These days—these days, and these nights also!
With cavesdrop thrumming its tattoos at naon,
With icicles (cachectic!} hanging on to gables,
And with the chattering of rills that never sleep!

All doors are fung open-—in stable and in cowbarn;
Pigoons peck at oats follen inthe snow;

And the eulprit of all this and its ife-begetter— &
The pile of manure—is pungent with ozone.

HOLY WEEK

The murk of night still prevails.,

It is yet 50 early in this world

That the sky even now flaunts its countless stars,
And each star is rudient as the day.

And if the earth could really have its way

It would sleep through all of Eastertide

To the droning of the Psalras gs a lullaby.

The murk of night still prevails.

The Creation’s hour is get so carly
That the square extends like etemity
From one corner to the other,

And there is still g millennium

Until the dawn and tarmth come,

The carth is stark-naked yet:

1t hasn’t got @ stitch £o wear of nights
To ring the bells, or to chime

Qf its pwon accord, with choirs singing.

From Maundy Thursday right up to

The very eve of Easter the swatess gnaw

At viverbanks, and are busy weaving

Thesr currents, whirlpools, and eddics.
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The forest, too, stripped, exposed,
And ot through Passiontide

The trunks of pines stand i1 @ throng
Like worshippers aligned in prayer.

While m the town, not 100 far off,
The trees stand mother-naked tod,
Asif about to enter church

And peering within its gratings.

Their gaze is overcome with awe,

Noris thew panic hord to fothom:

The gardensleave thewr boundary walls,

The lows that govern the carth are shaken—
A god ds being interred

They see o glow about the altar sereen,
And the black pall, and tapers in a row,
And faces all in tears . .

And a processton suddenly emerges
Beaning the Cross and Shroud,

And comes toward them Troo birches
Guarding the portals have to step aside
And yeeld the right of way.

The procession makes o eircult of the church grounds,
Walking along the very curb of the pavement,

And bnngs 1 jsom the street within the portals

The spring, ond off the murmurings of spring,

And arr that has about it the tang of consecrated wafers
And of the heady fumes of spring.

And March scoops up the snow on the porch

And scatters it ke alms among the halt and lame
Asthough 2 man had easried out the Ask,

And opened ft, and distnbuted oll it held,
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The singing lasts until the glow of dawn,

The voices, having sobbed their fill,

Are more subdued. Their chanting of the Psalms and Gospels
Floats out more and more faintly

Until it reaches wastelands under lonely 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 itself 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 daughter of a tgo-well-off landed propri
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courses—and were born in Kursk,

You are a darling; you have admirers.

This night you and 1

Have made ourselves cozy on your window sill;
We are looking down from this skyscraper of yours.

The street lamps are just like butterfites of gas
The morning has fiicked us with its first chill.
That which I am telling you is so much like
The far-off vistas now plunged in slecp

You and I are inthe grasp
Of preciscly that timid devotion to @ mystery
Which holds St. Petersburg, spread like a panorama
Beyond the unencompassable Neva.
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There, far, for among, thick-wooded landmarks,
On this night, so vernal and so white,

The nightingales roll and trll their paeans,
Filling with rumbling the city’s wooded limits.

Thelr frenzied trilling susges

The song of each tiny, dull-hued singer
Stirs rapture and awakens unrest

Deep within each ensorcelled grove.

Night, like a barefooted pilgrim woman,

Is creeping close to the fences os she makes her way there,
And the tracks of our murmurs, which she has eavesdropped,
Tradl after her from pur window sill.

Amid echoes of these overheard murmurs
The boughs of the apple end cherry trees
Bedeck themselves in whitish blossoms

In the gardens with their tough-hewn palings.

And the trees, themselves white as specters,

Come out on the road jostling and thronging,

Just as1f they were waving ther forewells

To the white night which has witnessed so very many thinge,
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CHARTER ONE,

THE FIVE-O'CLOCK EXPRESS

1

On they went, singing “Rest Eternal” and w.henever they
stopped, their feet, the borses, and the gasts of wind seemed to
on their sing
m;:ssers-by mas:?;gx"ay for the procession, counted the wreaths,
and crossed themselves. Some joined i out of curiotity and
asked: “Who is being buried?”~Zhivago,” they were told—~"Okh,
1 see. That's what it is.”~*It jsu't him. Ifs his wife."—Well, it
comes to the same thg. May her soul xest in peace. It's 2 fine

funeral”

“The last moments shipped by, ove by one, irretriovable” “The
earth 15 the Lord’s and the fulluess thereof, the earth and every-
thing that dwells therein.” The priest, with the gesture of & cross,
scattered earth over the body of Maria Nikolaievna. They sang
“The souls of the sighteous.” Then a fearful bustle began. The
coffin was closed, nailed, and lowered mto the ground. Clods
of easth rained on the 4d as the grave was hurriedly flled by
four spades A little mound formed. A ten-year-old boy elimbed
on it. Only the state of stupar and insensibulity which is gradually
induced by all big funerals could bave ereated the impression
Bt he mtended to speak aver his mother's grave.

He raised huis head and from his vontage point absently
glanced about the bare autumn landseape and the domes of

the monastery. His snub-nosed face became contarted and he
stretchied out his neck. ¥ a wolf cub h

ad done this, everyane

would have thought that 5t was about to howl. The Yoy c:lyered

His face with his houds and bursk into sobs, The wind bearing

down o his lashed his hands and face with cald gusts of xain.

A man in black wath tightly fitting sleeves went up to the grave.
8

.
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This was Nikolai Nikolaievich Vedeniapin, the dead woman's
brother and the uncle of the weeping boy; a former priest, he
had been unfrocked at his own request.

He went up to the boy and led him out of the graveyard.

2

They spent the night at the monastery, where Uncle Nikolai was
given a room for old times” sake. It was on the eve of the Feast
of the Intercession of the Holy Virgin. The next day they were
supposed to travel south to a provincial town on the Volga where
Uncle Nikolai worked for the publisher of the local progressive
newspaper. They had bought their tickets and their things stood
packed in the cell. The station was near by, and they could hear
the plaintive hooting of engines shunting in the distance.

It grew very cold that cvening. The two windows of the cell
were at ground level and Jooked out on a corner of the neglected
kitchen garden, a stretch of the main road with frozen puddles on
it, and the part of the churchyard where Maria Nikolaievna had
been buried carlier in the day. There was nothing in the kitchen
garden except acacia bushes around the walls and a few beds of
cabbages, wrinkled and blue with cold. With each blast of wind
the leafless acacias danced as if possessed and then lay flat on
the path.

Dunng the night the boy, Yura, was wakened by a knocking
at the window. The dark cell was mysteriously lit up by a flicker-
ing whiteness. With nothing on but his shirt, he ran to the win-
dow and pressed his face against the cold glass.

Outside there was no trace of the road, the graveyard, or the
kitchen garden, nothing but the blizzard, the arr smoking with
snow. It was almost as if the snowstorm had caught sight of
Yara and, conscious of its power to termfy, roared and howled,
doing cverything possible to impress lum  Turning over and
over in the sky, length after length of whiteness unwound over
the earth and shrouded it. The blizzard was alone in the world;

d no rival ]
“}\l:’h:: he climbed down from the window sill Yura's first im-
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. N ng. Ho
cas to dress, Tun outside, and statt doing s'omethmg .
gvﬁea;;:isd 1Dhat E&Se eabbage patch would be buried so that no
one could dig it out and that bis mother woulddhelplessly sink
d and deeper away from him into the ground. )
ng::e more 1tpended in tears. His uncle woke up, spoke to him
of Chyist, and tned to comfort him, then yawned and stoed

thoughtfully by the window, Day was breaking. They began o
dress

3

While lis methes was alive Yara did not know that his father
had shandoned them long ago, leading a dussolute life in 55
beria and abroad and squandering the family millions. He was
always told that his father was away on busmess in Petersburg
orat one of the big fairs, usually at Irbit.

His mother had always been sickly. When she was found
to have consumption she began to go to southern France and
northern Italy for freatment. On two cecasions Yura went with
her, e was often left with strangers, different ones each time.
He became actustomed to such changes, and against this on-
tidy background, surrounded with continual mysteries, he took
tus father's ahsence for granted.

He covld remember a time in his early childhood when a large
number of things were still known by fus family name. There
was a Zhivago factory, 2 Zhivago bank, Zhivago buildmgs, a
Zhvago necktie i, even a Zhivago cake which was a kind of
baba ou rhum, and at one time »f you said “Zhivage” to your
steigh dniver in Moscow, it was as if you had said: “Take me to
Tinbuctool” and he carried you off to a fairytale kingdom. You
would find yourself transposted to a vast, quiet park. Crows
settled on the heavy branches of firs, scattering the hoarfrost;

thew cawing echoed and re-echoed Lke crackhng waod. Puge.
bred dogs came romnun,

the recontl g gd a;ress the road out of the dlearing from
ly constructer . Farth: N
the gathenng dusk. ouse er on, lights appeared i

And then suddenly 2l that was gone, They were poor.
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Nika, being two years older, probably despised him. Nika was
a schootboy who lived at the Voskobainikovs'; when he shook
hands with Yura, he jerked his arm downmwards with all his
might and bawed his head so low that his hair flopped over his
forchead and hid half his face.

5

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

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

They were working in the half-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 comer, their uppers collapsed on the floor.

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

“Insert 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 Nikolalevich wanted to leave at
once.

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

“Nothing of the sort. 1 won't let you. We're going to have tea
now.

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

"It's no use arguing. I won't hear of {t.”

From the garden, o whiff of charcoal smaoke {rom the samavar
drifted in, smothering the smell of tobacca plant and heliatrape,
A maid carried out a tray with clotted eream, berrics, and cheese
cakes. Then they were told that Pavel had gone off to bathe in
the river and had taken the horses with him. Nikolal Nikolates
vich had to resign himself to staying.

“Let's go down to the river while they're getting tea ready.”

Tvan Ivanovich.
m?)im(‘}fg strength of his friendship with Kologrivov, he fiad the
use of two rooms in the manager’s house, The cottage with its
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own small garden stood in & neglected corner of the patk, neas
the old drive, now thickly overgrown with grass and no longer
used except for carting rubbish to the gully, which served as &
dump. Kologrivov, 2 man of advanced views and 2 milhonaire
who sympathized with the revolution, was abrond with his wife.
Only his two daughters, Nadia and Lipa, with their governess
and 2 small staff of servants, were on the estate.

A thick hedge of Blackthom separated the manager’s house
and garden from the park with its lawns and artificial lakes
which sustounded the main house, As Ivan Ivanovich and Niko-
Iat Nikolajevich skuted the hedge, small flocks of sparrows flew
out at regular intervals, The blackihorn swarmed with them, and
therr even chatter accompanied them ke wales Sowing o a
pipe.

They passed the hothouses, the gardener’s cottage, and the
ruins of some stone structure. They were talking about new
talent 1 science and literature.

“Yes, there are gifted men,” said Nikolal Nikolafevich; “but
the fashion nowadays is all for groups and societies of every
sort, Gregarionsness is always the refuge of medsocrities, whether
they swear by Soloviev or Kant or Marx, Only indwiduals seek
the truth, and they shun those whose sole concern is not the
truth How many things in the world desesve our loyalty? Very
few indeed. I think ose should be loyal to fmmortality, which is
avother word for life, a stronger word for it. One must be true
to immortabty—true ta Chesst! AL, you're turning up your nose
my poor man. As usual, you haven't understood a thing.” :

Hmm,” said Ivan Ivanovich Thin, Bairhared, vestless ay an

eel, he had 2 litde beard that made him Jook Lke an Amerfpan
- N
of the tme of Lincoln. he was always bunching it up :‘\‘ his

hand and wibbl :
b e kg e 8 " s st f o A o
at it, te}l me,

we'te
' ) 1
you \\e}c SO L anwy wwal auathematize you, di i
“You're trying to change the subject. !{ozev;xdlgvht;‘ex{?;
A‘mthematxze we? No, they don't do that any m:)re It oa e
E ebas:m\, and there are certain consequences. For ix;sl:u‘; : one
I anned from the awil service for quite a long 1 31 e
orbidden to go to ¥ty ond 1 s

Moscow ar Petersburg. But these are trifles,

bet
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As T was saying, one must be true to Christ. T 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 o history, and
that history as we know ft 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-
Jut a certain faith. You can’t make such discoveries withont
spiritual equipment. And the basic elements of this equipment
are fn the Gospels. What are they? To begin with, love of ane’s
neighbor, which is the supreme form of vital encrgy. Once it fills
the heart of man it has to overflow and spend itself. Angd then
the two basic ideals of modemn man—without them he is un-
thinkable~—the idea of free personality and the idea of Jife as

. sacrifice. Mind you, all this js still extraordinarily new. There was
no history in this sense among the anclents. They lad blood and
beastliness and eruclty and pockmarked Caligulas who had no
idea of haw inferior the system of slavery is. They had the hoast-
ful dead cternity of bronze monuments and marble columns. It
was not until after the coming of Christ that time and man could
breathe freely. It was not until after Him that men began to live
toward the future. Man does nat die in o diteh like a dog—~but
at home n history, while the work toward the conquest of
death is in full swing, he dies sharing in this work Ouf! T got
quite worked up, didn’t I? But I might as well be talking to a
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 feave {t. Goadness, what a
view, you Jucky devil. Though I suppose as you five with it every
day you don't sec "

It was hard to keep ont’s eyes on the shimmering river, which,
Kike a sheet of cormgated fron, seflected the glare of the sun
Suddenly fts surface p:mod in waves, A hig ferry loaded with
carls, Yorses, and peasants ang thelr women started for the other

shore
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“Just think, it's only a httle after five” said Ivan Tvasovich,
“There’s the evpress from Syzan. It passes here at five past five”

Far out on the plain, crossing it from Tight to left, come a neat
tittle yellow and blue train, iy in the distance. Suddenly they
noticed that it had stopped. White puffs of steam Rarried over the
engine, and then came 2 prolonged whistle,

“That's strange,” said Voskoboinikov. “Something’s wrong. It
bas no business to stop in the middle of the marsh out there.
Something must have happened. Lat's go and have tea”

[}

Nika was neither in the garden nor in the house. Yura guessed
that he was hiding because they bored him, and because Yura
was too young for him, When hus wncle and Ivan Tvanavich went
on the veranda to work, Yura was left to wander aumlessly about
the grounds. ’

How enchanting this place wast Orioles kept making their
clear three-note calls, stogping each tme just long eanugh ta let
thf countryside suck in the most fluting sounds down to the last

A heavy frag less, as though having lost
s way in the awr, was fxed by the heat above the Sower beds,
This brought back memories of Antthes and Bordighera. Yur;
turned this way and that The ghost of hus mother’s volee was
haltuematingly present in the meadows. He heard it in the musi
cal phrases of the birds and the buzzing of the bees. Now ami
then he ymagined with 2 start that his mother was callmg bi
ns?lng \usﬁ %0 join her somewhere. &
e walked to the gully and chimbed fi it
at its edge mto the alderythicket that cove::l :;Bb?telfmcoppme

Down there among the Litter of fallen branches it wﬁ;s dark
;x:{g: S{;x;k;eﬂ‘r;:\e:; ;Ivere few, and the notched stalks of hotsei:ﬂ
tooked e stafls with Egyptian oraments ia his ithustrated

Yura felt more and me y.

ngedol , my holy guardian, he ;
on the path of » e prayed, “keep me fem;
< truth and tel Mother T'm all right, she’s not tz
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As I was saying, one must be true to Christ. I'll explain. What
you don’t understand is that it is possible to be an athcist, it is
possible not to know whether God exists, or why, and yct 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 symphonics. Now, you can’t advance in this dircction with-
dut a certain faith. You can’t make such discoveries without
spiritual equipment. And the basic clements 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. Oncee it fills
the heart of man it has to overflow and spend itself. And then
the two basic ideals of modem man—without them he is un-
thinkable—the idea of free personality and the idea of life as
sacrifice. Mind you, all this is still extraordinarily new. There was
L)

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 ctemnity of bronze monuments and marble columns. It
was not until after the coming of Christ that time and man could
breathe freely. It was not until after Him that men began to live
toward the future. Man docs not dic in a ditch like a dog—but
at liome in history, while the work toward the conquest of
death is in full swing; he dies sharing in this work. Ouf! T got
quite worked up, didnt I? But I might as well be talking to a
blank wall.”

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

“Oh well, you're hopeless. Let's leave it. Goodness, what a
view, you lucky devil. Though I suppose as you Hve with 1t every
day you don't scc it.” . . .

It was hard to keep one’s eyes on the shimmering river, which,
fike a sheet of cormugated iron, reflected the glare of the Sun.
Suddenly its surface parted in waves. A big ferry Joaded with
carts, horses, and peasants and their women started for the other

shore.
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seful, but, taken togethes, they were spontaneously
?;aogc:g; with the general slgream of life which ux.ﬁted them
all People worked and straggled, each set in motion by the
mechanism of his own caxes, But the mechansms would not
have worked properly had they sot been segulated and gov-
erned by a higher sense of an ultimate freedom from care. This
freedom came from the feeling that all human lives were in-
torrelated, a certainty that they fowed into each other—a happy
feeling that all avents took place no¥ only on the earth, in which
the dead are buried, but also 1 some other region which some
called the Kingdom of God, others history, and still others by
some other name.

To this general rule Misha was an unhappy, bitter exception.
A fechng of care remained his uitmate malnspring wnd was not
rekeved aud ennobled by a sense of security. He knew this
hereditary trat in himself and watched wath an alert difidence
for symptems of it in himself. 1t distressed hum, Its presence
humdiated hum,

For as long as he could zemember he had never ceased to
wonder why, havmg arms and legs bke everyone clse, and a
language and way of life common to all, ons could be different
from the others, hked only by few and, moreover, loved by no
one He could not understand a situation in which if you
were worse than other people you could not make an effort to
improve yourself What did it mean to be a Jew? What was the
purpose of it? What was the seward or the justbeation of this
wmpotent challenge, which brought nothing but grie?

When Misha took the problem to his Father he was told that his
premises were absurd, and that such reasonings were wrong,
but ho was offered no solution Qeep enough to attract him or to
“‘ak:dinm \‘;n\v silently 1o the mevitable.

making an exception only for his paven!
became contemptuous o‘} all gm\{'nups w.haP hadt;’,::&ee gdr:sd ually
and werp unable to clear it up. He was sure that wh hﬂmess
hxg\ he w?u\d straighten it all out. en he wes
Now, far instance, no one h
father should not have run u.fta: \t}::xc;tmdf fo say that his
rushed out onto the platform, and 2a when be Tad

shauld not have stopped the
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worry. If there is a life after death, O Lord, receive Mother into
Your heavenly mansions where the faces of the saints and of
the just shine like stars. Mother was so good, she couldn’t have
been 2 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 long. 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 lose. 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 Jawyer 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, occastonally
lumbering off the road to cross 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 feet and
shone under the wheels of the train.

Every motion in the world taken separately was calculated
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and purposeful, but, taken together, they were spor{tmeuus\y
imﬁpcl;gd with the general stream of Xife which ugmed them
Al People worked and stoaggled, each set fn motion by the
smochaston of his own cares. But the mechanisms would not
have warked properly had they not been regulated and gov-
erned by a higher sense of an ulumate freedom (r(':m care, T{ns
freedom came from the fecling that all buman Yives were to-
teszelated, a certainty that they fowed into each other—a hagyy
feeling that all events tack place vot only on the earth, in which
the dead are buried, but also in some other regron whith some
colled the Kingdom of God, others history, and still others by
some other name.

To this general rule Misha was 2n whappy, bittes exception,
4 feelng of cate Yemained his witimate mainspring and was nat
selieved and ennobled by a sense of security. He knew this
hereditary trait in himself and watched with an alert diffidence
for symptoras of 1t in himself, Yt distressed him. s presence
humaliated ham,

For as long as he could remember he had never ceased to
wander why, having arms and legs Bke everyone else, and 2
language and way of hfe common to all, one could be different
fsom the others, Hked only by few and, moreover, loved by no
one, He could not nnderstand 2 sftuation in which if yor
were worse than other people you could not make an effort to
improve yoursel! What did it mean to be a JewP What was the
purpose of P What was the reward or the justification of this
wopotent challenge, which brought nothing but grief?

When Misha took the problem to his father he war tald that his
premuses weve absurd, and that such reasonings were wrong,
but he was offered no solution deep enough to attract him or u;
mz;:idhim t;‘w silently to the inevitable,

making an exceptian only for his .,
became contemptuous of alt grownups wh§ mﬁz %il;:‘ :ﬂy
and were unable to clear 1t up. He was sute that when h ess
big be would suaghten it alt out, WAeD e was

Now, for instance, no one h
fm;erdsh"“'d nat have mneaf::: E::;ﬁéemm\xfgn ‘::thms
sush 2

shed out onto the platform, and shoold not bave 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 had pulled the emergency
release, it looked 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 conld not make it. A third
view was that as the suicide was 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 assi gi had climbed up the
telegraph pole: the inspection handear must be on its way.

There was a faint stench from the lavatories, 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 Petershurg ladies 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 Gordons’ compartment,
adjusting their shawls and anxious about their appearance even
while squeezing themselves through the narrow comdor, their
pursed lips seemed 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 blood had run across his forehead, and, having
dried, it Jooked like a cancel mark crossing out his face. It did
not look like his blood, which had come from his bedy, but like a
forcign appendage, a piece of plaster or a splatter of mud or a
wet birch leaf,

Curions onlookers and sympathizers surrounded the body ina
constantly changing cluster, while his friend and travelling com-
panion, a thickset, arrogant-Jooking lawyer, a pure-hred animal
in a sweaty shirt, stood over him sullenly with an expression.

Yess face. Overcome by the heat, he was fanning himself with his
hat. In answer to all questions he shrugged his shoulders and
said crossly without even turning around: “He was an alcoholic,
Can't you understand? He did it in a fit of DT,
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Once or twice a thin old woman in a wool)er{ dress z'md )flce
kerchief went up to the body. She was the }wdow Tiverzina,
mother of two engineers, wha was travelling third c)mfm a pass
with her two daughters-indaw, Like nuns with their motheQr
superior, the two quiet women, their shawls pulled Jow over their
foreheads, followed her in silence. The crowd made way for
them

Tiverama’s husband had been bumed alive in a railway ac-
cident, She stood a Little away from the body, where she could
see it through the crowd, and nghed as if comparing the two
cases. “Each according to his fate,” she seemed to say. “Some die
by the Lard’s will—ard laok what's happened to him—to die of
rich hving and mental illness.”

Alf the passengers came out and had 2 look at the corpse and
went back to their compartments only for feac that something
might be stolen.

When they jumped ont onto the track and picked flowers or
tock a short walk to stwetch their legs, they felt as i the whole
place owed its existence to the acordent, and that without it
nesther the swampy meadow wath hullocks, the broad river, nor
the fine house and church on the steep opposite side would have
‘been there,

Even the sun seemed to be a purely local feature, Tts evening
Bight was difficult, a little timid, like a cow from a near-by herd
come to take a look at the crowd.

Misha had been deeply shaken by the event and had at first
wept with grief and fright. In the course of the Jong journey the
sweide had come several tmes to their compartment and bag
talked with Misha's father for bours on end. He had s2id that he
found selief in the moral decency, peace, and wnderstandin
whuch be discovered in him and had asked him endless quesg

u;ms :}:out Em;l po{r;‘t‘s mn law concerning balls of exchange, dced;
of sctilement, bankxuptey, L ¢ s
at Gordon's answe B, end fraud, s that sc?” he exchimed

: on 55, “Can the law be a5 lenjons wn ot 0n e
Awnrae bntons o .ot
tie 1estaurant to dnnk cham, R frag bim of 1o

rogant, cleansshaven. well-dr R e vas the thickse, ax.

essed Jawrer who now stood over
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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 described 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 Iocal souvenirs.

He had drunk incessantly 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 handcar 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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8

“Here's old Holy Oil,” Nika thought savagely, looking around the
soom for a way of escape. The voices of the guests were uumdye
the door, and Tetreat was cut off. The room bad two ‘Yeds, his
own and Voskobornikov's. With scarcely a moment's thought he
crept under the first, )

He could bear them calling and locking for him in other
rooms, surprised at bis ebsente, Finally they entered the bed-
100m.

“Well, it can’t be helped” said Nikolai Nikolajevich. “Rua
along, Yura. Perhaps your friend will turn up later and you can
play with him then” They sat talkung about the studemt riots in
Petershurg and Moseow, keeping Nika in his absurd and un-
digmfed confinement for abeut twenty minutes. At last they
went out onto the veranda. Nika quietly opened the window,
jumped out, 2nd went off into the pak

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 bemg a
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 Joops
aver the park grounds. The shadow was not black but dark gray
tike wet felt. The heady fragrance of the morning seemed to
come from this damp shadow on the ground, with strips of light
in 3t ke a giel's fingers,

Suddenly a streak of quicksilver, s shiny s the dew on the
grass, fowed by him a few paces away. It flowed on and on
and the ground did not absosb it. Then, with an unexpectedly
sharp movement, it swerved aside and vanished. It was 2 grass
snake, Nika shuddered,

He was & strange boy. When he was excited be talked aloud
to bumself, wmitating his mother's preddection for lofty subjects
and paradox.
“How wonderful to be alive,” he thought i
° ke X ght. “Bat why does it
:‘1:;;)51}(‘::? God exists, of course But if He exists, thex? its me”
e ¢ s me.
Tposed zp 8t a0 aspen shaking from top to bottom, its wet

t his whole being, wi
every ounce of his flesh and Blood: Zﬁe st and fh: treee 5; :):i
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obediently froze into immobility. Nika laughed 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 idea 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 his 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. “Ull kill her. I'll take her out in the boat and drown
her.”

His mother was a fine one, too. Of course she'd lied to him
and Voskoboinikov when she went away. She hadnt gone
anywhere near the Caucasus, she had simply turned aroun® at
the nearest junction and gone north to Petersburg, and was now
having a lovely time with the students shooting at the polic'c,
while he was supposed to rot alive in this silly dump. But he d
outsmart them all? He'd kill Nadia, quit school, run away to his
in Siberia, and start a rebellion.
father in Sbe water lilies all around the edge. The boat cut

ond had v
in:;h :h?s ngrowth with a dry rustle; the pond water showed
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through Hke juice in 2 watermelon where a sample wedge ]
been cut out.

Nika and Nadia were picking the Llies. They both took hold
of the same tough rubbery stem; it pulled them together, so that
ther heads bumped, and the boat was dragged in to shore as by
2 boathook There the stems were shorter and mare tangled; the
white fowers, with their glowing centers looking like"blood-
specked egg yolks, sank and emerged dripping with water.

Nadra and Nika kept on picking flowess, tipping the boat
smore and more, lying 1 it almost side by side. .

“I'm sick of school,” said Nika. “It's time I began my life—
time T went out inte the wosld and earned my Jiving.”

“And 1 meant to ask you sbont square root equations. My
algebra 1s 5o bad 1 nearly had to take another exam.”

Nika thought there was a hidden barb in those wards, Natu-
sally, she was putting him in his place, reminding him he was 2
baby. Squase root equations! Why, he hadn’t even begun alge-
bra

Feigning indifference to couceal his feebngs, he asked, real.
izng ut the sime moment how silly it was: “Whom will you
marry \V&cn you're grown up*” )

“That®a very loug way off. Probably no one. I haven't thought
about st ”

1 hope you dor't think Tm laterested.”

“Then why do you ask?”

“You're stupid.”

They began to quarrel. Nika vemembered his early morning
misogyvy. He threatened to drown her i€ she didn’t stop calling
tam names “Just try,” snid Nadia. He grabbed her ardund the
want They fought, lost their balance, and fell jn.+ * * *

They could both swim, but the Ilies cadght af their anns and
legs n{xd they were out of their depth, Finally, \:(adjng through
the sticky mud, they chmbed out, wate‘r"streamir;g‘fmm their
shoes and pock N.lzcn'was the more ‘exhausted” of the two,

. .- e 1 .., "

shouted, ’

yhole dfiug:

thetr B, vocitme by the vabsurdity of the

e 9

o

: )

“



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 Nadia, and he would have
given much to know if this would ever happen.



CHAPTER TWO

4 GIRL FROM A DIFFEREXT WORLD

1

The war with Japan was not yet over when it was unexpectedly
overshadowed by ather events. Waves of revolution swept
across Russia, each greater and mose evtraordinaty than the
last,

1t was at this time that Amalia Karlovna Guishar, the widow
of a Belfjian engineer and herself a Russianized Frenchwoman,
amived in Moscow from the Urals with her two ¢hildren—her
sun Rodwon and her daughter Larisa, She placed her son in the
mibitary academy and her daughter in 2 girls’ gymnasium, where,
as st happened, Nadia Kolognvova was her classmate.

Madame Guishar’s husband had left her his savings, stacks
which had been rsing and were now beginning to fall. To stop
the drain on her sesonrces and to have something to do she
bought a small buswness, this was Levitskaias d king,

blist near the Triumphal Arch, she tock it over from
Levitskasa's helrs togetber with the fiom’s good will, its chentele, «
and all sts seamstresses and apprentices, .

This she did on the advice of Komarovsky, a lawyer who had
been a friend of her hushand’s and was now the man-to whom
she turmed for counsel and belp, a cold-blooded busin

who knew the Russian budinece wrdd Kimalo o rre
Itwas - .

Tace, ¥

essman

. Rl
driven wiem to the other end of Moscow, to the Mont
Hotel 10 Oruzheiny Pereulok, where he had booked t}\eire::g:.
Hle had also persuaded her to send Rodia to the mulitaty acad-
emy and Lar 1o the schoot of his choice, He 1oked carelessly
with the boy and stared at the girl so that he made her Blush.
24

-
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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 fumiture. Since- their
father’s death their mother had lived in constant fear of dests.
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 bad a deep-seated fear of the rich.

Their mother was a living example of this fear. Madame
Guishar was a plump blonde of about thirty-five subject to spells
of palpitation alternating with her fits of silliness. She was 2
dreadful coward and was terrified of men. For this very reason,
out of fear and confusion, she drifted conh‘nunll; from lover to
lover.

At the Montenegro the family lived in Room 23: Room 24,
ever since the Montenegro had been founded, had been oc-
cupied by the cellist Tyshkevich, a bald, sweaty, kindly man in
a wig who joined his hands prayerfully and pressed them to his
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
*  whole days at the Dolshoi Theater or the Conservatory As
neighbors they helped each other out, and this brought them to-
ether.

8 Since the presence of the children sometimes embarrassed
Madame Guishar during Komarovsky's visits, Tyshkevich would
leave her his key so that she could receive her friend in his roome
Saon she took his altruism so much for granted that on several
aceasions she knocked on his door asking him in tears to protect

her from her benefactor. -
ssion here §s ikhachi—fashionable cab drivers

1 Cabmen: 2he Russian exp
who had an unsavory reputation as a class.
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38

The workshop was in @ oge-story house mear the commer 'nf
Teerskaia Strect. Near by was the Brest railway with its engive
depots, warebouses, apd lodgings for the employees.

Yo one of them lived Olia Demina, 2 clever girt who warked
at Madame Cuishar’s aod whose uncle was employed at the
freight yard.

S%e \X:; 2 quick apprentice. She bad heen singled out by the
former owner of the workshop and was now beginning to be
favored by the new one, Olia bad a great hiking for Lara Guishar.

Nothing had changed since Levitskaias day. The sewing
machines whirred frantically under the tread of tired seam-
stresses of their fatting hands Here and there 2 woman sat on a
table sewing quietly with a broad sweep of the arm as she pulled
the needle and long thread. The floor was littered with seraps.
You had to raise your voice to make yourself heard abave the
<latter of the machines and the modulated trills of Kirill Modes-
Yovich, the canary in its cage in the window (the former owner
had carried with her to the grave the secret of the birds im-
probable name).

o the room the 3} d 1 & picteresy
group around a table heaped with fashion magazines. Standing,
s;:t‘mg‘ or bending over the table in the poses they had seen in
the ~ten - O Z ;
ger - . .
am ‘. . .
wa A
hot e seumen pen yeuowed teeth, sguin 3
lowish eyes and blowing a stre);m of yellow&:xml{e (::snxf }}xx:: ::sxe
and mauth, she jotted 2 & notebook the measurements, ord
end addresses, and yequests of the thronging clients e

Madame Guishar had 10 experience of running & w Ysh
She felt that she was pot quite the boss, but the st agg workshop,
and Fcﬁ;ovn was reliable. Al the s.';me these we‘:;m;:z{:f:;
times and she was i .

b Ix:ar:l)yziug desp:(f::ﬁd to think of the futuse; she had moments

omarovsky often went to see themn, As he walked through the
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workshop on his way to their apartment, startling the fashionable
Iadies at their fittings 5o 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 sack his teeth in Lara’s leg and tore her
stocking.

“TH 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, Il 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 Jard—the flthy beast will guzzle them and choke himself,
the devil. Thatll 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 ideas? “And why is it,” thought
Lara, “that my fate is to see everything and take it all so much
to heart?”

4

“Mother is 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 eighteen 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 without a struggle. Unlike the idle and well-to-do, ‘thcy
3id not have the leisure for premature curiosity and theorizing
about things that were not yet practical concerns. Only the
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perfiuous i sordid. Lara was the purest being in the w'mld.

Prother zd sister knew the value of things and appreciated
hat they had achieved so far. People had to think well of you
 you were to get on. Lara worked well at school, nat because
he had an abstrack love of leaming but because only the b.est
upils were given scholarships She was fust as good at \Vashm;g
lishes, helping out in the workshop, and doing her mother’s
rrands, She moved with a silent grace, and all her featores—
raice, igure, gestures, ber gray eyes and her fair hair—formed a
harmonious whole.

1t was a Sunday 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 cn the
street was open., Lara heard the rattle of 2 droshki in the distance
turn into a smooth glide as the wheels left the cobbles for the
groove of a trolley track. “Tll sleep a bt more,” she thought. The
rumbie of the town was bke a lullaby and made hey sleepy.

Lara 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 tight foot. Everything else was more or less herself, her soul
o inner being, harmoniously fitted inte her contours and im-
patiently straining toward the fature.

"X must go to sleep,” thought Lara, wud cojured up in her
imagmnation the sunny side of Coachmakers’ Row as it must be
at this hour—the enormous carriages displayed on the cleanly
swept floors of the coachmakers’ sheds, the lanterns of cut glass,
the stulled bears, the rich life. And a little farther down the

street, the dragoons exercising in the yard of the Znamensky
barracks—the chargers mincing in a circle, the men vaulting inte
the saddles and riding past, at 2 walk, 2t a trot, and at 2 gallop,
and outside, the row of children with nurses and wet-nurses
gaping through the vailings.

N And 2 Iil.;lxc farther stll, thonght Lara, Petrovka Street. “Good

ravens, Lara, what an ideat T just want
W;‘m“m‘ Siat i i i anted to show you_my
t was the name day of Olga, the small dought E“

friends of K ky's who Lved in Coach o 'CXR:W WTT-::
grownups were celebrating the oceasion with dancing and ;h:xm-

T
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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 ambig 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 Fll 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 is his—what’s the word . . . He's Mother’s . . . Theyre
bad words, T won't say them. Ther 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 eighteen 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 without a struggle. Unlike the idle and well-to-do, ﬂ'lcy
did not have the leisure for premature curiosity and theorizing
about things that were not yet practical concerns. Only the
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to the ofice with a pay sbeet and & pile of records that bad
?een&mnsulted for tb}; ?ieduch'on of fines. The cash:e‘r began
baoding out the pay. In an edless line, conductors, switchmen,
methamics and dhels assistants, scrubwomen fmm 'ﬂle depot,
moved across the ground between the wooden buildings of the
management and the station wath its workshops, warehouses,
engive sheds, and tracks.

The alr smelled of early winter in town—of trampled maple
Teaves, melted snow, engine soot, and warm rye bread fust out
oF the oven (it was baked in the basement of the station buffet}.
Teains came and went. They were shunted, coupled, and un-
roupled to the waviag of furled and wnfusled signal flags. Loco-
motives hooted, guards tooted their horus, and shunters blew
Ueir whistles, Smoke rose in endless Tadders to the sky. Hissing
engines sealded the cold winter clouds with clouds of boiling
steam,

Fullygin, the Divisions] Manager, and Pavel Ferapontovich
Antipav, the Track Qverseer of the station. 2sea, walked up and
Sown slong the edge of the tracks. Antipav had been pestering
the vepar shops abont the quality of the spare parts for mend-
fng the tracks. The steel was not sufficiently tensile, the yaids

faded the test for steains, and Antipov thought that they would
srack in the Frosty wi

b i eather. The management merely shelved

is mmp.hmls. Somesne was making money op the contracts,
wF“H)‘Em Wore an expensive fur coat on whirh the
N .

Y

b , P

s 0 g uown with pleasure at the line of his lapels,
the sright creases on his ousers, v
Antrpoy ’

and his elegant shoes What
ear and went out the other,
he Lept taking out his watch
“Qulte s & he was in 2 hurry to be off.

patiently ﬂt, % “uite right, my dear fellow,” he broke in im-
ot of 1o ot that's only dangerous on the main Tnes with »
ot of traflie. But ust 1ok gt

ends, pettle

[

what you's idi
petls and dandetnc hat you've got. Sidings and dead

WL gavg 3
Fuflyom g came in one

' TBe—at most an old
tmore do you wantp
\ on . steel—wooden ruls



26 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

pagne. He had invited Mother, but Mother couldn't go, she
wasn't feeling well. Mother said: “Take Lara. You're 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 started it. What a crazy
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 never 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 2
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 never 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 went
on strike, and those of the Moscow-Brest line were cxpected' to
join them. The decision to strike had been taken, but the strike
committee was still arguing about the date. Everyonc on the
railway knew that a strike was coming and only a pretext was
needed for it to begin,

It was a cold overcast morning at the beginning of October,
and on that day the wages were due. For a long time nothing

was heard from the bookkeeping department; then a boy came
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as getting dark, the lights were on in the office Idle
w::k:rs c%owde%i in the squgre outside it. In the (%m:e\vay
stood Fullygin's carriage and in it sat Fullygia's wlfg. still in the
same pose as though she had pot moved sin?e morning, She wae
waiting for her husband, who was getting his mm\e;l.

Suddenty sleet began to fall. The coachman climbed down
from his box to put up the leather hood. While he tugged at the
stiff struts, one Jeg braced against the back of the carriage,
Fuflygina sat admiring the silver beads of sleet glittering in the
light of the office Jamps; ber uriblinking dreamy eyes were fixed
on & point above the heads of the waorkers fn 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
walked past without greeting her and decided to call for his
wages latey, 50 a5 not to run into her husband at e office. He
erossed over to the darker side of the square, toward the work-
shops and the black shape of the twntable with tracks fanning
out from it toward the depot.

“Tiverzm! Kuprikl™ Several voices called out of the darkness,
There was a little crowd sutside the workshops, Inside, some-
one was yelling and a hoy was erying. “Do go in and help that
boy, Kuprian Savelievich,” said a woman in the crowa.

As usual, the old foreman, Piotr Khudoleiev, was walloping
bis young apprentive Yusupka,

Khudeleiev had not alw;
and a brawluwy

ays been a tormentor of apprentices
dashing soung

g drunkard. There had been 2 tme when, 23 a
: , he bad attracted the ad ing glances
of merchants” and priests’ danghters in Moscow's indusirial sub-
wrbs But the girl he courted, Marfa, who hag graduated that
yc::]r ‘(’mdm the d:"oct;snn convent school, had turmed him dowg
and bhad marred his i i it
o e comrade, the methanic Savelif Nikitich,

Fave years after Sovolive to wne
in the senyational -

bus suit, but agata 3¢ . ’ . Cod ! "
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Fuflygin looked at his watch, snapped the 1lid, 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 comer of the carriage
sat a pretty soman 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 thieir shoul-
ders, quickly walked away.

“Let’s walk faster,” said Tiverzin. “I'm not werried about spies
following us, but the moment those slowpokes in their hole in
the ground have finished they'll come out and catch up with
us. I can’t bear the sight of them. What’s the point of having a
coramittee 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 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. I'll go around to
the office. If it wasn't payday I'd chuck the lot of you, honest to
God T would. I'd stop all this myself, I wouldn't wait 2 minute.”

“And how would you do that, if I may askP™

“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 san
into people coming from the office with their pay. There were a
great many of them, By the look of it ho reckoned that pearly all

the station workers had been paid.
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i Hooks and but-
their comrades who were hanging on ta I.hem a
mnr:went flying, their jackets and sh;!ts slipped off, baring their
houlders. Around them was a ceaseless uproar. R
: "‘;‘h:!cbiseﬂ Take the chisel away from him, hell smash his
head in. Easy now, easy now, Piotr old man, or we'll break your
arm! What are we playing around with them farl. Drag them
apart apd put them under lock and key and theré’s an end to
"

With & superbuman effort Tiverzin suddenly shook off the
men who clung to him and, breaking loose, dashed to the doar.
They started after him but, seeing that he had chonged his
mind, Yeft him alone, He went out, slamming the door, and
marched off without tusming around, The damp autumn night
closed in on Him. “You try to help them and they come at you
with a koife,” he d, striding on of his direc-

on.

This world of igoominy and frand, {n which an overfed lady
bad the impestinence to stare right through a crowd of working-
men and whete a drink-sodden victim of such an crder found
pleasure in torturing his comrades—this world was now more
bateful to him than ever before. He burried on as though his
pace might hasten the tume when everything on earth would be
as ratwnal and harmomous as it was now inside his feverish
bead He knew that all thelr struggles in the last few days,
the troubles an the line, the speeches at meetings, the decision
to strike—nat carried out yet but at least not cancelled—rere
separate stages on the great 1oad lying abead of them,

But 2t the moment he was 50 worked up that he wanted to
van ol} the way without stopping to draw breath. He did not
realize where he was gowg with his Jong strides, but his feet
knew very well where they were taking hum,

1t was not until much tater that Trverzin Yearned of the decie
slon, taken by the strike comumuttce after he hod left the under-
ground shelter with Antipov, te begin the strike that very night,

They decided then and there which of them was ¢

) 0 b
nn‘d \;lnc}l ;nm would be called out. At the moment g:hgx :l:
whistle of the engine repair shop blew, as though cami
the very depths o Tx'vlc‘rziu's soul, ho; o g o

arsely at first and then
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of tenements where Tiverzin lived. Tiverzin had taken the boy
under his wing, and this added fuel to Khudoleievs hostility,

“Is that the way to hold a file, you AsiaticP” 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 lucky stars he's still alive,
the slit-eyed devil—all I did was tweak his ears 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 lexrned sense.”

“Move on, move on, I tell you, while you're still in one piece.
Il 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 nose. I know your mother, the sht, the mangy
cat, the crumpled skirt!”

What happened next was over in a minute. Both men seized
the first thing that came to hand on the lathe benches where
heavy tools and pieces of iron were lying about, and would have
killed each other if the crowd had not rushed in to separate
them, Khudoleiev and Tiverzin stood with their heads bent
down, their foreheads almost touching, pale, with bloodshot
eyes. They were so angry that they could not utter a word, They

were held firmly, their arms gripped from behind. Oncc’nr
twice they tried to break free, twisting their bodies and dragging
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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 going? 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 Jout! It's 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, Gimazctdin, met him at the gate.

“Thank you, Mr. Tiverzin,” he babbled in broken Russian.
“You didn’t let Yusupka come to harm. I will always pray for

ou.”
7 “You're crazy, Gimazetdin, who're you calling Mister? Cut it
out and say what you have to say quickly, you sec 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
birch—good, dry wood.”

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

“I wanted to tell you not to spend the night at home, Save-
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But this was 2 ease of too many caoks spoiling the broth. The
planners quarrelled and one after the other withdrew from
participation. Theo, Jearning that crowds had nevertheless gath-
ered on the appointed morning, they hastily seat representa-
taves ta Jead the demonstrators. ) =

In spite of Tiverzin's efforts to dissuade her, his mother ‘nmf:d
the demonstraters, and the gay and sociable Pasha went with
her,

Tt was a dry frosty November day with a stll, leaden sky aud 2
few snowflakes comng down one by one. They spun slowly and
hesitantly before settlng on the pavement Iike fluffy gray dust.

Down the street people came pouriag in a torrent—faces, faces,
faces, quitted winter coats and sheepskin hats, men and women
students, o}d men, childven, raihwaymen in umform, workers
from the trolley depat and the telephone exchange in knee baats
nnd Yeather 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-
$ng backwards at the head of the procession, singing and con-
ducting with his cap, which he used as a baton, tumed around,
put hus cap on his head, and listened to what the other leaders
around him were saymg The singing broke off in disorder. Now
you could hear the crunch of innumerable footsteps on the
frozen pavement.

The leaders had received 2 message from sympathizers that
Cossacks were waiting to ambush the pracession farther down
the street The warnwng had been given by telephone to a
near-by pharmacy.

“VWhat of w2 said the organizers, “We must keep calm and
not lose our }m:u}s, that's the main thing, We must vttupy the
first public butding we come to, wamn the people, and scatter”

An srgument began about the best building to o o8 er.
sl e s o o Eopls o 5
mpond; nc: ocl, and st othets the Sehoot of Fareign Cor-

Wihtle they were i
wchoey ‘wuxigxy;xg, “m::"‘inf‘;g:;i%e%;y;enchgfl the corver of 3
that hisd been mentioned, vezy bit as good as those

When they drew Tevel with the cotrance the Yeaders turned



“That nice boy friend of yours, Piotr, nearly broke my head!”
He meant to make her laugh but she said eamnestly: “Its 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 theyTe going to be evicted. 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 ice
-—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 gentry! 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 service, 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 2
aveat sense of humor and an unusual gift of obscrvation and
ﬁepl everyone in fits with his elever imitations 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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But this was a case of too many cooks spoiling ﬁfe broth The
planners quarrelled and one after the other withdrew from
participation. Thep, learniag that crowds had nevertheless gath-
ered on the appointed morning, they hastily sent representa-
tives to lead the demonstrators. .

In spite of Tiverzin's efforts to dissuade her, his mother ]cxn;d
the demonstrators, and the gay and sociable Pasha went with
her

1t was a diy frosty November day with a still, leaden sky and 2
fow snowllakes coming down one by one. They spun slowly aod
hesitantly before setthng on the pavement like fluffy gray dust.

Down the street people came pouring in 2 torrent—faces, faces,
faces, quidted winter coats and sheepskin hats, men and women,
students, old men, children, rethvaymen in uniform, workers
from the trolley depot and the telephone exchange in knee baots
and Yeather 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-
ducting with bis cap, which he used as a baton, tumed around,
ot bus cap on his head, and listened to what the other leaders
around bum were saying, The snging broke off in disorder, Now
you could hear the crunch of jnnumerable footsteps on the
frozen pavement,

The teaders had received a message from sympothizers that
g‘nmcks wt‘rTT waiting to ambush the procession farther down
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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
bouse with his deaf aunt.-And they're going to be evicted. I
think we should have the boy to stay with us. What did
Prov want?”

“How did you Jknow he came?”

"I saw the water butt was uncovered and the mug on the ice
—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—1I 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 gentry! 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 service, 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. H.c had a
great sense of humor and an unusual gift of obscrvation and
kept everyone in fits with his clever imitations of everything he
and saw.
he;fgn after the manifesto of October 17th several revolutionary
anizations called for a big demonstration. The route was from

:!hrg Tver Gate to the Kaluga Gate at the other end of the town.
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ic was a case of too many cooks spoiling t}fe broth. The
2?::1?:5 quarrelled and one after the other ‘xvxmlfrlew i:o&
paticipation. Then, Jearning that crowds hafi nevertheless gam‘
ered on the aypointed morning, they hastily seat represent
tives to lead the demonstrators. . ined

In spite of Taverzia's efforts to dissuade her, his mother joine
the demonstrators, and the gay and sociable Pasha went with
her

Tt ywas a dry frosty November day with a still, Jeaden sky and a
fow snowhakes coming down one by one They spun slowly and
Tesitantly befose settling on the pavement like flufly gray Qust.

Down the street people came pouring in a torrent—{aces, faces,
faces, quilted winter coats and sheepslon hats, men and wonen
students, ofd men, children, radwaymen in uniform, workers
from the trolley depot and the telephone exchange in kuee boots
and teather jackets, girls and schoelboys.

For some time they sang the “Marseillaise,” the “Varshavi-
anka,” amd "Victins You Fell” Then 2 man who had been walk-
ing backwards at the head of the procession, singing and con-
ducting with hus cap, which he used a5 a baton, tumed arovnd,
put hus cap on his head, and listened to what the other leaders
around him were saying The singing broke off in disorder, Now
you could hear the crunch of invumerable footsteps on the
frozen pavernent.

The Jeaders had received 2 message from sympathizers that

Cassacks were walting to ambush the procession farther down
the steeet, The warnin

had been given by
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An argument began about the best building to £o to. Some
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While they wers still arguing
- g they reached th
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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, scattering down
corridors and straying into the classrooms, When the Jeaders at
last succeeded in shepherding it into the auditorium, they tried
several times to warn it of the ambush, but no one listened to
them, Stopping and going inside a building were taken as an
invitation to an impromptu meeting, 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
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 mercly 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 onec 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 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 comidor 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, tumed, re-formed, and cut
into the tail of the procession. The massacre began.

A few minutes later the avenue was almost deserted. People
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’ ttering down the side streets. The snow was lighter.
";‘he:easf?emoongwas dry hke a charcoal sketch. ?hen the sun,
setting behind the bouses, pointed as though with a finger al
everything red iu the street—the red tops of the dragoons’ caps,
a 1ed flag trailing on the grownd, and the red specks and threads
of blood on the snaw. .

A groaning man with a split skull was crawling along the cusb.
From the far end of the street to which the chase had taken'
them several dragoons were riding Wack abreast at a walk. Al
fmost at the horses’ fect Maxfa Tiversina, ber shawl koocked to
the back of her head, was running from side to side screaming
wildly. “Pashal Pashal”

Pasha had been with her all along, amusing her by clevesly
mimicking the last speaker at the meeting, but had vanished
suddenly in the confusion when the dragoons charged.

A blow from a nagaika had fallea o her back, and though she
had hardly felt it through her thickly quilted coat she swore
and shook her fist at the retreating borsemen, indignant that
they had dared to strike an old woman Bike hersell, and in public
at that,

Looking ansiously from side to side, she had the luck finally
to pat the boy ecross the strect. He stood in a recess between a
grocer's shop and a private stove house, where a group of chance
passersy had been hemmed jn by a borseman who had
mounted the sidewalk, Amused by their tervor, the dragoon whs
making his horse perform volts and plrouettes, backing it inte
the crowd and making # rear slowly as in a eiroes turn, Sud-
desly be saw his comrades riding back, spurved his mount,
and in @ couple of bounds took his place in the fle,

he crowd dispessed and Pasha, who had been too frightened
to vlter a sound, rushed to Marfa Gavrilovna o

The old woman ibled alf th ke ",
derers! People are 'Emm e Taae e g e

uppy becase the Tsar has giv
dom, but these damned Kiters con' £ ven them free-

t stand #. Thy
cv;?wing, twist every word inside out® ¥ st spol
he way funous with the & i i
ol o3 Bumons with the ragoons, furious with the nhaty
fa & temper it ser , . . .
faultof Kuprirs L0 tutiuiers,” 2y 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 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, 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 one listened to
them. Stopping and going inside a building were taken as an
invitation to an impromptu meeting, 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
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 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 on¢ 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
knew nothing of it. A swelling noise rolled back to them as of
great crowds shouting “Hurrah,” and individual screams of
“Help!l” and “Murder™ were lost in the uproar. Almost at the
same moment, and bome, 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, tumed, re-formed, and cut
into the tail of the procession. The massacre began.

A few minutes Iater the avenue was almost desrted. People
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o scattering down the side streets. The snow was lighter.
‘;Zfa aftemaougwas dey like 2 chareoal sketch. Then the sug,
setting behind the houses, pointed as though with a ﬁn§a al
everything red in the street—the zed tops of the dragoons” caps,
@ red flag trailing on the ground, and the red specks and threads
of Blood on the snow.

A groaning man with 2 spht skull was crawling along the curb.
From the far end of the street to which the chase had taken
them several dragoons wete riding back abreost at & walk. Al-
most at the horses’ feet Marfa Tiverzina, her shawl knocked to
the back of her head, was runniog from side to side screaming
wildly: “Pashal Pashal”

Pasha had been with her all along, amusing her by cleverly
mimicking the Tast speaker at the meeting, but had vanished

ddenly m the confusion when the dragoons charged.

A Blow hrom a nagaika had faflen on her back, and though she
had hardly felt it through her thickly quilted coat she swore
and shook her fist at the retreating horsemen, indignant that
!he‘};l had dared to smke an old woman like herself, and in public
at that.

Looking ansiomly from side 1o side, she had the lnck fnally
to spot the boy across the street, He stood in 2 recess between a
groeer's shop and a private stons house, where 2 group of chance
passers-by had beea hemmed i by 2 hossean who had
wounted the sidewalk. Amused by theis tersex, the dragoon was
making hus horse perform volts and pirouettes, backing #t into
the crowd and making, it reat slowly #s in & circus tumn, Sud-
denX)" he saw his comrades riding back, spurred his mount,
and in a couple of bounds took his place in the file.

‘The erowd dispersed and Pasha, who had heen too frightened
to _?;ter ;:dmund. rushed to Marfa Gavnlovoa.

e old woman bled all the .,
derers! People are E:;;y hecanse 'lh:';};a}xzol;.; gi‘::;u:;ed :ux..
dom, but these damned killers can't stand it. Th mem .
evesx;yt)z}ng, twist every word inside out”  1hey must spoll
e was furious swi . .
world, and at the :m‘:;::ln:ie ragoons, fusious with the whole

ven with her own son When sh

18 2 temper it scemed to her that alf the rece oo the
seemn t troub}

feult of "Kuprinks's bunglers and hxmb!ers,’nas s%?cfumie‘{:
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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. Lik
that chatterbox. Pasha dear, show me again how he went on
show me, darling. Ob! I1l die laughing. You've got him to th
life, Buzz, buzz, buzz—a real bumblebeel™

At bome she fell to scolding her son. Was she of an age t
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 wa;
‘the Cossack captain or the Chief of Police.”

9

Nikolai Nikolaievich saw the fleeing demonstrators from his
window. He realized who they were and watched to see il
Yura were among them. But none of his friends scemed 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 be 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 comer 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 knosn 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 pants It had a tal-
cony forming a semicircle around the corner of the house. The
double glass door of the balcony was hermetically sealed for

the winter.
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< balcony door and twa of the windows looked cut on &
a';yb that xmg into the distance with its sleigh tracks and the
irregular line of 1ts houses and fences,

Parple shadows reached into the soom from the garden. The
teees, laden wath hoatfrost, their branches like smoky streaks of
candle was, locked in as if they wished to zest their burden on
the Boor of the study,

Nikolai Nikolaievich stood gazing imto the distance. e
thought of his last water in Petexsburg—Gapon,! Gorky, the
vint to Prime Mimnistes Watte, modern, fashionable weitets. From
that bediam he had fed to the peace and quiet of the ancient
capital to write the book he had in mmd. But he had jumped
out of the frying pan into the fire. Lectures every day-—Uni-
versity Courses for Woren, the Religious Philosophical Society,
the Red Cross and the Strrke Fund—not 2 moment to himself,
What he needed was to get away to Switzerland, te some remote
santon 1 the woods, to the peace of lakes, mountains, sky, and
the echoing, ever-respovsive air.

Nikoles Nikolaievich turned away from the window. He felt
Like going out to calf on someane or just ta walk abaut the streets,
but he semembered that Vyvolochmov, the Tolstoyan, was
coming to see hum about some busmess or other. He paced up
and down the room, his thoughts turniog to his nephew.

‘When Nikalas Nikolaievich had moved from his retreat on the
Volga to Petershurg he had left Yura 1 Moscow, where be had
vy velatives—the Vedenupins, the tenskys, the Seha-
vims, the Mikhaelises, the Sventitshys, and the Gromekos, At
first Yura was foisted on the slovenly ald chatterbox Ostromys-
lensky, known among the clan as Fedka, Fedka lived in sin with
hus ward Motia and therefore saw himself as a disrupter of the
es.tahhshcd order and a champion of progressive thought. He
did not jusnfy his linsman's confidence, and even took the
;rym:fy given i?m !(;;r Yura's upkeep and spent it on himself,

ura was transferred to 3 :
and was still with them, the professmal fomily of the Gromekos

The atmosphere at the Gromekos' was eminently 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 had 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 term! “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 Nikolaievich, “I
would not have let it go so far. Modesty is necessary, but within
limits . . . Ah! Nil Feoktistovich, come inf” 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 nbbon quivered angrily on his nose. He had
begun to take his things off in the hall but had not removed
his scarf and came in with it trailing on the floor and his round
felt hat still in his hand. These encumbrances prevented him
from shaking hands with Nikolai Nikolaievich and even from
saying How-do-you-do.
“Um-m-m,” he mooed helplessly, looking around the room.
“Put them down anywhere,” sald Nikolai Nikolaievich, re-
storing Vyvolochnov's power of speech and sclf-possession,
Here was onc of those followers of Tolstay in whom the jdeas
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 Nikolai Nikolaievich to spedk at a
E:::;;} in 2id of political deportees that was to be held at
some school or other. .

“I've spoken at that school already.

“In 2:d of our exiles?”

“Yes”

“You'll have to do it again.”

Nikolai Nikolaievich balked a httle and then gave ln.

The business dealt with, Nikolai Nikolatevich did not atternpt
to delay his guest. Nil Feoktistovich could have left at once but
he evidently felt that it would be unseemly and was looking
for something lively and natural to say by way of parting, The
conversation became straived and awkward.

30 you've become a Decadent? Going in for mystielsm”

“What do you meanP”

“It’s 2 waste, you know. Do you remember the county coun-
i

*Of course, Didn't we canvass for it together?”

“And we did some good work fighting for the village schools
and teachers’ colleges. Remember?”

“Of course. It was a splendid battle.”

“And then you became iuterested in public health and soclal
welfare, didn't you?”

“For a time, yes.”

“Hmm. And now it's all this highbrow stuffi—~fauns and nenu-
phars and ephebes and Let's be like the sun. I can't believe it,
bless me 3 1 can—an intelhigent man like you, and with your
sense of humor and your knowledge of the people. .« . . Come,
oow. . . . Or am 1 intruding into the holy of holies?”

“Why all this talk? What are we axguing about? You den't
know my ideas.” "
iy

“Russia needs schools and

tal
- . H= *
'No one denies it.

not fauns and phars.”
;?ES ecf:\x/l:s::ieoin di%gsg:gdoinﬁzsé;z:g ho:v useless 1

L S e o P

to Tolstoyan doctrines, he mid:e ymklstschoel The, ning
"Up 0 a point I am with you, but Tolstay says that the more
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a man devotes himself to beauty the further he moves away
from goodness. . . .7

“And you think jt’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
itl”

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

He did not keep a diary, but once or twice a year he would
record in a thick notcbook seme thought which struck him par-
ticularly. He got out the notebook now and began to write 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 symphony by the composer B— with
the spirits of the planets, voices of the ftzur clements, etc., cte
I listened with impatience, then I couldn’t stand it and begged

*her to stop.
1 A writer of the period who was an exceptional stylist.
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“And suddenly 1 understaod everything 1 understood why
this stuff is so deadly, so insulferably false, even in Foust, Tk_xe
whole thing s artificial, no one is geouinely interested In it.
Modern man has 10 need of it. When he is overcome by the
mysteries of the universe he turns to physics, not ta Hesiod's
hexameters.

“And it ismt just that the form is an anachronism, or that these
spirits of eaxth and air only eonfuse what sclence has unrav-
elled. ‘The fact is that this type of art is wholly out of keeping
with the spirit, the essence, the motivating force of
art.

“Jhese cosmogomes were natural in the ancient world—a
world settled so sparsely that nature was not yet eclipsed by
wan, Mammoths sl walked the earth, dragons and dinosauvs
were still fresh in people’s memory. Nature hit you in the eye
so plamly and grabbed you so fercely and so tangibly by the
scruff of the neck that perhaps it eally was sull full of gods,
Those were the first pages of the chronicle of mankind, it was
only fust beginang,

“Thus ancient world ended with Rome, because of overpopula-
ton.

P 7

“Rome was a flea market of borrowed gods and conquered
peaples, 2 bargain basement on two Boors, earth and heaven, a
mass of filth convoluted in a triple knot as in an intestinal ob-
struction. Daclans, Hert Seythians, S: . Hyperba.
reans, heavy wheels without spokes, eyes sunk in fat, sodomy,
double chins, illiterate emperars, fish fed on the fesh of \eame(i
slavesi; There wc:x;al more people in the world than there have
ever been since, all crammed 1w it
Sy oen siner o 4 1mto the passages of the Coliseum,

“And then, mto this tasteless heap of gold a
cawe, light and clothed in aa aura? em};gha!icaﬁi ;:;a;‘h;:, ;{a
liberately prowineial, Galllean, and at that e e

anmt - 1

e suubl 1 the least proud, man
thankfully eelebrated in al] the D::'dl bers 2o
ol the picture galleries the world ov:r 277 of ok wnd
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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 powcrful
attraction of its example. It has always been assumed that the
most important things in the Gospels are the cthical maxims
and commandments. But for me the most important thing js 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 js immortal, and that the
whole of Lfe is symbolic because it is meaningful.”

“I haven't understood a word. You should write a book about
itt”

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

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 write in 2
large, legible hand. This is what he wrote.

“Upsct 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 symphony by the composer B— w ith
the spirits of the plancts, voices of the four elements, cte, ete.

I listened with impatience, then I couldn’t stand it and begged

“her to stop-
1 A wniter of the period who wasan exceptional stylist.
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Lara walked all the way in a daze and realized what had hap-
pened to her only when she reached home. )

Fyeryone was asleep. She fell back into her trance and 1n this
abstracted state sat down at her mother’s dressing table, still in
hex pale mauve, almost white, Tace-trimmed dress and long veil
borrowed for the evening from the workshop, like a costume.
She sat before her reflection in the miryor, and saw nothing,
Then, folding her arms, she put them on the dressing table and
‘bured her head in them.

1f Mother learned about it she would kill her, She would kill
her and then she would kill herself.

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

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

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

Outside the window the water drops plopped on and on, the
thaw muttered ity spells, Down the road someone was banging

on a nerghbor’s door. Lara did not raise her head. Her shoulders
quivered. She was weeping

13

“Ah, Emma Emestovna, that's unimportant, ¥m sick and tired

of it” He kept opening 2ud shutin i i
out, throwing cuffs andg collars o o e g hings

: all over th
withowt Ynowmp, what he was ]ookingelgr. ¢ 718 and the wfa,
. Ih:h niegleddher ;I{espera!ely, and there was no wa
er tnat Sunday,
e e nz'ma 1e paced up and down the room frantically
Nothing equalled her spiritual beay
\ ty. Her hands wy -
ning ke a sublime idea, Her shadow an the \v:\\ sor :}xx: ;:t:tx;\

y of seeing
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The Petrovka looked like a corner of Petersburg in Moscow,
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 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
o2k banisters. His housckeeper, or rather the chitelaine of his
quiet retreat, Emma Emestovna, took care of everything swith-
out meddling in his private life; she ran the place unscen 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 wvorld. A monastic stillness reigned in their home;
the blinds were drawn, and everything was spotlessly clean, as
in an operating room.

On Sunday mornings Victor Ippolitovich, accompanied by
his bulldog, usually took a leisurely walk down the Petrovka and
elong Kuznetsky Most, and at one of the street corners they
were joined by the actor and gambler Constantine Illarfonovich
Satanidi.

They walked together along Kuznetsky Most, telling each
other dirty stories, snorting with contempt, and Jaughing shame-
lessly in deep, loud voices that filled the alr 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 comices, roof
- tapping messages 1o soof as if it were spring. It was thawing.
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Lara walked all the way fa a daze and realized what had hap-
pened to her only when she seached home. o

Eiveryone was asleep. She fell back into her trance and in this
shstracted state sat down at her mother’s dressing table, stll in
her pale mauve, almost white, Yace-trimmed dress and long veil
borrowed for the evening from the workshap, Uike a costume.
She sat before ber reflection in the miror, and saw nothing.
Thes, folding ber anys, she put them on the dressing table and
buried her head in them.

1f Mother Jearned about it she would kill her, She would kil
her and then she would kill herself.

How had it happened? How could it possibly have happened?
It was too Jate mow, she shonld have thought of it earlier.

Now she was—what was it ealled?—a fallen woman, She was a
woman out of 2 French novel, and tomorrow she would go to
school and sit side by side with those other gitls who were Iike
1itde children compared with her. O God, O Ged, bow did it
‘bappen?

Some day, many, many years later, when it 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 road someone was banging

on a neighbor’s door Lara did not raise her head, Her shoulders
quivered, She was weeping

18
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11

The Petrovka looked like a corner of Petersburg in Moscow,
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 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 housekeeper, or rather the chitelaine of his
quiet retreat, Emma Emestovna, 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 an operating room.

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

They walked together along Kuznetsky Most, telling each
other dirty stories, snorting with contempt, and laughing shame-
lessly in deep, loud voices 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 corniees, r.aof
« tapping messages to roof as if it were spring. It was thawing.
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What apn inescapable spell it wag) 1¢ Komarov:ky’s intrusion

into Larg’s life ha, merely flleg her with disgust, she Would
have rehelleq and brokey free. But
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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

- 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 me?” Could it be his conscience, a feeling of pity, or re-
pentanceP 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 girk—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 a moment, then tumed back resolutely and went
down. On the landing, with its patches of light, the dog was
waiting for him, It lifted jts head like a slobbering old dwarf
with hanging jowls and looked 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 evcxy.thing is going to be
just as before—Satanidi, mean tricks, dirty jokes? All right then,
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17

wot religious. She did not believe in rityal. But some-
gzsxfbe ab!egtlo bear life, she needed the nccampanime'm of
an fnner music. She could not always compose such a music far
herselt, That music was God's word of fife, and it was to weep
over it that she went to church.

Oves, 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
her Teet and the vaulted ceiling of the church cave fa. It would
serve her right, it would put an end to the whole thing, She only
regretted that she had taken that chatterbox, Olia Demiaa, with
her.

“There’s Prov Afanasievich,” whispered Olia.

“Shsh Leave me alone. What Prov Afanasievich?”

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

"Oh, the psalmist. Tiverzin's relative, Shsh. Stop talking
Don't disturb me, please.”

They had come in at the beginning of the service, They were
singing the psakm “Bless the Lord, O my soul: and sll that is
within me, bless His holy name.”

The church was half empty, and every sound in it echoed
hallowly Only in front was there 2 crowd of worshippers stand-
ing close togethes. The building was new, The plain glass of the
wigdow added £ color to the gray, snow-bound street outside
and the people wha walked or drove thraugh it. Near that wn-
dow stood a chwrch warden paying no attention to the service
and loudly reproving a deaf, half-witted beggarwoman in a voice
as flat and commonplace as the window and the street,

In the time 1t took Lara, clutching her pennies in her fist, to
make her way to the doar past the worshippers without dis-
turhing them, buy two candles for herself and Oha, and tura
back, Prov Afanasievich had ratiled of nine of the beatitudes at a
pace suggestng that they were well enough known without him,

Blessed aren 1&\9. poor in spist. . . . Blessed are they that
:;\:\tr;mcss essed are they which do hunger and thirst after

Lasa started and staod stl. “This was about her, He was say-
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does she gratify his wishes and delight him with her quivering
unconcealed shame? Because of his age, her mother’s financial
dependence on him, his cleverness in frightening her, Lara? No,
no, no! That is all nonsense.

It is she who has a hold on him. Doesu’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-—Komarovsky’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 jt makeP 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 fect and plead
with her? “We can’t go on like this. Think what I have done to
you! You will end up in the gutter. We must tell your mother.
T'll 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
£t of her except her left shoulder and her right foot. A tuft of
om her left breast and above the ground people
d white breast” and “Masha must

lef
grass sprouted fr
were singing “Black eyes an
not go to the river.”
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that it seemed more black than white, to the dark blve
fsr}?;:ia\v:tin the yard, to the house across the road where the
boys wexe hiding, and, above all, to the continual yevolver shots
which came from it. “Tho boys are shooting,” thought Lara.
This was haw she thought ot only of Nika and Pasha bu“t o’f the
whole fghting eity. “Good, decent bays,” she thought, “Its be-
cause they are good that they are shooting,”

19

They Jeamed that the barricade might be shelled and that their
house would be in danger. It was too late to think of going to
stay with friends in some other part af Moscow, the quarter
was surrounded, they had to find shelter in the neighborhood,
within the rivg. They thought of the Montenegra.

1t turned out that they were not the first to think of it. The
botel was full. There were many others who shared thew
predicament. For old time’s sake the proprietor promised to
put ther up 1 the liven room.

Not to attract attention by carrying suitcases, they packed
the most necessary things into three bundles, then they put off
woving from day to day.

Because the employees of the workshop were treated rather
like faruly members, they had continued to work despite the
strike. Yat ane dul), cold afternoon there was a ring at the door.
Someone had come to complain and.to argue The owiter was
asked for. Fetisova went wstead to pour oil on the troubled
waters. A few moments later she called the seamstresses inta

the hall and introduced them to the visstor. He shook ha
. +, . nds
round, lumsily and with emotion, and weat awy having :“
pa_x:[c;:ﬂy reached an agreement with Fetisova. e
© seamstresses came back into the workzoom an
tag on ther shawls and putting on their shably wfnlz’:rg :::qu{;
\What hias happencd?” asked Madame Cuishar, hurrying in.
':‘I;h:y Te l::;li‘mg vs out, Madam, we're on str!'.k’e' TYng .
ut . ., Have 1 ev you?” S
- ever wronged you?” Madame Cuishar burst

“Dox’t be upset, Amaba Karlovaa. We've 8ot nothing agains
5
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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, 2 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, Wwar; mOI€over, 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 dncn.:.
Lara thought of them as a grownup thinks of children. Their
erous amusements had a bloom of innocence that they com-

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

municates
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i ed more black than white, to the dark blue
iﬁ:;ut\l;:ti: tshe:r;lwd, to the hause across d}e road \vherebthe
boys were hiding, and, abave all, to the contmuix\ revolver shots
which came from it. “The bays ase shooting, thought Lara
“This was how she thought not only of Nika and Fasha br;l ?f the
whole Sghting city. “Good, decent boys,f Sbf thought. “Its be-
cause they are good that they are shooting.
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They leamed that the barricade might be shelled and that their
house would be ju danger. It was too late to think of going to
stay with friends in some other part of Moscow, the guarter
was surrounded, they had to Snd shelter in the neighboshood,
within the ring. They thought of the Montenegro.

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

Not to attract attenton by carrying suitcases, they packed
the most necessary things into three bundles; then they put off
moving from day ta day.

Because the employees of the workshop were treated rather
ke famly members, they hod continued to work despite the
strike. But one dull, cold alternoon there was a ring at the door.
Someone had come to complam and«te argue. The owner was
usked for, Fetisova went instead to ponr oil on the troubled
waters. A few moments ltes she called the seamstresses into
the hall and introduced them to the visitor, He shook hands alt
round, clumstly and with emotion, and went away having ap-
parently reached an agreement with Fetisova,

The scamstresses came back into the workroom and began ty-
ln§ on their shawls and putting on their shabby winter coats

\Vh:n' bas happened?™ asked Madume Guishar, hurryiny .

:’gk\fyxe u;l‘hng us out, Madam, we'se on strike g

. c‘xem + Have T ever wronged you?” Madame Guishay burst

“Dou’t be upset, Amalia Karlovaz, Weve $ot nothing against
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you. We're very grateful to you. It's pot just you and us. Every-
body’s doing the same, the whole world. You can't 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 inconsolzble.

“What black ingratitude! To think that I was so mistaken in
these peoplel 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 contrary. All that's being done now is done in the name of
bumanity, in defense of the weak, for the good of women and
children. Yes, it is. Don’t shake your head so skeptically, YouR
see, 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.”

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

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

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

“Very good, 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 keep
everything locked up. That’s all, 1 think, and please keep in
touch with us.” g

well, Madam.”

x;}x,xk you, Filat. God keep you. Well, let’s sit down? and then
we must be off.”

14 superstitious Russtan custom: before a move or & journey peoplo sit
down a few moments for lock.
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; ed as unfamiliar as
ftheu %eﬁigﬁzs:ugit;ﬁ::gn;:dsimﬁ turmed on » lathe,
after weeks - g "
rolled echoing lightly through the crisp, Frosty, ;I?Qihiwdcii
Shots and salvoes macked,ry%‘iddet ai:‘rddglowe =
nce as though tearing everything to shreds.

" However mguch Fila% tred to convince them to the contrary,
YLara and Amalia Karlovna insisted that the shots were blanks, 2
“Dov’t be silly, Filat, Think it out for yf)urSElf- How caul
they be anything but blanks when you cant see anyoue s);oc(s;;
ing? Who d’you think is shootmg, the Holy Ghost or what

course they're blanks.”

At one of the crossroads they were stopped by a E."‘"“d “.f
grissing Cossacks who seasched them, insclently running theis
Tands over them from head to foot. Their visorless caps with chin
straps were tilted jountily over oue ear; it made al} of them ook
one-eyed,

“Wonderful,” thought Lara as she walked on. She would not
see Komarovsky lfor as Jong as the district was cut off Irom the
sest of the town, Because of her mother it was jmpossible for her
to break with him. She could not say. “Mother, please stop see-
ing him." If she did that, it would all come out. And what if it
@d® Why should that frighten her? Oh, God! Anything, any-
thing, if only it would end! God! God! She would fall down in a
famt with disgust What was it she had just remembered? What
was the name of that frightful pictare? There was a fat Roman
fn it 1t hung in the first of those private rooms, the one where it
all began. “The Woman or the Wase™—yes, that was it. OF
course. It was a famous picture. The woman or the vase. When
she first saw it she was not yet 2 woman, she was not yet com-
parable to such an expensive work of art, That came later, The
table was splendidly set for a feast.

“Where do you think you are running bke that? T can’t keep
up with you,” panted Madame Guishar, Lara walked swiftly,
some unknawn fasce swept ber onag Yough the were siding on
ar, carncd along by this proud, quickening strength,

e splendid” she thought, bstening 1o the gun shots.

Dlessed are the dawntrodden. Blessed

are the deceived.
speed you, bullets. You and X are of oge i eceived. Gad
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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, 19o6. 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 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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. in tears and 2 rec.
&l an emnh?:\,nl stcm.b“;‘rst and sz ex:ded‘m s anc & geer

forgot her husb.anas as soon as she dxyoxccoe& ;leimiﬂ?:%hi:sggti
her many mm;ges there was 2 certain 3

inster, abont her, ;
EPShe was & theasophist, but she was also z0 expest vn the ritual
of the Orthodox Church, and even when she was foufe trans-
portée, in a state of utler ecstasy, could not refrain fsom prompt-
ing the officiating clergy, “Hear, O Lord” “Now apd ever shall
e~ “glorions cherubim” she a lessly in her hoorse,
staceato patter. i 5

Shura Shlesinger knew mathematics, esoteric Indian doc-
trine, the addresses of the bestknown teachers at the Moscow
Conservatory, who was living with whom, and God only knows
what else. For this reason she was ealled in, as arbiter and of-
gomzet, on all important occasions in Life.

At the gppointed time the guests began to amve. There came
Adelaida Fibppovna, Gints, the Fufkovs, My, and Mrs. Basur-
man, the Yerzhitsks, Colonel Kavkaztsev. Tt was snowing, and
shenever the front door was opened you could see the swirling
mir rush past, a5 though tongled in a thonsand laots by the
Qelering wnow. The men came in out of the cold in high clumsy
snow boots, and every one of them, withont eveeption, did his
hest ta look Itke ¢ country bumplin, but thes wives, on the
contrary, thew Exces glowing from the frost, eoats unbuttoned,
shawls pushed back and haur spangled with rime, looked hke
hardened cocquettes, connueg tself, “Culs nephew,” the whisper
went sound a5 the new pianist came in.

Beyond the open

side doors of the ballroom the supper table
gleamed, white and long as a winter road. The play of light on
frasted bottles of red rowanberry cordial caught the eye, The
erystal cruets on silver stands and (he picturesque arrangement
of game and zehuski captured the imagmation The napkins
folded into stff pyramids and the baskets of maave cinerarin
smelling of almonds scemed ta whet the appetite

Not to delay the pleasure of earthly food too Jong, the com.
¥ Wors diocunvres, incluciag vatious Winds of eodd meat and ﬁsh.b
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pany got down hastily to their spiritual repast. They sat down
in rows. “Cui’s nephew,” they whispered again as the musician
took his place at the piano. The concert began.

The sonata was known 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 argument 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 pianist 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 Iook,
and shrugged his shoulders, but she stood her ground. Soon they
were talking across the room by signs, like a couple of deaf-
mutes. People were looking. Anna Ivanovna cast devastating
glances at her husband. He got up. Something had to be done.
Blushing, he tiptoed around the edge of the room.

“How can you do such a thing, Egorovna! 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?” i

“They’re asking for him to go back at once. There’s n relative

Of'}gz ?1):\3 they're dying! 1 can imagine. . . . 1t can’t be done,
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Egorovna When they've finished this piece Il tell them, Unti
then 1 can't” R .

“They've sent the hotel waiter with a cab. Theyre; watting.
Somebody's dyiag, I tell yau, can't you understand? It's a lady.

“Asd { tell you if's impossible. As if a few minutes could ma.ke
1 that difference.” He tiptoed back to his place with a worried
frown, rubbing the bridge of ks nose.

At the end of the first t, before the appl had
died down, he went up to the musicians and told Tyshkevich
that he was needed at home, there had been some accident,

they would have to stop playing. Then he turned to the audi-
ence and held up his bands for silence:

“Ladies snd gentlemen, 1 am afraid the trio has to be inter-
rupted. ‘The cellist has {ust received some bad news All our
sympathy is with him. He has to leave us. I wouldn't like him to
g0 by himself at such 2 moment. He may need help. 1l go
with him. Be a good oy, Yurechka, go and tell Semion to bring,
the carriege svound, be's had it ready for some time. Ladies and

t) I won't say goodbye—T 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 fsosty night.

2

Although the normal flow of hfe had been restored since De-
cember, shooting could stilt be heard, and the houses burned
down as the result of ordinary fires looked Like the smoldering
ruins of those destroyed during the uprising,

The boys had never been for such o long dnve before, Tn
r:aley the 2‘0“"'"'381"’ was 2 stone’s throw away—down the
d, slong the Novinsky, and ha a-
?:\;:\3 Soeet~but the savage frost ané fog sepl:;zgdufpi;
e uc?;ncc.md fragments, o3 f space were not hemogeneous
e \\Inr over. The shaggy, ragred smake of bonfros? thy

nch of footsteps and the whine of sleigh runne) ;
tributed to give the Impression that they avellieg

had been fravelli
¢ Fires are bt at evmemonds 1y vety eold weather, umg

1
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pany got down hastily to their spiritual repast. They sat down
in rows. “Cui’s nephew,” they whispered again as the musician
took his place at the piano. The concert began.

The sonata was Jnown 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 argument about it, Kerimbekov running it down
and Gromeko defending it. Al 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 pianist cast a sideways glance at the audience, and
signalled his partners to begin. The violinist and Tyshkevich
flourished their bows. The music rose phintively.

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 tumned, 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 deaf-
mutes. People were looking. Anna Ivanovna cast devastating
glances at her husband. He got up. Something had to be done.
Rlushing, 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 ir?”

Egorovna whispered in his ear.

“tWhat Montenegro?”

“The hotel.”

“Well, what about it?” 5 .

“They're asking for him to go back at once, There’s a relative

of his dying.”

“Sp now they're dying! I can magine. . . . It can’t be done,
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batanced on his vight hand. The tray clattered to the floor,

the soup was spilleﬁ, and two soup plates and one meat plate
e smashed.

“c;ysui snsisted that it had been the dishwasher, she was an-

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

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

shortly, but the row was still gowg on.

'Hg: s got the shakes, can't keep his hads and feet steady. A}\
he cares about is sitting with o bottle, you'd think it was bis
wile, getfing pickied like 2 herring, and then he asks who pushed
tam, who splled bis soup, who smashed his cockery. Now who
do you think pushed you, you devil, you Astrakhan pest, you
shameless ereature?”

“I have told you already, Matrionz Stepanovna, watch your
language”

“And wha's the one that all the fuss is about now, I ask you?
You'd thivk 3t was somebody worth smashing crockery for. But
its that slut, that streetwalker giving herself aizs, that damned
madam, innocence in retirement, done so well for hesself she's
vogging arsese. Of course, living at the Mentenegro, she
woulds't know an alley cat if she met one”

Misha and Yera walked ep and down the corridor outside
Madame Guishar's soom. 1t bad all verned out quite differently
from anything Alevandor Ateweea 2 c - B
tmagined a ¢

this wag sore ' ‘

The boys ..o wuidug w we comdor.

“Go in to your auntie now, young geotlemen” The valet
eame up to them and for the second time tried to persuade them
n s soft unhuened owee. “You 0 i, don't worry, The lady’s
ol right, you needn’t be afeaid, She's quate recovered. You can't
stand here, There was an accident here thys alternoon, valuable

china was smashed You can see we have to on
b p and down
serving meals, and it's 2 bit narow, You ge in there”

The boys complied,

, Insde ﬁn: wam, 3 Yghted keraconn Yam—

ssvur we test o} the room and
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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 p gers” 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 room 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 Sysof just
as he was rushing out, bending slightly with a fully Joaded tray
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st have been dead tired 1o be able to sleep in spite of all the
i citement. .
nois\i':’ll}lah:‘o[f now,” Alexander Alexandrovich said again. The§§
Had boea na sense in their coming, and to stay any Jonger woul ;
e indecent. “As soon as Fadel Kazimirovich comes out . . .
ust say goodbye to him.” .
mlst wa{ ﬁot T;shkevich who tame out from belm?ﬁ the sc{een,
but 1 thickset, portly, selfconfdent man. Canrying ih‘e Iamp
above his head, he went over to the table and seplaced 1t ‘m‘x\s
bracket, The light woke up the gik. She smiled at him, squinting
her eyes and stretching. -
m)sigh\ of the s\xangge:, Misha gave a stast and §(ared at him
intently He pulled Yurs's sleeve and tred to whisper to him,
but Yura would not have it, “You cas't whisper in front of pen-
ple, What will they think of you?™
Meanwhile a silent scene took place between the girl and the
man. Nat a word passed theix lips, only their eyes met. But the

e deaan 1

« v Gotey pestUzes

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

Yurs devoured them with his eyes. Unseen n the bolf dark-
nest, be hepr staring into he cirele of Jamplight. The scens
between the captive girl and her master was both ineffably mys-
terlous and shamelessly frank, His heart was torn by contradio-
tary leclings of a stsength he hud never experienced befose.

Here was the very thing «which he, ‘Tonfa, and Misha had

endlessly discussed as “vulgar” the force wiath so frightened
snd attracted them and which

5 they controlled so easily from a
sa(c’(\sssmce by words And vow here it was, this force, in front
o(' ?\ms VETY €y, utterly zead,vind yet froubled and hannting,
pitifessly destructive, and complaming and calling, for belp~
0d what hiad become of their childish philosophy and what was
Yura to do now?

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
Bung 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 thought, 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 erying 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 sercen 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, T have been through such horrors. T had such ter-
rible suspicions. . . . Fadei Kazimiravich . .. I imagined ...
but happily it has all turned out to be nonsense, just my dis-
ordered imagination. . . . Just think what a rehef. And the up-
shot of itall . . . here Lam . . . here I am alive. . . .”

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

“Wel 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
soom, from which the lamp had been removed. The walls were
hung with photographs, there was a bookshelf flled with music

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



CHATTER THREE

THE SVENTITSKYS' CHRISTMAS PARTY

1

One winter Alexander Alexandrovich gave Anna 1 an
autique 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 rooms because 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
on, she took it into her head to help Markel. She climbed onte
the raised floor of the wardrobe, slipped, and fell against the
sides, which were held in place only by tenons. The xope that
Markel had tied loosely around them came undone. Anva
Ivanowna 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. “Wha
made you do that, my dear? You haven't hroken any bopes
Feel yous bones, It's the bones that matter, the soft part doesn
matter at o)}, the soft parts mend in God's good time, aund, a
the saying gnes, they're only for pleasure anyway~Don't haw
You stupld!” e seprimanded the erying Masinka, “Wipe yor
nose and £0 to your mother~Ak, Madam, touldn’t you trust

ta st up that clothes chest without you? Of course, to you I
B3
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went out into the street. Yura, absorbed in his thoughts, did not
reply.

“He’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.



TBE !VENTXTS!Y&' CHRISTMAS PARTY <Y

20 believed that a T should do something sacially useful in
his practieal life. He settled on medicice.

In the Brst year of bis four-yeas course he bad spent 2 term
in the dissecting roorz, situated in the cellars of the university.
You went down the winding staircase. There was abways a
crowd of dishevelled students, some poring over their tattered
textbooks semounded by bones, or quietly dissecting, each fn
bis comer, 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 unidentiied young
suicides and drowned women, well preserved and vntouched
by decay, shone like phosph Injections of alum soluth
rejuvenated them, giving them a deceptive roundness. The
corpses were eut open, dimembeted, and prepared, yet even
{n its smallest sections the human body kept its beauty, so that
Yura's wonder before some water nymph brutally flung onto 2

zine table cantinved befare her amputated amn or band, The
crllar cmallad af anstiate 2T 4 s A

Ve wuu ubEln was Qomumant in the underground room as if it
were its home or its headquarters,

. The voice of this mystery, silencing everything else, haynted
Yuss, distwrbing him 1n his anatomical work. He had become
used to such distracting thoughts and took them in his stride.

Yura 1ad 2 good mind and was an excellent writer, Ever
stace his schooldays be had dreamed of composing a book about
life \\'}.xich would contaia, Iike buried explosives, the most strike
ing things he had so far scen and thought sbout. But he was

::3 yzkung 1o wnie s‘{\ch 2 badk; instead, be wrote poetey. He

€ 2 Painter W 3 i

camas he hgd in mind? s shvays maling dhetches for 3 g

Ho was indulgent toward

of their vigor angd onigl

vard these jmmature works on accaust
inaity. These two

hets and ¢ qualities, vigor and

originality, in his epinion gave reality & i et

regarded as pointless, idlg. unn'ece.Zan et which o otenvise
Yuss sealized th .

iy character, ¢ grest part his uncle had played in molding
ol Nikolatevich now hved 1n Laussnoe, Tn his books
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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 itl 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-
lowing 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
a2 profession. He was interested in physics and natural science,

the founders of the Russian state, was buried In Kiev,

L askeld, one of was killed by 8 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 torms of lobar poeumonia. Tt Tooks lxk? the msis
‘;e:‘)lf:‘; her and saymg the epcouraging, meaningless ﬁ\mgsf\\tx}::t
are always sad on such gecasions, he sent the nurse cut Och ]
room, took Ama Ivanovna's wrist to feel ber pulse, and yeached
into his coat pocket for his stethoscope. She mo_ved her head
to indicate that this was unmecessary, ¥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 highten'efl, Wi hu.rt, you
repare yourself, . . , Bak his iso’t 3 tooth, it's everything, the
whole of you, your whole hfe . . . being pulled out. . . . And
what fs it? Nobody knows, . . . And I am sick at beart and
terrified”

She felf silent. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. Yura
said pothing. A moment later Anna Ivanovna went on,

“YouYe clever, talented. . . . That makes you different. , ..
You surely know something, . . . Comlortme.”

“Well, what is there for me ta say?” replied Yura. He fidgeted
on his chair, got up, paced the room, and sat down again. “In
the first place, youll feel better tomorrow. There are clear in-
dications—1'd stake my Ufe on it—that you've passed tbe crisis.
And then—death, the survival of conseiousness, faith o sesur-
rection . . . You want to know my opinion 25 a scientist? Per-
haps some other time? No? Right now? Well, as you wish. But

's dufBeult bke that, AWl of & sudden” And there and then he
;“ d a whole impromptu lecture, astonished that he could
03,

“Resyrrection In the crude form in which 1t is preached to
mnscl? the weak, it is slien to me. 1 have dbways wnderstood
Clirist's words about the living and the dead in 5 duferent semse.
Where coudd you find room for all these hordes of

cumulated over thonsands of
enough for them, Cod, the
be crowded out. They'
merely fov tha et a2’

people as-
DOdycars? The universe jsn't big
go0d, and meaningful purpose would
d be erushed by these themme w2

tan v

~ wow Uausiormations, flls the vniverse
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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 hy them. Yura realized
that his friend’s enthusiasms were partly accounted for by his
origin. Being tactful and 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.

Anga Ivanovna lay drenched in sweat, with p:uchcd lips. Her

come haggard since moming.

fa?(::l:dtl;xi diagnofig be wrong?” Yura wondered. “She has all
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ow he walked up to Anua Ivanovna's bed and putting bis hand
?:zn h:r forchead gnié. "Co to sleep.” After a few moments she
began to fall asleep. .

Yura quietly Jeft the room and told Egorovna to send in the
purse, “What's tome over et e thought, TT'm becoming &
regular quack~-muttesing incentations, laying an the hands. .. ¢

Next day Anna Ivanovna was better,

4

Auna Ivanovna continued to fmprave, [n the middle of Decen-
fer she tned to get up but she was still weak. The doctors told
her to stay in bed and have o really good rest.

She often sent for Yura and Tania and for haurs on end talked
to them of her childhood, spent on her grandfather’s estate,
Varykino, on the tiver Ryuve, in the Urals. Neither Yora nor
Tonta had ever been there, but listening ta her, Yura could
easily imagine those ten theustad acres of impenetrable virgin
forest as black as night, sud, thrusting into it like a curved
nufe, the bends of the swift stream with its racky bed and steep
dliffs on the Krueger side.

For the first time in their lives Yora aud Tonia were geiting,
evening clothes, Yura » dinner jacket and Tonia o pale satin
pasty dress with a suitably modest neckline,

They were going to wear them at the traditional Christmas
party at the Sventitskys' on the twenty-seventh, When the taflor
and the seamstress delivered the clothes, Yura and Tonia tried
them on, were delighted, and had not yet taken them o vhon
Egorovna aemafe -itt w0 . .

They w o
‘\;;;r:a:?:xm s, Gwuw, wwoked them over, and told

“Very niee,” she said. *Charming,
teady, 1at me have another ]00;‘5 ’go:iid ;3: ijdre s they wece

Ghought the yoke puckered a bit. Do vews Jomes s all right, 1

youb ® Pt pEeNTE T R
i .. -

e T -
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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,
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omebody Like that would be
or Faustus. Eve:y neozu::i ?f'is i y X 3y with a name
Iike a shot from ygur grandiather’s gun—~and we ‘“’.“ld - m’é
mediately troop downstairs from the nursery t? the kitchen. An
there—you can't think what it was like~you'd find 2 chareoal
dealer with a Yive bear cub, or a prospector from the far end of
the province with a specimen of the ore. And your grandfather
would always give them a credst slip for the office. Some were
given money, some buckwheat, others cartridges. The forest came
right up to the windows. And the snow, the snow} Higher than
the roofs¥” Anna Ivanovna had & coughing fit.

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

“Nonsense, Im perfectly all right. That reminds we. 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
bear anything so silly again, you ought to be ashamed of your-
selves! And you call 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,
Tura, dos’t be sy, Of course 1 know he couldn’t. You mustn’t
take it Lterally! fot that's what the people out there said”

She was interrupted by another caughing £, a much longes
one than the last. It went on s0d ou, she could pot get her
breath,

Yura and Touia hurried across to her simultaneously. The
stood shaulder to shoulder by her bedside. Their hands t}:)\lcheg.
St coughing, Anna Ivanovia caught their hands in bers and
Aept them joined awhile. When she was able 1o speak she said:

1 1 die, stay together. You're meant for each other, Get mar:
ned. There sow, you'e eagaged” she added and burst into

5 .
As casly a3 the sprin R
would }yw:.. e ford ﬁg of ‘?m‘?nlv 8 fpw it A b,
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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 let 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 o 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 tumed into money, do you think
T'd have made 2 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 calls 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, Evgraf; 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 handsome, with five French
windows and stucco medallions on the cornices. And recently
I've been having the fecling 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 ngfdn
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 himself Bacchus! His face was all disfigured, a 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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three years at the Kologrivovs” as hehind stone walls.
I):]a:annsgcgto\hcred) her, and even f;: wather and brother, from
whotn she had hecome estranged, kept out of her\wu'y.

‘Lavrenut Mikhailovieh Kologrivev was a big a
brlliast asd fotelligent 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 48 3 member of the
fower classes who bad sisen to fabulous heights. In his house
he sheltered revolutionaries sought by the police, and he paid
the defense vosts in pobitical trixls. Tk was a standing joke that he
was so keen on subsiduzing the revoletion that he expropriated
himself and organized strikes at his own plants. An excellent
smatksmon and u passionate bunter, he went to the Serebriany
woods and Losia lsland in the winter of 190y, giving rifle tram-
fag to workers” mibtia,

He was u remarkable man. ¥is wife, Serafma Filippovna,
was 2 worthy mateh Lara admued and respected bath of them,
and the whole househotd loved her and treated her as a member
of the famuly.

For more than three years Lara led a life free from worxies.
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 fares
well @ift to the head of the Academy and entrusted it to Wim,
asking him to choose and buy the gift. This money he had
gambled away two days ago down to the last kopek. Having
to1d his story, he fopped Full length in 2a armchair and burst

into tears.
Lar s’:xt‘{rozcn while Rodia went on through his sobs:
hml%s;::gbt 1 went o see Victar Tppolitovich, He refused to

t it with me, but he said if you wished hi
said that although you na fon o g oo Mo

er loved any o 1
otes him way sill so great g . Lara darylmé m‘ ) S:epz"::;
from you would be enough. . . . You realize what this means
to me, what a disgrace st §s . , . the honor of my uniform is at
wake. Go 1o se¢ him, tha's oot tao much to ask, spesk to him
+ - You can’t want me to pay for this with wy hfe”
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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 speat three years ut the Kologrvovs’ as behind stooe walls.
No one bothered het, and eves her mother and brather, from
whom she had becorne estranged, kept out of hex way.

Lavrenti Mikhailovich Kolognvov was a big businessman, a
brilliant and intelhgent practitioner of the most maodern meth-
ods, He hated the decaying order with a dovble hatred, 2s 2
wan nich encugh to outbid the treasury, and as a member of the
fower classes who bad risen to fabulous heights. In his house
v .

PRI

o swasiaszng the revalation that he expropnated
bimselt and organized strikes ot his own plants. An excellent
marksman and a passionate huater, he went to the Serebriany
woads and Losin Island in the winter of 1go3, giving tifle train-
ing to warhers” militia,

He was a remarkable man, His wife, Serafima Filiopovna.
wag g et T . .
and the
of the sy,

For more than three years Lara led a bfe ke from wordes.
Then otie tL\_y her brather Rodia went ta gee har Gurmetoe

yad Yo WA

Affans B

e v e Uy 0F the Academy and entrusted it to llir;x.

asking him to choose and buy the gift. This
o Ty e uy the @it This money he had

3 ago down fo the last kopek Haviny
(io\;l \(ﬂs story, be flopped full fength in an armnhagr and b\xrsgt
nto teass.,

E‘:‘m\nr‘.{}‘rzu‘-n while Rodis went on theough his sobs:
oSt DRt 1 went to see Victor Ippolitovich. He refused t
1. hout it with me, but he s2id i ﬁxl:xa‘ﬁshed Bim to . fe. H:
said thay M\hmxg?’x you no Yonger loved any of us, your power
?\« Wm was sl so great . , Lan darling . . . One word
|mm )m‘ would be enough, . . . You realize what this means
;::.;M‘(“‘ hat & dugrace it 4y ., | the honor of my uniform is at
o»Y >0 ta see W, that’s ot 100 much to ask, speak to him
++ « You can’t wam me ta 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



20E SVENTITSEYS® GMRISTMAS PARTY 75

i il ther,
rted to Siberia, helped his querulous and al}mg mother,
iggoxed\\ced his own expenses by paying part of his l{’maxg ?“n:\
todging, directly to his laodlady. It was she who had foun i
his Toom in a new building in Kamerger Street near the
eater.
ThPashJ, wha was a little younger than Lara, loved her madly
and obeged her slightest wish After groduating from the ?{ea!-
gymnasium, he had, 2t ber urgimg, taken vp Creek and La'urf. It
was hier dreamn that after they hod passed their state examina-
tions the Tollewing year they would marry and go out as gym-
pasium teachers 1o some provincial capital in 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 watk alone from the mailroad station to the estate,
Mesawhile, the uggage was loaded onto a cast, and the family
climbed into their barcuche and listened ta the Duplyanka
coachman in his scarlet shirt and sleeveless coat telling them
the latest local news.

Lara watked along the tracks following a path wom by pil-
grims and then turned into the fields. Here she stopped and,
closing bher eyes, took 2 deep breath of the flower-scented air
of the broad expanse around her, It was dearer 1o her than her
kin, better than a lover, wiser than & beo 2 o

. For a moment she
rediscovered the purpose of her hife, She was hete on easth to

ger xlhe._m“f“"‘g of ‘fﬁ wild enchontmans <=1t all each

w0wer, to

] “.doitin
That summer she had amived exhausted b i
y the many duties
:l;c Tn& u‘ndcrh‘Lm. S}l‘w was eautly upset. Geperous ang under-
anwng by nature, she developed o new suspic
‘m‘#’mc{ ;0 e gﬁcwlr:cci‘ W Suspiciousness and a
he Ralogrivovs were as fond of her as ev v
to stay on with them, but now that Lipa l:dm; o~

OWD up she
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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 Ict 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 seriously; 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, at Christmastime in the
year 1911, she arrived at a fatal decision, She would leave the

Kologrivovs now, st once, and become fndependent, and she



THE SYENTITSEYS® CHRISTMAS PARTY T

d et the money for this from Komarovsky. It seemed to
‘lf:r\d th:\% after all ﬂze had heen between them asd the years
of independence she had won for herself, he must help h!eﬁ

tovalequsty. & tedly, without explapations ot disgr
conditions. .

With this in miod she set out for Petrovka Street on the night
of the twenty-seventh. Rodia's tevolver, 1oaded and with the
safety catch off, was ioside her muff. Should Komarovsky refuse
or humiliate her in any way, she 1ntended to shoot him.

She walked through the festive streets in a terrible excitement,
secing nothing, The intended revolver shot had already gone
off in her heart—and it was a matter of complete induference
whom the shot was afmed 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”

Emma Ernestovna bad put out her hand to belp her off with
her coat, she had received her with Ob's and Ab's, telling her
that Victor Ippolitovich was out but she must stoy and wait
for him,

“Leant T in a busry. Where is he?™

Re was at a Christmas party. Clutching the scrap of paper
with thcﬁ:\ddmx on edxl,hl‘snm ran down the familiar gigomyys\gix-
case with its stained-glass coats of arms and started off
S\rm;uk}s' house in Flour Town, stared oft far the

Only now, when she came out for the second time, did she
l’:\;; : Yook around her. It was winter, Tt was the city, It was

Tt wat bitter cold The streets were covered with
glassy Tayer of fee, Jike the bottom of beer bo::l\es. i;:!lx‘i:\:‘, :‘eic::
\ma{hm The air was dense with gray sleet and it tickled and
{v{x: ;-d her face e the gray frozen bristles of her fur cape.

r:‘ ‘;;m thumplng, 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 ¢an Jook,” she said. “Light a candle, and tumn 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



THE SYENTITSEYS' CHRISTMAS PARTY 79

covering the sindowpane a Black eyelet began to form at the

Ve TR,
‘n‘%ztzf I;&a:ha" said Lara. *T am in trouble. You must help mek
Don't be frightened and don't question me. But don't ever thin
e can be like other people. Don't take it 50 lightly. I am in con-
stant danger. 1 you Jove me, if you don't want me to be de-
stroyed, we must not put off ous masviage. . ]

Bt thafs what L've always wanted,” broke in Pasha. “Just
name the day. Y'm ready when you are. Now tell me plainly
what is worrying you, Don't torment sme with riddles.

But Lara evaded his question, impercephibly changing the
subject They alked » long time about & number of things that
thad nothing to do 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
speaiahist’'s knowledge of the eye, Hus interest in the physiclogy
of sight was in keeping with other sides of his character—his

creative gfts and his preoccupation with imagery in art and the
fogieal structure of ydens,

Tonka and Yurg wwers 4200w v 0 e
Sy Christmas par » 4+ -+, ' h
adoleteence spent T ) . N
there was 10 Jmow ¢ .. 2 tuvte Gilier. sney had habits in commen,
their own special way of snorting at each other's jokes. Now
they drove in sience, their lips tightly closed against the cold,
occasionally exchangiog a word or two, and absorbed in their

own thoughts,

Yura was thinking zbout the date of his competiti
he must work harder at his paper. Then his ming‘téﬁsx;::gﬁ;
the festive, endofhe-year bustle in the steets, jomped to other
thoughts He had gromised Gordon b artide on Blok for the
mimeographed student paper that he edited; young people in
both capitaly were mad sbout Blok, Yura and Gordon particu-
tarly. Bot ot even these thoughts held his 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



RTY 81
THE IVINTKTSKYS' CHRISTMAS PA

int a Russian ver-
thought, 21l you had to do \vas‘togmta ssiz
fil:: ¢§ea g\\ll%c;l' Ada’ration of the Magi with snow in it, and
vt dark fir forest. .
wﬂ\sc’dz;"ddxaovert}uough Kamerger Street Yora noticed lha! 2
candle kad melted a patch in the jey crust on one of the wxln-
dows. The light seemed to Jook into the street almost consciously,
as if it were watching the passing cariages and waiting for
oy .
30!1; candle burned on the table, a candle bur:x.ed B hf
whispered o himseli—the beginning
formiess; he hoped that it would take
{ng mose eame to him.

o o
shape of jtself. But noth-

1

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

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

1]

N o

wl ' T .
bl Lo L e s
T

In the center of the room the dancers twirled and spun
duzzily “They were paired off er formed into chains by a young
Yaw school student, Xoka Komakov, son of an assistant public
prosecutor who was lesding the coullion “Grand rondr” he bel-
lowed at the \wp of bis voice acrose the room, or “Chaine
rhmour'-:-am they 2t followed his orders "Une valse, il
cout plait” he shouted to the pranist as he Jed s pastoer at 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 everything.”

“I am so glad Annette is better. Prerre 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

Al this time Lara was in the ballroom. She was not in eVe}x‘mg
dress and did not know anyone there, but she stayed on, e\\].xer
waltzing with Koka Komakov like a sleepwalker or wandering
aimlessly around the room. .

Qace ot twice she stopped and stood hesitating outside the
sitting room, in the hope that Komarovsky, who sat facing th}a
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. Kemarovsky looked at her in
the way Lara remembered so well, The girl was flattered and
flushed and smiled with pleasure, Lara crimsoned with shame
and nearly sereamed, “A new victim,” she thought. Lara saw,
a3 f a mircor, hiersclf and the whole story of her laison. She did
not give vp her plan ta speak to lim 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, se she understood from the
few words she eschanged with him. And the young man's
mother was the tall datk woman in black with Bercely buming
cyes and an unpleasantly snakelike neck who went back and
forth between the ballzoom 2nd the sitting room, watching her
san dancing and her husband playing cards, And fnally Lara
tearned that the girl who had aroused such complicated feelings
m“g\“r:;dl)h;;.’ oung man's sister and that her suspicions had

She had not puid altention te Koka' J
first introduced Wimself, but he rc;fe‘;\:ds‘;:“ausm ):e‘:}:r:;gh:erni:
e vy Eading moavement of the walz £ @ chair and bowed

"It ded her of
thing Ot something umpt i same-
Yo n:a\m' g unpleasant, Then it

care back to her,

wat the assistant publie prasecutor ‘
at the \

:J:ntnl court “hrj had made 2 fanatical speech at ll(\ie 1:’:50:;

he grovp of railway men which lad included Tiverzin, At
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gore 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 agnin. 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. Ie pressed it to his lips and closed his eyes.
The handkerchief lled equally enchantingly of tangerines
and of Tonia’s hand. This was somcthing new in Yura's life,
something he had never felt before, something sharp that piesced
him from top to toe. This naively childish smell was as {ntimate
and understandable as a word whispered in the dark. He
pressed the handkerchicf 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 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, wecping, arguing and all talking at once.
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~\hat has she dore, what has she donel” Komasovsky kept
i espair.

m"‘xl;sn‘t: gﬂi?:, tell me you're alive,” Mrs. Komakov \:ia; S,L‘t;nﬂ:
Ing hysterically. “Where is Doctor Drokov? They said hes ”’;:
Oh, but where, where i he>~tlow can you, how can i’:": say
1¥'s nothing but a scratch} Oh, my poor martyr, that's wha ﬂz’n\:
gt for evposing 2l those criminalst There she is, the seun, there
she &5, Tl seratch your eyes out, you shut, you won't get away
this time) What did you say, Komarovsky? You? She shot at you?
No, [ cant bear i, this is a tragic moment, Komarovsky, I
havent time to listen to jokes. Koka, Yokochkal Can you be-
tieve it? She tried to il your father. . . . Yes. . « . But Provi-
desce . . . Koka} Kokal”

The crwd poured out of the sitting room jnto the ballroom.
At the head of ft eame Kernakev, Laughingly assuring everyone
that he was quite all nght and dabbing with a napkin at a
seratch on hus left hand, Another group, somewhat apart, was
Yteading Lara by the aems.

Yura was dumfounded. This girt again! And again in such
axtordimary cireumstancesl And again that gray-haired man.
But this time Yura knew who he was—the prominent lawyer,
Komarovsky, who had had something to do with his father’s
estate. No need to greet bim. They both pretended not to know
eath other And the gisl . . . So it was the gul wha had fired
the shot? At the prosecutor? Must be for political reasons. Poot
thing She was in for a bad tune, How haughtly beautiful she
was} And those louts, twisting her arms, as if she were & com-
roon thieft

Bat at once he reafized that he was mistaken, Lasa's legs
gwe way under her, they were holding her up and almost
Qamueg her 1o the nearest armehair, where she collapsed.

Vura was sbout to ruth up to her to tring her around but
theught it proper first to show some nterest tn the Vvietim, He
walked up to Kernakov,

"1 am a doctor,” he satd. “Let me see your hand, Well, vous
R e e s
:I:‘\,l( :1': 1‘3:1 .f")' barm, though. Therc's Feliciata Semfonovna,
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gone te 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 handkerchief she had been holding
stayed in his hand. He pressed it to his lips and closed his eyes.
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 navely childish smell was as intimate
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.



TRE S"ENTITSKYS' CHRISTMAS PARTY 8
~hat bas she dope, what has she donel” Komarovsky kept

<o in despair.

urm-x;gn: 'm; ch,es?x:ell me you're alive,” Mrs. Kornakov wa; sfz;:lm-
ing hysterically. "Where is Doctor Drokov? They said he's bese.
Ok, but where, where is he2—How can you, how can you say
s ncthiog but a scratch? Ob, my poor m.myx_', that's what you
get for exposing all those criminals! There she is, the scum, zhejre
she is, ITl scratch your eyes out, you siut, you won't get away
this time! What did you say, Komarovsky? You? She shot at you?
No, 1 cant bear it, this is & tragic moment, Komarovsky, 1
baven't time to listen to jokes. Koka, Kokochkal Can you be-
tieve it? She tried to kll your father. . . . Yes. . . . But Provi-
dence . . . Koka! Koka!”

The crowd out of the sitting room iato the baliroom.
At the head of it came Kornakov, baughingly assuring everyone
Wt he was quite B right and dabbing with a napkin at a
seratch on bis left hand. Ancther group, somewhat apast, was
leading Lara by the axms.

Yurz was dumfounded. This gisl again! And agsin in such
extraordmary circomstances’ And again that gray-baired maxo.
Bat this time Yura knew who he was—the promineut lawyer,
Komarovsky, who had bad something to do with his father's
estate. No need to greet him. They bath pretended not to know
each other. And the girl . . . So it was the gur] who had fired
the shot? At the prosecatar® Must be for political reasons. Poor
thing She was io for a bad tme. How hanghtily beautifal she
wast And those louts, twisting her arms, as if she were a com-
mey thieft

But 2t once e realized that he was mistaken. Lara's leos
gwve way under ber, they were bolding her up avd almost
carrving ber to the neavest armchair, where she collapsed.
m;ur;!‘:u aboyt & rach h?;v %o bet 1o bring her around but

ht i . H o
wdﬁ‘d upl’t’:%ffmﬁm? o some interest in the victim. He

1 madoctur,'heuid.'lﬂmeseewuthd.\\'en, _

o It ¥ you've
:‘3‘1}:?‘&“1&” ;;nc;mth::rg_l ’?;nd::gmg,\ drop of fodine
st ask her” g ere’s Feliciata 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 first 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 hurmry 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 2
child. He could sull remember how he had cried, grief-stricken
and terrified. 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 cvery side the external world pressed in on him, deuse,
indisputable, tangible as a forest. And the reasan he hiad been
so shaken by his mother's death was that, at her side, he had Jost
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hiowsalf i the Torest, suddenly to S her gone and himself
Jows I it. The forest was made up of everything in the world
~clouds and shep signs aud the golden tops of belfns.and the
bare-headed riders who went as escort pefore the holy image of
the Mother of God carded in a coach, Shop fronts were i 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 bis
nursery, as far as his nurse’s skirt when she was talking to him
about God; it was close and within yeach ke the tops of hazel
trees in the gollies when you pulled down their branches and
‘pieked the nuts. 1t was as §f it dipped into the gilt nursery wash-
Basin and, having bathed in fire and gold, re-emerged as the
morming service or mass at the tiny church where he went with
his nurse. There the heavenly stars became the Yights before
the icons, and the Lord God was a kindly 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 al}
zround Jum like 2 forest. At that time, with the whole of his half.
af:r’\inn! faith, Yura believed in Cod, who was the keeper of that

st

Now it was quite different. Ta his twelve years ot gymnasiom
and university, Yura had studied the classics and Seripture,
legends 31?5 poets, history and natural science, which had be-
come te him the chronicles of his house, his family tree. Now he

was afraid of nothing, neither of he nor of death: evervthin
the wasld <3t 10 ;

7 in
felth . He
affectc .v.v:s
hﬂd k L= =) e

» . i s mother. Thes e had

i'n confusian, fear, and pain. Now he listened tq the sewz:sy L':\i
i they were a message addressed to him aod concerning him
directly. He listened intently to the words, expecting them, like
e s o ve 3 dear meaning, There was no religi-

for the
earth, which he warshipped a5 ‘:;;p;:‘zginll’:’o‘:“ 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 ifs Anna Iv:;novx;a's turn Sb:i, iends her best
ds. She took a ticket o a fav place, poor 30 .
le&;rcs’ he-re dance is over, poor cricket, sbeta%g;e to her rtest

“Have you got a cab or are you going to wilkd N

1 ueedy to sgtretch my legs after all that standing, Let's walk
a bit and then well take a cab” )

“Did you see how upset Fullov was? Looking at ber, tears
pounng down his face, Blowing his nose, staring, at her face.
Standing next to het Tusband at that”

“He always had Bis eye on her”

They slowly made thelr way to the cemetery 2t the other E’,’a
of town. That day the hard frost had broken, It was 2 ml},
beavy day; the cold had gone and the life had gone tao—it
was a day as though made for & funesal. The dirty snow looked
ax 2t 1t shone through crépe, and the firs behind the churchyard
railings, wet and dark hike tarnished silver, seemed to be in deep
mauntng

3t was in this same churchyard that Yura's mother Jay buried.
He hadl vot been to her grove In recent years. He glanced in it
dectivn and whispered, “Motber)” almost as he might bave
dope years before.

They dispersed solemuly, in pi que groups, along the
cleared paths, whose meanderings did not harmonize with the
sorrowfol deliberation of their step. Alexander Alexandrovich
led Toma by the wm They were followed by the Kruegers.
Black was very becoming to Tonia

Hoarfrost, bearded like mold, sprouted on the chains with
crosses hanging from the domes and on the pick monestery
walls 1o the far comer of the womastery yasd, washing hung
on lines hing from wall to wall-—shints with ‘heavy sodden
slecves, peachecolored tablecloths, badly wrong out and crook-
edly fmesedmsheeu. Yura veslized that this, aliered in ap-
pearance by the new buldings, was the part of
g\'t;¥nd3 ;;hzxe Lh;& Plizzad }%.\d Taged t‘k?nt ni‘;;h:h o monsstery

@ walked on alone, shead of the oihers, stoppi
to let them catch wp with him, In an:;:sett Pt;;mé: cszﬁﬁﬁ
m‘ﬂ:;y ii::‘:l; ;«\s the people slowly pacing after him, be was
10 Sk 50 sy Du}; ::‘ :v?‘t’; funnelling downward, to dream,

5, 10 create beauty, More vividly
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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 a poem in memory of Anma
Ivanovna. He would include all those random things that life
had sent his way, a 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 's

bed; the Sventitskys, the servants, and Dr. Drokov were talking
m whispers around her.

The rest of the hause was dark and empty. Only in one small
sitting, soom did a lamp 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 visitor, 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
vaneglasses tinkled every time a cab drove past the windows or
& mouse scurned over the tablecloth among the china,

Komarovsky thrashed about in a tury, Conflicting feclings
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 he must prevent the
gosutp o, if the news had already spread, stop the rumors, nip
them 1o the bud,

Another ;ez:;‘on for his agitation was that he had once again

e i ey .

" of this crazy, desperate
gl He had always known that she was different. There had al-
ways becn 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 re-
shape her destiny and start afresh!

3t was clear that he must help her in every way. Take a room
for her, perbaps. But in no circumstances must he come near

9
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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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graphs on the wall showed ber mshand, “her good Voit,” in.a
popular park in Switzerland, together with Plekbanov, both in
alpaca jackets and panama hats.

‘Rufina Onissimovaa took & dishike to her sick lodger the mo-
ment she saw her, She considered Lara a malingeres. The girl's
feverish ravings scemed to 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 riskes than
wsual, She banged doors, sang in 2 Joud voite, tore through her
part of the apartment like a hurricane, and kept the windows
open all day Jong.

The apartment was on the top floor of a building in the Arbat.
After the wanter solstice its windows filled to overflowing with
Blup sky as wide 25 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.

-Ara,

from
. e cab

o e s witbugis 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 gigantic and stretched across the yoofs, and
was cut off, Then it all began again from the begjoniag,

‘The bells of Moscow's countless churches clanged in the dark-
ness overhead, and the trolleys rang as they seurried through the
sphl»je!s; b(x;t {‘am w':sh:dso deafened by the gaudy window dis-

s and glarin, ts, as i i
nw{x‘ hke !}%e be]gls agd w}?eelf. they too emited souads of their

In thew hotel room she was staggered at
iggﬁt' ;f‘ he“' size. 1t was K ¥'s
n , and to her it was a symbol of his
‘Thlf: he f.?u'ust a kaife into t)lus mazvel, aﬂwgga&xi:;ﬁ:
g "y ;z:}:t;e lﬁﬂﬁfﬁfﬁf ic);; sug_;hry 1§.m, she was Hight-
Hols Suck i hes throns, but she foreed e b, POt

Just 25 she was intimidated by exyu:is:f [t:‘}:lwﬂgw bm

the sight of a
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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 cven came.
And all that time he kept at a distance from her, and most
nobly offered to help her.

Kologrivov's visit was somcthing 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 to 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 houschold, something like a daughter to him, with whom,
as with all other members of his family, he had exchanged
words and glances only casually (this constituted the eharacter-
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?” hie 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:

“There’s an international exhilntion opening at Dusseldorf—
painting, sculpture, gardening I'm going. You know, it's a bhit
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 ourselves, 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
studics. There's a painter, a friend of mine, whe's going to Turke-

stan for two years. He's got partitions up in his studio—It's more
like a small flat. T think he'd tum it over fumished to samebedy
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 tume, it's a
<acred duty . . . since Lipa ... Here's a small sum, a bonus
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for ber graduation. No, p{;as; e No, I beg you, don't be stub-
ally youll have to . .«
bo:!nd in :poi‘t: enf l);E)r protests, her tears, and her struggles, 'ng
forced her, before he left, to accept a check for ten thousan
Sles. X

m“:'v'hen she recovered, Lara moved to the lodgings Kologrivav
had ded, mear the Smolensky Market, The flat was at
the top of an old-fashoned two-story house. There were team-
stess living in the other part of it, and there was & W.axehnusg cn
the ground floor, The cobbled yard was always littered with
spled oats and hay. Pigeons strutted about coving and Buttered
up noisily to the Jevel of Lara’s window whenever 2 drove of Tuts
scurried down the stone gutter.

8

Lara was greatly troubled about Pasha. So Jong as she was sesi-
ously il 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
s3w it, was no more than an acquamtance of hers, and this
same man, the object of her unsuccessful attesapt at murder,
had afterwards shielded ber from its comsequences. Aud all
that after theur bt don at Christmas, by candle-
light. If it had not been for this may, Lara wwould have been ar-
rested and tried. He bad warded off the punishment that hung
aver ber. Thasks to him she was able 1o continue her studres,
safe aud unbasmed, Pasha was puzzled and tormented.

When she was better Laxa sent for bim and said: “I am a bad
wornan, You don’t know me, sommeday 1M tell you, 1 can’t talk
about 1t vaw, you vam see for yourself, every time 1 try 1 start
eyng But enough, forget me, T'm not worthy of you”

There folloned heartrending scenes, each mare ynbearable
than the tast AY Abug went on while Lara was still living fo Arbat

fucet, :m;id \;mlhmkm. meeting Pasha in the corridor with his
warstawned face, would rush off to her
ez sofa Jawghang herself sick. Pt -

: “Oh, X can't, ¥ cant, it's -
ahe exclaimed. “Realty} The herol Ha, ha, h:‘fn 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, and 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 when
he was summoned to attend a ministerial meeting in Petersburg
e 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 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 ideaP” he said smlingly, 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, behween 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 thcrc'f'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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i4h fa order to have the upper hand in her house. Lars,

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

1Q his lower stall.
hesatrh:ght 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 b:idegmm}'t
smiled shyly and kissed. Liudmila sang “The Vincyard” in the;:
boner, with the double refrain “God give you love and cmmse],p
and 2 song that began “Unda the braid, scatter the fair hair.

When all the guests hadl gone and they were left alone, Pasha
felt uneasy in the sudden silence. A street Jamp shone from
across the road, and however tightly Lara drew the curtains, &
streak of hight, parrow as 2 board, reached jute the yoom. This
Bight gave Pasha no zest, he felt as if they were being watched.
te discovered to his horror that he was thinking more of the
street lamp than of Lara or of himself or of his love for ber.

During this night, which lasted an eternity, Antipov {"Stepan-

ida” o1 "the fais maiden,” a5 he was called by his fellow s
dents) reached the heights of joy and

the lowest depths of de-
spait. His suspicd esses al d with Lara’s conf
He questioned her, and with each of ber answers his spirit saok

45 though be were hurthng down a void, His wounded mmagina-
tion could not keep up with her revelations.

They tatked tifl moming, In ali Pasha’s life there had not been
4 change in him so decse 0d dbmpt as in e course of this

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

4
Nine days later their friends arranged
ged 2 fargwell fi
fn that same room Both Patha and Lara hud gﬁm&mﬁ
?gx‘nhg c:;lf;;s; .:z‘:%d both had been offered iobs in the same town
e Urals. They were setting out fi
* un they dsank ang sa o wem b,

ng and were boisterous, is 5
were only young people preseat, - but s 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 a i, Ortant a5 a]] ghyy, Don’t_)'uu

think ‘so, Pasha? 1 sure you'll fing other young friends
Then Suddenly forgetting vyigg, Whom she vy talking apng

what she e g she hurried off to the kitchen There she

took the megy grinder apary and packed the parg into the

Comers of the crockery case, Padding thep, With tufs of straw,

In doing ghs she serateheq berself on the edge of the box ang

T hap,

ests by g Particularly
o e

DPartition, fp
occurred tg he, at v People were drunk they always trieq
to impersounte drunkay, > and the drunkep they were the more
they Overacted

Ulomept sho became 2WA1E of anopher Peculiar sound,
Coming g, the yarg, through the OPen windgy, She pulled
the out,

0rSe twag Moving ACToss the Yard wigh sho
ing Mps Lara did not ko whos Was or hoy 31 hag Strayed

et
wag completely, light though 5 long way to sup.
Tise. The City seemeq dead, 1 Was batheq in the gray.
blue olness of the early hoyry, ves.

CIC Were Basps of del, ht- and agton:
b:a:;"b(‘;x; i!n}zlnk but}L ha refo\cred : sh::’l”: }:;ZHL * g o

S pinl ) aciny, Yes, s pik e j s
What 4t ) It's | {:saspd]?axr’nl::‘;‘se.:e o e 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 lot 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 2nd 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 center of the table where bread, appetizers, and cooked
dishes were set out. There were speeches, toasts, and constant
joking. Some got drunk.

“T'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?”

“Itoo. 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, Sahara, and all
that. As for coming, don't think of it. With God’s help youll
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e set to work fevesishly stuffing the bed }inen inta the
hnggﬁs,hsmpping up the luggage apd tying it with “)?e\i: aud
begging Pasha and the jonitor's wife jost not to bother her by

i elp. . .
w;in\%ng ot done in time. The Autipovs &id not miss their
tan. 1t stacted smoathly, as though wafted away by the hats
sheir friends wese waving after them. When they stopped way-
ing aad bellowed something three times—probably “Hurraht'~
the trafa put on speed.

$

For the third day the weather was wretched. Tt was the second
sutumn of the war, The successes of the Brst year bad been fol-
lowed by reverses Brusilov's Eighth Army, which bad been con-
centrated in the Carpathians ready to pour down the slopes
foto Hongary, was instead drawing back, caught by the ebb
of the general retreat, The Russians were evacuating Galicia,
which they had occupjed in the Brst months of the fighting.

D, Zhivago, until recently known as Yura but now addressed
more and more often as Yuri Andreievich, stood in the corridor
of the gynecological section of the hospital, ovtside the door
of the matermty ward to which he had fust 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 i touch with her,

He was 1 & hurry: be had to visit two patients and get back
to his hosprtal as soon as possible, and there he was, wasting
Precious tme, stasing out of the window at the shasting stresks
of tain bulleted by the avturnn wind YWke 2 comfield in a storm,

1t was oot yet very dark. Hie could see the back yards of the
:Mggm; t}\c glassed-in verandas of the private houses in De-
hcq:mlob :‘.m;:d the branch trolley line Teading to one of the

The 13in poured with a dreary steadiness, el #
ver slowing down for all the fusy of the wind,’whjlctﬁe;:n’::gz :f.
reged by the Sndiierence of the water, Gusts of wind shook the
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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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childs head Is In the occipito-postenor position, there are 10
paias, and the contractions are slight. Al this gves grounds for
anxiety, Hawever, it’s too soon to say. It all dependi on how the
pains develop once labor begias. Thea well know.”

When he telephoned the following day, the hospital porter
who took the call told him to wait while he made inquiries;
after keeping him {n misery for 2 good ten minutes he came b'ack
with the following fnadequate and crudely worded information:
“They say, tell him he's brought his wife too saon, he’s to take
her back.”

Infuriated, Yurii Andreievich told him to get the purse on the

ephone, “The symp may be misleacing,” the nurse said.
*We'l know more in & day or two.”

Qn the third day e was told that Jabor had begun the night
before, the waters had broken at dawn, and there had been
strong pains with short intervals since the early mormng,

He rushed headlong to the hospital. As be walked down
the passage to the door, which by mistake had heen left half
open, he heard Tonia’s heart-rending screams, she screamed like
the victims of an acoxdent dragged with crushed limbs from wader
the wheels of 2 tran,

He was nat allowed to see her. Buting his kouckle until he
drew blood, he went over to the window; the same slanting
rawn was pouring down as on the two preceding days.

“"Q‘ze “‘;“ﬂ'&""‘h"i the ward, and he heard the squealing of
4 newborn “She’s safe, she' e.” Yurii N .
tered oy Plly. to et she's safe,” Yurit Andreievich mut

“It's a son. A Lttle boy. Congratulations ou a safe delivery,”
said the nusse in a Singsong "Sou cap't on dm ene TN a0 ¢

"She's safe, she's safe” Yury Andrefevich
3 was happy. He dud
1tlisunz1‘m§\andh:nhfll ‘?e Ausse was telling him, aX:A%ywh; sl:e
ding him in ber } as af he had pl.
[&Zr:":::h \;ll?m;_ l:;zl hapgm;‘od. For what had he ac‘tuall)x: ;’::idtz
ather~-son; be did not see why he should b
of \hiy unearned fatherhood, he felt that this son w;lse gr?g £
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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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tered, no one kmew the lauguage in which to speak to h’er.

:?'Yurii Andreievichs hosgp‘x'ltaal everyone congratulated him.
He was astonished to see bow fast the news had travelled.

He weat ito the staff xoom, known as the Fubbish Duwp.
With so little space in the overcrowded hospital, it was used as
a cloakeoom; 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 flabby, elerly prosector was
bolding up & jar with some opague liquid against the light
and examuning it over the top of his glasses.

“Congratulations,” be said, without laoking around.

“Thank you. How kind of you.”

“Don't thank me. Tve had vothing to do with it. Prchuzhkin
dd the autopsy. But everyone is impressed—echinococcus 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
Blthy mess st ist By the way, Zhivagp, it was echinecocens aftex
alll We were wrong. Congratulations, There's another thing, It's
2 uuisance ; They've been reviewing the lists of exemptions
again. T can't stop them this fime, These's a ternble shortage of
medical personnel. You'll be smelling guopowder before Jong”

[
The Antipovs had dove much better in Yusiatin than they had
haped ta. The Gushars were remem) i Hetpe
Lara over the difficulties of cehine bfrfd well. This had helped
Lara had her t [
care of the house
Marfutha, thew -

¢ - sy Wa ner best but could not
gc‘x- ?\_1 '\_h‘c \\?rk_ﬂone‘ Latisa Feodormma ~tared all her hus.

** gymnasium. She

| o . -e. - - Was exaclly the
She tked Iuu dreamed of,

Yunatu, It was ber native town. It steod 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 had 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 lobhy.

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 you're going?” he whispered breath-
lessly so that the new mother should not hear. “Are you out of
your mind? After she lost all that blood, risk of sepsis, not to
speak of psychological shock! And you call yourself a doctor!”

“I didn’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 nurse’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 exatement,
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

And as no one had explored the country where she was regis-
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critieize her for fear that she might take some quite
;ztﬁ;mwnrd of tus for a reproach—a hint, perbaps, that ber
Ylood was bluer thon ks, or that she bad once belonged to snm]e;
ane clse, His aogety Jest she suspect him of having some al
surdly unfair idea about her introduced an element of artificiality
nto their lfe. Each tried to behave more nobly than the other,

AUEIRE

arbitration court on which Pavel Paviovich too had xece_n\l')'
served, and a few others. They were all, from Pavel Pavlovich's
point of view, complete fools He was amazed at Lara’s amiabil-
ity toward them, and he 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 chid getting into
bed with its mother.

But Antipov was only pretending that he was asleep, As so
often recently, he had insomnia. He knew that he would lie
awake for three ot four hows. To walk bimself to sleep, and
to escape from the still smoky wr of the room, he got up quietly,
pt:lt on tus fur coat and cap over his night clothes, and went out-
side

Tt was 2 clear, frosty autumn night. Thin sheets of fce crumbled
under his steps. The sky, shintag with staxs, threw a pale blue
ficker Like the flame of burming alevhol over the black earth
with 1ts clumps of frozen mud.

The Antipavs hved at the other end of Yown from the river
T;’_}’f;:‘ 'nlc;musﬂ was the last in the street, and beyond it lay
xhclcter.mx y a railvay with 2 grade crossing and a guard’s

Antipov sat down on the overturmed hoat ay L
sl\n\s (Thc thoughts t;) which he had become a:ju:?::;% ;: ::

ast few years assale i
‘:o tim um)t S00neT oY \i}: anth aleming strength. 1t scemed

they would have to b
the end, and that it might a5 well by dens Lorr OB 0UF t0
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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 lay 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-
ies 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 been getting ready for the past
two wecks, He had sent in his papers to the recruiting oflice,
the gymnasium had found a substitute teacher, and he bad been
notified that be was admitted to the military schaol at Omsk.

Lata wailed lke @ peasant woman and, grabbing Pasha’s
hands, threw herself at bis feet. "Pasha, Pashenka,” she screatned,
“don’t jeave s, Dog't do it, don’t. It Isn't too late, I1 see to
everything, You haven't even had a proper edical examina-
tion, and wath your beart . . . You're ashamed to change your
wind? And sren't you ashamed to sacrifice your family to some
exazy noton? You, a volunteer! All your life you've laughed
2t Rodia, and now you're jealous of him. You have fo swagger
sbout 1n an officer’s urform too, you have ta da your own bit of
saber-rattling. Pasha, what's come over you? I don’t recognize
you, What's changed you like this? Tell me honestly, for the
Yove ot Christ, without any fine phrases, is this really what
Russia peeds?”

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 against
the mothesly feeling that ait her ife had been a part of her af-
fection for hu and could not see that such 3 love was something
more, not less, than the ordinary feclng of a woman for a man.

She bt her Lip and, shrinking as if she had been beaten
md swallowing her teass, set about silently packing his dxings‘

After be bard Left, it seemed to ber that the whole town \v;\;
Sl)cnt‘,' and even that there were fewer crows flying about in the
sky. “Madam, madam,” Marfutla would say reproachfully,
ing to call her back ta hesself. “Marms, Mama)” Xatenka bgﬁb?eyé,
pulling at her sleeve. This was the ’gxeatest defeat of her 1if
!!c;‘bcs; b{:gh&csl Hopes had collapsed. er life.

er hushand’s letters from Siberi .
3’00‘15 He had seen his mislak:l;)lc::n;ac‘i?;'dmli];'edalllxisam a}:;
aughter. After a few months he was tommissioned Leutenant
before term and then, fust as unexpectedh
front. Hils journey took him nW‘berm Yy > was sent to the
not in Moscow Yong, epough to see anyone u‘m‘uun, and he was
u’“‘(’)""i"” from the front were Jess )éepress:rd&zhm those from
e Omsk school had been. He wanted to distingwish himself



108 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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, fame-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 he had been getting ready f?" the past
two weeks. He had sent in his papers to the recruiting olice,
the gy tum had found a substitute teacher, and he had been
notified that he was admitted to the military school at Omsk.
Lara wailed like a peasant woman and, grabbing Pasha’s
hands, threw herself at his feet. “Pasha, Pashenka,” she screamed,
«don’t leave us. Don't do it, dov’t. It isn't too late, 1H see to
everything, You haven't even had a proper medical examina-
tian, ond with your beart . . . You're eshamed to change your
mind? And aren't you ashamed to sacrfice your family to some
trazy notwa? You, o volunteer All your life you've laughed
at Rodia, and now you're jealous of him, You have to swagges
about in an officer’s unifarm tao, you have to do your awn bit 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, without eny fine phrases, is this really 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 mvtitude to him. He rcbelled again:t
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
moate, not less, than the otdinary feeling of a woman for a man.
She bit her lip and, shnnking as if she had been beaten
and swallowing her teas, set about silently packing his {\ﬁngs,
After e had 1eft, it scemed to her that the whole town was
sx)cni. and even that lllere were fewer crows flying about in the
sky. “Madam, madam,” Marfutka would sa hfull
g to call b . Y yeproacufully, try-
g ot back ta berself, "Mama, Mama,” Katenka babbled,
pulling at ber sleeve. This was the greatest defeat of h lf[
Hc}:‘ bcs;, h:ghmt hopes had collapsed, o of her Me.
er busband’s letters from Siberia to i
wmoods. He had seen his mistake, He ba:“;'dm}ilses:dagisai(;: s
iz;li:lc:. After a few months he was commissioned ]ieu:z:::l
front, u;rm and ther, just as unexpectedly, was sent to the
fourmey Yook him noahere near Yuriatin, and

notl‘(;\ i\c(osm\; fong enough to see snyone there. n, and he was
s Ietters from the front were less depressed th:m tho:

the Omak school had been, He wanted to dislingu,"g}, s;ﬂ:;);?f
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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
bx’::en Russian, The :uynent spy seare reduced his c'onversation
to a stale official patter. Discouraged by his 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 cartiage ran fnto a patrol and was ordered off
the main road. The driver did not h'?mv the new by-pass. They
drove about in circles for a couple of hours without getting any-
where. At dawn they came to a village that had the name they
wero loo‘klng for, but nobody knew anvthine shacs - 1. - *

o+ svau, wuch smelled of eamomile and § ‘
form, Ct?rllon decided not to stay the night but to s‘;e:c;\ th:‘g:)-'
“;\h 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,
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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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. 1ah! Finished.
clands of dust and smoke hid ‘"‘éﬁfu“&““ﬁf};izi g; 3, Lelieviog
They're done for, wh:syetefi ha:i been 1alled. Asather
that the lievtenant and his men ba o Bt double, tho
shell came down close t:f (hg;i‘l::;’“m“ po

servers hurried to 3 safer - T
G o s s, e Mtz

des vesi themselves to 2 N
rl;n.ejvbo l%:d Tmawn }u;;\ uelll, \‘&5 ﬂ;gi:";-“]ﬁg?fﬁ:; h:f
belongings and keep them for s e,
whnseg‘ phatographs had beeo found among !;\lis :h;!‘!]gnl the e

An enlisted man vecently promated to O Taveszia's tone.
chante Galiallin, son of Gimazetdin, the janitor o we:;l: e
ment, was that very Yusupka whom, as an :xppn?!‘lt e b
distant past, the foreman Kbudoleiev had beah:'n vp. It w
ofd tormentor that he was now indebted for lm ym;fnnum?. b

O getting his commission, he had found }umSt.a }’; agains n
will and for tio reason that he knew of, in a soft jo dm a s: -
town gassison behind the lines, There he commian edla Z:i
of semi-invalids whom instructors a5 decrepit as themse! (v::i :lnm
every morning through the drill they had forgotten L
supervised the changing of the guard in froz‘nt of the Yeumrms-
sary, Nothing else was expected of him. He did n‘olvha\e 2 care
fn the world when, among the yeplacements consisting of older
seservists sent from Moscow and put under his ufders, there
turned up the all too famliar figure of Piotr Khudoleiev.

“Well, well, an old friend.” said Galiufln, grinning sondy.

“Yes, sir.” sud Kbudoletev, standing at attention and saluting,

Tt was impossible that this should be the end of it. The very
Brst time the ieutenant caught the private in a fault at dsill he
awled him out, and when it seemed to him that his subordinate
was oot looking him straight in the eye but somehow sideways,
he bit bim in the jow ond pet him on bread 2nd water in the
guardhouse for two days.

From now on every move of Colinllin's smacked of Tevenge,
Bt tus game, in their respective postions and with rules en-
foreed by the stieh, struck Caliuta as unsporting wnd mean.
What was to be done? Both of them could not be in the same
Place Dut what pretext could an officer §nd fos transferring a
private from bis unit, and where, {f 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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ded
es in several phaces, and T am told some of our overexten

):n,x’xi:sl:erc cncixr’cled. To the north, the Germans huvi" uo%sl;ei
the Sventa, at 2 point that was supposed to be Impassavie.
s thejr cavalry, about a corps in sueng!h."l’hey axe‘b}ﬂ\mg up
tailways, destroyiog supply stores, and in my opiuien trying
to surround us. That’s the picture, and you talk abaut- horses.
Come on, Karpenko,” he sald, tuming to bis Otd'Eﬂy, 'set the.
table, and make it quick. What are we having far dinner? Calves'
feet? Good!” .

The Medical Uait, with its hospital and its dependencies, was
scattored all over the village, which by a miracle was still un-
harmed The houses ghttered with Western-style lattice win-
dows stretching from wall to wall, and not so much as a pane
was damaged

The cvd of a hot, golden autumn had turned mto an Indian
summer, In the daytime the doctors and officers epened win-
dows, swatted at the Wack swarms of Bies along the sills and
the low white cefhngs, unbuttoned their tunies and hospital
oats, and, dnpping with sweat, sipped scalding-hot soup or tea.
At ught they squatted 1o front of the open stove, blew on the
datnp logs which kept gang out, thew eyes smarting with smoke,
and cursed the orderhes for not hnowing how to buld a fre.

it was a still wght Gordon and Zhivago lay on twae bunks
faomg each other Between them were the dmoer table and
the tow window runmng the whole length of the wall. The room
wav overheated and filled with tobaceo smoke, They had opened
the two end Yattices 1o get 2 breath of the fresh autumn night
ae which mude the pases sweat. They were tallang, as they
hd done ol these mghts and days, and as usnal the horizon in
the duection of the front was Sickering with 2 pink glow. When
the even, mcessant chatter of guafice was ovensionally inter-
tupted by o deep bang that shook the ground 25 though 2
v steet bound trnk were being dragged across the Soor,
seraping, the punt, Zhvago interrupted the conversation as i
n"n‘l v;l I:S;Iv‘m) for the sound, .panscd for a \‘v‘hﬂe. and said,

hat's tha, 8 German sixteen-ingh, A little fellow that
weighs twentyfour hundred pounds™ And then, resuming the
copersation, e would forget what they had beex; talkhing fbout.

“What's that smelf that hangs over the whole 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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be seared stiff, it's only natural. Ax;ly mgment the situation may
ing hese.

Ch'nr?gféa;gﬁn:;\ﬁze ?nmle’g;nr;gnous boots and dusty tunics
which were black with sweat on the chest and sbou!c?er-blades
sprawled oa theic backs or on their stomachs by the'mdue; of ;lals
voud. They were the survivors of a decimated unit that X
Been taken out of the front lime after four days of heavy fighting
and was being sent to the rear for a short rest. They lay as i
they were of stonc, without the strength to smile or to swear, a.ud
o one turned his head when several carts came rurabling
swiftly down the road. They were ammunition carts, without
springs, Toaded with wounded men whom they jolted, cracking
thefr bones and twisting thelr guts, as they jogged along at 2
trot to the first-aid station. There the wounded would be hastily
bandaged and the most urgent cases operated on. Th.ey had
been picked up in nppalling numbers on the battlefield in front
of the trenches half an hour ago during a short lull jn 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 purse
waiyed 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
belind the tents, their voices echmng mnong the tall young
trees, but their words indistinguishable, came out and walhed
along the road toward the house. One of them, an excited young
beutenant, 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, 1 was ot bis business; he asked the licutenant 1o leave

fum alone and ta stop shouting—there were wounded men here
and he was husy. But the htife leutenant went on cussing the
Tted Cross, the artiflery command, and everybady else. Zhivago
walked up to the doctor; they greeted each other and went into
the house. The Yewtenant, still swearing loudly with a stight
Tantar accent, untied his horse, vaulted into the saddle, and
gilloped down the reod inta the 4 ’

by voads. The surse was still look
Suddenly her face was distorted with horrer, “What are you
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Gordon. “T noticed it as soon as I arrived. Its a nauseating]
sweet, cloying smell, rather like mice.”

“I know what you mean. That's hemp—they grow a lot of :
here. The plant itself has that nagging, clinging, carrion smel
And then in the battle zone, the dead often remain undiscovere
in the hemp fields for a long time and begin to decay. Of cours
the smell of corpses is everywhere. That's only natural. Hea
that? It's the Bertha again.”

In the past few days they had talked of everything in th
world. Gordon had learned his friend’s ideas about the war amn
its effect on people’s thinking Zhivago had told him how har
he found it to accept the ruthless logic of mutual extermination
to get used to the sight of the wonnded, especially to the horro
of certain wounds of a new sort, to the mutilation of survivor:
whom the technique of modern fighting had turmed into lump:
of disfgured flesh.

Going about with him day after day, Gordon too had seer
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 camriages 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 aver 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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eoin Into the air, forang an old Jew \villlx a gray bea{d and 2
long caftan to catch it The old man missed every time. The
coin Bew past his pitifully spread-aut ha.nds.and dropped into
the mud. When the old man bent to_pick it up, the Cosmlf
taln that jt would nat take a more sesious turn, Every now and
then, the o} man's wife ran out of the house across the road,
screamng and stretching out her arms to him, and ran back
again in terror, Two little girls were watching their grandfather
out of the window and erying.

The driver, who found 2l this extremely comical, slowed down
5o 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
doing it for fun.”

Cordon #nd Zhivago drave on in silence.

“I¥s ternble,” said Yurii Andreievich 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 fighting happens
to be in their Pale And as if punitive taxation, the destruction
of their property, ond all thelr other suffenngs were not enough,
they are subjected to pogroms, insults, and aceusations that
they lack patriotsm  And why should they be patriotic? Under
enemy rule, they enjoy equal rights, and we do nothing but per-
secute them. This hatsed for them, the basis of it, is irational.
1t is stimulated by the very things that should arouse sympathy

~therr poverty, their overcrowdmg, their weakness, o is 1

v 3 . and this in-
ability to Bght back. I ean’t understand it. It's like an 1 o
fate* :

Gordon did not reply.

12
Once again they were lying on their bunks o e
o .
Tong Tow windosw, it was night, and they wcr: i;‘lti:;;\dﬁ ot
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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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coint into the air, farcing an old Jew witl} a gray beafd and 2
long eaftan to catch it. The old man missed every time. The
com flew past his pitifully spread-out hands and dropped mu{
the mud. When the old man bent to pick it up, the Cst:}cL
slapped his bottom, and the onlookers held theu.sxdess groaning
with laughter: this was the point of the entertainment. For the
moment t was harmless encugh, but no one could say for cer-
tain that it would not take a more serious tum. Every now and
then, the old max's wife 7an tut of the house acvoss the road,
streuming 20d stretching out her arms to him, and ran back
again in terror Two hitle girls were watchung theis grandfather
out of the window and crying.

The driver, who found all this extremely comical, stowed down
so 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 readdly. “We meant no hanm, we were only
domg it for fun”

Gordon and Zhivag drove on in silence,

“Its terible,” smd Yurn Andreievich when they were in sight
of their own village. “You can't imagine what the wretched Jew-
ish population 1 going through in this war. The Sighting happens
o be in their Pale, And as if punibive taxation, the destruction
of thewr property, and all their other sufferings were not enough,
they are subjected to pogroms, insults, and accusations that
they lack patriotism. And why should they be patriotic? Under
enemy rule, they enjoy equal tights, and we do nothing but per-
sec'ute them This hatred for them, the basis of it, is irratiopal,
Itis stumilated by the very things that should arouse sympathy
—~their poverty, theis overtrawding, thewr weakness, and this in-
abality to fight back. T can't uod dit. I¥'s bke an § B
fate” P

Gordon did not reply.

12

e1¢ ying on their burks on either side of the
it was night, and they were alking,

Qaee again they were
long low window,
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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 be 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 patural, in the Russian w:ny..tng.
icafly above these analities. After all, that kind of theatricalism is
unthizkable in Bussia. For such gestures are theatrical, aren't
they? I suppose that there were suchs things as ‘peoples’ under
the Gaesars~Cauls ar Scythians or Illyrians and so op. But ever
since, they have been mere ficton, which served only as sub-
jects for speeches by kings and politicians: “The people, my peo-
te®

“Now the front is fooded with correspondents and journalists.
They record their ‘observations’ and gems of popular wisdom,
they visit the wounded and construct new theories about the
peaple’s soul. Its 2 new version of Dahlt and fust as bogus—
bnguistic grap fa, verbal i t That's one type—
and then there’s the other: clipped speech, “sketches and short
scenes,” skepticism and misanthropy. 1 read a piece like that the
other day: ‘A guay day, hke yesterday. Rain since morning,
shesk ¥ ook out of the window and see the road. Prisoners in
an endless hoe, YWounded. A gun is firing, It Sres today as yes-
terday, tomorrow as today and every day and every hour”
Tt that suble and watty! But what has be got against the
gou? How 044 to expect vanety from a gun! Why doesa't he look
at him.self,' shooting off the same sentences, commas, lists of
facts day in, day out, keeping up his barsage of journabistic
philanthsopy as numble a5 the jumping of & 8ea? Why can't he
get 3t wito his head that at's for him to stop repeating himself
;lmﬂ Yor the gun—that you can never say something meaningful

in

v g yous votebook, that facts don’t
enst untl ¥ <
erst wntd man puts sato them s bit of

somethine ~0 Lt
. K ' luow
That

t

o
o mcidents Lhe ;;__Q; povs pattiarch—and there are thousands

ot cousse it an ignominy~but there!
gzmr u-;] p]hﬂusnpbmng, you just hit out. But the Jewish que:tizz
cmaﬂ\\; o] e:):;herc Phulosophy does come in—and then we dis.
cover omething unexpected, Not that ¥m going to telt You any-
ng new—we both got our ideas from your uncle, 4
 Viadimir 1 .

Tonkon vazovich Tabl, swtbor of & Dictlonary 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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is soaring faght above the dullness of a humdnn}\ existence,
ﬁ:s sﬁoxst a%hie;ed in their land, proclaimed 1n their Janguage,
and belonged to their race] And they actually 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 co.\ﬂd they
think that after it toumphed and established its reign, they
would remain 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 throughot the centuries? And
why fs it that all these Lterary friends of ‘the people’ of all
pations are always so untalested? 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
bursting ke bodders with the pressure of their duty—disbanded
this army which keeps on fighting 2nd 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 m the world. You are the very thing against which
you have been turned by the worst and weakest among you

18

The followiag, day when Zhivago came home to dipner, he said:
“Well, you were so anxipus to leave, now your wish has come
true. I won't say “Just your luck’ because it isn't lucky that we
are being hard-pressed and beaten agun. The way east is open;
the pressure is from the west. Al the medical umts are under
:slleerxs l:) g;t ;ut:t\;:’ll be going tomomow or the next day.
here to, 1 don't now, And I sappose, K: hai
Cngnrit_evic}fs hnen. still hasa’t been wSShedt Ill:::ﬁ:r“a‘;:, ‘:;\i:;:
(}}:{xg( Mrpen‘!:u will tell you he has given it to his gl to wash,
but ‘1‘- you ask um who and where she is, he doesn’t know, the
He paid no attention to X

ko’ .
wpolopies for borm\\ing his l:?;: si;‘? cuses nor to Gordon's



122 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“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 era? 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 begip 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? Do you want spiritua!
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 ingless, 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 2
chance to show off their competence and cleverness, and to
thrive on their compassion for the persecuted. 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,

T ~
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14

The hospital where Yurii Andrefevich was recovering in the
officers” ward had been evacuated to 4n ohscure, small town on
a railway lire close to the G.H.Q. It was a warm day at the
end of Febrary, The window near his bed was open at his re-
quest, . o d

The patients were killing time before dinner as best they cou:l "
They had been told that a new turse had joined the hospital
stafl and would be doing her fist round that day. In the bed
opposite Zhivage's, Galullm was Jooking at the newspapers that
had just arrived and exclaiming indignantly at the blanks left
Yy the censorship. Yurli Andreiovich was veading Tonid's let-
ters, which had accumulated in one great batch. The breeze

custled the lettess and the papers, At the sound of light footsteps
e looked up. Lara came into the ward,

Zhivage and Galiullin each recognized ber without 4
that the other knew her. She kuew neither of them. She said:
“Hello. Why is the window open? Aren’t you cold?” Going up to
Galrllin, she asked him how he felt and took his wrist to feel
his pulse, but immediately let go of it and sat down by his bed,
looking at him with a puzzled expression,

“This is indeed unexpected, Larisa Feodoravss,” he said. “T

Ymew your husband. We were in the same regiment. I've kept his
things for you.”

“It ism't possible.” she kept saying, “it isw't possible. You knew
him! ¥What an extraordinary eoincidence. Please tell me quickly
how it happened. He was killed by a shell, wasn't he, and buried
by tzze explosion? You see T know, please don’t be afraid of telling
me.

Galilic’s courage failed him. He decided to tell her 2 com-
forting lie.

“Avtipov was taken priconer,” be said. “He advanced to
far with his unit. The o
b mnmdﬂfey were surrounded and cut off, He was

But she did not believe bim. Shaken by the dne
the meeting and not wishing t it oy caness of
she burried out inta th 8 ok dovn n ront of

: strangers,
e coridor, Eems
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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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i e around ber recently. Before,

mSE: ﬁi‘?ﬁi‘éﬁfﬁi‘;ﬂﬁ’fﬁf acfh:ﬁdnds, sacted d"ﬁefﬂ’l—{"l‘;l’ a“'a)’x
country, to the army, to society. But now that the w:

:53301‘;: (an:y that was the misfortune at the bottom of all the

t) nothing was sacred any more. X
resl-lz'eryﬂu'ng had changed suddenly—the tone, the mxl)*ml'fcsi
mate, you didn’t know what to think, whom to listen 1;roémsd i i
your hfe you had been Jed by the Yand hke a smal :“Lka:
suddenly you were on your own, you hfxd to learn to w I}'
yourself. There was po one around, nexth.er family nor peopl S
‘Whose judgrment you espested, At such a time you felt the neex
of committing yourself to something absalute—Dfe or truth or
heanty—of being niled by it in place of the man-made rules
that fad been discarded. You peeded to surrender to some
such ultimate purpose more fully, more unreservedly than you
had ever done 1w the old familiar, peaceful days, in the old life
that was now abohshed and gone for goed, 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
Pashs, Lara would be nothing but a mother, devoting all her
strength to her poor orphaned chuld.

Yuni Andrerevich heard from Moscow that Gordon and Dude-
tov had published his book without his permission, and that 2t
was praised and tegerded as showing great literary promise;
that Moscow was going through a dwstarbed, exciting time and
was on the eve of somethung impodtant, that there was growing
discontent among the masses, and that grave political events
were imminent

It was late at night. Yurii Andreievich was terribly sleepy. He
dozed ittently and 3 that the excit of the
past days was keeping him awale. A drowsy, sleepily breathing
wind yawned and stured outside the window. The wind wept
aad complawed, “Tow, Sasha, 1 miss you, 1 want to go home, I
want to g0 back ta wark” And to the muttering of the wind Yurii
Andrecvich slept and woke and sleps agamn in a quick, troubled
alternation of

{oy and suffering, as fleeking and disturbi hy
charging weather, as the restl%zsx mght, s e e

1t occurred to Lara that after all the devotion Galiullin had
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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
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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 afit e "t was now! You
couldr - A o« et 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, Tt 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-
fullm, 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 and to get back to their ordinary occupations
and their homes,

Z};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:

19y
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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 in
those principles which as a 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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yonu, i it were not for my constant, faithful thoughts of you and
of our home, 1 would vever have survived these two temible,
devastating years of war? But why am I writing this—soon we'll
be together, our hfe will begin again, everything will be deared

uP"\Vba\ frightens me about your letter is something else, 1
I reallly gase you cause to write in such 2 way, my behavior must
have been ambrguous and I am at fault not only before you but
before that other woman whom I am misleading. I} apologize
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 bers who is acting as instructor in con-
nection with these legislative changes.

“It may interest you to kuow that although we live in the
same house I don’t know to this day which is Antipova’s room.
Tve never bothered to fud out.”

8

Two main roads ran from Meliuzeievo, one going east, the
:)ih:r :vest. Ope was 2 mud track leading through the wands
o T S =

. ' t
.
4 s was glavenea and wept through Belds, 'bogg’y
;‘;u m}f ut dry in summer, to Bufuchi, the nearest railway

In June Zybushino became an independent republic

. ublic, It
;t\ up by the Yoral miller Blazheiko at:si suppoﬂegl bycde:er\t?t:
fom the 213th Infantry who had feft the front at the time of
the uph.eava\s, kept their arms, and

Burinehy, come to Zybushino through
The republic yefused & tecomize the Buwteoo » ¢~
ot a0 TS

" = Kuspuit WART ’
enty were to be collectivized, &) € all work

and prop-
and seferr
fration as an Apostolic Seat. 4 seferted to the 1o

cal admanis.
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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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\he town and as a rallying pofat for the guests who came from
aear and far to stay at Razdolnofe in summer. o
Now the house was a hospital, and its owner was In prison
etersburg, where she had lived.
fn (I;E!(he 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 snaryied. o

Grayhaired, pirkchecked, wod_dih Tod. M
Fleury shuffled about in bedsoom slippers and 2 floppy, worn-
out housecaat, apparently as much at home in the Thospita} as
she had been in the Zhabrinsky famuly, She told long stories in
her broken Russian, swallowing the ends of her words in the
French maner, 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 doctor were bound to be at-
tracted to each other, Suceumbing to her passion for match-
making, so deep-rooted m the Latin heart, she was delighted
when she found them in each other’s compauny, and would shake
ber finger and wink slyly at them, This puzzled Antipova and
angered the dactor; but, hke all eceentrics, Mademoiselle cher.

1shed her fllusions and would oot be parted from them at any
price.

Ustnia was an even stranger character, Her clumsy, pear-
shaped figure gave her the look of a brood hen. She wac dry
and b 3- ot -

ness

thin, P i

the daughter of the local sor b0 st to be

’ sorcerer, she knew countless spells
und would never go out without first Tuattering over the stove

and the keyhole to protect the house in her abs
the Bt o eorotect th in her absence from fire and

: eep quiet for years, but once she
:;;s t:‘:ls]ed nothing would stop her. Her passion was to defend

Al i
- cr lhep fall Pf l.h:a Zyt‘luszamo republic, the Meliuzefevo

c 3 agamst the )

::nzlf:xs;;:t\m;\\:nc:; }‘vaery night peao;fu? meegﬁngs we‘:e 1(:13‘)3
2, attens small i

obing beer s} dywh Da' numbers of citizens who had

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. Revolutionary
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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50 one could hear anything in the roar caused by bundreds of
voices.

Rat this was nat ane of the reception days. The clerks sat
wiiting sitently in the peacefu} office, disgruntled at the growing
complication of their work, and exchanging ironie glances, Cheer-
ful voices came from the commandant's roorm; it sounded as i,
in there, people had unbuttoned their tusies and were having
sefreshments.

Galllin came ont of the inner room, saw Zhivago, and vig-
oromly beckoned to bim.

Sinee the doctor had in any case to see the commandant,
fi6 swent $n. He found the soom in & state of artistic disorder.

The center of the stage was held by the new commissar, the
hero of the day and the sensation of the town, who, instead of
being at bis post, was addressing the rulers of this paper king-
dom quite noconnected with staf sad operational matters,

“Here's another of our staxs,” said the comsegndant, intraduc-
ing the doctor, The i pletely self-absarbed, did not
Tack around, and the cammandant turned to sign the paper that
the doctor put in front of him and waved him politely ta a
low ottoman in the center of the room.

‘The doctor was the only persn in the room wha sat normally.
All the rest were lofing eccentrically with an air of exaggerated
and assumed ease. The commandant almost lay across bis
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 wera riding side saddle, Galiul-
Hin sat astride a chair, his srms folded on its back and his head
resting on his arms, and the commissar kept hoisting himselt
up by his wists onto the window sifl and fumping off and yun.
ning up and down the room with small
about Yke o wound-up top,

o quick steps, buzzing
! never stll or slent for a moment.
He tatked costinuously; the subject of th i

bz probiem of the deseriens at B]i:iuchi. o conersation wis

The commussar was exaclly as he had b

; X een deseribed to

?ﬁu;agn l}ne “':mthin and graceful, Barely out of ks teens

b n:;;e wx‘: e Tighest ideals. He was said to come of a gaoé

my (e {scn of 2 senntor, some people thought) and to have
one of the first %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 fieedam as is not fmjoyed by any other
people in the world. This I aid, and so did many other young
men hke myself, pot ta speak of the old guard of our glorious
predecessors, the champans of the peaple’s nights who were sent
to hard labor in Stberia or locked up in the Schiusselburg For-
tress. Did we do this for ourselves? Did we have to do it? And
you, you who are no longer ordinary privates but the warriors
of the Brst revolutionary army in the world, ask yourselves
honestly: Have you lived up to your proud calling? At this 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, politically feited
with freedom, hoohgans for whom nothing is enough. You're
like the provesbal pig that was allowed in the dining room
nd at once jumped onto the table” Ob, Il touch them to the
quick, Il make them feel ashamed of themselves.”

“No, that would be risky,” the commandant objected half-
L dly, exchanging quick, ingful glances with his aide,

Calivtim did his best to dissuade the commissar from his i~
sane Jdea, He knew the reckless men of the z12th, they had

tcen in his davision at the front. But the commissar refused te
sten.,

Yun'i Andzeievich kept trymg to get up and go. The com-
messar's pawetd embanassed him, but the sty sophistication of
the dast and his aide—two sneering and dissembli
opportunists—was po better. The foolishness of the one yas
n‘m\cihcd by the slyness of the otbers. And all this expressed
sself 1 a torrent of words, superfluous, utterly £l
profoundly alten to life tself. ? ey fokie, oty

Oh, kow ane wishes sometumes to escape from the meaningless
duallness of human eloquence, from all those sublime phrases,
\? \3\‘@ rc‘iugc’h; natute, appatently so inarticulate, or in the
wordlessness of long, grinding tabor, of
muste, or of a hummgt ders nhnnu S(’Jund’ sleep,:f e
emotion! b by

The dottor remembered his comin i '

d g talk with Antipova, Though
it was bound to be unpleasant, he was glad of Izhe necc:l;iy
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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 out, 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, mystcrious 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—
snatehes of 2 song, a drunken soldier, doors banging. )

An enormous erimson moon rose behind the crows’ pests in
fhe Countess's garden. At fisst it was the color of the new brick
mill in Zybushino, then it tumed yellow like the water tower
at Birjuchi

And jost under the window, the smell of pew-mown hay, as
perfumed as jasiine tea, mived 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
Tor the berd and would not yet accept food from her new mis-
tress.

“Now, now, wbua> there, I 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 beyond
the black barns of Melinzeievo 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.

Everythig was fermentmng, growing, rising with the magic
yeast of Yife. The joy of living, Yke a gentle wind, swept in a
broad surge indisctimunately through 6elds and towns, through
walls and fences, through wood and flesh Not to be over-

whelmed by this tidal wave, Yurii Andreievich went out into the
squate to Jisten to the speeches.

.

7
By }:w“:hx lh;. moon stood high. Its
wath a thick layer of white paint, The broad shadows thr
S b;
the pillared government budldings that surrounded the‘);::m);
in :}}scm&mz\e spxeni on the ground ke black rugs.
te mecling, was bewg beld across the square, Stratni s
emb,vne could hear every word, But theqdoctox w:zgu:;;
by the beauty of the spectacte; he sat down an the bench out-

Yight covered everything as
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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 zbout with words Yike "}01-

‘slirv?!s)f Meush)evﬂ:s,’ that's all you talk abn\at-—BolShevx.ks,
Mensheviks, Now all that about no more fighting and 2l being
brothers, 1 call that being godly, not Menshevik, and about
the works and factories going to the poor, that isn't Bulfhevxk,
that's just buman decency, And about that deaf-mute, were fed
up hearing about him. Everybody goes on and on about the
deaf-mute. And what have you got against him? Just that he
was dumb all that time and then he suddenly started to talk
and didn't ask your permission? As if that were s0 marvellous!
Much stranger things than that have been kuown to happen.
Take the famous she-ass, for instance. ‘Balaam, Balaam, she
says, Tisten ta me, dou't go that way, T beg you, you'll be sorry.”
Well, naturally, he woulds’t hsten, he went on. Like you saying,
‘A deaf-mute,’ he thought, ‘a she-ass, a dumb beast, what's the
good of listening to her! He scorned her. And look how sorry
he was afterwards. You all know what the end of it was”

“What?” someone asked cungusly,

“That's enough,” snapped Ustinia. “If you ask too many ques-
tions yau'll grow old before your time

“That's no good You tell us;” insisted the heckler,

"All right, all right, L'l tell you, you pest. He was turned into
a pillar of salt.”

“You've gat it wrong, that was Let. That was Lots wife!” peo-

ple shauted, Everyone laughed. The chairman called the meet-
wg to order. The doctor went to bed,

8

He saw Antipova the following evening He found her 3
Ay
E\nuy with a pile of Linen, straight mtgoi the wnngexershl:: waes
onng, ’

The pantry was one of the bark 1
; voms at the top, lookin,
out aver the garden. There the samovars were got rea&; !n:g \vags
dls‘;lcd ::ut‘.’ and ll:]e used plates were stacked in the dugib-
waiter to be sent 3
i, e oo d a:::m ta the ktchen There too the lists of

v were hept and checked,
spent their moments of leisux? using ite:; ea ::ed\ig;:rpel;c?ﬂe
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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 cach in tum in
the flue to kecp them hot.

“Well, why didn’t 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, I'm packing
When I've finished I'll be off. Il be in the Urals and you'll be
in Moscow. Then one day somebody will ask you: ‘Do you hap-
pen to know a little town called Meliuzeievo?” and you'll say:
‘T 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 Jong story. How quickly these irons cool] Do hand me
the other, do you mind? It's over there, look, just inside the flue,
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 I sup-
pose all the men are drunks. Then it's desolate. A terrible sight.”

“Nonsense! Drunks? A lot you nnderstand! It’s just that there
is no onc there, all the men are in the army. What about the
new councils?”

“You're wrong abonut the drunks, ] don't 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 nobaly
10 work with, All the peasants care about at the moment Is the
land question. . . . Istopped at Razdolnole. What a lovely place,
you should go and sce jt. . . . It was burned a bit and looted
last spring, the bam is bumed down, the orchards are charred,
and there are smoke stains on some of the houses. Zybushino
T 3307 see. 1 didn’t get there. But they all tell you the deaf-mute
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really exists. They describe what be Jooks like, they say he's
i and educated.” .
}"% sight Ustinia stood up for him on the squaze: .

“~The smoment I got back there was anothter tot of old furniture
from Razdolnoie, Tve asked them 2 hundred times 10 Teave &
aloge. As i} we dide’t have enough of our own. And this m‘ogn-
ing the guard from the commandant’s ofice comes aver with 2
note—they must bave the silver tea set and the crystal glasses,
if's n matter of Yife and death, just for one night, they send it
ack, Half of it weTl never see agaut. €5 clways a loan—~T }m.nw
these Joans, They're baving & party~in honor of some visitor
ot somethung” R

“1 can guess who that is. The new comissar has arrived, the
one who's appointed to our sector of the front. They want to
tackle the deserters, have them surrounded and disarmed. jl?xe
commissar is a greenhorn, 2 babe in arms. The local authorities
want to call out the Cossacks, but not he—he’s planning to
speak to their hedrts. The-people, he says, ae like children, and
50 on; he thinks it's a kund of game, Galiullin tried to argue with
Tum, he told hum to leave the jungle alone, not to rouse the
wild beast. "Leave us to deat with it) he said. But you can’t
do anything with 2 fellow bke that once he's got a thing in his
head. 1 do wish you'd listen to me Do stop irening 2 minute.
There will be an womaginable mess bere soan; it's beyoud our
power to avert it I do wish you'd leave before it happens™

“Nothung will happen, you're exaggerating, And anyway, { am
leaving But 1 ean't just snap my fingers and say goodbye. I
have to hand in & properly checked inventory, I don't want it to
ook as if Y've stolen something and run away, And who is to

take over? That's the problem, 1 can’t tell you what T've been
Abrough with fhat mserable inventory,

. and all Y get is abuse. 1
listed Zhabrinskais's thungs as hospital property, because that
was the sense of the decsee, Now they say 1 did it on purpase
to keep them for the awner! What a Jizky tricky”

“Do stop wotrying about pats end rugs. To hell with them.
What a thing to fuss about at a time bke fhist Qh, 1 wish T'd seen
you yesterday. I was in such good form that § eould bave told
you all about everything, evplained the whole celestial mechan-
tos, amywered any acougsed question! I¢'s true, you kuow, I'm
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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 revolntion ¢hid 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,
ke a sigh suppressed too long Eseryone 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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st sepasake steats, these private, individual revo}u-

::::if:!rc Hoxvi:?:nku jt—the sea of !ife: the sea of ‘spomanexty.
1 said life, but 1 mean kfe as you see it in a great picture, trans-
formed by genius, creatively eoriched. Only now people have
decided t expetience it ot in books and pictures but in them-
selves, not as an abstraction but in practice; o

The sudden trembling of bis voice betra_yed his ising
agitation. Antipova stopped ironing 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 rushed on, blurt-
ing out whatever came into his head

“These days 1 have such a longing 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 kitaws 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 1s really close to you, your
friend or your husband—best of all if he were  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
forgive me™

Qree again the doctor's voice betrayed him. He gave up stg:
ging and, fecling hupelessly awlward, got up and went to the

window Leaning on the i, his cheek on his hand, be stared
into the dark

arden with absent, 1 i .
e e da & unseeing eyes, trying to col

Antipova walked round the isoning board, propped betwee
\Te table nndf!hc ather window, :mt% Stuppchin [:}!:e middl: 012
the toom 2 few steps behind him, “That's what T v
been afeaid of” sh\:psmd softdy, Yo et L oy

; as it to herselk. I shouldo?
e . . . Dont, Yuri Andreievich, you mustn't, Oh, no\vmt?st
lock at what yow've made me 4ot she exclaimed She ran black
to the board, where a thin stream of acrid smoke came from
under the iron that had bumed through o bloyse. ’
hshc' t\mmpv:! 1t down crossly on its stand, “Yurfi :A.ndreievich,’
3 ‘c \‘\cn.t of, “do be sensible, go off to Mademniselie for 2 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 secemed 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 aristocrats,
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 Jegless men in the surgieal 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 had a good excuse to

nd the night out.
spi\'cll, lha%lk 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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ginia? No, she bad her key. Oh God, how terrible, they've started
ng:aat pigs, just the same! Not that you c-ouki expect n“"“&]"
to hear anything, be was off tomorrow, his thoughts wese : ;
ready in Moscow or on the journey. But what about G.:dmﬂfn
Tiow conld be sleep soundly or ke calmly through all this noise,
expecting thot in the end she, a weak, defenseless old'\vor.mn,
would go down and open for God knows whout, ea this fright-
ening ught in this frightenrog cound

Cabrotint~—she bered suddenly. No, such cauld
occur to her only because she was half asleep, Galiullin wasn't
there, he should be 2 Jong way off by now. Hadn't she herself,
with Zhwago, hidden him, and disguised him as 2 ciwlian, and
then told hun about every Toad and willage in the distnct o
help him to escape after that horrible ynclung at the station
when they killed Commussar Gmts and chased Gahullin o}
the way from Buiuchs to Melnzeievo, shootng at larm and then
hunting for hum all over the town!

1f 1t hadn't been for those sutomobiles, not a stone would
have been left standmg in the town An armored division hap-
pened to be passing through, and stopped those evil men.

The storm was subsiding, moving away. The thunder was less
continuous, duller, more distant The rain stopped accasionally,
when the water could be heard splashing softly off the leaves
and down the gutters Noisel flections of distant lghtning
"; up Mademauselle's xoom, lingering as though looking for some-
thing

Suddenly the mocking at the front door, which had long
since stopped, was resumed, Someone was in trgent need of
help and was Jnock i

8 rep y, m desp The wind
zose again and the rain came down,

“Comng,” shouted Mademoiselle to whoever it was, and the
sound of her own voice fnghtened ber. ’
1t had suddenly oecurred to her wha it might be. Putti
her fect and pushing them inta stippers, sh% threw ;:r‘?::si:;n
gown over her shoulders and hurried to wake up Zhivago, 1gt
would be Yess frightening 1f he came down with her, But he had
heard the knocking and was already comung down with o
bghted eandle. The same idea bad cecurred 1o both of them
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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 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 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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ct i 3 thropgh mmd spaked to the skin, and
‘t‘}::l;li ::;)Tleas’),:,hﬁmdeozeus nigquesﬁuns whale she took off her
things, and she would go and change ;.md come downhsand_dg
herselt in front of the Xitchen stove, still warm fmm‘ t m% t,
and would tell them ber adventures, pushing back her halr

jud g

an’?'g:;ﬁggbeen so sure of it that after 10@king the front door
they Imagined that she was outside the house in the form of 2
watery wiaith, and ber fmage continued to haugt them.

10

1t was smd that the Biriuchi telegrapher, Kolia Frolenko, was
indhrectly responsible for the trouble at the station. )
Koha, the son of 2 wellkn Motismel o)

had
been a famibar Sgure 1 Meliuzeievo from his earliest childhood

As & small boy he had stayed with some of the servants at
Razdolnoie and had played with the Countess’s daughters.
1t was then that he learned to understand French, Mademoi-
selle Fleury knew him well.

Everyone in Mebuzeieva was used to seeing him on his bicy-
cle, coatless, hatless, and in canvas summer shoes in any
weather Arms crossed on his chest, he free-wheeled down the
road, glancing up at the poles and wires to check the condition
of the network.

Some of the houses in Meliuzeievo were connected by
% branch Tine with the exchange at the station. The calls were
handied by Kolia at the Station swatchboard. There he was up
to hus ears in work, for not anly the telephone and telegraph
were b charge, but, if the stationmaster Povarikhin was
absent for & fow moments, 2kso the ratlway signals, which wete
operated from the same control Toom,

Having to loak after seversd mechant
Koha had evahed a

cal instruments at once,
and puzzling,

spendd siyle of speech, ohsoure, abrupt,
which coabled tim, «f e those, to avoid answgr-
mg‘qumxgm or getting imohed in a cowvessation. He was said
‘:u :‘\Iz: used the sdvantage this gave hiss on the day of the



150 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“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
rooms, both regretting that the alarm had been a f.:lsc' one.
They had been sure that when they opened the door Antipova

—
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At the word of command, the Cossacks mounted their horses
lloped to the clearing.
w%%e xegeli of the zmhg\vere surrounded. In woods, Pmse-
roen olways seem taller and more formidable than in an
open feld. They mpressed the infantrymen, although they had
nics in their mud buts, The Cossacks drew theur swords.

Wittun the nng formed by the horses, some timber was piled
up. Cints mounted it and aitdressed the sarrounded men.

s usua), he spoke of solderly duty, of the fatherland, and
many other Jofty subjects But these ideas found no sympathy
among s listeners, There were too many of them, They had
sullered 4 great deal in the war, they were thick-skinned and
evhansted. They had long been fed up with the phrases Gints
was giving them. Four mauths of waaing by the Left and Right
had corrupted these icated men, who, 1 , were

abenated by the speake;'x foreign-sounding name and Baltic
secent.

Cants felt that hus speech was too Jong and was annoyed at
ireett hut ha thaocliatoot ¢ .

r - ’ B

e, o weeu W speak straight from the shoulder and to
bring up the threats he had so far held in reserve. Heedless of
the nsimg he ded the hat revol ¥
courts-martial had been set up, asd called on them, on pain of
death, to disarm and give up their ringleaders. If they refused,
he smd, they would prove that they were common traitors, an
wresponnble swollen-headed sabble, The men had become un-
used to beng talked to in such a tone,

Several hundred voices rose in an wproar. Sa Tow-
];nched Tx;nd. almost without anger- “Aﬁ right, :\\: r‘ivg:: 1?1‘;76
:12:,‘;,3( c:‘:ts eraugh” But hate-fljed, hystencal trebles pre-

“The t i
- ‘hkl: ‘;:t;tn gdlmz like in the old days! These officers still treat

we're traftars, ave we? And what about your-
setf, Excellency? Why bother with yam? Obvicusly b}:unkg!;

papers, blueblood. And what

uve came ta vestore order, go an, tie us up, bave your fun ;
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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,
searing, 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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water butt for use in case of fire, Tt wos Hightly c\)vctf,d‘
:;ou?g a;nmped wp on the 1d end addressed the :.:ppxnachmg
soldrers with an incoberent but gripping speech. His usnatural
voice and the insane boldness of his gesture, tivo steps from
the door where he could so easily have taken shelter, ?m':\zed
them and stopped them in theix tracks, They lowered their rifles,
But Ciats, who was standing on the edge of the id, suddesly
pushed it in. Que of his legs slipped into the water and the
other hung over the edge of the butt.
Seeing um 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 hus body.

n

Mademoiselle called up Kalia and tald Wi to find Dr. Zhivago 2
good seat i the traun to Moscaw, threaterung him with exposure
of he did not.

Koha was as ususl conducting another couversation and, judg-
ing by the deaimal fractions that punctuated bis speech, trans-
miting a message i code over a third wnstrument,

“Psdov, Fskov, can you hear me® What rebels? What help?
What are you talling about, Mademoiselle? Ring off, please.
Pshov, Pskov, thirty-six paiat zero one fve, Oh hell, they've cat
e off. Hello, hella, 1 ean’t hear, Is that you agan, Mademar-
seNe? Tee told you, I eant. Ask Povarikhin. All lies, Ections
Thetysis .. Ob hell . Cet off the line, Mademoiselle”

And Mademoisefle was saying:

“Don’t you throw dust in my cyes, Pskov, Pskov, you lar, 1
te.m see ndg\;x \hm‘ugh you, tomorraw youll put the doctor on the
1:?[’; ):::! m‘:\':onl Listen to another word from any murdesing

The dav ¥oeit 2200+

ke the
the sta-
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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 thraugh the windows and onto the Toofs.
The train Blled in 4n instant, while 1t was stll moving, svd by
the time it stood by the platform, not only was it cmrmne.d but
passengers bung all over 1t fxom tap to battom. By & miracle,
the dactor managed to get onto 2 platform and from there, st
wore tnaccountably, ioto the corridor,

There he stayed, sitting on his luggage, ail the way to Sukhin-
ichi

The stormy sky had cleared. In the hot, suony felds, evickets
chirped Youdly, mufling the clatter of the train.

Thase passengers who stood by the windows shaded the rest
from the bght Therr double and trple shadows streaked across
the foor and benches Indeed, these shadows went beyond the
cars They were crowded out through the opposite windows,
and accompanied the moving shadow of the train itself,

Al around people were shouting, bawling songs, quarrelling,
and playiog cards Whenever the train stopped, the noise of the
besieging crowds outside was added to this turmorl. The roar of
the voiees way deafening, ke a storm at sea, and, as at sea,
there would be a sudden Wil In the inexplicable stillness you
could hear footsteps Burrying down the platform, the bustle
and arguments onfside the freight car, isclated words from pev-
gle, farewells spoken m the distance, and the quiet clucking
of hens and rusthing of trees in the station gasden,

Then, Iike a telegram delivered on the tram, or like greet-
ings from Melwzcl ddressed to Yurli Andeeiovich, there
&iilted i through the windows a familtar fragrance. It Q;m;e from
smnc;]vh;rc to one side and bighes than the Jevel of either garden
‘:}:l:f-'. (:k:“ ers, and it quictly asserted its excellence aver every-

Kept from the windows by the crowd, the doctor could not

see the trees, but be imagined th G
S 3 em
ner, calmly steetching o R

v it their heavy branch i
roofs, and their foliage, covered \\:\};\ dust Su:: &ee C;“as:ﬁ;

trains and thick o« night, was spr i i
small, glitterag \xam% ﬂwm.sgnn\:led i comteluions of

'\:t;:‘; \\:\pp::“;‘d ::m: and again throughout the trip. There Were
toating coo very i
e Ty 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-
down the hills like marbles, scrambled onto the em-

led
o jumped onto the steps and

bankment, and, pushing each other,
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amiably, at once ea-
g, " as he did so, Bxedly

“his mouth,

* lt;es rl:]ad au unpleasant, high-pitched voice H:Lat now 20d
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.

“Shall § close the window?" Yuril 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 ey . fvago, *.
centrie, evidently. Doos‘r}t m\;ﬁ;}t&\m &gx\?hkn?zziohut:;)b
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 in
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 it out. He was finally appeased by Yurii
Andreievich 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.

Zhivaga'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 like 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 seat and resumed its former likeness to a floor rag.

1t was only then that Yurii Andreievich 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 2 hook in

the compartment.
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new upheaval, today’s, bom of the war, b\vm!’y, x:u\h\‘ess, ele.
mental, the saldiers’ revolution led by those p revolu-
tionaries, the Bolsheviks. .

And among the new thoughts, too, was Nurse Antipova,
stranded by the war God knows where, about whose past he
Inew nothing, who never blamed anyone but whose very silence
seemed to be 2 complaint, who was iously reserved and
5o strong i bes seserve. And so was Yuri Andreieviehs hopest
endeavor not to love her, as wholehearted as his striving
throughout his life until now ta love everyone, not only his
fammily and s 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
evichs hair. At every station, by wight as by day, the wowds
stormed and the haden trees rustled

Sometimes carts or gigs rattled up to the station out of the
darkniess, and voices and mmbling wheels wmingled with the
susthng of trees.

At such moments Yurii Andreievich felt he understood what
ft wos that made these night shadows rumle and put their
heads together, and what it was they whispered to each other,
Lazily stirnng their leaves heavy with sleep, Tike faltering, lisping
tongues. It was the very thing hie was thinking of, turning rest-
lessly in hus berth—the tidmgs of the ever-widening cireles of
uarest and exatement m Russia, the tidings of the revoluton,

of its &ficult and fateful hour and its probable ultimate great-
ness

15
The doctor dud not wake wp untl aft “
leven. “Prince, Prince,”
tus aerghbor was eoll - 3 5 o : o
Andreievicls nstonis\\:xini:’{&)e o oy

L]
themselves, 50 oes s o 2d the compastment to
T
Me e -t

ffe wathed and taved 1n Prewar comfort and came hoacl on
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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, be
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 1 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 1905,

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 bad
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 mtellectuals’ revolution of 1903, but this
Tl
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turit Andreievich, and indeed they spoke of modem art. 'Na‘:
‘&A\"Kﬂb‘:‘;pm—mcc 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-
vago's questioning glance, he exclai d: “What? Haven't you
notrced anythung? 1 thought you had guessed what was the mat-
ter with me ™ L

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 hod reached an incredible facihty 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 course 1 didl” TPogorevshikh
burst forth oy fully,

laughing, rocking f de t
ensioty S ghing, g from side to side, and

is knees. And once again he launched on a
Tong and fantaste discourse

He sad that Blazhedo had provided the o i
pportunity and
Zabustuno the ‘p\:cc for the application of his ‘:m'n Q}Zmie&
:lmh .‘\ndrvim;d;d h:ur‘u] it hard to follow his erpositian of
iem: Pagorevihikh's philosophy was & mixtu i
of anarchism and hunter's ull; stories. # mitare o the poncipls
Imperturbable as an oracle, he prophesied disastrous 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 provincial
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. “Hel 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
to a wide mound. Tt was striped horizontally with dark green
potato beds; beyond them, at the top of the mound, were CO_M
frames. Opposite the field, beyood the curving tail of the train,
a dark purple cloud covered half the sky. Sunbcams were break-
Ing theough it, spreading like wheel spokes and reflected by the
glass of the frames in a blinding glare.

Suddenly, warm, heavy rain, sparklng in the sun, fell out of
the cloud. The drops fell hurriedly and their d. 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 2 minute later
the domes, chemneys, raofs, and houses of the city.

“Moscow,” he said, retuming to the compartment. “Time to
Eetready.”

Pogorevshikh jumped up, rummaged in his bunter's bag, and
tock out a fat duck. “Yake it," he said. “As a souvenic, I have
rarely spent @ day in such pleasant company.”

Zhivaga's grotests were woavaibng, In the end he said: “AR
sight, Il take it as a present from you to my wife.”

“Splendid, splendid, your wife,” Pogorevshikh kept Tepeating
delightedly, as though he had heard the word for the first time,
fesking and Tughing so muck that Prince iumoed ont amd 4t

e & Lusst pu AL U1 some printed poster. LS
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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, meanngless 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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locked their way. They drove faster The doctor was struck
ll))yocthc pies of o}Id neu{spapm and posters, tom down from
the walls gnq fences, Dittering the sidewalks anq streets, The
wind pulled them one way and hoofs, wheeks, and feet shoved

other,

Ull‘mc;b ;:uxed several iutersecﬁom, and soon the doctor’s house
appeared ot 5 comer. The eal stopped, .

Yuni Andrereviep, 8asped for breath apq his heart hammered
loudly as he 8ot out, walkeq UP to the frony door, and r:xr}g
the bell, Nothing happened, 1, TANG again, As there was stil]
"o teply, he went on finging a¢ short, anvioys intervals, e was
stlj inging when he saw that the door hant nn-_
Antoniny Alewandemm .
The tnexpectedpe: —
of them heard th, 4 vus LUT a5 the door helq wide
open by Tonyy W35 10 jtself welcome g, almost ap em-
brace, they spop Tecovered apg Tushed jng, each other's arms,
A momeng later they werg both talking a4 once, interrupting
cach othey,

First of g is everybody yeefjpr

{ orry. E\'er)thx'ng Is all nghy 1 WIote yoy 5
i - But wely talk aboyt that later,

\Vh\I didnt You seng 5 telegramp Marke] will take Your things

P T suppoge you gop Worried whep, Egoroyn, idn’t Jet You
in' She jg 4y the country,~

!hc;\v oung you log, and 1 War
& minute, 1 Dy the dn'\‘Z’r." £y hend o Freto Wan

Egorovny has” gong 1o Bet some floyy., The other Servants
hae heen duchargcd There's only one il noy,

e o Y qusha, Yyou
<7, she's lookgy, after Sachen) there’
Esery body | tol K o e

- > “IEIES no one else
old you're Comung 4, re longi t
see yo on, Dudoxov, Cveryone,* & they o8 to
" 18 Sashenygpn
Al vighy, thank Gy, He'
iy u £ just waleq uj

'P- If yoy Wweren’t sy
‘¢ train o could i o
Is Father at bomea~ 8 10 bim onee!

3000 wrip, to you2 He's il
Morning ) tught, he's)lhc ducs - (Y}c borough Pl
'l settled iy

an. Yes, can belier,
h cdmcr?Marlcl!.\hrlell")nu FHove



CHAPTER SIX

THE MOSCOVW 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 mn 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 even 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 cven 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 streets 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\‘\zra? Sec for yowself, Antomuea Alexandrovoa s making
irns to me, she wants me to gol .
’ g't;o‘;m wonder? That's enough, Maskel, pot G\.e things d.(l\vxf,
and that will be alt, thank you. 1f Yusii Andreievich wants any-
thing, el call you”

2

At last we've got fid of himl Al right, ol right, you can lis?:en
ta bim i€ you like, but 1 can tell yoa, it's all make-believe \0)1
talk to him and you thivk he's the vilage idiot, Toutrer \Vo\s\&'%r\\
melt in his mouth, and all the time he's secretly sharpening
his knifo~only he hasat quite decided yet whom he'll use it
on, the dharming {dllow”

“len't that a bit far-fetched? § expect hes just Qrunk, that's
[Ny

*And when is he sober, Td bke to koow. Anyway, I've had
enough of him What worries me 15, Sasha might go ta stecp
apin before you've seen him I it weren't for typhus on trains
+ . Yon haven't any lice on you?”

"1 don’t thirk sa. [ travelled comfortably—the same as belore
the war. I'd better have a quick wash, though, 1)) 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 up a past of the ground feor
to the Agricultural Academy It's too much to heat in winter,
aaywav, Tacn the top floor is too hig. So we've offered it
to them. They havent talen it over yet, but they'se moved in
ther Yibatles and their herbariums snd their specmens of seed,

¥ onl) hope we don't get rats—it’s rain, after all, Bur ar the
romeat they're keeping the rooms spick-and-span. By the way,
we don't sy “oams” any mare, s called Twving space’ now,
Ceme on, tle nas. Arent you slow 1o catch on! We g0 up the
back staips. Understand? Follow me, 111 show you”

“T'm very glad you've guen up those rooms. The hospital I've
been i w23 a5 §n & 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 Alexandrovna 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, Yurochka,
believe it or not, those who know have scen lh'c book, the
Mason's prophecies, one hundred and forty years it's b?cn Iy ILDS
under a stone, and now, it’s my consfdered opinion, Yurachha
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=Tonial You're not joking? ?i}ave you seen him? Where is hef
an’t we et him now, at once .
C.r;)lcﬂgbc so impatient, He's staying with someope in éh.e
country. He promised to be back the day after mmor_m\'; €'t
changed a lot. Youll be disappointed. He stopped in helers~
burg on the way, he's got Bolshevized, Father gets quite hoarse
arguing with him. But why do we stop on every step. Lets go-
So you too have heard there’s 2 bad time ahead—hardships,
dangers, anything wight happen” .
“{ think so myself. 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 frewood, or water, or light.
Theyll abalish moncy. No supplies will be coming in. Now
weve stopped againt Come along Listen, they say there are
wonderful Iron stoves for sale in the Arbat Small ones. You
can bum o newspaper and cook a meal, Tve got the address.
Wemust get one before they're ol gone,”
“That's right. Well et one. Good idea. But just think of it
Unele Kolial T cant et over ™
“Let me tell you what 1 want to do. Well set aside a corner
somewhere on the top foor, say two or three rooms, communicat-
inz onts, and woll keep those for ourselves and Fatber and
Sashenka and Niusha, and well give up all the rest of the house.
We'll put up a partinon and have our own door, and it will
e Lke a separate apartment, Well put anc of those fron stoves
fn the middle room, with a pipe through the window, and we'll
do all sur laundry, and our cooklng, and our entertaining, all
{n thas one room. That way well get the most out of the fuel,

:m:i who knaws, suth God's help, we'll et through the winter.”
Of course well get through it.

There's 1o question. That's a

Gr:c idea And you know what? Well haye 2 housewarming,
w :-’!I ook the duck and weT invite Uncle Kolia ™ v
Lovels And 1 a5k Gordon 1o bring some drink. e can get

it !mmv some Labaratory or other, Naw look, this is the room 1
was thinking n". Al rizht? Put your suitcase down and go get
vout banper We eild sk Dudoros and Shura Shlesinger to
the housewarming as well. You dont 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
¥ A bim now, at once?” .

C‘!'!gx::;’e\g‘; slon "\Jm‘pmcnh He's staying with someone it th‘e
country. He promised to be back the day after tomomrow. He's
hanzed 2 lot. Youwll be disappointed. He stopped in Peters-
b\ngbon the way, bes got Balshevized, Father gets quite h,onrse
arguing with him. But why do we stop on every step- Let's 50
So you ton have beard there’s o bad time ahea@~hardships,
dangers, anything might bappen.” .

"lse;nnk 50 m;self. Well, what of §t? Well manage, it cant

be the end of everything. We'll wait and see, the same as other
people”

“They say there won't be any firewood, or water, or light.
Theyll abolish mosey. No supplies will be coming in. Now
we've stopped againl Come along. Listen, they say there are
wonderful fron stoves for sale in the Arbat. Small ones. You
can burn 2 newspaper and cook a meal. Tve got the address.
We must get one before they’re all gone.™

“That's right. Wel get one. Good idea. But just think of it.
Uncle Kobol § can't get over iv*

“Let mo tell you what I want to do, We'll set aside a corner
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 Nyusha, and we'll give up all the yest of the house
Well put up 2 parttion and bave our own door, and i wll
be like a separate apartment. We'll put one of those ixon stoves
w the middle zoom, with a pipe through the window, aud well
do all our laundry, and our cooking, and our entertaning, all
w this one room That way well get the most out of the fuel,
and who knows, with Gad's kelp, we'l get through the winter

Ot course well get through it, Theres 3 ¢
fne rdea And you know fh ere’s no question, That's a

at? Wy Ve ing,

Wl cook the duek and well ineite U:ge}!]?ol?a.ﬁ Rousewacming
“Lovely And Y4 ask Gordon to bring some drink. He can get
® (wm‘ some Yaboratory or other, Now Yook, this is the room I
was thinkmg of A nghe? Put your suitease dosvn and £o get
your hamper \}e could ask Dudorov and Shura Shlesinger to
the housewarming as well, You do't wmind? 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 2 minute. ! forgot to tell you. Ive 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 & cupid’s-bow mouth, standing up on 2 blapket, bandy-
legged and with its fist up as if it were doing a peasant d;mc?.
Sashenka had been a year oid at the time im(} trying to take
s Brst steps; now he was twe and was beginning fU talk,

Yurii Andreievich picked up his suitease, put it on to the
casd table by the window, and began to unpack. What had
the room been used for in the past, he wondered. He could not
recognize it, Tonia must have changed the furniture 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 layer of clothes and books inside the
suitcase, the light in the room changed and he realized where
he was.

1t had been Anna Ivapovaas storeroom, where she used to
put broken chairs 2nd tables and old papers. Here she had kept
her family archives and, in the summer, the trunks of winter
cothes, During her lifetime the comers were cluttered up
1 the ceiling with junk, and the children were not allowed in.
Only at Chnstmas or Easter, when huge crowds of cluldren
came to parties and the whole of the top floor was thrown open
to them, was 1t unlocked and they played bandit in it, hiding
\mctsr the tables, dressing wp, and blackening their faces with
cotk,

The doctor stood thinking of all this, then he went down the
batk staws to get his wicker hamper from the hall,

In the lutchen Nmsh:\ squatted in front of the stave, phucking
the duck on a piece of newspaper When he came in carrying,
:;s :gmpe{ she iumpefl up with a shy, graceful movement,

ushing crimson, shook the feathers fram er upros, and, after
greetung him respectfully, offered to help him. He thavked her,
;aymg he could mamage, and went up. His wife called hia;
\{::."n couple of rooms farther on: “You can come in now,

He wi .

o i g 1t e A 18
w fs phy y so handsome as
vich's Ir’n:t‘l‘l’('g: a}\)‘;, b“l\.}‘f s the cract image of Yuri Andrele-
ness than sny o; r!l:"m' ;Iao:k::sm Thivago, 2 more strlong Wie-
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gotten where the washroom is? Spray yourself with some ds-
infectant. In the meantime I'll go in to Sashenka, and send
Niusha down, and when we're ready Il 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 newbomn babies should
not catch cold, taking them to their mothers, bundled up hke
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 yellmg
“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 smgled 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 Yuri
Andreievich imagined.

He was not mistaken, It tumned out later that this had in
fact been Sashenka’s voice. It was the first thing he had known
about his son.

The next thing was the photographs Tonia sent to him at the
tront. They showed a cheerful, handsome, chubby little fellow
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Abolished, how quickly had those people faded, how uu(‘cgre\—
fully had they d independent ideas—apparently 2o
one had ever had such 1deas!

The only people to whom Yusii Andreievich now felt close
were his wife, her father, and two or three of his colleagues,
modest rank-and-Ble workers, who did not indulge in grandilo-
quent phrases.

The party with duck asd vodka was given as planned, a few
days after his return By then he hod seen all these who came
to it, so that the dinner was not in fact the occasion of their re-
union,

The farge duck was ap unheard-of luxury in those already
Tungry days, but there was no ‘bread with it, and because of
this 1ts splendor was somehow pointless—it even got on one’s

Derves.

The aloohol {2 favonte Wack-market currency) had been
brought by Gordon in a medicine bottle with a glass stopper.
Antonmna Alexandrovna never let go of the bottle, and now and
then diluted a small portion of the alcohol with more or less
watey, ding to her inspiration. Tt was d that it is
easier to hold a number of consistently strong drinks than ones
af sarmpng steengfh. This, 100, Was sanoying,

But the saddest thing of all was that their party was a kind
of betrayal You could not imagme anyone in the houses across
the street eating or drmking n the same way at the same time,
Beyond the windows lay silent, dark, hungry Moscow. Its
shops were empty, and as for game and vodka, people had
even forgotten to think about such things.

And 50 it turned out that oal:

y a2 Wfe similar to the Wfe of

those around us, mergmg with it wi j i

ine Ie, and that an u % el ]y “ﬂhm:san::pf!e, - gm:ﬂ'

::;x‘t“d?;\e: 2::1 vodka, when they secmi fo be the only ones in

sy even duck and vodka And this was most vedng
The guests too inspired i

P Gt d.\y}:“\i unhappy reflections Gordon had been

;:(S]l :;pre;sﬁ\ them sullenly and clumaly He was Zhivago's
s end, ;x\nd m the gymnasium many people had liked him,

now he had deoded to give himsalf 4 new persnnahty.
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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

genuine character and originality. But the moment the lower
had beer

dasses had risen, and the privileges of those on top
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re at the he spoke amisbly about cveryone and
ev}:;rk}ung, in KZ‘;{E that was muffied os thour;,}\ by a Fuld,
stasing dreamily at o certain fixed point in the distance ke a

an delivering @ lecture.

m’;"n\veaxd thegend of the evening, when Shura Shilesinger burst
fa and added to the geveral noise and excitement, Dudorov,
who had been Zhivago's childhood riend, asked him several
times, addressing him with the formal “you” rather than the
usual “thou,” whether he had read Wor and Peace and Maya-
\ovsky's “A Spine for the Flate” !

Migsing Yurd Andseievich’s reply in all the noise, he ash:d’
T again a hitle later: “Have you vead ‘A Spine for the Flutd
and “Man'?

“1 1013 you, Tonokentii. T¥'s not my fault that you don't hsten.
Well, 2l) nght, Tl say it again. I've always liked Mayakovsky, ¥e
s & sort of continuation of Dostoievsky. Or rather, he's 2 Dos-
tofevsky ch writing lyrical poem of his young reb-
ols, the Raw Youth’ or Hippolyte or Baskolnikov. What an ali-
devgrrine mstia anmam €423 L5 e e .
fore
all,

beyond, into spacel”

But the mamn attrachon of the evening was, of caurse, Uncle
Kolin. Antonma Alexand had been mistaken in thinking
that fie was out of town, he had come back the day of his
vephew's return. They had met a couple of times already and
tad gt over their witial exclamations aud had talked and
taughed together to their heart’s content,

The first time had been on 2 dull, gray vight with a drizzle,
fge as watery dust. Yurn Andreievich went to sce him at his

hotel The hotels were already refusing t i
at the recommendation of the oy st e acept

the town autharitis, but Nikelat
Nikolai , y
) x:n:::fi?t? was well nown and had kept some of his old
.:)E‘: ZQ‘}wkzd!}&e & hunatic asylum abandoned by its staff
e #ys and corridors empty, everything in a state of

Through the large window of his unswept toom the huge




- HMwAVA LdlVaALY

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 amusing!”—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 Andreievich 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 men
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 expelled
for helping political prisoners escape; he had then tried scvm_l
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 gencral history. He was even the author
of two books, one on the land policics of Ivan the Ternble,

the other a study of Saint-Just.



THE MOSCOW ENCAMPMENT 179

their first meeting, but ater the doctor hiad seen ?ﬁs
unscllfha“i’:v tmes in ccmpa:y, and then NMikalai Nikolaievich
was completely different, gnizabl o

He felt that he was a visitor In Moscow and persisted in act-
ng hike one, Whether it was Petersburg that he :egard?d as lu.s
home, or some other place, remaived vncertain. He en;oye.d his
role of 2 social star and political oracle, and possibly he imag-
ined that Moscow would have palitical salons fa the style of
Madame Roland’s m Paris on the eve of the Convention.

Calling on his women friends at their hospitable apartments
in quet Moscow back streets, he amiably teased them and their
bushands on their backwardzess and parochialism, He showed
off his famtlanty with newspapers, as he had done formerly
with books forbidden by the Church, and Qrphic texts.

1t was said that he had left a new young love, much unfin-
ished busmness, and a half-wrtten book in Switzerland, and had
only come for a dip wto the starmy waterg of his homeland, ex-
oecting, if he came out safe and sound, to hasten back to his
Alps,

He was pro-Bolshevik, and often Honed two left-wing
Social Revolubionaries who shared bis views, 2 journalist who
wrote under the psend of Miroshka Pomor and 2 hlet:
<er, Sylvia Koten R

"It;s fnghtful, what you've come down to, Nikolai Nikolaie:
vich” Alesander Mexandrovich diided him “You sud Your
\lroshkas! What a cesspoal! And then that Lydia Pokon.”

:Koten" corrected Nikolai Nikolaievich, “and Sylvia”
‘ P(:\:nn ot Potpourn, who caves Names won't change any-
l\ﬂg

“\U the same, 1t happens to be Kateri” Nikolai Nikolajevi h
.ns:{fs patiently, They had dialogues af this soat: e
at a

e we argung about? IXs so ohviene fhar o
wont? vr o

mass

tostt - e LU

ttalism and wdustrial worbers, it v ji

bas been known for o long tim D o
g time, and the warld has b 3

m}g for an upheaval fhat would brug cxﬂig}ztenmentetzntgmlmt

ple and put ey erything in 1ts proper place. © peer

tenttahsm and serfdom or capl-
vas unnatural and up
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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 heard
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 if's briiant, you can 1ef} at once.
How are you, Nikolat Nikolajevich? Tl be back in a n}oment,
Yurochks, T've got to talk to you. Hello, young men. You're here
too, Gogochka, Goosey-Goosey-Gandes™ (this to a distant rela-
tive of the Gromekos, an enthusiastic admirer of all rising tal-
ents, known as Goosey because of is idiot Jaugh and as the
Tapeworm on account of bis lakmess). “So youTe eating and
drunking? 'l soon catch up with you. Well, my friends, you've
simoly no idea what you're missing, You don't know anything,
you haver't seen a thing. If you only knew what's going on! You
g0 and have a look at » real mass meeting, vath zeal workers,
tead 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 & sailor—Yu-
rochka, you'd simply ravel What passion] What single-minded-
ness”

Shura was interrupted tune and again. Everyone shouted She
sat next to Yurii Andreevich, took his hand in hers, and, mov-
i:g her face close to Ius, shouted like 2 megaphone above the

3114

“Let me take you along someday, Yurochka. Ul show you veal
people. You must, you simply must get your feet on the ground,
I;,L:, :::::“3} dwt‘y m:-kz’ou;mﬁng at me like .dmt?, I'm an old
instde of :\’p:is:n )l(')\:le fos‘gvh\?)z 8{2\?;::3:‘“‘:\71 ;,le SieEﬂ e

" —Well of cou
what did you think? Oh, we dont know the peaple at all lr’svee,

Just come from there, T was nglt ick of it. I’
g a Iibrary for them ™ et he ik of i T collct

She had had a dnok and was cbviously getting
y sy.
;,::‘ l;\x;](i;:cvm;: ihhcaglhwas also sp‘mniné’. EX{-Xe n;v:rp nYoﬁE:C"
2ppened that Shura was now at one end of

nnd‘ he at the other; he was standing at the head (:)f ﬂlth: ‘t:nb‘l‘:
and apparently, quite unevpectedly to himself, maks
1t took bim some time to get silence, ’ "2 speech

“Ladies and gentlemen . b
goctal Tomia, .
geatlernen, lot

« 1 should Lke A
~+ . Mishal Go-
‘\;hat am L to do, they won't Listen! Ladies and
Fratlem e 52y 8 word or two. Unprecedented, extraor-
student taking the Destuzh unbversit :
the ﬂudenhvueihdﬂng. = 1 evures for women. }\lany of
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“You know perfectly well that it'’s quite useless tinkering with
the old structure, you have to dig right down ta the foundations
I 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, I
show you something,” and he would begin 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 His fits of talkativeness came
on him when he was looking 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 Alevandrovich’s upper lip with its little cropped
mustache protruded above the lower hip in just the same way a8
his butterfly tic stuck out from his neck. There was something in
cammoan between the lip and the tie, and it somchow 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 & worker’s ¢ap. She strode inte the room and, shaking
cveryone’s hand in turn, at once burst into complaints and accu-
sations. 5

“Haw are you, Tonia? Hello, Alexander. You must admit s
disgusting. The whole of Moscow knows he's back, everyone is
talking about it, and I am the last to be told. Well, I supp?tc
T'm wot good enough, Where is he, anyway? Let me get at him,

you surround him like a wall. Well, how are you? I've read i, 1
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“Thank you, thank you 1 appreciate your feelings, but T dont
descrve them, It's wrong to bestow love in a hurry, as though
otherwise one would later have to give much more of 1t.”

They all laughed and clapped, taking 1t for a deliberate witt-
aism, while he did not know where to escape from his forebod-
mgs of disaster and his feeling that despite his striving for the
good and his capacity far happiness, he had no power over the
future,

The guests began 1o leave. They had long, tired faces. Their
yawns, snapping and unsnapping their jaws, made them Jook
ke horses,

Before going, they drew the turtains and pushed the windows
open. There was 2 yellowish dawn in the wet sky £ed with
durty, pea-colored clouds, “Looks as~

L e 3
<en a storm while
v w&exmﬂy"’ bt in the rain on

. med
o LIBRARY \ the dnp-drip of
SRT Bi1oteAl et stent chirruping
YOCTOR “:“.a»\' ootere, 3
2.8

2
{*}) - been dragged
BOOE L uﬂt‘.“mwa) "loud, del:\%ed

v_@&:@fﬁ?\'« Yo 2. fung out with

Pook N0 . Suddenly
Avthor 2 -ehensible ag
Title ¢ 3, earth, sky.

ers) Dos Dele suests. They

bl inued argy.
Date X 2u
e oo ¥ A" rew fainter

0 to bed.

‘er. The
human
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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
desesve them. 1ts wrong 1o bestow love in a hurry, 38 though
athenvise one would later have to give numch more of it”

They all laughed and clapped, taking it for a deliberate wittt
cism, while he d:d not know whete 10 eseape from his forebad-
mgs of disaster and Tus feching that despite his striving for the
good and his capacity for happiuess, he had no power over the
future.

The guests began ta leave. They bad loug, tired faces. Their
yawns, snapping and 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. “Locks as if there’s been a storm while
we were chattenmg,” said someone “I was cavght in the rain on
my way here, [ 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 sparrows.

There was a roll of thunder, as 1f a plaw had been dragged
ggfgs alt;;oss the sky Then silence. Then four loud, delayed

, hke overgrown potatoes i i
N S%‘:vel .o t}%e . ;87' atoe in autumn being flung out with
e thunder cleared the dus! ke
the element of e berasre ﬁ\snz,géi:l':x\gn : ; ou:h::s‘x}\genly
electric currents, air and water, destre for !"xap i;i:gs earth, o

The street Rliled with the voices of the dep:xstm : t ,'xfhky
$ad begun a heated argument in the house and cﬁm%;ese: N4
sng just as hotly w the street Cradually the voices o fatan
in the distauce and died out. o fuinter

“How late it is” said Yurii Andreievich. “Let
The onty people I love in the waorld are yoﬁndlff;,;eig to bed.

5

August had gone by

y and pow Septembe;
evitable was annraack P r was almost over, The
world enmacte m} M d““g Winter was near and the human
m the

which was



== gLV R cddiYavu

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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1o addition to his normal duties, the wedical chief had put
him in charge of general statisHes. Endiess qxfeslionnm% and
forms went through bis hands, Death vate, sickuess rate, the
earnings of the staff, the degree of their political consciousness
and of thefr 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, aceasianally, fn eddition to taking
notes for his medical works, he wrote 1 snatches his “Playing
at People, a Gloomy Diary or Journal Cousisting of Prose, Vesse,
and What-have-you, Tuspired by the Realization that Half the
People Have Stopped Being Themselves and Are Acting Un-
Lnown Parts.”

The light, sunny room with 5ts white painted walls was filled
with the creamy light of the golden autumn days that follow
the Feast of the Assumption, when the gs begin to be
frosty and titmice and magpies dar? into the bright-leaved, thin-
ning woods. Op such days the sky is incredibly high, and
through the transparent pillar of air behween it and the earth
there moves an iy, dark-blue radiance coming from the north.
Everything in the warld becaraes mare visible and smore audic
ble. Distant sounds reach us in a state of frozen resonance, sepa-
rately and dlearly. The horizons open, as {£ to show the whole of
life for years ahead, This vasefed Light would be unbearable it
1t were not so shart-lived, comng at the cud of the brief autumn
day just before the early dusk.

Such was now the light in the staf room, the ¥
ght of an early
autumn sunset, as suceulent, g i i !
Rusion aogle ent, glassy, fuicy as a certain vagdety of
The doctar sat ot his desk writin sk thir i
His e b g, pausing to think and to dip
\a\lx?vindo\v:, i‘l)n:n;. ;\nnusuaﬂy quiet birds few silently past the

bade i i
table wth &s forms, a% as o ;‘\‘;‘ﬂ? bis moving hands, on the

silently vanished from sight, or and the walls, and just as

The prosector came fn; he was 2 stor
4 e in; ut man who had 1
much weight that by sidp hung on him in hags.(7 ";l:a Eps!:
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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 learned to fight, just like any
other trade. He became a crack rifleman. His eyes and hands—
Brest-class! All his decorations were awarded him, not for m{xr'
age, but for always hitting the mark. Well, anything he _l:l es
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up becomes a passion with him, so he took to ﬁghu'pg in 2
big way. He could see what 2 rifle does for & man—it gives h‘un
pover, it brings him distinction. He wanted to be a power him-
self. An armed man iso't just 2 man like any other. In gbe 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
kaow?”

The prosector went back to his test tubes,

“How dud you make out with the stove specialist?” he asked
alter awhile

“Y'm most grateful to you for sending him. A most interesting
man We spent hows tatking about Hegel and Crace.”

“Naturallyl Took his d in philosophy at Heidelberg
What about the stove?”

“That's not so good.”

“5til smokang?™

“"Never stops.”

“He can’t have £ixed the stovepipe right. It ought to be con-
nected with a fiue Did he let it out through the windaw?”

“No, the fue, but 1t stell smokes ”

“Then he can’t have found the right air vent IF ouly we had
Taraska! But youl get 1t right 1n the end. Moscow wasn’t built

in a day Gething 2 stove to work 1su't We playing the piano, it
tahes sl Have you lad in your frewood?” Pl S pime, 3
“Wheream I to get it from?™

“TT send you the church janitor He's an expext at stealing

wood. Takes fences to preces and turns them into Bre
ewood, By
youll hiave to bargain with him. No, better get the extemin:f

tor”

Th & :
umt?’u :cm own to the doakaoom, put their coats on,
'j]\‘;hy‘lhc edtermmatar? We dor’t have bedbups”
hiat's got nothing to do with it ¥m talking abo
" t
ix;gmgn}atgr ist r;u n(!:}d woman whe is doinggn bi; ll‘zlngcs;ﬂ::
- Shes got it all set up on a proper busi i
up whole houses for fuel., It's (‘m’:i v?a!ch ‘;-sfn?:é;o';ﬁg:;: l:){csl

and
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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 dovwn 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 bte
that, a sort of little wilderness at an intersection of three streets,
and thero 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 true, you know, the town is getting to be like the woods.
There’s 2 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 strect Jamps—they don't shine at all. No
wonder they call bruises shiners. Be careful you dont bump
yourself.”

6

All sorts of things did indced happen to the doctor at that place.
One cold dark night, shortly before the Octoher 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 doctor
tried to rouse him he muttered a few words, something about a
wallet. He had been attacked and sobbed. 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 Arhat, telephoned for
the cab that the hospital used in emergencies, and took the pa-

tient to the emergency ward.
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i titical leader.
anded man proved to be a prominent po
'I?l’x:xs!:;for treated hpzm il he recovered, and for years after-
swards this man acted as his protector, getting him out of trou-
Ble several times in those days that were 5O heavy with suspl-
con

7

Antonina Alexandrovna’s plan had been adopted and the famly
Tad setled for the winter in thoes 7eoma on the top facc,

It was a eold, windy Sunday, dark with heavy snow clouds.
“The doctor was of duty.

"The fre was bt §n the morning, and the stove begaa to smoke.
Niusha stroggled with the damp wood, Antonina Alexandrovaz,
who Ynew nothmg about stoves, kept giviog her absurd and bad
adwice. The doctor, who did know, tried to intetfere, but his wife
took um gently by the shoulders and pushed him out of the
roam, saying: “Don't you meddle in this. You'll only pour oil on
the fre”

“0{l wouldn't be so bad, Toniechka, the stove would be ablaze
at once! The trouble 15, there is neitber ofl nor fire”

“This 15 10 time for jokes There are moments when they are
out of place.”

The trouble with the stove upset everyone’s plans. They had
all hoped to get their chores done before dark and have a free
evening, but now duner would be Iate, there was no hot water,
and various other plans might have to be dropped.

The fire smoked more and more. The strong wind blew the
smoke back wto the soom. A cloud of black soot stood in it like
a tasy-tale monster in a theek wood,

Finalty Yurn Andreievich drove everyone out into the two
other rooms, and apened the top pane of fhe window, He ye-
moted hall the wood from the ‘stove, and spaged omb #hn oot
wth chaps and Lt M

Frosh ae

and, flew w

w w Uesk A door banged sor
where down the hall, and the wing be; e o
with what was left of the smoke $e0 8 sbandmouse game

The logs flared up and erackled. The stove was ablaze. Jty
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iron body was covered with red-hot spots like a consumptiv
fush, The smoke in the room thinned out and soon vanished

The room grew lighter. The windows, which Yurii Andreievic
had recently fived according to the prosecutor’s recipe, gave of
the warm, greasy smell of putty. An acrid smell of charred £
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 regu
Iar battle between the cadets who support the Provisional Gov.
emment and the garrison soldiers who support the Bolsheviks
There is skirmishing all over the aty. I got into trouble coming
here—once at the corner 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 gof
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 spake of increasing rifle firc and of passers-by Lilled
by stray bullets. According to him, all traffic had stopped- He
had got through by a miracle, but now the strect 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 worse to It him
get too hot than cold.” .

Sashenka had a sore throat and a fever. He had a cpﬂ’h“-
overwhelming terror of vomting, rad when Yuni Andreievich
tried to cxamine his throat he pushed away his hand, clenching
his teeth, yelling and choling. Nether argnments nor threats
had the slightest effect on lum. At one moment, however, he
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ssadvertently yawned, and the doctor quickly took advantage o'f
‘:I\xli;hto“i(rlxserytya spoon into his son’s mouth .and hold down his
tongue for loog enough to get a Jook at bis msp})erry-coiored
Iarynx and swollen tonils covered with alarmmg white spots.

A little Yater, by means of & similar maneaves, he got a speci-
men and, as be had a microscope at ‘home, was able to examioe
it. Fortunately, it was not diphtheria.

But on the third night Sashenka had an attack of pervous
croup His temperature shot up and Tie could not breathe. Yuril
Andrefevich was helpless to ease his suffering and could not
Toear to watch 5t Antonina Alexandrovna thought the chuld was
dying. They corned um about the room in turm, apd this
seemed o rake him feel better.

They needed milk, mineral water, or soda water for him. But
the street fighting was at its height. Cun and rifle fire never
ceased for 2 moment, Even if Yirit Andvatontsd tod e 10,
batile zone at the risk« ~ -
one about in the street '

pended until the situation would be definitively clanded,

Yet there could be no doubt ahout the outcome. Rumors came
from ali sifles that the workers were gettmg the upper hand,
Small groups of cadets wese Sghtmg on, but they were cut off
from each other and from their command.

The Swizev quarter was held by soldiers’ units who were
pressing oo toward the center. Soldiers who bad fought against
Cermany and young working boys sat in a trench they had dug
dovm the street, they were alseady getting to know the people

who lived in the neighborhood and joked wath them as they
came and stood outside their gates. Traffic in this past of the
town was being restored,

Cordon and Niholat Nikolaienich, who had

Dhuvagos’, were released from thewr three day%mmsph;i‘\:}:t; tzt:?-
vago lfad been glad of their presence during Sasheoha’s iihwss
and his wife forgave them for adding to the general disord .
But they had Ielt obliged to repay the Kindness of their h y ;x
:n’:ﬂ::;n}i{ them with ceaseless talk, Yuxis Andreieviek S::B; s‘g
W .

e c,; o | );; ;hmz days 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 impaticat to
Teturn 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 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 Pat. onc evening in late October (Ol Style)
Yurii Andreievich 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 thickened 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 re-
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 newsboy running with a thick batch of freshly printed pa-
pers under his arm and shouting “Latest news!” overtook him at
n intersection.

“Keep the change,” sald the doctor. The boy peeled 2 damp
sheet of the bateh, thrust it inte his hand, and a minute Iater
was engulfed in the snowstorm. .

"The doctor stopped under a street light to read the headlines.
Tho paper was a late extra printed on onc side only; it gave the
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iet of People’s

oficial announcement from Petersburg that & Soviet o Pooples
G o e el e
followed the first Jecrees of the new government gudLvnriaus
brief news dispatches received by teleg ph and telep

The blizzard lashed at the docltlor’s eiyes am}B ctoxter:fi S:,i

i with e, rustling pellets of snow. But it w
ghn:‘sﬁvs:lg:m tha%r;)m’entedghli’m from reading The historie
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 Jooked around for a better
Lt, sheltered nlace, He frmd fhat ha sme ebamdtam —ons o= 7
at that
novka,

R $pacivus, Be-ut 10bby.

1fe went in and stood under the electric Lght, nest to the
starease, seading the news.

Footsteps sounded sbove him. Someone was comug down the
stars, stopping frequendy, 2s 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 rewdeer coat worm, as in Siberia, fur side out, Hewas
dask and had narrow Kz eyes. His face had an anstocratic
quality, the fugitwe spatk and reticent delicaty that give an im-
preswon of remoteness and are soteetines found in people of a
cun.ll‘plcx{;:‘\!xcg parentage.

be boy obviously mistook Yuni fevi
ehe He looked at hl};n‘ puzzled and sl%if,: e s someoms

i€ e knew 1
L\)\x}\\ not male‘up his mind to speak. To put an end to :‘:x:‘x:
dng Yurs Andreievict 31 y
emands e v him with a cald, dis-
The

oy turnedt away confised and walked to the entrance,



152 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

8

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 impaticat to
retum 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 passer-by
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 were
engaged in negotiations, whose course, favorable or unfavorable,
was reflected in the varying intensity of the firing.

At about 10 Par. one cvening in fate October (OId Style)
Yurii Andreievich went without any particular necessity to call
on one of his colleagues. 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 its 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-
sistince. Bubbles of dying fires rose and brake on the horizon.
And the snow swirled and eddicd and smoked on the wet streets
and pavements.

A newsboy running with a thick batch of freshly printed pa-
pers under his arm and shouting “Latest news!” overtook him at
1n intersection.

“Keep the change,” safd the doctor. The boy peeled a damp
sheet off the batch, thrust jt 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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“This Fearlessness, this way of seeing the thing through fo the
end, has a familiar national look about it. It has’somedung. of
Pushlin's uncompromising clarity and of Tolstoy's unwavering
taithfulness to the facts.” ]

"Pushkin, you said? Wait a second. Let me finish. I can't read
2na Yisten at the same timey® said Alesander Alexandrovich wa-
der the mustaken inp that bis son-in-Jaw was add g
hira,

“And the real strohe of genius is this. If you charged someone
with the task of creating a new waorld, of stasting 2 new era, he
would ask you first to clear the ground. He would wait for the
old centaries to finish before undertakang to build the new ones,
he'd want to begin a new paragraph, a new page.

“But here, they dort bother with anything ke that. This
new thing, this masvel of history, this revelation, is exploded
right into the very thick of daily life without the slightest can-
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 p can be so d with
timing and apportunity.”

9

Winter came, just the kind of winter that had been foretold, It
was not as temibying 25 the two winters that followed it, but it
was already of the same sort, dark, bungry, and cold, entirely
g§\ cz‘x‘ u;] “‘f bn;a&mg up of the famuliar and the reconstraction
ot all the of exi , and to inht
clxn“g to life as it slipped out of your grasp. el to
here were three of them, one after the other, th

) c S > Lavred -
ribste winters, and not all that now seems to have h:p;‘;:eitn
3947 and 1918 really happened Gen—some of it may have been
later These three successive winters have merged ity
s difficult to el them apart, 0 0ue aud

The old Lfe and the new arder

ad not yet come i

le;/ were not yet openly hostle to each other as"\lvlclzmz;t
il war broke gut & year later, but there was no ‘mnnecﬁo‘:: b:
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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 pews; he forgot the boy and the colleague he hd
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 be stumbled in the dark over an eax-
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 ks 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
crrroad 2043 curtsied to, 2nd you senteace it to death,
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~This fearessness, this way of secing the thing through to the
end, has a familiar national look about it. It hns,somethmg‘ of
Pushkin's uncompromising clazity and of Tolstoy’s vowavering
faithfulness to the facts” . 5

“Pushkin, you said? Wait a second. Let me finish, ¥ can't read
and lsten at the same time,” said Alexander Alexandrovich e
der the mistaken impression that bis son-2 Jaw was add g
Tumm.

“And the real stroke of genius is this, If you charged someone
with the task of creating, a new world, of starting 2 new era, he
would ask you first to clear the ground. He would wait for the
old centuries to finish before undertaking to build the new oncs,
he'd want to begin a new paragraph, 2 new page.

“But here, they don't bother with anything ke that. This
new thing, this marvel of history, this revelation, is exploded
right inte the very thick of daily ife without the slightest con-
sideration for its course 1t doesn't start at the beginning, it starts
m 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 genms Only real g

timing and opportunity.”

can be so d with

9

Winter came, just the Xind of winter that had been foretald. It
was not as ternfying as the two winters that followed it, but it
was alseady of the same sort, dark, hungry, and cold, entirely
given to the breaking up of the familiar and the reconstruction
of ali the foundations of existence, and to inhuman efforts to
cling to hfe as it shipped out of your grasp.

There were three of them, one after the other, three such ter-
rible winters, and not alf that now seems to have bappened in
;3‘17 n_;n‘d 1313 really happened then—some of it may have been
et These three suceessive wis Vi H
R g,mm\c toteli them npﬂ;‘\nnten Fave merged oto one a0

e old bfe and the new order had not v, i

’17:cv were not yet openly hostile to cach):tth:m:s“\‘ &c;mm;;t.
civil war broke out & yeas Iater, but there was no ’conne‘;ﬁi.?; b:.
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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
everyday life that assumed an inordinate importance in those
days.

Not far from his house he stumbled in the dark over an epor-
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 in
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, carcfully loosen a heavy beam from the
very bottom, and pull it cut. 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 picces were stacked. Yurii
Andrejevich Iit 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.

“Seen that? Have a look.”

still squatting on his heels and poking the fire, he talked to
himself.

“What splendid surgery! You take a knife and with onc mas-
terful stroke you cut out all the old stinking ulcers. Quite sim[‘ﬂ)’.
without any nonsense, you take the old monster of injustice,
which has been accustomed for eenturies to being bowed and
scraped and curtsicd to, and you sentence it to death.
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“Dorft talk bke that, Fray God youll keep well. Why play
sandra?”
Cnchmember. there aren't any honest people left, m-dan?;
friends. Still less any expests. 1€ anything should b:appen anf
trust snyone escept Pichuzhkin, That is if he's still there, of
course, You axent asteep?” .

“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 eyebr?w:‘ So
you're working for themP~—T am,’ I said, ‘and if you dou't mind,
T 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 comsisted 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 Aleran-
drovnn’s taught her to bake bread in an improvised Dutch oven.
The idea was 1o sell some of the bread and so cover the cost of
heating the tle stove as in the old days, instead of using the
tron stove, which continued to smoke and gave almast no heat

Antomna Alexandrovna’s bread was good but nothung came of
hiev commercia) plans. They had to go back to the wretched
{son stove The Zhuvagos were hard up.

Ore momming, after Yurii Andresevich bad gone to work
Antonina Alexandrovna put on her shabby winter cozt-mshe wa
50 tun dowp that she shivered in it even in warm weather—a
went out “hunting.” There were cnly two logs feft. For abou
balf an hoor she wandered through the alleys in the neighbor
hood where vou could sometimes catch & Peasant from one «
e villages outside Moscow selling vegetables and Ppotatoes. 1

the main streets, peasants with Joads were lable to be arreste
Soon she found what she was Jooking for, A sturdy young fe
low fn & peasant’s cont walked back with ber, pulling a slei
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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, cnterprise
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 glib 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. Zhivago had stayed.

In the evenings husband and wife had conversations of this

sort:
“Don’t forget Wednesday, at the Doctors” Union; theyTl have
two sacks of frozen potatoes for us in the basement. Il Jet you
know what time I can get away, We'l have to go together and
take the sled.”

“All right, Yurochka, there’s plenty of time. Why don't you g2
to bed now, it's late, I wish you'd rest, you can’t do c\'crylhi’tg'

“There’s an cpidemic. Exhaustion is Jowering resistance. You
and Father look terrible, We must do something. If only I knew
what, We don’t take enough care of ourselves. Listen. You aren’t
asleep?”

“No.” }

“I'm not worried about myself, I've got ninc livos, but if by
any chance I should get ill, you will be sensible, won't you, you
sustn’t keep me at home. Get me into the hospital at once-
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Thivago had a drink of hot water and saccharin whitened
ith milk and went off to see his patient.

w‘ll)‘c‘:‘p smow covered the street from wall to wall, in places up

to the level of the ground-floor windows. Silent half-dead sh?d-

aws moved all over this expanse carrying a litfle foed or pulling
1t along on sleds. There was almost no other traffie.

012 shop signs stilt hung here and there. They had no re‘kb
tion to the smal} new consumer shops and co-operatives, which
were all empty and Jocked, their windows barred or boarded 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 5o far remained largely on paper

and hadl pot yet affected such trifling details as the boarded-up
shops.

1

The house to which the doctor went was at the end of Brest
Street near the Tver Gate.

1t was an old barracklike stone huilding 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 confiseate wnlicensed weapens, 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 long and the meeting could be resumed within a short
time

When the doctor armved, the commission had almost fnished
ot the Bar where he was goung had not yet been senxcsh:dA
Zhavago was stopped on the Yanding by a soldier with a rifle but
l)]w hwi} aof L%:Z commission heard them agang and ord‘ered
the search t ]

pn‘cu:‘:r 1 1o be put off unt after the doctor had examined his

The door was opened by the master of the h i

young man with a saliow complexion and daxk,emel;::!z;n;y?:;f
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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 Alew-
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 poiatless 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 potatocs, 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
’fihe wardrobe, but they could never have brought themselves to

o it.

“There’s 2 note for you on the table, did you see it?" she said.

“The one sent on from the hospital? Yes, I've had the message
already. It’s a sick call. Ill certainly go. I'll just have a little rest
first. But it's pretty far, It's somewhere 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! What
sort of people are they, do you imagine? Vulgar. They don't
seem to have any idea of how we live nowadays. Nourcaus
riches, 1 supposc."

“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, occasionally made concese
sions at moments of cconomic 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 category of businessmen, people
without roots who had been scooped up from the bottom by the
war and the revolution,
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i th or even &
+ hotd of any sort of transporiation—a cah or
cc;n.‘%dggléu%fm shell hnze to be well wrapped up T1 give you
en admission order” .
n“l'ﬂ try, but wait a moment. Is it really typhus? Fow horti-
blel® .

“ om afraid s0” , .

“Look, [ know I lose her if 1 let her go-—couldn’t you possi-
bly Yook after her here? Came as aften a5 y(;ukpgssibly can—TT
‘e tmly too bappy to pay you anything you like.

1 nZn snn-y-};'\‘e hg?i you: what she needs is constant super-
vision. Do s ¥ say~~1 really am advistog you for her good. Now,
get a cab at any cost and T1 write out the vrder, 1'd better do
it 5 your house committee xoom The order has to have the
house stamp on 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 chiirs stood 2Y one end of it As
there wete not enough chairs, tid empty egg orates wurned up-
side down had been placed ir 2 row to form a beoch, A pile 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 elimbed squealing onto
a crate and, holding up her skirt daintily and tappng her
fas‘himm\)\e Ingh shoes, shouted in 2 deliberately hoarse, dranken
voice,

"Olia, Olia, yow've got rats af) over the pla
fithy l’"“f" A-afail look at &, & \mdeu\gn;: 'l?::;?i’t );.,u:
Abavai! {t's trying to climb up, U get undex my sirt, ¥ so
Erghtened! Look the other way, gentlemen, So 1, for, .
you're comrade citizens now, not gentlemen 4 g

Her astrakhan cape hung open over the three quaking layers
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He was flustered by a number of things—because of his wifes
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, plnyed 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 percelain chande-
lier, a wide double bed, and two malogany 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 recognize 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 turned her back on him and refused to let him touch her.

*T 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 fecling 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 needed at home, but it’s most important that she
should have constant medical supervision in the first few weeks,
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N ived
Twerzin Hostel, in honor of Comrade Tiverzin, \Vl']l) %xve
;hcarc before be was deported, as everyone knows. No cbjections?
Now, as ta dates. There’s no bury, youve got 2 whole year.
Working people will be rehnused; others'muxt ﬁu;i accommodas
tions for themselves and are given a year's notice. .

“We're all working peoplel Every one of us! We're all workers,
people shouted from every side, and one yoree sobbed out: “Its
Great-Russian chauvinism} Al the nations are equal now! 1 know
what you're hinting at.”

“Not all at once, please, Whom am T to apswer Brst? What
have nations got to do with it, Citizen Valdyrkin? Look at Khra-
pugina, you can’t thigk these’s 2 question of nationabty nvolved
in her case, and we are certainly evictng her.”

“You are, are you! Just you try and evict me, we'll see about
that! You crushed sofal You crampled bedsheet!” Xhrapugina
screamed, calling the delegate every meamngless name she
could think of in the heat of the quarcel.

"What a she.dewll” The janitress was indignant. “Haven't
you any shame?”

“Don't you meddle in this, Fatima, I can look after myself,”
said the delegate. Stop 1, Xhrapugina, 1 know all about you.
Shut up, T tell you, or I'll hand you over at once to the anthorities
:('fare they catch you brewing vodka and runming an illegal

ar®

The vproar was at its height when the doctor came into the
room. He ashed the first man he ran wto at the door to point
out te him a member of the house committee. The other held
up bis hands hike a trumpet 1o front of his mouth and shouted
above the notse-

"Ga-b-iulti-nal Come here You're wanted”

The doctor could not helieve his ears. A thin elderly woman
with a shight stoop, the faniteess, eame ap to him, He was struck
by her Lheness to her son, Ho did nat, however, identify himself
ax once, but said: “One of your tenants has got typhus” (he told
her the name) “There are various precautions that have to h
taken to prevent its spreading, Maseaver, the patient [L .
to the hespital. 1 make out an admis which thn;u}:outs;:

commitice has to certify. How and where cn we ge =
N her
has t Hy L L] et 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
house, 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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iog more than highting the way. The darkness was all
::E:(\ {gm»m, and theygi\:\d %ek behind them the house where
50 many peaple bad known Lasa, where she had often come as a
gid, and where, they sald, Antipov, her busband, had grown up.
~\ill you really fad your way without 2 flashlight, Comrade
Doctor?* Demina was facetiously patronizng. “If not, Tl lend
you mipe. Ifs a fact, you %now, 1 had z Teal crash on hex
When we were bide girls They had 2 dressmaking establish-
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 hete. 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, noy with her
heart, she's heen crazy ever since. Off she went.”

“What do you think of hes?”

*Careful~it's slippery. I 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 tang § dide’t e}l her—ber brother, whe was in the
u;;my, Xth'mk they've shot him As for her mother, my mistresg
sho used to bo-~I1! save her, 'm secing to it. Well, T've
o goodine g 1L, Tve got to ga

They pasted The Tight of Demina’s ltle fashlight shot into
the nanow stone entrance and ran on, Yighting vp the stained
walls and the dirty stars while the doctor was Ieft surounded
by the daskness On his right lay Szdavaia Triumphaleaia Street,
on tus left Sadonaia Karetmaia Strect. Running into the bhc‘;

;nm\‘y d;smncc. they sere no Jonger streets but cuttings in the
ungle of stone buldings, hke cnttings through the f
fosests of Sbena or the Urals ¢ h e fmpusse

At home it was light and warm.

“Why are you o Late?” asked Antonina Alexaadrovna. “An

extraordnary thing happened while you were tur”

Y x .’ ghe w

\;‘h\)xv :w could seply. “Really Quite unaccountable, Yes:::d:“
her broke the alarm clock—1 Jorgot to tell you~—he :

nbly apset, it was our only clock. He tried 1o M -

tinkered and tinkered wath 1, but by repir it b

¢ fiot now .
maker around the comer wanted 3 ﬁdlm&lmn m&:ﬁ}\&e doc}."
e A
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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, I'll tell her, she’s sure to let your patient have
lhti] cab, Dor't worry, Comrade Doctor, weTl 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. “WVe'll 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 worker.
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. Il get you the cab. I know who you are. He
was here for a couple of days He told me. Ilc said you knew
Lara Guishar. She was a good girl, I remember her, she used to
come and see us. What she’s like now, 1 don't know--who can
tell with you people? After all, it's natural for the masters 10
stick together, But for Yusupka it's a sin. Come, 1et's ask for the
eab. I'm sure Comrade Demina will let you have it. You now
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 flashlight

small rou
ift four or five paces ahcad.

iumped from snowdrift to snowdr.



o
THE MOSCOW ENCAMPMENT 207

Jeft and Sadovaia Triumphalnaia on his right, and had lit the
table lamp, its warm orange glow lit up the streets and now he
could wnte So he was writing

He was wnting 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 Kirghiz eycs, in an unbuttoned reindeer coat worn fur side
out, as 1n the Urals or Siberia.

He knew for certain that this boy was the spirit of his death
or, to put it quite plainly, that be was lus death. Yet how conld
he be his death 1f he was helping him to write a paem? How
could death be useful, how was it possible for death to be a help?

The subject of his poem was nejther the entombment nor the
resurrection but the dags between, the title was “Turmodl ™

e 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
fiy and leap at a seacoast, cover and submerge st—how for three

days the black hurricane of earth raged, advancing and re-
treating,

Two hines kept coming into his head:

“We are glad to be near you,” and “Time to wake up.”

Near hum, touching him, were hell, dissolution, corruption,
death, and equally near him were the spring and Mary Mag-

dalene and li‘ic And it was time to awake. Time to wake up and
to get up. Time to anse, time for the resurrecton,

16

Tie began to get better, At first S
: 3 t he took everything for
:\:1“ h;]c[\nt‘llc remembered nothing, he ooulg see i‘:“:zg:
nnnx!?:: b {l‘; ll:':‘:!nﬂ g\(\!ngl and another and was not surprised at
whung e him on white bread and batt
:x}:;:é‘ul dfu ::1:; %:x‘c h‘l‘n;’ coffee He had forgotten Lh:\etr S:Z:
» and he enjoyed their taste 1k
e fairy tales, a5 something ri ¢ 2 conalessons
3 g vight and er
Soon, hawever, he began to think nm\p:?'gndc:r 3 comalescent.
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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



o)
THE MOSCOW ENCAMPMENT 207

left and Szdovaia Triumphalnaia on his wight, and had lit the
table Yamp; it warm orange glow It up the streets and now he
could wrte. So he was writing.

He was witing what he should have written long ago and h_ad
always wished to write but never could. Now it came 1o him
quite easily, he wrote eagerly and said exactly what he wanted
to say. Only ow and then a boy got in his way, 2 boy with nar-
row Kirghiz eyes, in an unbuttoned remdeer coat worn 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 planly, 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 useful, how was it possible for death to be A help?

The subject of his poer was neither the entombment nor the
resurrechion but the days between; the title was “Turmoil”

He had always wanted to describe how for three days the
Black, ragmg, worm-Blled 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—how 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”
de?v:h,“:;\:‘ ie\x‘el\\ing hi;::, wevxe helt, disfo\uﬁon, corruption,
o equally near hum were the spm.lg and Mary Mag-

lene and Life. And 1t was tiune to awale. Time to wake up and
1o get up. Time Yo arise, time for the resurrechon.

16

He began to get better. At first he took everything
tke a halfwit e remembered nothing, her) 2:1‘:\‘3 §?e (a;::“ :zd:
Bection bctx\fcn one thing and ancther and was not surprised Zk
::zﬂx:]g‘ His wife fed him on white bread and batter and
m;u d‘t&“‘ she gave him coffec. He had forgotten that s‘uch
hkc%s' id not exist, and he enjoyed their taste like poetry or
o adry tales, as something right and proper bor & conval

m, 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
Tonia had put two streets on his desk, Sadovaia Karctnaia on Lis



CHAPTER SEVEN

IRAIX TO THE URALS

1

The end of March brought the rst warm days of the year, false
heralds of spring which were always followed by a severe col
spell

The Zhisagos wese hurriedly getting ready to leave. To dis-
guise the bustle, the tenants—there were more of them now than
spastows in the street—were told that the spartment was having
4 spring cleaning for Easter.

Yurii 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 bis doubts at a family counail made up of him-
self, his wile, and his father-indaw, “Do you think I'm wiong?”
he asked them after stating his objections. "Do you still insist
oo going?™

“You say that we must manage as best we can for the nest
couple of years,” said his wife, “until land conditions are
sctited, then we might get a vegetable garden near Moscow,
But how are WS to endure untl theo? That's the crocial point,
snd you haven't told us.”

. “Its sheer madness to count on such things,” her father backed
er up.

“Very well then, you win” Yurii Andreievich sai
bcth?rs me is that we are going blindfold, to o p\nce‘i;e'gho?\‘v
nothing about. Of the three people who lived at Varyldno
Mother and Grandmother are dead, and Grandfather Kru}ue :
ixbelng held as a hostage—~that s, if he is stall alive, B

209
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“How did you get all this?” he asked his wife.

“Your Grania got it for us.”

“What Grania?”

“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 you, be
reads every word you write. The things he got for ust 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 say3
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. I thought of the
Krueger place and he said it was a very good idea, We could
grow vegetables and there's the forest all around. There isnt
any point in dying without a struggle, like sheep.”

In April that year Zhivago set out with his whole family for the
former Varykino estate, near the town of Yuriatin, far gway 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 tme Alevander Alexandrovich was asked several
tames £o act as consultant to the Higher Economic Council, and
Yurii Andreievich to treat a member of the government whe
was dangerously fiL. Both were paid in what was then the highest
cumsency—credst ships for an allotment of aticles from the £rst
of the newly opened distnbution centers.

The center was an old army warehouse nest to the Simonov
Monastery The doctor and his father-in-law went through the
monastery and the banrack yasd and straight through a low
stone door into 2 vaulted ceflar. It sloped down and widened at
tte fasthies end, where 2 counter Tan across from wall ta wall,
behind it stood an attendant, weighwg, 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
aut several large and small piflowcases and, with bulging eyes,
watched them heing filled with flour, cereals, macaroni, sugar,
suet, soap, matches, and something wrapped in paper that
Later found to be Concasion chceseg.l e pper i

Ovetwhelmed by the storekeeper’s ity and anxions noy
to waste his time, they hurriedly stuffed ther bundles inta big
sacks and slung them over their shoulders

ey came out of the vault mtovicated mot by the

thought of fo0d but by the realizatipn that they loo};vere oxfn:;:
m the warld and did not live in vain and had deserved the
prase and thanks that Toria would shower on them at home,

4

While the men dsappesred for whole days §
offices, seeking travel documents :md“re g et

so that they should be able to £0 back to 3y o(% &:ﬁafme: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 neces-
sity for this, but he had had no idea that thesc 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

.. e
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& 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 apartment, with such things
23 semained is it, was being left in the care of an elderly
furmer salesclerk and his wife, relatives of Egorovaa’s who, the
preceding wiater, bad helped Antonina Alexandrovna to trade
old clothes and furniture for potatoes and wood.

Marke! could not be trusted. At the mbtia post which he had
selested 25 bus polttical club he did not actually say that his
former masters sucked his blood, but he accused them, in-
stead, of having kept lum in ignorance all these years and
adliberately concealed from bim that man is descended from
RPES‘

Antoping Alexandrovna took the couple on a final survey of
the house, fttng keys to locks, opening and shutting drawers
and cupboards, and giviog them last-mioute instructions.

The chairs and tables had been pushed against the walls,
the curtains taken down, and there was & pile of bundles in the
carger. The snowstorm, seen through the bare windows of the
tooms stngped of thewr winter comfort, reminded each of them
of past sorrows Yurii Andresevich thought of his childhood and
his mother’s death, and Antonina Alexandrovna and her father
of the death and funeral of Anna Ivanovna. They felt that this
swas thewr last wght in the house, that they would never see it
again, They were mistaken on this point, but under the in-
fluence of their thoughts, which they kept to themselves in
order not to upset each other, they looked back aver the years
spent under thus soaf, struggling against the tears that came to
the eyes.

In spite of all this, Antanin e
rules (ﬁ' prop inthe p y Aloefx - lgeh?; t‘;‘]:h:ln if:ie
Tessly with the woman in whose care the was leaving oy ec enc-
She overestimated the favor the souple were doj %o eryth.mg.
not to seem e ol her. Andous

grateful, she kept apologizing, pofs,
al:(:&\:“? g back wath prosents for the “vomagn-El::s‘:sd::c;
e of cotton and slk prints, And the dark materials, with

k-
stow.bound street c}g’kmg““ patterns, were ke the dark

ath bricks and cavered with
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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 were 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 woeks 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 beca
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 imnglm‘d
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 checked
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 2 woman or a child to carry.
Salt and tebacco have been found very uscful but risky. Moncy
in Kerenkas.! Documents arc 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
luced by the Kerensly and sl

B

1 Kerenhas: paper moncy
fn dxnxhuonp:! that time.
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7

He found Antonina Alexandrovna and her father standing in
ene of the endless queues squeezed between the woode.n hand-
rals, Niosha aod Sashenka were wallang about outside and
oceasionally Jooking in to see if it were time to join the grown~
ups. They gave off a strong smell of kerasene, which had been
thickly smeared on their necks, wrists, and ankles as a protection
aganst Lice. )

“The queues went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had 10 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-
canse of dirt and 1ee. The trains stopped farther out.

Antonina Alexandrovna waved to her husband end when he
was close encugh shouted instructions as to where be was to get
their travel papers stamped.

“Show me what they've put,” she said when he came back. He
held out 2 batch of papers across the handrafl,

“That's for the specia} coach,” said the man behind her in the
queue, reading over her shoulder.

The man in front of her was more explicit He was one of those
sticklers for form who seem to be famitiar 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 15 to say a passenger eoadh, if there is
a passenger coach on the train”

The whale queue jomed 1n at once

“Passenper eoach indeed! If you esn get a seat on the buffers
you must be thankful nowadays!”

“Don't Tisten to them,” said the other. “T1t evplain, 1y anita
snple Today «*-- N .
cludes army, <
theman™ hes . ey w it cowd. Words don'e
thing, You ean say what cost any-
50 i%.’l\ he i Ulzd&{s(ﬂﬂ{ﬁ‘u h“c. bu‘ ¥ Shelﬂd Say ® clear]y

“A 1ot you've explained™ v «

You should look a1 a man fast, before You start ep";!aini?;t !
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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 hour, but one of them, Zevorotnina, inturably
fond of organizing any social occasion, roused them all shout:
ing: “Attention! Attention! Comradest Hurry up! The Gromeke
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 3
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

Tie found Antomina Alexandrovsa and her father stonding in
oo of the endless queues squeezed between the wooden hand-
rails. Nusha and Sashenka were walking about ontside and
oceasionally looking in to see if it were time to join the grown-
ups, They gave off a strong smell of kerosene, which had heen
thickly smeaved on their necks, wrists, and ankles as a protection
against lice,

The queves went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had to board the train a good half mule farther
down the hne. With not enough cleaners, the station was
fithy and the tracks in front of the platforms were unusable be-
eavse of dirt and ice. The trains stopped farther out.

Antonwnz Alexandrovna waved to her husband and when he
was close enough shouted instructions as to where he was to get
Ahelx travel papers stamped.

“Show me what they've put,” she said when he came back. He

beld out 2 batch of
“That fo s e L0 S5 the handrail

<

saevs sl U1 WO seem to be familiar wx.\h and accept with.
nut-xt}}\\aueshcn o1y regulation in the world, i
s da:s:rgl:dp.m}::;x&hined{ “gives you the right to claim seats
, that 15 10 say a i i
N %Ssﬂ\%nl oyt tmm.”y passenger coach, if there is
¢ whole qu
"Passenooe ii‘:e .‘Q:“e(-l 1 at once.

et @ seat on the buffers

R . “IT explain, it’s quite

o oo s ol ot type of traun, and it alw:\yqs in.
t;snid m’m"x‘:«rv’i‘ amnd Passenger cars Why mislead
ing, ou can sy \\l\at; 0 the crowd “Wards don't cost any-
50 that he can y

y d?fsund?*u Like, but you should say it clearly

“A lot you's ined*
o “hcz,n\un\u?\?gﬁmﬁ,d,,; He was shouted down A ot you've
Tou shonid s he’s got Stamps for the special coacht
2 man first, hefore You start explaining,
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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 look at him and what docs he see? A member
of the propertied classes—worse than that: a doctor, formet
qualty. 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 nct
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 rodfd
in for several hundred yards, The falling snow conld be sce
only beyond the far end of the roofs; scen so far away, it lookd
almost still, sinking to the ground as slowly as bread crumbs
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 takea
for railwaymen attending to their dutics, but now a whele nzﬂb
rushed out, and from the direction in which they were runnie?
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 on! They've locked us in here and through
there some people have found a way around and jumped 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 Jmow-t-al
stickler for form. “Those men are conseripts, called up for fore
labor from Petrograd. They were supposed to be sent to Volagdd
but now they're being tahen to the castern front. They're ot
travelling of their own choice. They'te 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, 82
village roofs—everything was cavered with snow.
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-t
se
window close under the cetting.

Antoni‘.::a Aletand habd never fled in o freight car
before, The frst time they got in Yurii Andrerevich lifted her up
to the bigh foor and pushed open the heavy sliding doors for
her, but later she learned to chumb in and out by herself.

The car locked to Antonina Alexandrovma no belter 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
dwechion, for three days the wheels had rattled undemeath
them Lke the sticks on & 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
fourteegth). When it stopped at country stations, only 2 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 cars at the back. There were about

five hundred of the latter, people of all ages, condutions, and
professtons.

They wese a remarkable sight—rich, smart lawyers and stock-
brdkers from Petrograd side by side with cab dnvers, foor
polishers, bath attendants, Tartar ragpickers, escaped lunatics,
ﬂ]mpkeepcxs. and mwonks, all Jumped in with the exploiting
classes

The lawyers and stockbrokers sat on short thick logs in their
shut sleeves around red-hot won stoves, told endless storics,
il?‘xcd, and laughed. They were wot worried, they had connec-
tions, wnfluential relatives were pulling stungs for them at home,
and at the worst they could buy themselves off Jater on, '

The others, in boots and unbuttoned eaftans, or b

. ) arefoot and

in long shirts worn outside their trousers, with or without beards

stood at the hall-open doors of the airless cars, holding on to

the sides o to the boards nailed across the openings, and gazed

;\:)Hc:]gv x:;h\hc p‘f:;.\nzs and villages by the wayside, speaking ta
one. 5, a i

o) ese o influential friends They had nothing to

“These were v00 many conscripts for the cars allotted to them,
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and the overflow bad been put among the civilian passengers,
including those of the fourteenth car.

9
Whenever the train st d, A ina Alexandrovna sat up

pped,
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 Jrge,
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, iumpt'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 comer of the station butlding where
peasant women were usually to be found trading illegally in
food.
Their black uniforms with bell-bottom trousers and ribbons
fluttering from their visorless caps gave an air of rechless speed to
their advance and made other people give way as hefore the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the corner, girls and women from near-by villages. 35
excited as if they were at the fortuncteller’s, stood one boln_nd
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall selling
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of bodled beef and rye
pancakes kept hot and tasty by quilted napkins, Muffled up in
shawls tucked inside their sheepskins, the women !rlxxtll(t(l B;
fiery red at the sailors’ jokes but at the same time were terrified
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r it was geverally sailors whe formEd.the units
Zigfﬁln f& fght agaginst speculation and the forbidden free
marhet dis-

The apprehensions of the peasant women were soon o
pelled. When the traia stopped and civilian passengers joine
the crowd, trade became brisk. .

Antonina Alexandrovna walked down the line fospecting the
wases, her towel fung over her shoulder as if she were going to
tho back of the station to wash in the snow. Several women had
called out: “Hey, what do you want for your towel?” but she
contimued on ber way, escorted by her hushand.

At the end of the row there was a woman in a black shawl
with a scaslet pattern She saw the towel and her bold eyes It
up. Gloncmg 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, isn't P Dou't think about it too long or it will be gone. Like
to give me your towel for a halfe”

Antonuna 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
2 half for your towel, What are you staring at? It 1sn't dog meat.
My husband 15 a hunter, It's hare, all right”

They exchanged their goods. Each believed that she had had
the best of the bargain Ant Alexand 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

wnd made off with her, home to their village, striding down the
snowy path into the distance.

At tus moment there was an uproar in the crowd. An old

woman was screanung “Hey, youl Whese are y1 s
s oy }ey ¥ e are you off 1o Where’s

) o pay me, you cheat? Look at hi
greedy pig, you call him and he doesn't even bother to tuurnu)
m\);:il Sst‘opl f;x;pﬂ 1 tell you, Mister Comrade! T've been
(5 op, thieft There he s hi im}™
e ! goes, that's him, catch him
“That ane, the one who's clean-shaven and prinainy™
“1s that the one with the hole in his :!]mi?gﬂnnmg»
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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 Alevandrovna sat vp
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 hkelihood of
profitable barter.

So it was on this occasion. The train had wakened her from 2
doze by slowing down. The number of switches over which it
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_ng
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, jumped

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 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
fluttering from their visorless eaps gave an air of reckless speed to
their advance and made other people give way as hefore the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the comer, girls and women from near-hy \'ilhgci.' Lid
excited as if they were at the fortuncteller’s, stood ane behin
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall selling
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of boiled beef and e
pancakes kept hot and tasty by quilted napkins Muflled np in
shawls tuched inside their sheepskins, the women Blushed :;
Gery 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 une
preceding it, to dig trenches on the Archanget frook, but was
dwerted on its way and sent east through Moscaw.

Prtufiey had 4 wife in Lugg, where he had worked before the
«rar. She beard indwectly of his misfortune and rufhed off to
Vologda (the function 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 Jum.

1n Petrograd Prituliev lived with a certain Pelagia Nilovea
Taagunova. At the time he was amested he had just sxd good~
Bye to ber, preparing ta go in a different direction to keep an
appowtment, and looking dawn Liteiny Street he could still
sec her back disappeanng among the crowd.

She was 4 plump woman with a stately carriage, beantihd
hands, and 2 thick Yraid which she tossed from time to time,
with deep sighs, over her shoulder. $he was sow with the con-
vay, hiaving volunteered to accompany Pritakev.

It was difficult to know what 1t was that attracted women
ta such an ugly man, but certaiuly they clung o him. In & car
farther forward there was anotber woman friend of his, Ogryz-
¥ova, a bony gul with white eyelashes who had somehow
made her way onto the train and whom Tizganova called “the
squist,” "the nozale,” and many other insulting names, The
rivals were at swords” points and took good care to avoid each
othes Opryzkova never went to the other’s car, It was 2 mystery
to know how she ever met the object of her passion. Perhaps
she contented herself with seeing him from afar, when the en-
@ae was being refuelled with the help of alf the passengers,

11

Vasivs story was quite different, His fah i
the war and his mother had sent himat:;’::a:g b:;n el
prenticed to his uncle, 830 to be ap-

© 200m was full of cop.



220 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“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 fourtcen. With them
was their guard, Private Voronjuk. Three of the men stood ot
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 forced-labor camps of the old regime and was po
discovering those of the new.

The conscripts, who had all been strangers when they were
impressed, were gradually getting to know each other. It turned
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 ‘o dinner.
e sat in their corner sucking a leg of hare with 2 loud wheezing
noise He drended drafts and chills, and changed his place
several tumes, looking for a sheltered spot. At Tast }u’:' faund‘ a
place where he did not fecl the draft, “That's better,” he said,
He fimshed his bone, sucked his fngess 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, Bnast hare is an excellent thing, but ta
conclude that the peasants ase prosperous i¢ tash, to say the
least, 1f youl forgive my saying s0.”

“O, come,” said Yurii Andrefevich, “Look at all these stations,
The trees aren't cut, the fences are intact. And these marketst
These women! Think how wondesfull Semewhere life is still go-
ingt on, some people are happy. Nat everyane is wretched. This
justifies everything”

“It would be good if that were true But it iso't. Where did
you get all those ideas? Take a trip to any place that s §fty
miles from the rafway. Youll find that there are peasant rebel-
bons erverywhere, Agamst whom® youll ask. Well, they're against
the Beds or agumnst the Whites, whaever happens to be in
poner Youll say, Ahe, that's because the peasants are enemies
of alt authonty, they don’t know what they want Allow me to
&ffer The peasant knows very well what he wants, better than
you o1 ¥ 2o, but he wants something quite different.

“When the revalution woke fum up, he decided that his
century-old dream was coming true—his dream of living on his
own land by the work of hus hands, i complete independence
and with no cbbgauons to anyone Instead, he found he had
onh exchanged the oppression of the former state for the
new, much harsher yoke of the vevolutionary superstate. Can
vou wonder that the willages are restless and can't settle d wnp
And you say they ase prosperoust Ne, there are a ot of !;i“

vou don't know, my dear fellow, and as faras I e
don't want to know them.” N see you

“AN right, s tewe, T dort. Why on earth should

o 1 know =
worry myself sick over every blessed thing? History hasn't ;:_



222 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 (Voronitk
who was now in car fourteen) to Jet him out for a minute tose¢
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. ThS
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 avall
The guard was inexorable not because he was cruel, but dss-
cipline was very strict in those troubled times. The guard -
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 goverm
ment and who was always on good terms with them, repea(ctﬂ)’
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 arnved; he promised to do his 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. He was u™
usually innocent and unspoiled. His favorite eccupation was to
sit on the floor at the feet of his elders, looking up at them, his
hands clasped around Ius knees, and hsten to therr discnssnf)ﬂs
and stories. By watching the muscles of his face, as he just
barely restrained himself from tears or choked with laughter, you
could almost follow the conversation.
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The Zhivagos had invited the co-operativist }(ostoied to dmn'er.
He sat m their corer sucking a leg of hare with a loud \Yheez\ng
notse. He dreaded drafts and chills, and changed his place
several times, looking for a sheltered spot. At last h(:.’ foundA a
place where he &id not feel the draft. “That’s better,” he said.
He finished his bone, sucked his Sngers clean, wiped them on
his handkerchief, tharked Ins hosts, and said: “It's your win-
dow. It 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 are prosperous is rash, to say the
least, if youll forgive my saying s0.”

“Oh, come,” said Yurti Andreievich. “Look at all these stations.
The trees aren't cut, the fences are intact. And these markets!
These women! Think how wonderfull Somewhere hfe is stll go-
ing on, some people are happy. Not everyone is wretched. This
justifies everything,”

“It would be good if that were true. But it isn't. Where did
you get all those ideas? Take a trip to any place that is filty
miles from the ralway. You'll find that there are peasant rebel-
lions everywhere Aganst whom?® youll ask. Well, they’re against
the Reds or agamnst the Whites, whoever happens to be in
power Youll say, Aha, that's because the peasants are enernies
of all authonty, they don't know what they want Allow me to
differ ‘The peasant knaws very well what he wants, better thay
you or I do, but he wants something quite different,

“When the revolution woke him up, he decided that his
century-old dream was coming true—his dream of living on his
own land by the work of his hands, in complete independence
and with no obligations to anyone. Instead, he found he had
only exchanged the oppression of the former state for the
new, much harsher yoke of the revolutionary superstate, Can
you wonder that the villages are restless and can’t settle down?
And you say they are prosperous! No, there are a Iot of thing
you dont knew, my dear fellow, and as far as | &
doa't want to know them.™ can see you

“All nght, it's true, 1 don't, Why on earth should 1
wotry myself sick aver cvery blessed thing? History h!:‘s?: ::i
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sulted me. I have to put up with whatever happens, so why
shouldn’t T 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 coursel And then you go on to Buisky, rightf”

“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 cur 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 wvillage, Veretenniki!
It's right up on the edge, and it's stec-eep! It makes you giddy,
honest to God it does. There’s a quarry down below, for mil-
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 doP 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: “Doa’t be silly.
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This sn't something to talk to Varoniuk about in frent of every-
one. Don't worry, have patience, it will be all right!

18

ar thi 1 Russia
Pecnliar things began ta happea when they left Central

belund on thg;:ir way east, They were gomng through a sestless
region infested with armed

bands, past villages where uprisings
had recently been put down.
The traw stopped frequently in the middle of nowhere and
secunty patrols checked the passengess’ papess and luggage.
Once they stopped at night, but no one came in and no on¢
was dusturhed Yari Andreievich

desed if there had been

an accident and went out o see.

1t was darh. For no apparent reason the train had stopped
between two stations, In a feld, with a row of firs on either
side of the track. Other passengers who had come aut and wvere
stamping thexr feet m the suow told Yurh: Andrejevich that
there was nothung wrong, but that the engweer refused to go
on, saying that this stretch was dangerous and should first be
i d by handear, Spok of the passengers had gaue to
season with bim and if niecessary to grease his palm, ¥t was smd

that saddors were also taking & kaud in it and would undoubtedly
get thetr way,

‘The snow at the head of the tram was kit up at intervals, as
from a bonlire, by fiery fashes from the smokestack or the glow-
ing coals in the Birebox, By this hght several dark Egures were
Bnow seen maning to the front of the engine.

The ficst of them, presumably the engmeer, reached the far
end of the minmng boasd, leapt over the buffers, and vanished
:\u if :,h:; carﬂt)h;x:; swallosed bim, The salors who were chasing
v did exactly the same thing: they t
Grough the oy g come ting €y too fashed for o moment

Cunous sbost what was goiny e i
cnding Yuril Andreievich \\mg! ta %c:n, el puienges

Beyond the bulfess, where whe track opened out before thewm,

they were met with an astonishin sight,
the snow up 1o his walst. s 'mgmgcts mﬁamu;
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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 p gers, you can see what kind of plce
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 } s, I'm not running

away.” g ”
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 chill in 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 hfeless, burned-out ruin. This was all that was left .Df
the station, Nizhni Kelmes, its name stll faintly legible 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
10 1t sagged where its comer timbers had fallen in; broken
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 showed through the frozen puddles
with half-burnt logs sticking out of them-—all evidence of the fire
and of the elforts to put 1t out.

The place was not in fact as dead as it Jooked; there were
2 few people shill about. The stationmaster rose out of the yuins
and the guard jumped down from the train and commiserated
with hun. “The whole place was burmed 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 Strelntkov(®

“fdo”

VO R LCPTR I

oo oo -
Inb . Moo Lounty—at was all becase of them ”
“And what enme had they commutted?”
. ]mtb?bgut all the )se\cn deadly sins: Dissolved their Poor
casants’ Committee, that's oge, refused to supply h
Red Army, that's two {and they’ T rees 1o the

re oll Tartass, mind
men), resisted the mobilization deeree, ind you, horse-

. vssted that makes three, Well,
“Yes, 1see I qumte see. So they wi "
oty q y were shelled?
“From the armared train?”
“Of course ™

Thats bad AW our

Stifl, #'s none of iness.”
“Besdes, s an old stary. e e
ty. And the news e o't ve
good eutber YouTl have to stop here for a cou‘p!):;fc dlj)nrs"‘ “

sympathy,
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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 citys
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
Niusha, took part in jt. They were the best three days of their
journey.

‘The landscape had a withdrawn, secretive quality. It made
one think of Pushkin’s story about the Pugachev uprising and
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.
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¢ workers were divided into gangs, with the fabor conscipts
an.gh!he civihans kept apart. Armed solders guarded each worh-
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 peaple 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, and 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 wnt, e Giamons

¢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 brasded hood and 2
black sheepshin Tastened with hooks and eyes sewn in the cur)
Reece, Lie cut the dazzbing suow into cubes and pyramids and
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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 &
hat fresh bread, which was brought no one knew from where o
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 a
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 remamed iatact, wath its coffec-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 2 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 rulns ?f
the waiting room, there was still an announcement, put up 1o
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 scaling door,
of which am giving notice hereby.

“Medical Assistant
“Ust-Nemdinsk District”

When finally the last piles of snow between the cleared
tracks were levelled, the entire line of rails came into view, fly-
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J i etched white
ine into the distance like an arrow, On cach side stretd
:%u:\:ins of shovelled snov, hordered all along by the black

calls of the forest. .
MAs far as the eye could reach, groups of peop!e with shovels
in hand stood at intervals dlong the line. Seeing themselves
tor the first time in full force, they were astomshed at their
numbers.

w

1t was learned that the train would Jeave shortly, despite the
lateness of the hour and the approaching night. Yurii 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 few 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 doctor and his wife walked on the
wonded side ‘The endless line of cars screened the two eouples
from cach other The women seemed hardly ever to be abreast
of the doctor and Antomna Alesandravna, but always to be
aheadd of them or falling bebind.

Thev scemed to be in a state of great agitation, and 1t was ag
though thewr strengih falled them. Judgng from the way their
voices rose to a shriek or died down to o whisper, either thew
logs refused to carry them or else they hept stusabling and falt
g mto snowdrifts Tiagunova scemed to be chasing Ogryzkova,
pehaps bhelabonng her ssith her fists whenever she caw ht w ,
with her. She showered her yival wath choice abuse a%d hg
genteed, melodious volee made the insults sound ' {nBnitel
more abscene than the coarse and wnmusical sweariy s,

“You shot, yuu deag-talled whore,” Tiaminnem -~ g of Ex\e‘;\._
LA grave a0 Y A . :
andog . ..
tomak sy,

MR PP HITIT v

—
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“So Vasia too is your legal husband?”

“I'll give you legal husband, you flthy plague! One more
word from you, and 1! kill you, don’t tempt me.”

“Now, now, keep your hands to yourself. What do you want
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, a
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 Alexandrovna urged her husband. 1
can’t bear to listen to it, it’s too disgusting. It will end badly”

18

Suddenly everything changed—the weather and the Iandscape.
The plains ended, and the track wound up lills 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 the
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 turned their heads
from side to side and observed whatever was to be scen.

But there was nothing yet to see. The woods were still decp in
their winter sleep and peace. Only herc 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

e Yusii Andresevich slept his Bll, the spring was heating
‘;‘n'}(‘ldmclting the masses of snpow that bad falle.n al} over Russia,
first in Moscow on the day they bad left and since the? all along
the way—all that snow they had spent three days clearing off the
line at Ust-Nemdinsk, all that thick, deep layer of snow that
had settled over the immense distanccs, .

At frst 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 e Yees oot T Waters came
' & stured in its

“There was plenty of room for the water to play. Tt flung itself
down the rocks, filled cvery 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 2 mustache.

The sky, druok with spring and giddy with its fames, thick-
ened with clouds Low clouds, droapng at the edges ke felt,
saded over the woods and ram leapt from them, warm, smelling
of soil and sweat, and washing the Jast of the black armar-plating
of ice from the earth.

Yurs Andreievich woke up, stretched, raised himself on one
elbow, and looked and began to Lsten,

20
As thry approached the minung re: th
3 regon, there were more and
mare settlements, the runs were shorter, the stations more
irequent .\!u.rc people got on and off at the small stations. In-
stead of settling down and going to sleep, those who had -on!v
s short way to ga found seats anywhere—~near the door 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 vp.

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 en any other. But
there was a waterfall near by. It widened the evpanse of the
wlite night by a breath of freshness and freedom, that was
svhat had flled him with happiness in his 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
quiet now?”

“The shopkecpers, you mean?”

“That’s right. The grain merchants.”

“Feed out of your hand! As soon as a few were bumped

~— e
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off by way of example, all the others piped » Wi & Bine bas
been fmposed on the dustrict.”
“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
*“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
paralle] track, roazed, 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 ™

d bushels.”

“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 and
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 complete mystery. Voromuk, of course, T
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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did
i ¢ instance, if the women are to be suspected,
Yl“::hg?unﬁ)n kall Ogryzkova or was it the other way around? 1510-
body knows, The commander of the esco:t' has been x\mnig
up and down the tran bke 2 lonatie. ‘Youre not to start the
tran. I osder you fn the name of the law not to mave til I've
caught my prisoners.” And the commanding ?fﬁcer shouts bac[k:
“T'm taking replacements up to the front, I'm not waitlng for
yous lousy crew. What an ideal’ Then they both went for ?\05-
toied. "You, 2 syndicalist, an educated man, how could you sit lfy
and let a simple soldier, an ignorant ¢hild of nature,f act.m
such o rockless mannerd And you & populistl'* And Kostoled
gave them s good as be got. “That’s interesting,’ he says. “The
prisoner bas to look 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. H a gun had gone off in your ear you
wouldn't have beard it. . . But ¥H tell you more later. . . .
100! Father, Yura, look, isn't the view supesbl”

Through the opemng in the window they could see the coun-
try covered with spring floads as far as eye could reach, Some-
where a rver had overflowed its batks and the water had come
night up to the embank In the foresh A view from the
busk st looked a3 if the ram were actually gliding on the water,

Only here and there was ity smoothness broken by streaks of
a sactallic blue, but over all the vest of its surface the hat momn-
ing sun was chasing glassy patches of hight as smooth and oity
as meited butter that & cook brushes with a feather on a pie
cust

In this shoreless flood were sunk the shafts of the white
clouds, thew peduments submerged together with the fields, the
hoffows, and the bushes.

And samewhere tn the waddle of the Sood there was
nal
A

n]rip of land with 2 vaw of doubled trane wnteu E
vy .k

"Near the shind. More to the right Vi
We'se fnghtened them ™ TR Domn, theye v,

Hleftaiag ealite who dovted themselves o work smong the people.
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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 spect-
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 upor
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 bir

with heavy wings flew down from the mountain, soared in 3
smooth circle around the wood, and settled on a pine close t0
where he lay. He looked up enchanted at its dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, ran:h?-
Then he got up, picked up his sheepskin, flung it over.hlf
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companion-

“Come on, Auntie Polia. Goodness, how cold you are! 1 cap
hear your teeth chattering. Well, what are you staring at, why
are you 50 Frightened? We've got to go, I'm telling you, we must
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o 2 village. Theyl hide us, they won't har:m their uwn.kmd.
;,'ch‘fc goon 1§ke ﬁxis{ve’ll die of starvation. We've }.md nothmg. btlu
cat for two days. Uncle Voronjuk must have raised a terrible
hullabaloo, they must all be out looking for us. We have to g0,
Auntie, to put it plainly, We've got {0 run. 1 don’t know what to
do with you, Auntie, not a word out of you for two whole days.
You worry too much, honest to God, you do What are you 50
unhappy about? It isn't as 1f you'd meant to push Auntie Katia
Ogryzkova off the tram, you just caught her sideways, by ac-
aident, 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
Uncle Prokhor, Prokhor Khantonovich, are sure to catch up
with us, well all be together again. The maw thing is to stop

worrymg, then you'll find your tongue again.”
Tiagunova got up, took Vasia’s hand, and said softhy:
“Allright, let's go, lamb.”

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars climbed up the steep hill. Be-
low the bank there was o thicket, its top not quite seaching the
level of the track, Lower still were felds. The floods had just
withdrawn and the grass was strewn with sand aud pieces of
timber The boards must have been washed down from some-

where higher up the hill where they had been stacked prepara-
tory to floating them downstream.

The young wood below

the embarkment was still almost as
bare 8¢ 1@ wipter A=t -0t like
drops of candle . © with
the rest, somet

i v s, h:
dist or an inflammation caustog them to swe\\:‘ :n:d gzeer Sxis-
n;nmgu-, superfluity, and dut were the signs of life, which had
ready v ith i
;‘.ﬁ:;; {;J rs:; the most forward of the tsees on fire with fts green
Here and there a birch stretched {tself $ik §
! e a mart;
by the batbs and 2rrows of its opening shoots, and :Zt’:kg:gicftds
smell by fust looking ot {t, the smell of fts listening sesin, which
¥ wed for making vamish, & P
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“Yes, I see them now,” said Yurii Andrefevich. *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 wasnt any murder. They just broke free Lke
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, 2 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 recorer
ing.

%’asin had spread his sheepskin on the ground and was lyi'ng
at the edge of the thicket. When it grew lighter, a large .bll’d
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 jts dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, mn.’)l{!-
Then he got up, picked up his shecpskin, flung it 0\'01‘.}“5
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companion

“Come on, Auntie Polia, Goodness, how cold you are! T can
hear your tecth 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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ave. They'll hide us, they won't hax}n their 0\\'n‘hna.

%fe ;}: ;ov:tl\ l%ke dﬁ?we’ll die of starvation. We've ?md no\hmght‘i
eat for two days. Uncle Voroniuk must have r:nse(i1 a !e‘m
Fulfabaloo, they must all be out looking fos us. 'We ave 1:1 \g{o,
Auntie; to put 1t plainly, we've got to run. 1 don't know what to
do wth you, Auntie, not a word out of you for two whole days.
You worry too much, honest to God, you do. What are you so
unhappy abont? It xsnt as »f you'd meast to pu§\x Auntie Katia
Opryzxova off the tmai, you yosk eanght her sideways, by ac-
odent, saw you She picked herself up off the grass—1 saw
her with my own eyes—and she got up and rap away. She and
Unele Prokhor, Prokhor Kharitonovich, are sure to catch up
wath us, well all be together again. The main thing is to stop
worrymng, then you'll find your tongue agam.”

Tragunova got up, took Vasia’s hand, and said softdy:

*All right, let's go, Jamb."

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars chmbed up the steep bill. Be-
low the bank there was a thicket, its top not quite reaching the
Ievel of the track. Lower still were felds The foods had just
withdrawn and the grass was strewn with sand and pieces of
timber The boards must have been washed down from some-
where higher up the hill where they had been stacked prepara-
tory to floating them downstream.

The young, woud below the embankment was still almost as
bare 25 1n wnter. Only 1 the buds that spotted 1t all over like
draps of candle grease there was something not in accord with
the rest, i fuous, some dastact

e ¥ ‘perbaps
dirt ot an wflammation causin; P

g them to swell, and the dis-
turbance, superflwty, and dirt were the signs of lfe, which had
already set the most forward of the trees on fire with ats green
eafy flame.
Hlere and there a birch stretched itself like 2 m fer
ced
hy t};eb blx\)st ;m‘l“ arows of 1ts opening shoots, and :;rgxr]ie\v its
smell by yust looking ot &t, the smell of itg pii: i i
et it §m; % el of it glistening resin, which
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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 earlier. The wood smelled of damp apd was heaped
with last year's leaves ke ap uaswept yoom where people
have been tearing up letters, bills, and receipts for yearf..
“Don’t go 5o fast, youTl tire 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-

wYeomn mes Bom e aan

o e asrba G LU Sigdll 1OSE L0 WL SKY warpling hke
milk boiling up on a nursery alechol stove.

“What did yon want to speak to me abowt?” asked Alevander
A h “Do you ber? We were going past the
1tand, the ducks flew away, and you said you wanted to speak
ome”

e

O, yes. . . Well, I don't quite know how to put it briely
{ was thivkang 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
... T don’t mean aboot our convictions—it would be abmrd to
ty ta define them i five mimutes in a sprng waod, Besides, we
know each other well. You and I and Tonia and many nthers
Ik 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
perhaps we ought 1o 2gree m advance on how to behave under
certain circumstances, 0 that we need pever blush for one an-
other or make each other feel ashamed”

“I know what you mean I hike the way you put 1t. Now this is
what Tl telt you, Do you remember that mght you brought me
the paper with the fiest government decrees in the wintes, in a

® You bes how anbetievabt ;
they were? It was that singlemindedness that carrie
But such things retain their original pusity only in the minds of

those who have conceived them, and then ooly on the day th
are Brst made pubhe. Next day, the casuistry of u?y <y
ormed thom susd ;  Joitles as
al e mx!,‘Wh'at can 1 5ay to you? Theis philosophy
alien to me, thei regime is hostile t0-us, 1 have not been asked

3 us away,



242 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

if I consent to all this change. But I have been trusted, and ry
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 our
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 squander-
ing of old Krueger's properties, his factories and machines. We
are not going to rebuild his fortune, but like everyone else and
in the same incredibly chaotic way weTl 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 tae
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 acquisitive
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, he
got down from his bunk and pushed open the car doors.

Sticky damp heat struck him in the face as if he had walked
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-
prassive now.” .

It was a big station, possibly a junction. Besides the mist nﬂf‘
the stillness, there was a feeling of emptiness, of neglect, as i
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 othet
end of the yard, the earth were to open and swallow up the sta-
tion, no one in the train would have noticed it.



0,
tRAIN TO THE URALS 243

Lo falat sounds could be heasd in the dJistance. .

Bebind him, whese they had come from, there was a 'rhythmlc
splashing, as if clothes were being rin‘sed or the wind were
Gapping @ heavy, damp flag against 2 pole.

%gon% ahear{y there g:xmeg nf even rumbling, 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 eag, He walked a faw steps forward.
Two cars farther up, the train ended, the rest had been un-
caupled and had gone away with the engue.

“So that was why they were so keyed up yesterday,” the
doctor thoughts "They had a feeling they would be thrown in as
soon as we arcived.”

He walked around the front car, meaning to cross the ralls
and look for the main part of the station, but o sentry with a
ofle sose 1n bis path.

“Where you going? Got a pass?”

“What is thus station?”

“Never mund, Who ate you?”

“I am a doctor from Moscow My family and I are passengers
on this tran Here are my papers.”

“To hell with your papers. I'm not such a food as to try to
sead wn the dark, There’s 2 must~can't you see? I don't need any
pagiers to know what kind of doctor you are. Those are more of
your doctors shootg twelve-inch guns at us, Put an end to yag,
1 would, but 1¥'s too soon for that, Get back now, while ywu'n;
st in one piece.” ‘

“Hie's taking me for someone else,” thought Zhivago. Clearly,

it was no wse arguing, better follow lus advi v
hlchﬂe rurned and Emlked the other wa; vice before s vas too
The gunfire was now at tus back. There, behind by
. , behing v
‘.‘5‘:‘\‘& 'I\’l}:rc l"l:eﬂ sun bad risen 12 2 drift of mist and :vr:; ;::x&;
QU] i} 3 ki
& 53; e al%h(’ g: t}lg shadows, like a naked man thraugh clouds
Zhivago walked down the length of
the traj
em;‘h car. fl\s feet sank deeper and deeper mua;x;gr:z:ngnssed the
© even sound of splashing wam nearer. The gmur‘xd 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 at2
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
the boss.” P —

seeFm:‘ the fisherman Yuri Andreievich Yearnsd that the river
was the famous waterway, the Ryava, and-that the station by "
the river served Razvibe, an industrial subwrb of the town of
Yurishn He also learned that Yuriatin, which lay. a-couple of
miles upstream, seemed now to have been recaptured from the
Whites, And that there had been troubles i 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 Special train of Army Commissar Strelnikov, to
whom the two fentries had gone to report.

A third sentry now came from the direction in which the two
others had gone, he was distnguished from them chiefly by the
fact that he pulled his rifie after Jum, the butt trailng on the
grouna, or propped it up in front of him-ike a tipsy friend whe
weeded his support. This guard took the doctor to the commissar.

2

Sounds of laughter and movement came from one of the two
coupled parlor cars to which the guard, after giving the pass-
€word to the sentry, took the dactar, bt they ceased the moment
ho-twr men went in, )
“The guard led the doctor down 2 narrow passage to a wide
efhiral compartment It was a clean, comfortable toom where
tly, well-dressed people worked in complete silence. The doc-
o1 had had a very dufferent 1dea of the background of Strelnikew,
the famous non-Party military expert who was the pride and
terror of the regjon.
But undoubtedly the real center of tus actwiti
es lay elsew’
dloser to the stalf H.Q and to the field of mihtaxyyopcr:;:r::’

This could only be lic onal suite, his priv:

flopng qiam e);. personal suite, his private offce and
Henee the sullness, rathy § "

Boors and e ut: rather like that in 2 steam Bath with corl

in sgh shippers.,
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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 end 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. Mumbhng to himself, he consulted reference books, studied
field maps, checked, compared, cut out, andwpasted things in
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 your§
officer got up to make room for him. At the next table a typis
in an army leather jacket was struggling with her typewriter; it
carriage had shpped and got stuck. The young officer stof’d
over her and examined the cause of the mishap from above 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 typewnter. 9]

This made Yurn Andreievich feel 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 presence
of a man whom they considered doomed. 1

“And yet who knows?" he reflected. “Why are they so uncod
cerned? Guns are gong 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 seen so mucl that they
have no sensibility left.”

To occupy himself, he stared across the room through
window opposite.

the
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2

He could see the edge of the tlx‘acks and higher up the il the
n and the suburb of Razvilie.

m’?hoxee flights of unpainted wooden steps led from the plat~

forms to the station building,

At the end of the tracks there was & large graveyard for old
engmes. Locomatives without tenders, with smokestacks shaped
ke the taps of kuee boots or ike beakers, stood smokestack to
smokestack amid piles of scrap.

The engine graveyard below and the human graveyard above,
the crumipled fron on the tracks and the rusty iron of the roofs
and shop signs of the suburb, composed a single pleture of
neglect aud age under the white sky scalded by the early mom-
ng beat,

Laving 1w Moscow, Yuril Andretevich had forgotten how many
shop siges tiere stll were in otber towns and how much of the
fagades they covered. Some of those he was seeng now were 5o
farge 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
udden by them ble the faces of village chaldren m therr fathers’
QA?S»

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.

And there, on a hull abave Razvilie and a mile or two beyond
#, stood a large town, the size of a provincial eapital. The sun
warmed its colors and the dustance smphiied its Ymes, 1t clung
to the summut of the hill in tiers, house by house and streey by
strect, with a big church in the middle on the t0p,
color print of a desert monastery or of Mount Athos,

“Yutratm,” the doctor thought excitedly. “The town I used to
hear about so often from Anna Ivanovna and from Nurse Anti-
pova How strango that 1 should see it m these ewcumstances]”

At that motaent the attenton of the mill
@ tary was diverted
from the typewriter to something they could see from one :é the
other windows, and the doctor Jogked around,

A group of posoners was being taken under guard up the

3s in & cheap

ey
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The office was in the former dining car, carpeted and wit
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 e
Hoor of the passage. After this, everyone felt free to forget the
-doctor and paid no more attention to Lim.

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 oc
cupied by 2 man who was older than the rest and who Jooked
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, andspasted things in.
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 youn§
officer got up to make room for him, At the next table a typist
in an army leather jacket was struggling with her typewtiter; its
carriage had shpped and got stuck. The young officer st
over her and examined the cause of the mishap from above while
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 feel better. These people.must
know his fate better than he did, it was hardly likely 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 unton
cerned? Guns are going off and people are dying, and they
calmly prognosticate heat—not the heat of the battle but of the
weather. Peshaps, after all, they have seen so much that they
have no sensibility left.”

Ta occupy himself, he stared across the room through the

window opposite.
,
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might well be the talent of imitation, In those days everyone
mo%!elled himself on someane else—they imimet'l heroes ?f ‘f‘s'
tory, ot the men who had struck their imagination by winning
fame in the fighting at the front or in th_e streets, or those who
had great prestige with the people, or thls or that comrade who
had wen distincion, or simply one another.

Strelnfkov politely concealed any surprise or annoyance he may
have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his staff,
treating him as if he belonged among them.

He s2id “Congratulations. We have diven them back. Tt all
seems more Ihe playing at war than serious business, because
they are as Russian as we are, only stuffed with nonsense~hey
won't give it up, S0 we have to beat it out of them, Thewr com-
mander was my friend His origie 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 have thrown them back beyond the river
and perbaps even farther. Hurry up with that connection, Gur-
1z, we need the telephone, we can't possibly manage with only
messengers and the telegraph. Have you noticed how hot jt isP
T managed to get in an hour’s slecp, just the same. Oh, yes!” He
tared to (he dovtor, Temembering that he had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense i connection with this man,

"This man?” Strelnkov thought, looking hun over sharply.
“Nonsense! He's nothing ke hum. Foolst” He Javghed, and said
to Yuril Andrerevach:

"My apalogics, comrade. They mistook you for someone else.
My sentries got mxed up You are free to go Where are the
comrade’s work papers? Ah, here are your documents, May 1
just have a glance . . . Zhivago . . . Zhwago . . Doctor Zhi-
vago . ., Moscow . . . How about gm'ng ta my place for a

moment? This 15 the secretariat, I'm in the next car, This way, 1
wor't keep you lang ™ Y

30
Who, in fact, was Strelakov?

That be should havefeacked 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, sd
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 &>
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 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 hiz
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 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 anything $0
definite as this man’s personality? How was it that they fad
never been thrown together, that their paths had not cross

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, evact, perfect—his wcll-proportx‘oncd. handsomely “l:
head, his impetuous step, his long legs, his knee boots \\lnt'
may well have been muddy but looked polished, and his [Z”"
serge tunic winch may have been creased but loohed as if
were made of the best linen and had just been pressed. o

Such was the irresistible effcct of his brilliance, his un:\ﬂt‘t‘f
ease, and his sense of being at home in any conceivable situatio?
on carth. o

He must certainly, Yurii Andreievich thought, be P""f"’“]
of a remarkable gift, but it was not neeessarily the gift of originak
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movementy
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might well be the salent of imitation. In those days everyone
modelled himself on someone else—they imhln(etll heroes L?f )lns-
tory, or the men who had struck their imagination by winning
fame i the Aghting at the Tront or in the streets, or those who
tad great prestige with the people, or this or that comrade who
had won distinction, ot simply oue another,

Strelnskov politely concealed any surprise 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
scems more Wke playing at war than serious business, because
they ase as Rusnan as we are, only stulled with nonsense—they
won'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
fine, We grew up tn the same house. He has done 2 great denl
for me in my hie and I am decply indebted to him. And here 1
am eejolang that we have thrown them back beyond the siver
and perhaps even farther. Hurry up with that connection, Gur-
fam, we need the telephone, we ean'’t possibly manage with only
mescengers and the telegraph Have you noticed how hot it is?
1 managed 1o get in an hour’s sleep, just the same, Oh, yes!™ flo
tumed to the doctor, remembenng that he had been waked wp
to deal with some nonsense i connection with this man.

“This man?” Streladov thought, Yooking um over sharply
“Nomsense! He’s nothing ke him. Fools!” He laughed, and said
o Yurh Andeetevich:

“My apologres, comrade. They mistaok you for someone else
My sentnes got mived up. You ate free ta go Where are the
comeade’s wosk papers? Ab, here are your documents, May 1
fust have a glance . . . Zhivago . . . Zhwago . . . Doctor i
vago .. Moscow .. How about gotag to my place for a
moment? This 5 the secretariat, Tm in the next car, This way, 1

wor't keep you long.” ¥

80
Who, in fact, was Strelnibov?

That he should bavetenthed and 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 h"
never been thrown together, that their paths had not CA:O‘S“L

In some inexplicable way it was clear at once that this m
was entirely a manifestation of the will. So completely was 'hf
the sclf 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 origint™
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movement

,’M -
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might well be the talent of imitation. In those days everyone
sodelled humsclt on someone else—they fmitated herocs of his-
tosy, or the men who had struck their smagination by winning
fame in the Bghting at the front oc in the strects, or those who
had great prestige with the peaple, oc this or that comrade whe
bad won Qistinction, or simply one another.

Strelnikov politely led any surprise of hemay _
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-
mander sae e Fand Ar [ -

mine
forme " s snpey ssuvouu W fn, And nere 1
am repoicing that we have thrown them back beyond the river
and perbaps even farther. Husty up with that comsection, Cur-
1an, we need the telephone, we can't possibly manage with only
messengers and the telegraph, Have you noticed how hot it is?
T managed to get m an howr’s slecp, just the same Oh, yest” He
turned to the doctor, remembering that be had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense in convection with this man.
x:nm m'm}):" Strelnikav thought, looking him aver sharply
“Nonsense! He's nothung Iike him. Fools!” id
to Yurn Andreievich ¢ Fooki He ughed, sad saig
“My apologics, comrade. They mistook you for somesne else,

My sentries gat muxed up. You are free to go. Where are the
m?l::d“ wnlxk papers? Ab, here are your documents May 1
just have s glance . . . Zhivago . , . Zhivago . c i
aoAsu i 20 ivago . . . Doctor Zhi.

«« - How about going to my place f
moment? This is the secretariat, Yom & Y pace for 2
worit keep you long+ wiat, Yim in the next car. This way, T

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, a 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 pobticil
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 a 10}”1‘
commander had been killed.

In cach case, he had taken his enemics 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 this whole
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 \Vhite pressure from the north
and the position became admittedly grave, Strelnihov was ¢
trusted with new responsibilitics, military, strategic, and oper
tional. His interventions produced {mmediate results.

Strelnikov (“the shooter”) knew that rumor had nickmm(‘d
him Razstrelnikov, the Executioner. He took this in his stride, he
was disturbed by nothing.

He was a native of Moscow, and his father was 2 worker
who had been sent to prison for taking part in the revolution t"
1905. He did not participate in the revolutionary mm'cmcnl'm‘
those ycars, first beeause he was too young, and at the university

increased
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use young men who come from a poor background value
‘):x?::eree?iumfion more and work harder than the chllldmn of
the rich, The ferment among other students Yeft ki unm\'olvtzd,
He absarbed an immense amount of information aud after t:.%kmg
his degree in the humanities traied himself later in science
and mathematies,
Exempted from the army, he enlisted voluntarily, was com-
missioned, sent to the front, and captured, and on hearing of the

revehution in Russia be escaped in 1917 and came home. He had
two ch istic features, two

passions: an unusual power of
clear and logieal reasoning, and a great moral purity and sense
of justice, be was ardent gnd honarable.

But he would nat have made a scientist of the sort who break
new ground His mtelligence lacked the capacity for bold leaps
wnto the unknows, the sudden flashes of insight that travscend
barren, logical deductions,

And $f he were really 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 acherves greatness i hitle actions.

Filled with the loftiest aspirations from his childhood, he had
Tooked upon the world as @ vast arena where everyone competed
for perfection, keeping serupulously o the vales, When he found
that this was not so, it chd not oecur to him that bis conception
of the world osder might have been oversimplified. He nursed
tus grievance and with 1t the ambition to jedge between life
and the dark forces that distorted it, 2nd to be Kie's champion
and avenger

Embil 1 by his di 5
revolution. -

, he was armed by the

a1
“Thivago,” repeated Strelnikov when th i
foom, 2} . e ey were settled in his
o g0 - -, Trade, Ethiok Or upper chee W, of
sttange,

. Mewe auSedreh ot guis "
scunty.” quiet, 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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ecause yaung, men who come from a poor bnckgrou{ld value
‘;zigh:eegium;gion more and work harder than ll.xe chx.ldren of
the nch. The ferment among other students left him uninvalved.
He absorbed an immense amount of information and after taking
hus degree in the humonities trained himself later in science
and matheratios.

Exempted from the army, be enlisted voluntarlly, was com-
smussioned, sent to 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
dlear and lagieal seasoning, and a great moral purity and sense
of ustice, he was ardent and honorable.

But he would not have made a scientsst 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 deductions.

And if he were really to do good, he would have needed, in
edditson to his principles, 2 heart capable of violating them—a
heart which knows enly of particular, not of general, cases, and
which achieres greatness in hittle actions.

Filled with the lofhest aspirations from his childhood, he had
looked upon the world as 2 vast arena where everyone competed
for perfection, keeping serupulously to the roles When be found
that this was not so, it did not eccur to bim that bis conception
of the world order might have been overnmphfied. He nursed
his gnevance and with it the ambition to judge between hfe
and the dark forees that distorted it, and to be life’s champion
and avenger

5 1 . N

E by his disapp

sevolution

be was wwed by the

31
“Thivago” repeated Strelnikov when
ey were setfleq i
m::r: ..2.}‘:\3%0 - Trade, T think. Or uooer aaee ".:ﬁh:l
- o trange,

o du searen ol quiet, seclusion, and ob-

scunty.” ’

fam. &
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“Well, well, how romantic! Varykino? I know most of the
places around here. That used to be Krueger's estate. You arent
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 Whites
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 2
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, 1 told
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
Department.”

1 Greens: Anarchistic elements, cliefly peasants, who fought both Red
Whites,

3 and
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When Zhivago had gone, Strelnikov telephoned the rallway
station.

“There’s a schoolboy they've brought in, keeps pulling his cap
over his ears and bes got a bandaged head, it's disgraceful.
~—That's right—~He's to have medical aid if he needs it—Cer-
tainly.~Yes, like the apple of your eye, you'l be responsible to
me personally.~Food, too, if necessary. Thats right. Now,
let's get down to business. . . . I'm st]l talking, don’t cut me off.

Damn, there's somebody else on the kne. Guran! Gurian
They've cut me off.”

ST e e s heing
PR . o tngus,
et : . stopped

. . . ) Then ke
looked 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} Conldn't be go to
them? Why not now, this very minute? Yes, but how could he?
They belonged to another life. First he must see this one through,
this new Wfe, the be could go back to the one that had heen
ih;r:gptcd. Someday he would do it Someday. But when,
wi




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 ] 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 waved
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 o
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

o5
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2 sultry day. The hot sun beat down on the rails and the toqfs
of th:ymrsy’x‘he black puddles of ol on the ground blazed with
ayellow shimmes, hike gold leak.

yThc sentry's e bu%t plowed a furrow in the sand. 1t clinked
aganst the tes.

“The weather has settled,” he wa
sowmg~oats, wheat, mllet—i
the buckwheat, though, Where I come from we sow the buck
wheat on the Feast of Akulina. I'm not from these parts, T come
$rom Morshansk, in the Tambov £ Eh, Cornrade Doc-
tor, if 1t wasa't for this here cwvil war and this plague of a
counterrevolution, do you think I'd be wasting my time in strange

arts at this season? The class war has run between us like the
black cat of discord, and just look at what it's deing.”

s saying, “Time for the spring
1£s the best tune. Its too early fos

3

Hands stretched out of the carriage to help him up.
“Thanks, 1 can manage.”

\.‘um Andreievich hoisted himself 1nto the car, and after re-
- e 1" she said. “Actually, we
“\What do you mean, you kuew?”

“We knew everything *

“How?"

“The sentrics told us. How could we have stood it oherwise?
As it 15, Father and 1 nearly went out of our minds, There he is

e's {ast asleeps, you can't wake hum, sleept

3 , Sleeping hike a log aft:

the excitement. There are several new passengess, Yﬂgintr:;uacg

»ou I a moment, but listen to what everybody's talkine about

—they are all congratulating you on your Tucky esea e B

he 1s.l s)1§ sn;t; suddenly, tuming and introducing hexphellshzgﬁ

over hier shoulder ta ane of the new passeny o

m ""S‘ ‘hs czowd at the back, of the hc}i)g\\\ m%.en who vas hermed
amdeviatoy,” the stranger introd, ! ising hi

hat over other people’s heads mduc;t])s;l:ix:ﬁifi,srmianghu ol

through the press of bodies. 6 s way Torward



CHAPTER EIGHRT

ARRIVAL

1

The train that had brought the Zhivago family was still oa 2
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 more:
ing, that it had come to an end. Here began another territen)s
a different, provincial 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, without exception, were acquainted; they waed
and called out as soon as they caught sight of cach other,
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 carn their living?” the doctor wondered. What
were their interests and their material resources, how did they
cope with the difficultics of the tmes, how did they evade the
laws? .

All these questions were soon answered in the most vivid w3y,

2

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
254
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4

Antonina Alevandrovna was right. Cazs were coupled and un-
wupled, and the train was shifted endlessly from one congested
liwe to another where ather 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 Rs roofs, the chrmmeys of

its factories, and the crosses on its belfries emesge 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
eadets 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 on. Im interested
because our inn s there. Luckily, it’s only a small fire, it hasnt
spread So far the center has remawned mntact”

“What did you say? 1 ean’t hear you.”

“1 smd the center, the center of the town—the cathedral, the
2}“;2; Do Otm n\:ifn\e. Samdeviatov, is a garbled Russian form
o Jan D onato. We're supposed to be descended from the

T sull can't hear.”

“1 saxd Samdeviatov is o form of San N
a branch of the Demidov f:mn]y,s [heD;:f‘;c::héy s:xz; “Ve are
Donato. But it may be {ust o famly legend, oy Sa?
called Spaka's Dell 105 ull of smpme e po S place here s
packs Strange name, isa't it?” ouses and amusement
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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.‘.\('x ﬂf"‘
forth for hours before we really start off. Anfim Efimavich tok
me gll that.”
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Marsism i too npcestain of its ground to be a science Sciences
are more balanced, more objective. [ don't Tnow a movement
mote seli-ceptered and forther removed from the facts than
Marxism, Everyone is wosried only about proving himself in
practical matters, and as for the men in power, they are so
anious to establish the myth of their infallibility that they do
their utmost to ignore the truth, Politics doesn’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 Yistened with a smile, and did nat contradict him,

The train was sull bemg shunted. Every time it reached the
“5o” signad, an elderly woman with a mlk 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
dor’t think it can be Glasha, She looks too old. Anyway, what
has she got against me? I suppose, what with Mother Russiz in
the throes of her upheavals and the ralways in a muddle, the
poor old thing is having a bad time, 5o she is taking 1t out on
;nc roh, to hell with herl—Why should I rack 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
::‘1::1‘ :{‘c_?:“mjm- of the burning town, the ronnd at 4.0

b WA L0 our seats T he
station is the one after the next

e to get off soon and your
“I'suppose you know

Be careful 't miss it”
allthisarea very \\'ell?'yuu ot mss
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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 e
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 inscription- “Moreau & Vetclinkin. Me

hanical 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!?;
chould & man, because ke fs a Marst, be a drivelling jdset?
Marxism is a positive science, n theory of reality, 1 philosophy
of history.”

“Marxism a sclence? Well, it's taking a sisk, to say the fesst,
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
from the moon? Clottons and parasites sat on 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,
He had been a student at the Techmksg&'ef( Institate, e :vt:%s
dcbpom'd and put u_m!cr pohice supervision. He came here, got a
1ob a3 manager at Krueger's, and married. There were f()ur’:isters
bere in :hcse days~one more than i Chekhov's whthe Tunt
e Keernmant [N )
T L o * 1 the young,
N 57 -y s 8 son, Has ool of o 3
;lux;:p;d; frecdom, gave him the umgsual n:xix:: E&?&:&b::p
~Livka, for short~grew P & bt wild but he had o) sorts \3
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“Like my own back yard. Up to a hundred-mile radius. T
lawyer, you know, Twenty years of practice. I'm always traveling
about on business.”

“Even now?”

“Certainly.”

“But what kind of business can there be, these days?™

“Anything you please. Old unfinished deals, business opers-
tions, breaches of contract. I'm up to my ears in it.”

“But haven't all such activities been abolished?”

“Of course they have, nominally. But in practice people are
asked to do all sorts of things, sometimes mutually exclusive
There’s the nationalization of all enterprises, but the ‘muncipal
soviet needs fuel, and the Provincial Economic Council wanls
transportation. And everyone wants to kive. This is a transitiona!
period, when there is still a gap between theory and practice. A
a time like this you need shrewd, resourceful people like m)_?elf'
Blessed is the man who deesn't see too much. Also an occast
punch on the jaw doesn’t come amiss, as my father used to 53y
Half the provmnce depends on me for its livelthood 17 be drop-
ping in at Varykino about timbes one of these days. Not just yet
though, You can't get there except by horse, and my horse is ?am&
Otherwise you wouldn't catch me jolting along on this pile of
scrap. Look at the way st erawls. Calls stself a traw! 1 might be
useful to you in Varykino. I know those Mikulitsyns of yours
inside out.” -

“Do you know why we are going there, what we want to €0’

“More or less 1 have an idea. Man's eternal longing to go b“"f
to the land. The dream of living by the sweat of your brow.

“What's wrong with 1t? You sound disapproving "

“It’s nave and idylie, but why not? Good Juck to you. Only
don’t believe st It's wtopian. Arts and craftsy!”

“How do you think Mikultsyn will reccive us?™” J

“He won't lot you in, he'll drive you out with a broomstick, 30
he'll be quite right! He's in a fine prekle as it 15, 1dle factorics
workers gone, 0o means of livelihood, no food, and then you
turn up 1f he murders you, I won't blame him!” 4

There you ate. You are a Bolshevik, and yet you yourself dov
deny that what's going on isn't Lfo—it's madness, an absur

nightmarc."
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Ot course it Is. But it's historically {nevitable. It has to be gone

i vy

*Why is it inevitablel

“x\xe’:/ouabmby. or are you fjust pretending? Have you dropped
from the moon? Cluttons and parasites sat oo the backs‘oi
tho starving workess and drove them to death, and you imagine
things could stay like that? Not to mention all the other forms
of outrage and tyransy. Doo't you understand the rightness of
the people’s anger, of their desire for justice, for truih? Or do you
think o sadical change was possible through the Duma, by
padiamentary methods, and that we can do without dictator-
ship?”

“l:\'e ase tallang at cross-purposes, sud even if we argued for &
hundred years we'd never see eye to eye. 1 used to be very
revolutionary, but now [ think thot nothing tan be gained by
brute force. People must be drawn to good by goodness, Buy
fets drop the subject. To return to Mikulitsyn—if that's what is
10 store {or us, then why are we going? We should tum back”

“Nonsense To begn with, Mikubtsyn as not vhe only pebble oo
the beach, And second, Mikebtsyn is Xind to excess, almost
criminally kind, Hell make a fuss and refuse and resst, 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.

8
“Mikubtsyn armved here twenty-five years agp £
om Pet 3
ld(c lm:-d bm; a student at the chhnologicagl Institute ;{neb:gs
eported and put under police supervisi c
P ol cg:c; Dervisior. He came here, ha

ekhov' o
sevas, Agnppina, Avdotia, Glafira, and “:S \[:?Lv‘ \&?: '}"\mt—
wen were after them. Mikulitsyn married the eldest, os
‘NBch:ri: lor:g they had 3 son. His fool of a ot~
inveyed Lo " L

2 v uss Soste 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 pa
tisans? They are the backbome of the revolutionary army i
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 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_nb,
sons of kulaks up in arms against their fathers, There are ide-
ological anarchists, poor people with no political affiliation, and
high-school boys expelled for precocious skirt chasing. And thes
there are German and Austrian prisoners of war lured by the
promise of freedom and repatriation. Well, one of the units of this
great people’s army is called the Forest Brotherhood, and the
Forest Brotherhood is eommanded by Comrade Forester, and
Comrade Forester is Livka, Liberius Averkicvich, the son ©
Averkii Stepanovich Mikulitsyn.”

“You don't mean itl”

“I do indeed. But to go on with my story. After his wife’s death,
Averkii Stepanovich married again. His sccond wife, Elena Pro-
klovna, went straight from school to the altar. Nave by nature,
she also affects nawveté; and although she is still quite young, she
already pretends to be younger still, prattles, twitters, plays ‘hi
ingénue, the little foolish girl, the pure field lily. The momen
she sees you, she puts you through an exam; "When was 'Sm’om_l\f’
born? Enumerate the conditions of equality of triangles. And
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dhe can trip you, she's averjoyed. But you'll see for youssell in
* (%}e‘:ﬁ.mm has his awn pecubarities. He was gotng tobea
: ; He's clean-shaven, never
sailor. He studied marine engmeenag. e o
takes his pipe out of his mouth, talks through bis teeth in ads:;é
friendly vaice, bas the pipe smoker’s jutbug \o:vet éa\:i;lml‘{evulu-
¥ eyes. Oh, and 2 detml 1 alroost forgot—he's 4 So o
xg:mry and wos clected tegonal deputy to the Constituen!
ASS'?;:::);; surely very important! So father and son are at swords’
olitical epemies?”
wl:: ?l}!x’cory, of course they are. But in practice the Forest
doost't make war against Varykino, Hor;gveako g0 on with 1the
story, The three ining T kulitsyn's sist
bvrly)is first marnage—lve in Yuriatin to this day, all confirmed
siﬂim!ers—»bu! 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 crass,
she gives them no end of trouble, She's an educated gizd, well
read wsed to ga in for poetry and philosophy. But since the
revolution, what with all the general uplift, speeches, demonstra-
Aioms, she's become a bit touchied in the head, she's got religions
manix The sisters Jock her up when they go to work, but she gets
ot of the windaw and off she goes down the street, collecting
Gromdt, preachung the Secand Coming and the end of the world,
Well, 5 time T stopped talling, we're nearly there, This is my
station Yours fs neat. You'd better get ready.”
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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 as2
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 Leutenm!
hero with three medals, and of course he was a thoroughly io-
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 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 amy 1
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, bt
you find all sorts of people—poor peasants, unfrocked mozxks.
sons of kulaks up in arms agamnst their fathers. There are 1d9d‘
clogical anarchists, poor people with no political affiliation, an
high-school bays expelled for precocious skirt chasing, And then
there are German and Austrian prisoners of war lured by (h‘e
promise of freedom and repatriation. Well, one of the units of ﬂ;}“
great people’s army is called the Forest Brotherhood, and t ;
Forest Brotherhood is commanded by Comrade Forester, an
Comrade Forester is Livka, Libenus Averkievich, the son of
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 naiveté; and although she is still quite young, she
already pretends to be younger still, prattles, twitters, plays ‘hi
ingénue, the little foolish girl, the pure feld lily. The momt‘"’
she sees you, she puts you through an cxam: ‘When was .Su\'nroi\f
born? Enumerate the conditions of equality of triangles. And
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i Tt had not yet relapsed into savagery, as at the cap\\a.\s.
m';'llxicstlabon nesﬂe)d ina g‘uch wootl. When the traw drew in,
fhe cans wese plunged into darkness. Now the shadows of the
searcely stirring trees moved lightly over their hands and faces,
aver the graund and the station walls and roofs, and over the
platform with its clean, damp, yelow sand. 1t was coot  Yhe
grove, and the singmg of the birds in it had an esually cool
sound. Candid and pure as muocence, it pierced and carvied
through the wood from end to end. Two roads ent through the
grove—the rastroad and a country road—and both were shaded
by branches, which swayed bhe long sleeves.

Suddenty Antonina Alevandrovad’s eyes and ears opened. She
became aware of everytung at once~—the ringing bird calls, the
pure woodland solitude, and the fowing, vnruffled stdiness. She
had prepared a speech i her mind: “I conldn’t believe that we
would really ger heze safely. Your Strelnikov, you know, could
quite easily have made a display 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 sentiments, my dear, it's
all a sham " Bat quite dufferent words broke from her at sight of
the enchanting scene before her. “How lovely!” she eried out

She could not say any maore. Tears choked her, and she began to
Al

At the sound of her crying a Lttle old man in a stationmaster’s
wolform come out and shufied acsoss o them. Tonehine fha o1

A

“it's nothung, Thm:\; you. Shell be all ight i -
Alexander Alevandronch, T A moment” said

“Its the ansiety and the warry of the joumney th
at does i, it
well known And then this Afrdcan heat,swhxdxyis so t.::si::'t;:'s
latitude. Mot ta mention the events in Yuriatin™ *
';"Vc .m«; the Eire from the train as we went by,”
onre from Central Rossia, i€ 1 s
“From the very heart of it.” et itk

“From Moscaw! Little u'o;:dcr then, tha
, then, that /!
upset. They say there fsn't & stone left standx’t:;'hd)’s nerves ave
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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 crying 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 Torfianait
station counting her family and her luggage over and over 1o
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 cyes. This prevented her from
seeing, hearing, or thinking properly. .

Passengers who were continuing their journey were ca.llmg.ou‘
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
got out at Torflanaia, They put their luggage down and sat oo
one of the benches.

They were struck by the silence, emptiness, and tidiness ('xf‘(he
station. It d strange not to be sur Jed by a mllllrjg'
cursing mob. History had not caught up with this remote provit-
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8

orse was 3 white raare that had recently foaled, mnd theis
21::: wos 2 lop-erved old man with dishevelled w?nite h:m-.vl?or
some reason everything about him was white: hxf new \mc‘h-
bark shoes had not had time to grow dark, and Yis ¥inen shit
and trousers had faded with age. )

The foat, with a short, curly mane, and black as night, like
a painted toy, ran after 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 generously, ¢s thaugh eager ta pralong,
its splendor.

Their way led sometimes through woods and sometimes across
open fields, Driving through the forests, each e 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 ully country. The hills, as always, had their own ex-
pression They rose huge and dark in the distance, Ike proud
shadows, sitently serutimaing the travellers A comfortingly rosy
{‘iﬁ\; (;l(u\\'cd them across the Belds, soothing them and giving

ope.

hThcy biked and they marvelled at everything, most af 1 at

' e . reech

. " die-

d o e witn of his own i §
Whenes et the foal b,

ged behing, the mare stopped and :
The foal would cateh wp with ber In graceful, \Pvg\’elﬂ:e ';‘otltsi
n;ul then, \;] alking up u(zl the cart clumsily on its Tong legs set 00
close together, it would streteh s lony neck its i
head vnder the shalt to nurse, B mock and puh s oy
'itut‘l dx{n’kA wnderstand,” Antonina Alesand.
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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 er
pecting you. Anfim Efimovich Samdeviatov telephoned from
Sakma. Dr. Zhivago is coming with his family from Moscow, he
said, and would 1 please give them every possible assistante. 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 you
acquaintance.”

“So you know Samdeviatov?”

“Who doesn’t know him, the wonder-worker! I don't kno‘f
what we would have done without him—we'd have all been dead
long ago. Give them every possible assistance, he said. Very gO?dv
I said. I promised I would. So if you need a horse or anything
-« « P Where are you bound for?”

“We want to get to Varykino. Is it far from here?”

“Varykino! That’s why Fve kept wondering whom your daug‘l'
ter reminds me of! So it's Varykino you want! That explains
everything! Old man Krueger and I built this road togetht"r- i
see to the horse right away, I'll call one of the men and we ] see
about a cart—Donat! Donat! Take these things into the waitdg
room for the time being. And how about a horse? Run over to the
tearcom and see what can be done. Bacchus was hanging arount
here this morning, See if he’s still there. Tell them four passengers
for Varykino. They're new arrivals. They've got hardly any I"lg'
gage, tell them. And make it snappy. And now, Jady, may I give
you a piece of fatherly advice? I purposcly didn't ask you how
closely you were related to Ivan Ermestovich. Be very carcfu
what you say about it. You can't talk too much with everyone
in times like these.”

At the mention of Bacchus the travellers looked at each other
in They r bered Anna Ivanovna's tales about
the fabulous blacksmith who had made himself an indestructible
set of iron guts and the many other local legends she had told

them.
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A1 st ones be tumed and looked Astoniva Alexandrovna
aight in he eye,

m"x?w you :ugr thiak, young, woman, that 1 didn’t know wha

yau were? You're simple-minded, Litle mother,' that 1 can see.

May I fall dead 3¢ ¥ didnt recogaize youl Certainly 1 nfcogmze(\

youl Couldwt believe my eyes—youse the lving image of

Grigov.” {This was his version of Krueger's name.) “You wouldt

be tus graoddoughter, would you? Who could 3l a Origov 8

sotmel 1've spent my Jife working for birm. Did every Keod of job

for Lim—worked in the munes a8 4 woodman, and at the winch
above ground, and in the stobles—Gee-up, get a move ont

Stopped agair, Ue she had no legs) Angels jn China} Can't you

hear 'm tatlang to you?

“Well now, you were asking if Ym thot same blacksmith
Bacchus. What a simpleton you are, little mother, such big eyes
and a Jady, but a fool. Your Bacchus—he was called P Zov,
Fostanogov Iron-Belly—Dbe went W Yis grave more than hity
years ago. But my name is Mekhonoshin, Our Christian names
are the same but our surnames are different”

Little by little, the old man told them in his owe words what
they had already beard from Samdeviatoy about the Makulitsy
e caliedt 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 fearmed that bis fame hiad not yet reached Moscow and that
the Fosest Brothethood was unkeown there, he could hardh
believe it. g ardly

“They haven't heard? They haven't heard of Comrede Fosester?
Anlgcls :n Chuna, then what has Moscow got eats for?”
[acning was coming on, Their shadows, growing
longer, ran ahead of them. They were dﬁgng th%cﬁ:;%e: 222
eeless stretch lere and there, in Jonely elusters, stood tall
stringy stafks of goosefoot, of willow berd and llxiszle'd ed with
fawering tults Thewr ghostlile voutours, widely spatsg on th
Tallteps, Yoomed Whe guards keeping watch over the plajn, ‘
Farshead of e, the ghin abutied  all xsge of il The
:lc:: ‘1::25 :)z:; r;nxle‘ Ixxl{c awall, b;;yond which there was ;;.exhap{
5 was a3 though t
enciored by u vampart, and the mdgu :r}:: éﬁfﬁfﬁi‘;‘e\;&e
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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
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 ooy 2
story, a legend, and then Mother told us that even the legenfi
was over a hundred years old when she heard it. But dont
talk so loud, You dont want to hurt the old man’s feclings”

“He won't hear anything, hes deaf. And if he did, he wouldn
understand—he’s not quite right in the head.”

“Hey, Feodor Nefeodich]” the old man shouted to his hcrfe,
addressing it for some reason by a male name and patronymit
although he knew as well as his passengers did that it ws 3
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 15 swimming past the shores,
He makes furrows n the watcr
It isn’t wine that makes me sway
It is because Vania is going into the army.
But I, Masha, I won't blunder.
But I, Masha, am not a fool,
I'll go to the town of Scliaba,
And work for Sentetiunkha.”

“Eh, you Godforsaken beast. Look at that carrion. 1 give her
the whip and she gives me the lip! Eb, Fedia Nefedia, are you
making up your mind to go?—That forest, it's ealled the taiga,
there’s no end to it. And there’s no end of peasant folk inside it
the Forest Brotherhood is there~—Eh, Fedia Nefedia, have yo¥
stopped again, you devil?”
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golden yays of the setting suz, and the gnats that swarmed
around Elena Proklovna and settled oo her face and neck

The sdence was fnally broken by Mikelitsyn “T dont under-
stand. T don't understand a thing and 1 never will. What do you
{hok 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, I wonder,
s for Averki Stenapovich?”

“Don't interrupt, Lenochka, Yes, she's quite sight. Did you
stop 1o think what a burden you would be unposing on us?”

“But heavens above 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 comer in any old empty,
tumble-down building and a strip of land that happens to be go-
tng ta waste because nobady wants it, so that we ean grow
svegetables. And a cortload of firewood from the forest when
there's no one to see us take 1t. Is this really askimg $o much, is
it suth on impositont”

“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 anyone else®

what a responsibility this

“Because we've heard of you and we hoped that you'd have
heard of us, so that we would not be coming to complete
strangers,®

“AR! So it's berause of Krueger! Because

you are related to
bim! But haw can you even brin yoursel:
thing at a time bke this?” & Ve 1o admit such 2

“1 wonder, do you tnderstand? Precisel: Fou
1o Krueger you should have ) e yosie ol

d
acquantance paced us the gleasure of your
“Lenochha, don't meddle. M 3 . .
beeause you're related.” ¥ wole s hsclutely right. Precisely

Yuri Andreiesich had had na time
i to compare Samdeviatoy's
portrait with the origmal. During, the m\h\':\x]; sccncmthzw(;l:::(:r

fargot Samdeviatev’s desenption i
down, he was struck by &]c ?\\lw:::;' i pngs ad calmed

and the aptn 3
portrait However, Anfim Efimovich aptness o the
wanager was incomplete. Yan And Ws charactesization of the

) ppl d it later,
\\ T
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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 wher
your Mikulich and Mikulichna live. And down below there’s
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 i
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 genuing
speechlessuess lasted for several minutes; so did the sincere ﬂns
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
scemed to communicate itself even to the mare, the foal, the



ARRIVAL a3

“Oh, come! Be sensiblz.dwmt‘s the matter with youl

itle Jater he selented,

é\‘?ﬁ&, &me {su't sy point in squabbling in the ya:d: We fcan
o inside, Net, of course, hat I can see any go?d caming o x(t,
Tt we see as dn o gas daskly! Sull, we arent Tanizatics, we
arent beathens, we won't drive you out into the forest to be
eaten by bears. T think, Lenochka, we'd better put Yoem in the
palm 1o0m for the woment, et to the study. Well see lmj.r
where they can settle down, we might End them some place in
the park. Do come fnside. Bring their things in, Bacchus, give
the guests 8 hand”

Bacehus did as he was told, muttering: “Mother of Godf

They've got no mare stuff than plgrims! Nothing but Yittle
bundles, pot a siogle truek.”

10

“The night was cold. They washed, and the women got the room
ready for the night, Sashenba, who from long custom expected
ta have his childish utterances greeted with raptures and there-
fore prattled obligingly, was upset because for onee he had no
success, 10 ane taok any vatice of him, He was disappointed that
the black foal hiad not been braught into the house, and when be
was t)d sharply to be quiet he burst into tears, afsaid that he
might be sent back to the baby shop where, he believed, his
parcats had bought him. His fear was genuine, and he wanted to
share it with everyone araund him, but his charming absurdities
on this occasion falled to produce the umal eBect. 1 at ease in
a strange house, the grownups seemed to him to be in more than
their usual humry as thiy went about slently nbsorbed in their
tasks Za&hmh v ST o . " vas made to
eat and put to by A . "
s, L oo :(flsz,’é
ef supper and wutsated her into the secrets the household,
‘(‘!";“’:}‘Rh’i;t’dmm and the men were avited to tea with
Alexander Aletandrovich

and Y, Py
on the veranda for & breath orl Andteteich Grst et ont

of air,
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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 fron
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 than
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 a 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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Ou their way to the dining room, where their hosts and An-
tonina Alesandrovna were having tea at the round table under
the hanging lamp, they went through Mikuhtsyr's dark study.

It had an enormos windaw the leagth of the wall, overlooking,
the ravine Earlier, while it was still light, the doctor had noticed
the view from it over the gully and the plain beyond, which they
had crossed with Bacchus, At the window stood o drafisman’s
table which also tock up the width of the wall. A gun lying
lengthways on it and leaving plenty of room at either end further
emphosized the greas width of the table.

Now, as they went through, Yurii Andreievich once more
thought with envy of the window with its vast view, the size and
position of the table, and the spaciausuess 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 nlace vam havel 1What o exton 3+
must be a perfect pl
°A glass or a cup? * .

“Yurochka, do look at thus. It's a stereoscape, Averkit Stepano-
vich's son made it when he was a child "

“He stll hass't grown up and setsled down, even though he
has captored district after dustruct for the Sovists from Komuch”

“What's Komuch?®

“Is the army of the Siberian Covernment, s fighting to te-
store the Constituent Assembly

“Weve been hearing praise of yous son all day long. Yo
be very proud of him ~ 7 img Toumust

hose ),

pic photographs of the Urals—th

work too, and hie taok them with 4 homemade camera™
'gnndt'rfui cookies! Are they made with saccharin?”
“Tood gracious, ot Where would we get s in i

silderness? It's honest to God sugar o o i o

y are his

. Didy'

TUZAf in your tea” idn't you see me putting
“OF conrse 13! 1 was locking at the

tea, iso’t it ©

photographs. And it's real
“Certainhy! 3's Jasmine tea”
-il‘n“hon earth do you get 42°
e have & sont of magictan. A friend of o s 5
Egure of the new aont, Very leftwing, He's the gg;;:lex;ig:: :l:
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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.

-



CHAPTER NINE

VARYKINO

1

1n the winter, when Yuril Andrefevich had more time, he began
a notebook. He wrote: “How often, lst summer, ¥ felt 1ke say-
teg with Tintchev:

“What o summer, what a summert
This by magic indeed.

And hos, I ask you, did # come
Just lde that, aut of the bluc?”

$¥hat 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,
{n tmitation of the Creator of the universe, and, as your own
mother did, to gise birth to yourself, time and again.

*So many new thoughts come Iata your head when yous hands
2re busy with hard physieal work, when your mind has set youa
ts} that can be schieved by physical effort and that brings its
roward fn foy and seccess, when for sic hours oa end you dig o
bammer, scorched by the Ufe-giving breath of the sky. Aod
1 isn't a loss but a gain that theso transient thoughts, intuitions,
analogies are pot put dawn on paper but forgotten. The town
< sechuse whipplag up his nerves and his imagisation with strong

Black eoffee and tobacco doesa’t kuow the strongest drug of all
~f00d health and real necessity.

“Lam not golag fusther than this. Y am not i
u-*enty and the return to the land, I am ngﬁ?ﬁg{f‘ﬁmyﬁn
en soclalivm and its solution to the agrarian pr:blcm X’im .
saerely stating 2 fact, T am pot bullding s system on the imi::;
our own aecidentsl experience. Our example is debatable snd
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tive of the Provincial Economic Council. He takes our timbx
to town and gets us flour and butter through his friends. Fass ve
the sugar bowl, Siverka” (that was what she called Averkiil
“And now, I wonder, can you tell me the year of Griboiedov's
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, natursh
or inverted?”

“How do you come to know sa much about physicst”

“We had ‘an excellent science teacher in Yuriatin, he taught
both in the boys’ school and in ours. I can't tell you how S‘_"’d o
was. He was a wonder. It was all so clear when he cxpltunl‘d i
to you! His name was Antipov. He was marricd to 3 te:u:.hcr to0.
All the girls were mad about him, they all fell in Jove with him
He went off to the war as a volunteer and was illed. Some
people say this scourge of ours, Commissar Strelnikov, is Anlxpv)
risen from the dead. But that’s only a silly rumor, of course- Its
most unlikely. Though, who can tell, anything is possible- A
other cup?”
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VARYEINO

1

In the winter, when Yusii Andreievich hiad more time, he begen
2 notebook. He wrotes “How often, last sammer, T felt like say-
izg with Tiotchev:

“What & summer, shat a sumrzer]

Thisfs magic indeed.

And how, I ask you, dud & come

Just Lke that, out of the Blue?

What happiness, to work from dawn to dwsk for yeur family
and for yourself, to build a roof over their heads, to ¢l the sofl
to feed them, to create your own world, like Robinson Crusoe,
in imitation of the Creator of the umiverse, and, 23 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 2
task that can be achieved by physical effort and that brings its
reward in joy and success, when for six howrs on end you dig or

hemumer, scorched by ike life-giving breath of the sky. And
B N T

g Lt gy rey BECESSI!Y.

“12m oot gawg further than this. ¥ am not preaching Tols
us‘enity and the Tetumn to the Yand, 1 am nﬁyﬂnfm li]:n;};::
<a socialism and dts solution to the agrarion ym?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 evcuse that we stedl
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. I have the impression that if he didnt com
plicate his life so needlessly, he would die of boredom.”
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2

A Yitle later the doctor wrote:

Ve are Living in two rooms in a wooden qaper at the back of
the ol house, When Anna Iyanovia was a child Krueger used
it for special servants—the & ker, the housekeeper, and the
retired nurse

“It was pretty difapidated when we came, but we epaired 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 old 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
neather, Not counting 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 Tonda, Fresh cabbages bang 1 pairs from the beams. There
are cartots buried in dry sand, and radishes and beets and tur-
uips, ﬂfq plenty of peas and beans are stored in the Infi Thons -

. . ey 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 1 your band,

“You come out, it is sbll dark. The door creaks ar peshaps you
snceze or the snow crunches under your foot, and hares start
up from thfa far cabhage pateh and hon a« .

‘ wavw oty Lhen &
Besides the tracks of }mgs, the vnéleSs m:;vnpmax :s
I::r(.tnc::(;lbl;ya d'sh(’;f; :f Iynxes, stretehing acioss §t neatly, ke
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 ina
night,

“Traps are set for them, but instead of the lynxes the wretched
hares get caught, half buried in the snow, and are taken out
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 right
moment to close the damper so as not to waste any heat. lf}
charred log prevents the fire from drawing properly, I remove it
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 park
and then buries itself, hissing, in a snowdrift.

“We read and reread War and Peace, Evgenit Oncgin 31{3
Pushkin’s other poems, and Russian translations of Stcndh:ﬂ_i
The Red and the Black, Dickens's Talc of Tiwo Cities, and Kleists
short stories.”

3

As spring approached, the doctor wrote: X

“I believe Tonia is pregnant. I told her and she doesnt believe
it, but I fecl sure of it. The early symptoms are unmistakable 1o
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 be-
comes less attractive, but her appearance is no Jonger quite un(?ﬂ
her control. She is now ruled by the future which she cariet
within her, she is no Jonger alone. Her loss of control ovrr'hﬂ
appearance makes her scem physically at a loss; her face dims
her skin coarsens, her eyes shinc in a different way, not as she
wants them to, it s as if she couldn’t quite cope with all thest
things and has neglected herself,

*“Tonia and I have never drifted apart, but this ycar ol
has brought us even closer together. I have noticed how cfficient

f work



9
VARTRINOG 261

strong, and tireless she is, how dleverly she pla?s her work, o0
25 to waste as little time as possible between one job ar{d ‘nnuther‘
“It has always seemed to me that every conception is fmmacu-
Jate and that this dogma, concerning the Mother of God, ex-
presses the idea of )l motherhood. o

“At chuldburth, every woman has the same aura of isolation, as
though she were abandoned, alone, At this vital moment the
man’s part is as wrelevant as if he had pever had anything to
3o with it, as though the whale thing had dropped from heaven.

“It is the woman, by herself, who brings forth her progeny, and
carries it off fo some remote corner of eustence, a quiet, safe
plate for a erb Alove, in silence and humity, 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
wauth. ‘My soul doth magaify the Lord, and my spint hathoze-
joieed in God my Saviour For He hath regarded the low estate
of his handmarden- for, behold, from henceforth all generations
shall eall me lessed” It is because of her chitd 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 is n ber ¢hild Mothers of great men must
have been fanuliar with this fecling, but then, all women are
E:thf“ of great men—it isn't their fault if life disappoints them

et

4
“We go on endlessly rereadin i
K g Ecgenti Onegin and the poems.
Samdeviatov came yestesday and imught p:esents—-nicepthin:v
'8 eat and ¥erosene for the lamps. We have endless discussion:
about art, o
“1 have always thought that art
b 1s not 2 category, not 2 realm
c:.cﬂng inoumerable concepts and deﬁvanvegphénomena but
that, on the COntrary, 1 s somethin ot

ing concentrated, stictly
present in pvore et e

bimsted, Tt £s a i
foren prntiat ‘_[Tm:‘? le.tlm s

b bl ument,
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Al this is as clear to me as daylight. I feel it in every booe &
my body, but it's terribly difficult to express or to define this idex

“A literary creation can appeal to us in all sosts of ways~tr
its theme, subject, situations, characters. But above all it appess
to us by the presence in it of art. It is the presence of ath
Crime and Punishment that moves us deeply rather thn te
story of Raskolnikov's crime.

“Primitive art, the art of Egypt, Greece, our own-—it is a1
think, one and the same art through thousands of years. You &3
call it an idea, a statement about life, so all-embracing that ¥
can't be split up into separate words; and if there is so much 8
a particle of it in any waork that includes other things as will
outweighs all the other ingredicnts in signicance and turms et
to be the essence, the heart and soul of the work”

' 5
“A stight chill, a cough, probably a bit of temperature. Gasping
all day long, the feeling of a lump in my throat, 1 am o2 bad
way. It is my heart. The first symptoms that I have isherited ¥
poor mother’s heart—she suffered from it all her life. Can &
really be that? So soon? If so, my tenure in this world it shett.

*A faint smell of charcoal in the rcom. A smell of ironing. Tott
is ironing, every now and then she gets a coal out of !hc‘ﬂﬂ\f
and puts it in the iron, and the lid of the iron snaps ever }‘ hit;
a set of teeth. It reminds me of somethung, but I can't think o
what. Must be my condition.

“To celebrate Samdeviatov's gift of soap we have find two
washing days and Sashenka has been runmng wild. As I. \"T'\‘:
he sits astride the crosspicee under the table and. smitatiog
Samdeviatov, who takes him aut in his sleigh whenever hie comies,
pretends that he is giving me a ride. "

“As soon as I feel better I must go to the town library and rf‘i
up on the cthnography and history of the region. They sa¥ ‘”"
tibrary has had several important donations and §s exception?ty
good. I have an urge to write. But 17 have to hury, 1t will
spring before we know where we are—and then therell be 22
time for reading or writing,
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“My headache gets worse and warse. 1 slept badly. Had a
muddled dream of the kind you forget as you wake up. All that
remained in my memory was the part that woke me up. It was
2 woman's voice, 1 heard it in my dream, sounding in the air. 1
semembered it and kept hearing it in my mind and gaing through
the list of our women friends—1 tried to think of someone who
spoke 1n that deep, soft, husky voice. It didn't belong to any of
them T thought 1t moght be Tonia's, and that I had become so
used to her that I no longer heard the tone of her voice I tried to
forget that she was my wife and to become sufficiently detached
to find out But it waso't her voice etther. It remains a mystery.

“About dreams. It s usually taken for granted that you dream
of something that has made a particnlarly strong impression on
you during the day, but it seems to me 1t’s fust the contrary,

“Qlten 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 feeling and which passed unnoticed—
these ate the things that return at mght, clothed in flesh and
‘bieod, and they become the subjects of drearns, as 1f to make up
for having been 1gnored during waking houts.”

6

“A clea, frosty night. Unugual brlliance and pexfection of every-
thing wisble Earth, sky, moon, and stars, all seem cemented,
nveted together by the frost Shadows of trees he across the
paths, so sharp that they seem carved 1 relief. You keep thinking
you see dark Bgures endlessly cross the sood 28 various places
g stars hang m the woods between branches hike blne lanterns
Snrgsll anes ase strewn all over the sky hke daisies in a suramer
"We go on discussing Pushkn, The other night we talk
e o B0 o0 dicu ght we talked about
e 3} (}::c o mit‘:ime as 2 schoolboy, How much depended
“in the poems with long Yines, his ambiti
sond the town of Arzar;gm,s. he \\anrln:;utnon i};:‘;:t e??n}:l bhe.
gn‘nmups.v unpress bus unele with mythologism, hom%avlni ': M
Cpicureanism and sophustication, and  affect ’d revosi i
worldly wisdom, € » precocious
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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 frm
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 fu%:‘
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 87
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 xlxdml‘:!-
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

D |
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breadih of imagination, what richyess!’ But in fact it’s so pompous
just because it is so unimaginative and second-fate.

*Oply 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 e} Today, "bourgeois’ and
“petty bourgeais’ have become tesms of abuse, but Pushkin fore-
stalled the implied criticism in his ‘Family Tree, wlfen:‘ he sags
proudly that ke belongs to the middle class, and o ‘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 come to like best in the whals of Russian litera-
ture i the childlike Rusniom quabty of Poshkin and Chekher,
thewr modest reticence in such high-sounding, matters as the ul-
timate purpose of mankingd or their own salvation, It fsn’t that
they dudn't think about these things, and to good effect, but to
talk sbout such thmps seemed to them pretentious, presumptuous.

’C;:gol. Tolstoy, Dostoievsky laoked srestlessly for the meaning of
hfr and neamauad £ o . -

clusions. Pushkin and

o . were absorbed in the
R wo won by their vocation as

writers, and in the course of fulfilling these tasks they lved theix
hves, quictly, treating both their ves and their work as private,
mndividual matters, of no concern to anyone else. And these fn-
dividual things have since become of concern to al, and their

works, Lke apples picked while they are green, have ripened of
:?sclms, mellowing gradually and growing richer in meaq-

8
“Finst signs of spring, Thaw. The air smells of bu
8 tered
::d \t od?a, as at Shrg\lzetide. A sleepy, ody sun hgn!dlfgm 1;&)!::
rest, sleepy pines blinking their needles e eyel i
poddies ghstensng at noon. The countryside ya:?:s“:l: ;cﬁdy
turns over, and goeshack to steep. " Sheiches

“Chapter Seven of Evgenti Onegin descrthes the spring, One:
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gin’s house deserted in his absence, Lensky's grave by the sten
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 it
ingale is spring’s lover. Moreover, he needed it for the shyme
I wonder whether the nickname Nightingale, for the brigand 2
of Odikwmantii, in the well-known Russian folk epic, is not amets-
phor based on similanty of scund, How well the song charactar
izes him!

"At his nightingale whistle,

At his wild forest call,

The grass is all a-tsemble,

The flowers shed their petals,

The dark forest bows down to the ground,
And all good people fall down dead.

We came ta Varykino in carly spring. Soan the trees grew goes
~alder and nut trees and wild cherry—especially in the Shutmd
the ravine below Mikulitsyn's house. And soon after that te
mghtingales began to sing, oy
“Once again, as though hearing them for the first time,
wondered at the difference between ther song and that of 2
ather birds, at the sudden jump, without transitions, that mm!‘:
makes to the richness and uniqueness of their tnlls. Such vancty
and power and resonancel Turgeney somew here desenibes these
whistling, fluting modulations. There were two pluases l)mk s.‘ o
out particularly. One was a laxunous, greedily sepetitive 1o "y
tiokh-tiokh, 10 response to which the vegetation, all cnvered wi
dew, trembled with debght The other was mtwoe syllu'.z!f& g
imploring. an appeal or 3 warning “Wake up! Wake up!

g

*Spring. We are preparing for the spring sowing No time f&;f ;
diary. It was pleasant to wnte. 111 have to stop until sext wint®
¥
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*The other day—aod now it really was Slxroveﬁde—-right.in
the muddle of the spring Soods, a sick peasant drave tus slex.gh
into the yard through the mud and stush. 1 refused to examine
tum ‘Pve given up practicng,’ X said. ‘I have neither ‘mefilmnes
nor equipmest? But he persisted, Help me. My skin is bad.
o priy om me. Tm sick. What could 1 de? 1 don't have a heart
of stone 1 told lum to undress. He had lupus. As 1 was exarmaing
him T glanced at the botle of carbohe acid on the window sill
{don't ask me whee it comes from~—that and a few other things
I couldn’t do without—everything comes from Samdeviatov).
Then I saw there was another sleigh in the yard. ¥ thought at first
it was another patient. But it was my brother, Evgraf, who had
dropped 1n on us out of the blue The family took charge of
hum—Tonia, Sashenka, Alexander Aletandrovich. Later 1 went
out and poined them We showered kam with questions. Where
had he come from? How had he come? As usual, he was evasive,
he smiled, shrugged, spoke in niddles.

“He stayed about two weeks, went often to Yuriatin, and then
vanished suddenly as if the earth had swallowed him. I realized
while he was staying with us that he had even more influence
than Samdeviatov and that his work and his connections were
even more mysterious What s he? What does he do? Why is he
so powerful® He promused to make things easier for us so that
Tenia should have more tme for Sashenka and 1 for practicing
medicwne and wrting We asked him how he proposed to da
this. Y merely smiled. But he has heen as good as his werd,
There are signs that our hving condstions are really going to
change

"1t is truly evtraordinary. He is my half brother.
saroe name And yet I h:nor\)\’.' wirtually fmthmg abo::hi‘rze b the

“For the second time he has burst into wy bfe ax’ my good
genuue, my rescuer, resobang all my difficulttes Perha u}: g,
Iife there has to be, in addution to the other protagoni g every
I!n\nzt:;\n foree, an almost symbolie fgure \whog corsue; ﬂ;fgc‘:::'
moned to the rescue, and in mi . "
plavs the part of this }uddenp é’e‘:‘:g;d‘g‘;gme Everaf, my brothey,

At s poiot Yu ich's di
\xcn!on\\-“l,hn. ™ Andreievichls diary breaks off. He never



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 gt
—alder and nut trecs and wild cherry—especially in the Shutmt,
the ravine below Mikulitsyn’s house. And soon after that the
nightingales began to sing. o
“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 are preparing for the spring sowing. No time for
diary. It was pleasant to write. 111 have to stop until next winte?
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The librarizn and his two assistants sat on a dais in & recess
in the wall opposite the window, separated from the rest of i.he
room by a high counter, One of the assistants was a cross-looking
woman who wore a woollen shawl and kept putting on her
pince-nez and taking it off, appasently 1 accordance with mood
rather than need. The ather, i a black stk blouse, seemed to
have a weak chest, for she breathed and spoke through her
handkerchief and neves took it away from her nose and mouth.

“The staff had the same Yong, pully, flabby faces as most of the
readers, and the same Joose skin, earthy and greenish like pickled
cucumbers or gray mold. The three of them tock 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
sworked on some report or other.

Through an unaccountable association of ideas started by the
sight of the real town outside the window and the imagined one
mside the room, as well as by the swollen faces around him,
which made it seem as thaugh everyone had goiter and somehow
1eeolled the face of the sulky woman in charge of the Yuriatin
salway switeh on the morning of his arival, Yusit Andreievich
remembered the distant panorama of the town and Samdeviator
‘beside Tum on the floor of the car, and his comments and explana-
tions He tried to conoect these explanations, given him o far
outside the tovn, with his immediate surroundings now that he
was at the center of the pictuse. But he did not remeniber what
Samdeviatov had told him, and he did not get anywhere,

n

Yurh Andreievich sat at the far end of the room, In front

\‘x‘crc several reports on local land sta

of him
5 A tistice andt qamn \
PR

tme and that he would haye 1o e bk s omés at the same
i.m) reference books befarc‘:ag e back some of the Journals
1)

g out the athers that interested
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10

Yurii Andreievich looked through the books he had ordered at
the reading room of the Yuriatin public library. The reading room
had several windows and could seat about a hundred people.
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 it
town later than the dinner hour. He would leave the horse thit
Mikulitsyn lent him at Samdeviatav’s inn, read all roming, 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 lled
with local people, some sitting down near to him and others
farther away, he {elt as if he were getting to know the town by
standing at one of its bustling intersections, and as if not onl): the
people but also the houses and the streets in which they lived
were coming into the room.

However, from the windows one could also see the actual
Yuriatin, real and not imagined. In front of the central, largest
window was a tank of boiled water. Readers who wanted 3
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
orgin.

'IEhe 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 {h¢
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 noise
than the others, not because they did not know the rules but
because in their anxicty not to make a sound they could not
control their vigorous steps and voices.
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2

first 1mpulse was to get up and speak to her. But a 51})'“955
ial;:l lack ofpsuny\xcity, egnme\y alien to his nature, had., lftl)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. T.o
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
beautiful,” he thought. “She despises al} that aspect of 2 woman's
nature, 1t'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 smplest
possible thing, 2 thing that even ammals could do, As sf she were
carpi;mg \\‘a;cr from a well, or peeling potatoes.”

ese reflections calmed him A rare peace descend
Tus soud Yhis mund stopped darting frampsub)'ect to sube'(elc:l P}O‘ﬂ
could not help smiling; Antipava’s pre he Same

esence affected him the
way a5 1t had affected the pervous Mbrarian, 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
| aa g



290 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 bis
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 a cold came down from her dais and
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 sncezed ten or twelve times Yurii Andreievich
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 fow
voice with the sneezing librarian, who stood leaning over l.‘“'
The conversation seemed to have a good effect on the librarian
1t 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 to h";
mouth away from her face, put it in her pocket, and went bﬂtd
to her place behind the partition, happy, self-confident, a0
smiling. b

The incident marked by this touching detail was nolxcﬂ!edy
several people in different parts of the room; they to.o Sm{] .
looking at Antipova with approval. From these trivial signs ‘“lr"
Andreicvich gathered that Antipova was known and liked in the

town.
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The wind often held him up, barring his way with clguds of
dust and sand. He averted his head, closed his eyes, waited for
the dust to stop blowing, and continued on his way,

Antipova lived at the comner of Merchant Street opposite the
dark, 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 ao0d disturbing about it. )

Its entire top floor was ded by female mythological
Bgures half as big agein as human beings. Between two gusts of
the dust storm it seemed to him as 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 from 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. Through this
black curtain, hens, chased by a cock, fled clucking from undee

hig feet.
When the dust settled the doctor saw Antipova by fhs sl
P .

- 1
seul W PLULEET 1T 3TOM the dust, and she was holdme her hillme
SO .

. ~vvu fu Lue 1L endt ot the fence where the hens were
still cackhing

Yuri1 Andreievich ran after i, picked it w ) & i
to her at the well. Preserving her?\xsual mtugnl :ii ts;?ditdh::?
even by o . ety her ot emh !
ment All she said was: “Zhivagel”

:‘liavlnsa Feodorovnal”

hat on carth are you doing here
:Pul yout buckets dz\\-m ™ Ei:m'y them for you”
1 never stop halfway, 1 pever leave what 1 dp upfinished, ¢

it's me you've come to see, let's o
“Who clsc?” e
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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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2 ‘es water from the well as hghtly and e!?ort\essly
:suiel: ss:::‘:::: reading, There is the same .gTaCefulness m‘e\';riy-
thing she dues, as if she had taken a fiying start early in {:,
way back in her childhood, and now everything s}le. does ho -
Jows this mormentum, easily, naturally. This quabity is in \.he ne
of her back when she bends down and in her smie as it parts
her Yips and rounds her chin, and in her words and tlvmughts.

“Zhrvagol” Antipova called down from the top landing.
He went up.

I

“Gwve me your hand and do as I tell you, We have to go through
two dark rooms piled with furmiture, You might bump into some-
thing and hurt yourselt.”

“True. It is bke a labyrinth, T'd never have found my way.
Why is 1t Like ths? Is the flat being redecorated?”

“Oh 1o, nothing Iike that. It belongs to someone else, I don’t
even know who st 15 T had my own flat in the school buiding,
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart-
ment, Katenka and I were gwven part of this house. The owners
had gone away, leaving all their furniture, There was an awful
lot of it. T don’t want other people’s things, so I put 1t all inta
these two rooms and whitewashed the windaws to keep out the
sun. Don't let go of my hand or you'll get lost. Here we are, we
turn nght, now we're out of the maze, here’s my door. It will
be lighter in a sccond. Watch the step.”

As he followed her into the room he was struck by the view
from the window facing the door It looked out on the yard and
over the low roofs of the houses beyond it to the vacant lots by
the niver Goats and sheep grazed there, and thexr long woolly
coats swept the ground ke long skirts. There too was the fa-
mibiar biilboard  *Moreau & Vetchinkin, Mechameal seeders.
Thresting machines.” )

Remmded by 1t of the day of his arrival fro
doctor proceeded to describe)it to Larisa Feodor:\:n];.k;:;:‘ttfnm
there was a ramor that Strelnikov was her husband, he tt;gld her
of tas meehing with the commissar in the train. This part of his

_ story made a deep impression on her,
7
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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 2 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 cverything 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-
workP 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.
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 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 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 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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true- she carries water from the well as lightly and effortlessly
15 if she were reading. There is the same gracefuloess In every-
thing she does, o5 i she hiad taken o fying start ewly in life,
way back in her childhood, and now everything she does f'cl-
ows this momentum, easly, naturally, This quality is in the line
of her back when she hends down and in her smile as 1t parts
ber lips and rounds her chin, and in her words and thoughts!

“Thwvago!” Antipova called down fram the top landing.

He went up.

14

“Give me your hand and do as I tell you. We have te go through
two dark rooms piled with furmture. You mght bump into some-
thing and hurt yourself.”

“True. It is lke a labyrinth. T'd never have found my way.
Why s 1t like thas? Is the Hat being redecorated?”

“Ok no, nothing Lke that. It belongs to someone else, 1 dont
even know who 1t 15 1 had my own fat 1 the school building.
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart-
ment, Katenka and 1 were given part of this house. The owners
had gone away, leaving all their furnituxe. There was an awful
lot of it. 1 don't want other people’s things, so T put it all into
these two rooms and whitewashed the windows to keep out the
sun. Don't let go of my hand or youT) get lost. Here we are, we
turm right, now we're aut of the maze, here's my door. It wall
be‘hg&m' fn a second Watch the step.”

o "7 e swsts 0 e tiouses beyond it to the vacant lots by
¢ nver. Goats and sheep grazed there, and theix long weolly
:\:{:Is;c‘(;;othi ground hke long skirts. There too was the fa-
ilboard: “\l & Vetchink i
Thlr.(cshm% mm‘?s?oreau etchinkin. Mechanical seeders.
emunded by it of the day of his arrival from
Moscow, th
dt\):ur proceeded to describe it to Larisa Feodorovna. For;eﬂmz
" h:s was g Tumor that Strelnikov was her hushang, he told her
* meeting with the commissar in the traia, This part of his
ory made 2 deep impression on her.
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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. Moreaver, 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, sctting 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. Yowll 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 js, but I don’t need to use it now.
I'll 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 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, Il call you in a minute.”

While waiting, he looked around at the pecling 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

1o a real, hard physical task. Now [ 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 n 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, he has a grain of immortality.”

“They say he is not a Party member.”

“Yes, I think that’s true. What s 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. Strelmkov 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 sosty for him. 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 arc limits to
everything. In all this time something definite should have been
achieved. But it turps out that those who inspired the revofution
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“What you say does not come a5 a surprise. 1 was g}:e?ared
for something of the sort. I heard that rumor, but ¥ didnt be-
Leve it for a moment, That'’s why 1 spoke about him to you s0
Freely, ignoring the sumor, which is sheer nonsense. T've seen this
man, How could anyone conect him with you? What do you
bare an common with himP™

“And yet ifs troe. Strelnikov is Antipov, my husband. 1 share
be genera) belief. Katenka knows it and is proud of her fathes.
Strelnikov is his pseud he has an assumed name, Lke all
active revolutionanes For some reason he 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, in
order not to reveal his identity. Of course 1t was his duty, If he
Tiad asked me ¥ woold have told hum to do just that, You might
say that my bemg safe and the Town Soviel's giving me a rea
sonable place to lve 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 beyan
me, it isn't natural, its kike the ancient Roman virtue, one o©
those newlangled 1deas But T mustnt let myself be influenced '

yourway =t
When it « .

derstand « '

autlook oy e, we dont see to eye But to back |
Strefaikey |, wE ¥

“Now he's in Sibena, and you are right—I have heard hi
secwsed of things that make my blood run cald. He is out ther
Ké& fﬁmmzne\ of ene of our most advanced costtione and ba
1 " .

‘d mevies UL L am tas wate, but he has had o
gcbl;:;ncy—-‘lmcam ;;alue it too highly—never to refer 19 it, thou
ness know, i
Eywidinl s he goes mad with rage at the sound of Str
“Yes, that's where be s now, in Siberia, B
A d . But he was
I;mg Tume, Lving sn that radhway cor where you saw hil:rexmlfz:
4;>p§n}g ¥d run fnto bam by accident. Somefimes he went to 1
sl beadruarters, which were in the building where Kosm:
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We talked about you. I've always had friends and connections in
every govemnment—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 are!”

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 Jonely child who had begun to think early in life.

“My daughter, Katenka. I hope you'll 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 seen me jump! I nearly
died of fright.”

She made an absurd face, opening her eyes wide and rounding
her mouth like a fish out of water,

“Off you go now. I'll get Uncle to stay to dinner, and call you
when the kasha is ready.”

“Thank you, I wish I could stay. But we have dinner at sit
since T've started coming to town and I try not to be late It
takes me over three hours to get home—nearly four. That js why
I came so early. I'm afrmd Il have to go soon.”

“You can stay another half hour.”

“T'd love to.”

15

“And now, since you have been so frank with me, T'll be frank
with you. The Strelnik.v you met is my husband, Pasha, Pavel
Pavlovich Antipov, whom I went to Jook for at the front and iv
whose death I so rightly refused to believe.”
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hewthorn, haneysuckle. There was always a line in the street
outside the door. I used to stand there and wait. ‘Of course 1
didn't try to crash the door, I Qidn’t say 1 was his wife. After Lﬁ}.
ous names are dufferent, And don't think that an appeal to senti-
ment would move them! Their ways are quite different. Do you
Ynow, his awn father, Pavel Ferapontovich Antipov, a former
pobiical exile, an old worker, is quite near here, in a scttlement
dlong the highway, where he lived as an evle. And his frend
Tuerzm is there too They are both members of the local sevo-
Tuhonary court. Well, ean you belreve it, Pasha hasn’t been to
see his father and he hasn't told him who he is. And his father
thes it for granted, be iso’t a bit hurt If 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 human, with all their disciplme and principles.

“Even if 1 had managed to prove that I was hus wife, it
woulde't have done me any good! What do wives matter to them
2t a time hke this? The workers of the world, the remalang of
the universe—that's something! But 2 wife, yust an indfvidual
biped, is of no more importance than a flea or a louse!

“ths mde-ge-camp used to come cut and ask people what they
»anted to see lum for and let same of them 1 But 1 never told
bum my name and when he asked me what my business was I
always sad it was personal, Of course, I knew I was wasting my
time. The aide would shrug his shoulders and give me a sus-
Prcrous ook, 1 never once saw him

"1 suppose you think he can't be bothered with us, he doesn't
Yove us, he's forgotten us® Well, you are wrong, 1 know him toa
well 1 know just what be wants, and it's just because he loves
us, He cant bear to come back to us empty-handed. He wants
to come back a5 a conquerar, full of honor and glory, and lay
\:x:;;vir_ds at our feet. To immontalize us, to dazdle ust Just ke
o e e g e el b up
tekbng and hoggng her. ’ ging her around and
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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 Iot 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 friend, 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 scen it? It's the prettiest plice
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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Lrsthorn, honeysuckle. There was always a line is the street
wiside the door. 1 nsed to stand there sud wait OF course 3
At by to exash the door, T dida't say 1 was bis wife, After all,
e mames are dufferent. And don't think that an appeal to senti-
roent would move then! Thelr ways are quite difierent. Do yon
ko, bis own father, Pavel Ferapoatovich Antipoy, a former
petical exile, 2n 01 workes, is quite mear bere, in a settlement
abmeg the bighway, where be lived 25 an exile. And bis fiend
‘Tiverzis 1s there too. They are both members of the local ravo-
Ltionary court. Well, can you believe it, Pasha hasat been to
see oy father and be hasn't teld him who he &5, Aed his father
takes 1t for granted, he w't a bit burt. If bis son wazts to remain
oI, then that's as it should be, he can’t see him and that’s
aff there is to ot They are made of stone, these people, they
ares’t eemay, with all heir discrpline and prineiples.

“Even if I had managed to prove that I was bis wife, it

135t bave doze me any good! What do wives matter to them
24 2 tune like this® The workers of the world, the remaking of
the eniverse—that’s something’ Bot a wife, Just an individual
biped, is of po more importance than a flea or a louse!

“His 2idee-camp used to come out and ask people what they
=3ted to see bum for and let some of them in. But I never told
L"zz =y name end when be acked me what my business was 1
%2y s3id 1t was personal Of course, 1 knewe [ was wasting my
e, The aide would shrug his shoulders and gve me a sus-
P Sous book. ¥ never once saw him.
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bne us, he's forgotten us? Well, you are wrong, 1 know him too
#ell. T know yust what be wants, and if's just becanse he loves
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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 belp 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 ironical whistling in l'h.c
dark, their prosafe, limited outlook, the timidity of their imngl-
nation. It's as imitating as old men talking of old age or sick
people about sickness. Don't you think soP”

“I havent thought about it much. [ 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 Governor-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,
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He bad never “sown wild oats,” nor did he regard himself as a
eperman with spocial rights and privileges. ‘Now he was crushed

Ihe weight of his guilty covscience.
bf'\\'h:\ iexk?' hegu;:l:% sometimes wondered, and hoped

hedly for some imp ihl pected  ci + to
sobve his problem for him.

But now be no longer wondered. He had decided to cut the
¥rot, and he was going home with a solution. He would confess
everything to Toma, beg her to forgive him, and never see Lara
agsin,

ot that everythung was quite as it should be. He felt now that
be had not made it clear enough to Lara that he was breaking
with her for good, forever. He had aonounced to ber that morn-
ing that he wished to make a clean breast of it with Tonia and
that they must stop seeing each other, but now he had the feel-
i:g that be had softened @ all down ead not made it sufieiently

ekinite,

Lasisa Feodorovna had realized how uphappy he felt and bad

fupy WGBY 100ms. $ears were running down her cheeks, but
the w25 no more conscious of them than the stove statues on
the house across the road were of the vain running down their
faces She kept saying softly: “Do as you thunk best, don’t worry
showt me. TR get over it.” She was saying it smcerely, without
uy fadse magnammity, and as she &3 not know that she was ery«
ing she did not wipe away her tears

At the thought that Lara might have misuaderstood him, and
that he hiad Yeft her with a wrong impression and false hapes, he
Tearly wumed and galloped straight back, to say what he had
Yeft unsmd and above all to take leave of her much more wamnly,
more tenderly, 1 4 manner more swtable to a ligt fazewell. Cun:
VOnghilm\self with difficulty, be continued on fus way,

3 the sun sent dowm, the forest was flled with col
uhness. 1t smelled of damp leaves. Swarms of mosqmi?:j h?::?-
fn the air o5 ¢l a8 buoys, humming sadly o a constant, high,
[}lh:hcd nate. They settfed on hus sweatuoy face and nec‘k agnd
muln:hp( ;\»:ming them, bis noisy slaps keeping time with the

of siding—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 in 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 idea 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 tonching 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 kalled 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 open 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 in his
«addle, flung his arms around the horse’s neck, and buried his
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fate 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 bools basely touching the ground,
it seemed to Yurii Andreievich that, besides the joyful thudding
of bis own heart, he heard shouts, but he thought he was imagin.
g it.

DSudden!y a deafening shot was fred very close to him, He sat
up, suatched at the tews, and pulled, Checked in fulf Sight, the
harse side-stepped, backed, and went down on its haunches ready
1o year.

In frant of him was the crossroad, The sigo, “Morean & Vetch.
inkin. Mechanien} seeders, Threshing machines,” glowed in the
rays of the setting sun, Three anmed horsemen blocked his ways
2 boy 1 2 school cap aud 2 tunic with two cartndge belts, a
cavalryman in an officer’s overcoat and fur eap, and a fat man
oddly clothed as for a fancy-dress ball in quilted trausers and a
wide-bummed clenical hat pulled low over his forchead.

“Dorlt move, Comrade Doctor,” said the cavalryman in the
fur eap, who was the oldest of the three, “If you obey ordess, we
guarantee that you will not be harmed. 1f you don't—no offense
meant—well shoot you The surgeon attached o our unit has
been lalled and we ave conseripting you as a medical worker.
Get down from your horse and hand the seins over to this young,
;Z!:‘ts\::f:;t me renund your if you try to eseape well give you

“Are you Comrade Forester, Mikulitsyn's sop Liberins?
"No, 1 am hus chief himson offcer.™ ”



CHAPTER TEN

THE HIGHWAY

1

There were towns, villages, and Cossack settlements along the
highway. It was the ancient post road, the oldest highway ia
Siberia. It cut through the towns like a knife, slicing them like a
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 arc 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 way, 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
impenetrable.

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 enginc repair shops and other workshops con-
nected 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,
had long since been overthrown. For some time the region had
been under the Siberian Provisional Government, but now it

300
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bad fallen to Admiral Kolchak, who had given himsclf the title
of “Supreme Patler.”

2

At one stretch the rozd had a long uphill climb disclosing an ever
broader panorama It seerned as f there wauld be no end to the
slow ageent and to the widening of the horizon, but when the
tred horses and passengers stopped for a rest they found that
they had reached the summit of the hill The road went on orver
a brdge and the niver Kezhma swirled beneath it

Beyond the niver, on an even steeper sisc, they coutd see the
brick walls of the Vozdvizhensky Monastery. The road circled
the hull of the menastery and mgeagged on through the outskirts
of the town.

When st reached the center of the town it skirted the monas-
tery grounds once again, for the green-painted iron door of the
monastery gave on to the main square, The icon over the arched
gate was framed by the legend in gold letters: “Rejoice, life-
gving Cross, unconquerable victory of piety.”

I was Holy Week, the end of Lent, and winter was almost
aver The snow on the roads was tumning black, betraying the
begmmng thaw, but on the roofs it was stll white, and covered
them as with tall hats.

To the boys who had clunbed up to the belfry to watch the
bel nngers, the houses helaw looked ke small whate jugs and
boses jumbled close together ¥attle black people, hardly bigea
than dots, walked toward the houses Some could be Tecogrired
from the belry by the way they moved They stopped to read
the decree of the Supreme Ruler, posted on the walls, announe.
1z that three age groups were drafted,

3

Many unevpected things had ha i
ppesed in the night, It
torned unusually warm for the tme of year, A dnz;lge was c};xand
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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 the
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 begun. 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 into 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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0w, she was not fasting in Lent. But this was not the chief causc
zf h‘esr worry, The mo%ilizntion order posted that day nﬂcctfc;\!
ber poor, silly boy, Terioshha. She tried to drive the thought o
from ber head, but the white patches in the darkness were
there to remind her at every turn.

Her house as just arourd tho corner, but she felt better out
of doors and was not §n a hurry to go back into the airless rooms.

She was upset by gloomy thoughts. Had she tried to think
them all ont aloud, one by one, she would not have had sufficient
words or time enough til dawn. But out here, in the street,
these comfortless reflections flew at her in clusters, and she eould
deal with al of them together, In the short while it took her to
walk 2 few tumes 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 all 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 frst wife
by another marriage Her busband, Vias, said that he had
adopted her, But suppose she was his natural daughter? Or sup-
pose she wasx't his daughter but something else? Could you ever
se¢ into a man's heart? Though, to give Ksinsha her due, there
was nothing wrong with her. She had bramns, looks, manners—
much more brams than either poor stupid Terioshka or her
adoptive father!

So here she was, deserted for Holy Week. They had all
scattered, everyone had gone his way.

Her hushand was travelbng up and down the Ighway mak-
mfg Speec]);es md the new recruits, exhorting them to mighty feats
ok arms. Instead of lookwng after his own son, the fool, and sayi

busn from bis mortal pesill o Sndsaving

And Terioshka too had dashed away from o v
of the great feast. He had gone to theiz relaﬁves‘ir:]?:teti}: 3‘1ﬁ
lage to amuse hunself and forget his troubles, The poor ]my had
been expelled from school. ‘They bed kept him back anyextx
year in almost every other grade, and now that he w. ha
eighth they had to kick him out! wm the
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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
peas:m!S' carts. At one end of it was Eleninskaia Strect; the
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other formed a sharp arc lined with one- ot two-story buildings
weed for warebouses, offices, and workshops.

There, she remembered, in more peacelul times, Brukhianov,
a boorish misogynist in spectacles and a long frock coat, who
dealt in leather, oats and hay, et wheels and hame.ss‘ “‘0\'!“‘
read the penny paper as he sat importantly on o chair outside
hus great, four-panetled iron door.

And there, in 2 ymall dim window, a few pairs of beribboned
weddmg candles and posies in cardboard botes gathered dust
for years, wlile 1 the small room at the back, empty of either
furmture or goods except for a pile of Yarge round cakes of wax,
thousand-roble deols were made by the uoknown agents of a
millionaire candle manufacturer who hived nobody knew wherse.

There, in the middle of the raw of shops, was the Galuzing'
large grocery stote with 1ty three windows. Its bare, splintery
foor was swept morning, noon, and night with nsed tea Jeaves:
Galuzn and his assistants drank tea all day long. And here
Galuzinz. &5 & young, marvied woman hod often and willingly
st at the cash box, Her favonte color was a violet mauve, the
calor of church vestments on certain solemn days, the color of
blsc in bud, the calor of her best velvet dress and of her sex of
crystal wine glasses It was the color of happiness and of her
memeries, and Russia too, 1n her prevevolutionary virgiuity,
seemed to et to have been the color of Wac, She had enjoyed
stting at the cash box because the wiolet dusk in the shop,
fragrant with starch, sugar, and purple black-currant caramels
1 glass yars, had matched hex favonte color,

Here at the carner, beside the timber yard, stood an old, gray,
Frame hause which had settled on all four sides Lke a dilapidated

coach It had two staries and two entrances, one at either end.
Each floor was divided in two, downstairs were Zalkind's phar-
macy on the right and a wotary's office on the left. Above
the pharmacist Lved eid Shmulevich, a Yadies' tailor, with his
big family The flat across the landing, from Shmylevich, gad
ilzi}:'e the natary, was croromed with ladoere whae ?

. ‘ ormeuay U s warkroom and ty togra.
ohers, Zhuk and Shtrodakh, worked in partnership. o photogra
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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 undemeath 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 filthy 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 turmol
and disorder, he would twist and turn 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 cnvied 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 ll:‘l\c
been chopped off. Not that the educated people were having
an casy time now. Look at the way the famine was driving l]m}\
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 thelr
own hands and their own heads, they were their own masters.
The new farmsteads along the highway were a lovely sight.
Forty acres of arable land, with sheep, horses, pigs, cows, and
enough corn in the barns for three years ahead! And thetr farm-
ing machines! They even had harvesters! Kolchak was buttering
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them up, trying to pet them on his side, and 50 were the com-
missxrs?(o“é::g!hemg inta the forest army. They had come back
from the war with St. George Crosses and everyone was ofter
them, wanting to employ them as instructors. Epaulettes or no
epaulettes, if you knew your job you were olways {n demand.
You would always Jand on your feet,

But 1t was time she went home. It wasn't decent for a woman
to be wandering about the streets 5o Jate. It wouldn't have mat-
tered 50 much if she bad been in her own garden. But it was so
siuddy, it was ke a bog, Anyway, she thought, she felt a Jittle
bettes now.

Thus entangled in her reflections and having quite lost the
thread of them, Galuzina went home. Bat before she went in-
side, she stood for a moment in front of the porch, going over 2
few more things in ber mind,

She thonght of the people who were lording it in Khodat-
shate now, she knew more or less what they were like, they
%erg former political exiles from the capitals, Tiverzin, Antipov,
the anaschist "Black Banner” Vdovichenk , the local locksmith

Mad Doy” Gorsheny. They were cunning and they hoew their
%0 minds, they had stirred up plenty ot i

<Y \vere sure to be plotting semething again now. They couldn't
bne valess they were up to something, They spent their lives
5ealmg with machines, and they were cold and merciless as
Machines They went about in sweaters under their jackets, they
smoked through hone cigarette holders, and they drank bofled
Water for fear of cate] g something. Paor Vias was wastin his

g
ese men would tura everythin, id
would always get their way, & uiide dov, ey

Thea she th ht .
o, ﬂb}\’l’g.; about herself. She knew she way a Rue

“Sentetiunkha sold her cart
And bought g balglaikg, el
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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,
where the airless darkness was softencd 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 stufl.
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.” .

“Lot me undo your dress, Mother, Don't tire yowrself.”

“My fingers are all thumbs, I could cry. And that tailor didn't
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Bave the sense ta sew the hooks an sa that you can get at them.
The got a notion to 11p them all off and throw Ythem at Jiis vgly
face”

“Haw well they saug at the monastery! 1t's so still, you could
Year 1t from the house.” 3

“The singing was all right, but Te ot fecling so well, my g\xL
Tve got that shich again—~here and here. Everywhere. . . . IU's
such 2 nuisance, 1 don’t know what to do.”

“The homeapath, Stydobsky, helped you the last time”

“He’s always telling you to do sometlung impossible. Hes a
quack, your homeopath, That's cne thing. And the other thing
s that he's gone away. Hie's gone, 1 tell you, he's left town. And
he 55t the only one, they've all rushed off just befare the holi-
day—as if they expected an earthquak hing.”

“Well, then, what about that Hungarian d
a pnsoner of war? His treatment did you good.

“That's na use either I tell you, there isnt a soul left. Kerenyl
Lajos is with the other Hungarians beyond the demarcation line.
They've conseripted hum for the Bed Army”

“But you kaow, Mothes, you're imagining a lot of it, A nervous
heatt. In a case bke yours suggestion can do wanders; it's what
the peasants do, after all. Do you vemember that soldier’s wife
who conjured away your pam? What was her name?”

“Well, really! You take me for an ignorant fooll It wouldn't
surprise me 1f you sang “Sentetionkha’ behiod my back™

Mothes! How con you say such 2 thing} ¥'s a sin. You ovght
to be ashamed of yourself. You'd de much better to help me se-
member that womnan's name 1t's on the tip of my tongue, [ wen't
ha:'e any peace bl 1t comes back to me.”

‘She has mose names than petheoats 1 don't know which is
?;;'?lne youTe tunking of. They call her Kubarikha apd Med-

kha 2nd Zlydaniha and § dent know how many other
names besides, She 15t avound here wny more. No more guest
#ppearances She's gone Vanished, They locked her v u% the
Kezhemsk yanl for practicing abortion and makiy ?JJ: ;
powders of some sort But soomer than be boredginp a2 m}‘
eseaped and got away somewhere to the Far East, I 151 oy
;viryuue bas vun away—Vlas and Tenoshka and. your X:,u;
olia~Aunt Poha of the laving heart. Apaxt from the two of us,

or
octor, the one wha is

e,
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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 Jeader was reassured. 5

“What's all the Fuss about? Everything is in order. '}'h!: signal
Tamp is In the window and the lookout, if I may use a picturesque
expression, has Yus eyes ghued to space. 1 don't sce 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

. fightlong ago Their common goal 1s the overthrow of the hateful
autocracy of hetmans and admirals, and the establishment, by
means of an armed uprising, of the power of the peasants’ and
soldiers’ Soviets In fighting the officer and Cossack hirelmgg of
the bowrgeoisie, who are armed to the teeth, the nsurgents will
i‘:‘\:sb:;:_l.age 2 full-fledged war. The struggle will be long and

a (gnee agfain e stopped, wiped his face,
ehance of the rules, someone in the audience pot i
) ., and raj
Tus hang, stllgm[ylmg his mtention to make a cmﬁme‘;{ s
€ pastisan leader, ar, to be more evact, the
N 5 T, commander
the Kezhemsk group of the trans-Ural partisan units, sat mni
Brovocatively nonchalant attitude under the speaker's :yerv nose.

and shut his eyes, In
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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-
cept 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™ Vdavichenko, who,
never resting a moment, kept sitting down on the floor and
getting up again or pacing back and forth and stopping in KP:P
middle of the shed. A fat mant 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 dreamer
eternally absorbed in his fantasies,

Because of his cxcessive good nature and colossal size, whlt_h
kept him from noticing anything smaller than himself, he :(:}
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
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ush he was not 4 tiller of the soil, his earthy nature s}mwcd
tﬁ;\%:hhthe collar of his opened daxk cloth shirt, which he
bunched in bis hand together with the cross he wore around his
neck, pulfing it about and seratching his chest with it. “c was
half Buriat, warm-hearted and Shterate; dis hair was plaited in
thin braids, a0d be had a sparse mustache and a stil sparser
beard. His Mongol features aged his face, which was always
creased in a sympathetic smile. »
The speaker, who was touring Siberia on a military mission
from the Central Committee, mentally surveyed the vast ex-
panses he had st} to cover, He was uninterested in most of the
men he was addressing, But as an ofd revolutionary and from
<hildhood a champion of the people, he gazed with adoration
at the young commander who sat facing Yim. Not only did he
forgive him fus Jack of manoers, which be regarded os the ex-
pressions of a genuinely revol y temp t, but he de-
bghted 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 Jabor mave-
ment, Kostoied-Amvassky, who had once been a Social Revolae
Honary. He had recently revised his views, admitted his past
erars, and recanted them in several detailed statements, and
g:had not only been received fnto the Communist Pasty but

d soon afterwards been entrusted with his present responsi-
ble taske

He was chosen for it—though he was anything but a soldier
~Ppartly as a tribute 1o his long years of revolutionary service
a0d hus ordeals in Tsavist prisons, and partly on the assumption
that, as & former member of the co-operative movement, he kmevw
the mood of the peasant masses in insurgent westemn Siberia.
For the purpose of his mission his kmowledge was regarded as
wore important than mibtary tramniag,

His change of political convichons hadl sltered his looks znd
wianers beyond recognution. No one could remember him as
either bald ‘or bearded in the old days. But then, perhaps it
was all merely a disguise. He was under strict ordéxs from th

Party nok to reveal Wis former identy y

were Berendey and Comrade Lidod 3 uoderground fiames
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There was a moment of commotion when Vdovichenko pre
matarely 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
Ppeasant masses, it is essential to cstablish contact at once with
all the partisan units operating in the territory of the Patty
Provincial Committee.”

He then spoke of arrangements for sccret 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-
lutionary courts-martial, and sabotage in encmy lcn’ilory-—lor ot
ample, the destruction of bridges, railway lines, steamships,
barges, stations, workshops with all their technical equipment,
telegraph offices, mines, and food supplies.”

Liberius could bear it no longer. All that had been safd
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, lest we lose
the support of the Red Army?”

“Of course you must.”

“And what am I to do with your childish recitation, my won-
derful Lidochka, when my forces, damn it—three regiments,
including artillery and cavalry—have been campaigning for
months and routing the enemy?”

“What a marvel! What strength!” thought Kostaled.

The argument was interrupted by Tiverzin, who distited
Liberfus's fmpertinent tone.

“Pardon me, Comrade Speaker, there s something that 1
Qon't understand. I may have put down one of the points in the
snstructions Incorrectly. May T read it out--I should fike to be
sure. ‘It is most desirable that war veterans who were at the
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Fort and belonged to soldiere’ organizations at the time of
e revolution should b drawn into the committee. It is desisable
that the membership of the committee should include. one or
two N.COs and one military technician” Have 1 put it down
correctly, Comrade Speaker?”

“Pertectly. Word for word” o

“Then aliow me 10 say this. 1 find the point concerning military
speciabsts dusquieting, We workers who tock past in the revolu-
tion of 190 are nat used to trusting army people. There are al-
ways cousterrevolutionary elements among them.”

There were cries of “That's enough! The resolutionl Let's have
3 resolutinn! IV Bme to go home, it's late”

*T am in agreement with the majority,” said Vdovichenko in &
deep rumbling voice, “Yo put it poetically, civic fostitutions
should be founded on demoeracy, they should grow up from
below, ke seedhngs that are planted and take voot in the soil
Yo eor't hawmmer 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 trushed by the Thermidor-
Jans”

“Ifs as clear as daylight,” Svirid, his friend and fellow vaga-
bond, bucked him wp. “Any ci5ld com see . We should have
thought of 1t earher, now it's too late. Now our business is just to
Bght and to push on for all were worth. How can we turn back,
Bow we've started? We've cooked our soup, so now we must eat
it Weve jumped into the water, and we mustwt complain”

“The resolutron! The resolution!” people were yepeuting on
all sides. They talked on a bitle longer, but what they said made
fess and fevs sease, and fually, at dawn, the meeting broke up.
They went home one by one, taking the usual Precautions,

7
There was a plcturesque place along the high
waft Wndde river ?aﬂ'}nkapdiv:ded ﬂge two V%H::e);' ;‘f,h}e{t:i:-ha
Pased s0d Maly Ermola, the one extending down 3 st f}ﬂ
and the other spread in the valiey belaw it. In Kuteiny o {e:rpw et
Patty was being given fos the new recruits, and in Ermolai the
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There was a moment of commotion when Vdovicherko pre
maturely said that he agreed with the instructions just read.
When calm weas restored, Kostoied went on:

“In order to keep up with the growing movement of the
Ppeasant masses, it is essential to establish contact 2t once with
all the portisan units operating in the territory of the Purty
Provincial Committes.”

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
zrms, food, and equipment belonging to the Whites and of the
places where they keep large sums of money, as well s of their
means of safeguarding it.

"It is essential to work out to the last detail all questions com~
cerning the organization of partisan detachments, their com-
manders, proletarian discipline, conspiratorial work, contact with
the outside world, behavior toward the local population, reves
Iutionary courts-martial, and sabotage in enemy territory—for ¢z
ample, the destruction of bridges, raihway lines, steamshipS
barges, stations, workshops with all their technical equipment,
telegraph offices, mines, and food supplies.”

Liberius could bear it no longer. All that had been 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 wom
derful Lidochks, when my forces, damn it—three regiments,
including artillery and cavalry—have been campaugning for
months and routing the enemy?”

“What a marvel] What strength'™ thought Kostoied.

The argument was interrupted by Tiverzin, wh
Liberius’s impertinent tone.

“Pardon me, Comrade Speaker,
don’t understand. I may have put down ene
{nstructions incorrectly. May 1 read it out—I should Lke
sure. ‘Tt is most desirable that war veterans who wese &

o dishied

these is something that |

of the points in the
o to be

¢ the
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tazod honor of Russian asms! We have covered ourselves
:zgh E!fme and we are in debt to our gallant Allies. For not only
e Beds bus also Germany and Austria are raising their brazen
heads onee again, God is with us, boys. . . " He was stilt spc.'nk-
ing when his voice was drowned in o yoar of huxrahs. H'e raised
the glass of weak, poarly distilled vodca to his lips and sipped. It
gave hum no pleasure, He was used fo vintage wines. But the
thought that he was making 2 sacrifice to the public good filled
bum with satsfastion.

“He's a fine one for speeches, your ald manl Deputy Milinkov
s votham to him,” stad Coshka Riabilh to bus friend Terentit
Galuzin, who sat pext to him, in a tpsy voice amidst the Joud,
drunken voices at the table. “He certamly i5 a fine fellow) But 1
suppose 1t's ot for sothing he’s working so hard, I expect hell
eam you an exemption from the deaft with bis speeches.”

“$hame an you, Goshkal How can you think such 2 thing! Get
e exempted wdeed, I'd frke to see him teyl Tl get my notifice.
tion the same day you get youss, and thatll be thut. We'll serve
in the same umt. They've kicked me out of school, the bastards,
Mother's eating her heart out. 1 suppose 1 won't get a commission
aow. . As for Father, he certainly knows how to make 2
speech He hits 1t off every time And the extraordmary thing
15, s 2 natural git he has, He's had o formsl education.”

“Have you heard about Sanka Pafoutian®

“Yes 1s 1t really such a ternble disease?”

“Incurable Hell end wp wth it in his spme. 1¥'s his own fault,
We wamed him pot to go You hove to be very careful whom
¥0U get mixed up with®

“What will happen to fum now?”

“I's sragic, He wanted to shoot himself. He's been called up,
he's having has medical now m Ermolu 1 suppose theyl tale
El:lsageﬂsmd he'd jom the partisans—'to avenge the s of society,”

“You know, Goshka, you talk about infectious diseases, but if
}‘011! it;u\ © &:D them yous vought get another disease”
oW what you mean. I suppose you know it §
esperience But that isn't o disease, it’s 2 secretlvicf:;n pesonat
T8 ponch your nose for sa

ying things Lke th 0
BIUCE way 16 falk to a fnend, y%u mtzfen h:u{"at, Cosbla Thats
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medical board under Colonel Strese had resumed, after the
Easter break, its examination of the draftees of that arca.
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 ﬁc'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
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aked except for his trousers—ran out of the building
i?l;xa(n!:l:nel Stxesep:md the other officers of the draft Poarg-
Mounted Cossacks and militiamen, leaning low out .o! .thcn- 53 S
dles and swingng their magafkas, their horses writhing \;;1 ex
them Iike snakes, galloped back and forth th.ralugh the vil :lge‘i
hunting for someone Many people were running up t}‘\lc xou! o
to Kuteiny, pursued by the urgent flurry of the church bells ring
ing the alarm.

gEvent followed event with terrifying speed. At dusk Calonc}
Strese, apparently convinced that his quarry had left Em.mlax,
rode up with his Cossacks to Kuteiny, surrounded the village
with guards, and began to search every house and every farm

Half the recruits were by now dead drunk. They had stay'ed
on at the party and were snoring slumped on the ground or with
their heads on the tables. By the time it became known that the
mlitia were in the willage 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, ¢rawled underneath the floor through a 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,
judgng by the smell of fish and kerosene, 1t seemed to be one
used as 2 warehouse by the village shop

The young men had nothing on their consclence 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 fniends were
n‘m(hmg worse than hooligans, but you never knew. They knew
' R, S e

They found that they were not alone m the barn; others had
8ot in before them The space between the ground and the foor
Was crammed with people from both willages. Those from Ku-
temy were dead drunk. Some were sooring and grinding their
teeth avd moaning 1 thetr sleep, and others were being sick, It
was pitch-dark and alrless, and the stench was terrible, 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
uprom‘.

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 village. Well 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 Ermolas, and they all
rushed to the edge of the ravine to sce what was happening in

the valley.
The bgi]ding was on fire. Several recruits—one of them bare-
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“Surka yells: ‘Grab your things, comrades, \Ve‘x? in f.or it
and he gnZs tothe \viniow and puts his fist through it. 1 Plc“c;’l’
my thingy and run after him, putting lhe'm on as I rua, h‘m
he runs 1mto the street and goes hike the wind. I went after him,
and 5o did one or two others We all ran as fast as our legs \vnu\.d
cary us, and they came after us yelling and shouting. But \.E
you ask me what ifs ol about~nobody can make head or tail
of it

"Buk what about the bomb?”

“What about 1t?”

“Well, who threw 1t? The bomb or the grenade or whatever
it was.”

“My God! You don't think we did?”

“Who did, then?”

“How should T know? It must have been someone else, Some-
ody sees all thus hullabaloo going on and says to himself. "Why
shouldn't I blow the place up while the racket is going on—
they ™l suspect the others’ It must have been someone political,
one of those politicals from Pazhinsk, the place is full of them.
»+» Quetl Shut wp! Cax’t you hear—Strese’s men are coming
back. That'll be the end of us Keep quiet, 1 tell you”

Vowes could be heard approaching from down the street;
boots ereahed, spurs clanked

“Don't argue You can't fool me,” came the crisp commanding
voice of the Colonel speaking with Petrograd distinctness. “I
#m ccrtan tiat there was somebody talking over there.”

The Mayor of the village of Frmola, an old Bsherman, O
viazhistin, said

“Tou mught have imagmed it, Your Excellency. And why
should people not be talking 1n a wilage? It isn't a churchyard,
Maybe they were talking People aren’t dumb animals, Or per-
haps the dewnl was sheking soreone m bis sleep.”

Y;Svmehcg:\e\ Stap playng the village 1chot) The devil indeeq!
ve all been gedting too big for bo ¥
Bt &‘k ; g g for your boots here. Youd get

c ourselves into Bolshevism next”
Mertful gooduess, how can yon sx

y that, Your Excell
Mr Golonel! Qur willage yokels are 5o ignorant, they c‘arefte:ezi
the prayetbook, what would they want with Bolshevisml®
“That's bew you ol talk, wntd you're 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 you
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 or
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 disrespectful to the law in an official place.

Who's the ringleader?” ™
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1t was more than a year since Yurll Andrelevich had been taken
prisoner by the partisaus The lumits of his freedom were very
ill defined. The place of his captivity was not surrounded by
walls; be was not ynder guard, and no one watched his move-‘
ments. The partisan force was constantly on the move, and Yurii
Andrefevich moved with it. It did vot remain apart from the
lova population through whose lands and settiements it passed;
it mised and indeed dissolved in it,

On the surface, this captwity, this dependence, seemed to be
nonexistent, 35 though the doctos were free and merely failed to
take advantage of his freedom. His captivity, his dependence,
were not dufferent from other forms of compulsion in life, which
ate often equally invisible and intangible, and scem 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 did not try again.

He was favored by the parhsan chief, Liberius Mikulitsyn,
who Lked his company aad made him sleep in his tent. Yuriy
Andreievich found this enforced 3

P p irtksome.

2
During this period, the pastisans were constant 3
ward. At times this movP mhiciol-eg

ement was part of the general camgaign
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.
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 we'll see, we
might come back.”
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He nodded to her to go farther up the street to 2 place where
1t could be crossed on stones protruding from the mud and,
walking in the same direction, went over and greeted her.'

She told bum many things about the past two ycars._l\emmd-
fag bim of Vasia, the boy with the handsome, unspoiled f:tctjq
who had been alawfully conseripted and who had shared their
car, she described her stay with his mother m their village,
Vereteuniki, She had been very happy among them, but the
village treated her as an ontsider. She had been falsely accused
of having a lve affar with Vasia and in the end had had to
leave 1f she were not to be pecked to death She had settled
with ber marvied sister, Olga Galuzina, in Erestovozdvizhensk.
fmvrs Yzt Prraliev had been seen m the neighborhood had
brought ber to Pazhinsk. The rumors had proved false and she
had found herself stranded in the litfle town, where she had
later got work

In the meanwhile, misfortune had avertaken her friends.
Veretentd'd had been rmded 1n reprisal for withholding food
supphes, It was said that Vasia’s house had been burned down
and that 2 member of his family had penshed And at Krest-

dvizh , Pelagia’s broth law, Vlas Galuzin, had
etther been put in fail or been shot, and her nephew had van.
ished without 2 trace Her sister had starved far some time but
was now working for her keep 1 the village of Zvonarskaia as a
servant i a fanmly of peasants who were related to her.

It so happened thar Tiagunova had a job as assistant at the

Pazhinsk pharmacy, whose stock the doctor was shout to req-
wnton All the ph ists depend: includ

: P P g herself,
were faced with ruin by fhus measure But the doctor v

b was power-
- 5 ‘2:1 calt st off Tragunova was present at the taking over of the
sto

The doctor's cart pulled up at the back of the shop Sa
cases, and Tq«les packed inP\vkamvme were mrried?ou!, o
¢ employees watched the operation dejectedly, an i
fechogs scemed to infect the pﬁannacist's Ilhin‘ l)r,mng;i s::l:
watthing sadly from her stable The rainy day was drawing to
its close. The sky tleared a httle Hemmed 1 by the clouds glh
setting Sun peered ont and splashed the yard with dark br;: .
T3, casting o sunster glow on the puddles of hquid mam?r?
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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 subtleties.

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 whose 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.

Onec 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, everywhcere else it was black; and the
doctor’s mood was of the same bleak simplification unsoftened
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 hugeing
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 train 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 suggoest-
ing a readiness to grect him if 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 conscripts and their
guards, and the woman with a braid over her shoulder, .U\crc
flashed into his mind an fmage of his family Sharp details of
the journey crowded in on him, and the faces of his dear oncs,
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
rext to the unit’s telephonist. The farest was at their back, in
Tront of them was a Beld, and ecross this open, undefended space
the Whites were attacking. .

The Whates were now close enough for the docter ta see their
faces. They were boys, recent volunteers from the civifian popu-
ation of the capitals, and older men mobilized from the veserve.
The tove was set by the youngsters, first-year students From the
wriversities and last-year students from gymmasioms

None of them were knawn to the doctor, yet half the faces
Sooked familiar. Some of them seminded bim of former class-
mates and he wondered if they wese their younger brothers;
others he felt he had noticed in a theater crowd or in the street
in years gone by, Theus evpressive, handsome faces seemed to
belong to people of his own kind.

Responding to duty as they understood it, they displayed en-
thusiasm and 2 seckless courage that was entirely out of place,
Ad g in ded ion and thng the parade
greund smartuess of the Tmperfal Cuards, they walked deflantly
upright, neither runming nor thrawing themselves to the grousd,
ignoring the arregulanies 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,
eb:fffd_b’ lightning or charred by fire, or scorched and wnbn-

B th i ght asi
lled s u 4 suler aim, then, casting the thought aside,
The pattisans bad 2 bmited supply of
pply of cartridges and wer
\:;dctls ordess to fre only at short range and at leasly vxsibli,
el

Yuri Andreevich had no rifle, he I
, y oo the grass watchi
ﬁ;; course at the engagement, AN us n/mpathie;gn:ver: uxcn}uz!l]g
S\Veh af these heroteally dying chidren, With all his heart he
hl‘; :l:x\‘h:ml:.uccess. They belonged to families who were proba.
ey ® him in spirit, in education, i tnoral discipline and

1t oconsted to Yim to run out into the Seld and give himsel
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The wind did not stir them; the muddy slops were too heawy.
But the rain water on the road rippled and glistened with ¢in-
nabar reflections.

The troops moved on along the strect, walking or riding
around the decper pools. The requisitioned supplies were found
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 several newly appointed medics ?nd
two chief assistants, both former prisoners of war—Kerenyi Ln;.os.
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 Andreicvich spoke in German;
the latter more or less understood Russian,

4

According to the Red Cross International Convention, the nyny
medical personnel must not take part in the military operations
of the belligerents. But on onc oceasion the doctor was forert
to break this sule. 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 &
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i i in force was on 3
The partisans were few, Pact of their main
march gma others had engaged a larger enemy demc\m.\en;
some way off. Not to disclose theis weakness, they refraine
from pursuing the retreating Whites . .
Am}r)ehr lo%ned the doctor in the clearing with two medics
wry?ng stretchers, Telling him to attend ta the wounded, 'the
ductor bent over the telephonist in the vague hape lpnt he‘nélgi?t
AL v LR - = o is

‘The
v wun 14 Ou. 1t cuntamed a sheet of paper, wom and
wotted at the folds, sewn into a piece of cloth, N

Written on the paper, which almost fell apart in the doctor’s
fingers when he unfolded it, were excespts from the Ninet)ufi:st
Psalm with such changes in the wording as often creep into
popular pragers through much repetition, making them deviate
increasingly from the original, ‘The Church Slavonic text was
transhterated mto Russian script.

The wotds of the psalm, “He that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most High,” had become the title, “Dwell High” The
verse “Thou shalt ot be afraid far the terror by night nor for the
asrow that Bieth by day” was changed into the exhortation: “Do
20t be afraid of the arrows of flying war.” Where the psalm says:
“He hath known my name,” the paper smd- “He postpones my
name,” and “I wall be with hum in trouble: I will deliver him™
was garbled into 1 will relieve hum from darkness.”

The tet was believed to be miraculous and a protection
agingt bullets 1t had been worn as a talisman by soldiers in
the last mpettalist war, Decades fater prisoners were to sew it
wnto their elothes and mutter its words i jail when they were

d at mght for gati

Leaving the telephomst, Yuri Andreievich went out fntg the
Beld to the young White Guardsman whorm be had klled, The
oy's handsome face bore the marks of innocence and of all-
forgving sufferng “Why did I kil him?” thought the doctor,

He vndhd the boy's caat and opened 1, Some carefu] hand—
probally his mothers—had embroidered his aame and sur.
pame, Seriozha Tantsevich, 1 carefully traced eursive letters
o0 the Lining, From the opening of Seriozha’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 shat
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.



The partisans were few. Part of their main force was on a
march apd others had engaged a larger enemy det:\chxf\u\t
some way off. Not to disclose their weakness, they refrained
from pursuing, the tetreating, Whites, )

Augelat joined the doctor in the dlearing with two medics
carrying stretchers. Tolling him to attend to the wounded, the
dactor bent over the telephonist in the vague hope that he might
still be breathing and could be revived. But when he undid his
shirt and felt hus heart, he found that it had stopped.

4n amulet hung by & silk cord from the dead max's neck. The
dottor took it off 1t contained 2 sheet of paper, wom and
ratted at the folds, sewn into a plete of cloth.

Written on the paper, which almost fell apart in the doctor’s
fingers when he unfolded it, were excerpts from the Ninety-first
Paalm with such changes 1 the wording as often creep into
popules prayers through much repetition, making them deviate
iscreasingly from the original. The Church Slavonic test was
transhterated into Tussan script.

The words of the psalm, “He that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most High,” had become the title, “Dwell High” Tha

verse “Thou shalt not be afraud for the terror by night nor for the
a1ow that fleth v Awy” wene baos 10 00T o
not be afrasd

“He hgth e ' W1 = A pusipones my
name,” and “1 will be with bim in tronble: 1 will delver him®
was garbled into “I will reheve lam from darkness.”

The text was belicved to be miraculous and a protection
against bullets It had been worn as o talisman by soldiess in
lf\e Tast imperialist war, Decades latex prisoness were to sew it
inta ther clothes and mutter its words 1 jall when they were

o 4 :\}:mghl for ganon,

aving the telephomist, Yuri Andreievich went out ing
&:«d to the young White Guardsman whom he bad ]dl]eti.u'fu;\z
: y's handsome face bore the marks of innocence and of all-
orgving sulfering “Why did T kill him?” thaught the doctor,

He undid the boy's coat and opened it. Some careful hand
probably ks mather's—had embroidered -

his n
::mtﬁ. ferwﬂ\:\ Rantsevieh, m carefully traced i:-esn:‘dleg :
e lnlng From the openng of Seriozha’s shist there sh‘ppi
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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 aroun!
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

fing atAhis moment.” .
éo‘%i;thownll }2: this buffoonery,” the doctor :haught, with &
sigh. "And yet he's the living image of his father. ) .

“Judging from our previous falks, you got to kno.w'}um quite
well. You seem to have formed & not unfavorable opinion of him.
What can you sty o0 the subjeet, my dear sird” )

“Libenus Averkievich, tomorrow we have the pre-election
meetmg And there is the trial of the medics who have been
brewing vodka coming up—Lajos and 1 have still got to go
tbrough the evidence 1 have to see Iim tomoriow for that
parpose. And 1 haven? slept for two nights. Can't we put this
conversation off? I'm dead tired.”

a1 A s .

why
., Tve
often smd to you, I am very bad at sorting out 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 haracter. Like yourself,
be represents the principle of ferment in Russizo hfe

“Is that meant as prarse or blame®

"Onee agam, I beg you to put off this discussion to a more
convenert hrpe And 1 must seally draw your attention to your
exeassie consumption of cocaive You have been willfully de-

pleting the stock of which I 2m m charge. You know perfectly
well that 12 15 necded for other purposes, as well as that it s a
POIson and | am rasmaa-tt o F v

you

. You have ap atro-
gol - 4 opees uAL o Luderdee yeasaut waman or a
urgeos diehard, And yet you are a doctor, you are well read, I
\)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 sorty
"Why the mock modesty? If instead of usi tha
L 3
You too} the trouble to find cut what we :l!:gin m;f:;::s\;z o
wauldn't be so swpereilions.” - you

“Heavens, Liberins Averkiewich, Yo not beiog supercilious, I
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have the utmost respect for your educational work. I'e read
the discussion notes you circulate, I know your ideas on the
moral improvement of the soldier, they’re quite evcelient, All
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 Jaugh at such things?

“But, first, the idca of social betterment as it is understood
since the October revolution docsn’t fill me with cnthusiasm.
Sccond, 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 s the main thiog
—when I hear people speak of reshaping life it makes me lose
my self-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 scen or done. They look on jtasa
Tump of raw material that needs to be processed by them, to be
ennobled by their touch. But life is never a material, a substance
to be molded. If you want to know, life is the principle of sf"'
renewal, it is constantly renewing and remaking and changing
and transfiguring itself, it is infinitely beyond your or my obtuse
theories about jt.”

“And yet, you know, if you came to our meetings, if you ch"
in touch with our splendid, our magnificent people, you wouldn't
feel half so low. You wouldn't suffer from this melancholis. _I
know what it comes from. You see us being beaten and you cant
sce a ray of hope ahead. But one should never panic, my friend.
I could tell you much worse things—to do with me personally,
not to be made public for the moment—and yet I don't lose my
head. Our setbacks are purely temporary, Kolchah is bound to
Jose in the end. You mark my words. You'll see, we'll win in the
long run. So cheer up!” .

“It’s unspeakable,” thought the doctor. “How can anyone he
so dense, so childish! I spend my time dinning into him that our
ideas are diametrically opposed, he has captured me by force,
he is keeping me against my will, and yet he Imagines that his
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thacks 81l me with dismay and that his hopes can cheer me
?p?::fv can anone be as {lind as this? For him the fate oi’ \hs
wniverse is dess important than the victory of the revolution.

Yurti Andrefevich said nothing, merely shrugging his shoul-
ders and making no sectet of his almost uneoptrollable exaspera-
tion 2t Libering's naiveté, Nov did this escape Liberius's notice.

“You are angxy, Jupiter, therefore you must be wrong,” he

said.

“Do, for God's sake, understand once and for il 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-
phaces, appesl to me I say A but 1 won't say B—-whatever you
do. 11 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 pedple you worship go in for proverbs, but they've for-
gotten one proverb—"You can lead a horse to water but you
san't male 1t drink'~and they've got into the habit of hberating
aad of showering benefits on just those people who haver't asked
for them T suppose you think 1 can’t imagine anything in the
world more pleasant thaw your camp and your company. | sup-
pose T have to bless you for keeping me 1 pngoner and thank
you for bberating me from my wate, my son, my home, my wark,
from everything 1 hold dear and that makes life worth living
for me!

“There 15 2 rumor going around that some unknown. forge—
»ot Russian~has raided and sacked Varykino. Kamennodvorsky
doesalt deny it They say your people and mine managed to
escape. Apparently some sort of mythical slit-eyed warriors i

padded coats and fur hats ed i
B ey ona fo crossed the Rynva in a temble frost,

ty bving soul 1o the place and vanished
mysterious: 1 i @
h)" k:c\;s‘ y as they had come. Do you know anything about $t?

:!,‘meucme. Al Yies Groundless rumors.”

Yyou are as kund and generous as you claim t
lcmx_xne on the moral improvement of the soldie:; b&:;h(;:kyﬂu
£0. 11l go and took for my formiy~3 don't know where they ax:am;
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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 cxoellent. 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, strolled along the edge of the crumbling earthworks,
chmbed into the watchtower, and looked out of the sts mn front
of the now empty machine-gun nests at the wooded distance
beyond the river.

The autemn had skeady clearly marked the frontiers be-
tween the comfesous and the deciduous trees. Between the
goomy, bristling walls of almost black pines the lealy thickets
hane lame- and wine-colored lke medieval towns with
peinted and gald-roofed polaces 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
ruts of the forest road, was hard with grouod frost and heaped
vith small dry wllow leaves, curled up in little scrolls. The
autumn smelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Creedily he breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
Erastbitten apples, bitter dry twigs, sweetish damp earth, and

the ‘b(\:e September mist that smoked like the fumes of a re-
cortlr awom 1 2 P

. * erman. They dis-
cussed their business.

“Ihete are three pomts. First, the court-martial of the vodka
brewers, second, the reorg; ion of the field ambuk aod
the pharmacy, and thurd, my proposal for the treatment of mea-
tal iinesses. T dou't know whether yau agree with e, my dear
Lajos, but from what I observe e are going mad, and modern
f‘h;mf of fasamty spread like an epidemic.

s & very mteresting, question. T come to it in a moment,
I&:ﬂ frst Td hike to mention something else. There s wnrest in

¢ eamp. There 15 sympathy with the vodka brewers. More-
?\er. the men are womed about their famikies who are fleeing
tom the Whates. As you know, there's a convoy comng, with
whes, children, and old peaple, and many of the gmism; hav
ref_used ta leave the camp untl it comes. ¢

_XA\cx:sm‘;) We'll have to wait for them *

b al) this on the eve of the dechon of 2 joi
f‘;r: :\xr unit and several others, so far inde;ex‘:‘;erc\:n;?mde;
ink the only candsdate 1s Comrade Laberius. But so ‘f,sth
young people are Tutting Vdovichenko forwarg, H:‘eiso supe
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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 won't
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 fnal
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 a moment longer. But until then
he must be patient. After all they had gone through, and all
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 isn'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 you
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 schk your
name for fear of gasping out my life. O Godl Godl—And that
loathsome, unfecling brute is still talking! One day he'll go too
far and It Jall him, I 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 fmend, strolled along the edge of the crumbling eaﬂ{x\vorh,
climbed into the watchtowes, and looked out of the stits in front
of the now empty wachine-gun nests 2t the wooded distance
beyord e tver.

The autumn had alresdy clearly marked the frontiers be-
tween the conf and the decid trees, B the
gloomy, bristling walls of almost black pines the Jeafy thickets
shove’ Bame- and wine-colored Jike medieval towss with
panted and goid-roofed palaces built of the tumber 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 ltle sexalls, The
autumn smelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Greedily be breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
Fosthitten apples, bitter dry twigs, sweetish damp easth, and
the blue September must thak smoked Wke the fumes of 2 ze-

v e~

pontler amiie s -

) i.erman. They dis-
cussed thewr business.

“There are three 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-
tal Maesses, 1 don’t know whether you agree with me, my dear
Lajos, but from what { observe we ase going mad, and modern
(m:mi of insamity spread Iike an epidemic.

I's a very interesting question. T11 come to it in a moment,
But frst T4 Jike to mention something else There is unrest in
\hvc <amp. There & sympathy with the vodka brewess. More-
l;\cr. the men are warried about their families wha are feemg
‘::\f.; t):; A}X{h«cs. ,:ls )]l(l;u know, there’s a convoy coming, with

, thildren, and old people, i
refueed ol 01 “EJP S“:ﬁ and many of the partisans have

k 1t comes™
Tinow Well have ta want for them™

“And all this on the eve of the elect
t 10n of a joint com ¢
t;‘r our unit and several others, so far indeplenden! orflm“kr
wk the only canthdate i F e

s Comrade Liberius. But s
young people are puttng Vdovichenko forward, {)‘r:e e

is sup-
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ported by a group, alien to us in spirit, connected with the vodks
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 field ambulance”

“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-~Pamphd
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 compls
case. I believe his family is one of those who arc coming in the
convoy. I don't know cnough Russian to question him propcrl)‘~
You could find out from Angelar or Kamennodvorsky. He
ought to be examined.”

“I know Palykh very well. At one time we often came across
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 foun
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 fot
a whole week.

The usual rumble of noise hung over the large camp, like
the distant roar of the sea, There were footsteps, voices, axeS
chopping wood, the ringing of anvils, the neighing of horses,
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 pnss(-d him
by without a greeting,

‘The men had refused to leave Fox’s Thicket until their families
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Fad caught up with them, but now the fugi\iv?s were expez.:ted
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 4 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 jts
depths they were still fresh and green. The afternoon sun was
settng behind the forest, piercing it with its rays, and the leaves,
lettmg them through, glowed green Like transparent bottle glass.

Tn 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},g faeente AL 12000 P

of vibur
glasyy wmspaiLiG ds WG JLANES 2
Jeaves saded s!ow‘l’y through the a{n s e the

Ever since hus chuldhood Yuni Andrerevich had been fond of
+00ds seen at evening against the setting sun. At such moments
be felt 2 3f he too were being pierced by shafts of hght. It was
;s though the gift of the lving spint were streaming into his
"83{‘. piercang his being and coming, out at his shoulders Lke
\xlpm ;f wings The archetype that is formed in every child for
al.ty annws:ke;ninf(;{. ever ai&er( tﬁ be his E\vard face,

g im in e full primordial strength, -
?:g‘gl vature, the forest, the afterglow, and emnh:igc:;;
o r: 1o be transhigured into 2 similarly primordial and all.

edcmg, Lkeness of a girl. Closing his eyes, “Lara he whis-
}:ﬂh A?‘t! thought, addressing the whole of his bfe, oll God's
i :\'c(r‘;:l :;m:t‘;pa:\c sgxrcad out before him, )

0 ent Teahity wi
through the October revo!uti?;n. s

his person-

Russia was goi
going
and he was a prisoner of the
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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 burn for days.”

The doctor kicked a heap of papers with his foot. It was the
White staff headquarters’ cormrespondence. It occurred to him
that he might come across some mention of Rantsevich, But all
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 sid:
“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?”

“You'll have to manage somehow. We must adjust oursclves
to circumstances. Now another thing. It's a request from all o
us. Will you have a look at a comrade of ours—tried, tested,
devoted to the cause and a splendid soldier. Therc's something
wrong with him.”

“Palykh? Lajos told me.”

“Yes. Go to see 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, I might as well go and sce him now, since I'm freo
at the moment. When does the meeting begin?”
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1 think they're coming now. But why bother? As you see, TI'm
ot gaing erther. Theyll manage without ns”

“Then 1t go and see Pamphil. Though 1 can hardly keep my
eyes open, 'm so sleepy. Liberius Averkievich likes to philoso-
phize at night, and be's worn me out with his talk. Where do 1
Bind Pamphnl?”

“You knc the birch grove beyond the rubbish pit?”

*“Yes, L thiok I know it.”

*Yaull fiad same commanders' teats 1 a tlearing. YWe've put
ase of ters ot Pamplils dispasal. He's gat hiz family coming,
they're in the convoy. That's where you'll find him—in one of the
tents—he’s got battalion commander status as a reward for revo-
Tutionary ment.”

8§

On his way to see Pamphil, the doctor was overcome with
fatigue. 1t was the cumulative effect of several sleepless nights,
He could go back to us dugout and lie down, but he was afraid
of staying there, for at any moment Labenus might core in and
dstrh him. He stopped m a glade scattered with golden
leaves from the surrounding woods. They lay in a checkerboard
pattern, and so did the low rays of the sun falling on their
gollen carpet. This double, crisscross brighteess made your
boad spin and sent you to sleep hke small prnt or 2 monotonous
murmur.

The doctor lay down on the silluly rustling leaves, bus head op
bis arm and his arm on a pillow of moss at the foot of a tree.
He dozed off at once. The dazzle of hght and shadow that had
1‘::‘ Him to slecp now covered hum with its patchwork so that his

y, wretched on the ground, was indistnguishable from

the kaldoscopic brilance of th invist
i he had put on a magic cap. o oy sod fesves, fmible as

But soon the very force of his deswe a
d need for sle
aroused Jum. Direet causes apeeate ond ; ?I\ sy
beyond them they produce thelj oppos ct, Hlis waptop o

ite effect. His wakeful con.
sousness, not finding any rest, worked feverishly ofeitx1 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 fttest; and the
hypothesis that the path of natural selection is the very path
leading to the formation and emergence of consciousness. An
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 modern
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, 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 con-
spirators had no suspicion of his presence. The slightest mf!\c:
ment that would betray it now might cost him his life. Yorii
Andrejevich remained quiet and listencd.

Some of the voices he recognized. They were those O’f the
scum of the partisans, hangers-on such as Goshka, Sanka, Kosha,
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 sinister

who was mixed up in the affair of the vodha brew-
hecause he had de

personality
ing but was not being prosecuted just now 1
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sounced the chief offenders, What surprised Yurii Andreievich
was the presence of Swobluy, a partisan of the crack “Silver
Company” who was one of the commander’s bodyguards. Tn
Leeping with 2 tradstion going ‘ack to Sterka Razin and Puga-
chev, 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 plotters were negotiating with delegates from the ad-
vanced positions of the enemy. The delegates were inaudible,
so softly & they speak to the traitors, and Yurli Andreievich
could only guess that they were speakmg 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 eamn 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-
xef(e? Bim—"Galiulls™—but be did not catch the name and
said “General Galesev.”) “That's our chance There wont be an-
olh;;‘ Ve 1t H‘ere're their delegates. Theyll tell you all ahout
:«\‘m :Z say we've got to take him alive. Now you tell them, you

Now the others, the delegates, began to ii i
;;rech gould not catch a wnrgé, but fxgom :hes P}:;‘g:.thy‘;?‘ﬂ‘:an:;::;

" A
y {‘h! sg;:k ;l;agt;‘}:ley explained the proposal in detail Then Goraz-

“Hear that, boys? You see what a nice fel i
we pay for um? He isat even a m:::;i?vah;:;;_my ;hou!d
;‘:;‘ ?a::::; or :: her}mn. You stop grnning, Terioshka ;ﬂs;x‘:

ng to grin about, you stupid ass. ; }
:};:llhz?: ‘im telling yon—he’s a hemlxiit‘ dml’sl\\tttstn!:e t;lk;lgt
s way and hell turn you all inte monks—eunuchs,

What docs he tel} y, \ i
you? No cursing, na getth N
:;ﬁhmt women. Jlow can you live mg; d:‘;ﬁ?d’r["mk" A ihfs

own to the ford, onight we'll

- T see that he comes. Then we'll all
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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 its 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 turned 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. &
soft, muffled conversation near by had disturbed lum. 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 Ii d

Some of the voices he recogmzed. They were thos
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 even more sinister
personality who was mixed up in the affair of the vodka brew-
ing but was not being prosecuted just now because he had de-

o of the
Kosha,
od-for-



{HE FOREST BROTHERROOD 349

*Its for my dear guests,” explained Pamphil. “My wife afxd
chrldren. The tent is too low. And the rain comes through. I've
cat these dawn for joints to make 2 roof.”

*[ shouldn't count on their allowing you to have them i your
tent, Pamphil Who has ever heard of civilians, women an
children, being allowed to hve inside a camp? TheyR stay with
the wagons somevwhere just outside, you'l be able to see them as
much as you Lke 1 your spare bme, but 1 shouldn’t think
they'd be allowed to live in your tent. But that isnt what Tve
come about. They tell me you're getiing thin, you ean't eat or
sleep Ts that truc? 1 must say you look all right. Though you
could do with a haireut.”

Pamphil was 2 huge man with black tousled hair and beard
and 2 bumpy forehead that Tooked double; a thickening of the
frontal bone, like a ring or a steel band pressed over his temples,
gave him a beetling, glowering look,

When at the begimning of the revolution it had been feared
that, a5 1 1903, the upheaval would be a short-lived episode
in the tustory of the educated upper classes and leave the
deeper layess of somety untouched, everything possible had
been done to spread revolutionary propaganda among Yoe peo-
ple to upset them, to str them np and lash them into fury.

In those early days, men like Pamphil Palykh, who needed no

I to hate intell Is, officers, and gentry with a
favage hatred, were regarded by husiastic left-wing intel-

lectuals as a rare find and greatly valued Their inhumamty
seemed a marve) of cl their barbarism a model
of proletarian Ermness and revolutionary instinet. By such
quahtres Pamphul had established his fame, and he was held in
greatesteen by partisan chuefs and Party leaders.
To Yurd Andrerevich this
less and

gloomy and unsociable giant, soul-
s ded, seemed sub , almost a d .
Come into the tent,” said Pamphil
“No, why? [t i Y
gt why? [t's pleasanter out in the open Anyway, T couldn’t

AU sight Have it your own way. After all, it tinking
hn}g}\\‘e"can sit on the trees ™ ¥ Tt as %
oy s1t down on the springy birch i
told the doctor the story ofsph'u l%f}e. splngs

and Pamphi
“They say a e

tale is soon told.
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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 Il deal with him myself, Il
finish 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 Whtes or
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 keeping an eye on the smoldering fire to prevent
its spreading

The crime did not take place. It was forestalled. The con-
spiracy, as it turned out, was known. That day the details were
disclosed and the plotter seized. Sivobluy had played the m’le
of agent provocatcur. Yurii Andreievich felt even more dis

gusted.

9

It was learmed that the partisans’ families were now within ?\\‘o
days” journcy of the camp. The partisans were getting ready to
welcome them and soon aftenwards to move on. Yurii Andreie:
vich went to Pamphi] Palykh, .

He found him at the entrance to his tent, an ax in his hand
In front of him was a tall heap of birch saplings. he had cant
them down but had not yet stripped them. Some had f:lﬂcg
where they stood and, toppling with their whole \‘C!gll‘;’]“
dug the sharp ends of their broken branches into the \;ng
ground, Others he had dragged from a shart distance .nml pi :“
on top of the rest. Shuddering and swaying on their spnntp.‘
branches, these trees lay neither on the ground nor close to
gether. It seemed as though with outstretched arms they :;!:!xl{‘
fending off Pamphil, who had cut them do.\vn, and that th
tangled green foliage was barring his way to his tent.
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“Is that why you see will--the-wisps? 1 was told you keep
seeing things.” .

—\sin, D%c(or,l haver't told you everything I've kept back the

most important thing, Nowe, Y1l tell you the whole truth if you
want it, Il say 1t to your face, but you mustn't hold it against
me.
“I've done away with a lot of your kind, there's a lot of 05‘1{:?‘5'
Hood on my hands, Oficers, bourgeols. And it's never worried
. Spilled it hke water, Names pnd sumbers all gone out of my
head. But there’s ane hittle fetlow I can't get out of my yoind. 1
killed that youngster and ¥ can't forget it Why did T have to kill
him? He made me laugh, and 1 kalled him for a joke, for noth-
tng, like a fool.

“During the February revolution that was. Under Kerensky.
We were baving 2 muting, We were near a railway station.
(¥e'd left the front, They sent a young fellow, an agitator, to talk
us into gomg back. To fight on to victosy. Well, that little cadet
came to talk us nto being good. Just bke a chicken, he was.
‘Fight on to victary'—that was his slogan. He got up on a water
butt shouting that Sogan, the water butt was on the railway plate
form. He gt up there, you see, §0 as to make his call to battle
come from higher up, and suddenly the hid turned upside down
under fum and he fell nght 10 Right into the water, You can't
think how funny he locked. Made me spht my sides laughingt
T was holding 2 nfle. And 1 was Jaughung my bead off. Couldnt
stop. It wag yust as if he was tickling me. And then, 1 afmed
a0d fired and killed him on the spot. 1 can’t think how it hap-
pened. Just as though somebody had pushed me,

“Well, that's my will-o™the-wisp 1 see that station at night. At
the time it was funny, but now Y'm somy”

“Was that at Birvechs station near the town of Meliuzeievo?”
“Can't remember.”
:\\'cr:: you in the Zybushino rebellion?”
.s:'x\n‘& t remember,”
Which § v
B~ ‘:u:;?n\ were you at? Was it the western front? Were you
“Somew b ki i
o ‘)c‘r ._ue ke that. It could have been in the west. 1 can't
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But mine is a long story. I couldn’t tell it in three years. I dont
know where to begin.

“Well, I'll try. My wife and I, we were young. She locked
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 scen it, Comrade Doctor. Then the revolution. I saw the
light. The soldiers’ eyes were opened. Not the Fritzes, who are
Germans, were the enemics, 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 yoursclf, Comrade
Army Doctor. Well, to go on. Then came the civil war. I joined
the portisans. Now 11l 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 I understand? Haven't I scrved 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 innocent, of course, they have
nothing to do with it, but this won't stop him. He'll tie up my
wife with a rope and hell torture her to death on mv account,
my wife and my children, he'll break every bone in their bodies,
he'll tear them apart. And you ask, why don't I sleep. A man
could be made of iron, but a thing hke that is to make you lose
your mind.”

“What an odd fellow you are, Pamphil I can't mahe you out.
For years you've heen away from them, you didnt even Lnow
where they were and you didn't worry. Now you're going .m ?N'
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's heating us. the
White bastard Anyway, it isn't me we're tatking about. Il soon
be dead. But T can't take my little ones with me into the nest
world, can 1? They'll stay and they'll fall into l"s dirty paws.
He'll squeeze the blood out of them, drop by drop.
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otest was autumnally base, so fhat you could see isto it as
{hmugh 5n open galye; here a splendid, solitary, f“s‘*"“l"::a
sowan tree had alene kept its leaves. Growing on a mound that
tose abave the low, squelchy, hummocky wmarsh, it reache(} inte
the sky holding, up the Hat round shields of its hard‘ crimson
berries agaiost the leaden, late-utumn sky. Small 'bu'fls with
feathers 15 bright gs frosty dawns—hullfinches and tomtits—set-
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
21 fed them like o nurse unbuttoning ber blouse to give breast
10 2 bahy. "Well, ot right, all right,” it seerned to be saying with
 smite, “eat me, have your B

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 trees, so that
the treetops were now underfoot. There must have been a land-
slide there at some time.

[t was a3 of the gum, pgantic forest, marching at cloud level,
had sturmbled, lost its footing, and bustled down, all in one plece,
2nd would have dropped right through the eaxth if it bad not,
by a wirscle, saved Mself at the Jast moment—so that there it
was mow, safe and sound, rusthing below.

But what made the Jagh place in the forest remaskable was
smnelhing else, Al along §ts edge ot was locked in by granite
baulders standing on end, Jooking Jike the Hat stones of pre-

Restorie dolmens, When Yurii Andretevich eame actoss this
s
platform for the Srst time, he wi oy

as ready to swear that it was pot

ol qataral vnpn, that it bore the mark of human hands, It

sight well hane been the site of an ancient pagan shrine, where
i ! Y

‘l‘hx é;; :'zml sacrifices had otice been offered by uoknown wor-

W was here that the death sentence againet eleven vineleadsre



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

352
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Mowing the rest of the csowd toward the terrible stones.
;;“:;:g xepm%e«“y to the gu’md‘before the guards and erying
Toudly, be chasted, quite beside himself: ot Dledse

“Forgwe me, comrades, Ym sony, I won't do it again, I"

Iet me off, Don't kill me. T haven't lived yet. X want to live a
Itle longer, 1 want to see my mother just ouce more. Please
Jet me of, comrades, please forgive me. Tii do anything for you.
1M kiss the ground under your feet. Oh, help, belp. Mother, I'm
done fort”

Somecne else, hidden in the crowd, chanted:

“Good des, kind des! Is 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 Well repay your Xindness,
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?”

Qthers scteamed st Sivebluy:

“Judast Chnst-killer! ¥ we are traitors, you are 2 traitor three
times over, you dog, may you be strangled. You kalled your law-
ful Tsar, to whom you taok 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 Tum tool”

Exen ot the edge of the grave Vdovichenko remoined true
to hmself. Hus hend high, his 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,

“Dont humble yourselfl Your protest will not reach them.
These new oprichnikl} these master executioners of the new
tortute chambess, will never und d youl But den’t lose
heart, listory will tell the truth. Postersty st} piliory the Bour-
bons of the commissasocracy together with theic dirty deeds.
‘r‘; ‘lhlt‘ as ‘rr‘!(;myr!s for 1mn- ideals at the dawn of the world

olution. Long hve the revoluti v
onld nmxchy\‘g volution of the spirt! Long live

A talley of twenty shots, discharged at some ina -
mand cvught oaly by the nﬁcmen,gmcwed down }:&‘ht]\f;:g,
demned men, kilking most of them outright, The rest wers shot

¥ Oprichinthi—sccurity troops of Ivan the Terdible,
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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 aad
he missed. Once again, tactfulness and pity for their formes
comrades kept the guards from falling on him or shooting 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\h
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 s‘("P'
ping. His inhuman shrieks were infectious, As though at a gm‘fel
signal, cveryone lost his sclf-control. An indescnibable scmd
followed. The men swore loudly, begged for mercy, prayed an

rsed.
m’l"he young Galuzin, who still wore his ycllow-bmldcd slc’ll;.;’}
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 portisans
had mce:‘:ed camp thepwounded were carried thirty miles on
stretchers. i

The only medicines he had left were quinine, Glayber's salts,
and fodine, The fodine was in the form of erystals and had to be
dissolved In alohol 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 contnbuted to the general demoralization.

The aleohol produced was almost 100 proof. At this strength it
way suitable for dissolving erystals and also for preparing tine-
ture of quinine, which was used i the treatment of typhus
when it reappeared at the onset of the cold weather.

3

At this time the doctor went to see Pamplul and his family. His
wife and children had spent the whole of the past summer as
fugitives 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
Iight hawr, faded to o flaxen color by the sun, and bristling eye-
brows, white against their tanned and weather-beaten faces.
But while the children were too young to bear the marks of
therr experiences, the mother's face had become lifeless, Strain
and fear had narrowed ber Iips to a thread and frozen l;er dry,
fegular features in a ngd pression of suffering and defensi .
ness,

Pamplul was devoted to all of them and lov

ved his chi
m;h's’uamcn, He surprised the doctar by his skili in cnr\c’i‘ff:en
rabbits, cocks, and bears for them, using a comer of hj §nc;y
sharpened ax Blade, > Hney

With the arrival of his family he had cheeced up 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"d
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 supplics.

Bisiuyrin, thg camE;‘A quartermaster, reported an na’xtc shom’ge
of flour and potatoes. Cattle, however, were plcnuful and he
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 x:ls furriers were sct to making dog-

in jackets, to be worn fur side out.

Sh';hl: doctor was denicd the use of transportation. The carts
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the fugitives and to divert them to a willage on the river Chi-
lunka. The wllage was called Dvory (“farms”) because f)f the
farmsteads that had grown up around ats 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 cope
with them.

The enemy had closed the breach in bis positions and the
pattisan unit that had broken through was now unable o get
hack into the taiga.

Alio, the women refugees were getting out of hand. It was
easy to lose one’s way in the taiga. The men sent out to tum
back the vefugees often missed them, and the women fooded
into the fosest, chopping down trees, bullding soads and bridges,
and achievi digies of ful

Allthas 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 be stood talking to
the trapper, Svirid, near the taghway, which came close ta the
edge of the taiga at this point. Several of his officers stood on
the highway, arguing about whether to cut the telegraph line
that ran along the road. Liberius would have the final word,
but he was deep m conversation with the trapp
eignalling 1o the others to wait for him

Svirid had been deeply shocked by the shooting of Vdawi-
chesbo, whose only crime had been that his influence rivalled
that of Liberus and brooght dissension into the camp. Svirid
;rl‘xht(d l:edcoub.}l lea\ie the partisans and go back to his old

wate, independent We. R - !
P e 5 i l:'e But this was out of the question. He

nd were he to leave his Forest B
now he wauld be exeowted as a deserter, rothers

The weather was the worst imapi
ginable. A s) ) b
‘s\'ind seept tom, fow clouds as Black as ﬁymgh;?c lj:‘f‘!:‘i“;lg
now would suddenly falt from them with convulsive, insané
y

er and kept
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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 U’OOP.’«

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 impossible 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, cven if only as a military
demonstration.

A strong force was set aside for this purpose and concen_mlmz
against the western are of the circle. After several days har;,
fighting, the partisans defeated the Whites and broke throug
to their rear.

This breach opened a way to the camp in the taiga and
through it poured a stream af 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,

-hom they regarded as their natural protectors.

“hl}ut !hc);xlm{;;), anxious to get rid of its own dependents, hu:
vo place for newcomers and strangers. Men were sent to mee



THE ROWAN TREE 361

be-"All against Kolchakl' or a civil war among the \vumen?:

“Get on with it, Svirid. You sce I'm waated. Don't spin it out.

“4ad now there’s that she-devil, Zlydarikba, God only knows
what she 35 She says: Put me down as a woman ventlator to
fook after the cattle . . 7

“Veterinary, you mean”

“That's what I sap—a woman ventitator to cure cattle of wind.
But she’s not Jooking after cattle now, such a heretic, devil's
reverend mother she has tumed out to be, she says cows
masses, and tums 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?”

“Dvoryl ‘That's a good one. Your Dvory's bumed 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 erazy,
yelled and howled and tumed straight back to the Whates, and
the other half tumed 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
wt, t.hey say. Bridges and all, the brutes! Talk sbout women!
Thky\e. done things that would take us a month of Sundays!™
) ':Tu!s o fite thing, twenty miles of yoad! And what are you
&nhlzug ::nflcn;idh about, you fackass? That's just what the

, & way i i
1o o 1 it o TN el they bave to do
:Scnd a force to guard the road”
T can do my own thinking, thank you.”

6
The days were gettin,
ays g shorter; 1t was g
dusk Yurl Andreievich crossed the Mgh\\':;ka?y;hiv:e;l]:;“c:
a
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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 open
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 ene
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 chicf 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 first
to succumb to despair. Trudging on foot, loaded with sacks,
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 turned 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 to
tell his chief. He wanted to wamn 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 similar
wamings time and again, and by now he knew them by l’f‘fﬁ-

“Give me time, Comrade Chicf. I am no good at finding
words. They stick in my throat, they choke me. What I say is
this, go to the refugee camp and tell those women to stop
their nonsense. Otherwise, I ask you, what is this supposcd to
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Fling them, yoll them to my natioe town,

To the far end of the street, the last hoflse,

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 bad 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 afl around by the dark forest of triangular firs, 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
alter them e

And as i they too were hemmed in by the i i
tseetops in the winter sky above the ghde,y the bh%;xtn:’:g cxl\;;i
clouds reared and piled and toppled a5 chaatically as the cows.

The knot of curious onlookers who stood at a distance an.
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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 Andreievich, who was cautiously
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 10
cxpression. The song is an insane attempt to stop time by means
of its words.

Kubarikha half sang and half recited:

*“As a hare was running about the wide world,
About the wide world, over the twhite snow,
He ran, the lop-cared hare, past a rowan tree,
Past a rowan tree, and complained to i,
Have I not, he said, o 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.
Pty 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 wind, over the wide world, over the white mow.
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“What wilf you takep™ .
Tl have a Toaf of bread and your hushang,
The onlookers pyrst out laughing,

* Jod

0 much, is itp Al right, 1 9o without the Joaf, Wel settlo
for your husband »

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

3 first arnveq
in Siberiy m Eumpe:m Russia, he had listened to the florid
chatter of he dnser, Bacchys

¢ Woman vy saying,
“Aunt Margosta, Come and be oyp guest. Come gn Wednes.
day, take 22y the pest, take 2Way the spell, take
sca 'ng\vorm, leave the hefer's udder. Stand st

do youy duty, dony upset the payl, Stapq still as o hill, et iy,
fun ang ), Terror, terror

throw them, 1n the nettle, g

] waj € your Ten
salygo's,
Or ta}g anothey example, look ov,

cr there where I, Pointin,
You're ooking the “Tong way, my dear, yge our ey,
back of your head, Joo where £ing, : cig 2 the
tight! N,
h

Y fnger 55 Nting. Thae,
. what (g 30 think thyy is? Yoy poit's X:ﬁ'o?“;(:
that the wind fiag tangled together? o, a bird buildyp, &



364 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 they'll 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 .ﬂrll,\““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. Qr, as some bave seen, horsemen riding
through the S\; the horses’ hoofs hithng t!:e tops of the hn:}\\ses.
Or as sorcerers prophesied of old, saying: Tn this woman Ae;e
s corn, in that one honey, in a third marten fur. And the knig] l;
opened the shoulder of the woman, as if it were 2 casket, an
with bis sword took out of her shouwlder Blade a measure of com
or a squirel or 2 honeycamb.” X

Occasionally we experience a deep and strong feeling. Such a
feclng always includes an element of pity. The more we Yove,
the more the object of out love seems to us to be a victim. In
the case of some men, compassion for a womsn exceeds all
messure and transports her to an unreal, entirely imaginary
wotld, Such men are jealous of the very air she breathes, of the
Laws of nature, of everything that happened in the world before
she was born.

Yurit Andreievich was sufficiently well read to suspect that
Kubankhy's last words repeated the opening passage of an
sacient chronicle, either of Novgorod or Epatievo, but so dis-
torted by copysts and the sorcerers and hards who had &ans-
mitted them orally for centuries that its original meaning bad
been Jost Why, then, had he succumbed so completely to the
tyranny of the legend? Why did thus gibberish, this sbsurd talk,
tmpress him as 1f 1t were desenbing rea) events?

Lar's left 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 i the depths of her soul came to
Lght. Unfamyfiar towns, streets, rooms, countrysides unrolled
ltnkc a film, whole reels of flm, unfolding, discharging their con.

ents

How he loved hert How beautiful she was! In evactly the way
he had afways thought and dreamed and wanted! Yet what was
1t that made her o fovely? Was 1t something that could be
rarned and analyzed? No, a thoussnd times vot She was Joved
by siftus of the matchlessly simple and swift Jine that d\i
Creator had, at o single stroke, drawn all around her, and j
this divine form she had been handed over, hke a chﬂ;l iy hl‘ln
%Tapped in a sheet after its bath, inta the keeping of hi & {
bc:‘:‘ what had happened to hum now, where Wlsahe? [: :ogi_

n forest with the partisany, who were encircled and ‘whose
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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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same teatment would be meted out to all the parﬁs‘:ms un-
dl:x, by a given date, they su‘bx;mi‘t,ted a‘nd gar;e e:r];sthm ams
to the representatives of General Vitsyn's asmy corps.

Fainﬁ?g repestedly from loss of blood, the dying man told
them in 8 faltesing voice of the tortures .and atrocities per-
petrated by Vitsyn's investigatiog and punitive squads.‘ His own
sentence of death had been allegedly commuted; instead of
hanging hite, they had cut off bis arm and leg in nrc‘ler to send
$m into the camp amd strike tervor among the partisans. They
fad earried him as far as the outposts of the camp, where they
fad put him down and ordered him to crawl, urging him on by
shooting into the air.

He could barely mave his lips. To make out his almost un-
intelligble stammering, the crowd around him bent low. He
wis saying: "Be on your guard, copwades. He bas broken
through”

“Patrols have gone out in strength. There’s a big battle going
on. We'll hold him.*

“There’s a gap. Hle wants to surprise you. Lkaow. ., . ¥ can't
g0 on, men, § o spitting blood 1 die in 2 moment.”

“Rest a bit. Keep quiet~—Can't you see s bad for him, you
beartless beastsl”

The man started again. “He went to work on me, the devil.
e said: You sill bathe in your awn blood until you tell me who
ymuze And bow was 1 to tell hum, a deserter is just what I am?
1 was running from him to you"

“You keep saying he’ Who was it that got to wark on you?™

“Let me just get my breath. . . . 1N tell you. Hetman, Beke-
shin. Colonel, Strese” Vitsyn's men You doot know out here
what ¥y ke, The whole town {s groaning. They bol peaple
ahve, They cut sirips ont of them. They take you by the scruff
of the neck aad push you inside, you don't knaw where you e,
Wy pitch black. You grope about—yost are in a cage, inside a
freight car. There are mose than forty people in the cage, all
in thewr underclothes. From time o time they open the égm
and grab whoever comes first~owt he goes. As you grab a
:ti\kkr; to cut its throat. I swear to God. Some they hang, somo

€Y $hoot, some they question. They beat you to shreds, they
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fate he was to share. What an unbelievable, absurd predicament!
Oance again everything in his head and before his eyes became
confused, blurred, At that moment, instead of snowing as hid
been expected, it began to drizzle. Like a huge banner streteh-
ing across a city street, there hung before him in the air, frea
one side of the forest glade to the other, a blurred, grealy
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 \\urf;\'re
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, yagged fusillade People started up and s
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 growing crowd
streamed toward the place where the shots had been fired:

They stood around a bleeding stump of a man lying on the
ground. His right arm and left leg had been chopped off, Tt was
inconccivable how, with his remaining arm ond leg, he )\Jl:
crawled to the camp. The chopped-off ann and leg were ‘;"
in terrible bleeding chunks onto bis 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 reprisal for xim:‘ﬂ
atrocitles perpetrated by such and such a Red unit—a unit l‘n!
had no connection with the Forest Brotherhood. It also said that
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stll, moved, and vanished. The sun was not the sun to which
the easth was used, 1t was a changeling. Its crimson ball h};ng
1 the forest and from it, stifty and slowly as i 2 dream or in a
fairy tale, amber-yellow rays of light as thick as honey spread
and, catching in the trees, freze o them in midair. .

Tovisible feet in felt boots, touching the ground softly with
padded soles, yet making the snow screech angrily at each step,
woved in all disections, while the hooded and furjacketed
torsos belonging to them sailed separately through the upper
afr, bhe heavenly bodies.

Friends stopped and tatked, their faces close together, Sushed
a3 at the steam baths, with beards bristling hke fced Joofahs,
Clouds of dense, clammy steam puffed out of their mauths, too
large for the clipped, frost-bitten words they accompanied,

Walking along the footpath, the doctor ran into Liberius,

“Heflo, strangeri Come to my dugout this evening, Spead the
mght. Well have a good talk. There is news.”

“Is the courier back? Any news from Varykino®™

“Not & word about yous people or mine. This, however, leads
me to the comforting conclusian that they must have got away
i time, otherwise we would be sure to have heard something,
Well talk abaut it tomglt Ul expect you.”

Going mto the dugout that cvenng, the doctor repested his
fuestion. “What have you heard about our Families? Just tell
me that”

“You never 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

“Are s~ ¢ i
and veg
abowt

now, don't change the subrect.”

s owms mart gut in more nuts and berdes h.;t

ntumn when the wamen were there 1o pich them. Well, as {

was saying, our affasrs are m excellent shape, What I've af

prophewred &5 coming troe, The worst 1 over, Kolchak's forces

.:zc rllu;al‘s\t:)g :1“‘ along the hine, It's a complete rout. Now do
u see? Wh you?

N mﬁ: :‘;:l 1 always teli you? Do you remember how
“When 8id § 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 Godl”

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 Kill himself fro-
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, fleeing from himself Iike 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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«4nd Yuriatin? What happened there? Who is ho}d_ing #?
~That's another absurdity. It cau't possibly be true.
What's that?” 3

:‘ﬂ\:;' say the Whites are still there, but that’s 4 sheer impos-
whibity, I} prove it to you, you'll sce for )’“‘“'segf' a

He put another stick in the holder and, getting out & taftere
map end folding it so that the district he was talking about was
on top, explained the posstion, pencil in hand. ’

“Look. All these are sectors where the Whites have been
thyown back~here, aod here, and here, all over this region. Do
you fallow?”

Yes™® 3

“So they can't possibly be anywhese near Yuriatin, l3ec:mse
if they were, with their communications cut, they couldn’t avoid
being captured. Even their commanders must realize this, how-
et intompetent they may be Why are you pulting on your
eat? Where are you fologh”

*I1 be back in 4 moment There's a lot of smoke here, and T've
got a headache. 11 just go out for a breath of air.”

When he was outside, the doctor 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 tuga, 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
tried ta guess thelr fate, and images rose before him, each mare
fnghtening than the tast.

Here fs Tonia wallang through s feld in a blizzasd with Sasha
 her arms She heeps wrapping him up in a blanket, her feet
sinking 1nto the deep snow, She ean barely drag along, ustng all
her strength, but the bhzzard knocks her down, she stumbles
1 fally and gets wp, too weak to stand o hor fect, the wind
bufieting, her and G snaw covering ber up. Oh, but be is for-
Eetting She has two ehildren with her, and she nurses the e
e, Yoih her hands are busy, Uke the Fugitives at Chilimka

who lnoke down and went mad with grief and strain
. She h\s}mth her hands full and there is no ene near to hel,

et S3sha't fathes Yas vanished, na one Ynows 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 )"h"]c
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 noﬂl
sense. But the village is deserted. So it looks as #f 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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«4nd Yuriatin? What happened there? Who s hold.ing w

“That's another shsasdity. It cant possibly be true

"What's that?” . .

“They say the Whites are still there, but that's 2 sheer impos-
sibibty. 11 prove it to you, you'l see for yourse}f,

He ot another stk in the holder and, getting out a tattered
map and folding it so that the district he was talking about was
antap, explained the position, penetl in hand.

“Lock Al these are sectors 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, because
if they were, with their communications cut, they couldn’t avoid
being captured Lven their commanders must realize this, how-
ever incompeteat they may be. Why are you putting on your
coat? Where are you going?”

“[U be back in a moment. There’s 2 lot of smoke here, and I've
got & headache, 11 just go out for a breath of air”

When he was outside, the doctor swept the snow off the
wooden block that served as a seat at the entrance to the dug-
out and sat down, his ethows an his knees and his head propped
on his st

The taiga, the eamp, his esghteen months among the partisans,
wont right out of his head He forgot all about them. Memories
of tus dear ones §lled hus mnd and crowded out al} else. He
tried (o guess they fate, and images rose before him, each more
irighterung Mian the last,

Here (s Tonda walking through a field in a blizeard with Sasha
w hez arms She keeps wrapping him up in a Blanket, her feet
uaking sato the deep snow, She can harely drag along, using all
ber strength, bur the blizzard knacks her dowy, she stumbles
and falls und gty up, tov wenk to stand on her fect, the wind
baBeting her and the snow eonering her up Oh, but ho is for.
Eetting She has vwo children with her, and she nurses the hitte
on~ Both her hands are busy, ke the fugitives at Chulimka
who Inale down and wenr mad with grief and steain
h:'hc Yy I'mlh her hands ull and there is no ong nc‘ay 2o hel

+ Sasha's father Yos vanished, no one Inows where he fs, “‘;
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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-
ersP Better not ask, better not think about it.

The doctor got up and turned to go back into the dugout. Sud-
denly bis 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.” J

“If that iso’t just like a gentleman’s notion! Who's ever bcﬂl'
of picking berries in winter! Three years we've been beating t’IC
nonsense out of you others but you're still the snmc..AlI right,
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
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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

e camp,



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

OFPOSITE THE HOUSE OF SGULPTURES

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 sculptures
The huge square stones of the lower part of its fagade were
covered with freshly posted sheets of government newspapen
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 ws
filled by the light that lingered on into the evenings. The light
made one restless, 1t was like a call from afar that was disturbing,
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 ccased. 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
50 rubles each, at the Food Office, Yuriatin Soviet, 5 October
Street {formerly Governor Street), Room 137.

“Anyone without a workbook, or flling it in incorrectly, of
(still worse) fraudulently, will be prosecuted with the utmost
rigor of the wartime regulations. Detailed instructions for the
f workbooks are printed in LN.LK. No. §6 (1013)

378

correct use ol
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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.

" ‘:\l“‘:; :r:‘..‘ff.t-vh: his bag was the remmant of a erust of brf-nr‘
town, and e ot .
eather, byt -

eace w3 wawie hour to trudge from -
‘S‘;im through which the raflway ran to this wn?er of M‘:::ecl?:xt(
(hcd.;oh great was Lis weakness and so much bad the last fow
: “:!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

oties of the town, whith he had despalied of ever seeing
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again, and the sight of which filled him with happiness, bke 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 civilizs-
tion were suspended. The jungle law was in force. Man dreamed
the prehistoric dreams of the cave dweller,

Every now and then Yurii Andreevich 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 h:.\d
seen them all at the partisan camp. In most cases he was mis-
taken, but once his eyes did not deceive him. The boy who
darted out of a snowdrift that concealed a train of wagons-its,
relieved himself, and darted back had indeed been a member
of the Forest Brotherhood. It was 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 fnr‘t‘sl
until he recovered from his wounds, and was now ruaking

his way home to Krestovozdvizhensk under an d name,
hiding in the buried trains and running at the sight of human
beings.

These scenes and incid had the strang of the tran-

scendental, as if they werc snatches tom from lives on ather

planets that had somehow drifted to the earth. Only nature had
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remained true to history and appeared in the guise it assumed
iy modern art. .

Now and then there was a quiet, pale gray, dark rose evening,
wth birches, Mack and fine as seript against the aft‘erglow, and
Black streams faintly clouded over with gray ice Sowing 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, transparent, and
48 soft as pussy willows.

The doctor meant to read the notices posted on 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 rooms in which the fumniture left by the previous cccupants
had been stored. Now, although the frost had Blmed them at the
edges, it was clear that the glass was transparent; the white-
wash had evidently been remorved. 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 climbed the front starcase he knew sa well and
which was so dear to fum. How often at the camp he had re-
called the openwork pattern of the castaron steps down to the
2t scroll In one place you could Jook through into the Jumber
room in the basement where broken chaws and old pails and tin
tabs $ad been stacked. They were still there; nothing had
changed The doctor was almost grateful to the stairease for its
boyalty to the past.

There had been 2 doorbell once, but it had broken and
stopped ringing even before the doctor had been captured hy
the partisans. fle was al:out‘lu h:ock when he noticed that there

g s 4 N R

C TR w D e buie wiuuessoinss Wutil flave been
Inconceivable m the old days. There would have been a Ktted
Yock, and if It had been out of order there were locksmiths to re-
];\;(r ﬂ.“ﬂxl; trifling, detadl was eloquent of the general detetiora-
.rvn o .zhlng:. which had gone 2 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 shightest
hope of finding anything. The hollow was closed by a brick. He
removed it and felt inside. Oh, miracle] A key and a note! 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 quiclly:

“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 kecp
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 packet 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 h'ls
family were not there. He felt not only anxious because ol_’ this,
but unbearably aggrieved and sad about them Why hadnt 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
down and crossed the street, to the wall thickly covered with
~arious announcements,



oPPOSITE THNE HOUSE OF SCULPTURES 381

8

There were newspaper asticles, texts of speeches at meetings,
and decrees. Yux:‘i’ Xﬁdrcicviuh glanced at the headings. Reg-
uisitioning, assessment, and taxation of members of the proper-
tied classes ~ “Establishment of workers’ control” “Factory an‘_i
plant committecs.” These were the regulations the new authari-
ties Yuad Issued on entering the town in place of those that bad
been in force No doubt, Yurii Andreievich thought, they were
fotended as a reminder of the promising nature of the
new tegime, 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 Yanguage
and smgle-mndedness filled him with enthusiasm. Was it pos-
sble that he must pay for that rash enthustasm all his bfe by
nevee heasing, yeas after year, anything but these unchanging,
shill, erazy exclamations and demands, which beeame pro-
Fressively more smpractical, meamngless, and unfulfillable as
tme went by? Was 3t posmible that because of one moment of
avergenerous response he had been enslaved forever?

Wis 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
specultion on 2 gigintic seale, but what are our regional and
municipal factory commuttees doing? Only mass searches in the
sommeredal dustricts of Yenatin and Razvihe, only terror applied
{2 all its harshness, down to the stooting of speculators on the
spot.can delw ez us from famine ®

"What an eavicble blindnesst” thought the doctor. “To be
abie 10 tall. of bread when it has lang since vanished from the
3ee of the cadtht Of propertied clisses and speenfators when

thev e ‘J_mg_ since been abolished by earber daen-b A

Y we gNUpae Rte ey, & i it
(LAY v 1o go
s pevergooling, feversh ardor, o yeon o g vith

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 hurry-
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 thousands.
The doctor felt sick and helpless to deal with this abamimn’.on
and decided to barricade himself for the night in one room wflh
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 two
windows facing the street. Directly opposite the window \x:n!
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, ft
was the same new, fresh evening hght of early spn'x.lg. This
seemed to make the room a part of the strect; the only difference
was that Lara’s bedroom, where he was standing, was colder
than the street,

His sudden weakness earlier that aftemoon as he nppmac}ll‘d
the town and walked through it an hour or two ago hn.d mﬂflc
Yurii Andreievich think that he was jll, and had filled him \\1}11
fears. Now, the sameness of the light in the housc' and in
the street exhilarated him. Bathed in the snmc.chill?d air as 1%:2
passers-by, he felt a kinship with them, an identity with t
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o0 of the town, with life in the world. This dispelled his fears.
He no longer thought he would be ill. The transpasency of the
sprng evening, the all-penetrating hght were 2 good omen,
a promise of generous fulSllment of distant and fameachn?g
hopes. All would be well, he would achieve all be wanted in
Lfe, be would find and reunite and reconaile them al, he would
think exerything out and Bnd all the right words. He waited
for the {oy of sccing Lara s an immediate proof that all the rest
would follow.

A wild excl and an lable restlesspess sup-
planted his earbier fatigue. In reality this animation was an even
suser symptom of approaching iiness than his secent weakness.
Yourlt Andrerevich could not sit stll. Once again he felt the urge
1o go out.

He wanted, befare 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 he had koown be-
fore stood empty, others had 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 Lard’s dressing
table, in tus haste he did not find any.

Now it ocourred to him that there had once been 2 tailor's
worshop in Spasshy Street: if 1t sull eusted and he got to it

belore closing time, he might botrow pair of scissors, He
walked out.

5

l|'u wemory had not fafled him ‘The workshop was still there
Wﬂzx‘ﬂx catrance fsom the street and a window Tunning th;
width of the front The seamstiesses worked in full view of the
pl;:m by ’an ‘mu\d see right mto the back of the room,
was packed with sewing wemen. In additzon to the |
seam-
wtteses there were probably aging local Jadies who knew h:\:n:o
mv:'ml\hxd ahtamed jobs m order to become ented to the
votbbanks mentionpd
ey b raed n the proclamation 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 clearly
doubted his sanity.

“I've just amrived from a long journey. T wanted to get a
cut but there isn’t a single barbershop open. So 1 thought 1'd
{t myself, but I haven't any scissors. Would you kindly Iend me

ot a hait-
do

same?”
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“AU right. T1L give you a haircut. But T wamn you. I you've
g something else in mind—ang trich such as changing ﬂ:ux
appearance to disguise yourself for political Y.Eas(ms‘—dnn’ t blame
s f we repost you, We are not risking our lives for you.

“For heaven’s sake! What an ideal”

She Lot i (n and took him into a side room lttle bigger than
» thoset, mest moment he was sitting in a chair with a sheet
wrapped around him and tucked under his chi as at the bfu-
ber’s, The scamstress went out of the room and came back with
& pair of scissors, a comb, clippers, & strap, and 8 sazor,

“The done every kind of job in my life,” she explained, noticing
her elient’s astonishment, At one time I was a hairdresser. I
leasned hatreutting and shaving when 1 was a pusse sn the other
war Now well snip off that beard and then well have a shave”

“Could you cut my hair very short, please?”

*IT do my best. Why are you pretending to be so ignorant,
20 educated man ke you? As if you didu’t know that we now
ceunt tune by the decade and not by the week, and today is the
teventeenth of the month and the barbers have their day off
on every date with a seven in it ™

“Henestly 1 dida’t know I've told you, I've just come from a
borg way off Why should 1 pretend anything?”

"Don't fdget or you'l get cut. So you've just amrived. How
& you come?”

“On oy fect”

“Along the ighway?

“Fartly that, partly along the railway track, I don’t know how
runy Mans The seen, olf buried 1o the snow. Liowery trains,

special trainy, every kind of train you can think of.”
“Thete, fust s Litle bit to smp off and it's finished. Family
business?

“Hesvens, no' 1 worked for a former union of exedit co-opera-
tams as their traveling tnspector. They seat me on an inspection
bt to exstern Siberia and there T got stuck. No chance of o
train, o3 you now There was nothing for it but to walk. Six
: :1\’\_;‘ 1t tock me. ¥ cant begin 1o telt you all Tve seen or; the

M were you, I woulda't begin. I sec I7
tdegertnn Have o Jook ot )g e 2t yoo

yourself Srst. Here's o mirros, Get
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your hand out from under the sheet and hold it. All righ?”

“T don't think it's quite short enough. Couldn’t you take of
abit 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—Fforget
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 shave it
clean. Just a spot of lather and you'll be ten years younger, 1T
go and boil the kettle.”

“Whoever can she be?” Yurii Andreievich wondered. He had 2
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 word. 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 ot 2
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 httle bit of
patience, my dear man. Your skin isnt used to the razor ant
your beard is very coarse. It won't take a minute. Yes. 'l'lw.rcs
nothing people haven't secn. They've been through everything.
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 soldw{s
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 Razvilie. In those days Razvilie was the same as the re-
gional Cheka is nowadays—a place of exccution. Why arc you
jerking your head hke that? It scrapes, does it? I know, m}
dear, T know. Tt can’t be helped. Your hair is just like bristles:
Therc’s just this one taugh place. Well, the ensign’s ’wi.fc. w.\é
in hysterics. ‘Kalial Kolial What will become of my }-011_3' o
she went, straight to the top, to General Galjullin. That's in 2
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fary ine, of course, She couldnt get straight to him.
;ngfm vsu'ings. There was somebody in the mest
weet over there who knew how to reach bim, an exceptionally
iad person, very sensitive, not Lke anyone else, always stood
m for people. You can't think what went on all over the ph?e,
yochings, atrocities, dramas of jealousy. Just as in Spanish
sovels”

“That's Lara she’s talking about,” thought Yurii Andrefevich.
But he ept prudently silent and did not ask for det:u’ls: Her
sbsurd remark about the Spanish novels again oddly reminded
$im of something—precisely by its absurdity and fmrel
bt be still coulda’t think what it was.

“Now, of course, it's all quite different. Admittedly there’s
a2y amount of fav i informing, shooting, and so on.
Bat the idea is quite different To begin with, it's a new
grversment, t's only just come into power, it hasot got into its
stride yet. And then, whatever you say, they are on the side of
the common people, that's their strencth. In our family we are

our sisters, countmg myself, all working women. It's natural
that we 3hould be drawn to them. Oe sister died. Her husband
%13 & pobtical exle, worked as manager at cne 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
sut, Mikultsyn's suter-in-law, the ope who is a local legend,
basber—seymstress—signal woman—Jack of afl trades!™ But he
declded to say nothing $o a3 sot to give himself away.

"My nephew was ahways drawn to the people, ever since his
ehidhond, He grew up among the workers at the factory, Per-
h};ﬂ you've heard of the Vankano factories? Now look at what
l‘f done. ool hat | am. Half your chin is smooth and the other
iu-f Is l;ri:zly u‘TLull's what comes of talking. Why didn’t you
tep me® Now ather’s dry is cold M
. xlx'n ope s dry and the water is cold. IT] go and

‘\‘}m she came back, Yurii Andreicvich asked: =V
aat’s sonewlore mi

les ont ot try, fspt 12 azykino,
he country, fs0'1 112 Tha
Eave bren safe enough n all these upheavals” ! t should

“Well, it wasat evactly safe. They had it wo
Y safe. They than we di
fome ways. They had some sott of armed bn;dtm:ut“tehs:g
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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 anc
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 Krapulshy'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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er of speakiag, of course. She couldo't get straight to him.
Tou bod . pull sriags. There was somebody in the et
ctreet over there who Xnew how to zeach him, an exceptionally
Yind person, very sepsitive, ot kike anyone else, always stood
up for people You can't think what went on all over the place,
lynchings, atrocities, dramas of jealousy. Just as in Spanish
novels.”

“That's Lasa she's tallong about,” thought Yurii Andreievich,
Bot be kept prudently silet and &id not ask for details. Her
sbsurd remark about the Spavish novels again oddly reminded
B of something—precisely by its absardity and irrelevance—
but he still couldn’t thisk what it was.

“Now, of coutse, it's all qute different, Admittedly there’s
any amount of investigations, informing, shooting, and so on.
But the idea is quite different. To begin with, it's a new
govermment, 1's only just come into power, it hasn't got fnto 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 vatural
that we should be drzvwn to them. One sister died. Her husband
was 2 pohitical exle, worked as manager at one of the local
factories, Theis son~my nephew, that is~he's at the head of the
peasant forces—he's quite a celebrity.”

“So that's who she is,” Yuril Andrelevich realized. “Liberm's
sunt, Mikubtsyn's sister-in-law, the one who is a local legend,
barber—seamstress—signal woman—Jack of all trades!” But he
dc.cded %o say aothing 50 as not to gn e lumself away.

My nephess was always drawn to the people, ever since his
clildhond He grew up among the workers at the factory. Per.
baps you've hieard of the Varykino factones? Now look at what
¥ve done, fool that T am. Half your chuss is smooth and the gther
t“;“ % \;ﬁ‘}‘y Thal's what comes of talkwg, Why didu't you
w‘;&‘:&ﬁ;e\# e Yather's dry and the water is eold, TR go and

When she came back, Yuris Andrefevi s *Varyki
that's someshere mules out i3 the couxzh-;,d:s::‘jtg .T;:taz,‘;;?i
T e

ety sale. it worse than we di
1a some ways, They bad some sort of armed bands oyt Qh:i
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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. Wi
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 moncy'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 keep this abomination away from him. The first
thing before sctthng down for the night was to stop the mt}la]cs.
Fortunately, there were fewer of them in the bedroom than u{ the
rest of the flat, where the floor boards and skirtings werc in a
worse state. But he had to hurry. It was getting dark. It was
true that a lamp stood on the kitchen table—perhaps 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 a match 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 bedsoom be found o small
il lamp, the rats had been at the o but 2 hittle ywas Jeft.

Tn some places the skisting had come away from the floor. Tt
took him a Kittle over an hour to pack the cracks with broken
s, The door ftted 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
comnice not quite reaching the cefling, In the kitchen there was
2 stack of logs. Yurii Andreievich decided to rob Lara of a
couple of armfuls and, getting down on one knee, he gathered
them up and balanced them on his lekt arm Carrying them into
the bedsoom, he stacked them near the stove and had a look
inside to see haw it worked and 1 what condition it was. He
had meant to lock the doar but the Jatch was broken, he wedged
# firmly with paper, then he laid the fire at his lelsure and Jit 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
Eh:-m with surpnise. In the old Krueges days when timber re-
fected 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 Lar's house must
mean that she was m touch with Samdeviatov aud that he
provided for her as he had once supplied the doctor and his
booschold with all their needs. He had always found it ick-
some to accept hus hielp Now his embarrasement af being $n his
de;l was c;:m&limtcd by other feelings

was hardly Lkely that Samdeviat
i::-r gnadaass of heaft He thought oio;axlﬁs:ii!kf JLfr;): {n:cg
R e o Tt s
The dry Kulbih logs erackled merily a -
lil.ijt:,,n’nd. x? thes caught, Yani Andmy.,mff-,s{‘i'f“f dinto 2

. Tt e Bl prl L ot S suspic s mind
leapt from subject to subject, and the msg:‘ch;::;}:u}t;x;;n;;\;i
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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 s} 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 ones? 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 ecarth 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 isnt the first time Tve
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 didn’t know them, but here is a complete
stranger, a seamstress, a hairdresser who has heard all about them,
and Lara says nothmg 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. Al its furnishings belonged to the unknown tenants
who had long been absent and in hiding. There was nothing of
Laras among them, and they could tell him nothing of her
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.

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(l;
an ordinary room but as if into the heart of his longing for Lara
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How silly his way of feeling would seem to anyone outside!
How diffecent was the way strong, practical, efficient, hand-
some males, such as Samdeviatov, lived and spoke and acted!
Aod why should Lara be expected to prefer his w ealmess
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.

A spring evening The air punctuated with scattered sounds.
The voices of chuldren playing in the strects coming from vary-
ing distances as if to show that the whole evpanse is alive. And
thus vast expanse is Russia, his sncomparable mother; famed far
and wide, d, stubb gant, erazy, irresponsib)
adored, Russia with her eternally splendid, and disastrous, and
tmpredictable adventures. Oh, how sweet to be alivel How
good to be alive and to love life! Oh, the ever-present longing to
thark bfe, thank exstence 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 exstence became
sensione and capable of speech.

And all that he bad just reproached her with in a moment of

doubt was untrue, a thousand times untrue! Everything abaut
her was perfect, flawless.

Tears of admiration and repentance filled bus eyes. QOpening
the stove door, he poked the fire; he pushed the logs that were
ablaze and hod turned into pure heat to the back and brousht
forward 1nto the draft those that were less in a

candescent. Leavin,
the door open, he sat before the open flames, :

delighting i
play of light and the wasmth on Ius face and k: iehting fn the

ands. The warmth
nd Yight brought him completely to his senses. He misse‘:] Lr;m

tbeasably and he longed for sometlung tha ?

2 t 1!
hu;:!mi;)rtouch with her at that very moment. N could bring

© drew her crumpled letter from his pocket. It
vas £

By l{hat the back of the page he had read earlier “';:50“‘2‘;53
od now he saw that there was something wntten op it, Smooth.
ingtout, he sead 1t by the dancing firehight: ' o
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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 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 the
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 honor, in the name of tus alleged duty to
another woman, who was not the child’s mother and who might
2t any moment come into the room from nno:l:cr door.

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “U've got a fever, 1
am sick,” he thought. “This fsn’t typhus. This is some sort of ev-
haustion that is taking the form of a dangerous illness—an ill-
ness with a ensis, it will be just Itke any serious infection, nr'ld the
only question is which is gomg 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. Judgiog by the early moming traffic, the trolleys ringing
theur bells, and the yellow pools of lamplight on the gray snow-
covered street, 1t was before the revolution.

He dreamed of a big apartment with many windows, all on the
same side of the house, probably no higher than the third story,
with drawn curtams reaching to the floor.

Toside, people were lying about asleep in their clothes like
travellers, and the rooms were unhdy like a railway car, with
balf-eaten legs and wings of roast chicken and other remnants
of food scattered about on greasy bus of newspaper, The shoes
that the many friends, relatives, callers, and homeless people, all
sheltermg m the apartment, bad removed for the night, were
standing in paurs on the floor. The hostess, Lara, in a dressing,
gown tied hastily around her waust, moved swiftly and silently
£rom Yoom to Toom, Yurrying about her chores, and he was fol-
lowing her step by step, muttering clumsy srrelevant explana-
tions and generally making a nuisance of himself. But she no
longer had a moment to give lum and took no notice of his mut-
tenngs except for turning to hum now and then with a tranquil,
puzzled look or bursting mto her msmitable, candid, silvery
lughter This was the only form of wntimacy that remained be-
tween them, And how distant, cold, and compellingly attractive
was this woman to whom he had sacnficed all he bad, whom he

had preferred to everythin; i
c % 2nd 1 comparson with wh
everything seemed to am worthlesst hem
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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 scveral lines
were crossed out, then: *I've crossed it out because it's silly to
write about it. We'll talk our £ill when we meet, I'm rushing out,
¥ must get hold of a horse. I don’t know what Tl do if 1 canl.
1t’s so difficult with Katenka. . . .” The rest of the sentence was
smudged and illegible.

“She got the horse from Samdeviatov,” Yurii Andrefevich re-
flected calmly. “If she had anything to conceal, she wouldat
have mentioned it.”

8

When the stove was hot Yurii Andreievich closed the flue and
had something to cat. After that he felt so sleepy that be lay
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, cne 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 sailor suit and cap, was
knocking, crying and begging to be Iet in. Behind the child,
splashing him and the door with its spray, there was a \vatcrf':lﬂ.
It was making a tremendous noise. Either the water was pouring
from a burst pipe (a usual occurrence in thosc days) of 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 terrificd the boy. It drowned
his cries, but Yurii Andreicvich could see him trying. over an
over again, to form the word “Daddy™ with his lips. .

Heartbroken, Yurii Andreicvich longed with all his being to
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 Lept hold of the
handle of the locked door, shutting out the child, sacnficing
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$im to a false notion of honer, in the name of his alleged duty to
another woman, who was not the child’s mather and who might
st aay moment come into the room from another door.

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “Ive got a fover, 1
am sick” he thought, “This sut typhus. This is some sort of ex-
haustion that is takivg the form of a dangerous illness~—an il
ness with 2 crisis, it wall be fust ke any serious infection, and the
only question is which is gong ta win, Ufe or death. But I'm too
Seepy o think” He dropped off to sleep again,

He dreamed of a dark winter morning, fn 2 bustling AMoscow
street Judging by the early marning traffic, the trolleys ringing
thewr bells, and the yellow poals of lamplight on the gray snow-
couered street, it was before the revolution.

He dreamed of a ug apartment with many windows, all on the
same side of the house, probably vo hugher than the third story,
with drawn curtains reaching to the floor.

Toside, people were lying about asleep n their clothes like
travellers, and the rooms were untidy hke a raihway ear, with
half-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, relatives, callers, and homeless people, all
Shehmngvin the apartment, had removed for the night, were
smdmg in pawrs on the floor The bostess, Lara, in o dressing,
%:m tied hastily around her wast, moved swiftly and silently
lvmroom 10 1oom, hurrying about her chores, and he was fol-
lowing ber step by step, ing clumsy J pla
mns and generally making a nusance of himself But she no

ger had a moment to give hum and took no votice of his mut-
tetings except for tumning to hun now and then with a tranquil
puzzled look or bursting into her inimitable, candsd, sil\m-y’

Lughter. This was th ) g
tween them, Aﬂ;shov: :;‘g:zm of mtimacy that remained be-

. cold, and compeltlingly attractiv
was this woman to whom he had sacri 57 e
had preferred to ever‘?:hl:g,a sacrificed all be bad, whom be

N . and in eos i L
everything seemed to him worthl%slm parison with whom
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9

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 I 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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10

He bad complained that Heaven had cast him off, but now
the whole breadth of heaven leaned low over his bed, )mldx‘ng
out two strong, white, woman's arms to him, His head swimming
with joy, he fell into a bottomless depth of bliss as ene who
drops unconscious,

All'us Lfe he bad been active, doing things about the house,
looking after patients, thinking, studying, writing. How gum’! it
was to stop doing, 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.

His recovery was rapid. Lara fed him, nursed him, sur-
rounded hun with her core, and her dazzling loveliness, her
questions and answers, whispered in a warm, gentle voice, were
always present,

Their subdued cony ersations, however casual, were as full of
meaning as the dialogues of Plato

Even more than by what they had in common, they were
wited by what separated them from the rest of the w

vorld. They
were both equally repelled by what was tragically typical of
modern man, his texthook ad husi: 5

, his sholi
and the deadly dullaess ly preached and practiced
t‘i'aconn!less workers 10 the field of art and science in order

t genrus should remain a great rarity,

Thewr love was great Most people experience love without
becoming aware of the extraordinary mature of this emotien,
But to them—and this made them exceptiopal~the moments
when passion visited thesr doomed human evistence like 2 breath
ty were moments of revelation, of contin

A ually new dhs-
coveries about themselves and Life, yne s
1
“Of course you must i
80 back to yous family. T won't keep v
day more than necessary Byt j):xst 1uaok " bt o R Jou

at what js going on
3 we were sucked mto

! €ame part of Sowiet Ruyssi
its ruin, i
To keep rything from us. You have

gong, they take eve
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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 before
the Haida uprising, and once again, the Cheka is savagely put-
ting down the slightest sign of discontent.

“How could you trave), weak as you are, nothing but skin
and bones? Do you really imagine you could go on foot? You
would never get there. When you are stronger, it will be different.

“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 fn 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 Qf
a local landowner and industrialist, you were with the parti-
sans and you ran away. You can't get around it—you left 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 35
itis”

“How do you mean? What about Strelnikov?”

“It's precisely because of him I told you before that le has
many enemies. Now that the Red Army is victorious those non:
Party soldicrs who got too near the tap and knew too much are
done for. Lucky if they're only thrown out and not kx‘ﬂc('f s0 &
to leave no trace. Pasha is particularly vulnerable; he is in ver¥
great danger. You know he was out in the East. I've hcnrf] hes
run away. He's in hiding. They're hunting for him. But don't Irt's
talk about it. I hate crying, and if I say another word about him
Iknow It howl.” .

“You were very much in Jove with humP You still arc?

“I marricd lum, he’s my husband, Yurochka. He has a \m!l\;
derful, upright, shining personality. I am very much at fanlt. ;
isn't that I ever did him any harm, it wouldn't be true to say "’,’ "
But he is so outstanding, so big. he has such immcn.sc in(ogrlf')
—apd I'm no good at 2ll, I'm nothing in comparison. Thats
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where my fault hies. But pleuse1 let's not tatk ‘nb‘:\‘xlt it now. Tl
i re some other time, 1 promise you 1 will,

m}ﬁmﬁ;y yx:xr Tonia is. ]us}; Lke 2 Botticelli, J was 'ﬂmrc
when she had her baby. We got on !c;mbly well, But let’s not

Ik about that either just at the moment!
tnl“x\s Twas sa)'ing,!e]t's both get jobs. Wel go out to work every
morming, and at the end of the month well collect our salarics
in bullions of wubles. You know, until quite recently the old
Siberian bank notes were still valid. Then they were declared
invalid and for a long time, all the time you were i}, we had no
currency at alll fust wnaginet Well, we managed somchm_v‘ Now
they say a whale trainload of new bank notes has amived, at
feast forty carfuls} They are printed on big sheets in two edlors,
red and blue, and divided into little squares Iike postage
stamps The blue squares are worth five million yubles each and
the red oves ten. They are badly printed, they fade and the
colors are smudged ™

“Yes, T've seen that kind of money. It was put into circulation
in Mascow just before we left *

12

“Why were you so long in Varykino? Is there anybody there? I

thonght there wasn't 2 soul, it was deserted. What kept you so
long?”

"1 was cleaning your house with Katenka. I thought yow'd g0

there fist thung and T dudu't want you to see st in the state ft
wasm

“Why, what Yand of state isat in? Is it so bad?”

“Ttwas untidy, dirty, and we put st straight”
“How evasively tersel 1 feel there's samething you are not
telling me But jost s you ke, 1 waslt try to get 1t out of you,
Tell me about Toma, What did they call the little girt?”
“Masha, in memory of your mother.”
“Tell me all about them *
“Please, oot now. T've told you, I still can't talk about it with-
ot erying”
“That Samdevistov who lent you the horse,
>

he's an interesty
character, don't you think; Fesing
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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 someon¢
infinitely more repulsive It's his fault that I've become what I
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 a self-
assured, elderly parasite, who took advantage of everything an
allowed himself whatever he fancied.”
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o think 1 understand. § thought there was som'c\hing. But
wait s moment. T can $magine your suffering a5 a.ch\kl, a suffer-
ing much beyond your years, the shock to your ‘f’cﬂ’odmcc’ a
very young gitl's sense of outrage. But ol that is in the past.
What 1 mean is that it fsn't for you to make yourself wnbappy
about 1t now, it's for peaple who fove you, people like my self.
1t I who should be tearing my hair because I wasn't with you to
prevent it, if it really mokes you unhappy. It's a curious thing. 1
think I can be really jeal deadly, passionately jeal by
of my inferiors, people with whom I have nothing in common.
A rival whom 1 look up to arouses entirely different feelings
in e, 1 thiok if a man whom 1 understood and bked were in
love with the same woman as I am T wouldnt feel a grievance,
or want to quarrel with him, I would fecl a sort of tragic
brotherhood wath him Naturally, I wouldn't dream of sharing
the woman [ oved But 1 would give ber up and my suffering
wauld 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 his,
and there would be no point in going on if his were better,

“But that wasn't what we were talking, shout, 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 have never fallen or
stumbled Their virtue is hfeless and of little value Life hasny
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 childlke,
That is what T was depnved of T might have developed my
own view of e of 1 hadut, ight from the beginning, seen it
starmped 10 someone else’s vulgar distortion And that fsgt all,
It's because of the intrupon into my life, right at the start, of
this rmmaral, selfish nonenhity thar swker later on 1 matxie;l a
man who was seally big and remarkable, and who loved me and
Wh%\\!; "th\u‘, ™y smariage was destroyed

2it & moment before you tell me v
?Dt' jealous of Wm. 1 told)ym I can 22(}‘:‘:&1)0:‘;’3:\‘;;‘):?[:;; :inm
e‘::;*};ﬁ:}’:’;ﬂfﬂgy equals Tell me first about fhis other man.”
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“This wrecker who spoiled your life. Who was he?”

“A fairly well-known Moscow lawyer, A friend of my fathers.
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 lot more interesting than he is by painting
bim so black. He couldn’t be more ordinary. Il tell you his
name if you like.”

“You ncedn’t, I know it. I saw him once.”

“Really?”

“In a hote] 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 clse, 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 sce once before.
As a child, during a journey, this 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 journey by
Komarovsky, who was his lawyer. He made Father drink, he got
his business into a muddle, he brought him to the point ©
bankruptey, and he drove him to suicide. It was l\is'(:\u\t that
my father killed himself and that I was Ieft an orphan. v

“It isn't possiblef It's extraordinary! Can it really be true? 4:
he was your evil genius, too! It brings us even closer! Tt mus
be prcdcslinationl"

“He is the man of whom I shall always be incurably, insa
jealous.” B
e “How can you say such a thing? It isn't fust that I don't love

P Y DU Y

nely
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*Can you koow yourself as well as that? Human nature, m-xd
particularly woman's, s so mysterious and o f“l_l of contradie
tiops. Perhaps there is sumething in yout loathing that keeps
you in subjection to him more than to 3ny maR whom you love
of yous own free will, without compulsion.”

“¥hat a terrible thing to say! And as usual, the way you put
1t makes me feel that this thing, uunatural as it i3, scems to be
true. But how horrible if it is1”

“Dont be wpset Don't listen to me. T only meant that § am
jealous of 5 dark, ious element, hing irrational, un-
fathomable. T am jealous of your toilet articles, of the drops of
swent on your skn, of the genms in the air you breathe which
vould get into your blood and poison you. And 1 am jealous of
Komaroveky, 25 if be were an infectious disease. Someday he
will take you away, Just as certmnly as death will someday
separate us. T know this must seem obscure and confused, but

1 can't say it more clearly. I love you madly, irrationally, in-
finitely *

13

“Tell me more abont your Iusband—Ove writ with me in
seur misfortune’s book,’ as Shakespeare says.”

“Where did be say that?”

“In Romeo and Julict”

"1 told you a lot in Melinzeievo when X was looking for hum
aad then here, when I heard how his men arrested you zmé
took you 1o bis train, ¥ may have told you—or perhaps I only
ﬂwu‘ght ¥ drd—how Y once saw him from a distance when he was
getting wto bis car. But you can imagume how many guards there
were around him! 1 found bim almost unchanged. The same
hnnds‘ome. honest, resolute face, the most honest face Tve ever
?:IX:;;Q\T); fhﬁz Tc:::.\ same manly, straightforward character, not
£ O} -] V' it :
difference, and it a\nt:e(g ::ke Sebeve, Ad yet 1 id i
“It was as if somethmn,

v g abstract bad crept iato th
made it colorless, As if a 1 e 2
e olor apﬁnmplg, living Juman face had become an

the 1nage of an idea, My heart sank
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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. 1
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, an
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 ord
has crumbled into dust in the general upheaval and u‘omm’m]'
tion of society. The whole human way of life has been destrojee
and ruined. All that's left is the naked human soul stripped 0

if you loved cach other

1 order,
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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 neatest neigh-
Yor, a5 cod and lonely as itselé. You and I ase hk.e )}dnm and
Eve, the Erst two people on earth who at the beginning of the
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 last remembrance of all that immeasurable greatness shick
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:

“TH tell 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,
30 spontaneaus, so patural, Ob, forgive me! 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?*

:-;henl .s:e had recovered she went on. *

But 1 haven't answered your question about what it
ﬁ%edx ’?l“: Yﬁappmeiss 1 came to?mdexstnnd it very c!em‘fy?sﬂtiéf
) ell you, ¥
& many omg&e t st only our story. It bas benvme e Gt

:\1“5&1 me, my love, you who are so wise”

\ve were married two years before the war, We 3
beginning to make a hfe for ourselves, we had justes:;e\:; ):3:
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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 grant
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 to break down alt at ence—trains and food
supplies in towns, and the foundations of the family, and meral
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 root 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 sent®,
that they must all sing in chorus, and live by other people’s no-
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, became wfected Somethung went wrang i i fne
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 W
tween reality and appearance, how could he fafl to notice
falsehiood that had crept into our lives?

the
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“And at this point he made his fatal, terrible mistake. He mis-
took the spirit of the times, the social, universal evil, for a
private and domestic one. He listened to our chchés, to our un-
natural official tone, and he fhought it was because he wos
seonnd-tate, 3 nanentty, that we talled like this, 1 suppose you
£nd it fncredible that such trivial things could matter so much
in our married ife, You ear’t imagine how important this was,
what foolish things this Culdish nonsense made him do.

“Nobody asked hum to go to the war, be went because he
inagwed himself a burden to us, so that we should be free of
bim. That was the heginning of all his madness. Qut of a sort of
misdrected, 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
et even with st, That's what makes him so {nsancly defiant. IW's
this stupid ambition that's driving him to his death. God, if I
could only save Tuml®

“How mumensely puze and strong, is your love for him! Go on,

g0 o3 loving bim. I'm not jealous of him. 1 won't stand in your
Way.

15

Summer came and went almost unnoticed. The doctor recovered.
While plannng to go to Moscow he took not one but three
temporary jobs. The rapid devaluation of money made it duficult
to make ends meet,
Every moming be got up at dayb
v ybreak, left the house, and
\fvalxed down Merchant Street, past the “Giant” movie house as
21 as the former printing shop of the Urals Cossack Army, now
rdemmeﬂ the Red Compositor At the corner of City Street the
monr of the town hall bore the notice “Cowmplaints™ He crossed
he square, turned mto Buwanovka Street, and caming to the
stx?;:l twefn:h 1 through the back door to the ouf-patient de-
B j:b.o e Army Hospital, where he worked. This was his
Most of fus way from Lara's to the i
t e hospital Lay in ¢
spreading trees, past curious Lttle frame h);usex e‘:‘&d‘:\t‘ég
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roofs, decorated doors, and carved and painted pattemns arcund
the windows. The house next to the hospital, standing in its eva
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 Miassky 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, shozt-
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 segal
attractiveness, more breath-taling than if he had found her ca
the paint 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 smlb.lhf
foors, or more quictly, 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 Knutn.h‘
or with her nose in her textbooks worked at her own pahhml
re-education, in order to qualfy as a teacher at the new, 16+
arganized school. .

The closer this woman and her dangliter became to him, the
less he dared to think of them as family and the stricter was !'h(‘
control imposed on his thoughts by his duty to his own f.xm_‘l)'
and the pain of his broken faith. There was nothing offensive
to Lara or Katenka in this limitation. On the contrary, this at:
titude on his part contained a world of deference that excluded
every trace of vulgarity.

\Hzt the di\‘isinf in {u’m was a sorrow and a tonment, and he
became accustomed fo it only as one gets used to an unhealed
and frequently reopened wound.
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16

Two ot three months went by, One day in October Yuril Ap-
jevich said to Larisa Feodorowma: 3
dx?;oﬁ:now, 1t Jooks as if T be forced to vesign fram my 1‘2’3;
1ts always the same thang—it happens again and ngah':i ?]t ri!
everything 15 splendid, ‘Come along. We welcome good, oned
work, we welcome ideas, especlally new ideas. ,\tht coul
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. Only 1 find it hard to reconcile myself to
the idea that they are radiant heroes and that I am a peity
boutgeais who sides with tyranny and obscurantism. Have you
ever heard of Nikola Vedemapin?”

“Well, of course! Both before { met you and from what you've
told me yourself. Sima Tuntseva often speaks of him, she’s a fol-
Tower of his, To my shame, I haven't read his books. I 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 it's true that I don’t often make mistakes in diag-
nosing a disease Well, what is this immediate grasp of 2 situa-

0 23 2 whele supposed to be if not the mtuition they find so
detestable?

_ "Anather thing 1s that T am cbsessed by the problem of mim-
fery, the outward adaptats

on of an organism to the color of its

think this biclogieal ph 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
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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 ©
the suspects had escaped across the river. “Though what goo
will it do them?” people said, “There are rivers and rivers. Ml“l
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 15
wer. They are sure to arrest us, you and me. And then what
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will become of Katenka? I am o mother, 1 can't let this wis-
fortune happen, 1 must think of something. 1 must have 3 plan.
1t's driving me out of my aind” )

“Let's try to think. Though what is there that we can do? Is it
iz our power to avert this blow? Iso't it a matter of fate?”

“We certainly can’t escape, there's nowhere to go. But we
could withdraw into the shadow, into the background. Go to
Varykano, for instance, 1 keep thisking of the house there. It's
very lonely and neglected, but we would be less in the way
than bere, we wouldnt attract so much attention. Winter is
coming on. I wouldu't at all mind spendiog it there. By the
time they got aroant to ux we'd have gained 2 year of fe; tat's
abweys somethung Samdeviatov would be a link between us and
the town, Perhaps he'd help us to go tato hiding What do you
thuk? Is true, there isnt a soul, 1t’s empty and desolate, at
Yeast it was when I was there in March And they say there are
wobves. It’s rather Inghtening, But then people, anyway peo-
ple tike Trerzin and Antipov, are miore fnghtenmg than wolves ™

“I don't know what to say, Haven't you been wrging me to go
0 Moscow all this time, tellmg me not to put it off? That's
¢asier now. 1 made inquiries at the station Apparently they've
stopped worryig about black-marketeers, Not everyone whase
papers arer't 1o order gets token off the tram. They shoat less,
they've gat tired

"It worrtes me that I've had no reply to my letters to Moscow.
L ought 10 go there and see what's happentag to them—~you keep
telling me sa yourself But then how am 1 to toke what you say
about Varykino? You surely wouldn't g0 to such an out-of-the-
way place by yourself*”

"N, of course, without you it would be impossible”

And yet you tell me to go to Moscow?™
zes, you should go*
ssten 111 tefl * .
o Moscow, all thg::i“:};?} e gt & wonderful adea—ets &

“To Moseow? You're mad! What
1have to stay, Y must be gear lw::‘.ml‘:"sdéerd: :1? 1\ X_;:scm:,? No,
il be decided, 1 must wait hose ant by v 2t Tasha's Fate
needs me” an within ceach i he

“Well then, lev's think shout Katenka.”
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there was a chorus: ‘Idealism, mysticism, Goethe's Naturphilex
phie, neo-Schellingism.’

“It’s time I got out. Il stay on at the hospital until they
throw me out, but Il resign from the Institutc and the Healh
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. Ive
noticed that whenever this regime comes to power it goos
through certain regular stages. In the first stage it's the trinmph
of reason, of the spirit of criticism, the fight ngainst prejudice
and so on.

“Then comes the second stage. The accent is all on the shady
activities of the pretended sympathizers, the hangers-on. Thert
is more and more suspicion—informers, intrigues, hatreds. Aed
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 Khodatskoie—two old political convicts from among the
workers, Tiverzin and Antipov.

“They both know me perfeetly well—in fact, one of them 18
my father-in-law. And yet it's oply since their arrival, quite
recently, that I've 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 even l’.’l:h:l one of
these days in the name of higher revolutionary justice.

The sequel to this conversation tovk place very soon. ’.\
search had been carmed out by night at the widow Goreglias
dova’s, at 48 Buianoska Street, next door to the hnspil.ﬂ. 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 of
the suspeets had escaped across the river. “Though what good
will it do them?™ people said. “There are rivers and rivers. New
the Amur, for instance, at Blagoveshchensh—you fump in and
swim across and you are in Chinal That really is a river. That¥
quite a different matter.” »

~The afr 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 notice of i,
Sima dear, I'm Yistening, 1 attended lectures on philosophy as 2
student. Your way of thinking interests me very ‘much. More-
over, its a great relief to listen to you. We haven’t slept much
the Jast few nights, worrying about Katenka. 1 Ynow it's my duty
a5 ber mother to see to it that she is safe if anyihing 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
evhiaushon and steeplessness. It steadies me to listen to you. And
thea, 1¥s gowng to snow any minute. It's Jovely 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
if someone were coming to the door across the yard, have you
noticed? Go on, $Sima dear. 'm listerung ™

“Where did we leave off last time?”

Yuric Andrerevich did 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 maa is made up of two parts, of God and
work. Each ding stage 1n the develop of the human
spirit is marked by the ach over many jons of
an 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
e and still bemng accomplished by all who are msprred, is
Chnstanity. ’

“To show you the completely new thing 1t brought into the

world i all its freshness—not as you know st and are used to it
but more simply, more directly~1 should e to go over a few
:)‘:zam from the bturgy—only a very few, and abridged at

“Most Lturgical texts brng together the conce,
; ts of ¥
:‘x;:di\’he I:\ew Testament and put them side by sidg. Far inifm?cx;l
© burning bush, the exodus from Egypt, the youths in the fery

furnace, Jonah and the wh
X vhale are preseated as
immaculate conception and the resurrection of Ck\:;:g:l\els fo e
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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 lovt
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—Glafira, the
seamstress.”

“I know. They both live with their oldest sister, dvdotiy, 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.”

“Ouly if there really isn't any other way out. Pray God, it wont
come to that.” .

“They say Sima is a bit odd—not quite right in the head. Its
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 alile in your
views. I think I should be quite happy about Katenha if she
brought her up.”

17

Once again he had been to the station and had again come luc%
without having accomplished anything  Everything was st
undecided. He and Lara were faced with the unknown. The
weather was cold and dark as before the first snow. The sin
particularly where large patches of it could be scen, as at
intersections, had a wantry look.

When Yurii Andreievich came home, he found that 1
« visitor, Sima. They were having a consersation that wa¢ more
ke a lecture Sima was delivering to her hostess Yuril Andrefe
«ich did not want to be in their way. He also wanted to be
alone a little. The women were talling in the next room, The
door between the two rooms was open, through the curtala that
hung to the floor he could hear all they were saying.

ara had
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of a whole people? Why should it have this value in t}le eyes of
heaven®~For it js through the eyes of heaven that it must be
fudged, 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 ead.
The reign of aumbers was at an end. The duty, imposed by
armed force, to tive unanimously as a people, as & whole na-
tion, was abolshed. Leaders and nations were relegated to the

14
1m"\'bey were replaced by the doctrine of individuality and
freedom. Tndividual human life became the life story of God,
and ats contents filled the vast expanses of the universe. As it
says in a liturgy for the Feast of the Annunciation, Adam tried
% be Yike God and fafled, but now God was spade man so that
Adsm should be made God.

“Ull come back to this 1 a minute,” said Sima. “But naw I'd
Tike to dgress a little. With tespect to the care of the workers,
the protection of the mother, the struggle against the power of
money, aur revolehonary era is a wonderfu), unforgettable
era of new, permanent achievements. But as regards its inter-
pretation of Ife and the philosaphy of happiness that is bewmng
Ppropagated, w's simply impossible to believe that # 13 meant to
be taken serjously, it's such a come survival of the past. If all
this thetorie 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 patmarchs But fortunately thus is
mgossthle.

"Now a few words about Christ and Mary Magdalene—this
$5alt from the Gospel but from the prayers for one of the days in
Holy Weck, | thisk 1t's Tuesday or Wedpesday. You know it alf,
Larisa Feodorovaa, without me, I ouly want 1o remind you of
m&:}ffhing,‘! am w0t tryng to teach you.
RN nic means in the frst
: ! 1st entering upon His

. b Russian comnetation
’ reeme Bly sbur s enstaved by passions, I ha

l;ume ke the beasts of the Geld, “Being cgst out of pa::af'):z.

et us become warthy to be readmitted to it by mastering our

Passons, ead s on, It may be wrong of me, but { don’t Itke the
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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 new. 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. The
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 commm:
place with the unique, the weckhday with the hatiday, and
repudiating all compulsion.

*“\What an cnormously significant chaj
about that an individua) human cvent, insignificant by &
standards, was regarded as equal In significance to the migratin

nge! How did it come
nefent
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i dise” And immediately after all this :xbmat her
;ix?es::};:]fu:? Wxgho can fathom the multitude of my sins oF
the !depths of Thy mercy?” What familiarity, what equality be-
tween God and life, Gad and the individual, God and a

worpani”

18

Yuru Andresevich had come home from the station tired. Tt was
bis day off, and wsually he slept enough that day to Jast lim
the nine others of the ten-day week, He sat sprawling on the
sofa, My half reciming or hing full Yength, But al-
though be btened 1o Stma through a mist of onco_mmg dx(‘swsi*
ness, her reflections delighted him. “Of cousse, she’s taken it all
fram Uncle Nikalay” 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 room nest doar from which enly wnin-
tellible whispers could now be heard.

The weather was getng worse, and it was growing dack in
the yard. Two magpies flew 10 from the street and futtered
2raued looking for » place to settle, their feathers rufiled by the
wind They perched on the lid of the trash b, flew up onto the
fence, fiew down to the ground, and walked about the yard,

“Magpies mean snow,” thought the doctor. At the same mo-.
ment Sima said aloud in the other room.

“Magpes mean news Youll have guests, or else a letter”

A lile Jater someone pulled the handle of the doorbell, which
Yum Andyeienich hiad wrended a fev days earlier. Lara came out
from bebind the custain and walked switly thiough to the hall
to open the door Yurii Audresevich hesrd her talking with
Suna’s sister Glabira,

“lvu've come tor your sister? Yes, she's here™

“"No, 1 &idu't come for her, though we right as well go home
together if shie 1 ready T've brought a letter for your friend. Ity
Tucky for hims that ¥ voze had a job at the post office, I don't
know haw maay hands i's been thuough, 15 from Mos

o oW an
it's been Bve months on the wav. Thev cowlduts fod o ,d
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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, unimportant, i quential, to a dignity
that does not belong to it. Forgive me for all these digressions.

“I have always wondered why Mary Magdalenc is mcn‘ia:ztd
on the very eve of Easter, just before the death and resurrection
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: Asl‘
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 ternbly tangible way over her ‘p\l!“
saying that every night her flesh burns beeanse of her old, v
veterate habits. For the night is to me the flaring up of lust, te
dark, moonless zeal of sin.” She begs Christ to aceept 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 ,1:;
Him that In the rushing wases of her hair Eve took fr’"g" “L'!«
she was overcome with fear and shame in pamdisc, T.ct m;‘ o
Thy most pure feet and water them with my tears and (n?f
them with the hafr of my head, which covered Fae :o:"
Aieltered her in its rushing waves when she was afrafd fn the
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whale e together and everything I know sbout myself, and 1

't Bad the beginuing, and 1 can't remember what it is I did
ot how 1 brought this misfortune on myself. I have a feckng
that you misjudge me, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as in a Qistorting mirror.

“As for me, 1 love you. If only you kuew how much I love
you! Elove all that is nausual in you, the good with the bad, and
alt the ordinary traits of your character, whose extraordinary
combmation s so dear to me, your face ennobled by your
thoughts, which otherwise might not seem handsome, your great
gifts and mtelligence which, as it wese, have taken the place of
the will that 1s lackang. Al this is dear to me, and I know no man
who is belter than you.

“But Iisten, do you knaw what? Even 1f you were not so dear to
me, even if I did not Mike you so much, even then the distressing
truh of my coldness would mot have been disclosed to e,
even then I would have believed that I lave you, Qut of sheer
temor before the humhating, destructive punish which
failure to love is, I would unconsciously have shunned the
reshization that I do not love you, Neither I nor you would
ever have Jearned 1t My own heart would have concealed it
from me, for failare to Tove 15 almost like murder and T would
hare been incapable of inflicting such a blow on anyone.

Nothing 15 definitely settled yet, but we are probably going to
FParis, Tl be m those distant lands where you were taken as a
<huld and where Father smd miy uncle were Yrought up. Father
sends ynu hus greetngs Sasha bas grawn a lot, he is mot
particularly good-looking but he is a big, strong boy and when-
ever we speak of you he cries bitterly and won't be comforted.
let goon 1 can't stop erying, Well, goodbye Let me make the
S(lgﬂ “'if the esoss over you and bless you for all the years ahead,
;: ¢ endless parting, the trials, the uncertainties, for o}l your
n:kg,z :‘;Dg, (}!::;k way. Idm not blaming you for anything, 1 am

Toac] g, do a3 you pl
\'m?py Wallis g\e}\y\ with ytm.y  please with your e, 11t be

“Before we left the Uralshat & tersible and fateful
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dressee. At last they thought of asking me and I kuew, of
course~be opce came to me for a haireut.”

The long letter, written on many sheets of paper, crumpld
and soiled in its tattered envelope, which had been opeacd 28
the post office, was from Tonia. The doctor found it in his hands
without Jnowing how it had got there; he bad not noticed Lan
handing it to him. When he began reading it he was still eco-
scious of being in Yuriatin, in Lara’s house, but gradually, ashe
read on, he lost all realization of it. Sima came out, greeted biz,
and said goodbye; he said the right things automatically ¥t
paid no attention to her and never noticed when she Jeft the
house. Gradually he fosgot 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 memery
of your mother, Maria Nikolaievna.

“Now something entirely different, Several promivent peo’s
professors who belonged to the Cadet Party and Rightwisg
Socialists, Miliukov, Kizevetter, Kuskov, and several others Ia-
cluding your Uncle Nikolai, my father, and the rest of us, &7
being deported abroad.

“This is a misfortune, especially in your abseace, but we
must aceept it and thaok God that our csle takes so mid
form when at this terrible time things could have beea %0
much worse for us. If you were here, you would come “1?’
us. Rut where are you? I am sending this letter to Antipovas
address, shell give it to you if she finds you. Iam tortured by
not knowing if the exit permit we are getting as a family will bt
extended to you later on, when, #f God is willing you a1
found. 1 have not given up belicving that you arc alive and that
you will be found. My loving beart tells me that this is so, ﬂﬂd !
trust at. Peshaps by then, by the time you reappear, mndmo?!
i Russia will be milder and you will manage to get a scpante
visa for yourself and we shall all be together onee again ‘ﬂql}"
same place. But as I write this, I don't believe in the possibility
of such happiness. 5

“The whz;x!’c trouble fs that I love you aad that you don't I
me. I keep trying to discover the meaning of this I"d.ﬁ’”f’"“ o8
me, to interpret it, to justify it. T Jook into myself, 1 go over 6%
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shale bfo together and everything 1 know sbout myself, and {
pan't find the begiuning, aad 1 can't remembes what it is I did
or how T brought this misfortune on wyself. T have a feeling
that you misjudge me, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as 1 4 distorting miror,

“As for me, 1 love you If only you knew how much I love
youl Y love all that is upasual 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 eamobled by your
thoughts, which otherwise might not seem handsome, your great
gits and mteligence which, as it were, have taken the place of
the will hat xs lackmg, AU this 15 dear to me, and 1 know na man
who is better than you.

“But kisten, do you know what? Even if you weze not 5o dear ta
me, even if § dud not Like you so much, even then the dustressing,
twuth of my colduess would mot have been disclosed o m:,
?e::r \hiziér;v%x:: fxave.‘Pt{ie\'ethhat 1 love you LOut of sheex

s ve it i
failure to love 15, 1 would unconsciously ix:sve shunne:'ilb:;!;
ealizztion that 1 do not love you. Nefther I nor you would
ever have learned it My own heart would have cc)mceﬂai it
Trom we, for fallure to Tove 45 abmost hke murder and I‘W utd
hnz'fl ::‘:n inca a{\ble of mflieting such a blow on anyoge. °

Notlung 15 definitely settled yet, i
Teris, 11 be in thase}:hsl-mt lzzd’sb::h:iz ﬂ;:“vi‘(:bdblykgcmg, ©
bt and where Father snd my uncle were bmu;}rlet ::a el;‘ aé; .
;C:ﬂd;‘m)hui tis dgr}ee!ﬁ\gs bSasha has grown a Yoy, hpt; i: nzt
rly good-lookmg but bhe v
ever we speal, of you h% tries b:t;!?ii;sh::xgﬁb %Y e
Lean't go on. I can't stop erying Well, goodbye. Let o comforted.
uge of the cross gver you and ‘bless ;'ogu iory \l th o make e
ior !hxe endless parting, the trials, the unccrt?xinﬁe‘: };e;z § l"\lhwd‘
long, long, dask way. 1 am not blamin, i L
Qf[ffaiat?ung vau, do as yon nleasé Yf]‘;":“f:i)&‘)}:ng,_}' m

well 1 agm thankful to herb(::‘;y;uuw Lansa Feodorovga faih
4 Y

Aillicult time and for helpmg r;:’ﬁx;nga;g side at a
nement, ¥
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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 male
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 its
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 you
understand, do you understand? They are hurrying me and its
as if they had come to take me to my death. Yura! Yural”

Yurii Andrefevich looked up from the letter with absent,
tearless eyes, dry with gricf, ravaged by suffering. He could sce
nothing around him, he was not conscious of anything.

Qutside 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 Tonias
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 sofs, and fell
down on it unconscious.



CHAPTER FQURTEEN

RETURN T0 VARYRINO

1

Winter bad settled m Tt was snowing hard as Yurd Andreievich
walled back from the bospital, Lara met him in !}l:e hall.

"Komarovsky 15 here,” she said 1 a low, hoarse voice. She
stood Jooking bewildered as if she had been struck.

“Where? Here?”

“No, of cousse not. He came this morning and said he would
come back tonight. He'll be here soon. He wants to have a word
with you”

“Why has he come?”

“1 &ide’t understand all he said He smd he was going to the
Far East and that he had come out of his way to see us. Patticu-
larly 1o see you and Pasha He talked a great deal about both of
yoo e innsts that we are 1w mortal danger, 28l three of s, you
and Pasha and 1. And that he alone can save us, provided we
do as he says”

“Tonll go out ¥ dow’t want to see him”

Lara burst mto tears and tried to throw berself at bis feet and
clasp tus hnees, but he forced her to get up.

“Please don't go, for my sake” she implored hum “It isot
that I'm Inghtened of being dlone with hum, but 1ts 50 painful,
Spate me from having to see Tum alone. Bemdes, he is practieal,
experienced—he wught really have some advice ta give s, Your
aversson for hum 15 patugal, but please put your feelings aside,
Donlt ga™

“What s the matter with you, darhng? Dov't be so upset,
What are you trymg to do? Don't fall on your knees. Get up
now, and cheer up. You really must get wid of this obsession

a9
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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 durk.
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 ZW are
wonderfully well suited to cach other. A pesfeet match.
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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 ase a man, Yurii Andresevich, you are your own
master, and you have 2 perfect tight to gamble with your Lfe
ffymx feel Whe 3t But Lansa Feodorovna is not a free agent, She
fsa !ther: she has a child’s Lfe {n her hands. and che car’s =n

" Ssees s auv vl yoU USE Your ine
ence? She has ro right to play with her daughter's safety. She
st not dusregard my arguments ™
Ve never in my life forced my views on anyone. Certaj
;m: on those who are close to me Larisa Feqdm:'/ovm {<e£inz)—,
“Relly, yos vemi e o
~ yau remind me more and 2 i
8s intractable Well, I tell you, Bumme o o other—just

tot's a fairly complicated
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bu‘fu'.)ess, so you'll have to be patient with me and not interrupt.
. “Big changes are being planned at the top. Yes, really, I hne
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 ::oncession 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 armics 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 transparent, 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 emssary came to see me on behalf of the shadaw
cabinet, to offer me the post of Minsster of Justice in the futur¢
government. This was done sccretly, but with unofficial SO‘_X""
approval. I accepted and T am on my way there now All Ine
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 Strelni}
messber of an independent goverament recognized by Moseow,
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, T} suggest that Le should be exchanged for someove
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 2 httle, she said:

“You see, Yurochka, how important all this 1s for you and for
Pasha?*

 As @

“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
shont castles in the air. For my part” he said, turaing 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

8 wed it splut.
ifxcd and burned bughtly, ighting up the room, then the ﬁ,i\:\e
tdied dawn and the shadows returned. The hosts were sleepy,
\‘l’uc‘y LEvemled t{n talk things over by themselves and go to bgzi:

wt Komarovsky stayed on. ¥

the sight of th hezvy ok d ey s

p a8 was
azk sideloard
ness outside the windows. ehoasd and the Decerber 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, slumed
voice grinding on and on, tedious and interminable. Hi
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 more 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 poltical and
economic health. Still more pregnant with future 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 Chint, 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
dignitaries. 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 ke to see a really
prosperous Mongolia with a freely 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 free as
a bird”

His wordy disscrtation got on Larisa Feodorovna’s nerves.
Finally, bored to tears and utterly 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 slecpy.”

“I hope you aren't going to be so inhospitable as to throw
me out at this hour of the night! T don’t belitve 1 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 lite.”
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“Why are you so sharp with me? You didn't even ask me & I
where to stay.”

hﬁ%a;z;s:c in(exestyme in the slightest. You aie perfectly w.eu
able to look after yourself. 1 you are angling for an jnvitation
to spend the mght, T certainly wou't put you in the room :\'here
we and Katenka sleep, and the other rooms are fall of Tars.

“1 don't mind them™

“Well, bave it your way.”

]

“¥hat is wrong, dasling? You don't sleep for nights on end, you
don't touch your food, you go about all day laoking like a
maniac, You are always brooding about something. What is
bothenng you? You musta't let your worries get the better of
ou”

“Lzot, the watchman from your hospital, has been around
again~he 15 having an affair with the laundress downstaus. So
be dropped in and gave me a cheerful picce of pews! It's ter-
nibly secret,” he sad. W jail for your friend. Any day now. And
then it} be your turn, poor thing’ *How do yon know?' 1 asked
m. ‘Ob, it's quste cestain, I heard 1t from a friend who works
at the Conues,” OF course, what he means by that is the Executive
Committee. That's what he calls the Comics.” They both burst
out laughmg,

“He is quite nght,” said Yuni Andreievich “The danger hay
caught up with us and it's time we vonished, The prablem is
where There is no question of going to Moscow-—ve couldnt
make the arrangements for the journey withoet attracting at-
tention, We must slip away so that nobody sees us go. Do you
know, my love, we'll do what you thought of in the first place,

well go to Varylupo and drop out of sight, Let
o o Varykawo sad D ght. Let's go there for a

“Thank you, thask you, my dear. Ob, haw glad {
stand how much you duslike the 1dea. But \%z wo:!?i’t‘ E‘:ge;n
your house. You couldn’t posmbly face thatthe sight of th
emply roams, the self-reproach, the comparisons with the Y
How well T know what it means to buld one’s happiness mf 215;
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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 st
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 wluk;
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 s!upK],‘
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(”r
conscience has taught us, and to our hopes and to cach o " .
We'll speak to one another once again the sceret & ords we spe?
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2 pight, great and pacific like the name of the Asian ocean. I¥'s
not ‘ga[ ,ﬂmg rbalt) you stand at the end of my bfe, ny hid
den, Forbidden angel, under the skies of wass and hirfn?l": you
who arose at jts beginmng under the peaceful skies of h ¢

“That sight, as 2 gisk in a dark brown school wniform, in
fhe half shadow of the hotel room, you were evactly as you are
o, and Just as breath-takingly beovtiful.

“Often since then { bane tried to define and give 2 vame to
the ench that yau icated to me that night, that
faint glow, that distant echo, which later permeated my whole
bewmg and gave me a key to the understaoding of everything in
the world.

“When you rose out of the darkness of that room, Itke a shadow
in a schoofgirls dress, I, a boy who knew nothing about yau,
voderstood who you were, with all the tormenting intensity
which sesponded in me- Y realzed that this seraggy, thin little
girl was charged, as with electriaity, with all the femininity in
the world. If 1 had touched you with so much as the tip of my
Bager, & spark would have It up the room and either Yalled
me on the spot or charged me for the whole of my life with
magnetic waves of sorrow and longing. 1 was filled to the brim
wath tears, 1 ened and glowed inwardly. I was mortally sorry
for myself, = boy, 304 still more sorry for you, a gid. My whele
being was astonished and asked: I it is so painful to love and to
be charged with this electne current, how rmuch more painful
must it be to 2 woman and to be the current, and to inspire love.

“There-at last I've smd ot Such a thing can dnive you mad.
Tt evpresses my very being.”

2 Feodorovna lay dressed at the edge of her bed. She
was not fecling well, and had curled up and covered hesself
wih 3 shaw) Yuni Andreievich sat on a chair beside her,
speaking quietly, with Yong pauses. Sometimes she raised herself

on her cfbow, propped hes chin on her hand, and gazed at bim,
ber hps parted. At othex times she buried her head in his
s:on’\!dter :"dl ened sileatly with oy, without woticing her tears
t last she leancd out of bed, put b i i
“[ﬁm“‘d oy of put ber arms axound him, and
Yurochkal Yusochka! How wise you arel You Iy
thing, you divine e erything, Yurochka, you are x:y ;::’géav :zd
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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.

At last they left the town behind. Althongh th
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

¢ doctor bad
n Its
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i . Yurit Andreievich drove either )meeling( upng}xl on

:lxw(ha:?r)ea(‘me sleigh like the local peasants l}o‘r sztmg with his
i deviatov’s felt boots hanging over the side.

kg;umthsea:i‘temoon when, 2s nsual in winter, the dﬁ).r s;eemed on
the point of ending long before sunset, Yuni Andrflench begm‘l
to whip the horse mercilessly, It shot forward like an mt;\\
The sleigh pitched and tossed on the uneven road, like a ship
1 2 storm Lara and Katia were bundled up in thelr fur coats
s0 that they could hardly mave. Swinging around comers ’nnd
burnping over ruts, they solled from side to side and df:\vn into
the bay bke sacks, lughing themselves sick. Sometimes the
doctar drove into the snowy banks on purpose, for a joke, a'nd
harmlessly tipped them all out into the suow. After heing
dragged for a few yards by the yeins be stopped the berse,
fichted the slewgh, and was pummelled by Lara and Katia,
wbo climbed back, scoldmg and laughing. .

“T show you the place where I was stepped by the pastisans,
the doctor told them when they were at some distance from the
town, but he was wnable to keep his promise because the wintex
bareness of the woods, the dead quiet, and the emptimess all
arount changed the country beyond recognition “Here 1t i3,” he

soon shouted, mistiking the Hrst of the Moreaw & Vetchinkin
Qe bt « ~

«

P . .

a s el sdcework of hoartrost that made the forest
Yook hike Black and sitver Bhgree, so that they never saw it.

Tt was stif] daylight when they swept into Varyking, and as the
Biweagos’ house came Birst they stopped in front of it They burst
8 Uke sobbers, burrying because it would soon be dark, But in-
e st was dark already, so that Yusti Andseievich never saw bal
the destruction and abomination. Past of the furniture he remen

bered was stll there, Varykino was deserted and there was "
ont to complete the domage He could see no persomal belang.
Ings, bt ns hie had not bex

en there whea his fmily left be could
vot tell how mach they had taken with them. In the meantime
Lara was saying.
“We must by

nry. It walt be dark in 2 moment. We baven't tim
ta stand about th slang. 1t we are ty stay here, the borse mus‘:
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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 befere,
Tt 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—1I admired it last time I came. So if you insist
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 goirg
all the time for at least twenty-four hours. But what s it, my dar-
ling? You haven't answered.” R

“In a moment. I'm all right. Pm sorry. . . . No, perhaps wed
better have a look at the Mikulitsyns® house.”

They drove on.

5

The Mikulitsyns” door was padlocked. Yurii Andreicvich
wrenched off the Jock 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
boots.

They were immediately struck by the tidiness of certain parts
of the house, particularly of Mikultsyn’s study. Somcone must
have been hving here until recently, but who? Had st heen an¥
of the Mikulitsyns, where had they gone, and why had they put 3
padlock on the door instead of using their keys? Fi ‘urthermore, i
the Mikulitsyns had been here continuously for Jong steetches,
wonldn't the whole house have been tidy and not just some o
the rooms? Everything spoke of an intruder, but who could it
have been? Neither the doctor nor Lara worricd about the m 5i'
tery. They did not try to solve it. There were plenty of ]1:1“-100‘;‘.
houses now, and plenty of fugitives. “Some White officer on ix‘
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 “!’ "
its large, convenient table by the window. And once again
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thought that such austere surroundings wauld be conducive to
patient, Fruithd work. .

Among the outbuildings in the yard was the stable adjoining
the barm. but it was lacked and Yurii Andreievich did not bother
to break i, since in any case it might not e Bt to use. The horse
could spend the night in the barn, which opened easily. He
urhamessed the horse and when It had cooled down gave it
water which e had got at the well. He had meant to give it the
bay he had brought along, but it had been trampled to rubbish
under therr feet Luckily, there was enough of it in the large loft
over the barn.

They lay down without undressing, using their fur coats for
blankets, and tell inta 2 decp, sound, blissful sleep, Uike children
after running about and playing all day.

[

Fram the moment they got up, Jurit Andreievich kept glancing
at the tabla ctamdiam Gte s Tt " w. His fagers

1t the evening,

Unul then he
wouwt have ins hands tnll, even o no more than two of the rooms
were to be made habitable.

h\‘l%king, forward to the evening be had no important work
ia mind. It was merely that the passion to write possessed him,

He had ta serbible something, For a begmning, he would put
down o} unwritten thoughts, just to get um into trim. Later, he
;t;wd.‘ﬂ hs and Lara managed ta stay on, there would be time

t 4 hing new, imp
‘Are you busy? What are you doing?”
:?to‘xmg and stohing What 15 17"

at "
K « suun 1 ous ofd wondshed, j
}ée x;mc Teft—~wha knows? If there are, T} bring m\ie;imxgl%
o that tomorrow. A tub, you sad, Fm sure Tve se i
where, 1 can’t think where o o some:

So have I, and § can't think where ether, It 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 L!bcrf";’
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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moment she hiad made herselk comfortable o the
ﬁgfi;eﬂrf nﬁi:tmg and a1l the toys had tured into bricks for a
ouse for Ninka, the doll she had brought from town. It was 3
1uch more sensible and settled home than any of the temporary
odgings in other people's houses where she had spent most of her
ife.

Lara watched her from the kitchen. “Lock at that msbnct for
Tomesticity. 3t just shows, nothing ean destroy the longing for
ione and for exder. Children are more honest, they aren't fright-
cned of the truth, but we are 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 sxy yes to what we dont understand

“Here's the fub,” said Yurii Andreievich, coming in out of the
dark ballway, “It certainly wasn’t in s place. It was standing

wndes the Jeak in the ceiling. 1 suppose 1t's been there since last
autume.”

7

For duner, Lasa, who had started on the provisions they had
brought a0d had cooked enough for three days, served sn un-
precedented feast of potato soup and xvast mutton and potatoes.
Katenka ate til] she could eat no wmore, gigghng and getting
maze and more maughty, and afterwards, warm and full, curled
up tn her mother's shawl on the sofa and went to sleep.

Larisa Feodorovns, hot and tired from the aven, almost ag
sleepy as her daughter, and pleased with the success of her cook-
{63, was 31 no hurry to clear away the plates and sat dowa to have
2 rest. After moking swe fut Katenka was asleep, she said,
feanung fosward on the table, with ber chin on hes hand:

“Td slave and be happy if only T knew it was getting us some-
where, of it wasu't oll for nothng Youll have to keep reminding
e that we came here to be together, Keep cheering me up,
dont let me think Because strictly speaking, i you look at it
honestly, what ose we dowmg, what 15 all this? We've ratded some.
one clsc’s house, we've broken fn and made ourselves at home,
and now we bustle around Iike mad 5o as not to see that tb).;
1t We, that 4V's 3 stage sot, that it Bo't rea, that i's ol |
tend,’ as children say, a child's game~ust ridiclous” prer
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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
it t i

my duty to be afraid

ofitand, distrys

She threw hep arms around his neck, Struggling vwir, tears,
Don't y, i

- 1 should Jik to do
y here’for Some time, 1 cqpy tell you
o longing 4o get back ¢, work, I dont mean farming.

before, Ve took it on a5

a family
© Succeeded, Ut 1 wouldp?y have the Stre
San. 1 ind,

ength to dg it

You gi;
Put dowy 5y he
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“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 too 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 Tike well
go straight back to Yuriatin tomorrow. Komarovsky is still
there, we saw him—and incidentally I don’t think he saw us. Tm
sure we'll still ind him.”

“I've hardly said a word, and you sound annoyed. But tell me,
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, PIOP‘“‘)'
thought out, and that after all is what Komarovsky offered u's
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, tums out
to be a bandit and comes and slits our throats! Have you at least
got a gun? I thought not! You seeP What terrifics 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. Oh, Il 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 Tove is
like any other gift. However great it is, it wor't thrive wnth?u!‘ﬂ
blessing. You and I, it's as though we have been taught to 1\155} in
heaven and sent down to earth together, to sce if we kn‘ﬂ“'. what
we were taught, It's a sort of crowning ham\ony—-no' limits, ng
degrees, everything is of equal value, everything is a joy evety
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From these old, completed poems, be went au to mh?'.st th:;
be hod begun and left unBinished, getting into th]:ir sx:n{ﬂﬁn’;}sh’
shetching the sequels, though without the s.hghtest DPe'ed o
ing them pow. Finally getting into his stride and carri Yy
be started on a vew poem. N .

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 moments the re-
Ismon of the forces that determine artistic creation is, as it
wete, reversed The dominaut thing is no longer the state of
wind the artust seels to express but the language in which he
wants to evpress it, Language, the home and receptacle of beauty
and meaning, itself beges to think and speak for man and tarns
whally wte musie, not in terms of sonarity but in terms of the
fmpetuousness and power of its inward fow. Then, ke the cur-
rent of a mighty niver polishing stones and turning A\vhee)s by its
very movement, the Baw of speech creates in passing, by virtue
of 1ts own [aws, meter and thythm and countless other relation-
ships, which are even more mpostant, but which are as yet un-
exploted, insuffiment] grized, and d

At such moments Yuri Andretevich felt that the main part of
the work was being done not by him but by a superior power
shick was ahove bim and ditected him, vasnely the movement
of universal thought and poetry wn its present histoncal stage
and the one to come And he felt humself to be only the oc
casion, the fulorum, peeded to make this movement passible.

This feehng relieved tum for a time of self.reproach, of his
dussatsstaction with hamself, of the sense of his own insigmficance,
He locked up, be laoked 2sound bun

He saw the two steeping heads on their spow-white pillows.
The purity of their featurcs, and of the clean linen and the clean
ems, and of the night, the snaw, the stars, the moon, surged
through Yus heart in a sin

gle wave of meaning, moviog him to
oyhul sense of the trrumphant purity of bewng,
_ﬂ"lnrd! Losd!™ he whispered, “and afi this is for ms

? Why hast

me to Thy

3 . e . A  Thy treas-
+ g w3 @il 10 the teet a irath

unaomphin{ng'l it perperscl 1-ponly

ove, who 8ls my eyes with perpetual delight?”
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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 ml.'-
well. Qutside, the frosty winter night was pale blue. To sce it
better, Yurii Andreievich stepped into the next 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 or
thick white paint. The splendor of the frosty night was incxpres:
sible. His heart was at peace. He went back into the warm, ® ell-
lit room and began to write. L

Careful to convey the living movement of his hand in 1‘115
flowing writing, so that even outwardly it should not lose ;;‘
dividuality and grow numb and soulless, he set down, gmdua‘)
improving them and moving further and further away from the
original as he made copy after copy, the poems that he n:'m!’lﬂ}'
bered best and that had taken the most definite shape in ¢
mind—"“Christmas Star,” “Winter Night,” and a number of others
of the same kind, which Iater were forgotten, mislaid, and never

found again.
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9
sather dav went by Lke a dream. They had found 2 _chi!d:s :}ed‘

s the snow hard with his spade and pouring water on it. kng-
c?‘ly, she elimbed back to t!slg top of the mound, pulling the sled
»y a stung, ber ssule never leaving her face, .

1t was freezing; the air was getting noticeably colder, bus it
uas sunny. The snow was yellow at noon, with orange seeping
into its 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 datk 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 wath 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 dniven 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.

Yoo o4t .

haze

ging .

back to his interrupted writing, )
The prehiminary part of the work was being done outside his

comscionsness, during the drowsiness that Alled hum and verled

s surroundings and his thoughts The duffuse mistiness 7 which

evenything was enveloped marked the stage preceding the dis-

linc{;w;s t;i t:;c final embodiment. Like the confuston of a Frst

fongh draft, the weansome mmactivil v

yrr?mra!ion fog the nigbt.c v of the day was a i

Although he felt exhausted, wothing was left untouched, wn.
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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 1n 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 comv
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 a way that it should speak for itself, almost apart from the
m!rff;king over these tough sketches now, he found that thfey
needed a connecting theme to give unity 0 the lmes, which bm-
Tack of st fell apart. He crossed out what he had written :m.d 1
gantownte down the legend of St George and the d'.tagon in the
same Jysical manner. At first he used a broad, spacious pentam-
eter, The segularity of the thythm, independent of the mean-
Ing and inherent in the meter itself, annoyed him by its dog-
gerel antificiality. He gave up the pompous mefer and the
caesura and cut down the lines to four beats, as you cut out use-
fess words in prose. The task was now more diffcult but mare
engaging, The result was livelier but stull too verbose. He forced
hmsclf to even shorter lines, Now the words were cramumed in
there trimeters, and Yurii

i Andreievich felt wide awake, roused,
prrited fla wtals To. mmes s

&

i

Potiu, 58 you hear the ambhing of & horse in one of Chopin's bal-
tades, St.

George was galloping over the boundless expanse of
tha sbamws ¥Y . .t .

N 3 grses vu, muvads W Wit powt and tumbling
into place of themselves

e hiad not noticed Lara getting out of bed and coming across
to the table She secmed very thn in her long nightdress and
talles than she really was He started with surprise when she
appeared beside hun, pale, frightened, stretching out her hand
and whispering

"Do you hear? A dog hawling Even two of them, T think. Oh,

baw gemblet 1ts a very bad omen, Well bear it somehow il
;he moming, and then well go, well gol T won't stay here any
angcr.

An hour later, after much persuasion, she ealmed down and
{elt asleep Yurli Andreievich went outside. The wolves were
oearer than the night before They vanished
20d agan before be could make out in which direeti
went. They had stood in o bunch and he had not had al?mg]z
count e, but it secmed to hies that there were more of them

even more swiftly
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changed. Everything was being altered and transformed

Yurii Andreievich felt that his dream of remaining in Varykine
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 tolne
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 loomed like 2 prehistoric beast or some fabulous monster, 8
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 paris. qCﬂ_ﬂ
copies—improved versions of earlier poems—were set out in bis
best penmanship. New work was written in an illegible scrawl
full of gaps and abbreviations.

In deciphering these scribbles, he went through the usual dis-
appointments. Last night these rough fragments had moved him
to tears, and he himself had been surprised by some fe]xc.nloui'
passages. Now these very passages seemed to him distressingly
and conspicuously strained. o

It had been the dream of his life to write with an originality 50
discreet, so well concealed, as to be unnoticeable in its Jisguise
of current and customary forms; all his Life be had struggled f}:ﬂ'
a style so restrained, so unpretentious that the rendf:r. or ¥ !3
hearer would fully understand the meaning without realizing 1.10“
he assimilated it. He had striven constantly for an unnsgent:movs
style, and he was dismayed to find how far he still remained from
his ideal. e us (0

Last night he had tried to convey, by words so simp ‘;’ “‘1 s
be almost childish and suggesting the directness of a Jullaby, I
feeling of mingled love and fear and longing and courage, 19
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uncertain days. He gave up the thought and went to barness the
borse.

e wasn't good at it Samdeviatov had taught him how to ~le
it but be hept forgetting Stll, be managed 1t, though clumsily:
He strapped the yoke to the shafts, wound the slack and knotted
e end of the metal-studded strap around one of them, then,
one leg briced agaiast the harse's flank, pulled the two ends of
the stif collar tight and fastened them. At last he led the horse
to the porch, tied it, and went inside to call Lara.

She and Katenka had their coats on and everything was packed,
but Lara was in great distress Wringiog her hands and on the
varge of tears, she begged him to sit down a moment and, throw-
ing berself into a charr and getting up agan, spoke incoberently,
in o fugh-pitched plaintive singsong, stumbling over her words
and repeatedly interjecting: “What do you think?”

“1 can't help 1t, T don't know how it's happened, but you can
see for yourself, we can't possibly go now, so Jate, st will be dark
soan, we'll be caught in the darkness in your tersible forest. What
do you think? I 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 half the day, goodness knows how.
Tomotrow we'll be more sensible, more careful. What do you
think? How would it be 1f we stayed one more night? And to-
morrow we'll get up early and start at daybreak, at sux or seven.
What do you thik? Youll hght the stove and write one more
erening “"d. well have one more mght here, wouldn't that be
lavely, darling, wonderful? Oh, God, have 1 done something
wrong again? Why don't you say something?”
B'\uu re 'emggemlmg, Dusk is a long way of, it's quite early.

ut have it your way. Well stay Only calm yourself, don't be
52 upset. Come now, let's take off our costs and unpack. And
,\“Fm“j‘ 5%)s she's hungry. We'll have something to eat. You are
'\1‘}1;’0 tight, there would have been no pamt in going 50 suddent

!““l‘ 3?.I:Etle“1)xrp:_;ralion. But don't be 50 upset, and don't c:z’

Wow. 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
Andrejevich was exhausted by the physical and mental strain of
too many sleepless nights. His legs were weak and his thoughts
were in a 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 conmsequence.

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, S\\‘P'-‘P'“%
dusting, and cooking breakfast. Then she began to puck :md
asked the doctor to harness the horse; she had frmly resole
to go.

Ygurii Andreievich did not argue. It was mad to return to town,
where the wave of arrests must have reached its peﬂ}i, l‘f’l i
was equally mad to remain, alone and unarmed, in this winter
deseit 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 settle down for 3
long stay, the doctor would have scouted around !oola'_ng for !;5‘\:’
ways of getting food and fodder, but it wasn't worth it for 2
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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
neighing in the distance, “What can that bep Is it possivle that
Varyhino is ot 35 deserted as we thought?” It never oceurred 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, and
walking up and down beside #t was an equally sleek, plump
stranger, who gave the horse n accasional slap and had 2 look
8t its fetlocks

‘There were vowes comng from the bouse. Nejther wishing to
tavesdrop nor close epough to hear more then an oceasional
v;qrd' \‘uﬁi Angd U ol P

nev

{ly slowed down
and suddenly stopped He recoguized the voice of Komarovsky

talking o Lara and Katenka. They were apparently i the frst
toom near the door. They were arguing, and, judging from the
svand of her vowe, Lara was upset and arying, now violently
cntiadicting tum and now agreeing with him.

Something made Yuni Andreievich fee} that just then Komarov-
1y %as speakang about him, saying something to the effect that
he shioud not be trusted {“serviag two masters,” he thought he
beard), that it was impassible to tell if he were mare attached
tiﬂ‘ma‘ orwo bis famdy, fhnt Lara must aat relv nn big, because

. . 4 the hounds”
oo . evich went in.

Y W 4 s coat reaching to his heels, XOA:r:txb ;;gr\z;

'
.“. RN Y'Y
tﬂ:gnkz \zyhn coat collar, trying to fasten &
oty s e
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11

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 u.le
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 cvt‘rf
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 sparc the lfe
of the beautiful, sad, humble, and simp]e-hc:mcd woman he
loved. And the new moon stood over the barn blazing without
warmth and shining without giving light. o

The horse turned its head in the dircction of the Mikulitsyn®
house and whinnied, at first softly, timidly, then Touder, with
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 2 moment, well soon be off.” that

He added chips for kindling to the logs, and strips o.f bark 1l (:1
curled like shoe leather, covered the load with sacking. fash
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gestion more consideration. And in fact 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.

"It s 25 doatt for you as 1t is for me to think of aus being
separated, but perhaps we ought to put our feelings asxde':mé
male this sacrifice. Because there's no question n{ my going.

“But you haven't heard anything yet, you don't know . . .
Listen 10 what Victor Ippolitovich says, . . . T morn-
iﬂg Yintnn Tronnd saudab

w . ‘ -’
ane . B} ,
tsaén of the Far Eastern Government is standing under steam.
Tt arrivad yasbasda: fosme Mazosn - -2 3 2 -

“} have to go by this train. Several seats have heen put at my
disposal for my assistants. We could travel m great comfort.
‘There won't ever be another chance Itke this again I realize that
you are not in Yhe habut of speakang lightly, you are not the man
to £0 back on your decisions, and yau have made up yous 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, f not to Viadivostok, then at least
as far as Yuriaun—and there we shall see. Quly we must really
sty ~there 15 not @ moment to lase. Thave a driver with me—3
don't drive myselfand there 10t room 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 wood? Is is still har-
fessed?”

“No, 1 have unhamessed it™

“Well then, harness 3t again as quickly as yon possibly can. My
Criver will help you. . .. Though, come to think of it, why
bother—let's farget about your sleigh, well mavage with mine,
:c’“ squeczs in somehow, Only $e¥'s hurtv. for haneants =7

. ;[ ot [y L ve u cunus gre” .
nn't d yaw, Victos Ippolitovich, You talk as
had agreed to come. Go and good tuck to you, and fet L:ia‘fg:

.
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outdoor clothes, ready to leave. When Yurii Andreievich 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 lis-
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.”

“Well, aren’t you amazed to see him? How is it you don't Jook
surprised? Here we were, regretting that he had gone 2wiy
and that we hadnt jumped at his offer, and now here ll.e is,
right under your very eyes, and you don't even look surprised!
But what is even more astonishing is what he has to tell us
now. Tell him, Victor Ippolitovich.” .

“I don’t know what Larisa Feodorovna has in mind. One thing
I must explain is ths. I dehberately spread the rumor that I had
Ieft, but I stayed on to gve you and Larisa Feodorovna more
time to think over what we had discussed, and pcrhnps come to
a less rash decision.”

“But we can't put it off any longer,” broke in Lara.
the perfect time to leave. And tomorrow morning . .
Victor Ippolitovich tell you himself.” .

“One moment, Lara dear. Forgive me, Victor Ippahm\'ldh
Why should we «ll stand about in our coats? Let's take them off
and sit down. After all, these are serious things we have to talk
about, we can’t settle them in a minute. I am afraid, Victor I[;:
politovich, our discussion has touched on something personali
it would be ludicrous and embarrassing to go into it. But the f:!(_‘t
is that while I have never considered going away with you, Lara’s
case is different. On the rarc occasions when our concerns were
not the same and we remembered that we were not onc person
but two, I have always told her that she ought to give your sug-

“Now is
. But let
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have to make hes believe that. For instance, you might pretend
that yon are going to get your sleigh ready and urge us to stact
at oace, without waiting for you, not to waste_ any time—say
youll eatch up with us es soon as you are read}t.

“I am so shaken by the news about Stxe]mkov, that ‘I can-
1ot collect my wits, 1 have hardly taken in all you've said. But
jou aze Tight. Now that they've settled accounts with him, we
must conclude, things being as they are, that Larisa Feodorovaa
and Katia's hves are also threatened, Either she or ¥ will cer-
tainly be arrested, so we'll be parted anyway. It's better that it
should be you who separate us and take them off, as far away
1 possible. 1 am saying this, but 1t doesn’t make much differ-
ence—things are already going your way. Probably in the end
11 break down completely, and swallow wmy pride and my self-
respect and crawl to you, and ask you for her, for my Lie, and
for a sea passage to my family, and for my own salvation, and
sceept it all from your hands But you must give me tme to think
sbout it. I am stunned by the news. I am so distressed that I
can't think or reason properly. Perbaps, by puttng myself in
your hands, Y am making a disastrous mistake and it will appall
me all the rest of my hie. But 1 am so dazed and overcome that
all T can do at the moment is to agree with you bhodly and
obey youhelplessly . . Very well, then, for her sake Ill £0 out
wow and tell her that I'l get the sleigh ready and catch up with
you, but in fact ¥ shall stay bebind. . . . There’s one thing,
though. How can vou go now, when #t will soon be darlk? The
voad Tums through woads, and there are wolves Watch out”

"1 know. Dont worry Tve got 2 gun and a revolver. Tve

brought a bit of liquor tao, by the way, to keep out the cold.
Would you e some? T've got enough.”

13
"What have 1 done? What have 1 done? Tve giv
wounced hier, guen her away. 1 must run after Fh;en por up. 1o

“They cant hear The wind is against me and th £ Lasal Laxal
shouting at cach other, She has ev TS pobably
assured She hag o the b posa

&
na idea of the trick Tve p!a;eéee;nh;gfy’ e
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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 I 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 a cou-
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.” d

“But she won’t go without you I simply don’t know what to ¢o.
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 e)d"“;
mind, look as if you might allow yourself to be persuaded. .
can’t see her saying goodbye and leaving you, either here or &
the station at Yuriatin. We'll have ta make her think, that you are
coming after all, if not now, then later, when I've mr:;n(%‘;t
another opportunity for you to come. You'll have to p.rctcnh ‘of
you'll be willing to do that. You'l just have to convmccﬁef ha
this, even if you have to lie. Though this is no empty olter o
my part—I swear to you on my honor that at the first sxgn‘z .
give me I'll get you out to the East and I'll arrange for yo t
goon from there anywhere you like. But Larisa Fi cod?m’;’]ﬂﬂ‘r:‘ Iy
believe that you are at least coming to sce us off. You'll simp!
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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
10 cousole him in his loneliness and beveavernent, as i the valley
%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”
ﬂi‘jﬂ:‘fa‘ndx:\g on the veranda, he turned his face ta the chnt

a)r;ud,. T - Suiupue woURer alt these words
Hewent Into the house, A donble manolo i
3 Fue wirs going on i
l}\’!; mind, two different kands of monclogue, the m%e r}?—yo’;x:g
uinesstde, the other addressed to Lara, ke a siver in foad,
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
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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, if the sun didn't go down frst (hci;v?;!ﬁ: o
them in the dark) they would Bash past ence again, &
time, on the other side of the mv;ne, across the feld where the
wolves bad stood two pights before. .

And now ths moment alsa had come and gone. '.I'be dark red
sunwes still sound as a ball above the blue snowdrifts along.!he
horizon, Sooding the plain with a juicy pineapgl_e—colored h.ght
Wat the snow greedily sucked in, wheu the sleigh .sweyt into
sight 2nd vanished “Farewell, Lara, until we meet in tl}e next
world, farewell, my love, my inexhaustible, ever]astx,x-:g joy. 11 .
never See you again, Tl never, pever see you agua.

1t was getting dark Swiftly the bronze-red patches of sunset
scattered on the snow died down and went out. The soft, as}‘xy
distance flled with a Hlac dusk that turned to deep mauve, its
smoky haze smudgng the fine Ja k of the soadside birches
lightly traced an the pink sky, pale as though it had suddealy
pown shallow,

Grief had sharpened Yurii Andreievichs senses and quickened
bis perception 2 bundredfold. The very air surrounding him
WIS rate, unique ‘The winter evenmg was alive with sympathy,
like a fnendly witness. It 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 in hus Jonelmess and bereavement, as if the valley
were yot always garded by a panorama of wooded hills en the
horizon but the trees bad only token up their places now, Tising
o of \he ground in order to comfort um with their presence,

He almost waved away the tangible beauty of the hour, Iike a
crowd of persistent frnends, almost saying to the hngering after-
Foow: “Thark you, thank you, TH be all rght™

Stll standing on the veranda, he tumed his face to the shut
door, bus back to the wosld “My bright sun bas set” he kept re-
Peatng inwardly, as though trying to engrave these words 1 his

rl;mxgry. He did not have the strength to utter all thess wosds
aloud.

He went into the howse, A double monologue was gomg on in
his mind, two dulferent konds of monologue, the one dry and
busmesslike, the other addressed to Lara, Yke 2 river m food,

“Now 11U go to Moscow,” ran bis twoughts. “The first job fs
to survive 1 must not foree myself to sleep Yastead, T must work
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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 disarranged
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 long.
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:

4

on in Yurii Andreicvich. Ho
before had he led such 2
¢ stopped taking
d had lost

Something unaccountable was going
was slowly losing his mind. Never
strange existence. He neglected the house, h
proper care of himself, he tumed night into day an
count of time since Lara had left.

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara; but the more he
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rossed cut a6 rewrote what he had written: the more the Lara
£his poems and notebooks grew away from her }mng protatype,
som the Lara who was Katia's mother off on a journey with ber
langhter. » . s o £

The reason for his revision and rewriting was his searcn tor
ftrength and esactuess of expression, but they slso followed the
promptings of an inward reticence that forbade him to diselose
bis personal experiences and the zeal events in his past with too
wach freedom, lest ha offend or wound those who had directly
taken past in them. As a result, his fecling, still pulsiog and wazm,
was gradually ebminated from his poems, and romantie worbid-
ity yielded to 2 broad and serene vision that Gfted the particular
1o the level of the universal and familiar. He was not dehberately
striving for such 2 goal, but this broad vision came of its own sc-
cord as a consolation, hke a message sent to him by Lara from her
travels, hke a dustont greeting from ber, ke her appearance in 2
dream or the touch of her hand on his forehead, and he loved this
emnobling fmprint

At the same time that be was working on lus lament for Lara
he was also senbbling the end of the notes he had accumulated
over the years concerning nature, man, and various other things.
As had always happened to lum whenever he was writing, &
bost of ideas about the bie of the indiidual and of society as-
sated hum,

He reflected again that he concewved of history, of what is
called the cousse of history, mot in the accepted way but by
analogy with the vegetable kngdom In winter, under the
saaw, the leaBless branches of 2 wood are thin and paor, like the
hairs on an old mar’s wart But ig only a few days in spring
Ae forest is transformed, 1t reaches the clouds, and you can hide
or lose yourself un its leafy maze. Thus transformation is achieved
with a speed greater than o the case of animals, for animals do
ot grow as fast as plants, and yet we cannot directly observe the
mavement of growth even of plants, The forest does not chan, e
its place, we cannot ke fa walt fr it and catch it in the aet gf
change, Whenever we look at 3, it seems to be motionless A Dd
wuch also is the immebibty to our eyes of the eternal v o
ceaselessly changing history, the Lfe

of socis 7 growing,
in it incessant transiormations ociety moving Tavisibly
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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: “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. I'l write
your memory into an image of aching tenderness and sorrow.
T'll stay here till this is done, then I too will go. This is how I wll
portray you, I'll trace your features on paper as the sea, after 2
fearful storm has chumned it up, traces the form of the greatest,
fanhest—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 disarranged
bed and the things thrown about mn disorder on the chairs and
floor, he knelt down like a little boy, leaned his breast against
the hard edge of the bedstead, buried Ius 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 with
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 on
was slowly losing his mind. Never be
strange existence. He neglected the hou
proper care of himself, he turned night into day a
count of time since Lara had left,

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara;

in Yurii Andreicvich. He
fore had he Jed such 8
se, he stoppcd taking
nd had lost

but the more he
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e and expecting st as part of his life, played tricks on hima
:j;ebe heax?her cz%ling. 'gurocbkal' from the next room.

He also had other hallucinations that week. Tt‘vw:ud the end
of it, ke woke up in the night from a nonsensical nightmate nbmft
2 dragon that had its Lair underneath the house. He opened his
eyes. A light flashed from the gully aud he heard the crack and
echo of a nfle shot. Strangely, a few moments aftes so “nusual.an
experience, be weat back to sleep, and in the moming told him-
self that jt had been a dream.

15

This is what bappened a day or two later. The doctor had at
Yast convinced hamself that he must be sensible, that if he wished
ta Xill imself be could find a quicker and less painful method.
He promsed himself to Jeave as soon as Samdeviatov came for
bum,

A hitle before dusk, while it was stil light, he heard loud
crunchung 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 desested.
“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 wonld be twe of them and they would have trans-
portation to take me back. It's Miultsyn,” he thought joy-
fully, smagiming that he recogmzed the step. The stranger, sull
unidentied, fumbled at the door with its broken belt, s if he
tad expected the padlock to be there; then he walked ia con-
Bdently, certan of his way, apeming the connecting doors and
closing them carefully bebind him

Yuni Andreevich had been sitting at s desk with his
10 the door. As be rose and tumegd to face it he foundbi;i
stranger already in the doorway, where he had stopped dead.
“Whom do you want to see?” The doctor mech, Blurt d
out these conventional words without thinking, andyw iy
surprised when thete was no reply. " e ot
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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 Napolean
or any other ruler or general, but he did not develop his idea to
its Jogical 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 \'od!iﬂ and
told him of how Antipova and her daughter had left with Komar-
ovsky. He came by the railway handcar. He scolded the doctor
for not looking after the horse properly and took it back, u.n“'.l“'
ing to leave it for three or four more days as Yurii Andreievic
wished, but promising to come back within the week, and per
sonally take him away from Varykino for good.

Sometimes, after losing himself in his work, Yurii Andr i
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 thought
he heard her voice in the bird calls, in the summer magnificence
of Kologrivov's garden, so now his hearing, accustomed to Laras

cievich
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delay fts execution by chattng with the doctor and staying in his
company?

\V'i:?e’ver it was, he was evidently keeping to himsel; some
mportant secret that burdened bim, while pouring out his heart
R the more effusively on every other subject.

Tt was the disease, the tevolutionary madaess of the age, that
at heart everyone was dufferent from his qutwad gppearance
20d his words. No one bad a clear conscience. Evesyone could
justifiably fee that he was guilty, that he was a secret criminal,
an undetected mmpostor. The slightest pretext was enough to
hunch the fmagration on an exgy of self-torture, Carried away
by thewr faatasy, people accused themselves falsely not only out
of terror but ut of 2 morbidly destructive impulse, of their own
will, in o state of metaphysical trance, in a passion for selfs
condemnation which cannat be checked once you give it its
bead,

As an impurtant military leader who had often presided at
tilttasy courts, Strelnkoy must have heard aod read any pum-
ber af confessions and depositions by d men. Now he
was himself swayed by the impulse to tnmask biwself, to reap-
praise his whole bfe, to draw up a balance sheet, while mon-
strously distorting everything in his feverish excitement,

He spoke icok ly, jumping from conkession 20 confess

“Thus alt happened mear Chuta. . . . Were you surprised at
all the outlandish things you found 1 the drawers and cap-
baards? Al that comes from the requistionmy we did when the
Red Ay ocoupied eastern Siberia. Naturally, Y didnt bring
3t here all by myself. Pve abways had trustworthy, devoted people
around me; hfe bas been very good to e that way. These
mndle;, matches, mﬁe:(.l tea, wrting suaterials, and so on all
come from requsioned military stores, partl;

English and Japanese. 0dd, dc:'rtyyou thinkg . ,y, ?\m dgmiy
think?” was my wife's favorite expression, 1 suppose you noticye;
U coulda’t make up my mind whether to ta}t you'when 1 ar.
ived, but 1 might as well admit it now-f oame to see hq o
my daughter The message saying that they were b er‘an.a
reach me till too lat s @ here didn't

o te. That's how 1 mussed them, When rumors
and reports reached me of your intimacy with her aad the

P




456 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 scen 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 keep the con-
versation going, in order to avoid being alone. Was 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 tq fhc
of shame? Or had he made some dreadful, irrevocable decision
and was he unwilling to remain alone with it and anxious 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 1o happen
to her. Whea he heard that, he made up his mind to do all he
conld to get her out. He went to the Jocal Cheka, gave himself
up, and offered to work for them. They agreed 1o give bim 2
chaace on condition he made some important betrayal. He told
them where I was hiding. But fortunately I got away in time.

"Dy a fautastic effort znd after endless adventures, 1 got across
Siberia and reached this part of the country. I am so svell known
here, 1 thought ft was the Jast place they'd expect to find me;
they wonldn't suppose T'd have the verve, Avd in fact, they
went on for a Jong time looking for me around Chita, while I
was hidg exther in this house or in one or two athers 1 knew
were safe in the nesghborhood. But now hat's out, they’re on
my el Listen. It's getting dark and I don't like it because 1
haven't been 2ble to sleep for ages. You know what a torment
that is. If any of my candles are sull left—goad, arent they,
real tallowl-~then let’s go on talking for a bit. Let's go on talking
for as lomg as you can stand it, sight through the might, in
Jusury, by eandlelight.”

“The candles are all there. I've opened only one box. I've been
using the kerosene, which probably you also Yeft”

Eave you any bread?”

No*

“Then what have you been liviag au? But what 2 sifly questiont
Potatoes, of course.”

“Thats night. Any amount of those, The people who

. 3 used &

live i:mc were good housekeepers, they knew hfw ta store (hzsx?

they're all safe and sound in the cellar, neither 2
Shrelni 3denly switched to the

Totten noy frozen.”

7
“Nane of this can mean anything to you, Yo ,
stid . You grew up quite diffrvotly, Thers g st 108
l:e suburbs, of the taflways, of the slums and toman word ot
unger arnensd 14 e e s -

being -



458 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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, I 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 east 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 hcr_-
mut’s life, keep moving. Perhaps I would have succeeded if it
hadn’t been for a young scoundrel who wheedled himself into
my confidence, .

“It was while I was making my way westward across Stheria,
on foot, keeping out of people’s way and starving. I used to sleep
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 tramp, who said he h?d got
away from a partisan shooting squad—they had lined hir up
with a lot of other condemned men, but he was only \voundcfl.
and he crawled out from under a pile of dead bodics and hid
in the forest and recovered, and now he was moving from one
hide-out to another, like me. That was his story, anyway, ile
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.

“Was 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 1o
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¢ ave no idea. She Bad @ school friend who loved in 2 fene-

at nest door to us; most of the tenants were xailway \vork(‘ex:s

the Brest line. It was called the Brest Yine in those days, it's
en renamed several times since. My father-—be’s a membes
the Yuriatin revolutionary court now-<he was a track

sed to go to that house and see her there, She was svil a cluld,

it even then, the lertness, the watchfulness. the restlessness of

ose days—it was all there, you could read jt all in her face,

t eyes. All the themes of the century—all the tears and the
sts and the hopes, the whole accumulation of yesentment
d pride were written in her face and bearing, which evpressed
oh girlsh shyness and solf-assured grace. She was a living
ictment of the age, This is hing, isa't #t? IUs predesti
o8, Something nature endowed ber with, hing te which
e hod a birthnght.”

“Haw well you speak of her. I too saw her in those days, just
s you have described her. A schoolgirl, and yet at the same
ime the secret heroine of an unchildish drama. Her shadow on
he wall was the shadow of helpless, watchful self-defense. That
w2 bow § saw ber, and o { suld vemember her. You put it
perfectly.”

“You saw and you remembered? And what did you do™

“That's another stary altogether.”

“Yes. Well. S0 you see, the whole of this mineteenth century
~its revol m Pars, 1ts g of Russian emles starting
with Herzen, its assassinations of Tsars, some ouly plotted, oth-
s carried out, the whole of the workers' movement of the
world, the whole of Mardism in the partiaments and universi.
ties of Europe, the whole of thus new system of ideas with its
uewness, the swiftmess of its conclusion, its irony, and its pitdess

temedies claborated o the name of pity~all of fhie wwar )
sothed and ae—eees ¥ ¢

- s BESURE %O Hames ke g 1 l‘;
<k sedemption for all the sorrows and mi m;m}dgn y
But why on excth om X tellin T s of ”

all thi :
lh(: tinkhng of a qanbak-justg\};?z\:d& AT you it st e
For the siko of this girl 1 studied 2nd 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 nothing 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, T 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 talking 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 I got there I saw by various signs that it
had been discovered. The people who were there have pmhabl)'
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, <:ms!cd 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 o0
the barricades, writers racking their brains in an effort to curb the
brute insolence of money, to save the human dignllz' of lh{t
poor. Marxism arose, it uncovered the root of the evil and i
offered the remedy, it became the great force of the ccnt“g-
And the elegant streets of the age were all that, as well as the
dirt and the heroism, the vice and the slums, and the proclama-

i nd the barricades. .
uo“n;o?x 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 conseious of the stro

refreshment of sleep and he drapped off happily again ar o
’{zwa;%arzson‘;ing be had several short, hleidascop?e dreax:: c:f

as chil 5 i
vy so detailed and logical that he topk 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 00“"‘
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 ber the cir s in which she said tbis'i"
“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

Jt remais to tell the brfef story of the last eight or ten years of
Zhivago's be, duzing which be went more and mors to seed,
gradually losing his knowledge and ¢kill as a doctor and 2 writer,
emerging from his state of depression and resuming hls work
only to fall back, after a shost flare-up of actiity, into long
periods of mdifference to 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 hypocritical 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
this getop he was indistingushoble from the i

2 Red
Aoy men who thronged the stations aud the streets and squares
of the capital.

He had not artved lone, Following bim wherever he went
was 2 good-looking young peasant boy who was also dresced

In old army clothes. They both turned up in the few survi
Mosecow drawing, tooms bke those P i A iy

in which Yarii Avdreievich
had spent his ehildhoad, where b wa ’
comeR wih i compton e s remembered and wel.

cthul inquiries as to whether
485



464 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 Pavlovich!” 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 rowanberries.
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he stuffed it fnte his mouth and chewed it with great difficulty.
The 1w, bolf-chewed grain was almost indigestible.

Never in his hfe bad he seen such dark-looking rye, rusty,
brown, the color of old gold. Usually, when it is basvested in
time, ats eolor is much lighter.

These flame-colored fields blazng without fre, these felds
sileatly prochaiming their distress, wese coldly bordered by the
wast, quiet sky, uts face already wintry and shadowed by cease-
lessly mmoving, long, Baky snow-clouds with black centers and
white Banks.

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
;m wcessant erawhog 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 fell back, turned tail, and vansshed

The woods and the felds offered a complete contrast in tha .
days Deserted by man, the elds looked orphaned as if !s‘e
z\;{;c:;chmd Eu\ them under a curse The forest, howeer. \1:1‘1
T okl ;:;“yimnshcd proudly w freedom as though released

Usually the outs are not allowed to 1
Eﬁnmhrly village children, pick them. ;::ﬁ;;;ls onﬁe, !‘;md
nches, But now the wooded sides of hills and g%tl?ies“:v:::
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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 center of attention and having to talk, Usually,
when these two lanky figures made their appearance at any
gathering of friends, they retired to some comner, 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 boy,
the tall, gaunt doctor looked like a peasant Secker after Truth,
and his companion like a patient, blindly devoted, and obedieat
disciple. Who was his young companion?

2

Yurii Andreievich had made the last stage of his journey by
train but had covered the earler and much longer past on foot.

The willages he went through looked no better than those he
had seen in Stberia and the Urals, after running away from his
captivity m the woods, Only then 1t had been winter, while
now, at the end of the summer and the beginning of a wamm, dry
autumn, the weather made things easier.

Half the villages he passed were descrted, the fields abans
doned and unharvested as after an enemy raid. Such were the
cffects of war—the civil war.

For two or three days at the end of September his road I?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 ran to the river in deep
gullies, which dropped precipitously and cut across the ro;}d‘

In the unharvested ficlds the ripe grain spilled and mckhd
on the ground. Yurii Andreicvich gathered it in lmm!fuls, tmI
at the worst, if he had no means of boiling it and making gruch
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Andieievich rossed the xoad wad sat down en one of the mill-
stoues that lay an the grass.

Ak, sng, he;dgrcame up over the ed.ge of the baqlq tha
shoulders, thea arms. Someone was climbing up the clit pat
with & bucket of water. Seeing the doctor, he stopped, stil
visible only from the waist up. , 1

“Would you like a drink of water? 1f you won't hust me,
wor't hurt you.” .

“Thank you, Yes, I'd ke a drink. But come over bere, don't
be frightened, Why should T hust you?”

The waler carrter was a bay in hbis teens, barefoot, ragged,
and dishevelled. N

1a spite of his fiendly words, hie plerced the doctor with a
warmied, suspicious stare. For some reason the boy was strangely
agitated. Finally, puttng down his bucket, he rushed toward
the doctor but stopped halbway, muttenng:

Rt ... K eant be . .. § must be dreaming. Pardon
me, comrade, if 1 ask you, but havent T seen you before? Yes!
Yes! Surely! You're the dactor, aren't you?”

“And who are you?”

“Don't you recogmze me?”

“No”
“We were 1 the same train from Moscow, in the same car,
They'd conscripted me for Iabor. T was in the convoy.”

Tt was Vasia Brykin. He threw himself on the ground before
e doctar, hissed tus hands, and wept.

The burned rums were those of s native village, Vereten.
ok Bis mother was dead. When the village was destrayed,
Vasia nd in 2 cave in the quarries, hut his mother, thinking
he hiad been taken off to town, went mad with grief and drowned
Yerself 1n the river~that very nver Pelga which flowed at the
foot of the cliff where they were sitting avd talking, Hus sisters
Al and Atz were said to be in an erphanage in another

distriex, bk he knew nothmg certaia about them, He wi
1o Moscow with the doctor, RN

and on thy i .
terible happenings, 7 the way told bim of many
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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 Andreievich came to a 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, !
Only a few houses, blackened by the fire, were still smndl:llg.
but they too were empty, uninhabited. Nothing was lcgt' of )i
others but piles of charred rubble with black chimneys rising ou
of them. b
The cliffs facing the river were honeycombed \Vll?l pits “l her
the villagers had quarried rock for millstones; this had beea
their means of livelihood. Three such unfinished stones \\cri
lying on the ground in front of the Iast house in the Tow, 0}:‘9;
the few that had remained standing. Like the others, this hou
was uninhabited. bt the
Yurii Andreievich went inside. It was a still afternoon, bu "
moment 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 p]n'cr: “,hlcb
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 opposm!:m ;hﬁ
and its fading brilliance was reflected by pools and on \'urii
some of which reached out into the middle of the stream.
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Andretevich erossed the road and sat down on one of the mill-
stanes that lay on the grass.

\ i, shasgy head came p over the edge of the back, then
showfders, then arms. Someone was climbing up the chff path
wath 4 hucket of water, Seeing the doctor, he stopped, sull
wsible ouly from the waist up. i

“Would you Iike a drink of water? If you won't hurt me, 1
won't hurt you” N

“Thark you, Yes, Td lke a drink. But come over here, dont
be fnghtened, Why should 1 burt you?”

The water carrer was & bay in his teens, barefoot, ragged,
and dishevelled.

In spite of his friendly words, he pierced the doctor with a
worried, suspicious stare, For some reason the boy was strangely
agiuted. Finally, putting down his bucket, be rushed toward
the doctor but stopped balfway, muttenng:

‘it ., . Tt can’t be .. . T must be dreaming. Pacdon
me, comrade, if 1 ask you, but haven’t I seen you before? Yes!
Yes) Surely! You're the doctor, aren’t you?”

"And who are you?”

'Dun" t you recognize mef”

N0,

"Ve were m the same train from Mascow, in the same cer,
They'd conseripted me for Jabor. T was 1 the convoy.”

It was Vasia Brykin. He threw himself on the ground before
the Qoctor, Wissed his hands, and wept.

The burmned ruins were those of his native village, Vereten-
wld His mother was dead. When the village was destruyed,
Vasia hid 10 a cave m the quarmes, but his mother, thinking
be had been taken off to tawn, went mad with gref and dsowned
berselt in the nver-——that very river Pelga which flowed at the
foot of the chf where they were sitting and talking, His sisters
Al and Asia were said to be in an orphanage in anothey

distaet, but he knew nothing, certain abawt (b
w Moscow with the dmm—,g oy ek o

d y N
ereble happensis, aad o the 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, Tast year the wint
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eame before anyone expected it. The snow was carly, and the
d woman hadat dug wp her potatoes So she comes 1 Vereten~
s and says, ‘Help me,’ she says, Tl pay you either in money or
a share of the potatoes.”

“1 said 14 do it, but when I got to the farm Kharlam was
these, h'd taken the job on before me and she hada’t bothered
to 161} me. Well, 1 wasn't going to ight him about i, so we drd
the work together. It was wicked weather—~ram and snow and
mud and shish, We dug nd we dog, and we burned the tops
to dry the potataes 1 the smoke VWhen we'd foished she set-
tled with us, fir and squate, and she let Khaslam go, but che
gave e o wink 2s much as to say, I should sty on or come
back later.

“Sa [ went back again and she sasd: ‘1 don't want to give vp
my surplus to the state You're a good boy,’ she says, ‘T kmow
you wort give me away. You see, I'm not hidig anything
from yaa, {'would dig a pit myself, but you ses what it's like
outside. Yve leit it too late, it's winter, 1 can’t manage by wmy-
self. 1 you dig it for me, you wan't be somry.’

Sa 1 made the pt in the proper way for a luding place, wide
at the boftom and narvow at the top, bike a jug, and we staxted.
:IE::;; nghzmband warmed and dned the pit with the smoke—all in
Ay bagk lizzasd. Then we put the potatoes 1nto the pit and the
ot wco . dox: ;of.ﬂt:er;;oﬁiat ):th it was. OF course, I dudn’t
en Gt oo 4 Tot even ta my mother or my

“Well, hardly a month went by before the farm was xobbed.
People coming past from Buiskoie said the door was wide o en'
and the whale place was cleaned out, No sign of the \vufo\v’
ﬁﬂ:lAG];sr\a‘n bad broken his chain and bolted, '

1t Tater still, there was a thaw §
On St Banls Eve  rasoed, so the 5:;?:2:?‘\32}:?;‘7 1;1. e
ugh ground, you could see the bare soil, Then Goslan off the
to the farm and found the glace where the patats ‘came back
and started rooting wp the earth. He dug ar?; dum “aﬂe buned,
sarth back, snd there were the ofd woman igan u“'e‘ v the
out of the hole, In thase shoes with Jasti et Shd‘mg e
wear—homblet elastic strsps she used to
PELerione 3 Y arn s
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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 o hole in the lee
and I never knew. It all happened by itsclf. They'd put ﬂl? 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 one
to the next. Our village people, when it started, jumped f’“'
of their houses and ran away. But the people from ta\m-—:i“:
you, nobody set fire to them—naturally, they were all burned 1o
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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‘ n
Army men in a house by themsclves and given them ll"l“‘:l‘
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 f’“‘
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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plce to angther, each habitable and

t 8 .
&KXz:ed‘;‘;Z}y on amiving in Moscow, Yuris Andreievich hafi
sevisited hus o home in Sivtsey Veoahok, Be was told that his

family bad not stayed there when they returned to Moscow.
After their dep

the rooms registered in their name had

been given to new tenants and there was mot 2 sign.ai their

belongungs. Yuurir Andrerevich himself was avoided by his former
ighbors, who regasded hum as dung to know.

‘Markel was 1o Jonger there. He had gone wp in the world and
$iad besn appoiated house manager st Flour Town. The mana-
ger's st had been put at hus disposal, but he prefesred the old
porter's lodge, which bad floors of beaten earth but which fﬂso
had running water and an enormous Russian stove All the pipes
and radiaters m the buildings burst iv the cold weather, but the

patter’s lodge was always warm and dry, and the water did ot
freeze,

Yle i
fortable in a

There came a tme when the friendship between Yurh An-
dreiesich and Vasia cooled Vasia had developed remarkably.
He o longer thougbt or spoke Iike the ragged, barefoot, di-
shevelled boy from Veretenmkr The obviousness, the self-evi-
dence of the truths proclaimed by the revolution attracted him
increasingly, and the doctor’s language, with itx abscurities and
s imagery, now struck bum as the voice of ervor, doomed, con-
scous of its weakness and therefore evasive.

The doctor was makng calls on various government Jepart-
ments e was wying to oblaia the political rehabilitation of his

family and permission for them to zetum to Russia. At the same
time he apphed for a forey

gn passport for himself and permis.
sion to bang his family back from Pans. ¥

Vasta was astomshed at how lekewarm and half-hearted his
efforts were Yosis Andrerevich seemed alwaysto be o a In

to decade that he was mot gettng anywhere, and ho spoke
wath too much canvietion end slmest with satisfaction of the
futthty of wadestalng anything further.

Vasta found fault wath him more and more oft

though Yurls Andreievich Gid not take offense atf};e:i,nanxfixstall'
snbickzed, Tos velationshup with Vasia gradually deter%omiedy
Finally thewr frteodship broke up, and they parted enmpany.
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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 thensspecialized 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 health 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 vers:-
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 Andreicvich acted as medical consultant
to half of these pseudo-cultural institutions.

For a long time he and Vasia remained friends and' lx\"l‘d to-
gether. During that period they moved from one dilapidat
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Phce to nother, eaeh uninhabitable apq uncomfortable g o
i t way, ..
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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 fad
been the Stroganov Institute, where he first took a course in
general subjects and thenespecialized in printing, binding, and
book design, -;i\' n

 The doctor 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 Andreievich’s 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 \\'C’fe
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 ng‘ht
and left. There arosc all sorts of Palaces of Thought, Academics
of Artistic Ideas. Yurii Andreievich acted as medical consultant
to half of these pseudo-cultural institutions. ’

For a long time he and Vasia remained friends nnd' h\'f‘d ‘:&
gether. During that period they moved from one dilapidat
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s wil itedt
cont of it stood Markel's wife Agafia; her sleeves were xo
f:p above her elbows and she was using a Jong pait of tongs to
move the pots inside the oven, crowdmg 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 ont from behind them a F‘“,SUY.
om an iron sheet, fipped it aver, and put it back to brown. Yuril
Andreievich came in with two buckets.

“Good appente.” . .

“Make )?ngxr:eli at home. Sit down and have dinner with us,

“Thank you, T've had mine” ,

“We know 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 symip, 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
Bith and susth 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,
50 1923 tefling them who you are but they won't believe it, Th;
smoney that was spent on youl AR that learnin,

it go';‘)'au, I'd bike to know?" %, a0 where has
When Yurit Andeelovich n . .
Markel frowned came in for the Bt or sisth time,

“Just once more and that’s that. There's 4 hon rything
3 it t
old man. If our btde 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 rationing,
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 ordisary conversatian; it seemed to have a
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 trem house to house They chapped wood for 2 Zeod many
of the tenaats on the different floors. Some of them, pasticularly
speculators who had made fortupes at the beginning of the
NEP ond artists and seholars who were close 1o the Eavernment,
wete selng up house o8 @ comfortable seate. Gne day Yurki
Andreicvich and Marna, stepping casefully i their felt boots
y the carpet with sawdust, were ©a1Tying wood
of a tenant who remamned insultingly engrossed

into the study
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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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To on & conversation notazally and intelligently, & man
st m an adequate supply of words. Of the three, only Yurd
h J d]is 0 4

PREN)

The other two were alway: at = loss for an expression. They
&d not possess the gift of eloquence. At a loss for wor.ds, they
paced up and down, pulfed at their cigarettes, gesticulated,
t0d repeated themselves. (“That, plainly, s duhonest, old man}
Dushanest, yes, yes, that's what it s, dishonest,”)

They were voawsre that such dramatic excesses, far from
showwng their warmth and breadth of character, expressed io-
tetlectual poverty. .

Both Cordon and Dudorov moved among cultured academi-
cians, they spenk thew lives among good books, good thinkers,
£00d composers and good mwsic, which was as goad yesterday
a5 today {but always good!), and they &id vot koow that the
misfortune of having average taste s a great deal worse than the
misfortune of having no taste at all.

Nexther Dudorov nor Gordon realized that even their ad-
sombions to Zhivage were prompted less by » friendly wish to
influence his conduct than by their inabriity to think with free-
dom and to gusde the conversation at will. Like a tunaway eart,
the conversation took them where they did not want to go. Un.
able to steer t, they wese bound, sconer or later, to bump {nte
something, and to be fut. And so, in theis sermonizing, time and
agasn they got off their tracks.

To Zhuwvage, their unconscious motives, their antificial emo-
tiomahism, and thesr strained reasoning were transparent. But he
could hardly say to them: “Dear friends, how desperately com.
monplace you are—~yoy and your circle, the names and the
authoniies you always quote, thetr glamour and ary which you
s much admire! The ooly bright and vital thing about you 1

\‘};:: :oor\‘}nx:x!e‘;ni/u gn;c&g:;ﬁ?mss:n?nf;ednds!' How cuu.l'd any.
ings, he listened meekly, e o e ther fee-
e e o e oy S
o li'cns:ml?c h': :fg\\fﬁfn;ﬁ a;ﬁ?:d:n;{?:ltygﬁ ' owed
deportee. e spoke swcerely and Wilhotut hy;?;ix;;?cle{; n‘s“:‘
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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 bas 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 Andreievich glanced
over his shoulder. On the desk lay a pile of the early editions of
the booklets that he had written and Vasia had printed.

7

Yurii Andrefevich 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 192 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 bt?l}l
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, {or a living
room, a curious window, about three feet high, starting at ﬂ?or
level and with part of the gold letters remaining. From ou:‘ng:
through the gaps in the lettering, anyone in the room .couf b
seen up to the knees. This was Gordon’s room. \\'uh. him at b e
moment were Zhivago, Dudorov, Marina, and the children, \; 0,
unlike the grownups, were entirely visible through the glass.
Marina soon Ieft with the little girls, and the three men remain
alone.

They were having one of those unhurried, lazy summer :‘ﬁ:{
versations that go on between men who were at school toge
and have many years of fricndship behind them.
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that we shouldnt smoke with you here, It fsat my f:ml:] tha‘} it
gets so stuffy, it th; idiotic way the window is made. Jon
nd me gnother yoom.

She\lﬂxdxmft bo off, Micha. We've tatked enough. Thank you both
for yaur concers . . . ¥'m not pretending, you koow. It's a;]\ il
ness The got, scleromss of the heart The walls of the heart
smwsele woar out and get thin, and one fine day they may Yurst,
T mot yet forty, you know, and 1t st as I were @ drunkard,
o burned the candle at both endst”

"Nonsense! We aren’t playing your funeral mareh yet. You'll
act vs out,”

"Muscroscopie forms of cardiac hemorhages have become
very frequent in recent years. They are not abways (atal.. Soﬂl\e
people get over them. It's 2 typical modem disease, ¥ think its
tamses are of a woral oxder The great majority of us are re-
quired to lwe a hfe of constant, systematie duplicity. Your
health §s bound to be affected if, day after day, you say the
oppaute of what you feel, if you grovel before what you dishle
and regoice at what brings you nothing but misfortune. Our
Berious system isa't just a Setion, s & past of onr physieal body,
and aur soul exists 1 space and is mside s, Iike the teeth in our
mouth. Bt cont be forever violated with impusity. ¥ found it
painful to hsten to you, Innokentil, when you told ws how you
ware reeducated and became mature in jad ¥t was bike hsten-
ing to a horse desenbing how st broke atself in”

"1 must stand wp for Dudorov,” said Gordon. “You've got un-
used to sunple human words, they don't reach you any more”

"B may vory well be, Misha, But in any case, you must et
me go now T can hardly breathe I swear, 'm not exaggeratiag *

“Wait & moment, you'te just Jooking for excuses We won't
let you go uatidl you've gnen us an hoaest, strarghtiorwarg

snswer Uo you or don't you agree that it's hme you changed
your ways and reformed

? What are yau going to do ol f
To start wth, you wust clarify your) situglw: with To‘;?:ta;l;
Marina They ase haman betags, wamen who feel agd suffer, not
disembosiedd 1dess wisting anks 45 your Yend, And seoond it
8 scandal Wt 2 man bke you should £o to waste, You've :7! ts
wale up and shoke off your inertra, pull o

1 yourself together angd
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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 politically, 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
not free, he thought, always idealize their bondage. So it was
in the Middle Ages, and later the Jesuits always exploited 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.hls
goal, conccived at such an early age and nursed with buming
resolution, made of her even now an enthusiastic champion of
Communist ideals. .

“I must go,” said Yurii Andreievich. “Don't be cross -\\-nh me,
Misha. It’s hot 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”

“Whete 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
Marimy Hle was fuld of regret for the trouble and anxiety h’e had
caused them, he begged them not to worry about him, and he
tmplored them by everything that was holy to give up their
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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
tool 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 primairc and Masha is soon going to
it. I've never seen her, you know. I have a fceling in spite of
everything that although they’ve become French citizens, thcy"l]
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 : £o
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 ﬂﬂl‘C""““mf‘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 wwrite rom time to tme. . . . But I reallz can’t stay any
Iomger. § must go or Y1 get an attack, Gaodbye. .

Next mormng, Marina came rusping in to Cmdgn, greal {h 15~
tressed, There was no one she could leave the children vath, so
n one atm she carried the baby wrapped in 2 b'!:mket a}xd with
hir keee hand she was pulling Kapks, who trasled behind and
dragged ber fect. _

'Ig; Yura here, Misha?” she asked in @ frightened voice,

“Dida’t he go home Jast night?”

“No”

“Then he must have spent the night at Inaokentifs.”

*Pve come Irom there Inookentii is at the university, but the
neighbors know Yura aod they say be hasnt been there”

“Whese can he be, then?”

Mazina pat Klazhka down on the sofa, aud then she began
3ub hysterically.

8

For two days Cordon and Dudorov did not dare to leave Marina
alone sud took turns watctung hey and hunting for the doctor,
They called at all the places he might conceivably have goue to
~—Flour Town, Swisev Vrazhok, sl the Palaces of Thought and
Academies of [deas he had ever been employed in; they looked
up esery fnend of his they had ever heard him talk about and@
whase sddress they could discover—but with no success

They did not teport ham as qussing to the police Although
be was registered and had no police record, it was belter not to
draw the atteation of the authorities to a mon who, by the
standards of the day, Lved snything but an etemplary life.
'ﬂwyt decided mot to put them on his tmck except as a Jast
resart.

Qs the third day, letters from Yurii Andrefevich came T
different matls for all three of them~Cordon, Dudoray, anc))'
Marina He was full of regret for the trauble and andety h; hagd
cansed them, he begged them 1ot ta w about hi
tmplored them by everything that by o, and be

14 was holy to give up their
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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 little before dusk. He tumed straight
toward home, but almost immediately, within less than a htm-
dred yards, he ran into s 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 turned out that Evgraf lm('l
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came quite uncxI.)L‘clcdl),
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile or a joke. Qﬂ
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii Amlrcxi]-
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and then an
there, between one corner and another as they walled n.long
narrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out a practical plan

the
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 rescue him. It was his idea that Yurti;'m Andceievich should dis-
nd rematn in hiding for some time. )
p?l‘:r:gok ;cmvm for hirr% in Kamerger Street, as it was s;x{ll
aMed, pear the Arts Theater, He provided hin ':\nth ufcneyl. e
ook steps to get hum & good position in a hospital, wx'th pleaty
£ oppartusity for going on with his research, and assisted ham
oy his patronage. Finally, he gave hmm his word that :
mbiguity of bis family’s situation in Parls would be resolved.
Erther Yuri Andresevich wonld go fo them or they wofdd
some to him All these things Evgraf uadertoak ta see to hxm~
elf As usual, his brother’s help put new heart into Yuril
Audserevich, As always before, the xiddle of his power remained

unsolved. Yurir Andreievich did mot even try to penetrate the
secret

I8

Ths room faced south. It almost adjoined the theater and Jooked
out over the rooftops epposite; beyond them, the summer sun
stood over Olbotny Ryad, and the street below was in shadow,

To Yurih Andreievich the room was more than a2 place for
work, more than his study At this time of devouring activity,
when the pile of notebooks on hus desk was too small to hold all
Yus plans and idess and the surplus fioated in the air bke ap-
panitions—as unfinshed pictstes stond with their faces to the
walls 1p 2 panter's studio—his lving roam was to him a banquet-
g room of the spurit, 2 cupboard of mad dreams, a storercom
of revelations,

Fortunately, Evgraf's negotiations with the hospital dragged
on, and the start of Yury Andeercvich’s new job was indefinitely
postpaned. The delay gave him time to write.

fie began by trying to sort out those of his earlier poems of
which he could remember snatches ar of which Ey graf some-
how got him the tedts. (These were manuseripts, some in his
own hand, some coples made by others.) But the disordethness
of the matersal made hum squander his energy even more thap he
was wehined to do by nature. He soon gave 1t up and turped
1o new work,

Ue would make the rough draft of an article, Lke the notes he
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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 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 secing 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 ta Yurii Andreievich’s odditics, she
eventually resigned herself to his latest whim. All three of them
went on looking 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 \x: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, \\‘]I(Z was comlné!
down the street toward him. He had neither seen him nor hcard
of him for more than three years. It tumed out that Evgraf l;;
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came ql!l(c unc‘x!)ci-cmo)x;
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile or a jo c‘ C
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii And mci
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and l;wn n';nc
there, between one corner and another as they walked n'or;g hln
narrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out a practical p
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“I )i intersection  Moscow, blinded by the sun
m:dl tll:::eu‘"hx!'t: :eu:{o?iu asphalt-paved yards, .scat.tering reflece
tons of the sun from fts upper windows, breathing in the ‘ﬂower»
ing of clonds and streets, is whirling around me, tuming my
head and tehng me to turn the heads of others by writing pwem;
in its proise. Faor this purpese, Moscow has brought me up an

artist.

m'dl;l:fn:mnc rumbling by day and night in the street out-
side our walls is 2 insepatable from the modern soul as ?he open-
Ing bars of an overture are inseparable from the curtain, a3 yet
sectet and dark, but already begiuaing to crimson in the glmv.of
the footlights. The city, incessantly moving and roaring outside
our doors and windows, is an i introduction to the life
of cach of us, It is in these terms that ¥ should like to write about
the aity.”

Thgc are no such poems in what has been preserved aof

Zhvago's work. Or does the one entitled “Hamlet” belong to this
categary?

12

One morning at the end of August, Yurii Andreievich taok the
trolley at a stop at a corner of Gazetny Street which went up
along Nikita Street to the Kudrinskaia tereninal, He was gotng far
(e £131 tane to his job at the Botkin Hospital, which was then
Snown as the Soldstenkav Hospital. He had been there before
only onee or twice for teasons contected with his yoh.

He had no tuck with his tralley; it bad a defective motor
and kept getting nto 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 insulation went wrong on the roof
or undet the floor and the current short-cireuited with a fash
nnf;; m"iaclle.

e dnver would step off the front latform,
the trofley with a u'zcncchp, and squat dm’;n and Rm‘i:rlkmn:hm?i:
machinery between the sesr plaiorn and the wheels.

The ilMated tralley blocked the traffic all along the Yine. The
whole street was dammed up with other trolleys shar had ol
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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 strectears 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 jts spirit, is the Janguage of urban-
ism.
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“I live at a busy intersection Moscow, blinded by the sun
and the white beat of its asphalt-paved yards, seattering reflec-
tions of the sun from jts upper windows, breathing in the flower-
ing of clouds and streets, is whirling around me, tarning my
tead and telling me to turn the heads of others by writing poems
1 its praise, For this purpose, Moscaw 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 inseparable from the curtain, as yet
secset and douk, but already beginning to crimson in the glow of
the footlights. The aty, incessantly moving and roaring outside
our doors and windows, is an immense introduction to the life
&f each of ns. Tt is in these terms that T should like to write about

e city ”

There are vo such poems in what has been preserved of

Zhavago's work, Or does the one enhitled “Hamlet” belong to this
category?

12

Ore morping 2t the end of August, Yurii Andreievich took the
tr‘alleyfg a stop at a comer of Cazetny Street which wans vy

. -y
. . .
e

vusy wtlee UF twice for xeasons connected with hus job.

He had o luck with his troliey; it had 2 defective motor
and kept gettng into trouble of every sost. Bither fts way was
blocked by a cart in front of &t wnth s wheels caught in the
E:Dﬁ:? ofwtheﬂ sails, w; gl-.e insulation went wrong on the roof

er the floor i i
o ler e and the current short-curcuited with 2 fash
The driver would step off the fr
] ont pk
the trolley with a wrench, and squat dmfnagx?;m tlm‘l::k vnf‘g‘i!nxd
3
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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 ahways 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.

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 jt 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, Verhaeren,
Whitman) is not a stylistic caprice. This is a new order of im-
pressions, taken directly from life. .

“Just as they hurmy their jon of images ; the
lines of their poems, so the strect in a busy town hurries past
us, with its crowds and its broughams and carriages at (h.c end
of the last century, or its streetcars and subways at the beginning
of ours.

“Pastoral simplicity doesn't exist in these conditions. \When it
is d, its do-artl 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 its spirit, is the language of urban-

ism.
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i intersectron. Moscow, blinded by the sun
an.; 11!;‘:;);2: E:fof its asphalt-paved yards, ‘san(enng i;c{lec—
tions of the sur from its upper windows, breathing in the fower-
ing of clauds and streets, is whicling arqund me, tuming my
head and telling me to tum the heads of others by writing paems
in its praise. For this purpose, Moscow has brought me up an

artist,

m%?;:ssmt rumbling by day and night in the street out-
side our walls 3s as inseparable from the modern saut as l:.he open-
ing bars of an overture are inseparable from the curtain, as yet
sectet and dark, but already beguning to erimson in i‘he glow. of
the footlights, The aity, incessantly moviag and roaring outsxfle
our doors and windows, s an introduction ta the life
of each of us, 1t is 1n these terms that I shonld ke to write about
the aaty.”

Thge are no such poems in what has been preserved of
Zhivaga's work. Or does the one entitied “Hamlet” belong to this
category?

12

One morning at the end of August, Yurh Andreievich took the
trolley at a stop at a comer of Gazetny Steet which went up
along Nikita Street to the Kudsinskaia terminal, He was going for
the first tume to his job at the Botkin Hospital, which was then
known as the Soldatenkov Hospital. He had been there before
anly ooce or twice for reasons connected with his job.

He had no luck with hs wolley, it had a defective motar
2nd kept getting into trouble of every sort. Rither its way was
Blocked by a cart m front of it with its wheels caught in the
grooves of the rails, or the invulation went wiong on the xoof
or under the floor and the current short.circuited with 2 flash
and a crackle

The driver would step off the f
the tolley with & 9 off the front platform, walk around

wreach, and squat down and tinker wi

machinery between the rear plattorm angd the whee!:'.r i the
The sll-fated trolley blocked the traffic all along the line, The
whole street was dammed up with other trolleys that had a].
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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 hill From Kudrmskaia 1o the Zoo. The ledy ia hh:;
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, 2nd the lady, A gusty wind whipped Pﬁse;i‘e ‘t‘?i'
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
his weakness, be got up from his seat am? jerked the \vmdoi\z
straps up and down trying to open the window. But he cou
oot badge . N

People shouted to him that the window was faste'ne.d with
screws, but the doctor, Bghting against hus attack and seized ‘by
4 sost of panic, was not aware that the people were addre'ssmg
bim, or of the meamng of thetr 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 sometinng had broken i 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 superhuman effort of the will, 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 perheps everything was not lost, that
he was better.

He began 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 thisg,
collapsed on the stone paving, and did mot get up again,
M’E“‘Cfe_ ﬂlmsg qhubbub of tatk, arcumente enmmoringe everal
' ' soon found

uiied by oth 5,0 D Fop
sudewafhs, Snmelr o juea by others who stepped off the

eved and others disappointed that o
man had not been ten over and hi degsh had nuzhin‘gletgcfli
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 Melzeievo, 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 a roughly carved canoe, pointed at the
door with its lower, narrow end, which bore the fect of the
corpse. It was the same table at which Yuril 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 a 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 banled 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 pattemn o
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,

by
of the Mourners, o¢ they tiptoed in to take their leaye of the
dead, There Were not 0¥ of them, by nevertheless o good

life, tho,
With them anq forgotten them,” gz
altracted gy €ven greater number of yor. oWn friends who had
Hever met the man but hag been drayy, to him anq had noy,
come ¢y geo for the firgy and last tip,,

In thege hours When the silence, Baccompanjedq by any
Oeremony, became OPpressive ¢ i it were almost tangible
Privatiop, only the Owers €OMpensateq for the absence of the
ftual ang g chant,

Swe
st, they Poured fory, the; in a
choir and, sreepmg eVerythin, their exhylyy;

ation, seemeq to
e Office of the Deaq,
a

thought ¢ 85 the nearegy
ath, h:

e
the Yoy - Per] 2ps the Mysteries of
evolutign and the niddles of life thay 50 puzzle g Ie contajneq
€ freen e earth mong the trees apg
.\, e,

€y did more than blossom and smel et Perhaps hastey,.
I scent g
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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 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 one questioned 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.nl)‘
in the funcral but also in the death, not in the stnse of having
directly or indirectly caused it but as people who, onee 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 Kirghiz eyes both
expressed and aroused curiosity, came inta the room f‘“h r.)xe
casually beavtiful woman by his side, they all, including even
Marina, at once, without protest, as if by agreement, got up
fom where they had been sitting on the chairs and stools placed
in 2 sow against the wall, and went aut, crowding uncamfortably
into the corridor and the halhvay and leaving the couple alonc,
behund hatf-closed doors, hke two experts who needed, quicly,

hindered Yisk hing, directly d with

0
the funeral, and mu} mmportant. )

So 1t was naw. They remained alone, sat down on two chairs
near the wall, and at ence began to talk.

“What have you found out, Evgraf Andrefevich?”

“The crentation is to be tonight. In half an hour theyll come
from the Medical Workers’ Union to get the body and take it to
their cub. The civll ceremony is at four. Not one of his papers
was in order, his workbook was out of date, he had ae old uaian
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 Ltook so long Before they take him away—that's quite
soon, we ought to get ready—11 leave you here alone as you
asked . . . Sorry. That's the telephone. I'll just be a woment.”

Evgrab went out mto the cormdor crowded with the doctor's
colleagues, tus school friends, jumor members of the hospital
staff, and people from the publishing world. Marina, her arms
around both her children, sheltered them in the folds of the coat
she had thrown over her shoulders (it was a eold day}, and sat
on the edge of the wooden bench waiting to go hack into the liv-
ing room, as a visitor who has gone 10 see a prisoner in fail waits

for the guwd to admit her. The cormidor and bal wer 3
ctowded. The front door was o ot

pen and 2 great wany peonts
were standing o et~ - N
stood talling o - )
floor, the loude v sends o
3 P y e jower down and
the street they were, closr to
Straming to hear sbove the sustained
] murmur 2nd speakin;

ina dcco‘musly mufled voirs, bos hand over the xece‘n-ErPEvgmgl

Juestions over the telephone about the funera} o
ments and the circumstances of the M

doctar’s death, Then he




494 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

edge of the long wooden chest in the hallway. The body bad
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 a
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 had 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 not see it as the most important cvent 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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something you said just now. 11 tell you in. 8 moment.' About
Antipav, Strelatkov, at one time at the beginning of the civil waz
1 used to hear of him very often, almost every day, ﬂﬂ‘? 1 met
Him two or three times, never realizing, of course, that his name
would come to mean so much to me for family seasoms. Bu.t
forgive me, 1 may have misheard you, 1 thaught you said—~it
oould only hiave been a shp of the tongue—that he'd been shot.
You must surely know that he shot himself?”

“Yes, I've heard that version, but I don't helieve it. Pavel
Pavlovich wasn't a man to commit suicide.”

“But ifs quite certain, Autipov shot himself in that house
where, my brother sad, you were hving before you went to
Viadivostok, Tt happened very soon after you left. My brother
found his body. He buried hun, How 15 it you weren't told?”

*1 was told something different. . , . So it's really true, he
shot humself? People said so but X didn't believe it. And fa that
very house? It doesn't seem possible. It's very important to me,
that detat, You don't know, I suppose, whether he and Zhivago
ever met, whether they got to know each ather?”

“From what Yurit told me, they had a loug convessation.”

“Is st posstblel Well, thank God, thank Ged, that's better”
Antipova slowly crossed herself. “What an extraordinary cain-
cidence—like predestmation! Wl you let me come back ta this
aud ask you more about 1t Jater? Every detafl 1s 5o dear to me.
But this 150t the moment, don't you think? I couldn’t, I'm too up-
set ¥l keep quiet  1atle, YT sest and collect my thoughts. What
da you think?”

~Of course! Of coursel”

“Don't you really thunk soP*

'Ye;, vaturally.”

"Oh, yes. I nearly forgot, You asked me not to go away after
‘é‘; fg:ahm'\.mﬂl right. prcm‘is& 1 won't d.mpgear. X’L{ coma

e with you and stay wherever you tell me and for
long as necessary. Well go through Yurochka's ma N as
help you. It true, § might be useful to you. It wall m& iy

N " - otk me

;‘15‘7‘3-:; dx:;)::l“ow h:;\mung $0 well, every twist of 2t, I know
N ., with my Life’s Blood. And then, oy

therd's something 1 want to ask you, too, TH need yau kaow,

Dudn't 1 hear you were a lawyer? Or enyway, )'uue !iny;;xr all!]f&
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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. T 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 suspect
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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“F1i let them In, But just one thing before 1 do that, You have
said so many baflling things and raised so many questions that
are evidently painful to you that I dont know what to tell you.
But there’s one thing T want you to know, Please count on my
help in everything I offer it to you willingly, with all my beart.
And remember: you nwst never, under any circumstances, de-
spair. To hope and to act, these are our duties in misfortune. To
donothing and to despalr is 1o neglect ous dity, Now T'm going to
let the mourners in Youe right about the footstool, IT get ope.”

But Antipova was no longer listening She never heard him
apenng the door nor the people pouring 1 from the comidor, nor
the directions be gave to the undertaker’s men and the chief
mowrners, she heard neither the shufling of the crowd nor Mari-
na's sobs, neithes the coughmg of the men nor the tears and crres
of the women.

The ceaseless, monotonous noise made her feel sick snd giddy.
1t took all her strength not to faint. Her heart was bursting and
her head ached, Lowering her head, she withdrew into memo-
tes, reflections, conjectures. She escaped into them, sank into
them, 23 thongh carred forward for a time, for a few hous,
into some future that she might not live to see, a future that
aged her by several decades, a future where she was an ald
swoman. Tn her thoughts she seemed to touch the very bottom of
her unhappiness.

“No one 15 Jeft One has died. The other has killed himself,
And only that one is left alive who should have been kalled
Evhom 1 tned to Jult and mussed, that stranger who had nod\iné
in common with me, that complete cipher who turned my lite

x:nltrz_ f !chax? of cruves beyond my Yatowine And that monster
byways of

thase
v e wud Wiom L need is lefr e vhe

A, it was at Christmastime, and 1 had

A 3 set out 1
caricatuze of vulganty when I had that talk 1g th‘i‘s vsr;hr:(::mmét
only by a candle, with Pasha, who was still a boy, and Yo
whose body they are taking leave of now. had mot ome
inte my bie” ! yet come

She strained her Tmemory ta reconstruet that Christmas con
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present customs and regulations. And another thing, I need 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 we'll talk about it later, when we
come back from the crematorium. All my life I've had to keep
looking 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 2 remarkable child. What do you think? I want her
to go to the junior classes either at the drama schoo! or the Con-
servatory, whichever will take her, and I 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 complheated, don't you think, you can't cx-
plain everything. But we'll talk about it later. Now Il wait a
bit, Tll pull myself together, Tl keep quiet :ulxd collccvt my
thoughts and try to forget my anxieties. Besides, we've kept Yurii's
friends out of the room much too long. Twice I thought I hc.ard
someone knocking. And there’s sometlung going on outfde,
they’ve probably come from the undertaker’s I'll stay here q.uxcﬂ'y
for a bit, but you'd better open the door and let them come in. It;
time, don’t you think? Wait, wait, There ought to be :\vfoolsu?o
near the coffin, otherwise pcoplc can’t reach up to \.umc}lh-
I tried to on tiptoe, but it's very difficult. And A\’I:xrxn:t ynr-
kelovna and the children, theyll need 1t. Bcsidcs,‘ 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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She was shaken by ber repressed sobs. She fought her !i;rs a;
Iong as she could, but at times it was beyo:xd her steng) d;a“
ﬂvz;bum from her, pouring down her cheeks and onto ber dress,
ber bands, 2nd the coffn, to which she dung o
She netther spoke not thought. Sequences of ideas, nogxons,;il-
sights, truths dnfted and sailed freely through her m‘md, ile
couds in the sky, as happened so often bc(?re during thew
sighttime conversations It was such Phieos ¥
e b

tuat

Su * g nued her now, a duk, indistinet
Srpdod

e of death, preparedness for death, a preparedness that
semoved all feclng of helplessness io ats presence. It was as if
she had hved twenty lives, and had lost Yuru countless times,
20d had accumulated such experience of the beart in this do-
smain that everything she felt and did beside this coffin was ex-
actly nght and to the point

Oh, what 2 love it was, utterly free, unique, like nathing else
on earth! Theix thoughts were hike 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 everything around them walled o, the trees and the
clouds and the sky over therr heads aod the earth under their
feet. Perbiaps thew surrounding world, the strangers they met in
the street, the wide expanses they saw an their walks, the
rooms in which they hwed or met, took niore delight an their love
than they themselves did,

Ab, that was qust what had united them and had made them
so alnl Never, never, even in their moments of richest and
wildest happiness, were they unaware of a sublime 1oy in the
total demign of the universe, a feeling that they themselves were
a part af that whole, an element in the beauty of the cosmos.

This umty with the whole was the breath of 3ife to thern. Aand

Ahe tlevation of man above the test of nature, the wodern tod.
diing and wosshipping of man,

never sppealed to them A gact
system based on such a false premuse, as welt as jts pobﬁc:;ca‘;:
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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-
stool Evgraf had brought, made three swecping signs of the C!OS(-;
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,
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morse and pain. But I'm not telling you the most important thing,
{ wan't say it, T haven't the strength, Every time 1 come ta that
part of my life my hair stands on end with horror. And you
know, I'm not even sure I'm in my right mind. But you see, 1
haven't taken to drink as so many people do, I'm staymg away
from that, because a drunken woman, that really is the end, it's
impossible, don't you think?”

She went on spealang 2ud sobbing i her ageny. Suddenly
she lacked up in surpnise and glanced around her. People had
come mto the room and were gomg abaut their business. She got
down from the footstool and moved away from the coffin, sway-
ing, pressing her hand to her eyes as if to wipe away the last of
her tears,

Mea came up to the coffin and lifted it on three cloths. The
fupera} procession began.

7

Lansa Feodorovno stayed several days in Kamerger Street, The
sosting of Zhuvago's papers was begun with her help but fnished
without her. She akso had her talk with Evgraf Andreievich and
told tnm an important fact.

One day Lansa Feodoravna went out and did not come back.
She must have been arrested m the styeet ot that time. She
vanished withaut @ trace and probably died somewbere, for-

gotten ni ahmmelexs number on a bst that afterwards got mislaid,
0 one of the innumerable mixed or women's concentratio:
in the north. s
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plication, struck them as pathetically amateurish and made
no 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 agam so much m our style, made to our measure. Your
going—my end. Again something big, irreparable. The riddle of
life, the nddle of death, the enchantment of genius, the enchant-
ment of unadorned beauty—yes, yes, these things werc ours.
But the small worries of practical life—things like the reshaping
of the planct—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 mto 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 ruined Oh,
God, what I suffered there, what I went through! But of course
you don’t know any of that. Oh, what have 1 done, Yura, \\h}l
have I done? I am such a criminal, you have no idea. But it
wasn't my fault. I was in the hospital for three months, a whale
month I was unconscious. And since then my lfe has been noth-
ing but torment, Yura. My soul has no peace, I am tom by re-
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! ’ . Anyway,
's early, there's no one about, they're all gileeg

!’ﬂ.]g!:l bebi;d a bush or something, nobody \wﬂ“see f:!:f- :otgg
talking and go back to sleep, or you'll wake yoursel up good!

*J won't sleep any more anyway. 11l go with ydl:!l' —

So they went down to the nver, past the white onmt s
shready Bot though it was only a little after sunnse. In “:i e hed
onoe been streets, people were sleeping on the groun: Lln
sun, snoring, their faces red and sweaty. They were mostly na-
tives who had lost their homes, old men, women, and ::)Jxldxcr&,1
woth 3 sprinklmg of Red Army men who had Jost touch swi "
their units and were trying to catch up with them Gordon ap
Dudorov made their way carcfully through them so as not to
distuch teix sle

};K“eep yous v;?ce down or you'll wake up the town and then
37h've gooduye 1o my washing” )

They continued their last night’s conversation quietly.

“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 happened—Christina,
Imean™

“Yes, but that would be lower down the siver. They say the
Chuseh has canomized her”

“There was an old stone building, which thev eallad Cralra.
A s B T

. . oo Lenadls sortitied 1t and made 1t impreg-
nable, It was on a hill and they had the whole district under fire
and were holdmg wp our sdvance. Tt had to he eaptured.
Christina, by a muacle of courage and irgenuity, got inside the
German lines and blew 3t up, an



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 Licutenant, 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 barn 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 into a bundle 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. I want to wash my things.”

“That’s mad. We'll be back with the unit by evening. Tania,
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, Il rinse
them quickly and wring them out well, in this heat they'll be dry
in no time. Il have a bath and change.”

“Still, it won't look good. After all, you're an officer.”

504
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rd 'CULAC 92 Y.N. go.” First we broke saplings with our bare
;wn:di' ﬁ the bi\?e: cold, to get wood o build huts. And in the
end, believe it or not, we gradually built eur whole exmp. We
put up wur prison and our stockade and our cells and our \v‘zatch
tawers, all with our own hands, And then we begaun our job as
fumberjacks, We cut trees. We hareessed qurselves, eight to 2
sledge, and we hauled timber and sank into the snow up to our
necks, For a Jong time we dido't know the wer had started. They
kept it from us. And then suddenly there came the offer. You
conld vohmteer for &rontBine service in e disciplinary battalion,
and if you came out alive you were free After that, attack after
attack, mile after mile of electrified barbed wire, mines, moxtars,
month after month of artallery barrage, They called onr company
the death squad. It was practeally wiped out How and why 1
survined, 1 don't know, And yet—would you believe it—all that
wtter hefl was nathing, 1t was bliss compared to the harrars of the
concentration camp, and not because of the materia) conditions
but for 2n entuely different reason.”

“Yes, poor fellow, You've taken a Iot”

"It wasn't yust washing clothes you learned out there, you
learned everything there 13 to learn.”

“I's an extraordiary thing, you know It isn't only in com.
pacison with your lfe as 2 comvict, but comprred to everything
n the thities, even to my easy situation at the unjversity in the
cadst of books 2nd money and comiost, the war came as a breath
of fresh air, a punfying storm, 2 breath of deliverance.

“f think that collectivization was an erronesus and vnsuceess.
ful measure and R was impossitle to admit the error To conceal
the failure people had to be cured, by every means of teryonsm,
of the habit of thinking and judgng for themselves, and fon:eé
10 see what dido’t exist, to assert the very appasite (;f what theiy
cves tald them This accounts for the unexampled ervelty of
the Yezhov' penod, the promulgation of 2 constitubi
was neser meant to be appli & stikution that

pplied, and the inteoduction of elec.

toms that violated the very principle of free ch
“Aud when the war broke qut, 3 o g

its real howvors, ji5
sts meaace of 12al death were g Blessing mmp;;edrfvai‘tsiggefsl
human rogn of the e, and th ey

b
brake the spell of the dead lel!:Z g 2ebel becmuse ther

* Nikalal Tvanovich Yethov, head af the Secret Polee, 192533,
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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 knecs. 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 |
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 aud ran its course against this background. At ﬂ.mt
n‘m!:: ba%ihan units were being formed, Christina was being
trained as a parachutist, the Srst German bombers were spotted
from the rooftops of Moscoww and driven back. That was when
we becaroe engaged, 25 1 10l you, but we were separated slmost
st voce bevause my segiment was moved. I never saw ber again.

“Later on, when the war took a tum for the better and the
CGesmas were surrepdering by the thousands, T was transferred
after 1 had been wounded twice, from Anti-Aircraft to the Sev-
enth Sta Division, where they needed peopte who Juew lan-
guages Then, after 1 discovered the jnferno you were iz, 1 got
you assigned to my umt”

“Tania, the laundry girl, was a friend of Christina’s. They got
to know each other at the front. She talks a lot about ber, Have
you noticed fhe way Tania smiles, all aver her face, ke Yurii?
You forget the soub nose and the high cheekbones, and you
think she’s quite pretty and attractive. Is the same type, you
see it alt over Rossia”

“I know what you mean No, I hadn't noticed.”
“What a hideous, baurb ek ‘aniz Bezochered

T 2,
“Tandy Out-of Tum! It can't possibly De her surname. I wonder
how she gat it”

“She told us, you know. She was 2 bezprizomaia of unknown
purents Probably somewhete in the depths of Russia where
the language 1 stll pure she was called Bezotchcheia, Father-
less’ Then her mame was distorted by aty people who in-
traduced 4 connotation eloser to their recent experiences.”

8

Shortly after this, Gordon and Dudorov were i
! s vere in the «
Karachev, which bad been razed to the ground. There !1?:: Gc\:x Zi
upx with some tear units of thew army. v

4 was a hot autemp; the weather had been &
more than a meath. The Black soil of Brynshc!ﬁn:ei;!;db)s&ﬂ fi(;r
fertile segion between Orel . o i

and Bry: i ith ri
golden browns under the blue, dm?d?:r’ s sh’xmmﬂe& vith sich
The maln strect, 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 remarkable
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 everyonc could see through. And then suddc_nly, com-
pletely by chance, I sealized that this inveterate hostility was a
camoullage of her love for me—a strong, enduring Jove she had
felt for a long time, and which I had always returned.

“WWe spent a wonderful summer in forty-one, fust belore am:
after the beginning of the war, Christina was in a group ©
undergraduates, men and women, who swere billeted in a Mos-
cow suburb where my unit was also stationed. Our friend-
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trusted to her care was packed in several uates that stoad pled
ene on top of the other an the ground. Tania kept a close eye
on it, and the rest of the group remadned in sight for fear of mss-
ing the chance of a lifts )

They had beeu wasting 2 long time—more than five hours,
With nothiog to do, they Tistened to the incessant gh:t!et of
the ganulous gitl, who had see a great deal in her life At the
oment she was telling them of how she had met Major-General
Zhivago.

“OF coutse. Yesterday. They took me to the Gereral himselt,
Major-General Zhuvago ¥ie was passing theough here, aud ask-
1ng o eryone shout Chistina, He was logking for eye-witnesses,
people who had kmown her personally. They poisted me out
to hum. They said we'd heen tnends. He told them to bring me
along, So they came and got me He didn’t seare me a bit. Noth-
ing specsal about him, just bke everybody else. He's got slit
oyes and Black har, Well, 1 told him what 1 knew. He heard
me ont and sud thank you And who are you? be said to me.
Where do you come {rom? Well, naturally, { was sby. What have
1 got to boast about® I'm a bezprizonaa. One of the homeless
chiddren And all that. I don't have to tell you. Reformatories,
slways on the move. But be kept at me. Let's bave 1, he said.
Don't ve embarrassed There’s nothing to be ashamed of. Well,
at first T couldn’t say much, then 1 told him a it wore, and ha
kept nodding us head, then as he went on nodduwng, Y wasn't
afrmd any longer And tt's true Tve got a lot to tell. You wonldn't
behieve at of 1 told you, yau'd say, She's makung it up. Well, it
was the same with lum When 1 Enished he got up and started
wathing up and down the room Thal’s extraorthnary, he said,
Really extrsordioary [H tell you what, he said, ¥ Daven't got

tme now But [ find you sgain, you can be sure of that. gl'll
find you and se:xd for you again. I never thought I'd hear a thing
Ie that 1 won't leave y ou this way, he said, Tve Just got to take
eare of a few things And then, who can tefl, 1 might put myself
down a3 vour uncle, youll be promoted to being General’s niece,
;md ™m scré“!] 3’0& to 3 unersity, he said Anywhere you li)ce‘
swear b s that i )
L c\ ear to a¥s what be sud. Probably a joke, just to tease
At thus moment a long, empty eact with high sules, of the kand



510 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 because 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 wagoens
of all kinds—Beld ambulances, cut off from their divisional
staffs, and units of every sort of commissariat and depot, lost
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 straightencd their bent backf.
Jeaned on their picks, and rested, turmng and gazing in the di-
rection of a blast.

There, the gray, black, brick-red clouds of smoke, flame, and
rubble rose into the sky, first in jets and fountains, then more
lazily, like heavily rising scum, then fanning and spreading into
plumes; finally they scattered and sank back to carth. 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 troos. 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 p(‘o‘[’k‘
from her unit, as well as others who had joined them, jncluding
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 ber care was packed in several crates that stood piled
ene on top of the other on the ground. Tania kept 2 close ?ye
on it, and the rest of the group remained in sight for feas of miss-

g hance of a hit,

m‘i'::; c}md been waiting a long \ime-m?re than five hou:si
With nothung to do, they Tistened to the mgessanl chatter g}?

the gamulous girl, who had seen a great deal in her !xfe‘ At eL
moment she was tellng them of how she had met Major-General

Zhwvago, .

“Ofg course. Yesterday. They took me to the General himself.
Major-Ceneral Zhivago. He was passing through here, and ask-
ing everyone about Christma Fle was Yookmg for eye-writnesses,
people who had known her personally. They pomted me out
to him They said we'd been fnends, He 1014 them to briag me
along So they came and got me He didu't scare me a,blt. Notlf-
g, special abaut hum, just Ike everybody else. He's got slit
eyes and black hafe Well, I told him what I koew. He heard
me qut 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 about? I'm & bezpnzonaia, One of the homeless
chidren And all that 1 don't have to tell you Reformatones,
ahsays an the move, But he kept at me. Let’s bave it, he said.
Don't be ewbarassed, There's nothing to be ashamed of, Well,
at first 1 couldn’t say much, then I told him a bit more, and he
kept nodding tus head, then as he went on nodding, 1 wasn’t
afraid any longer And it's true I've gota lot to tell You wouldn't
beheve it of 1 told you, you'd say, She's malang st ap. Well, it
was the same with tom When 1 Bnished he got up and started
walling up and down the room That's extraosdinary, he said,
Beally extraordinary TH elt you what, he said T haver't got
time now But TT find you agan, you ¢an be sure of that, I}

find vou and send for you agam, I never thaught I'd hear a thing
ke that. { won't lease you thas way,

he said, I've just got to take
care of o few things And then, who can tell, T might put myself
duwn as your uncle, youll be promoted to bemg General's niece,
And T send you to a unwversity, he sald. Anywhere you ke,
1swear 10 God, thak's what he said. Probably a joke, just to tease
me

At this moment a long, empty cart wath high sides, of the tung
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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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d
ied. My mother bad me when she had been parte:
:t\:mn ;:;5 fora lgmg time, and she was ﬁ:ig‘ntened tc‘: ﬁex\hath}»::
somebody might tell Nm. He hated children ler:lx‘ ),dtm
yelled and stamped his fect They only bring flth and warty
loto the house, 1 can’t stand it, he used to yell.

"Well now, as 1 was saying, when the Reds began to come np
to the town, my mother sent to Nagomaia Station for Marfa,
the signal swoman, That was three stations away from the town,
T tell you how it was. First thete was Nizovaia, aod then there
wwas Nagornaia, and then there was the Samsonoy Pass, Now 1
think 1 understand 1t, why Mother knew this signal woman. 1
think this signal woman, Marfa, used to come and sell milk 2nd
vegetables in the town. That's it.

“And here is something 3 dow't know. 1 think they cheated
Mother, they didu't tell hier the truth, The Lord only knows what
sort of story they told her, 1 suppase they said it was just for 2
time, for a day or two, t)) things settled down. She dide’t mean
ta give me to straugers forever. To be brought up by strangers
~ather could oot have given up her own child Ike that,

“Well, you now how it iy with a child, ‘Go and tatk to Aunte,
she'll give you 2 piece of gingerbread, nice Auntie, don’t he
frightened of Auntie, How 1 eried afterwards, bow beartbroken
1 was, how I mussed wy wather—i's better not fo semembes
that, 1 wanted to hang myselt, I nearly went out of my mind
as a smal child, That was all 1 was at that time. L suppose Auat
Marfa got money for my keep, a lat of money.

“There was a sich farm that went with the signal job, a cow
anid a horse and of course il Xinds of fowl, and a big place for
vegetables—out there you could get as much land as you
Thed—and of cousse no sent beeause the house belonged to the
goremment; dt was right ext to the tracks, When the train
was coming trom home, 1t cauld bardly get wp the hill, it was so
steep, but comng from your parts, from Russia, down &t came
5°h(“‘§mm\t:h usee!é:e brakes, Down below, in the aytamn,
when the w deuny < < S 5
were sct on 8 sayeer, o you el see Nogormaia a5 3¢

“The signal man, Uncle Vasttis, § uy p
was # kind and cheerfl man,h:nly t:;i;?ymdnidi{;h};e
when he was drnk, Everyhody tmew oif there \‘?;S i}; )mmz
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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 couldn’t forget my own mother or for some
ather reason, the fact is Aunt Marfa really was terrible. Yes, Aund
50 I called the signal woman Aunt Marfa,

“Well, time went on, years went by, how many I dont 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
I 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
legs, he was three but he couldn’t walk at all, so I carried him
around. And now, after all those years, I still get shivers down
my back when I think of how Auntie Marfa used to squint at
my strong legs as much as to say why weren't my legs withered,
it would be better if I had withered legs instcad of her Petia, as
if I'd put the evil eye on him. You wouldn't belicve what spite
and superstition there is in the world.

“But now listen to what I'm going to tell you, AN that was
nothing to what happened later. Itll make your hair stand on
end.
“It was the time of NEF, a thousand mbles was worth 2
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 I 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 yelled, T can't stand it, I can't stand it, my belly is on fire,
this is my end. In Christ’s name, she begged, take me So the
hospital, I'll pay you whatever you like. Well, Daddy hitched
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Udalay, the horse, to the cast, put the old woman mvthe c?rt,
and took her ko the county hospital, which was eleven miles away.

=After a tune we went to bed, Aunt Marfa 2nd 1, thea we heard
Udalay neighing outside and the cart drving into the yard. Tt
seemed 2 bit toa soau for them to be back. But an)’“’“}’""um
Marfa bt 2 Hght, put on her jacket, and wndid the bolt without
waiting for Daddy to knock.

“She apened the doos, but 1t wast't Daddy, it was a stranger,
dark: and frightening, 20d he said, Show me where the money is
that you got for the cow. I've killed your old man in the wood, ke
said, but you being a svoman TTL let you alone if you tell me
where the money 1s. 1f you dont tell me you know what will
Tappen, you'l only have yourself to blame, and better not keep
me waiting, I don't have any tme to hang around,

“Oh, God 1 heaven, meed I tell you the state we were in, you
can imagme, yourselves, We were shaking all awey, half dexd
with fright and speechless with tersen! Furst Uncle Vasia was
ufled, he'd sad so humself, he'd kalled him with an ax, aud now
we were alone with hum, a murderer nght in our house, we could
see he was 8 murderer.

“} suppose 1t was just then that Aunt Marfa went out of her
wind The moment she heard her husband was dead, some-
thing snapped mnde ber. And she knew she musta’t show howe
she felt

“Tarst she threw hessell at bus feet. Have merey on me, she
sard, do't Wl e, I don't know a thing, I've never heard about
any moncy, 1 don't know what money you 2xe talking about.
But he wasn't going to be put off with that, he waset such a fool.
the dowl AU nght, then, she told bam. The movey is in the cel.
tar I%} open the trap door for you But the dewi! saw nghe
through that. Ne, he said, you go down, you know Z
you get it 1 don't care of e oy e way,

e if you go down to the cellar or up on

the roof, all T want 15 the moncy. But remembor—don :
! 3 on't
pull anv wicks, he said, st doesnt Py to fool with me.hy ‘0
“Then :Em_smd to him God be with you, why are you so
suspuctows? I gl.u}\,\- o down and get it for you myself, but my
x::; .-;::‘ :ﬂx‘lj;'c llc;}r:l t‘m:m:\gc %xe ladder. W stand on the,tm;: ste;
d ight for you. Don't worry, It
dawn with you, she said, That was r:xrc} she ;t;z:i:l ¥ dasghner
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“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. e 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 he'd 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 m L.ccp the
keys. I did everything I could with her, I screamed right into her
cats saying she must open up the cellar and save Petiz, and [
tried to push her off the trunk, but 1 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'?-h
many things in my life, but this I'll never forget. As long as 1 ll;(l;
Il hear Petia’s thin httle voice—-little Petia eried and groan
down below, the little angel, that devil choked him to death. .

“Now what shall T do, what shall T do with this mad old
woman and this murderer, I thought. And 1 had to do some-
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thing, The moment 1 thought this I heard Udaloy nefghing out-
:ide.sﬂe'd been standung iut there in the yard and he hadn't
boen uobarnessed Yes, Udaloy was neighing as much as te 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. Lct:s ge. l%ut
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 15 there to say? 1 stopped the train. Because
of the wand §t was gowg slowly, very slowly, almost at a crawl,
1 stopped it and the dnver, who knew 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 out of
the tram, one after the other, it was an sany fan, the)? jomped

out on the track What's up? they asked, the, 1dn't
, they couldn’t make cut
why on earth the trp had stopped in the w i
at vight, and was standing 3 PF‘ 0wt 008 steep bl
"L told them everything, They d
e e e crything, They dragged the murderer out

f of
s squeahng in a voice thinner fhaw Dot

Tavg maemee= 0 0 U . . .

doitc D . *

him oo

and drove the train m;x'}d,;,u e It and teet to the ;55)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 evaggerating. What happmess,
what freedom now, after ali 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 Auntiec Marfa. Some say she never
recovered and died in a madhouse, but others say she got better
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 matenalism. Thus Greece gave way to Home,
and the Russian Enlight, t has t the Russian Revo-
lution. There is a great differcnce between the two pcn'ods:
Blok says somewhere: “We, the children of Russia’s terrible )"cnr:.
Blok meant this in a metaphorical, figurative sense. The children
were not children, but the sons, the heirs, the intelligentsia, m’uI
the terrors were not ternble but sent from above, npocal?T!lﬁ
that's quite different. Now the metaphorical has become literal,
children are children and the terrors are terible, there you have
the difference.”

5

Five or ten years later, one quict summer evening, Pudnrcv an‘d
Gordon were again together, sitting at an open window nbn\lc
Moscow, which extended into the dusk as far as the cye could
reach. They were looking through a ook of Yurii's wrilings that
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Evgxat had put together, a book they had read more thag cnce
uﬁmon gmew %;y beast. They read and talled and thought.
Dy the time they eame to the middle of the book it was dark aod
they tumed o the kght.

And Moscow, right below them and stretching into the dis-
tanee, the author’s native city, in which he had spent half his
lfe—Moscow now struck them not as the stage of the events
connected with him but as the main protagonist of a long story,
the end of which they had reached that evening, bock in hand.

Although victory had not brought the relief and freedom that
were expected at the end of the war, vevertheless the portents
of fscedom lled the air throughout the postwar period, and
they 2lone defined its historical signifcance.

To the two ofd friends, as they sat by the windaw, it seemed
that this freedom of the soul was already these, as af that very
evening the future fiad tangibfy moved into the streets helow
ther, that they themselves bad entered it and were now part of
it Thunking of this holy city and of the entire easth, of the stll-
living protagonists of this story, and their cluldren, they wire
Blled with tendemess and peace, and they were enveloped by
the unheasd music of happiness that Rowed all about them and

wto the distance. And the baok they held seemed to confirm and
encourage their feelng,
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HAMLET

The it is over, 1 Step forth on the boards,
Leaning @gainst an upright at the entrance,
Tstrain to mar, the far-off echo yeld

Acueto the events thay may come 1, my day.

1 cherisp, this, Thy rigorous conception,

nd 1 conseng 10 play 1hs Part therer,
But anothey Pplay 15 TURRING gt gy moment,
So, for the Present, release me from the cast

And gey, the orde, of the gcgy has been schemegd and Plotted,
Angd nolhing an avert g, final Curtau’s fony.

L stand gto,, All else 44 Suamped g, Phansfer,

Tolue bfeto the end iy not o childih, task,

! Casting ( Pernicioyy anemig.

ching Ceinlety o mpoten, Lvlue.’)
oAt bfe o burb[mg, &Immmg,
And 1, fines of Plehfort, SMply plow il healty,



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.
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The forest, 200, iy Stripped, exposed,
And ol through Passiontide

The trunky of pines stang 1, athrong
Like worshippers aligned in Pprayer,

While ir, the to12n, not 4o far off,

The trees stand mother.nakeq too,

Astf about 1, enter churel
Pecring uathyp yp, ratings,

laws thay E0%ern the earth, are shaken.
Agod g being interreq,

They see 4 8low aboys the alegy Screen,
And ih, black pall, ang tapers in o o,
faces af,, tears, |
8 Procession suddenty eMergey
Bendng the Crogy and Shroug,

And comes toward them, Ty bircheg
Clla!dmg the

Portals hape g, Step asidg
And Yield the right of tay

he Procession Makey g Creujs of the church Eroungs,
“'alllng along t1,, ceny curh oy the pay ent,
And bringy 1 from the g,



The singing lasts until the glow of dawn,

The voices, having sobbed their fill,

Are more subducd. Their chanting of the Psalms and Gospels
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 power of the Resurrection.

WHITE NIGHT

1 have visions of a remote time:

A house on the Petersburg side of the Neva;

You, the daughter of ¢ # ll-off landed proprictress
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courses—and were born in Kursk.

You are 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 butterflies of gas.
The morning has 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 precisely that timid devotion to a mystery
Which holds St Petersburg, spread like a panorama
Beyond the unencompassable Neva.
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There, fer, for emong thick-wooded landmarks,
Onthis night, so cernal end so white,

The mghtingeles roll end rill their paeans,
Filling with rumbling the city's wooded himifs.

Their frenzied trdling surges.

The song of each ting, dullhued singer
Stirs repture ond cuwokens unrest

Deep within each ensoreelled grove.

Nigh, Ike ¢ barejooted pilgnm woman,

Isereeping dlose o the fences os she makes her way there,
And the tracks of our murmurs, which she has eacesdropped,
Treil efter her from our window sill,

Amid echoes of these oretheard murmurs
The boughs of the apple end cherry treex
Bedeck themseloes in whitish Ylossoms

Inthe gardens with thewr rough-hewn palings.

And the trees, themselves tehite ax specters,

Come out on the roed fostling and thronging,

Tust a31f they were waring their farewells

Ta the twhite night which hay watnessed so very many things.
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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 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 I am telling you is to much like
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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There, far, far among thick-wooded landmay)

,
Onthis night, 5o ternal ang 5, twhite,

The S0ng of each, finy, Al hyeg singer
Stirs Tapture gng Bakens unreg

Amyd echoes of these Overheqry MUirmyry

e boyg of the apple ang Cherry trepg
Bedeck. themselpgy n whitih Blossomg
iy

eir OUGh-hern palings,

'mselves White g Specters,
°me out op, the roaq fa.rllmg and thranging,
T X0ting fhory farey oy,
At ey, hay Ditnessed s, very many things,
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BAD ROADS IN SPRING

The flames of sunset were smoldering out.

A horseman headed for @ remote farmstead in the Urals
Was plodding over a spring-mired trail

In a thick pine forest.

The horsc’s imeards heaved. In answer

To the swish and chink of its shod hoofs
The swirling whirlpools loosed their echoes
Over the road, in pursuit.,

But when the horscman, dropping seins,
Would slow his mount down to a walk,

The spring freshets would rolf very close to him
All of their roaring, all their dun.

Someone was laughing, someone wept;

Stones ground to dust agatnst the flints,
And loosened and uprooted tree-stumps
Went tumbling into churning pools.

A nightingale raged in frantic song

Like a church bell pealing forth a tocsin;

He sang among branches interlaced and darkling
Agalnst the sunsct’s conflagration.

Where a willow leant over a hollow

Like a widow burying hes mate

The bird was whistling on scren oaks,

As Robber Nightingale did in days of old.

Against what evil, against what forlom love
Was this predestined fervor meant?
Against whom had the singer fired
This charge of small shot tn 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

Lije has retumed with just o3 kdz 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,

Slowly 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—tatch out!l—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.



SUMMER IN Towy

Canocrm!lon in Miumured tones
ithan impatiens gesture

She upsy, eeps her hair—she whole sheaf of

From the nape of hey neck,



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 leates of the cutrants are caarse and woally.

The house shakes with laughier, the windowpanes sing.
There's greet chopping within it, and pickling, while peppet
And cloves are put n o fend tang to he brine

The grove, hke o easorfing clown, casts this hubbub
Asfar oy that field with its rather stecp slope

Where the sun-scorched hazels are blazing with color
Avif they'd been seares by the heot of o fire.

Here the rood dips to ¢ gravelly gullys

Here among the ancient and gnarled niver-snags

Qrne can feel sorry for even that rag-pucking crone Autuma
Who has suept oll of her queer treasuse-trove down here.

And dlso because olf Oreation is simpler

Than some of our crofty phidosophers think,

And because the grove seems to be plunged under water,
And because for all things there’s a predestmed end.

And beccuse thete’s no sense for one's eyes to be Blinking
When oll they behold has been scorched by the sun,

And the fine ashes of Autumn (sts white gossamer)

Float 1n at the windotws with each vagrent breeze

Therd'sahole in the fence, 1t leads from the garden

To a path that gets lost where the birches graw thick,

The house hums with laughter and housewsifely bustling—
That bustling and laughter also 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 Hlimitable 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 its 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.



Suddenly the din and doings
And rings-sround-a-rosy
Vanished as if hell hod yawned
Or water had engulfed them,

Noisdly the bamgasd woke
And sounds of daiy chores
Mingled with the nowy talk
4nd the peals of laughter,

Up mito the boundless skies
Rosg whirlwinds of gray patches:
Flocks of pigeons taking off
In fast faght from dovecotes

Just as +f some drowsy soul
Bestirred himself 1 gt loose
Birds with wishes for long tfe
To avertake th wedding.

Forlfe, tao, 15 onlyan netant,
Only the dissaloing of ourseles
Inthe selyes of all others

Asif bestowing o Gift

Only twedding nowses

Soanng 1n through a tindow;
Only a song, only a dregm,
Onlya gray pigeon
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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 scven

Not a murmur came

From behind the felt-ined 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 chariveri

And again, again, again
Sped by gucsts carousing
All the ribeld catches burst
Right into the bedroom,

While one weneh, as white as snow,
To the calls and twhistles

Onee more did her peahen dance
Gliding, with hipis swwinging,

Heed tossed high

And right hand waving,

Dancing fast on colibles—

Justa ,rahm. pechent
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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
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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 flambayantly, 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 towering 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



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

Lie together on the and

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 drcamt that cll 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, a light wnthaut @ flame
Tssues Jrom Mount Tabar, and Autumn,
Refulgent ason oriflemme,

Draws ol eyes by its many glorles.

And you traversed the stunted, begzared,
Denuded, quaking scrubwood of the alders
And entered the cemetery coppice

Of flaring ted and omate o5 @ ginger bunny.

The sky tons pompously playing neighbor

To the unstirring freetops, while the distonce
Wes clamorous with the exchange

Of lang-dsaton clarion calls of roosters.

Denth stood bike @ state susveyor

Within God's aere 1n ths forest, scanning
My lifeless face, ez #f ta thought

Hotw best to dig my grave to propes mensure.

Al of you heard {nat {nwardly but with yous sense of hearng)
The eolm vosce of someone close beside you

That toice had been mine once, e fatidic volce.

1t tounded now, untouched by deoth’s corruption:

“Farewell to Transfiguration's azure
And to the Second Comng’s gold!
Abate, with o last womanly caress,
The bith o me of thus preds

d hoyr,
Farewell to years of timelesyness
Let e part noto, you wha threw

Your woman’s gauntlet to an abyss of degradstions:
1 om the arens of your vrdeal.

Forewetl, brood sweep of autspreod wings,
Forewell 10 wollfulness of #ogring,

And to the image of the world through words mede manifest,
And to ereatinty, and o working wondpry” ’
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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 $hroughout the month
Of February and almost constantly
A condle burned on the table,

A condle burned.

PARTING

The mon is starsng across the threshald
And cannot recognize his home.

Her going had been ke a flight

Havoc has left its traces everywhere.

Chaas prevails in all the rooms

He cannot fudge the devastation
Because hs eyes are blurred with tears,
Because us head is pounding.

Ever since morning hus ears Rave been ringing,
Is he awcke or having ¢ bad dream?

And why do thoughts 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 Hkeness to the sed’s vast desert.

He drew her gvery tratt to him

Even as the sca draws near it

Each of the many httorels

Throughout the stretch of its wcoming tide.

Even oy reeds po down beneath
The tough seas {ollowing @ stosm
5o every ine of her had gone

To the bottom of his soul.
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WINTER NIGHT

It snowed ond snowed, the swhole world over,
Snotw swept the world from end to end.

A candle burned on the table;

A candle burned.

As during summer midges swarm

To beat their wings against a flame,

Out in the yard the snowflckes swarmed
To beat against the windowpane

The blizzard sculptured on the glass
Designs of arrows and of whorls.

A candle burned on the table;

A candle burmed.

Distorted shadotes fell

Upon the lighted cciling.

Shadorrs of crossed arms, of erossed lege—
Of crossed destiny

Two tiny shoes fell to the floor

And thudded

A candle on a nightstand shed wax tears
Upon adress.

Al things canished wathin

The snowy murk—u hite, hoary
A canddle huened on the talle,
A cendle burned

A comner draft fluttered the fame

And the white fecer of temptation
Upscept its angel wings that cont
A cruciform shadow
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13 snowed hard throughout the month
0Of February and almost constently

A condle burmed on the table;

A condle burned.

PARTING

“The man Is staring aotoss the threshold
And cannot recognize his home.

Her going had been like a fisght.

Havoc has left sts fraces everyuhere,

Chaos prevesls In oll the rooms

He cannot judge the decostation
Because his eyes are blurred soith tears,
Because his head s pounding.

Ever since morning his ecars Fave been ringing.
Ishe aweke or having 6 bad dream?

And schy do thoughts cbout the sea

Persust tn comng to his mind?

When one a0 longer sees the day
Because of hoarfrost on the panes
The hopelexsaess of gnef sedoubles
Hslikeness to the sea’s vast desert,

He drew her every tratt ta kim
Even as the sea draws near 1t
Each of the many litorols
Throughout the strotch of it incoming tide.
Enen asseeds go down benesth
The sough seot followng a storm
o every ine of her had gone
To the battom of hix soul,
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in years of haraships, in dhe 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

The snow will bury roads,
Will cover the roofs dee ply

¥ Lstep out to stretch my legs
Twill see you from the door.

Alone, tn a foll coat,

No hat and no snow boots;
You gre trying to be colm,
Nibbhag your snow-wet lipe.

The distont trees ang fences

Recede into the murk,

You stand of the comer

Alone in the midst of the falling snotw,

Water runs down your scarf,
Inside your sleeves, your collar,
And melted o sparkles

In dewdrops o your hair,

And a flaxen steand of it

Lights up your faze, your scarf,
Your bmvzly erect figure,

That swretched ¢oat of yours,

Snow melts upon your lashes.
Sedness ten Yyour eyes

And all of You seems fashioneg
Out of a single piece

Ttisasyy Yyour imgge
Were being etehed forever
With burts gng sirong acid
Upon my cery heart,
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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



i il then
And scemingly near yet unseen unti .
Tts Iight more timorous than that ofa farlaw—dnp
Set in the window of some watchman's hut,
A star ghmmered ocer the road 10 Bethlehem,

Now it looked ke g hayrick blazing

Of ¢ one side from heaven and God;

Like the reflection of an atsonous fire,

Like a farmstead in flames or o threshing floor burning.
It reared in the sky ke a fiery stack

Of straw, of hay,

In the midst of a Creation startled, astounded
By this new Star

An increasing redness that was hike a portent
Wes glowing above it.

And three stargazers heeded, and hasted

To answer the call of these unwonted hights.

Gift-laden camels plodded behind them,
And caparisoned asses, cach one smaller and smaller,
Were dawtily, cautiously descending a hill.

And all of the things that were to come after
Sprang up in the distance as a strange prevision:

All the thoughts of the ages, all the dreams, all the worlds,

Al the future of galleries and of museums,
All the pranks of goblins, all the works of the worhers of miracles,
Al the yule trees on earth, all the dreams of small children,
Allthe warm glow of tremulous candles, all chains,

Allthe magmficence of brightly hued tinscl. . . .

(Ever more cruel, more raging, the wind blew from the plain.)
-+« All rosy-cheeked apples, ofl the Blown-glass gold globes.
Part o} the pond wwas screened by alders

But, beyond rook nests among the treetops,

Port could be seen eleasly from the brink of the chff.

The thepherds could mark. well the camely and asses
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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 itsclf
With all its murk and snow

And I cannot draw a line
Diriding you and me.

For who are twe, and where from,
If after all these years

Gossip alone still lices on

While we no longer live?

STAR OF THE NATIVITY

It was wintertime.

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 served 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 greins 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, orer the groveyard, a starstudded iy,
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 slept, oll refulgent, in the manger of oakwood,
e @ moonbear within a deep-hollowed tree.
Tiew of sheepskins His body was warmed

 the Iips of an ass and the nostrils of an ox.

e Magi stood mn shadow (the byre seemed in twdight);
ey spoke 1n whispers, groping for words

sddenly one, 1n deeper shadow, touched another

o move hum aside from the manger, a lttle to the left.

he other turned: Itke a guest about to enter,

he Star of the Natinty wwas gazing 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, not even a sign.

And after many, many years
I find again your vowce dusturbs me.
AR night I read your testament—

And found my consciousness retuming
I'm dratwn to people, to be one of a crowd,
To share their morning anumation

I'm ready to smash everything to smitheseens
And make oll kneel in schoolboy penance.
And 201 dash down ell the stairs

Asif thiswere my first sortic

Into these strects and their deep snow

And pavements that long since died out.
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Threading their way at the edge cf the milldzm,
“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 teavering, looking beek in terror,

And, in dire forcboding, cringed close to a young shephend.

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 a foot.

Day tras breaking, The trunks of the ceduars 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 stng pralses to both of you.”

“You cannot all enter Bide a while here ™

In the gloom before dawen, gray as cold athes,

The drovers and shepherds stamped to Seep 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 Ricled out,

Dey et breeking Dawn pwept the last of the atars
Off keaten's cault as if they tere a1h motes.

And Mery, out of oll the countless rultitude, ellowed
Only the Magzito enter the cleft in e crug



Deaf to any warning,

Unhecding his inner call,

He led his steed down from a rise
To drench him at the strcam.

By the stream a cave yawned,
Before the cave was a ford;
Flaming brimstone scemed
To light the cavern’s mouth,

From behind the crimson smoke
That screencd coerything from sight
A far-off ery came echoing

Through the towering pines.

The knight, startled,

Dashed off straight chead,
Racing through the ravine

In answer to this cry for help.

And the hnight beheld

A dread dragon’s head,
And sts scales and tail—
And gripped his lance hard.

Flaming at its maw,

The dragon scattered light like seed.
Its spine was wound in 6 triple coil
Around a maid.

The great serpent’s neck
Flicked like the tip of a whip
Over the white shoulders

Of his fair captive.

For that country’s custom
Gaoe up to this forcst monsier
A begutiful young creature
As its prey.
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The people of that region

Paid thus tripyg 0 save

Their wretcheg huts and hoyyp,
From the 87€at worm’s yrgyp,.

Its body boung het armg

Andugs wound about bop throgs;

1thagd accepted thiy sacnfice
Olorturg gy iy willed,

With his eyes tumeg Up fo hogper,
The knughs mplored isg aid

ready to iy, battle
Aimed b5 lance g full tge,

Tightly closed. eyelds
Tou,‘enng heighes And cloy gy,
Waters Fords, Ang nivers,
Years Ang Countlpsy ages,

The knight in denteq helmet




He feels he is recovering,
Then cannot stira 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 nicers.
Years. And countless ages.

AUGUST

The sun, keeping its promse wathout deception,
Had penctrated carly in the morning,

Tracing a saffron streak obliquely

From the window curtains to the diwan.

The same sun splashed with sultry ocher
The woods near by, the hamlet’s houses,
My bed, my dampened pilow

And the wall's angle near the bookshclf.

1 have recalled the very reason

For the slight dampness of my pulow.

I had drcamt that all of you were trathng
Through the woods, coming to sce me off.

There was ¢ crowwd of you, yet you were stragglng. Suddend
Someone recalled. according to the Old Style
1t was the suth of August—
The Lord's Transfiguration.
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On this day, usually, 6 Iight without & flame
Issues from Mount Tabor, and Autumn,
Refulgent as anonflamme,

Draws all eyes by tts many glories.

And you traversed the stunted, beggared,
Denuded, quahing sorubwood of the alders
And entered the cemetery coppice

Of flaring red and ornate as @ ginger bunny,

The sky was pompously playing nesghbor

To the unstirnng trectops, uhule the distance
Was clamorous with the exchange

Of long-drawn clarion calls of roosters.

Death stood like a state surcetor

Within God's acre in this forest, scannatng
My ifeless face, as1f 1n thought

How best to dig my grave to proper measure.

AR of you heard (not inwardly but with your sense of hearing)
The calm voice of someone close beside you,

That voice had been mine once, a fatidic voice,

it sounded now, untouched by death’s corruption:

“Farewell to Transfiguration’s azure

And to the Second Coming’s gold!

Abate, with a last womanly caress,

The bitterness to me of this predestined hour,

Farewell to years of timelessness.
Let us part noty, you who threw

Your woman's gauntlet 19 an abyss of degradations:
I 'am the ereng of your ordeal.

Farewell, broad sweep of outspread wings,
Farewell to willfulness of soanng,

And to the smage of the world through words made manifest,
And to creatinity, and to working wonders.” )
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WINTER NIGHT

It snowed and snowed, the whole 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 snowflahes swarmed
To beat against the windowpane

The blizzard sculptured on the glass
Designs of arrows and of whorls.

A candle burned on the table;

A candle burned.

Distorted shadows fell

Upon the ighted ceding-

Shadows of crossed arms, of crossed legs—
Of crossed destiny.

Two tiny shoes fcll to the floor

And thudded

A candle on a nightstand shed wax tears
Upon a dress.

Al things vanished within

The snowy murk—clute, hoary.
A candle burned on the table,
A candle bumed.

A corner draft fluttered the flame
And the white fecer of temptation
Upswept sts angel wings that cast
A cruciform shadow
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1t snowed hard throughout the month
Of February and elmost constantly

A candle burned on the table;

A candle burned.

PARTING

The man ss stanng across the threshold
And cannot recognize his home.

Her gowng had been like a flight.
Havoc has left its traces everywhere.

Chaos prevails in all the rooms.

He cannof judge the devastation
Because his eyes are blurred with tears,
Because hus head is pounding.

Ever since morming hts ears have been ringing.
Is he awahe or having a bad dream?

And why do thoughts sbout the sea

Persist in coming to hus mnd?

When one no longer sees the day
Because of hoarfrost on the panes
The hopelessness of gref redoubles
It likeness to the sca’s vast desert,

He drew her every trait to him
Exgen as the sea draws near i
Each of the many hitorals
Throughout the stretch of s incoming tide.
Even as reeds go down beneath
The rough seas followng a storm
So every line of her had gone
To the bottom of his soul.
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In years of hardships, in the days

Of an unthinkable existence

She had been cast up from the depths
By a high wave of destiny,

Amid innumerable perils,
Avoiding every reef and shoal

The wave had borne her on and on
And brought her close.

And now, this flight of hers. Perhaps
It had been forced upon her.

This parting will consume them both
And grief gnaw clean their bones.

His eyes take in the whole scene.
At the moment of her going

She had upset the contents of
Every compartment in her dresser,

He paces aimlessly and till dask comes
Keeps putting back inside a dratcer
The scattered scraps of cloth,

The crumpled sample patterns.

And having run into his hand

A needle left in some unfinished sewing
He suddenly sces all of her.

And folls to sobbing. Softly.



EnCOUNIER

The snow will bury roads,
Will caver the roofs deeply.

1f Lstep out to stretch my legs
1 unll see you from the door.

Alone, in o foll coat,

No hat and no snow boots;
You are trying to be calm,
Nibbling your snow-twet lipe.

The distant trees and fences

Recede into the murk,

You stand at the corner

Alone in the midst of the folling snow,

Water runs down your scarf,
Inside your sleeves, your collar,
And melted snow sparkles

In detwdrops on your hatr.

And g flaxen strand of st

Lights up your face, your scarf,
Your bravely erect figure,
That wretched coat of youss.

Snow melts upon your lashes,
Sadness is 1n your eyes.

And all of you seems fashioned
Out of asngle piece.

It 15 as4f your image
Were bemg ctched forever
With bunn and strong acid
Uponmy very heart,
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Nor can your submissive features
Ever be burnished off.

And 50, whot does it matter

If the world is stonyhcarted?

And so, this night is doubling itsclf
With all its murk and snow

And I cannot draw ¢ line

Duviding you and me.

For who are we, and where from,
If after all these years

Gossip alone still lives on

While we no longer live?

STAR OF THE NATIVITY

1t was wintertime.

The wind blew from the plain
And the infant wos cold

In the cave on the slope of a knoll.

The breath of an ox served to warm Him.

The eattle were huddling
Within the cave.

Warmth hovered in a mist over the manger.

Up on a cliff shepherds shook from their sheepsking

The straws from their pallets
And stray grans of mullet

And sleepily stared into the midnight distance.

Far off wese ficlds covered ocer with sow,
And a graveyard, and gracestones and fences,
A cart with us shafts deep in o snowdrift
And, over the graveyerd, a star-studded sky.
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i tid then,
And scemingly near yet unseen uni 3
Tts hight more timorous than that of @ tallow-dip
Sct in the window of some watchman's hut,
Astar ghmmered over the road to Bethlchem.

Now 1t looked like ¢ hayrick blazng,

Off to one side from heaven and Gods

Like the reficction of an arsonous fire,

Like a farmstead n flames or & throshing floor bumning.

1t veared in the shy ike a ficry stack

Of straw, of hay,

In the midst of a Creation stastled, astounded
By this new Star.

An sncreasing redness that 1was Ike a portent
Was glowng above 1.

And three stargazers heeded, and hosted

To answer the call of these unwonted lights.

Guft-laden camels plodded belnd them,
And capanisoned asses, cach one smaller and smalles,
Were damtily, cautiously descending & Rl

And all of the things that were to come after

Sprang up wn the distance 6s a strange prevision:

Al the thoughts of the ages, all the dreams, oll the uorlds,

All the future of galleries and of museums,

All the pranks of goblins, ll the works of the workers of miracles,
All the yule trees on earth, all the dreams of small children,

All the warm glow of tremulous candles, all chamns,

All the magnificence of brightly hued tensel. . . .

{Ever more cruel, more vaging, the wind blew from the plan.)

+ « « All sosy-cheeked apples, ol the blown-glass gold globes.

Part of the pond was screened by alders
But, beyond rook niests among the treetops,

Part could be seen clearly from the brink of the cliff.
The shepherds could mark well the camels and asses



Threading their way at the cdge ¢f the mdldam.
“Let us go with all others and worship the miracle,”
Said they, and mugfled thesr sheepshing about them.

Plowing through snow made their bodics feel warm.
Tracks of bare fect, glinting like 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 at a candle-end’s flame.

The frosty night was ke a fairy talc,

And some beings from the snow-crushed mountain ridge
Were mingling constantly, unscen, with all the others.

The dogs were wavenng, looking back in terror,

And, i dire foreboding, eringed close to a young shepherd.

Through the same countryside, over the same highway
Some angels walhed among the throng of mortals,
Their incorporcality made them wisible

Yet cach step they took left the print of a foot.

Day was breaking. The trunks of the cedars stood out.
Ahorde of men nulled by the stone at the cave’s mouth.
“Who are you?” Mary ashed them.

“We are from a shepherd tribe, and envoys of heaven.
We have come 1o sing praises 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 Aeep warm

Those come on foot bickered with these who came mountcd.
Near the hollowed-out log that scrued as a water trough
The camels bellowed, the gray asses hicked out.

Day was breaking Daun swept the last of the stars
Off heaten's vault as if they were ash motes
And Mary, out of dll the countless multitude, allowed
Only the Magi to enter the cleft in the erag
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He slept, all refulgent, in the manger of oahwood,
Like a moonbeam within 8 deep-hollowed tree.
In ke of sheepshins His body uas warmed

By the lips of an ess and the nostnls of an ox.

The Magi stood n shadot {the byre seemed w tuilight);
They spoke 1 whispers, groping for words.

Suddenly one, in deeper shadow, touched another

To move him aside from the manger, a Litle to the left.
The other turned: Tike a guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natity was gazing upon the Mad,

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, not evena sign.

And gfter many, many years

1 find agmn your voice disturbs me,
Al nsght I read your testament—

And found my conscwousness feturning

I'm drawn to people, to be one of acroud,

4And s0 I dash down all the staws

Anif this were my first sortie

Into these streets and thetr deep snow

And pavements that long since died out,
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Threading their way at the edge ¢f the mildam,
“Let us go with all others and worship the miracle,”
Said they, and muffled their sheepskins about them,

Plowing through snow made their bodics fecl warm,
Tracks of bare feet, glinting like 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 thewm os if at a candle-end’s flame.

The frosty night was like a fairy tale,

And some beings from the snow-crushed mountain ridge
Were mingling constantly, unscen, with all the others.

The dogs were wacering, looking back in terror,

And, in dire forcboding, cringed close ta a young shepherd.

Through the same countryside, over the same highway
Some angels walked among the throng of mortals.
Their incorporeality made them incisible

Yet each step they toak left the print of @ foot.

Day was breaking. The trunks of the cedars stood out.
A horde of men milled by the stone at the catd’s mouth.
“Who are you?” Mary asked them.

“We are from a shepherd tnbe, and envoys of heaven.
We liave come 10 sing praises to both of you™

“You cannot all cater Bide a while here.”

In the gloom befare dawn, gray as cold ashes,

The drovers and shepherds stomped to keep warm

Those come on foot bickered with those who came mounted.
Near the hollowed-out log that screcd as a uater trough
The camcls bellowcd, the gray asses hicked out

Day was breaking Dawn sucpt the last of the stars
Of heaven's wault as if they were ash mofes.
And Mary, out of all the countless multitude, aHoucd
Only the Magi to enter the cleft in the crag
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He slept, ot refulgent, in the manger of oakwwood,
Like a moonbeam withina dcep-lmllowed iree.
Inlicu of sheepshins His body was warmed

By the lips of an ass and the nostnls of an 0%

The Magi stood 10 shadow (the byre seemed m todight);
They spoke 1 whispers, groping for words.

Suddenly one, deeper shadotw, touched another

To move him aside from the manger, & nttle to the left.
The other turned: lde a guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natiuity was gazing upon the Maid.

DAWN

You were the be-all 1 my destiny.
Then came the war, the devastation,
And for a long, long time there was
No word from you, not even d sign.

And ofter many, many yeors

1 find again your voce disturbs me.

ARl night I read your testament—

And found my consciousness relurming,

TI'm drawn to people, to be one of & crowd,
To share the morning animation.

TY'm ready to smash everything to smithereens
And mahe all knecl in schoolboy penance.
And 501 dash down all the stairs
As if this were my first sortie
Into these strects and their deep snow
And pavements that long since died out.
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Each tway 1 turn F 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 feel for all these people

Asif I'd been within thew hides,

1 feel I'm melting, even as the snow melts,

1 jecl 1 glower, cven as the morning glowers.

The nameless ones are part of me.
Children dlso, the trecs, and stay-at-homes.
All these are victors aver me—

And therein hies my sole victory,

MIRACLE

He was on His way from Bethany to Jerusalem,
Languishing under the sadness of premeonitions.

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 nos stir

And the calm of the Dead Sca was unbroken.

And, hnowing a bitterness that rivalled the bitterness of the sea,
Accompanicd only by a small band of clouds,
He went on along the dusty road
Intent on reaching a cesiain religious school.
He was on His way to attend ¢ gathering of disciples.
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And so deeply was He plunged in His thoughts

That the countrysde sent forth an odor of wormwood.
A stillness fell over all things. He stood alone

In the midst of it all. And all the region Jay prostrale
Astfina swoon, All things became confuscd:

The sultriness and the desert,

And lizards, and wellsprings and strcams.

4 fig tree tose up a short distance chead—

Utterly frutless, putting forth only branches and leaves.

And He said unto it: “Of what use art thou?

What joy have I from thee, standing there petnficd?

T am enhungered and athirst, yet thou art all barren

And coming upon thee 1 of less joy than stumbling on gronse.
Oh, how thou dost offend, hotv void of eny gifif

Remarn, then, even as thou art until the end of time.”

A shudder at the condemnation ran through the tres
Even as a spark of ightning runs down & rod.
The fig tree was wnstantly consumed to ashes.

1f at that point but a moment of free choice had been granted
To the leaves, the branches, o the trunk and roots
The lows of nature might have contrved 1o mtervene.

But a myracle us @ miracle-—and miracle is Cod.

When we are in confusion, then in the midst of our straggling
1t overtakes us and, on the stant, confounds us,



EARTH

High-handed spring barges right into
The stateliest Moscow houses.

Moths flutter out when one opens closets
And start crawling over headg
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.

Streets are on hail-fellow-well-met terms
With each and every purblind window.
Wiite mght and sunset, by the river,
Just can'’t, somehow, pass cach other.

And you can hear inside the hallway

What's going on out in the open,

Or overhear the eavesdrop talking

By chance with Aprid (which month has
Thousands and thousands of true stories

That have to do with manhind’s woes).
Dawnglows and ecenglows congeal on fences,
Dawdling and shirking at their tasks,

The sclfsame blend of fire and eeriness
Prevails outside and in snug dwelling.
Everywhere the air 1s not its own sclf.

The sclf: pussywllow tuwigs i

The sclfsame white buds beget their swellings,
Whether on window sill or at crossroads,
Whether in the street or s a workshop.
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Why, then, does the distance weep in 6 mist
And humus have so sharp an odor?

For that's just what my calling's for—

To heep the cistas from being bored,

Ta keep the lond beyond the auty

From piming by its lonely self.

That 1s the reason my friends gather

To be with me in early spring

And why our evenings serve as farewclls

And our hittle feasts as testaments,

So that the secret stream of sorrow

May impart some warmth to the chill of beng.

EVIL DAYS

When He was entering Jerusalem

During that last week

He wes hoded with thunderous hosannas;

The people san 1 His wahe, waving palm branches.

Yet the days were becoming ever more omunous, more grim.
There was no stirnng the hearts of men through love:

Their eyebrows kmt in disdam,

And now, the epilogue Finds.

The heavens lay heavy over the houses,

Crushing with all of thewr leaden weight.

The Phansees were secking evdence against Him,
Yet cringed before Him like fozes

Then the dark forces of the Temple

Goce thm up to be judged by the offscounings.
And, with the same {fervor unth which the it
'y once sang Hi
Men now rewaled Him, 8 preles
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The rabble from the vicinity

Was peering in at the gateway.

They kept fostling as they bided the outcome,
Surging, receding,

The neighborhood crawled with sly whisp

And rumors crept in from oll sides,

He recalled the flight into Egypt and His childhood
But recalled them now as if in @ dream,

He remembercd 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 ccllgr 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.
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MAGDALENE

1

Aq so0n as night comes my demon springs up out of the ground.
That 12 the price I poy for my past.

They come, those memorntes of vice,

And fall to gnaw.ing at my heart.

Those memaries of days when I, g slave

To the whims and quirks of males,

Was but a demoniac fool and the street was ofl my shelter.

A few scant moments still remain

And then a silence os of the grave will fall.
But before they poss I, having reached
The cery linit of my e,

Am shattening that Ife at Thy feet

Asif st were an alabaster vessel,

Oh, where would I now be,

My Master and my Saviour,

If eternity were not swating me
Of nights, standing by my bed
Like a new visitor enticed
Intothe net of my profession?

But still, I would have Thee expound for me the meaning
Of sin, and death, and kel and bnmstone fire—

When 1, before the eyes of all, have grown into one

With Thee, even as scion and tree,

Because my yearning ts beyond oll measure,

When, Jesus, I embrace Thy feet

As 1support them on my hnees

1t may be that I am learning to embrace
The squared beam of the Cross

And, bereft of my senses,

am stroinng for Thy bod,
As1 prepare Thee for Th Yooy

y interment.
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I

People are tidying up before the holiday.
Aloof from all this bustle,

Iam ing Thy most i late feet
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 set Thy fect upon my lap,

I have poured my tears over them, Jesus;

I have entwined them with the string of beads from around my m
I have buried them in my hair, os in the folds of a burnous.

1 see the future in such detail

As if Thou hast made 1t stand still.

At this moment I can foretel} cvents

With the fatidical clasrcoyance of the Sybils.

The veil will fall on the morrow within the Temple
We will be huddled in a knot off to one side.

And the earth will rock underfoot—

Out of pity for me, perhaps.

The ranks of the guard will realign

And the mounted soldiers will start dispersing.
Justasa waterspout in a storm strains upward

So will that Cross be straining to reach the sky.

1 shall prostrate myself on the earth at the foot of the crucifis.

1 shall make my heart stop its beating, I shall bite my lips.

Thou hast spread Thy arms to embrace far too many,

Flinging Thy hands out 1l they reach the ends of the crossbeam.
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For whom in this world is oll this breadth,

So much agony and such power? )
Arethere so many souls and hwes in this universe—
So many settlements, and noers and grotes?

Yet three days such as this shall pass

And they shall thrust me mnto such g void

That duning this brief interval of time

1 shall, even before the Resurrection, attain my full stature.

GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE

The turn i the road was umined

By the indifferent glimmer of the remote stars.
The road led around the Mount of Olives,
Below, in 1ts valley, the Brook Kedron ran.

Halfway, the small meadow dipped in a sharp break;
Beyond it began the great Milky Way,

While the silver-gray olives still strained forward
Asif to stride onward upon empty air.

Furthest away was someane’s garden plot.

Heleft His discrples outside the stone fence

Saying, “My soul 15 excecding sorrowful, even unto death;
Tarry ye here, and watch with me.”

He had rejected without resistance

Domunion ocer oIl things and the power to work miracles,
Asthough these had been His only on loan
And now was as all mortals are, even as we,
Night's distance scemed the very brink
Of annihilation, of nonexistence.
The uniterse’s span was void of any life;
The garden only way 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 cased His mortal anguish through prayer,
He left the garden. Beyond its wall His disciples,
Overcome with sleep, sprawled on the ground
In the wayside feathergrass.

He awakened them: “God hath granted you to live
During my days on earth, and yet you le there sprowling.
Behold, the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man

Shall betray Himself into the hands of sinners.”

He had 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 Ius lips.

Peter drew sword and thrust the cutthroats back
And struck a man and smote off his ear.

Whercon he heard, “No metal can resolve dissension.
Put up thy sword again snto his place.

Thinkest thou my Father would not send
Sky-darkening hosts of winged legions to my succor?
And without harming even a hair of mine

My enemies would scatter, leaving no trace behind.

But now the book of bife has reached a page
Which is more precious than are all the holigs.
That which was wntten now must be fulfilled.
Fulfilled be it, then. Amen.

Seest 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 torments, descend into my grave.
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I shall descend into my grave. And on the third day tise again.
And, even as rafts float down a river,

So shall the centuries dnift, trailing hike a caravan,

Coming for judgment, out of the dark, 1o me.”
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