened voice.

“Dido't be go home Jast night?”

"No™

“Fhen he must bave spent the night at Iouokentifs.”

*I've come from there. Tnnokenti is at the university, but the
reighbors know Yura and they say be hasu’t been there”

“Where can he be, then?”

Marina put Klazhka down on the sofs, and then she began
tusob hysterieally.

8

For bwa days Gordon and Dudorov did nat dare to leave Marina
alone and took turns watching her and hunting for the doctor.
They afled at all the plaves he might concervably have gone 1o
~Flour Town, Sivtsev Vrazhak, oIl the Palaces of Thought and
Academtes of Tdeas he had ever been employed m; they looked
up every fnend of his they had ever heard him talk about and
whose address they could discover—hut with ng success

They did not report him as missing to the police. Altbough
be was registesed and had no police secord, st was better not 1o
draw the attention of the authorsties ta a man who, by the
standnrds of the day, lned anything but an evemplary lfe.
T}.z‘ decided not to put them qn his track except as a Jast
resort.

Qn the thied day, Yetters from Yurii Andreiess

different mails for all three of (hcm—&qrdon.mgf:}:ioxinea:g
Mariny fle was folt of regret for the trouble and anxiety h’e bad
caused them, he begged thom not to worry about him, and he
tmplored themn by everything that was baly 4o Five up Yheir
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look at things without this impermissible arrogance, yes, yes,
without this inexcusable haughtiness in regard to everyone, you
must go back to work and take up your practice.”

“All right, I'll give you my answer. I've been thinking some-
thing of this sort myself recently, so I can really promise you
that there’s going to be a change. I think everything will come
out all right. And quite soon, at that. You'll see. I really mean
it. It’s already begun. I have an incredible, passionate desire to
live, and to live always means to strive to move higher, toward
perfection, and to achieve it.

“I am glad that you stand up for Marina, Misha, just as you al-
ways stood up for Tonia. But after all, I have no quarrel with
either of them, I am not at war with them, or with anyone els¢
for that matter. You used to reproach me at first because Marina
said ‘you' to me and called me Yurii Andreievich, while I
said ‘thou’ and ‘Marina’ to her—as though it didn't distress me
too! But you know that the deeper causes of this unnatural
behavior were removed long ago, and now we treat each other
as equals.

“Now I can tell you another piece of good news. l'v.c been
getting letters again from Paris. The children arc growing up,
they have a lot of French friends of their own age. Sasha is ?bout
to graduate from the école primaire and Masha is soon going {0
it. I've never seen her, you know. I have a fceling in spite of
everything that although they've become French citizens, thcy"ll
soon be back and that everything will be straightened out in
some way or other. .

“It seems that Tonia and my father-in-law know about Marina
and our children. I didn't tell them in my letters, but they must
have heard about it from others. Naturally, Alexander Alexan-
drovich, as a father, feels outraged and hurt. That would ﬁc'V-
plain why our correspondence was interrupted for nlmostl "-;
years. I used to correspond with them, you know, after 1 g0
back to Moscow, and then they suddenly sto.ppcd writing.

“Now, quite recently, they've begun writing again, all of thcﬁ.
even the children. They write very warmly and nﬂ'cclionnlL‘,\d-
For some reason they've relented. Perhaps Tonia )3:\5' (uu'nl
someone else; I hope with all my heart she has. I don’t know.
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o write from time to time. . .. Blg 1 dx;a“z can’t stay any
.1 must go o Tl get an attack, Goodbye.
h‘z\% m“;mmgg Maﬁnagcame runping in to Cord?n, greatly dis-
tressed, There was 1o one she could leave the children with, 30
in ome arm the carried the baby wrapped fu 2 blaket and with
her free hand she was pulling Kapka, who trailed behind and
dragged her fect. . .
“It Yura here, Misha?” she asked in a Irightened voice.
“Didnt he go home Tast night?”
“No™
“Then he must have spent the night at Tonokentiis.”
“f've come from these Tnnokentti is 3 the univensity, but the
neighbors know Yura and they say he hasnt been there”
“Where can he be, then?”

Marina put Klazhka down on the sofa, aud then she began
ta sob bysterically.

8

For two days Gordon and Dudorov did not dare to leave Marina
alone and took turns watchung her and bunting for the doctor,
They called at ol the places he might conceivably have goue to
~Flour Town, Swisev Veazhok, all the Palaces of Thought and
Academics of Ydeas he had ever been employed in; they looked
up every fnend of his they had ever heard him talk about and
whose ddress thev could discover—but with 60 success

They &id not report Tum a3 missing o the police Although
he was registered end had no police record, it was better not ta
draw the atteation of the authorities to a man who, by the
stamdards of the day, Lved anything but an etemplary Yife.
They derided not to put them on his track except o5 @ Jast
vesost.

On the trd day, letters from Yurit Andreievi
dflerent mails for )all three of mcm-—(;o:don,egf:};: ¢ :ﬁ
Marina He was full of repret for the trouble and anviety h; ; d
caused them, hie begged them not to worry about him, and ;e
fmploted them by everythiog Bt wss boly 1o give up thels
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search for him, saying that it would in any case be fruitless.

He told them that in order to rebuild his life as completely
and rapidly as possible, he wished to spend some time by him-
self, concentrating on his affairs, and that as soon as he was
settled in a job and reasonably certain of not falling back into
his old ways he would leave his hiding place and return to
Marina and the children.

He told Gordon that he was sending him a moncy order for
Marina and asked him to get a nurse for the children, so that
Marina could go back to work. He explained that he was not
sending the money to her address for fear of someone seeing the
receipt and her thus being exposed to the risk of robbery.

The money soon came, and the amount far exceeded the
standards of Yurii and his friends. The nurse was hired. Marina
went back to work at the post office. She was still greatly upset
but, accustomed as she was to Yurii Andreievich’s oddities, she
eventually resigned herself to his latest whim. All three of them
went on locking for him, but gradually they came to the con-
clusion that it was as futile as he had warned them it would be.
They could find no trace of him.

9

Yet all the time he was living within a stone’s throw, right under
their eyes and noses, they would scarcely have needed to
leave their street to find him.

On the day of his disappearance he left Gordon and went
out into Bronnaia Street a hittle before dusk. He tumned straight
toward home, but almost immediately, within less than 2 htm-
dred yards, he ran into s half brother Evgraf, who was coming
down the street toward him. He had neither seen him nor heard
of him for more than three years. It turned out that Evgraf lmfl
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came quite unL‘xI.)L‘ClC(”);
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile or a joke. Qﬂ
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii Andreie-
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and then n;!
there, between one corner and another as they walled n.long the
narrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out pmctlc:ll plan
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0 rescue him. It was his idea that Yurtilim Andreievich should dis-
and sematn in hiding for some time. .
np?(‘:rimk 2 1oom for hin'% in Kamerger Styeet, as it was s;x{ll
called, pear the Arts Theater, He provided him with wazey. He
1ook steps to get hum a good position in 2 hospital, with pleaty
of opportusity for going on with bis researel, and assisted ham
Dby his patronage. Finally, he gave hun his word that :;:
ambiguity of bis family’s situation in Paris would be resolved.
Exther Yurs Andresevich would go fo them or they wofdd
come to him All these things Evgraf uadertoak ta see to hxm~
self As usual, his brother’s belp put new heart into Yurii
Andrerevich, As always before, the riddle of his power remained

unsolved. Yuris Andreievich did mot even try to penetrate the
seerel.

I8

Hhis room faced south, It almost adjoined the theater and Jooked
out over the rooftops epposite; beyond them, the summer sun
stood over Obbotny Ryad, and the street below was in shadow,

To Yurit Andreievich the foom was more than a place for
work, more than his study At this time of devouxing activity,
when the pile of notebooks on his desk was too small to hold all
Yus pans and ideas and the surplus foated in the air bke ap-
putions—as walnshed piotstes stond with their faces 4o the
walls o pamter’s studio—his hving roam was to him a banquet.
g room of the spirit, a cupboard of mad dreams, a storeroom
of revelations,

Fortunately, Evgrafs negotiations with the hospital dragged
on, and the start of Yury Andrerevich's wew job was indefinitely
postpaned. The delay gave him time to write.

Sie began by tryng to sort out those of his eaglier poems of
which he could remember snatches or of which Ey graf some-
how got him the texts. (These were manuseripts, some jn his

own hand, some coples made by othiers.) But the disorderlness
of the matenial made him s

teral made quander his erergy even more than he
was mehined to do by nature. He soon gave 1t up an:
10 new work. ¥ ? and tursed

e would make the rough draft of ag article, hke the notes he



486 DOCTOR ZHIVACO

search for him, saying that it would in any case be fruitless.

He told them that in order to rebuild his life as completely
and rapidly as possible, he wished to spend some time by him-
self, concentrating on his affairs, and that as soon as he was
settled in a job and reasonably certain of not falling back into
his old ways he would leave his hiding place and retum to
Marina and the children.

He told Gordon that he was sending him 2 money order for
Marina and asked him to get a nurse for the children, so that
Marina could go back to work. He explained that he was not
sending the money to her address for fear of someone seeing the
receipt and her thus being exposed to the risk of robbery.

The money soon came, and the amount far exceeded the
standards of Yurii and his friends. The nurse was hired. Marina
went back to work at the post office. She was still greatly upset
but, accustomed as she was to Yurii Andreievich’s odditics, she
eventually resigned herself to his latest whim. All three of them
went on Jooking for him, but gradually they came to the con-
clusion that it was as futile as he had warned them it would be.
They could find no trace of him.

9

Yet all the time he was living within a stone’s throw, right under
their eyes and noses; they would scarcely have needed to
leave their street to find him.

On the day of his disappearance he left Gordon and \‘:cn!
out into Bronnaia Strect a little before dusk. He tumed straight
toward home, but almost immediately, within less than a htm-
dred yards, he ran into his half brother Evgraf, who was coming
down the strect toward him. He had neither seen him nor heard
of him for more than three years. It tumed out that Evgraf !;;d
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came q\fitc unc‘x!)c-cmo)-
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile or a joke. On
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii Andmci
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and then n;n
there, between one corner and another as they walked n'long ; ie
parrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out a pracuml pln
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“I i a intersection  Moscow, blinded by the sun
nndl é:::e’w‘"hxl'te :eu:{of its asphalt-paved yards, scattering ﬂreﬂec«
tions of the sun from its npper wmdf)ws, breathing in tbe‘ ower-
ing of clouds and streets, is whirling around me, tuming z:‘;;
head and tehng me to turn the heads of others by writing poe s
in its praise, For this purpase, Moscow has brought me up am

an artist.

m'dtgx:fncessmc rumbling by day and night in the street out-
side our walls is 2 inseparable from the modern soul as ?he open-
tng bars of an overture are inseparable from the curtain, as yet
secvet and dark, but already begioaing to crimson is. t%xe g!ow.u(
the footlights. The city, incessantly moving and roaring cutslfle
our doors and wind is an i introduction to the life
of cach of us, It is in these tesms that I should like to write about
the aity.”

There are no such poems in what has been preserved of

Zhvago's work. Or does the one entitled “Hamlet” belong to this
categary?

2

One morning at the end of August, Yurii Andreievich took the
trolley ot a stop o 2 corner of Gazetny Street which went up
along Nikita Street to the Kudrinskaia terminal, He was gotag for
the £131 time to his job at the Botkin Hospital, which was then
Snown as the Soldstenkav Hospital. He had been there before
ouly onee o twice for Teasons connected with his ob.

e had no uck with Wis teolley; it had a defective motor
and kept getting into trouble of evesy sort. Either its way was
blocked by a cast fn front of it with its wheels caught m the
grooves of the rafls, or the iosulation went wrong on the roof
or under the foor and the current short-circuited with a flash
and a crackle.

The driver would step off the front platform, walk around
the trofley with a wrench, snd squat down and tinker with the
eaclinery between the vesx praiorm and the wheels,

The il-fated tralley blocked the traffic all along tbe Yine, The
whole street was dammed up with other tralleys that had ot
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had kept when he first went to Varykino, or put down the mid-
dle, or the end, or the beginning of a poem as it came into his
mind. There were times when he could hardly keep pace with
his thoughts, even in his shorthand made up of initials and ab-
breviations,

He was in a hurry. Whenever his imagination flagged he
whipped it up by making drawings in the margins of his note-
books. The drawings were always of forest cuttings or of street
intersections marked by the sign: “Morcau & Vetchinkin, Me-
chanical seeders. Threshing machines.”

The articles and poems were all on the same theme, the city.

11

These notes were found later among his papers:

“When I came back to Moscow in 1922 I found it deserted
and half destroyed. So it had come out of the ordeals of the first
years after the Tevolution; so it remains to this day. Its popula-
tion has decreased, no new houses are being built, and the old
ones are left in disrepair.

“But even in this condition it is still a big modem city, and
cities are the only source of jnspiration for a new, truly modem
art.
“The seemingly incongruous and arbitrary jumble of things
and ideas in the work of the Symbolists (Blok, Vcrlmcr.cn.
Whitman) is not a stylistic caprice. This is a new order of im-
pressions, taken directly from life.

“Just as they hurry their succession of images (hrm.lgh the
lines of their poems, so the strect in a busy town hurries past
us, with its crowds and its broughams and carriages at d}o end
of the last century, or its streetears and subways at the beginning
of ours.

“Pastoral simplicity doesn’t exist in thesc conditions, When it
is attempted, its pscudo-artlessness is a literary fraud, not in-
spired by the countryside but taken from the shelves of academic
archives. The living language of our time, bom spon(nncoud,"
and naturally in accord with its spirit, is the language of urban-
fsm.
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“I Jive at 2 busy intersection Moscow, blinded b'z' the sun
and the white he:\{ of its asphalt-paved yards, scattering reflec-
tions of the sun from its upper windows, breathing in the ’ﬂower-
ing of clouds aud streets, is whirling around me, .h{mmg my
head and telling me to turn the heads of others by writing poems
10 its prajse. For this purpose, Moscov has brought me up and
made me an artist.

“The ipcessant rumbling by day and night fn the street out-
side our walls is as inseparable from the modern soul as the open-
ing bars of an overture are ivseparable from the curtain, as yet
secset and doak, but already beginning to crimson in the glow of
the footlights. The aity, incessantly moving and rosring outside
our doars and wisdows, is an immense introduction to the life
of each of us. It is in these terms that 1 should ke to write about
thecity”

There are po such poems fo what hos been preserved of

Thavago's work, Or does the one entitled “Hamlet” belong to this
category?

12

Ore morning 2t the end of August, Yurii Andreievich took the
tralley at a stop at a comer of Gazetny Street which wans wn

. ’ I
. . . . vee ol
vusy wtlee UF twice for reasons connected with hus job.

He had no leck with his trolley; it had a defective motor
and kept getting into trauble of every sost. Either its way was
blocked by a cart in front of it with yis wheels caught in the
gruov? ofwtheﬂ rails, %r the insulation went wrong on the roof
or under the floor and the t 2 i i
o er e current short-curcuited with 2 fash

The deiver would step off the front latf

" or,
the :’ol]ey 2:& a wrench, and squat dmfn :xxx;m tm‘lfefk v:g‘i!ni
machinery between the rear plath 7
Toe s e platiorm and the wheels,

locked th )
whole street was dammmed up ;f:ﬁ;ﬂaﬂha}ong the line. The

olleys that had a).
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had kept when he first went to Varykino, or put down the mid.
dle, or the end, or the beginning of a poem as it came into his
mind. There were times when he could hardly keep pace with
his thoughts, even in his shorthand made up of initials and ab-
breviations.

He was in a hurry, Whenever his imagination flagged he
whipped it up by making drawings in the margins of his note-
books. The draswings were ahvays of forest cuttings or of street
intersections marked by the sign: “Morcau & Vetchinkin. Me-

hanical seeders. Threshing machines.”

The articles and poems were all on the same theme, the city.

1

These notes were found later among his papers:

“When I came back to Moscow in 1922 I found it deserted
and half destroyed. So it had come out of the ordeals of the first
years after the revolution; so it remains to this day. Its popula-
tion has decreased, no new houses are being built, and the old
ones are left in disrepair.

“But even in this condition it is still a big modern city, and
cities are the only source of inspiration for a new, truly modern
art.
“The seemingly incongruous and arbitrary jumble of things
and ideas in the work of the Symbolists (Blok, Verhacren,
Whitman) is not a stylistic caprice. This is a new order of im-
pressions, taken directly from life. N

“Just as they hurmy their ion of images g the
lines of their poems, so the strect in a busy town hurries past
us, with its crowds and its broughams and carriages at the end
of the last century, or its streetcars and subways at the beginning
of ours.

“Pastoral simplicity doesn't exist in these conditions. When #
is d, its do-art] is a literary fraud, not in-
spired b;' the countryside but taken from the shelves of nC:IdEm;C
archives. The living language of our time, bom spontancously
and naturally in accord with jts spirit, is the language of urban-

ism.
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ive at & intersection. Moscow, blinded by the sun
a.u} :1;1 white };:Zof its asphalt-paved yards, scnl.tenng reflec-
tons of the sun from its upper windows, breathing in the f{u\vcr-
ing of clouds and streets, is whirling around me, ?uAmmg my
head and telling me to tomn the heads of others by writing poeras
in fts praise. For this purpose, Moscow has brought me up and
made me an artist.

“Ibe meessant rumbling by day and night in the street out-
side ourwalls is s inseparable from the moder soul as the open-
ing bars of ag overture are inseparable from the cwdtain, as yet
seceet and durk, but alresdy beguaing to crimson in the glow of
the footlights, The exty, mncessantly moving and roaring outside
our doors and windows, is an & introduction to the life
of each of us. 3t is 1n these terms that I should hke to write about
the aty.”

Thete are no such poems in what bas been preserved of
Zhwago's work, Or does the one entitled “Hamlet” belong to this
category?

2

Ope morning at the end of Angust, Yurh Andreievich tock the
trolley at a stop at a corner of Gazetny Street which went up
along Nikita Street to the Kudrinskaia terminal. He was going for
the first e to his job. at the Botkin Hospital, which was then
Ynown as the Soldatenkov Hospital. He had been there before
anly euee or twice for reasons connected with his job.

He had no luck with s twolley; it bad a defective motar
ud kept getting into trouble of every sort. Either its way way
blocked by a cart m Front of it with its wheels caught in the
groaves of the rafls, or the insulation went wrong on the roof

or under the floor and the it ircui i
o e e enrrent short-circuited with a Hash

The driver would step off the front platt »
the wolley with 2 wrench, and squat dmsu a:fim‘ ﬁn}f:rka?:hmt;d
machinery between the rear platform aud the wheels, °
The al-futed trofley Blocked the frafic al along the lins, T
whole street was dammed up with other trolleys that b;;d ale
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ready been stopped, and still others kept joining. The end of the
line now reached as far back as the riding school and beyond.
Passengers from cars in the rear moved to the front car, hoping
to gain time, and got into the very car that was the cause of all
the trouble. It was a hot moming, and the car was crowded
and stuffy. Above the crowds running about in the street from
one trolley to another, a dark lilac thundercloud was creeping
higher and higher up the sky. A storm was gathering.

Yurii Andreievich sat on a single seat on the left, pressed
against the window. He could see the left side of Nikita Strect,
where the Conservatory was situated. With the vague attention
of a man thinking of something else, he watched the people
walking and driving past on that side, missing no one.

A gray-haired old lady, in a light straw hat with linen daisies
and cornflowers and a tight old-fashioned lilac dress, was trudg-
ing along the pavement, panting and fanning hersclf with a flat
parcel that she was carrying in her hand. Tightly corseted, ex-
hausted by the heat, and streaming with sweat, she kept mop-
ping her damp lips and eyebrows with a small lace handkerchicf.

Her course was parallel to that of the trolley. Yuni Andreie-
vich had already lost sight of her several times, whenever the
trolley had started up after a stop for repairs and passed her.
She had again come back into his field of vision when it broke
down once more and she overtook it.

Yurii Andreievich thought of the problems in school nrilhm?tic
in which you are asked how soon and in what order trains,
starting at different times and going at different speeds, get to
their destinations, he tried to remember the general method
of solving them, but it escaped him and he went on from these
school memories to others and to still more complicated specu-
lations.

He tried to imagine several people whose lives run parallel
and close together but move at different speeds, and he won-
dered in what circumstances some of them would overtake :fnd
survive others. Something like a theory of relativity governing
the hippodrome of life occurred to him, but he became confused
and gave up his analogics. )

'I'hg;rc “'.'\I; a flash n? lightning and a roll of thunder. The l":
starred trolley was stuck for the nth time; it had stopped halfway
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down the i rom Kudroskaia 1o the Zoo. The lady in thue
appeared in the frame of the window, passed beyond it, an
moved on. The first heavy drops of rain f.ell on the street, the
sidewalk, and the lady, A gusty wind whipped pas;ﬂ tli:e !r;ci-
Happed the leaves, tugged at the lady's hat, balooned her skitt,
and suddenly died down. . .

The doctor felt an attack of nausea coming on. Surmoqnnng
bis weakuess, he got up from his scat and jerked the window
straps up and down trying to open the window. But he could
not budge it. .

People shouted to him that the window was fasle‘ne.d with
screws, but the doctor, Sghting against us attack and seized ‘by
4 sost of panic, was not aware that the people were addressing
bim, or of the meamng of thelr words, He continwed his at-
fempts to apen the window and agam gave three sharp tugs
at the strap—up, down, aud toward himself. Suddenly he felt a
sharp pain, greater than any he had ever experienced before, he
seabzed that somethnng had broken in him, be had done some-
thing irreparable, fatal, that this was the eud. At this moment
the trolley started, but after going only a short way down the
Presnia it stopped agam.

By a supethuman effort of the wilt, Yurit Andreievich pushed
through the sobd crowd down the center passage, swaymg and
stumblmg, and eame out on the rear platform, people blocked
s way and snapped at him. The fresh air seemed to revive
tum and he thonght that perhaps everything was not lost, that
he was better.

He begaz to squeeze his way through the crush on the rear
platorm, provoking hicks and mere  abuse Ignonng the
resentiul enes, he broke through the crowd, got down from the
standing tralley into the street, took a step, anothes, a thisd,
collapsed on the stone paving, and did '

ot get up again,
Th‘cre arose a hwbbub of talk, areumente Enrn—nr"-'—3§5. Several

soon found
s by ot .~ The group

=1 ves Juiked by others who ‘stepued off
sidewaths, sume velieved and others disappointed ?h{:zt thBe d;kn\s
man had not been ten over and hi death had nothing to do
with the trolley. The crowd grew lasger, The fady in Wae came
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up too, stood a moment, looked at the body, listened to the talk,
and went on. She was a foreigner, but she understood that some
people were in favor of putting the body on the trolley and
taking it to the hospital, while others said that the police
, should be called. She did not wait to learn the outcome.

The lady in lilac was a Swiss national; she was Mademoiselle
Fleury, from Meluzcievo, and she was now very, very old. For
twelve years she had been writing to the autharities in Mos-
cow for permission to return to her native country, and quite
recently her application had been granted. She had come to
Moscow for her exit visa and was now on her way to her embassy
to collect it, fanning herself as she went along with her docu-
ments, which were done up in a bundle and tied with a ribbon.
So she walked on, overtaking the trolley for the tenth time and
quite unaware that she had overtaken Zhivago and survived
him.

13

Through the open door of the passage could be scen one end of
the room with the table placed at an angle in the comer. On
the table the coffin, like 2 roughly carved canoe, pointed at the
door with its lower, narrow end, which bore the feet of the
corpse. It was the same table at which Yurii Andreievich had
done his writing; the room had no other. The manuseripts had
been put away in a drawer, and the coffin stood on the top-
His head was raised on 2 mound of pillows, and his body lay in
the coffin as on a hillside.

He was surrounded by a great many flowers, whole bushes of
white Hlac, hard to find at this scason, cyclamen and cineraria
in pots and baskets. The flowers screened the light from the
windows. The light filtered thinly through the banked flowers
to the waxen face and hands of the corpse and the wood and
lining of the coffin. Shadows lay on the table in a pattern of
Jeaves and branches as if they had just stopped swaying

The custom of cremating the dead had by this time become
widespread. In the hope of a pension for the children, and to
ensure their education and Marina’s position at the post office,
it had been decided to dispense with a church service and
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simply have 4 civip Cremation, The Proper authoritjes had been
otified and ghegy representatives were expected, .

In the fnt, € T00m seemed empty, like premises vacant
between the 8oing of one et of tenants gnq the coming of an-
other, The Stillness vy broken only by the Umwitting shuflling
of the Mourners, o¢ Y tiptoed in ¢, take thejr leave of the

e,
With them anq forgotten them,” py;c Poetry ang scientifie yo,l
0 even greatey number of yo. oWn friends who had
DEVer met the mag but hag peey drawn 1o i and
©Ome 0 see hym for the firgy and last time,
In thege hours When the o ce, Baccompanjedq by an

leng y
remony, became OPpressive g5 4 it were gy almost tangible
Privatiop, only the flowers COMpensated fop the abseno, of the
ftual ang g chagt,

€y did more than blossom and smey Sweet Perhaps hastey,.
ing the Tetum to g hey Poured fory, their see,

¢ r Scent as i o
€hoir ang, PG everyyp, in thejr aton, seemeq to
ad,

e ug are
€ green of earth, MONE the trees and
3 €ne

14
When i Ap elenchy d;
Y WS taken o Ka-
Merger Street (ths had b, his giste:ed ddxes:l)] I}:a
ff:;:ﬁ. n;mﬁed oll 'S death gng g, ken by, it, in, stra’ighl:
e lan hro .
With them, Hal% o xu[ ni sgm’ o glug.Mariua
e Bergelg e foor, by ker b dafa?ﬁfi fz?ee



494 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

edge of the long wooden chest in the hallway. The body had
been left there until the coffin (which had already been ordered)
was delivered and the living room was put in order. She was in
a flood of tears, now whispering, now crying out, choking over
her words and breaking into loud lamentations. She grieved with
an abundance of specch, as peasants do, neither distracted nor
embarrassed by strangers. She clung to the body and could
scarcely be torn away when the time came for it to be carried
into the room, washed, and placed in the coffin. All this had been
the day before. Today the frenzy of her grief had abated,
giving way to a weary numbness, she sat in silence, though
still only half conscious of herself or her surroundings.

Here she had stayed the rest of the preceding day and all
through the night, never leaving the room. Here the baby had
been brought for her to feed, and Kapka and her young nurse
had come and gone.

She was accompanicd by her friends Gordon and Dudorov,
who also were numb with grief. Markel, her father, would sit
down on the bench by her side and sob and blow his nose into
his handkerchief loudly. Her weeping mother and sisters came
and went.

But there were two people in the gathering, a man and 3
woman, who stood out from all the rest. They did not claim any
closer tic with the deceased than the others. They did not com-
pete in sorrow with Marina, her daughters, or his friends. But
although they made no claims, they evidently had their own
special rights over the dead man, and no oene qurstioncd or
disputed the undeclared authenty that they had unaccountably
assumed. These were the people who had apparently taken
it upon themselves to arrange the funcral, and they had seen
to everything from the first with unruffled calm, as if it gave
them satisfaction. Their composure was remarkable and it pro-
duced a strange impression, as if they were involved not n.nb‘
in the funcral but also in the death, not in the stnse of having
directly or indirectly caused it but as people who, once it had
occurred, had given their consent to it, were reconciled, and
did ot see it as the most important cvent in the story of
Zhivago. Few of the mourners knew them, a fow others sure
miscd who they were, but most had no idea.
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Yet whenever this man, whose parrow Rirghiz eyes both
cpressed and aroused curlosity, came inta the room f‘“h the
ssually beautiful woman by his side, they all, including even
fartna, at once, without protest, as if by agreement, got up
tom where they had been sitting on the chairs and stools placed
a2 sov against the wall, and went aut, crowding uncamfortably
ato the corridor and the hathvay and Jeaving the couple alone,
sehind half.closed doors, hke twa experts who needed, quietly,

hindered, bisk hing directly d with

o &+
the funers), and vitally mmportant. .

So 1t was now. They remained alone, sat down on two chairs
near the wall, and at ance began to talk.

“What have you found out, Evgral Andrefevieh”

“The cremation is to be tonight. In half an hour theyll come
from the Medical Workers’ Union to get the body and take it to
their club. The civil ceremony is at four. Not one of his papers
was in order, his workbook was out of date, he bad an old union
card, which he hadn’t changed for the new one, and his dues
hadn't been paid up for years. All that had to be put in order, that
was why 1 took so long Before they take him away—that's quite
soon, we ought to get ready—11 leave you here alane as you
asked . . . Sorry. That's the telephone. Il pust be a moment.”

Evgrab went out mto the cormdor crowded with the doctor's
colleagues, s schoal friends, jumor members of the hosputal
stafl, and people from the publishing world, Masina, her arms
around both her children, sheltered them in the folds of the coat
she had thrown over her shoulders (it was 2 eold day), and sat
on the edge of the wooden bench waiting to go back into the liv-
ing room, as a visitor who has gone to see a prisoner in fail waits

for the guard to admit her. The cormidor and hall we -
esowded. The front door was o se v

n and a great waw
were standing v em-1te = -} pen B Y peont
stood talling o = )
floor, the loude v ouecy Lie jow o
, P vex down ani
the strect they were, ¢ A doser 10
Straming to hear above the sustained m
] wrmur and speakin,
ina dcm‘muslyvmum voiee, Jos band over the xeceiver,PEv :
over the telephone about the funeral
cumstances of the doctar's death,

ments aud the cir arrange-

Then he
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edge of the long wooden chest in the hallway. The body had
been left there until the coffin (which had already been ordered)
was delivered and the living room was put in order. She was in
a flood of tears, now whispering, now crying out, choking over
her words and breaking into loud lamentations. She grieved with
an abundance of speech, as peasants do, neither distracted nor
embarrassed by strangers. She clung to the body and could
scarcely be torn away when the time came for it to be carried
into the room, washed, and placed in the coffin. ALl this had been
the day before. Today the frenzy of her grief had abated,
giving way to a weary numbness; she sat in silence, though
still only half conscious of herself or her surroundings.

Here she had stayed the rest of the preceding day and all
through the night, never leaving the room. Here the baby had
been brought for her to feed, and Kapka and her young nurse
had come and gone.

She was accompanied by her friends Gordon and Dudorov,
who also were numb with grief. Markel, her father, would sit
down on the bench by her side and sob and blow his nose into
his handkerchief loudly. Her weeping mother and sisters came
and went.

But there were two people in the gathering, a man and 3
woman, who stood out from all the rest. They did not claim any
closer tie with the deceased than the others. They did nat com-
pete in sorrow with Marina, her daughters, or his friends. But
although they made no claims, they evidently had tl}cir own
special rights over the dead man, and no one qucshoncd or
disputed the undeclared authority that they had unaccountably
assumed. These were the people who had apparently taken
it upon themselves to arrange the funcral, and they ha‘d scen
to everything from the first with unruffled calm, as if it gave
them satisfaction. Their composure was remarkable and it pro-
duced a strange impression, as if they were mvolved not o‘nly
in the funeral but also in the death, not in the sense of having
directly or indirectly caused it but as people who, once it had
occurred, had given their consent to it, were reconciled, and
did mot see it as the most important event in the story of
Zhivago. Few of the mourners knew them, a few others sur-
mised who they were, but most had no idea.
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mething you said just now. T tell you ina moment.' About

nﬂpqv,gsgre]m}cov, Zat one time at the beginning of the civil war

wsed to hear of him very often, almost every day, ﬂﬂ‘? 1 met

im two or three times, never realizing, of course, that his name
.ould come to mean so much to me for family reasons. But
orgive me, 1 may have misheard you, 1 thought you said—it
ould anly have been a shy of the tongue~—that he'd been shot,
fou must surely know that he shot himself?”

“Yes, I've heard that version, but 1 dont helieve it Pavel
Pavlovich wasn't a man to commit suicide.”

“But s guite tertain., Autipov shot himself in that house
where, my brother said, you were hving before you weat to
Viadivostok, it happened very soon after you left. My brother
found his hody. He buried hun, How 15 it you weren't told?”

“1 was told something different. . , . So #'s really true, he
shot humself? People said so but I didn't believe it. And in that
very house? It doesn't seem possible. It's very important to me,
that detatl, You don’t know, X suppose, whether he and Zhivage
ever met, whether they got to know each ather?”

“From what Yurit told me, they had a loug convessation.”

“Is it possible! Well, thank God, thank God, that's better”
Antipova slowly crossed herself, “What an extraordinary cain-
cidence—like predestimation! Will you let me come back to this
and ask you more about it Tater? Every detadl 15 5o dear to me.
But this 150t the moment, don't you think? I couldn’t, I'm too
set YW keep quiet 2 Lttle, TR 525t and collect my thoughts. What
da you think?”

“Of coursel Of course!”

“Don't you really thwk so?*
'Ye;, vaterally.”
“Oh, yes. [ nearly forgot, You asked .

the cremation. All {ig\‘fl promise. 1 \:;:':l gs:\; g:a: “Xfﬁ' :::l'
back here with you and stay wherever you tell ie ond for 25

tong as necessary. Well 20 through Yurpchka's m, ! tor as

help you. It's true, T might be usefal to y, anuscripts. Il

) you. It will comfort me

o great deal. 1 bnow his witing so well, every twist of

% with my hert, with my 1665 Hood, And then, s e,

erc's somethung § want to ask you, too, TR need your he!p,‘

Dudn't 1 hear you were o lawyer? Or anyway, you kaow all the
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went back into the living room and the conversation was re-
sumed.

“Please don’t vanish after the cremation, Larisa Feodorovna. I
don’t know where you are staying, don’t disappear without let-
ting me know. I have a great favor to ask you. I'd like as soon as
possible—tomorrow or the day after—to begin sorting my broth-
er's papers. I'll need your help. You know so much about him,
probably more than anyone else. You mentioned that you had
come from Irkutsk only a couple of days ago and not for long,
and that you came up here for some other reason, not knowing it
had been my brother’s flat in recent months or what had hap-
pened to him. I didn’t understand all you said and ¥ am not asking
you to explain, but please don’t go away without leaving me your
address. It would be best if we could spend the few days that we
still need to go through these manuscripts in the same room, or
at least quite near, perhaps in two other rooms in this house. It
could be arranged. I know the manager.”

“You say you didn’t understand what I said. What is there to
understand? I arrived in Moscow, checked my things at the sta-
tion, and went for a walk through some old Moscow streets.
Half of it I couldn’t recognize, I've been away so long I'd for-
gotten. Well, I walked and walked, down Kuznetsky Most and
up Kuznetsky Pereulok, and suddenly I saw something terribly,
extraordinarily familiar—Kamerger Street. That was where my
husband, Antipov, who was shot, used to live as a student—in this
house and in this very room where you and I are sitting now.
I go in, I thought; who knows, the old tenants might still be
there, 1l look them up. You see, I didn’t know it had all changed
—no one so much as remembers their name-—I didn’t find that out
till later, the day after and today, gradually, by asking people.
But you were there, I don't know why I'm telling you. I was
thunderstruck—the door wide open, people all over the place, a
coffin in the room, a dead man, Who is it? I come in, I come up
and look. T thought I had lost my mind. But you \vcrc”thcrc, you
saw me, didn’t you? Why on earth am I telling you?

“Wait a moment, Larisa Feodorovna, I must interrupt you.
I've already told you, neither my brother nor 1 ever suspected
that there was anything extraordinary about this room—f?r h.,'
stance, that Antipov once lived here. But cven more amazing is
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Tl et thenin, Bt st ane thing before 1 do that You bave
said so many baflling things and raised so many g S
are evidently painful to you that I don't know what to tell you.
But there’s one thing 1 ~vant you to lm?\v. Plea.se count n}x: m{
help tn everything 1 offer it to you willingly, “‘u(h all my e::; .
And reember: you st never, under any L‘{rcun‘lSMHCES, e-
spait. To hope and to act, these are our duties in m)sflurkur{e. To
do pothing and to despair is o neglect oux duty. Now I'm going to
let the mourners in You're right about the footstool, Il get one.

But Antipova was no longer listening She mever he:-u'd him
apening the door nor the people pouring wu from the corridor, nor
the durections he gave to the undertaker's men and the ch\t.{
mourners, she heard neither the shuffimg of the crosvd nor Mari-
na's sobs, neither the coughung of the men nor the tears and cries
of the women.

The ceaseless, monotonous noise made her feel sick snd giddy.
Tt took all her strenggh not to faint. Her heart was bursting and
her head ached, Lowering her head, she withdsew into memo-
ties, reflections, conjectures. She escaped into them, sank into
them, 33 though carried forwaxd for a time, for 2 few houss,
into some futuse that she might pot live to see, 3 future that
aged her by several decades, a future where she was an old
swoman. Tn her thoughts she seemed to touch the very bottom of
her unhappiness.

“No one 1s Jeft One has died. The other has killed himself,
And only that ane is teft alive who should have been ulled,
whom £ tned to il 208 mussed, that stranger who had nothing
in common with me, that complete cipher who turned my life
into a cham

fito 2 cham of crunes beyond my wowine And *hat monster
- ' byways of
those wha

» s aud wiom L need is lefr

'f\h, it was at Christmastime, and I had set out 1o shaot that
canieature of vulganty when I had that talk 15 this very room, lit
nn}l]y byb:;d c:mgle. with Pasha, who was still a boy, and Yl’mx
whose Ve .
i bfz." ¢y ate taking leave of now, had mot Yot come

She strained her memory to reconstruct that Christmas con-
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present customs and regulations. And another thing, I necd to
know what government department to apply to for information,
So few people can tell one things like that. What do you think?
I'll need your advice about something terrible, something really
terrible. It's about a child. But wel talk about it later, when we
come back from the crematorium. All my life I've had to keep
laoking for people. Tell me, suppose in some quite imaginary
case it was necessary to trace a child, a child who had been
turned over to strangers to be brought up by them, is there any
centralized source of information about all the children’s homes
thronghout the country? And is there any record of all the waifs
and strays, has anything like that ever been done or attempted?
No, don't tell me now, please don’t. We'll talk about it later. I'm
so frightened. Life is so terrifying—what do you think? I don’t
know about later on, when my daughter comes and joins me,
but for the moment I don’t see why I shouldn't stay in this flat.
Katia has a remarkable talent for music and for acting, she’s
marvellous at imitating people and she acts out entire scenes
that she makes up herself, and she sings whole operatic arias, all
by ear. She’s a remarkable child. What do you think? I want her
to go to the junior classes either at the drama school or the Con-
servatory, whichever will take her, and 1 must apply for a
scholarship, that’s really why I've come without her at the mo-
ment, to make the arrangements; when I've fixed it all I:ll go
back. Things are so compheated, don't you think, you cant.c!-
plain everything. But we'll talk about it later. Now Il wait a
bit, Il pull myself together, I'll keep quiet and collccvt my
thoughts and try to forget my anxieties. Besides, we've kept Yurifs
friends out of the room much too long. Twice I thought I hc.ard
someone knocking. And there’s sometlung going on outfldc,
they’ve probably come from the undertaker’s Il stay here q'uwﬂ'y
for a bit, but you'd better open the door and let them come in. It's
time, don’t you think? Wait, wait. There ought to be a footstool
near the coffin, otherwise people can’t reach up to \.'umchka.
I tried to on tiptoe, but it's very difficult, And Marina ynr-
kelovna and the children, theyll need 1t. Besides, it’s prcscnbc'd
in the ritual: ‘And you shall kiss me with a last kiss." Oh, I cant
bear it. It's all so ternble. What do you think?”
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15

She was shaken by her repressed sobs. She fought her ui;lxrsa :;
Tong a5 she could, but at Gmes it was beyond her she}x:g o
ﬂvz;bum from her, pouring down ber cheeks and onto ber 3
her bands, and the coffin, to which she dung. ) .
She netther spoke nor thought. Sefjuentes of ideas, not‘xo(;xs,;ix-
sights, truths dnfted and sailed freely through hec mind, libe

clouds in the sky, as happened so often before during thete
sighttime conversations It was such Phie~o

fent=
tugd

Su * wuwg uued her now, a datk, indistinct
Yoetod

ge of death, preparedness for death, a preparedness that
semoved alf feelng of helplessness in ats presence. It was as of
she had hved twenty lives, and had lost Yuru countless times,
2nd had accumulated such experience of the beart in this do-
smaln that everything she felt and did beside this coffin was ex-
actly nght and to the point

Oh, what a love it was, utterly free, unique, like nathing else
on earthl Their thoughts were Iike other people’s songs.

They loved each oiher, not dnven by necessity. by the “blaze
of passion” often falsely ascnbed to love, They loved each othes
because evesything around them willed o, the trees and the
clouds and the sky over thewr heads a0d the carth under their
feet. Perbaps their surrounding world, the strangers they met in
the street, the wide expanses they saw on their walks, the
rooms in which they lived or met, took more delight 1 their love
than they themselves did,

Ab, that was just what had united them and had made them
so akinl Never, never, even in theiz moments of richest and
wildest happness, were they unaware of a sublime oy in the
total design of the universe, a feeling that they themselves were
a part of that whole, an element in the beauty of the cosmos.

This unity with the whole was the breath of life to them. And
Ahe elevation of man above the rest of mature, the modern cod.

dling and wosshipping of man, never appealed to them A gacial
system bused wo such a false premse, a3 well

as Its palitical ap.
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versation with Pasha, but she could remember nothing exeept
the candle burning on the window sill and melting a round
patch in the icy crust on the glass.

Did she divine that Yurii, whose dead body was lying on the
table, had seen the candle as he was driving past, and noticed
it, and that from the moment of his seeing its light from the
street (“A candle burned on the table, a candle bumed . . %)
his life took its fatal course?

Her thoughts scattered. She thought: “But what a pity he
isn't having a church funeral. The burial service is so grand and
solemn! It's more than most people deserve when they die, but
it would have been so appropriate for Yurochka! He would have
deserved all that, he would have justified and given meaning
to ‘the lament over the grave which is the hymn of Alleluiah.’

Now she felt a wave of pride and rclief, as always at the
thought of Yurii and as in the short intervals of her life that she
had spent beside him. Now, too, she was enveloped in the air of
that freedom and unconcern that he had always emanated. She
got up impatiently from her chair. Something incomprehensible
was happening to her. She wanted, if only for a few moments,
to break free with Yurir's help into the open, out of the sorrows
that imprisoned her, to feel again the joy of liberation. Stlch a
joy, it seemed to her, would be the joy of taking leave of l'um, of
using the right and the occasion to weep her fill over him uo-
hindered. With a passionate haste, she looked around her l{l
the crowd, with eyes as smarting, unsecing, and tearful as if
an oculist had put caustic eye-drops into them, and all the people
began to move, shuffle, and walk out of the room, leaving her at
last alone, behind half-closed doors. She went up to the table
with the coffin on it, quicKly crossing herself, got up on the foot-
stoo} Evgrat ot brought, made three sweeping signs of the ans(il
over the body, and pressed her lips to the cold forchead and
hands. She brushed aside the impression that the cold forehea
was somchow smaller, like & hand clenched into a fist, she man-
aged not to notice it. For a moment she stood still and sxl'cnf.
neither thinking nor crying, bowed over the comx.r, the flowers,
and the body, shielding them with her whole being, her head,
her breast, her heart, and her arms, as big as her heart,



CONCLUsIgy 503
fotse and pain, Byt J'y ot telling yoy the mast important thing,
I ean’t 52 3 I haven't the strength, Every time [ come to thyt
Part of my 1o my hair stands on end with horror, Ang you

aven't taken 4, drink as 5o many people do, I'm staying away
om that, because 5 drunken Woman, that really is the end, jt's
i ou thinkp~

She went o Speaking anqg sobbing 1, her agony. Suddeq],
she lookeq UP in surprise aaq glanced around hey, People hag
©ome nto the T00m and were 80mg about thes, business, She gat
down from the footstoo] and moveg WAy from the o, 1, sway.
ing, DPressing her hand ¢o her €Yes as if to wipe away the Jast of
ber teqg,

Men came P to the coffy, aed lifteq ¢ 02 three cloghs, The
funery] Processon began,

17
Lansg R OTOVIa. stayeq several days i Kamerger Street, T,
Sorting of 80'S papers was be, ith her help by Enisheq
Without pe, She g talk v, €levich apg
told by 30 1mportang fact,
One y

4 Feodorgyy, Went out ang did not €ome back,
She mygy have m

F,
een the streey 2t that e, She
ViDishe, Withoyt and Probabyy, died SOMewhere, for.
Sotten a; A namelegs Tump, a bist thay fterwarg, Mislaid,
1 one of the ;, :
oo u: ‘RBumerable S Concenty, tion capy,
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plication, struck them as pathetically amateurish and made
10 sense to them.

16

And now she took her leave of him, addressing him in the direct
language of everyday life. Her speech, though lively and informal,
was not down-to-earth. Like the choruses and’ monologues of
ancient tragedies, like the language of poetry or music, or any
other conventional mode of expression, its logic was not rational
but emotional. The rhetorical strain in her effortless, spontane
ous talk came from her grief. Her simple, unsolemn words were
drenched in tears.

It was these tears that seemed to hold her words together in a
tender, quick whispering like the rustling of silky leaves in &
warm, windy rain.

“At last we are together again, Yurochka, And in what a ter
rible way God has willed our reunion, Can you conceive of such
misfortune! I cannot, cannot. Oh, God! I can't stop crying. Think
of it! It's agamn so much 1 our style, made to our measure. Your
going—my end. Again something big, imeparable. The riddle of
life, the niddle of death, the enchantment of genius, the enchant-
ment of unadorned beauty—yes, yes, these things were ours.
But the small worries of practical life—things like the reshaping
of the planet—these things, no thank you, they are not for us.

“Farewell, my great one, my kin, farcwell, my pride, farewell,
my swift, deep little river, how I loved your day-long splashing,
how I loved to plunge imto your cold waves.

“Remember how we said goodbye that day out there in the
snow? How you deceived me! Would I ever have gone without
you? Oh, I know, I know, you forced yourself to do it, you thought
it was for my good. And after that everything was ruincd oh,
God, what I suffered there, what I went through! But of course
you don’t know any of that. Oh, what have I done, Yura, \\h}l
have I done?P I am such a criminal, you have no idea. But it
wasn't my fault. I was in the hospital for three montbs, a whale
month I was unconscious. And since then my lfc has been noth-
ing but torment, Yura. My soul has no peace, I am tom by re-
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“Ir's early, there's no one about, they’re alt asleep, Anyway,
Y1 get behind a bush or something, nobody will see me. Swg
talking and go back to sleep, or you) wake yuurself“up for good!

*J won't sleep any more anyway. 1l go with you. .

So they went down to the niver, past the white stone Tuins,
dhready hot Ghough it was only a little after sunnse. In what had
once been streets, people were sleeping on the ground in the
sun, snoring, their faces red and sweaty. They were mostly no-
tives who had lost their homes, old men, women, and children,
with a sprinkling of Red Army men who had Jost touch with
their units and were trying to catch up with them Gordon and
Dudorov made their way carefully through them so as not to
disturh Weix sleep

“Keep yous voice down or you'll wake up the town and then
$¢Hi be goodbye to my washing”

They continued their Jast night's conversation quietly,

2
“What's thus river?”
“1 don't know, The Zusha, probably
“No, that isn't the Zusha™
“Then ¥ don't know what it is,”
; “It's on the Zusha, you know, that it 2l bappened—Christina,
mean
“Yes, but that would v
o bt that wwouk h::’lmver down the siver. They say the

ﬂ"fhfre was an old stone building, which thev eallad Cralinn

. . e Lty rtitred 1t and i
nable, It was on a hill and they had thee “‘ah:lr; di‘sﬁ:& ltun‘iinex:rﬁexg A
ur;:i were holding up our sdvence. I had to be e tuu:de
Christin, by a muacle of courage and ingenuity, got inside the
oy o mui\z 1%\;3 a.nd “was taken alive
BNt s Christing Odetsova and

engaged, you kaow, We decided in the sum.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EPILOGUE

1

In the summer of 1943, after the breakthrough on the Kursk
bulge and the liberation of Orel, Gordon, recently promoted to
Second Lieutenant, and Major Dudorov were returning to their
unit, the one from a service assignment in Moscow, the other
from three days furlough.

They met on their way back and spent the night at Chem,
a small town which, although in ruins, was not completely de-
stroyed, as were most of the settlements in this “desert zone™ left
in the wake of the retreating invader.

Among the heaps of broken bricks and stone ground into fine
dust they found an undamaged bamn and settled down in it for
the night.

They could not sleep, and talked for hours on end. When
Dudorov finally dozed off at about three in the morning, 2 Iittle
before dawn, he was soon waked up again by Gordon. Awk-
wardly diving into the soft hay and rolling about in it as in water,
he collected a few clothes nto a bundlc and then just as awk-
wardly crawled off the top of the mountain of hay, down to the
door.

“Where are you going? It’s early.”

“I'm going down to the river. [ want to wash my things.”

“That’s mad. We'll be back with the unit by evening. 'l:ania.
the laundry girl, will give you a change of clothes. What's the
hurry?” )

“I don’t want to wait till then, They're sweaty, filthy, 11l rinse
them quickly and wring them out well, in this heat theyll be dry
in no time. I have a bath and change.”

“Still, it won't look good. After all, you're an officer.”

504
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‘GULAG g2 ¥.N. go.’ Fiest we broke saplings with our bare
;::2 in the bitix m!d?(:o get wood to build huts. And in the
end, believe it o not, we gradually bulle aue whale carap. We
put up our prison and ouz stockade and our cells and our \Yatch-
towers, all with our own hands. And then we began our jobas
fumberjacks, We cut trees. We harnessed ourselves, eight to &
sledge, and we bauled timber and sank into the snow up to oux
necks, For a long time we dudo't know the war had started. They
kept it from s, And then suddenly there came the offer. You
could volunteer for frontline service in = disciplirary battation,
and if you came out alive you were free After that, attack after
altack, mile after mile of electrified barbed wire, mines, mortars,
month after month of artllery barrage. They called qur company
the death squad. Tt was pracheally wiped oot How and why 1
surased, 1 don't know. Avd yet—would you believe it—all that
utter hell was nothing, 1t was bliss compared to the horrors of the

concentration camp, and 2ot hecause of the waterial conditions
but for an entuely different reason”

“Yes, poos fellow. You've taken a lot”

It wasn't yust washing clothes you leamed out there, yon
learned everything there 15 ta Jearn.”

“It's an extraordinary thing, you know It isn't only in com-
parson with your life 2s a conviet, but compared to everything
m the thirtses, even to my easy situation at the unjversity in the
raidst of books and maney and comfort, the war came as a breath
of fresh air, a punfying storm, a breath of deliverance,

“§ thick that collectivization was m and
ful measure and 1t was impossible to admut the exror To conceal
the failure people bad to be cured, by every means of terrorsm,
of the babit of thinking and ysdgng for Suemselves, and foreed

to see what dida't eust, to assert the very opposite of w i
eves tWid thews This accounts for me:y unl:[::unpleé ‘;tt::h‘; e:;rf
the Yezhovt penod, the promulgation of 2 constrtution that
was never meant to be applied, and the introduction of el
tm:xs that viclated the very principle of free chorce, o
And when the war broke out, its reat horrers, jts ;eal dang
tts menace of real death were a blessing compared with ,;"e.r 5
human reign of the he, and they brought rehef b e
hrohe the spelt of the deag letter, ccause they

¥ Nibalal Ivanovich Yezbov, head of the Seeret Polrce, 103558,
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mer of forty-one that we'd be married at the end of the war. After
that I moved about a great deal, like everybody in the army.
My unit was sent from one place to another. Because of all those
endless transfers I lost touch with her. I never saw her
again. I heard of her extraordinary exploit and heroic death Lke
everyone else—from the newspapers and the regimental orders.
‘They say they’re going to put up a monument to her somewhere
near here. I hear Zhivago—the General, Yurii’s brother—~is going
around the district collecting data about her.”

“T'm sorry—I shouldn’t have made you talk about her. It must
all be very painful to you.”

“Well . . . But we've lost track of time, and I don’t want to
hold you up. You get undressed and into the water, and get go-
ing. Il lie on the bank and chew a blade of grass and think.
I may even sleep a bit”

A few moments later they began to talk again,

“Where did you learn to wash clothes like that?”

“From necessity. We were unlucky. We got sent to just about
the worst of the penal camps. There were very few survivors.
Our arrival, to begin with. We got off the train. A wilderness of
snow. Forest in the distance. Guards with rifles, muzzles point-
ing at us, wolfhounds. About the same time, other groups were
brought up. We were spread out and formed into a big polygon
all over the field, facing outward, so that we wouldn't sce cach
other. Then we were ordered down on our knces, and told to
keep looking straight ahead on pam of death. Then the roll call,
an endless, humiliating business going on for hours and heurs.
And all the time we were on our knces. Then we got up and the
ather groups were marched off and ours was told: “This is‘ your
camp. Make the best of itl" An open snow Seld with n‘post in the
middle and a notice on it sayng: ‘GULAG g2 Y.N. go—that's all
there was.”

“It wasa't nearly so bad with us; we were lucky. Qf course 1
was doing my second stretch, which followed aulumnhcal{y from
the first. Moreover, I was sentenced under a different article, s0
the conditions were quite diffcrent. When I came out, I was rc-
instated again as I'd been the first time and allowed to g«’kl”l’
lecturing. And when I was mohilized 1 was given my full rank o
Major, not put into a disciplinary battalion, like you. .

“Yes, well . . . That was all there was, the post and the notice
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ship began and ram fts course against this bac.kg‘raund: Mb:)'lmat
time cwiban units were being formed, Christing was 5
trained as a parachutist, the frst German bombers were spolltle

from the rooftops of Moscow and driven back. That was when
we became engaged, as 1 t0ld you, but we were separated nlmzast
st tmce because my segiment was moved. I never saw ber again.

“Later on, when the war took a tum for the better and the
Gesmavs were surrepdering by the thousands, T was transferred
after 1 had been wounded twice, from Anti-Aircraft to the Sev-
enth Staff Division, where they needed people who haew lan-
guages Then, after 1 duscovered the inferno you were io, 1 gat
you assigned to my umt” ,

“Taniz, the laundry girl, was a friead of Christiva’s. They got
to koow each other at the front. She talks a lot about ber. Have
you noticed the way Tanja smiles, all aver ber face, like Yurii?
You forget the snub nose and the high cheekbones, and you
think she's quite pretty and attractive. Is the same type, you
see it alt over Rossia™

“1 knaw what you mean No, I hadn't naticed”
“What a hideous, bark ek Tania Bezochered

“Tardy Out-of Tom! It can’t possibly be her surame. 1 wonder
how she gat it”

“She told us, you know. She was 2 bezprizomaia of unkoown
puenis Probably somewbete in the depths of Russia where
the language 1 st} pure she was called Bezotchcheia, ‘Father-
less' ‘Then her mame was distorted by cty people who in-
woduced o connotation closer to their recent experiences.”

8

Shortly after this, Gordon and Dudorov wers o the town of
Karachev, which bad been razed to the ground. There they caught
up with same tear units of thewr army,

1t was o hot autumn; the weather had been fine and still £
more than 4 menth. The black soft of Brynshehing, the b)essedlo;
fertile segion between Orel and Bryansk, shimmesed with rich
golden browns under the blue, coudless sky.

The maln street, which was part of the highway, cut straight
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“It was felt not only by men in your position, in concentration
camps, but by absolutely everyone, at home and at the front,
and they all took a deep breath and flung themselves into the
fumace of this mortal, liberating struggle with real joy, with rap-
ture.

“The war has its special character as a link in the chain of
revolutionary decades. The forces directly unleashed by the
revolution no longer operated. The indirect effects of the revolu-
tion, the fruit of its fruit, the conseq; of the conseq A
began to manifest themselves. Misfortune and ordeals had tem-
pered characters, prepared them for great, desperate, heroic ex-
ploits. These fabulous, astounding qualities characterize the
moral clite of this generation.

“And when I see such things I am filled with happiness, in
spite of Christina’s martyrdom and our losses and my wounds, in
spite of the high cost in blood of the war. The light of sclf-sac-
rifice that illuminates Orletsova’s death and the lives of all of us
helps me to bear her loss.

“I was released just when you, poor fellow, were going through
your endless torture. Soon after that, Christina came to the uni-
versity as a history student. I taught her. I had noticed her be-
fore, after my first term in concentration camp, as a rem:u-kab.le
girl, when she was still a child. You remember, Yurii was still
alive, I told you both. Well, now she was one of my students.

“That was the time when the custom of political re-educa:
tion of teachers by students had come in. Orletsova flung herself
into that work with passion. I had no idea why she went at
me so fiercely. She was so aggressive and unjust that sometimes
the other students protested and stood up for me. She .lmd a
great sense of humor and she made fun of me to her heart’s con-
tent in the wall newspaper, referring to me by some invented
name that everyone could see throngh. And then sud(!c_nly, com-
pletely by chance, I realized that this inveterate hostility was 3
camouflage of her love for me—a strong, enduring love she ha
felt for a long time, and which I had always rcturned. :

“WWe spent 2 wonderful summer in forty-onc, ]Exst belore an
after the beginning of the war, Christina was in a group ©
undergraduates, men and women, who were billeted in a Mos-
cow suburb where my unit was also stationed. Our friend-
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. d piled
trusted to her care was packed in several cm?es that stoa

anc on top of Gie other on the ground. Tania ke?‘{“ dﬁ;euz:—
on it, and the rest of the group yemained in sight for fear o

ing the chanee of a JHt.

mg’x‘hey had been watting a long Hme—more than ve houss.
With nothing to do, they lstened to the incessumt .ebnt(t'r of
the garrulous gicl, who had secn a great deal in her life At the
moment she was telling them of how she had met Major-General
Zhivago. }

“OF course. Yesterday. They took me to the General Timself.
Major-General Zhuvago He was passing throngh here, and ask-
g ereryane about Christma, He was Jookung for gye-wxmesses,
people who had known her personally. They polated me out
to fum, They said we'd been fnends. He told them to bring me
along So they came and got me He cidn’t scare me a bit. Noth-
ing special abont him, just like everybody else. He's got slit
cyes and black hawr. Well, 1 told him what I knew. He heard
me out and sad thank you And who are you? he said to me.
Where do you come from? Well, naturally, X was shy, What have
1 got to boast ahout® I'm a bezprizonmz, One of the homeless
children Ard all that. 1 don't have to tell you. Reformatories,
always on the move. But he kept at me. Let’s have 1, he said.
Don't be embasrassed There's nothing to be ashamed of. Well,
at first T couldn't say much, then I told bim a bit more, and he
kept noddmg hus head, then as he went on nodding, ¥ wasot
atraid aoy longer And w's true Tve got a lat to tell. You wouldrt
beheve st 5f 1 told you, you'd say, She's making it up. Wel, st
was the same with lum When § fnished he got up and started
walking wp and down the toom That's extraordinary, he said.
Really extraordmary 11 tell you what, he said. 1 havent got
tme now But 11 Bnd you again, you con be sure of that, I

find you and sefxd for you agam. I never thought I'd hear 1 thin,
ke that 1 won't leave you this way, he said, T've Just got to take
case of a few tungs And then, who can tell, T might put myself
down a3 vour uncle, yoult be promoted to being Ceneral’s niece.
;\nd X'\l’svgr: d’ut; to a unwversity, he said Anywhere you like.
W ¥ )
ms:‘mr 0 God, that's what he sud. Probably a joke, fust to tease
At thus moment & Yong, empty cart with high sides, of the kg

TN e
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across the town. On one side of it had been houses that were
blown up and turned into piles of rubble by mines, and up-
rooted, splintered, and charred fruit trees from the blasted
gardens. Nor were there any houses on the other side, but it was
less ravaged by fire and explosions, probably b it had con-
sisted largely of vacant lots and thus offered no targets for de-
struction.

On the side where there had once been houses, the homeless
inhabitants were poking about in the still smoldering ashes,
picking up odds and ends in different corners of the ruins and
putting them all together in one place. Others were busy making
mud huts and cutting strips of turf with which to roof them.

The vacant lots across the road were white with tents and
crowded with auxiliary-service trucks and horse-drawn wagons
of all kinds—feld ambulances, cut off from their divisional
staffs, and units of every sort of commissariat and depot, Tost
and mixed up and trying to sort themselves out. And here, too,
weedy boys from the replacement companies, in gray caps, with
heavy, rolled-up overcoats on their backs, their faces earthy,
drawn, and wasted from dysentery, rested their packs and had a
sleep and a snack before trudging on farther west.

Half the gutted, blown-up town was still burning and in the
distance delayed-action mines kept exploding. Every now and
then, people digging in their yards straightened their bent backf.
leaned on their picks, and rested, turning and gazing in the di-
rection of a blast.

There, the gray, black, brick-red clouds of smoke, flame, and
rubble rosc into the sky, first in jets and fountains, th(:n more
lazily, like heavily rising scum, then fanning and spreading into
plumes; finally they scattered and sank back to earth. Then
the diggers went on with their work.

Across the road from the ruins there was an open space bor-
dered by a hedge and shaded by tall old trees, The trees and
the hedge isolated it from the rest of the world, like a private
courtyard, shaded and cool. .

Here Tania, the laundry girl, together with several pco‘pﬁ‘
from her unit, as well as others who had joined them, including
Dudorov and Gordon, had been waiting since morning for the
truck that had been sent for her, The regimental laundry en-
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trusted to he, A€ was packed i severa] crates that stooq piled
O0€ 00 top of fhe Other on the Sround, Tm.na kept 2 close eye
onit, and the Test of the Broup remajneq in sight for fear of mjgg.
4 of a Lfy,

h;'h'g; ;ﬁ;ﬂ;‘;m Waiting 4 long tme—more than fiy, hours,
Wath Rothing 1, do, they Istened ¢, the x‘n?essant chatter of
the Barmulous giyy who hag Seen a greqy deal in her .hfe‘ At the
TIOment she vyag telling thep, of how she had et Ma or-Genera]
Zhiyago,

h b
was for eye-wztncsses,
Peaple who had personaHy Powmted 1 out
* him The, aid v |, ends. He po1q them g me
along g4 the: 80t me o't scare me g by, Noth
I8 specia] g, hum, e verybody else, Herg 8ot sljt
€yes ang py, k b ell, 1 told , “hat I kney, € hearq
e out agq sad th, And ), are you? pe d to me,
Whe; do yqy, Me from; ell, pa ly, I Was shy, What have
9% to boggt ap, tP I bezpnzouaia. Omeless
hildren An that 1 't haye 1o te] ¥ atones
ahays o the - But he kept a¢ me, I, © 1t he saig.
0t b ey 355ed, Thers Dothing 4, Bhamed ¢ Well,
28 8rst 1 eoulqer 3y much, then I to1y h 'L more, g he
Pt noddmg hu, then 5 h Went on g 1 Wasn'y
afrag ny longer And jp e I've got o lot to o)y You Wouldn'
1 of [ o U, You' 3y, She's g 1t up Well, 3
was h, same wypp, Wheg | ished P an, Starteq
Walkip and g, th ™ Thats gy duinary, he saig.
lel_v traord,y, 1 y0u what, p, said 1 haven’t 8ot
time p,, But g fin U aga, ou ¢qp Sure of that, m
ind \ N for yoy agam, °T thoughy 1d heap
ke thygy TV 3 ou thyg A, he sa, Tve Just got ¢, tak,
e of 4 ey thing, And g > Who cqp tell, I migy t put Myself
down g4 our uncle, you! Oted ¢, emg Ceneml's Niece,
od Iy end o m\ezsny, he d, An(m’here You
I;\\_car( God, that ) td. Prop, bly o Joke, Just to 4,
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used for carting hay in Poland and West Russia, drove up. The
two horses in their shaft hamess were driven by a soldier from
the horse transport corps wha in the old dags would have been
called a wagoner. He pulled up, jumped down from his seat,
and began to ushitch the cart. Everyone except Tania and one
or two soldiers crowded around him begging him to take them
wherever they were going, telling him, of course, that they would
make it worth his while. But the driver refused, saying he had
no right to use the cart or the horses except as he was ordered.
He led the horses away and was not seen again.

Tania and the others, who until then had been sitting on the
ground, all climbed into the empty cart, which had been left
standing in the field. The conversation, interrupted by its ar-
rival and by the argument with the driver, was resumed.

“What did you tell the General?” asked Gordon. “Tell us, if
you can.”

“Why not? I'll tell you."

And so she told them her terrible story.

4

“Yes, it's true that I've got a lot to tell. They say I don't come
from poor people. Whether strangers told me or 1 somchow re-
membered it, I don't know, but I've heard it said that my mother,
Raisa Komarova, was the wife of a Russian cabinet minister,
Comrade Komarov, who was in hiding in White Mongolia. But I
guess Komarov was not my real father. Well, of course, I'm not
an educated girl, I grew up an orphan without a fall‘xcr and
mother. Perhaps what I say scems funny to you, but I'm only
saying what I know, you have to put yourselves in my place.

“Yes. Well now, what I'm going to tell you. It all Imppcncd
beyond Krushitsky, the other end of Siberia, beyond the Cossack
country, near the Chinese border. When we—the ncds', that I'S
—maved up to the chief town of the Whites, that same Komarov,
the migister, he put my mother and all those familics on a sp't‘dﬂl
train and wrdered it to take them away. My mother was fright-
encd, you sec, she didn'’t dare to move a step without him,

“This Komarov didn’t know about me, He didn't know that I

—
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. when she had been parted
:ven !e“nskzg; : (lz“m\;t;eer ::g :[?: w:s frightened to death that
s:::lwg‘y mdght tegﬂ hiu'L He hated children terribly, and he
yelled sod stauged his feet They only bring flth and worty
ioto the house, I can't stand it, be used to yell

Well now, as § was saying, wheo the I{e.d,s be{s‘?" to come up
to the town, my mother sent to Nag{:maxa Station for Marfa,
the signal swoman, That was three stations away from the town.
T tell you how it was. First there was Nizovaia, and then there
was Nagornaia, and then there was the Samsonav Pass. Now 1
think 1 understand 1t, why Mother knew this signal womaa. 1
think this signat woman, Marfa, used to come znd sell milk and
vegetables in the town. That's it

“and here is somethung T dow't know. 1 think they cheated
Mother, they dido't tell hies the truth, The Lord only knows what
sott of story they told her, 1 suppase they said it was just for 2
time, Tor 5 day or two, ) things settled down. She dido’t mean
10 give me to strangers forever, To be brought up by strangers
~fother could oot have given up her own child Ike that,

“Well, you know how it 3 with a child, ‘Go and tatk to Aunte,
she'll give you 2 piece of gingerbread, nice Auntie, don’t be
frightened of Auntie, How T cried afterwards, bow beaxtbroken
1 was, how I missed wy moather~w's belter not to semembes
that. 1 wanted to hang myself, I nearly went ot of my mind
a3 a small child. That was all T was at that tire. L suppose Augt
Marfa got money for my keep, 4 lot of money.

“There was a sich farm that went with the signal job, a cow
anl a hotse and of course ol kinds of fowl, and = big place for
vegetables—out there you could gt a5 much land s you
Thed—and of cousse no sent because the houre belonged to the
goremment; it was right gext to the tracks. When the tran
was coming trom home, 1t could bardly get wp the hill, it was so
stecp, bt comung fsom your parts, from Russia, down it came
5o fast they bod 10 wse the brakes, Down below, in the auturn,
when the woods thinned out, you could see Nagornaia as i it
were st an o saneer,

“The signal man, Unele Vasi, § wsed ta calt
was 2 kind and cheerful man,

only terribly trustin i
when he was drnk, Everybody kyne\s a‘?muc \%&s(‘s\geﬁglz

just Daddy. He
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about him all over the countryside. He'd turn his heart inside out
to every stranger he met.

“But the signal woman I never could call Mother. Whether
it was because I couldnt forget my own mother or for some
other reason, the fact is Aunt Marfa really was terrible. Yes. And
50 I called the signal woman Aunt Marfa,

“Well, time went on, years went by, how many I don’t know.
T was beginning to go out to the trains to wave the flag, and 1
could bring the cow in or unhitch the horse. Aunt Marfa taught
me to spin, and as for the housework, it goes without saying
1 did that. Anything like sweeping or tidying or doing a bit of
cooking, that was nothing to me, I did all that. Oh, yes, and I
forgot to tell you, I looked after Petia. Our Petia had withered
Jegs, he was three but he couldn’t walk at all, so I carried him
around. And now, after all those years, T still get shivers down
my back when I think of how Auntic Marfa used to squint at
my strong legs as much as to sy why weren’t my legs withered,
it would be better if T had withered legs instead of her Petia, s
if I'd put the evil eye on him. You wouldn't believe what spite
and superstition there is in the world.

“But now listen to what I'm going to tell you, All that was

nothing to what happened later. Itll make your hair stand on
end.
“It was the time of NEP, a thousand rubles was worth a
kopeck. Uncle Vasia sold a cow down below and got two sacks
full of money. Kerenki it was called—no, sorry, they were called
lemons then, that's what they were called. He had a drink and
told everyone in Nagornaia how rich he was. .

“I remember it was a windy day in autumn, The wind was
tearing at the roof, it neatly knocked you off your feet, and the
engines couldn’t get uphill because the wind was head on. Sud-
denly 1 saw an old beggar woman coming down from the top
of the hill, the wind tugging at her skirt and blowing off her
kerchief.

“She was walking along and moaning and clutching her belly.
She asked us to take her in, and we put her on the bench. Oh,
she ycl]ed, I can't stand it, I can't stand it, my belly is on ﬁ;t‘,
this is my end. In Christ’s name, she begged, take me SO " ";
Tospital, Tl pay you whatever you like. Well, Daddy hitche
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Uddloy, the harse, to the cact, put the old woman i the catt,
and took her ta the county hospital, which was eleven miles away.

“After 2 tme we went to bed, Aunt Marfa and I, thea we eard
Udaloy nexghing outside and the cart driving into the yard. It
scered & bit too soon for them to be back. But auywny.Aunt
Marfa Mt a light, put on ber jacket, and wndid the bolt without
waiting for Daddy to knock,

“She opened the door, but 1t wasn’t Daddy, it was a stranger,
dark and frightening, and he said, Show me where the money is
that you got for the cow. Fve killed your cld man an the wood, he
said, bt you being a woman Y1l let you alone if yon tell me
where the money 15, 1f you doo’t tell me you know what witl
happes, youTl anly have yourself to blame, and better not keep
me watting, | don’t have any tme to hang around,

“Oh, God 1n heaven, meed T tell you the state we were in, you
can magoe, yourselves. We were shakimg all over, half dead
with fright and speechless with terror! Fust Uncle Vasia was
lalled, he'd snd so Tumself, he'd lolled him with an ax, and now
wenere alane with hum, a murderer nght in oar house, we could
see he was @ murderer.

“E suppose 1t was just then that Aunt Marfa went out of her
miod The moment she heard her hushand was dead, some-
ﬂ’nn% :Xnnpptd mside her. And she Imew she mustn’t show how
she felt

“Finst ihe threw herself of, fus feet, Have metey on me, she
sad, don't hall me, I don’t know & thing, I've never heard about
any moncy, 1 don't know what money you are talking about.
But he waso't gong to be put off with that, he wasn't such a fool
the dev! All night, then, she 101d fum. The money is in the cel:
far I open the trap door for you But the dewil saw nght
through that. No, he said, you go down, you know the “i
vou get it 1 dont care sf you o down 1o the cellar or u -
the roof, all T want s the money. But remember—don't LA

pull anv tricks, he sad, st doesnt Py to fool with me“-y o

“Then she sud to kim  God be with you, why are 3
swsprrous? Il gladly go dowm and getit for .ou n{ yself, l{w .
:“&3 -""vl;::;‘i. “m;'kfmmagc the ladder. Tl seind on’ tbe,lo;tstx;‘y

10! ¢ light for you. Don't ¢
down with you, she :nzd. Thatn\:;;u,:z ';{B ::;:’ ¥ daughter



518 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“Oh, God in heaven, need I tell you how I felt when I heard
that? Well, that's the end of me, I thought, and everything went
black in front of my eyes and my legs wouldn’t hold me up, 1
thought I'd fall down.

“But that devil, he was no fool, he took one look at both of us
and screwed up his eyes and grinned at her, showing all his teeth,
as much as to say: I know your tricks, you can't fool me. He could
see that T meant nothing to her, I wasn’t her own flesh and blood,
so he made a grab at Petia and picked him up in one hand
and pulled up the trap door with the other. Let's have a light,
he said to her, and down he went—down the ladder into the
cellar with Petia.

“I think she was already cracked and couldn’t understand any-
thing; her mind was gone. As soon as he had gone down with
little Petia, bang, she slammed the trap door and locked it and
began to drag a heavy trunk on top of it, nodding and beckoning
to me to help her, because it was too heavy for her. She got it
in place and sat on it, pleased with herself, the crazy woman.
No sooner had she sat down than the robber started yelling and
banging on the floor. You couldn’t make out what he was saying,
the floor boards were too thick, but you could tell from his voice
what he meant: let him out or hed murder Petia. He roared
worse than a wild beast to frighten us. Now your Petia’s in for
it, he yelled, but she couldn't understand a thing. She just sat
there winking at me and laughing, as much as to say: No matter
what you do, I won't budge from the trunk and I L.ccp the
keys. I did everything I could with her, I screamed right into her
ears saying she must open up the cellar and save Petia, and I
tried to push her off the trunk, but I couldn't, she was too strong
for me and she wouldn't listen. .

“Well, he was banging, banging on the floor, and ﬂ.lo time
was going by, and she just sat there rolling her eyes, not listening
to anything.

“well, after a time—Oh, God in heaven, I've been throu'.ﬂh
many things in my life, but this I'l never forget. As long as I live
Il hear Petia’s thin hitle voico—little Petia cried and groancd
down below, the little angel, that devil choked him to death.

“Now what shall T do, what shall I do with this mad old
woman and this murderer, I thought. And 1 had to do some-
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thing, The moment § thought this 1 heard Udaloy neighing out-
:ide.sﬂe'd been standung iut there fn the yard and he hadn't
been unharnessed Yes. Udaloy was neighing as much as to say:
Let's Ry quickly, Tania, and find some good people and get Telp.
1 Jooked out of the window and I saw that it was near dawn.
You'e right, Udaloy, it's a good idea, T thought. Let’s go. But
hardly had T thought this when again X heard, like a voice calling
from the wood, Wait, don't hurry, Tania, well do it another way.
And again 1 Ynew I wasn't aloge in the wood. It was like pux
own cack crawing An engine hooted down below. 1 recogaized
its whistle; it was from the engine that they always kept ready at
Nagomaia~a pusher, they called it-—to help freight trains up
the hill, This was a muxed tram going by, 1t ahways went by at
that time every mght. Well, I heard this engine 1 knew, calling
me from below. I histened and my heart Jeapt. Am T off my head,
1 wondered, Uke Auntie Marfa, that every living beast and every
dumb cngme speaks to me in plain Russizn?

“Well, 1t was no good thinking, the train was getting near,
there was no time to think. I grabbed the lantern—there wasu’t
much ght yet~and T raced 1o the track and stood right in the
middle, between the rails, waving the hght up and dawn.

“Well, what mose 1 there to say? 1 stopped the train, Because
of the wind &t was gong slowdy, very slowly, almost at a crawl,
1 stopped it and the dnwver, who kmew me, leaned out of the
window of the cab and called out something, 1 couldn’t hear
what it was beeause of the wind, 1 shouted to him, the signal
house had been raided, wurder and robbery, a killer in the
house, help us, Comrade Uncle, we peed help sight away, And
wihile § was saying this, Red Army men came jumping l;ug of
the tram, one after the other, it was an srmy txadn, lhe)? fumped

out on the track What's up? asked, th (t
why on earth the trmp had x::cy b v, s ke ot

d in the w :
at vight, and was standing v ppec in the wood, on 4 steep hill

"t told them everything, They drageed thy
e pourd
t)l;e cellar He was squeahng in o \%ce t}ﬂnnprrl:fir 't’m.t ?i
VD e = Y . . '
doitz
him oo

and drove the train m;x}uuT e tands end feet to the ;-;5)5,
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“I never even went back for my clothes, I was so fright-
ened. 1 asked them to take me along in the train, and they put
me on the train and off I went, After this, I wandered over half
our own country and others with the bezprizornys, I don't know
where I haven't been. I'm not exaggerating. What happmess,
what freedom now, after all I suffered as a child! Though it must
be said that there was also much sin and misery. But all this came
later, I'll tell you about it some other time. . . , That night I was
telling you about, a railway official came off the train and went
to the house to take charge of the government property, and to
decide what to do about Auntic Marfa, Some say she never
recovered and died in a madhouse, but others say she got beiter
and came out.”

For a long time after hearing Tania’s story Gordon and Du-
dorov strolled about under the trees in silence. Then the truck
came; it turned clumsily off the road into the clearing, and
the crates were loaded onto it. Gordon said:

“You realize who this Tania is?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Evgraf will look after her.” Gordon added after a pause: “It
has often happened in history that a lofty ideal has degener-
ated into crude matenahism. Thus Greece gave way to Rome,
and the Russian Enlight t has b the Russtan Revo-
lution. There is a great difference between the two pcn'ods:
Blok says somewhere: “We, the children of Russia’s terrible years.
Blok meant this in a metaphorical, fgurative sense. The children
were not children, but the sons, the heirs, the intelligentsia, and
the terrors were not termble but sent from above, apocalyptic;
that's quite different. Now the metaphorical has become literal,
children are children and the terrors are terrible, there you have

the difference.”

5

Five or ten years later, one quict summer evening, Dudarov an‘d
Gordon were again together, sitting at an open window above
Moscow, which extended into the dusk as far as the cye
reach, They were looking through a book of Yurii's writings that

could
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d nut together, a book they had read more than once
f;ﬁm}ﬁn gmew %;y beast, They read and talled and thought.
By the time they came to the middle of the book it was dark aod
they tumed on the Lght. ) .

And Moscow, right below them and stretching into the dis-
tance, the author’s native city, §o which he bad spent half his
Lfe~Moscow now struck them not as the stage of the events
connected with him but as the maln protagonist of a long story,
the end of which they had reached that evening, book in hand.

Although victory had not brought the relief and freedom that
were expected at the end of the war, nevertheless the portents
of freedom lled the air throughout the postwar period, and
they 2lone defined its historical signifcance.

To the two ofd friends, 25 they sat by the window, it seemed
that this freedom of the soul was already there, as if that very
esening the future bad tangibly moved into the streets below
them, that they themselves bad entered it and were now part of
it Thunking of this holy city and of the entire easth, of the still-
living protagonists of this story, and their chuldren, they wire
ftled with tenderness and peace, and they were enveloped by
the unbeasd music of ‘happiness that Rowed all about them and

to the distance. And the baok they held seemed o confirm and
encourage their feelng,
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These days—these days, and these nights also!
With cavesdrop thrumming its tattoos at noon,
With icicles (cachecticl) hanging on to gables,
And with the chattering of rills that never sleep!

All doors are flung open—in stable and in cowbarn;
Pigeons peck at oats fallen in the snow;

And the culprit of all this and its life-begetter— &,
The pile of manure—is pungent with ozone.

HOLY WEEK

The murk of night still prevails.

It is yet 5o carly in this world

That the sky even now flaunts its countless stars,
And each star is radiant as the day

And if the earth could really have its way

It would sleep through all of Eastertide

To the droning of the Psalms as a lullaby.

The murk of night still precails.

The Creation’s hour is yet so early
That the square extends like cternity
From one corner to the other,

And there is still a millennium

Until the daten and warmth come

The carth is stark-naked yet

1t hasn’t got a stitch to wear of nights
To ring the bells, or to chime in

Of its own accord, with choirs singing.

From Maundy Thursday tight up to

The very eve of Easter the waters gnaw

At riverbanks, and are busy weacing

Their currents, whirlpools, and eddies.
524
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The singing lasts until the glow of datwn,

The voices, having sobbed their fill,

Are more subducd. Their chanting of the Psalms ond Gospely
Floats out more and more faintly

Until it reaches wastelands under loncly lamps.

And when the midnight comes

All creatures and all flesh will fall silent
On hearing spring put forth its rumor
That just as soon as there is better weather
Death itself can be overcome

Through the potcer of the Resurrection.

WHITE NIGHT

I have visions of a remote time:

A house on the Petersburg side of the Neva;

You, the daughter of a nonc-too-well-off landed proprictress
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courscs—and were born in Kursk,

You arc a darling; you have admirers.

This night you and 1

Hace made oursclves cozy on your window sill;
We are looking down from this skyscraper of yours

The strect lamps are fust like butterfies of gas.
The morning hes flicked us with its first chill.
That which I am telling you is so much like
The far-off vistas now plunged in sleep.

You and 1 are in the grasp
Of preciscly that timid devotion to a mystery
Which holds St Pctersburg, spread like a panorama
Beyond the unencompassable Neva.
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There, for, far emong thick-wooded Zandmarks,
O this nicht, so temal end so white,

The rughtingeles roll end 11ill their pacans,
Filling with rumbling the city's wooded hmits,

Their frenzied trilling surges.

The song of ecch ting, dull-hued singer
Stirt repture ond cuokens unrest

Deep within each ensoreelled grove.

Night, lile a barefooted pilgrnm woman,
I ererping elose 3o the fences os she makes her yoay there,

And the tracks of eur murmurs, which she has eacesdropped,
Frafeptrder fom cor winderml

Amid echioes of these oretheard myrmurs
The boughs of the apple and cherry treex
Bedeck themseloes in whitish Ylossems

In the gardens with thew rough-hewn palings,

And the trees, themselves white s specters,

Come out on the roed fastling and thronging,

Just asif they were waving their farewells

Ta the white nizht which has watnessed so tery many things.



The singing lasts until the glow of datwn,

The voices, having sobbed their fill,

Are more subducd. Their chanting of the Psslms and Gospels
Floats out more and more faintly

Until it reaches wastelands under loncly lamps.

And when the midnight comes

Al creatures and all flesh will fall silent
On hearing spring put forth its rumor
That just as soon as there is better weather
Death itsclf can be overcome

Through the power of the Resurrection,

WHITE NIGHT

I have visions of a remote time:

A house on the Petersburg side of the Neva;

You, the daughtcr of a none-t ll-off landed proprictress
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courses—and were born in Kursk.

You are a darhing; you have admirers.

This night you and I

Hare made ourseles cozy on your window sill,
We are looking down from this skyscraper of yours

The street lamps are just like butterfies of gas.
The morning has flicked us with its first chill.
That which X am telling you is 30 much Iike
The far-off vistas now plunged in sleep.

You and 1 are inthe grasp
Of precisely that timid devotion to a mystery
Which holds St. Petersburg, spread like a panorama
Beyond the unencompassable Neva
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BAD ROADS IN SPRING

The flames of sunsct were smoldering out.

A horseman headed for a remote farmstead in the Urals
Was plodding over a spring-mircd trail

In a thick pine forest.

The horsc’s inwards heaved. In anstwer

To the swish and chink of its shod hoofs
The swirling whirlpools loosed their echoes
Ovger the road, in pursuit.,

But when the horseman, dropping reins,
Would slow his mount down to a walk,

The spring freshets would roll very close to him
Al of their roaring, all their din.

Someone was laughing, someone wept;

Stones ground to dust agatnst the flints,
And loosened and uprooted tree-stumps
Went tumbling into ¢hurning pools.

A nightingale raged in frantic song

Lihe a church bell pealing forth a tocsing

He sang among branches interlaced and darMling
Against the sunsct’s conflagration.

Where a willow leant over a hollow

Like a widow burying Ler mate

The bird was whistling on scren oaks,

As Robber Nightingale did in days of old.

Against what ecil, against what forlorn loce
Was this predestined fervor meant?
Against whom had the singer fired
This charge of small shot in the woods?
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1t seemed that he would emerge ke @ wood demon
From the camp of the escaplng convicts

Tomeet the outposts of the partisant,

Whether on oot of horse.

The carth and sky, the field and forest
Hearkened to cntch each unique note,
These measured doles of sheetest madness,
Of pawn, of happiness, of anguish,

EXPLANATION

Life has retumed with just s hitle reason
Asonasime it 5o oddly snapped

1 em on the same ancient thoroughfase

That 1 was on that summer, on that day and hour.

The same people, and theit cares are the some,

And the sunset's red fire has not yet grown cold:
1 was just the some when that deathly ecening
Quickly nailed it agamst ¢ white wall

Wormen in worn and sleazy cottons

Ca tap-tapping along (just as they did then)
And night {just o312 did theny will crucify them
Under the tin toofs of thewr garret rooms,

There, one of them, with her feet dragging,

Slawly emesges upon her theeshold

And, climbing out of her semibasement,

Gots cater-corner across the yard,

Fam again brushing up on excuses

And {once again) nothing means much fo me.
Nore my okt nelghbor, having skirted the back yord,
Leaves us alone, all alone by outselocs
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Keep back your tears. And do not tiist
Your swollen lips. And don’t pucker them,
For that would merely break the seab
That was formed by the enfevered spring.

Remove your hand—don’t keep it on my breast:

We are merely wires—and the current's on.

Once more—watch outl—we will be thrown together,
And this time not by chance.

The years will pass and you will marry.
You will forget the hardships you endured.
To be a woman is a great adventure;

To drive men mad is a heroic thing.

For my pant, all my lifc long

I have stood ke a devoted slace

In reverence and awe before the miracle

Of woman’s hands, her back, her shoulders, and her sculptured throat

And yet, no matter how the night

May chain me within its ring of longing,

The pull of separation is still stronger

And I have a beckoning passion for the clean break.
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Keep back your tears. And do not tiist
Your swollen lips. And don't pucker them,
For that would merely break the scals
That was formed by the enfecered spring.

Remece your hand—don’t Reep it on my breast:

We are merely wires—and the current’s on.

Once more—wetch out!~—we will be thrown together,
And this time not by chance.

The years will pass and you will marry,
You will forget the hardships you endured.
To be a wwoman is a great adeenture;

To drive men mad is @ heroic thing.

For my part, all my life long

1 have stood ke a decoted slace

In recerence and awe before the miracle

Of woman’s hands, her back, her shoulders, and her seulptured throct

And yet, no matter how the night

Mey chain me within ss ring of longing,

The pull of separation is still stronger

And I hace a beckomng passion for the clean breck.



FALSE SUMMER

The leaves of the eurrants are conrse and woolly.

The house shakes wath laughter, the windowpanes riag.
There's geeat chopping within it, and pickling, wlule pepper
And closes are put w to lend tang to the brine

The grove, ke a cavortng clown, casts this hubbub
As far 03 that field with its rather stecp slope

Where the sun-scorched hazels are blazing with color
Asif they'd been seared by the hest of a fire

Here the oad dips 10 o gravelly gullys

Here among the ancient and grosled rver-anags

One con feel sorry for even that rag-pickmg crone Autumn
Who has suept olf of her queer treasure-trove down here.

And qlso because oll Creation &s simpler

Than some of our erafty philosophers think.

And brcause the grave seems to be plunged under water,
And because for all things theres o predestined end.

And becausq these’s no sense for ane's eyes fo be blinking
When all they behald has been scorched by the sun,

And the fine ashes of Autumn (sts white gossamer)

Float wn ot the windows with each vogrant breeze

There's o hole in the fence, 12 leads from the garden

To o poth that gets lost where the burches grow thick,

The house hums with laughter and housewifely busiling—
That bustling and loughter alsn come from afar.



WIND

1hace dicd, but you arc stll among the licing.
And the wind, Leening and complaining,
Makes the country house and the forest rock—
Not cach pine by itsclf

But oll the trees as one,

Together with the llimitable distance;

It makes them rock as the hulls of salboats
Rock on the mirrorous waters of a boat-basin.
And this the wind docs not out of bravedo

Or in a senseless rage,

But so that in sts desolation

1t may find words to fashion g lullaby for you.

HOPBINES

We seck shelter from inclement weather
Under a willow entu fned with foy.

A saincape is thrown over our shoulders
My arms arc tightly encircled about you.

Sorry—1 erred The shrubs in these thickets
Are not ivy-groun but covered with hopbines.
Well, we'll do better if are toke thix ralncape
And spread t out widr for n rug bencath us.
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WEDDING

Guests came until dawn

To the bride’s housc for the celebration,
Cutting right across the yard,

Bringing their own music.

After midnight until seven

Not a murmur came

From behind the felt-hined door
Of the master’s bedroom,

But at dawn (the sleepicst ime
When one could sleep forever)
The accordion struck up,

Once agan, at leaving

The harmonica played too

Like a hurdy-gurdy,

Clapping hands and clicking beads
Helped the charivari

And again, again, apain
Sped by gucsts carousing
All the nibeld catches burst
Right into the bedroom,

While one weneh, as white as snow,
To the calls and whistles

Once more did her peahen danee
Cliding, swith hips siinging,

Heed tossed high

And right hand waving,

Dancing fast on cobbles—

Just @ peahien, pechen?
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You are the blessing in a stride toward perdition,
When living sickens mote than sickness does wtself;
The root of beauty is audacrty,

And that Is what draws us to each other,

FAIRY TALES

Once upon o time

ina faery realm

Aknight was urging his steed
Over a steppe of burdocks,

He rwas most eager

To take part in battle,

Yot he could see through the dust
A forest looming ahead.

Anagong torcboding
Grawed at his doughty heart,
{Shun the water halp
Tighten saddle-girthl)

But the knighz, unheeding,
Put spurs to his steed

And ot full 1l rode

Up the wooded knall,

Thes, from this bunal mound,
Hetode tatp ¢ dry river bed,
Next, slmmg a8 meadow,

He crossed over g mountaiy,

He ceered tnt 4 kellow
And, by a forest trad,
Came upon g spoor,
Found a water hole

587



AUTUMN

I have let oll the members of my houschold go their ways;
All those close to me have long since seattered.

And ecerything—acithin the heart and throughout nature—
Is filled with the loneliness of ahrays.

And now I am here with you in the forester's hut.
The forest is unpeopled and deserted.

Its trails and paths are (as the old song has it)
Half overgrown with grass and weeds.

We are the only ones noto

For the walls of logs 1o scgard in melancholy.
We made no promises to storm barricadcs,
We shall go doten to perdition openly.

We till take our seats at onc; at three we will leave our scats—
1 1with a book, you with your needlework

And when day breaks we shall not notice

At achat time we had done with our Rissing

Be nolsy, leaves, as you flutter dowen—

Still more flamboyantly, with more abandon!
And raise the level of the gall of yesterday
Within the cup, by edding to it today's yearning,

Attachment, craving, splendor of heauty. . . .

Let us scatter like smoke in this September soughing
Bury ell of yourself, my dearest, in this eutumnal rustling:
Stwoon, or go half insane!

You shed your coverings in much the same fashion
As this prove sheds its leaces,
Whenerer you fall into my embraces
In your dressing gown with ite silken tassels
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The people of that region

Paid this trbute to save

Thelr wretched huts and hovels
From the great worm's wrath.

Its body bound her arms

And was wound about her throat:
It had accepted this sacrifice

To torture as it willed.

With his eyes turned up to heaven
The knight implored its aid

And ready to give battle

Aimed hus lance at full tilt,

Tightly closed eyelids
Towering heghts And clouds.
Waters Fords, And rivers,
Years. And countless ages.

The krught in dented helmet

Lues unhorsed in the battle,

His faithful steed’s hoofs trample
The hife out of the serpent,

Steed and dragon carcass
Lictogether on the sand.

The knight lies there unconscious,
The maid is in a swoon,

The noontide vault of heaven

1s radiant and blye.

Who is this maid? A princess?

Bred to the land? Or 1o the purple bom?
Tears from excess of foy

Course down her cheeks in streams,
Then her soul is overcome
By sleep and oblvion
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Deaf to any warning,

Unheeding his inner eall,

He led his steed doten from a rise
To drench him at the stream.

By the stream a cace yaened,
Before the cave was a ford;
Flaming brimstone scemed
To light the cavern’s mouth.

From behind the erimson smoke
That screencd everything from sight
A for-off ery came echoing

Through the towesing pines.

The knight, startled,

Dashed off straight echead,
Racing throtigh the ravine

In answer to this cry for help.

And the Lnight beheld
Adread dragon’s head,
And s scales and taill—
And gripped hislanee herd.

Flaming at its maw,

The dragon scattered light ke seed,
s spine was wound in g triple coll
Around a maid.

The great serpent's neck
Flicked Ide the tip of a whip
Ocer the white shoulders

Of kis fcir captive.,

For that country’s custom
Gare up to this forest monster
A becutiful young creature
Asits prey
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The people of that reglon

Poid this trsbute fo save

Their wretched huts and hooels
From the greot wornvs wrath.

1ts bady bound ker arms

And was wound about her throat:
18 hed gceepted this sacnfice

To torture as i willed

With his eyes tumed up to heaver
The knight implared its aid

And seady to give battle

Aimed hss lance af full tilt,

Tightly closed eyehds.
Tawesing heights. And clouds.
Waters Foeds. And vwers.
Years And countless ages.

‘The knight 1 dented helmet
Lies unhorsed w the battle,

His fauhful steeds hoofs trample
The life out of the serpent.

Steed and dragon carcoss
Lic together on the sand

The knight hies there uncanscious
The maid tr in g swoon

The nogntide vault of heaven

s sadwant and blue,

Who 11 this mald? 4 princess?

Bred to the land? Or to the purple bom?
Teors from excess of oy

Coutse down her cheeks in streams,
Then her soul is acercome
By sleep and oblivion
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He feels he is recorering,
Then cannot stir a limb—

So great his loss of blood,

So much his strength is spent.

Yet both their hearts are beating,
By turns he and she

Strain to come to,

Only to sleep again.

Tightly closed eyelids.
Towering heights And clouds.
Waters. Fords And rivers,
Years. And countless ages.

AUGUST

The sun, keeping its promise without deception,
Had penctrated early in the morning,

Tracing a saffron streak obliquely

From the windotw curtains to the divan

The same sun splashed with sultry ocher
The woods near by, the hamlct's houses,
My bed, my dampened pillow

And the wall's angle near the bookshelf.

1hare recalled the cery reaton

For the shght dampness of my pillotw.

1 had dreamt that ell of you were tratling
Through the woods, coming to see me off.

There teas a crowd of you, yet you were strapshing Suddenly
Someone recelled. according to the Ol Style

It was the sisth of Augurt—

The Lord's Transfigurction



On this day, usually, o light without ¢ flame
Tasues from Mount Tabot, and Autumss,
Refulgent as anorifisnme,

Drows oll eyes by its many glories.

And you traversed the stunted, beggared,
Dended, guaking serubwood of the alders
And entered the cemetery coppice

Of flaring red and ermote as @ ginger bunny.

The thy tous pompously ploying neighbar

To the unstirring trectaps, while the distance
Was clamorous soith the eschange

Of long-dratwn clarion calls of roosters.

Death stood like a state surveyos

Within God's acve sn ths forest, scanning
My lifeless foce, s if 1n thought

How best to dig my grave to proper measure.

AR of you heard (not inwardly but with your sense of heanng)
The calm voice of someone close beside you

That voice had been mine once, o fatidie volce,

1t sounded noww, untouched by death's corruption:

“Farewell to Transfiguration’s azure
And to the Second Comtags gold!
Abate, unth a last seomonly caress,

The hitterness to me of this predestmed howr,
Forewell to years of timelesmess
Let ut pact 0w, you who threw

Your woman's gouritlet to an abyss of degeadations:
1am the erena of your ordeal,

Forewell, brood sweep of outspread wings,
Farewell to wllfulness of foanng,
And ta the fmage of the world through words made manifest,
And s ereationy, ond to working wonders.” ?
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He feels he is recovering,
Then cannot stir a imb—

So great his loss of blood,

So much his strength i spent,

Yet both their hearts are beating.
By turns he and she

Strain to come to,

Only to sleep again,

Tightly closed eyelids.
Totwering heights And clouds.
Waters. Fords And rivers.
Years. And countless ages.

AUGUST

The sun, keeping its promise teithout deception,
Had penctrated carly in the morning,

Tracing a saffron streak obhquely

From the window curtatns to the divan.

The same sun splashed with sultry ocher
The tcoods near by, the hamlet’s houses,

My bed, my dampened pillow

And the wall's angle near the bookshelf.

I hace recalled the cery reason

For the slight dampness of my pillow.

1 hed dreamt that ell of you swere trailling
Through the woads, coming to ace me off.

These wwar 6 crowed of you, yet you were stragsling Suddenly
Someone recelled: according to the Old Style

It wwas the sixvth of Augutt—

The Lords Trensfigurction



1t snowed hard throughout the month
Of February and almost constantly
A candle burned on the table,

A condle burned.

PARTING

The mon is stansng across the threshald
And cannot recognize his home.

Her going had been Ik a flight

Havoc has left its traces everywhere.

Chaos prevails in all the rooms

He cannot judge the devastation
Because his eyes are blurred with tears,
Because us head is pounding.

Ever since morning his ears have been ringing,
Is he awake or having ¢ bad dream?

And why do theughts cbout the sea

Persist in comng to his mind®

When one no longer sees the day
Because of hoarfrost on the panes
The hopelessness of grief redoubles
Tts keness 40 the seds vost desent.

He drew her every tratt to him

Even asthe sca draws near #

Each of the many httorels

Throughout the stretch of its wcoming tide.

Even oy reeds go doten beneath
The rough seas following a storm
So every Iine of her had gone

To the bottom of his soul.
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WINTER NIGHT

It snoeed and snowed, the sehole world over,
Snow swept the world from end to end.

A candle burned on the table;

A candle burned.

As during summer midges siwarm

To beat their wings against a flame,

Out in the yard the snowflckes stwarmed
To beat against the windowpane

The blizzard sculptured on the glasy
Designs of arrows and of whorls.

A candle bumed on the table;

A candle burned.

Distorted shadotws fell

Upon the lighted cciling.

Shadotrs of crossed arms, of erossed lege—
Of crossed destiny

Two tiny shacs fell to the floor

And thudded

A condle on a nightstand shed wax tears
Upon adress.

All things canished within

The snowy murk—u hite, hoary
A cancle buerned on the table,
A candle bumed

A corner draft fluttered the fame

And the white fecer of temptation
Uprwcept its angel woings that cast

A cruciform shadow
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11 sonced hasd throughout the month
Of February and almost constantly

A candle burned on. the table;

A candle burned,

PARTING

The man ds staring across the threshold
And eannot secognize his home.

Her going had been hke & flight.
Havag has left sty traces everyuhere.

Chaos prevails In all the rooms

He cannot judge the devestation
Because his eyes ore blurred with tears,
Because his head is pounding

Ever since morning his ears have been ringing,
Is he gwake or having a bad dream?

And why do theughts about the sea

Persst in coming fo hus mind?

When one co longer sees the day
Becavse of hoarfrost on the panes
The hopelessness of grief redoubles
Uts Ukeness to the sea’s vast desert,

He drew her every trait to him

Eren as the sca draws near it

Each of the many littorals

Thtoughout the strctch of fts incoming tide.

Ecen arreeds g doten bencath
The sough seas followng a storm
Soevery hine of her had gone

To the battom of hie snal!



In years of hardships, in the days

Of an unthinkable cxistenee

She had been cast up from the depths
By a high wave of destiny.

Amid innumerable perils,
Avoiding every recf and shoal

The wave had borne her on and on
And brought her close.

And now, this flicht of hers. Perhaps
It had been foreed upon her.

This parting will consume them both
And gricf gnaw elean their bones.

His eyes take in the wchole seene.
At the moment of her going

She had upsct the contents of
Every compartment in her dresser.

He paces aimlessly and till dark comes
Keeps putting back inside a drawer
The scattered scraps of cloth,

The crumpled sample patterns.

And having run into his hand

A ncedle left in some unfinished sewing
He suddenly sces oll of her,

And falls to sobbing. Softly
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ENCOUNTER

Toill sep You from the door.

Along, 4, ¢ fall coqs,

Nohat gng 70 snoy boots;
You gre trying 10 be calm,
N:bblmg Hour snot-gpey lips,

The distans trees ang fences
Reced jng, the murk.,
O stand at the Corner

W the miges of the falling Snow,

Wate, U3 douy, your scarf,
Insde your slegues, Your collg,
And melted snoy, Sparkles

In daudrap.v O Your hay,

nd & frren strand of 4
Lights P you, face, Your Scarf,
our bmuely Tect figure,

tretcheq gogy f yours,

all of Y0u seepyy fmlxlaned
Out g, Single piece

tisgy #f your fmage
Were beiy, 8 etcheg forevey
Witp bury end rong acgy
Pon my eny hears,
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In years of hardships, in the days

Of an unthinkable existence

She had been eost up from the depths
By a high wace of destiny,

Amid innumerable perils,
Avoiding every reef and shoal

The wace had borne her on and on
And brought her close.

And now, this flight of hers. Perhaps
It had been foreed upon her.

This parting will consume them both
And gricf gnaw clean their bones.

His eyes take in the whole scene.
At the moment of her going

She had upset the contents of
Evcery compartment in her dresser.

He paces aimlessly and till dark comes
Keeps putting back inside a drawer
The scattered scraps of cloth,

The crumpled sample pattems,

And having run into his hand

Ancedle left in some unfinished scwing
He suddenly sces all of her.

And falls to s0bbing. Softly



And seemingly near yet unseen until then, !
Tts light more timorous than that of a fallow—dnp
Set in the window of some watchman's hut,

A star ghmmered over the road to Bethlchem,

Now it looked ke 6 hayrick blazing

Of to one side from heaven and God;

Like the seflection of an afsonous fire,

Like a farmstead in flames ot 6 threshing floor burning.
It reared in the shy Itke a fiery stack

Of straw, of hay,

In the midst of a Creation startled, astounded
By this new Star

An increasing redness that was like a portent
Wes glowng above it.

And three stargazers heeded, and hasted

To answer the call of these unwonted lights.

Gift-laden camels plodded behind them,
And caparisoned asses, each one smaller and smaller,
Were damtily, cautiously descending a hill,

And all of the things that were to come after
Sprang up 1n the distance as a strange prevision:
All the thoughts of the ages, all the dreams, all the worlds,
All the future of galleries and of museums,
All the pranks of goblins, all the works of the workers of miracles,
All the yule trees on earth, oll the dreams of small children,
Al the warm glow of tremulous candles, all chains,
All the magmficence of brightly hued tinsel, . . .
(Ever more cruel, more raging, the wind blew from the plain.)
« + « All rosy-cheeked apples, ofl the blown-glass gold globes.
Part of the pond was screencd by alders
But, beyond rooh nests among the treetops,

FPart could be seen clearly from the brink of the chff.
The shepherds could marh. well the camely and osses



Nor can your submissive features
Ecer be burnished off.

And 20, what docs it matter

1f the world is stonyhearted?

And so, this night is doubling itself
With all its murk and snow

And I cannot draw a line
Diriding you and me.

For who are e, and where from,
If after all these years

Gossip alone still lices on

While we no longer live?

STAR OF THE NATIVITY

It was twintestime.

The wind blew from the plain
And the infant was cold

In the cave on the slope of a knoll.

The breath of an ex screed to warm Him,
The cattle were huddling

Within the cace.

Warmth hovered in g mist over the manger

Up on a cliff shepherds shook from their sheepshing
The straws from their pallets

And stray greing of millet

And dleepily stared tnto the midnight distance.

Fer off were fields cotered over with o,

And a praveyard, and gracestones end fences,

A cart with i3 shafty deep in a snowdrift

And, over the groveyard, a starstudded iy,
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He slept, ol refulgent, in the manger of oakwood,
Like a moonbeam withm o deep-hollawed trec.
Inlieu of sheepskins His body was warmed

By the lips of an ass and the nostrils of an ox.

The Magi stood n shadoto (the byre seemed in twilight);
They spoke 1n whuspers, groping for words

Suddenly one, 1n deeper shadow, touched another

To move hum aside from the manger, a little to the left.
The other turned: Iike a guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natioity was gozing upon the Maid.

DAWN

You were the be-all in my destiny
Then came the war, the devastation,
And for a long, long time there was
No word from you, nat even a sign.

And after many, many years

I'find again your vowce disturbs me.

AR night I read your testament—

And found my consciousness returning

I'm drawn to people, to be one of a crowd,

To share their morning emimation

I'm ready to smash everything to smithereens

And make all kneel in schoolboy penance.

And 501 dash down all the stairs

Asif thiswere my first sortic

Into these strects and their deep snow

And pavements thot long since died out,
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Threading their way at the edge cf the milldam,
“Let us go rcith all othiers and worship the miracle,”
Said they, and muffled their sheepskins about them.

Flowing through snow made their bodics feel warm.
Tracks of bare feet, ghnting ke mica,

Led over the bright plain and beyond the inn's hut,
And the dogs sighting these tracks by the Star's light
Growled at them as if ot a candle-cnd's flame.

The frosty night was ke a fairy tele,

And some beings from the snow-crushed mountain ridge
Were mingling constantly, unscen, with all the others

The dogs were wavering, looking back in terror,

And, in dire forcboding, cringed close to @ young shepherd.

Through the seme countryside, over the same highway
Some angels walked among the throng of mortals.
Their incorporcality made them incisible

Yet cach step they took Ieft the print of @ foot.

Day tras breaking, The trunks of the cedurs stood out.
A horde of men milled by the stone af the cacc’s mouth.
“Who are you?” Mary asked them,

“We are from a shepherd tribe, and encoys of heaven.
We hate come to sng pralses to both of you.”

“You cannot all entee Bide a while here ™

In the ploom before darwn, gray cs cold athes,

The drovers and shepherds stamped to S eep warm

Those come on foot Iuckered with thase who eame mounted.
Near the hollowed-out lag that srrved et a wcter trough
The camels belloced, the grey eves Ricked out,

Dey et breeking Dawn pwept the last of the atars
Off keaten's cault as #f they tere ash moles.
And Mery, out of oll the countless rultitude, ellowed
Only the Mazi to enter the dlefs in the crig
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He slept,all refulgent, in the manger of oakeeood,
Like 8 moonbeam within 8 deep-hollowed tree:
Inleu of sheepskins His body was warmed

By the lips of an 45 and the nostrils of an ox.

The Mag stood in shadow {the byre seemed in twalight);
They spoke in whispers, groping for words

Suddenly one, in deeper shadot, touched another

To move him aside from the manger, a Little to the left.
The other turncd: like @ guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natuity was gazing upon the Maid.

DAWN

You were the be-all in my destiny
Then came the war, the devestation,
And for a long, long time there was
No word from you, not ecen a sign

And ofter many, many years

I find agawn your voree disturbs me

AR night I read your testoment—

And found my consciousness returning.

I'm drawn to people, to be one of @ crowd,
To share their morning animation

I'm ready to smash everything to smuthereens
And make all kncel in schaolboy penance.
And s0 I dash down all the stairs

Asif this were my first sortic

Inta these strects and their deep snow

And pacements that long since died out.



Threading their way at the cdge cf the milldam.
“Let us go with all others and worship the miracle,”
Said they, and mugfied their sheepskins about them.

Plotring through snotw made their bodics fecl warm.
Tracks of bare fect, glinting Iike mica,

Led over the bright plain and beyond the inn’s hut,
And the dogs sighting these tracks by the Star's light
Grouled at them as if ot a candleend’s flame.

The frosty night was like a fairy tale,

And some beings from the snow-crushed snountain ridge
Were mingling constantly, unscen, with all the others.

The dogs were wavering, looking back m tcrror,

And, in dire forcboding, eringed close to a young shepherd.

Through the same countryside, over the same kighuway
Some angels walked among the throng of mortals.
Thetr incorporeahty made them invisible

Yet cach step they took left the print of a foot.

Day was breaking. The trunks of the ecdars stood out.
A horde of men milled by the stone at the cave’s mouth.
“Who are you?™ Mary asked them.

“We arc from a shepherd tnbe, and envoys of heaven.
We have come to sing prases to both of you ™

“You cannot all enter. Bide a while here.”

In the gloom before dawn, gray as cold ashes,

The drovers and shepherds stamped to keep warm

Those come on foot bickered soith those who came mounted.
Near the hollowed-out log that screed s a water trough
The camels bellowed, the gray asses kicked out.

Day was breaking Daten swept the last of the stars
Off heaven's vault as if they wete ash motes.
And Mary, out of oll the countless multitude, allowed
Only the Magi to enter the cleft in the crag.
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And s0 deeply was He plunged in His thoughts

That the countryside sent forth an odor of wormwood
A stillness fell over all things. He stood alone

In the midst of tt all. And oll the segion lay prostrate
Asifinasuwoon All things became confused:

The sultriness and the desert,

And hzards, and wwellsprings and streams.

Afigtree rose up a short distance ahead—

Utterly fruttless, putting forth only branches and leaves.

And He said unto it: “Of what use art thou?

What joy have I from thee, standing there petrified?

1 am enhungered and athirst, yet thou ort all barren

And eoming upon thee is of less joy than stumbling on granite.
Oh, how thou dost offend, how void of any gift!

Remain, then, even as thou art until the end of time.”

Ashudder at the condemnation tan through the tree
Even as a spark of hghtning runs down a rod.
The fig tree was instantly consumed to ashes

1f at that point but @ moment of free choice had been granted
Tothe leaves, the branches, to the trunk and roots
The laws of nature might have contrived o intervene.

But a miracle is ¢ miracle—and miracle is God,
When we are in confusion, then In the midst of our straggling
1t ocertakes us and, on the instant, confounds us.
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Each way I turn I see awakenings, lights, comfort,
Men gulp their tea, they hurry to catch trolleys.
Within the space of a few minutes

You'd never recognize the town.

The blizzard weaves its nets in gateways
Out of the thickly falling flakes.

And all, to get to work in time,

Dash madly, hardly taking breakfast.

I'fecl for all these people

Asif I'd been within theur hides,

I feel I'm melting, even as the snow melts,

1 feel I glower, cven as the morning glowers.

The nameless ones are part of me.
Children also, the trecs, and stay-at-homes.
All these are tictors over me-—

And therein lies my sole victory.

MIRACLE

He was on His way from Bethany to Jerusalem,
Languishing under the sadness of premonitions

The slopc’s prickly scrubwood had been scorched by the sun;
No smoke rose from a near-by hut.

The air was hot, the reeds did not stir

And the calm of the Dead Sca was unbroken.

And, knowing a bitterness that rivalled the bilterness of the sca,
Accompanicd only by a small band of clouds,
He went on along the dusty road
Intent on reaching a certain religious school.
He was on His way to attend a gathering of disciples.
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Why, then, does the Jistance weep in o mist
And humus have so sharp an odor?

For that's just what my colling’s for—

To keep the vistas from bemng boved,

To keep the land beyond the city

From pining by 1ts lonely self.

That 1 the reason my friends gather

To be with me in early spring

And why our evenings serve as farewells

And our little feasts as testaments,

So that the secret stream of sorrow

May impart some warmth fo the chill of being.

EVIL DAYS

When He was entering Jerusalem

During that last wech

He wwas hailed wath thunderous hosannas;

The people ran in Hus wake, woving palm branches.

Yet the days were becoming ecer more omunous, more grim.

There was no stirring the hearts of men through love:
Their eyebrows knit in disdain

And now, the epilogue Finis

The heavens lay heavy over the houses,

oy

Lt agea sejore Him bhe foxes. ’
Then the dark forces of the Temple
Cate Him up to be judged by the offscounngs

And, weith the same fercor with which th, is
once
Men now reciled Him, % ot smg His prates,
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EARTH

High-handed spring barges right into

The stateliest Moscow houses.

Moths flutter out when onc opens closets
And start crawling over summer headgear.
Furs are put away in trunks,

The ledges of high wooden garrets
Put forth their vernal flowerpots
Of gillyflowers and wallflowers;
Rooms flaunt a frec-and-casy air
And attics smell of dust.

Strects are on hail-fellow-well-met terms
With each and every ptrblind window,
White night and sunset, by the river,
Just can't, somehow, pass each other.

And you can hear inside the hallway

What's going on out in the open,

Or overhear the eavesdrop talking

By chance with April (swhich month has
Thousands and thousands of true storics

That have to do with mankind's woes).
Dawnglows and evenglots congeal on fences,
Dawdling and shirking at their tasks

The selfsame blend of firc and ecriness
Prevails outside and in snug dwelling.
Everywhere the air is not its own sclf.

The sclfsame pussywillow twigs interlace,
The sclfsame white buds beget their swellings,
Whether on window sill or at crossroads,
Whether in the strect or in o workshop.
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Why, then, does the distance weep in o mist
And humus have so sharp an odor?

For that's just what my calling’s for—

To keep the vistas from being bored,
Tokeep the land beyond the city

From pining by its lonely self.

That is the reason my friends gather

To be with me in early sprng

And why our ecenings serve oS farewells

And our httle feasts as testaments,

So that the secret stream of sorrotw

May smpart some warmth to the chill of being.

EVIL DAYS
When He was entering Jerusalem
During that last week
He was hailed with thunderous hosannas;

The people ran in His wake, waving palm branches.

Yet the days were becoming ecer more ominous, more grim.
There was no stirring the hearts of men through love:
Thetr eyebrocws kit in dusdan.

And now, the epilogue Funis.

The heacens lay heay over the houses,

Crushing with all of thelr leaden weight.

The Fharisees were secking evidence agamst Him,
Yet eringed before Him like fores,

Then the dark forces of the Temple

Cace Him up to be judged by the offscourings
And, wcith the same fercor with wchich they once
sang His
Men now retdled Him. Y & M prases
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The rabble from the vicinity

Was peering in at the gateway.

They kept jostling as they bided the outcome,
Surging, receding,

The neighborhood crawled with sly whispers

And rumors crept in from all sides.

He recalled the flight into Egypt and His childhood
But recalled them now as if in o dream.

He remembered the mafestic cliffside in the wilderness
And that exceeding high mountain

Whercon Satan had tempted Him,

Offering Him all the kingdoms of the world.

And the marriage feast at Cana

And the guests in great admiration over the miracle.
And the sea on which, in a mist,

He had walked to the boat as if over dry land.

And the gathering of the poor in a hovel

And His going down into a cellar by the light of a taper

Which had suddenly gone out in affright

When the man risen from the dead was trying to get to his fect.



MAGDALENE

1

As s00m as night comes my demon springs up out of the ground.
That {s the price I pay for my past.

They come, those memornes of vice,

And fall to gnmeing at my heart.

Those memortes of days when I, a slace

To the whims and quirks of males,

Was but a demaniac fool and the street was all my shelter.

A fetw scant moments still remain

And then a silence as of the grave cifl fall.
But before they pass I, having reached
The cery limut of ;my hfe,

Am shattening that hfe of Thy feet

Asif it were an alabaster vessel.

O, wohere would I now be,

My Master ard my Saciour,

If etermty were not awaiting me
Of nights, standing by my bed
Like o neto msitor enticed

Inta the net of my profession?

But still, I would have Thee expound for me the meaning
Of sin, and deoth, and hell and brimstone fire—
When I, before the eyes of all, have growen into one

With Thee, even as scion and tree,

Because my yearning is beyond all measure.

When, Jesus, I embrace Thy fect

AT support them on my knees

1t may be that  am learning to embrace

The squared beam of the Cross

And, bereft of my scnses, am stealning for Thy body

As! prepare Thee for Thy interment,
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)18

People are tidying up before the holiday.
Aloof from all this bustle,

Iam anointing Thy most i late fect
With myrrh from a small bowl.

I grope for and cannot find Thy sandals.
I can see naught because of my tears.
Strands of my loosened hair have fallen
Like a pall over my eyes.

I have sct Thy fect upon my lap,

1 have poured my tears over them, Jesus;

I hace entwined them with the string of beads from around my neck,
I have buricd them in my hair, as in the folds of @ bumous.

1 sce the future in such dctail

As if Thou hast made it stand still.

At this moment I can foretell cvents

With the fatidical clairvoyance of the Sybils.

The ceil will fall on the morrow within the Temple
We will be huddled in a Anot off to onc side.

And the carth will rock underfoot—

Out of pity for me, perhaps.

The ranks of the guard will realign

And the mounted soldiers wil start dispersing.
Just as a waterspout in a storm strains upward

So will that Cross be straining to reach the sky.

1 shall prostrate mysclf on the earth at the foot of the crucifix.

1 shall make my heart stop its beating, I shall bite my lips.

Thou hast spread Thy arms to embrace far foo many,

Flinging Thy hands out till they rcach the ends of the crossbeam.
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For whom in this world is all this breadth,

Somuch agony and such power? )

Are there so many souls and lives in this universe—
Somany settlements, and rioers and groves?

Yet three days such as this shall pass

And they shall thrust me into such & void

That dunng this bric interocl of time

1 shall, even before the Resurection, attain my full stature.

GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE

The turn in the rood was llumined

By the indifferent ghmmer of the remote stars,
The road ted around the Mount of Oliwes;
Below, in ws valley, the Brook Kedron ran,

Halfiway, the small meadow dipped in a sharp break;
Beyond # began the great Milky Way,

While the siluer-gray olies still strained forward
Asif to stnide omeard upon empty air.

Furthest away was someonc’s garden plot.

Helct 1is disciples outside the stone fence

Saying, *My soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death;
Tarry ye here, and watch with me

Ne had refected weithotst resistance

Dominion over alf things and the power to work miracles,
Asthough these had been Iis only on loan
And now was es oll mortals are, even as we,

Night's distance scemed the cery brnk
Of annihilation, of nonexistence.

The universe’s span wat cofd of any hfe;
The garden only was a coign of being.
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And peering into these black abysses—

Void, without end and without beginning—

His brow sweating blood, He pleaded with His Father
That this cup of death might pass from Him.

Having eased His mortal anguish through prayer,
He left the garden. Beyond its wall His disciples,
Overcome with sleep, spratwled on the ground

In the wayside feathergrass.

He awakened them- “God hath granted you to live
During my days on earth, and yet you lic there sprawling.
Behold, the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man

Shall betray Himsclf into the hands of sinners.”

He lad scarcely spoken when, coming from none knew where,
A throng of slaves sprang up, a host of vagrant men

With swords and torches, and at their head stood Judas

With the perfidious Riss writhing on his lips.

Peter drew sword and thrust the cutthroats back
And struck a man and smote off his car.

Whereon he heard, “No metal ean resolve dissension.
Put up thy sword again into his place.

Thinkest thou my Father would not send
Sky-darkening hosts of winged leglons to my succor?
And without harming even  hair of mine

My encmics would scatter, leaving no trace Dehind.

But now the book of life has reached a page
Which is more precious than are all the holies
That which was written now must be fulfilled.
Fulfilléd be it, then. Amen.

Scest thou, the passing of the ages is like a parable

And in its passing it may burst to flame.

In the name, then, of its awesome mafesty

1 shall, in voluntary terments, descend into my grace.
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1 shall descend into my grave. And on the third day rise again.
And, even as rafts float dowen a river,

So shall the centuries dnft, trailing ke a caravan,

Coming for judgment, out of the dark, to me.”
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