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PART I
MONTH IN THE AUVERGNE

*
CHAPTER ONE
Fiebruary z7th

! AME 1t, if you bike; T bet you svon't find a faster lift in all
l ‘Pans " This was Hennt Phibppon’s usual boast when you sev
foot on hus landing for the first time, sull somewhat stunned
2t having atned shere so quickly, The Wft showed down graduzlly“
of cousse, dunng the last fewy yards, but I was not really used o it
even after dheee years, and this form of propulsion sall left me
dighuly dizry. Theaugh seven Soors 1 had been made unpleasandy
aware of my stomach, and 1 was relieved to land safely once more
on the thick woollen carpet of his landing, Tt was natwrally 2 very
Suxurious block of flats, or Hentd would never bave chosen to set
up hus “chambers” here.

1 rang twice ay was customary for his famidiars. He came to
open the door clad m an clegant dressing-gown, and then left
me jmmeduately, saying: “Come m, Y'm phoning.”

Comung out of the Metro, 1 bad been caught by a sudden heavy

shower, and my overeoat was soaked. Taking 1t off, ¥ joined Hensi
in by offirr whees Ulaed b Lvn b LY L AN

arelesly

He sceme

shorr white to grunt and eriticisms inso the
telephione Then sbrupily the smule left bus face. He straightencd up,

lanted both feer solidly on the ground, bent hus brow and broad
shouldens apgronmnely forward, and sud:

“Hallo, yes . . . we are in 1036 . , . quite so, thank you for
wmmdingme  .tobe prease, the 27th February 1936, But what,
might T aik, 1 the refevance of the dater . ., Hallo} The eriast
Yes, of counse T've heard something about tth crisis. But erises,

my dear Sur, only affeet durd-re commentual travellers, dont

’

9






Febmary 27th

ister in the Cantal, Particularly as therell be 2 good tayes of icy
:n‘:w oxn the roads, sa you'll probably get frost-bite and break 3
bas well ..
hn"rhc tinging of the telephone interrupted him. He had only to
stretch out his arm to reach it, and then, secognising .thc voice,
he sank comforubly back i the asmchair. “I¢s Bodsson.” he
announced for my benefit. i
¥ guessed that the conversation might be a long one. Buisson was
a former car dealer, who had gone broke through a senies of betting
£ Tn the aft

e d to take an interest in
harse-tacing, but shen hus unlucky penod fasted too long, he wolfld
Leep body and soul together by dashung round Pasis to acquaint
Henn with any promustng cars for sale, i return for some small
share in the eventual profits.

I¢ was nearly onc o'clock, and I was hungry. Stll a hospital
“dresser,” | had been on the ward 2l motng, and naw &le deed
and dramned of all my ertergy. Henrt, eat to the receiver, was wating
down some addresses 1 a leisurely way. He was freshly shaved,
had just had a bath, was rested and refreshed. Although he’was
sl rechmeally 2 medical student, hus appearances at hospital were
wnfrequent and spasmodic, and as fat as getang quabfied went he
scemed perfectly peepared to postpone thus ndefinuely. At the
nsoment, a3 30 often, 1 envied tum thus freedom from extemal
responsibiinies

While watung for Buisson to finish giving hus Bist, T was glad
10£0 and sit down on the divan. Snce the first year of my friendship
with Honn, 1 had appreciated i comfort m more than ene context.
In those days [ was sull bvang at the Cutg Universitaire, instead of
the expensise hotel room in the Latn Quarter which I was hoter
able o afford The rules of all the men's hostels 2t the Cied stoctly
forhade the entrance of Women, and Henn, s0 often my companion
o8 evening outingy, had very often fent me hus “office” divan for
B o ol e i
for teaving mine, as well H meomes sk myu-l.f.z heca

5 3 €ll a¢ ehe soft divan, about mne o'clack. |
would nie Heanly, my head heavy, my flesh exhausted afier 2
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wintes jn the Cantal. Particularly as there'll be a good layer of iey .
snow on the roads, so you'll probably ger Frost-bite and break a
b as well ..

The ringing of the telephone interrupted hum. He had only 10
stretch aue hus arm to reach it, and then, recogmismg the voice,
Yo sk comfortably back m the armchsir, “Ifs Buisson,” he
announced for my benefit.

§ guessed that the conversation might be a long one. Buisson was
2 formex cas dealer, who had gone broke thraughaa sedes of betting
muforeanss, In the afternoons he continued to take an interest in
horse-raang, but when his untucky pertod Jasted too long, be would
keep body and soul together by dashing round Pans to acquaint
Henn with any promusing cars for sale, 1 rerumn for some small
share 1 the evenrual profits

Tt was neatly one o'clock, and I was hungry. Stll a hospital
“dresser,” 1had been on the ward all moming, and now felt nired
and dramed of all my energy. Henn, car to the recewver, was writing
down some addresses in 3 lessurcly way. He was freshly shaved,
had yust had a bath, was rested and refreshed. Although he'was
sull techmically a medical student, bas appearances at hospital were
wftequent and spumodic, and as far as getung qualified went he
scemed perfectly prepared to postpone this indefinitely. At the
soment, 33 3o often, § envied hum this frcedom from extermal
sesponsibilines

While waitng for Buisson to finuh giving his Lst, T was glid
togoand st down on the divan Smee the first year of my friendshi
with §fenn, § had appreciared ws comfort in more than one coazai
In those days 1 was 3nld hving at the Cié Universitaire, mstead of
the expenuve hote! room m dhe Latin Quarser which T was later
able to afford. The rules of all the men’s hostels at the Citg y )
forbade the rmrance of women, and Henry, so often e comx:\?oy
ot evening, ouungy, had very often fent me his "oﬁct" dx\? & n
the nuche Bus the next day, while he could linger indal Ax‘l‘ o
bed all mormrg with b grd, € bad somenmes é - Ql?‘ ym
£z Teaving e, a3 welf as che saft dm;n, 1&0(‘:1’:?1)':;%;03:“;
would nse Banly, my head heavy, my flech exhansted afm: 2

E31



3 The Hedling Oath

youthink, whercas my champagne s a fiestclass extra-dry brand. ...
No, the deal's off. . . . No, of course not, if that's all you can offer,
'd rather keep it. . . . Oh well, can’t be helped. I have any more
of it, I'll drink your health in it next New Year’s Eve. ... Goad
day to you."

He hung up the receiver, stretched himself, then flung himself
back in the armchair agam, excliming with much satisfaction:
“Well, Jean old boy, I've been dong quite good business this
morming. Just these few bottles of champagne, you know, and ['ve
already been offered two francs more per bottle—that was what
that was all about. And I've got somie car fiews too—a CatrSen in
perfect condinon which will be amwving tomorrow aftemoon.
I shan’t be free. Be a good fellow, and go and see what it's hke”

The embarrassng moment had come. | replied wath an attempe
at casualness: “Um afrmd [ can't, Heno, U'm leaving Pans this
evening to act as locum for an old country doctor. I've been athed
to go by my old pal, Luaen Clment.”

Henn looked at me an astonuhment: “That's very tircome—
what's got hold of you all of 3 suddent At this scason ! hope it's
somewhere romnd Nice yoo're gomg to.”

“It 5n't. 1'm gomng to Peyrac-le-Chitean, near Avnibe

“Peyract Why, | know 1t very well 1t's nor so far from Mur-le-
Bartez, where I was bom .. . You're not reslly gomg to Peyrace,
my poor Jeant™ $his expression and tone contamed 3 boundless piry.

“My dear ofd chap,” he went on, “T do wash you yov of 1t A
completely one-horse place i the Cantal, mules and nules from
the nearest town, m fact 1t nught be the cnd of the world You
can'’t even get near 1t by tramn, you have to get ot at Auridlic, and
then take 3 wheezy ofd bus for a good thutv-five mites ™

He showed &yen greater consternation when fadnneied o having,
already wired e date of my arnval there.

“Then heen 8y the adsice of 2 frend wha knows the dump well
Send off anotheR telegram at ence wymyg you'ee ternbly worrv,
just broken feg. nos m plnter, 1 you'te afrad thae kel tile enay
bring you bad Iock, 1efl yoorself that st w ould be far tetter o }mr{
fn:t)‘ dayt i rb\r:f. 1 2 pize o [, than put o ek of

10
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inter in the Cantal. Pacticularly as there'll be 2 good layer of icy

;?:roln the soads, so you'll probably ger frost-bite and break a
baswell...”

h"’zﬂ\c ringing of the elephone interrupted him. He had only to
stecech oue hus arm to reach it, and then, secognising .thc voict,
ke snk comfortably back m the armchair. "It's Buisson, he
announced for my benefit .

¥ uressed that the conversation might be 2 Jong one, Buisson was
3 former eae dealer, who had gone broke through a series of betring
smsfortunes, In the afternoons he continued to take an interest in
harse-racmg, but w hen his untocky perod Lasted oo long, he wmfld
keep body and soul together by dashing round Pasis to acquaine
Henn wath any promusing cars for sale, m returs for some small
share an the evennual profits

1t was nearly one o'dock, and 1 was bungry. Suil a hospiut
X DL N I T S I e

Y

¢ . - [ . t, f
had gust had a bath, was rested and refreshed. Although he'was
st technrcally a medieat student, hus appearances at haspial were
nftequent and spasmodic, and as far as getung quabfied went he
seemed perfectly prepared to postpane ths mdefinuely. At the
momtent, as $0 often, 1 envied hum this freedom from external
responsibrliacs

While wattng for Buisson to finish giving his hst, T was ghd
o goand ut down onthe dvan. Sunce the first year of my friendship
with §enn, § had apprecasted 1ts comfort 1 mote than ene context,
In those days | was snll hving at the Cné Univernitarre, instead of
the expennve hotel room i the Latn Quarter which T was larer
Wz 10 afford. The rules of all the men's hostels as the Cté stncdy
forbade the entrance of women, and Henny, 5o often my companion
©n everang ovnngs, had very often lent me his “office” divan for

the muzhe But dhe next day, whate he could b dolently §
i :ﬁ memung with his g T ey

L, Utad sometmes felt myself a hero
for Yeaving mune, a5 well as the soft divan, about rane o'clock. 1
would e Heanly, my head heavy, my flssh exhauvted after o

- n
.



The Healing Octh

night of “pleasure,” and find myself on the streer, my eyes huct
by the hght of the outside world, half an hour late, but never~
theless on my way to the hospital.

“No, t1o coupés. , . . No, it’s too carly in the year. We want a
quick turnaver, 1f we bought them now, we'd have them on our
hands for weeks and weeks. . . . Hallo! Yes of course, except for
somethung really good. That's right, not more than tuelve thousand
franes. .. "

Henri spoke clearly and decisively, and at the other end of the line
1 could imagine the formet car dealer, thisey years older than he was,
answering respectfully, “Yes, Boss,” after wathdrawing the agarette
end which clung perpetually to the comer of his hip. Whenever
1 had anythig drectly to do wath Bussson he atways kepr the
cigarette on hus hp as he talked, and hstened condescendingly to my
instructions. He appeared to consider me as a sort of secretary to
our common boss, and somchow 1 had never managed to achieve
Henri's air of forcefulness, anthonry and sclf-confidence, or his
instinct for the successful gamble, the profinable nsk 1 was always
irritated at fatling to impress Bumsson, although {had beeninvolved
in these car deals for three yram now, ever since the tme 1 had
left the Cité Universitaire.

One evening, on retsrming o the Jules-Terry hostel, thad found a
unote {tom the Warden saying that he wished to see me Perhaps
he was going to expel me for sleeping out too often, or else he
had seen me conung back to the hostel afcer nudmight. 1 was
thercfore rather nervows when 1 knocked at s door, but 1 was

ood news mstead which awarted me Lanune Diouf, a medical
student from Gorée, who had a substanual scholantup from the
Smtgal Government, had just died of tubetcutonn n the student’
anatorivm. Bom at Dakar, with a father Lifled 10 the war, Thad
all the quabfications o become benefipary of thus scholaship m
his places came out of the Wanden's office completely darsled

Al a1 ence 1 had become, of not nch, at Tears very well o m
comparison with most of my contemporann Till dhen Lad beenn
livieg o $1enri shamelenly, but atleart withonst crvy of imoney
}e had no difculty in paying for everything, and avbe bated beae
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alone, §could fect § was in retum offering my services as his confidant.
"To temain on good terms with himself, he seemed o have a constsvt
noed for approval and admirabon—which T was quite pfcpzrcd 1w
gave him, although at times sectetly disgusted by his vanity.

This unexpected scholarship, however, abrupdy removed my
indifference to questions of money. From that nme ¥ took an
increasng intercst in Henn's financal operations, and he gaad-
humousedly fet me share 1n the profits. Withoue even waiting for
these, I opened a bank account; and whent Lslipped mry firss cheque
book into my pocket T felf certain 1 was begimning 2 new life of
phded ease. Thus was the hife, an fact, whoch 1 had been Jeading in
Henre's company the last three years, Now that [ had moncy and
could buy smart clothes and ear tn comfortable restaurants, T could
no more 1magme myself recunung to the modest existence of my
first two years than 1 could think of gotng back to the Cité’s self~
scraice sestaurant to swallow mediocre meals lugged about on a
greasy alwmunium tray A few sporadic spurts allowed me to pass
my untversity exams by a very narrow margun, so that apart from

my miliaty service and submitting my thesis l:.)'as almost qualified.
L D A AP S 2

abor - f .

dow

The bt of posubles seemed to contnue sndefinitely, and I thought
to myself that Busson must have had great disappontments aver
g harses of late, that he was taking so much trouble over the cars.
Hen went on bstentag to bum attenawely, loling comfortably in
oy armchair, recower w one hand, founam pen in the other,
1 to0k 3 aparenc from an expensive box lying almost under my
fingens at the head of the divan, bt 1, and dased my eyes, As L
bistened 10 the heavy ram beating down on the large bay windows
of Henn's room, 1 began wondening whether, nstead of braving
the ns:our‘:gii “mm} lm the Canta, { should rot sioply send 3
wecond eelegram, a5 i i

able ta come afies alf. o gl spologuing for or beng

For severa) minutes 1 tned 1o think of an ex vhich wi
sund plasuble to Luaem Clément, He had lcffluls’caxgh:ht: ‘:;1:

b3



The Heahng Ozh

night of “pleasure,” and find myself on the streer, my eyes hunt
by the hght of the outside world, half an hout late, but never-
theless on my way to the hospital,

"N, no coupés. . . . No, it’s too early in the year, We want 2
quick turnover, If we bought them now, we'd have them ot our
hands for weeks and weeks. . . . Hallod Yes of course, except for
something really good. That's aght, not more than twelve thowsand
franes. ...

Henri spoke clearly and decisively, and at the other end of the line
1 could imagne the former car dealer, thirty vears older than he was,
answering respectfully, “¥es, Boss,” after wathdrawing the aigarente
end which clung perpetually 1o the comer of bis bp Whenever
¥ had anything directly to do with Busson he always hept the
cgarctte on hu Iip as he talked, and fistened condescendingly to my
instructions. He appeared to connder me as a sort of secretary to
our common boss, and somchow 1 had never manaped to achizve
Henri’s air of forcefulness, authonity and sclf«conbidence, o hit
instinct for the successful pamble, the profitable sk T was always
irritated at fasling to smpress Bussson, although had been svolved
in these car deals for three years now, ever nnce the ume § had
left the Cué Umvernture,

One evening, on remmmng to the Jules-Ferrv hostel, Thad found a
note {rom the Warden saying that be wuhal tosce me  Pechapt
he was going to expel me for slecpung out 1o often, or che be
had seen me coming back to the bostel after mudnphe | was
theeefore rather nervows when 1 knocked ar b door, bor st was
go(xl news instead which anaited me Lanune Dhoat, a tedicat
student from Gorde, who had a substantad scholinkup from the
Smtgai Government, had yust diad of tuberoulons in the studens!
samatorum, Born at Dalar, wath a father Lllad 1m0 the was, $had
all the qualificanoms to beenme bensfimans of this scholinbup o
hivplace; Trame out of the Warden's office complerely darzled

All at once 1 had become, of not nch, at et veny wedl off 11
comparion with mest of my contemponines. Tall then Liad been
bvirg o8 Heord samelenly, butat st wathout envy of Eneieny
He hisd no dfficulsy in payang for evenylang, andavke Earad e

12
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lone, I could feel [ was in retumn offering my services as his confidant,
"To cemain on good terms with himself, be seemed to havea constant
sweed fos approval and admiratdon—which I was quite prepared to
give him, aldhough at times sccretly disgusted by hus vansty.

This unexpected scholarshap, however, :bmpd): removed my
indiffcrence to questions of money. From that time 1 took an
wncreasing mterest in Henr's financial operations, and h!:_gcod-
tumousedly let me shace w che peofits. Without even waiting for
these, 1 opened 3 bank account; and when 1 slipped my firse cheque |
book mto my pocket I felt certam I was begmning 2 new bfe of
glded euse. Thiy was the bife, m fact, which 1 had been leading in
Henn's company the bast three years. Now that I ad money and
could buy smart clothes and eat in comfornable restaurants, T could
no more mmagme myself returung to the modest existence of my
firse two years than | could think of gong back to the Caté’s self-
service restausane to swallow mediocre meals lugged about on 2
greasy slumumam wray A few sporadic sputts allowed me to pass
my unneraty exams by a very narrow margn, so that apart from
my mabitary service and subauting my ehesss 1 was almost qualified.

“Yes, Bussson . . at that price it sounds/2¥ ehuigh. . . . How
about the tyresz .. and body worke . . ., Good, 14t just put that
down. .. aght, we'll go and laok st over. . . o
;!:n: h:: olf poinb’cs seemed to con_u'n:xc mdefinitely, and { thought
- ‘e

s armcharr, recener moone band, fnum;m pen 10 the o!im'.
1 took a aygarerte from an expensive box lyng slmost under my
fingers at the head of the diwan, bt x, and closed my eyes. As
fstened to the heavy ram beatng down on the large bay windows
u{ Henn's room, 1 began wondeting whether, instead of braving
the n§ou§s of winter m the Cantal, 1 should nac simply send 2
weond telegeam, 33 Henn sy ! i

able to come after ol wgened, spologung for cox beog

Yor sevena) muznutes 1 ened to thunk of an ex i
xeuse which
3und pliusble 1o Luaen Clément. He had lefs P;r"x: l}::lcc“;::

et
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The Healing Oath

night of “pleasure,” and find myself on the strece, my eyes hurt
by the light of the outside world, half an hour late, but never-
theless on my way to the hospiral,

“No, no coupés. . . . No, it's 100 early in the year. We want 2
quick turnover. If we bought them now, we'd have them on our
hands for weeks and weeks. . . . Hallo! Yes of course, except far
somethung really good. That's nght, not more than twelve thousand
franes. .. .”

Henri spoke clearly and decistvely, and at the other end of the line
1could imagme the former car dealer, thirty years older than he was,
answering respectfully, “Yes, Boss,” after withdrawang the cigarette
end winch clung perpetvally to the comer of his lip. Whencver
I had anythimg durectly to do with Buwsson he always kept the

PR L1
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Henri's air of forcefulness, authority and self-confidence, or his
instinct for the successful gamble, the profitable risk. T was always
writated at fatling to impress Buisson, although I had been involved
in these car dezls for three years now, ever since the tme I had

left the Cil;}'::ﬁ;i“z:,, we, | i .
One ever . e Tules-Ferry hostel, Thad found 2
careful, segular W“m‘:g'g ,‘;«15!\’3 o sce me. Perhaps

e h lke Lucie
. ©
j,gurposeful. was so much It o met 1t $0"00 often, ot clse he

irred to see it sgain after havin, s ;
::i!r;ozcobooks 1 %ﬂd botrowed. Wthout propet rcﬂccz’llae..; W :;d
impulse of sincere friendship, 1 had at once zc‘!cgnphrd (b \::k ::liz
o 3
. Very well then- 1t was now far oo late © g

{TZ; wtarsyco\unung on me, and § could not fet hlxm do:"x:. weve

r 3 ing, to sleep mow, Wi
“Hey there, Jean, you can't statt gomgfh ecp mow, e

L on hand. Buisson sounds as if he'd g s

Pl?:rt))’rofh‘r\;?fmly sensational deals. Thas afternoon “lflil gt: n:;l

:‘:c the onc at the Porte de Vincennes, and _samorrow gee y
de Champertret . . .
e gf:mc}(x}::cp:xr;‘inncr of mc},7 Henn was rubbing ‘h”fhmd:g at
:hsmospcit of handsome profits. He had obviously quite fergotten

e pr

my departurc for Peyrac-

. a
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alone, Leould fecl [ wasin cetum offedng my services as bis confidant,
To remain on good terms with himself, he seemed tohave a constant
need for approval and admiration—hich I was gaite prepared to
give him, aldhough af times sccretly dusgusted by his vamity.

This unexpected scholarship, fowever, abrupdy removed my
indiference to quesmons of money. From that tme 1 took an
incressing mterest in Henn's financial operations, and he good-
humouredly let me share 1n the profits. Without even waiting for
these, T opened 2 bank accouns; and when 1 shpped my firss cheque
ook smeo my packer 1 fele certam 1 wias begimnng 2 new Wfe of
glded ease. This was the Ufe, a fact, which 1 had been leadingin
Venn's company the bast hree years, Naw that Thad money and
could buy smart dlothes and eat in comfortable restaurants, 1 could
no more imagine myself recunung to the modest existence of my
first two years than | could think of going back to the Cité's sclf~
service rostaurant to swallow mediocre meals Jugged about on a
greasy sluminium tray, A fow sporadic spurts allowed me to pass
my untveraty exams by a very narrow margin, so that apart from
my muliary service and subrructing my thesis [ was almost quahfied.

""Yes, Duisson . . . at that price it sounds ftnt tagab. ., . How
abot the tyrest . . . and body worke »‘lusr put that
down ... nght, we'll go and Ino?omen always think a8

The bist of possibles seeme often inchined ro marry thewr mutrc&‘;e
to myself that Busomitered me, but one day you'll get canghe?
hus horses of dn, it you want to avard fucure embarrassments, stick \
€0 mumed women Like me with Dentse, for tnstance—t'm guite
free Grom that sort of worry Only if 1e's your quarrels vath Vicky

that yoo find duagseeable, | hope you won't mund my mendioning,
3 comstant eyc-witness, that you'se been quarrelling right from
the word go

“You of counc we huve But 3t first § used to find i rather
::;‘::'35, and we alwavs frushed up wth 2 Race teconabation in

3

“Whereas now

) ;‘s: beres me T fed up 10 the tecth wach her tantrums
et swuamatiny and nagming. And her bes! She Ler 25 tacueally



The Heoling Oath

as st}‘xea!}lcs. She’s just as made-up and artificial as hee Christian
name.

“If she said nothing but the truth, poor gid, she might have
nothing to 5ay. And how could you expect her to do any good in
the theatre if she called herself Victoriat I've no doubt her parents’
intentions were very creditable in gwving her such a patriotic name,
but you must admit that Vicky looks a good deal better on a poster.”

“If she only had some talent. But you've only got to heat her
pulling everybody else at the dramatic school to pieces~—and that's
all she can talk about the whole day long—to be quite sure that
she'll never get anywhere herself. A pretennous conceited lietle
cat, that's all she 1s.”

“She may not have any talent,” remarked Henri soothingly,
“but she’s pretty, and she’s willing; which compensates for quite
a lot, don’t you thinks™

Realising ¥ was set on leaving, however, he gave me the benefit
of the doubt. **After all, you’re probably right to be on your guard.
If you're beginning to feel you've had enough, this httle impromptu
Jjoumey is an admirable excuse for getung nd of her.”

He weat into his room, and 1 heard hum hummng as he dressed.

On my own agun, [ realised that ¥ had not dared give Henri all

my easons. He was quite ready to see that 1 no longer wanted
Vicky, that my body no longer demanded her body as 1t had done
at the beginning of our affawre; but he would only have laughed sf
1 had tned to explain my reacions on opemng Lucien's letter,
After our six months together 1 suddenly found Vicky stupsder
and shallower than ever before. All evening I had felt vagucly
depressed and unhappy, vaguely disgusted with myself, my wasted
years, and this whole petty hedonistic he, [ began to see now that
in wiring my answet to Lucien 1 was only wanung to escape from
Vicky; I was unconsarously sazng the chance for 2 breath of good
clean air 1n my sordid and tarnished existence.

“Coming?” asked Henn, as he appeared in the room, ready to

leave. “It’s gone half pase one.” s
1 rose rather bistlessly, and he tapped me on the shoulder. “Don’t
look so glum, old boy.;l'c” you what, smee 've had good marning,

16
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you shall be my guest at “Tour d’Argent.” Befare stecping yourself
10 the powerfiud smells oft}m Auvergne, you must taste avilsation's
feshpots just once more.”

Al was pumng on my ot b - . .
Fan

wr prtauion, o,



CHAPTER TWO

Febraary 28th

THE next day, in the pallor of early moming, I was squelching
in the mud, case 1 hand, outside Aurillac Station, Alf night
since Pans 1 had sufled in the overheated carriage, and now
that I came out of it, I found myself shivering under a treacherous
north wind. Sall half asleep, 1 awaited the Peyrac bus, which 2
red-nosed railway officual, not deigning to remove hands from
pockets, had vaguely indicated 1o me with s clun.

A herd of cows moved slowly to the entrance of the station stock-
yard, leaving behind them a trail of steaming dung, In their place
a boxlike coach came to a stop, with splashes of clay right to the
roof and painted a dirty yellow not very far removed from the
excreta of the cows. T chmbed 1n along with the other passengers,
who took their time, and there was much mancuvang of baskets
filled with poultry. Almost before he had sat down my neighbour,
a man in a black smock, opencd a haversack and extracted some
greasy ham sandwiched an a thick hunk of bread. He began cutting
this into large cubes, which he then swallowed with considerable
concentraton between two long draughts of red wine. At last the
bus started up with a sharp crackling of dry wood and metal, as
if squibs were bemng Jet off underneath 1t all over the place.

Almost immedaately, after a drab suburb, the road entered a
flat muddy country, with ditches full of yellowsnh water. We
seemed to have been travelling for some wiile before the coach
started on the slow, continuous ascent towards the mountains
and Peyrac-le-Chiteau, which according to the mudestones would
go on for thicty miles.

Already the farms became ater, and mstead of pink tiles most of
the roofs seemed to be made of a grey flaky coarse state. Then the

18
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¢ sppeared on the erests of the hills, and very soon it came right

;";:1 Eg‘:hc ditches. The dismal zoad 1‘755“‘ to slope u&wzrds

thosgh  wide, dcp vallp, grie and it thongh e WSS
. L. G g .

[ .
huddied shivenng 1n each SQUIT PATTOW-WIREOWER LOUSL, LLYLIY
to maintzin as much warmth as they could. Y had hede acquaintance
with the countryside in winter, and found the whole seene Qismat
and desolate beyond words, .

My naghbour wih the ham sindwich got out, and his
plice was taken by a big, ced-faced countrywornan, She spent 2
long while putting down her baskets under my bench and against
my knees, then seemed to be making an effort to sit quict. Very
soon she began moving sbowt agamn, nughing, bringiog out a
handkerchuef, and moppmg her row; she had gone very pale.
Then she gave an abrupt hiccough, bent over, and after carefully
pulling 1n her skirt began bongtag up hee breakfast on the floor
between her legs The drver stopped, and all the passengers began
condoling with her 1n 3 hansh patois; someone offered het a “mp”
on some sugar, and thys treatment apprared to be effective.

Till then § had been nrung near a window which was dighdy
open, paning, a thin 3ot of fresh ar, Thu helped me to endure the
pervaling seench, more amimal than human, minglng with the
reck of petrol and bot orl. 1 fele abliged to give up my own seat
to the aling woman, and ut down in her place, above a dark
trown mess, which | burncdly covered over with a Rewspaper.

1 had no mtennon of admunng 1 was a doctor, though on
seflection, had Ibeen obliged e declate myself, I could have made
oy firt wse of one of the rany handy “healing-aids” which my
mgeniows fnend Pau) Chavasse had perfected during a period 2t
focum 3 few months earbier The previous day, as I was leaving
‘gg;!iuh; had p;:m me bistemunute nstructions in these “Char,

nuen” ay kc proudly called ‘hu:é and Joaned me 2 pseudo-

FR 5101 1 Jooki;
which #4 fict formed 2 sort of pocket pharmacopana, S papers,

sppemntment book con
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in the mud, case m hand, outside Aurillac Station. Al nig

since Pans [ had sufled in the overheated carriage, and no
that I came out of it, 1 found myself shivering under a tecachero
north wind. Sull half asleep, I awaited the Peyrac bus, which
red-nosed mailway offical, not deigning to remove hands fro
pockets, had vagucly indicated to me with hus elun.

A herd of cows moved slowly to the entrance of the station stoc]
yard, leaving belund them a trarl of steaming dung. In their plac
a boxlike coach came to a stop, with splashes of clay right to th
roof and painted a dirty yellow not very far removed from th
excreta of the cows. I chimbed 1n along with the other passengen
who took their ime, and there was much mancuvring of basket
filled with poultry. Almost before he had sat down my neghbou
a man in a black smock, opened a haversack and extracted som
greasy ham sandwiched in a thick hunk of bread He began cutuny
this into farge cubes, which he then swallowed with considerabl,
concentration between two long draughts of red wine At last the
bus started up with a sharp erackling of dry wood and metal, 2
if squibs were bang let off undemeath it all over the place.

Almost immediately, after a drab suburb, the road entered 3
flat muddy country, with ditches full of yellowssh water. We
scemed to have been travelling for some while before the coach
started on the slow, continuous ascent towards the mountains
and Peyrac-le-Chiteau, which according to the mulestones would
go on for thirty miles.

Already the farms became rarer, and instead of pink tiles most of
the raofs seemed to be made of a grey flaky coarse shite. Then the

THE next day, m the pallor of early morning, 1 was squelchi
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i i ight
¢ «d on the crests of the hills, and very soon jt ¢ame i
?::m’sgﬂ d:c ;:dﬁcs. The dismal road began to slope up}vards
theough a wide, decp valley, grim and white, though the whiteness
I A P

B e

ddled shivenng i €3ch sQEAL DATOW-WIDAOWEU LULSE, UYLy
l:: rmaintn as mfcb warm:hqa: they could. T had hittle acquaintance
wath the countryside 1 winter, and found the whole scene drsmal
and desalate beyond waords, .

My noghbour with the ham sandwich got our, and his
phace was tken by 3 big, red-faced countrywoman. She speat 3
fong while putung down her baskets under my bench and against
my knees, then scemed to be making an effort to sit quict. Very
soon she began moving about sgam, sighing, bringing out 3
handkesehuef, and moppmg ber brow, she had gone very pale.
Then she gave an abrupt hccough, bent over, and after carefully
pulling m her skirt began brnging up hee breakfast on the floor
between hes legs. The dnver stopped, and all the passengers began
condoling wath her in a banh pators; someone offesed ber 3 “mp”
on jome sugar, and this treatment appeared to be effective.

Till then 1 had been sttuag near 2 window which was shphdy
open, gamng 3 tun Jet of fresh ar. This helped me to endure the
pervading stench, more arumal than human, mungling with the
seek of petrol and ot o, 1 felr obbiged to give up my own seat
1o the aling woman, and sa¢ down i her place, above a dark
Brown mess, which 1 hurnedly covered over witha newspaper.

i bad no meenuon of admutung 1 was 2 doctor, though on
seflection, had § been obliged o declare myself, I could have made
y fint ke of onc of dhe many handy “healing-2id"” which my
wiyersom fnend Paul Chavase had perfected dunng a period as

$ocum a few months eather The previous day, as § was leavin

borpieal, ke bad goven me bsteminote m:mmiZns 10 these “Clms
Conventions,” as ke proudly called them, and loaned me 2 pseudo-
sppotment book contaming a venes of ssnovent-taoking papess
whoch m facs formed 1 s0n of pocker pharmacopona. )



. The Healing Oath

“After all,” be told me, “people don't object to the man in the
bus office lacking up the time-table before he gives them the exact
time when the bus feaves for Romorantin. The butcher can look
at his price-list to make sure of the pricc of a steak, and even the
lawyer is allowed to check up on the exact text of Paragraph 3 of
Atdde 14767 of the Civil Code. But when we medicos are only
Just starting, we're expected to know everything by heart, even the
most far-fetched details, like the length of 2 woman's oxyuris,
the recipe for vegetable broth, or the number of teaspoonfuls of
condensed milk for a five-week-old baby whose mother had
whooping~cough when she was fourteen years old. If you once
hesitate so as not to msk porsoning somebody, you're ar onee
taken for an utter incompetent. However, T don't really worty
any more now. When a case puzzles me, mstead of vainly praying
for guidance, 1 always presenbe Bourget Solunon pro fem, six
grams of phosphate, four of sulphate and two of bicatbomte of
soda. Six, four, two—it’s without danger and can be casily retzined
in the shortest of memones. As country people practically all die
of too much strong dnnk and fatty food, this solution, which 1
beneficial to the liver and the stomach, always does them good.
ft also leaves me time to return home, sw ot up the best avthorities,
and return a htde later to complete my treatment.”

Judging by what my travelling compamons had swallowed
during the joumney, this Bourget Solution, Paul's Norman panacea,
swould be equally effecuve 1 the Auvergne, and T could have
happily prescribed 1t there and then for the woman vomuting on

the bus.

Suddenly the chmb became steep The engmne attacked it with a
tereifying noise and an increased reck of warm o and buming
crease. My neighbour began to go green agam; she leant over
towaeds me to groan under ber breath, winch snlf smils of bule:
“I’s ucky we'se commg to Peyrac 'm beginming to feel bad

again”
1n a last hiccoughung cffort the bus passed under an old stane gate.

a0
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tramedately afterwards it followed a dark, narrow street, all e
came to 3 square where the driver stopped and people began to
ot out, L
£ When L was able to reach the dooe myself, Tlooked for Ludien'’s
sobid figure outnidc; but he was not there. Before going off to find
him 1 had plenty of tme to examine my surr?undmg_:. Henri bad
not exaggerated, Peyrac certanly looked distinctly dismal. It was
pot even a small town, 1t was only 2 harge village, on the back of 2
lowcong white mountan, Round its narrow, sluhy square,
dommated by 3 gaunt, square tower 20d & Roman church which
Tooked hike a fortress, stood a huddled collection of old stone
houses with thick svalls and low dooss, doubtless intended to keep
out the wind and the cold. In this meagre rural capitad, scorned by
the radway and fughways, tme scemed to have stood still. You
had only to forget a few shghtly more modern buldmngs with 2
shop or café on thar ground floor to think yoursdlf some five

centunes back at the end of theMiddle Ages.

On the ude of the dark square fzang the mountan 3 few rows
of trees formed a sort of terrace. This opened out on 1o 2n endless
range of rugged, snon-covered hulls, which scemed weighed down
under vast banks of storn clouds.

T urned up my coat coflar, took np my ease, and on the bus
daver's dcenons wudged gnmly off towards Lucien's house,
Almost at the end of the willage 1 reached 3 stone buldmg, poor
enough but without 2ny mod on 1. The front door had a shining
brenze plate on 1t aying: “Dr Luaen Cément.” The maid who
opeted the door offered me Lucien’s apologses for not being there.
He had yust been called our, apparently, and sud he would
;nn:: and sce me st Dr Delpuech’s house as soon as he got

k.

§wemt back o the square Dr Delpuech's house, the maid had
2, was halfoway down the mam road, this was casy enough 1o
h{ml because 11 stanied st the foot of the old tower, Saquelching
throezh the shnh 1 dnapeed my ase, now feehng unpleasandly
teavy, eptoa Enelonking house which was CanspicHous amon;

31w of ympoverihed shop-fronts Near the doss knocker on !h%
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double-feaved front door a doctar’s plate, almost wom out by
years of polishing, told me that I had reached my destination.
I rang several times before hearing inside a clatter of clogs on the
tiles, and then some steps which were drowned in a great rustle of
skirts. The double doors came gjar, and dhrough the opening
appeared a suspicious eye, the comer of a wizened cheek, while a
woman's voice declared with authority: “Doctor Delpuech is ifl,
and not seeing people.”

Then the voice svent on, much more cordially: “Oh please excuse
me, Sir. [ hadn't seen your case. People here just don’t scem to be
able to grasp that Doctor Delpuech 1s really very all. You'll be
Doctor Clément’s friend, now aren’t youzr I must have let you ring
for ages. 1 was in the back and pretended to be deaf. And now I'm
keeping you outside catching your death of cold. Do come in at
once. Doctor Delpuech wall be delighted to see you.”

The door had opened wide to show a hittle old woman with white
hair caught up in a sort of black coiffe. Now the first suspicions
expression had vanished, 1 hked her face, which had a rough,
motherly kindoess. She bustled me mside, told me her name was
Félicie, and led the way across a big, dark, flagstoned hall 1o the
first steps of a fine switcase. On the fiese floor, having pushed open a
door, she stood back and announced. “Here is Doctor Clément’s
friend, who's just arrived.”

T went into the room which § found dark for all its hugh cailing,
spaciousniess and open curtains. All [ could see at first was a figure
sitting half upnght, propped on a pile of pillows.

“U'm very ghd to see you, Doctor,” said a rather dim and muffled
vaice. “'Félicte, please brng up a chair for the doctot so that we
can make our acquaintance 1 comfort.”

When I reached the bed | saw a sick and aged face, pale and wom
and thin; but it It up at once with a friendly smule which I found
extremely warming and heastemng.

“It’s extremely kind of you to come to my rescue at 2 time hike
this,”” said the voice. “Up till now we've pot had too b:t‘l 2 winter,
but certainly it’s beent terrible weather the lase few days.” .

“You can always sely on our winters,” put n Féhae; 1 we

a2
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't get our bad spell early on, ill come later, never fear.
gg: ;u%!: romained suprd]mg n{n the bed and was looking at her
0.

ml"“‘lr’l;:::lxhh:!mam 2?1“;:“ of our profession,” the old ﬂo;tor
went on. “We always get either to0 many patients of 100 lew,
In the summer fanz‘cns dor't bother much about their health
because they’ee too busy 1 the ficlds. In winter they've oﬁm. got
nothung much to do, so they ali rall in the doctor at the same time.
1 chose 3 very bad ume to stop, and your friend Lucien has been
cushed off fus fect. [ dudn’t wagt hem ta bothee you, prabably for
nothing out of the way. | musy give you an idea of the position;
T've boen practising here for forry years and my patients are used
tome. A young locum they don't know instead of their own old
doctor, well, 1t's bound to scarc them a bit. So you musm't be too
upset 1f they're not very forthcoming with you just at firse. Lucien
certainly ought to have some of hus work taken off hus hands, and
a3 I'm 3o much better Y've 1old him I'd gradually begin seeing
paticnts agam 1 a few days’ ame.”

“He's erazy,” ened Fhae, “Ham sce patients when he's far iller
eham thane geal Toon bame s abpan fasm o © 101 T M s

wietched pauents shonldn's end up by killing him altogether,
They all of them refuse to believe he's 1 bed. They all tell you a
doctor's never ll, specully a good strong; man like Doctor Delpuech.
My goodness, he's comanly spoiled them badly these lasy forty
yean. He's too kind, and the people arc plan hard in these parts,
You've got to protect yourself, of el , " :

She paused to cocover her breath, bur the gesture she made
towszds D1 Depuech showed eloquently the fite of those who
lowed themsehres 10 be explosed The doctor took advantage
of the wdener to wpgest gendy-

“While you're Jetung your tongue wa
m.:xv} not have had :n)guxig o nt.g'l'm B Kl Deoctor Néac

21 1dex seemed 0 stagger the old housekeeper; she raised her

e 2d exclumed: “Prar-obedea, the oot boy. You're quite

23
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putting me out, the stupid way you go on—yon and your being
50 much better and starting to see patients!”

She disappeared towards the kitchen, and Dr. Delpuech went
on: “Excuse my having used you to effect that diversion. ¥ Jost
my wife and our only son seventeen years ago in an epidemic,
and Félicie has been in authority ever since. Ino longer dare to make
a frontat attack on that authority, sull less would I dream of trying,
to shut her np. Even my patients have got used to finding her
between them and me, as a power they have to come to terms with
or clse get round. Of course, after all the time she’s been talking 10
me, I don’t really listen any more, and we're quite used to each
other. But I'm afraid you may not find it so casy. It's 2 sad house
for a young man to come to, what with a garrulous old housekeeper,
and an’impossible old mvalid doctor. . . .

1 began protesting politely, but he stopped me:

“Oh no, it’s tree enough, as you'll see for yourself. Most people
get a bit sclfish when they're ill, and old people especally, they're
the most selfish, dfficult, finicky, distrustful, disappomung patients
a young doctor can have. He'll never cure them, for you can’t
make an old man young agam, and they'll contmue to thnk their
own suffenng and all their mmor grovses and complamts of
primary importance To gam ther confidence, try to sound a1 sf
you set great store by thar opimons. Anyhow, you'll have plenty
of experience on me.”

Then he gave me that chatmung smile, and finsshed: “Sall,
knowing all these weaknesses in others, Uil try and be a bie better
behaved myself.”

‘The door opened abruptly, and Féhae told us from the entrance:
“They're proper devils. They can't even let Doctor Nérac have
fuis funch in peace. The hetle guel from the Café Albngrac bas come
1o look for lnm’ It's for a man from Farlat who's at the wedding of
young Rouguerolle. 31¢'s had a sort of stroke or somethung—~
the girl doesn’t scem to know just what's happencd.”

“You'd better go at once,” sad Dr. Delpuech. "Féhae will give
you the bag. The instruments and synnges in the case are allstente.”

A child of twelve was wainng for me 1 the hall. Féliae put the
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eegency bag m my hands, 2nd came to the doot 1o watch e go.
c';‘}:c E-d? girl.gh:r hands wrapped in hee muffler, I{OK"KCA along near
me. On the way I tried to form 3 preliminacy opinion of ﬂzc case
awaiting me, but she could help me very Trle. She hade't scen
mvxhin‘g‘ she was helping her mother with the gidles in the Jatchen
‘nd afterwards there were too many people round the man. She
thoughe they sad something 2bout a siroke.

Rather than risk a durect quesnon about the exact saning of
" stroke” 1n these parts, § asked her what “gicdles” weee. “Why,
gitdlecakes, of course,” repbed the girl in scomnful surptise, as if
[ bud been trymg (o make fun of het by asking such an obvious
question.

At this posnt, for some obscute reasen, the whole adventure on
which 1 was now embarking suddenly struck me as useerdy il
conceived, a mghrmare transposed imto real Ife. 1 could not walk
fut enough to shake off an extreme dowrnheartedness, nor to
asond the icy fog shppmp dwagreeably down my neck, and the
mud and slush which were quickly softening up my shocs. [ would
soener have slowed down my steps, for [ was hungry and tired a0d
cold, ¥ thould have Liked to retum at once to 2 good meal and 2
good fire, to forpe all about this stupd escapade, this benighted
countrynde, these rusney all alke wath thee bovme faces and
drooping movstaches.

Tatronely objected to the whale busness: st was utterly infunating
to be here at aff, about to become an object of mterest for these
faping vokels who smele of cows, these small shopkecpers who
#ept the piement i front of therr doors with 3 chdduh placiduty,
splsshing thesr meked snow and rabbuh over my legs; they would
sursly bave envied me o they had known X was a docror. 1 despised
thert mvaclf, bet § abio £kt funouly jealous of them, They only
bad tn charee to someone’s account whatever commodities th
reezht be sellinz, without qres or cesponnbilines. Wheress here
watlhrmang off o ses some wdiot who, mercly to spite me, might
qoe well have dowem o biaak o menpeal artery or get a clat
ot Hx::n! Fean I the muddle of the @ff, | thought sometwhag
byreneal’y, before hundreds of guewts at he Rouguerotle w edding,
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all spying on the young doctor just arrived from Paris this very
morming, 1 was going to make a very good impression, wasn’t 1t
A nice beginning I was making in the village, thanks to this wretch.
™o, B 1. 17 ot R Y o oot

windows “Café¢ Albignac.” Outside, the curious were trying to
look through the curtains. Inside they must have been waiting for
me, for they all turned and watched my arrival passively, without
moving or speaking. Only those standing round the door made a
vague movement to clear it. Exaggerating my haste, ¥ took some
pleasure in pushing them unceremoniously aside.

But as soon as [ was in the room, everything inside me changed

at once. My heart was beatng funiously, but it was more from a
o ’ t - * ) v . pie samn?

the glasses of apénfs lefe half drunk, and the arde of rustics
in their Sunday best, with paper roses i thesr buttonholes, standing
watching me, sifent and motionless. All that remained of my anger
suddenly became deflated, calmed down and vamshed, However
unimaginative my “audience,” I realised that they expected somes
thing of me. I was the doctor from whom alone, 1n this situation,
miracles could be demanded.

Already the café propnietor was excluming “Make way, all of
you. Give the doctor 3 hitle room to pass.”

At the end of the room, agatnst the wall, some men were making
cffores to keep the struggling paucnt on a nartow bench. They
turned round to watch me come, and then scattered T saw a big
peasant trying to sit up, thrusung out his head 1n search of a gulp
of air. His face was dark bluc and swollen, with ghastly plobulous
¢yes and a blood-tinged froth at each comer of lus gaping slate-
colouted lips. Dazed from his asphyxia, he clenched clumsy hands
in an attempt to pull away an invisible sourmiques from hus throat.
Nothing came out of 1t but 2 bubbling, gurghng huss.

~
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Suddendy 1 Ele isalated in the middle of all these people. There
were onlystwo protagonists in this drama, the padent and mysglf.
All hesimtion, all anger diappearcd, Without my even having
t bend over ta auscultate the chest, this pinkish foam on the hps
inbeated the dngnosis of pulmonaty edema, and dictated to me
the necessary treatment. T was no longer cold or hungry or tired.
1 gave dleat orders: “Remove hus coac and waistcoat, open Exp'}'us
shirt and vest, roll up hus sleeves and bring me another basin.

My hands meanwhule were obeying me with 3 precision 1 had
never known 1 them before, operung the bag and finding there
knfe and tournquet and synnge and ampules and aleohol. Marvel-
Liog 3t my skill, T fele wmspared by a superb energy and joyfulness.
1 hud an tfinste affectron for all these people acknowledging my
authonty and now, n rouching doality, trymg anxously to assist
me~—whie 1 srugeled o save this poor unfortunate who had
acadentally been canfided ta my care. In thas steuggle § held fill
powers, with only God above me, and 1 was about to make my own
ndependent deaaston. For the fist ame in my medial life T was
entrecly alone, and responuble for a lfe. This life I knew I could
s,

Two sturdy hands held the bastn for me. I had had the patient
stretched out on the bench, and now I placed the tourniquet on his
base arm. The skun was already dark blue, but with the tourniquet
the know of the vew swelled out at once, o that finding it presented
ro &fiadley

Thas man would have died without a doctor's 2id, yet having him

33 my fint pauent 1 was in fuck. T had all che Juck: 1 could sce
dugnows, trextment and prognoss wath equal certainty. With so
many othet emergency eaty fombe b @ 4, v 2
but bere there could b

¥ wn completeds sure [ VU teeetul B
bad enby gute finuhed htemng 1o Dr Jean Debel at Se. Luke's
trend cives, hammenng bus phrases home to st “You will
damme agre pulmomey aedema by the three signs 1 have Just
(:.:\(hhd 1 you, 1nd immediatcly afterwards you must take s,
cearie acton It n e typical emerpency case for the docos,
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all spying on the young doctor just arrived from Paris this very
morning, I was going to make a very good impression, wasn't It
A nice beginning T was making in the village, thanks to this wretch.
Doctor nothing~I should merely be a superior sort of undertaker.

“It's just over there,” said the little girl when we came out on to
the square. She need scarcely have told me, for § could read on the
windows “Caf¢ Albignac.” Outside, the curious were trying to
look through the curtains. Inside they must have been waiting foc
me, for they all turned and watched my arnwval passively, without
moving or speaking. Only those standing round the door made 2
vague mavement to clear it. Exaggeratng my haste, 1 took some
pleasure in pushing them unceremoniously aside.

But as soon as I was in the room, cverythung inside me changed
at once. My heart was beating furiously, but 1t was more from a
sensc of challenge than the former hystencal rage. I at once registered

AR Al w AR L . catade

the glasses of apéritifs left half drunk; and the arcle of rustics
in their Sunday best, wath paper roses 1n thorr buttonholes, standing
watching me, silent and mononfess. All that temained of my anger
suddenly became deflated, ealmed down and vamished. However
unimaginatve my “audience,” I realised that they expected some-
thing of me. I was the doctor from whom alone, i this situation,
miracles could be demanded.

Already the café propnctor was exclammg: “Make way, all of
you. Grve the doctor a hutle room to pass ™

At the end of the room, agamst the wall, some men were making
cfforts to keep the struggling patent on a narrow beneh. They
turned round to watch me come, and then scattered. { saw a big
peasant trying o sit up, thrusung out bis head in search of a pulp
of air. His face was dark bluc and swollen, sh ghastly globulous
eyes and 2 blood-unged froth at cach comer of his gaping shu;-
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Adealy 1 fele isolated in the middle of all these people. There
“fru: on!yym'o protagonists in ths drama, the patient and mysfl(.
Al hesttation, all anger disappeared. Without my even baving
to bend over to auscultate the chesr, this pinkish foam on the Yips
indscated the disgnosis of pulmonary edems, and dictated to me
the necessary treatment. I was no Jonger cold or hungry of um%
I gave clear ordsss: “Remove his coat and waistcoas, open Exp':hxs
shire and vest, roll ap hus steeves 2nd brng me another b.mn

My hands meanwhile were obeying me vwith a precision 1 had
never known 1 them before, opening (]zc bag md fm&m‘g' lthc

me—whie T struggled to save tus poor unfortunate who had
acidentally been confided 1 my care. In dhis seruggle T held foll
powers, with only God abave me, and [ was about to make my own
independent deaisson. For the fist tme i my medical life T was
entrely alone, and responuble for 2 hfe. Ths Ufe § knew § could
save.

Two sturdy bands held the bann for me. ¥ had had the patient
sretched out on the bench, and now 1 placed the toumiquet on his
bace armu. The skon was aleeady dark blue, but with the toumiquet
the knots of the veun swelled out at once, so that finding it presented
na difficuley.

Ths man would have died wrthout 2 doctor's axd, yet having him
23 my fisst panent ¥ was in Juck. 1 had all the luck: T could see
dugnoss, treatment and prognosss with cqual certanty, Wich so
many other emergency cases T might have floundered hopelessly,
but here there could be no mistakes, no hestation, no doubts,
U was completely sure of myslf, as i av ths very moment 1
bad ondy just finshed bsterung to Dr Jean Debel at St. Luke's
turorial clases, hammerng hus pheases home to us: “You will
dugnose aeute pulmomary wdems by the three sigus I have just
dewenbed to yon, and immednarcly afteewards you must take swift,

declune acuon. Tt 15 the typieal emergency case for the doctor.



The Healing Oath

all spying on the young doctor just arrived from Paris this very
morning, T was going to make a very good impression, wasn't It
A nice beginning T was making in the village, thanks to this wretch.
Doctor nothing—I should merely be a superior sort of undertaker,

“If's just over there,” said the little girl when we came out on to
the square, She need saarcely have told me, for I could read on the
windows “Caf¢ Albignac.” Outside, the curious were trying to
look through the curtains. Inside they must have been waiting for
me, for they all turned and watched my arrival passively, without
moving or speaking. Only those standing round the door made a
vaguec movement to clear it. Exaggerating my haste, I took some
pl in pushing them une iously aside.

But as so0n as I was 1n the room, everything inside me changed
at once. My heart was beating funously, but 1t was more from a
sense of challenge than the former hystencal rage. 1at once regustered

the glasses of apérinfs left half drunk; and che arcle of rustics
in therr Sunday best, wath paper roses in thesr burtonholes, standing
watching me, silent and mouoniess. All that remauined of my anger
suddenly became deflated, calmed down and vamshed. However
unimaginative my “audience,” [ realised that they expected some-
thing of me. I was the doctor from whom alone, i this uitnation,
miracles could be demanded.

Already the café proprctor was exclaming: “Make way, all of
you. Give the doctor a little room to pass

At the end of the room, against the wall, some men were making
efforts to keep the struggling panent on a naerow bench. They
turned round to watch me come, and chen scattered. I saw a big
peasant trying to sit up, thrustng out lus head 1 scarch of 3 gulp
of air. His face was dark blue and swollen, with ghasly globulous
eyes and a blood-unged froth at each comer of hus gapng shate-
coloured lips. Dazed from Ius asphyxa, he clenched clumy hands
in an attempt to pull away an invinble toummquet from hu throat.
Nothing came out of it but a bubbling, gurghng hus,
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towards each one of these people, spoken to them, and pressed theie
hands. 1 should hke to have had the whole villsge needing my
sreatment there and then, needing me to save their lives. But in
face [ smerely collected up the syringes and instrameats 1n the bag
«ith 4 ofhand air, They had stayed near the basinful of blood,
which no arie had dared to touch and which sall, for esch newcomer,
tesified to my tiumph. On Yeaving, 1 casually tossed the black
bag under my arm, and with an equally careless gesture of the hand
indicated that they could clean up the basim, etc. 1 then went out
berwcen groups of people who scaered zespectfully xight o the
oor.

Outside, a vague wnter sunshine, distant and yellow, had at
Last succeeded 10 prerang the fog, and beneath this sky with it
pinky-grey ghmmer the bate chuech, the old tower and the dack
houses n the square no Jonger seemed to me so forbidding. While
1 walked 1 fooked at them affectronately, as I Jooked solicitously
at 3l} these passers-by who did not yer know me, who did not
Ynow that their laves, therr wornes, their sorrows and pain, mght
perhaps from now on be confided to my cace.

Téhae must have been watclung for my return, and she immedi~
ately asked: “Was everything alf rights” I told hee 1t had been, and
she went on, “Go up quick and tell Doctor Delpuech, then Junch
will be ready ™

Trted o give the old doctor as modest an accownt a5 1 could of
may acuons; but 1 could not keep 2 note of immense triumph out
of my votce, and 1 am sure he guessed how I was fecling,

“That's splendid,” he sud, when 1 had finished. “As [ dids't
know exactly what was wrong, § don't mind telling you [ was 3
Yit worned while 1 was watting for you. § know my comgpatriots
3l 100 well, to start you off they mught well have expected you
¢ puta panalyne anpple on bus feet agan theee and then, When

1 fint came 1o the vallage the:

’ y expected muracles of me too,
treated people 2s bese 1 could, bur they wanted to be y;igsd;
curnd, no mareer what che complunt was—a smple misunder~



The Healing Qath

The Life of that patient is literally in your hands, You must know
at once what to do without a moment’s hesitation.”

After three years of idleness, thanks to Jean Debel, 1 was sill
ready for this dramatic confrontation; yes really, I was in Juck. §
sm;lcch inwardly to correct the phrase: yes really, the patient was
in luck.

‘With a shaep stroke of the point of the knife I broke throngh the
skint and opened the vein, Blood started rushing in torrents down
both sides of the metal. It was not enough; I applied the knife
abliquely with more force, Immeduately the vein gaped wide, and
T only just had time to mcline the arm to one side in order to avoid
the thick jet of blaod, almost black, which suddenly began to falt
into the basin mn a rapid, plashing rain

These men and women were used to cutting pugs’ throats and
bleeding poultry; often they would have handled blood in bucket-
fuls. But as they came nearer,  felt all round me thar murturs of
distress, their hor, gasping breath. They were impressed and silent,
as if fascinated by tlus dask-red stream, this human blood which T
was letting 1n a sort of sciennfic exorasm. Already the suffocating
man began to grow calmer and recover hus breath. Letung the
vein flow freely, I now filled a synnge of norphia and prepared by
its side a second syrmge of cardiac tome, { removed the toumiquet,
and where the masion had been made the blood agam began
flowing fast. T quickly bent the patent’s anm over a plug of cotton
wool, and passing 1o the other arm made the two ingections slowly
and carcfully. The man already scemed less blue, and was breathing
with Jess difficulty He uttered a few ughs, and then tepéated in a
voice thick and hestaung, yet quie distmet: “Ab, that's betser,
that’s better

i feltanifhe had publicly procianmed to the worltd the achievement
of 1 turacle.

After that came the careful transport of the pauent to a bed,
the deessing, the return to the mam room where there was an
abrupt slence, the apénnf offered me by the proprictor at the [‘f\\‘:
§ went throvgh it all in 3 marvellous Bhsfied state, overflawing with
energy and affecuon and happiness. T should ke to have gone

-l
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1 mercly collected wp the syringes and instrmneats fn the bag
&ﬁl\ an ul(%m\& aie. 'ﬂ\sy Tad stayed neat the basinful of blood,
which na orie had dared so touch and which sl for cach neweomer,
testified to my tnumph On leaving, 1 casually tossed the black
ag under my anm, and with an equally cascless gesture of the hand
indicated that they could elean np the basin, ete. ¥ then went out
Yetween proups of people who scauered respectlully right to the

vor,

Ounide, a vague winter sunshine, distant and yellow, had ac
Lt sueceeded 1 prercng the fog, and beneath this sky wuth fts
pinky-grey ghmer the bare charch, the old tower and the dark
fouses 1n the square no Jonger scemed to me so forbidding, While
t walked 1 looked at them affectionately, as 1 looked tolicitously
2t all these pasers-by whe did not yet know me, who did not
Snow that thar bives, these wornes, their sorcows and paio, might
perhaps fram now on be confided to my cace,

thae must ave been warching for my reoum, and she mnsedia
atcly akad: "Waceverything all nghts” § rold her i had been, and
she went on “Go up quick and et Doctor Delprrech, then luncly
will be veady.”

Finad to gase the old doctor as modest an account as § coutd of
Ty actuont, but ¥ oopld a0t Reep a note of smmense taumph out
ok g voice, and 1am sure he guened how € was feling,

“That's splendid™ be snd, when € had Gshed, “As ¥ dide't
know exactly what was weong, 1 don't mind telling you [ was 3
tit womed while £ was watng foe you, T kgow n;y ToOmPpatriots
M too welli to st you off they aught well have expected you
1o puta pacalyes capple on b foer agun there and then, When
Lont came o the village they expected mracles of me too, 1
teated pouple as best 1 eonld, bt they wanted to be y\m‘x!'w;l 3
vord o putter what the complamt was—a umple minu‘dtr)»



The Healing Outh

The &ife of that patient is literally in your hands. You ntust know
at once what to do without 2 moment’s hesitation.”

After three years of idlencss, thanks to Jean Debd, T was sull
ready for this dramatic confrontation; yes really, 1 was in luck. I
stuled inwardly to correet the phrase: yes really, the patienr was
in luck.

With a sharp stroke of the point of the knife I broke through the
skin and opened the vein. Blood started rushung in torrenes down
both sides of the metal. It was not enough; § apphed the knife
abliquely with more force. Immediately the ven gaped wide, and
1 only just had time to inchine the arm to one side in order to avoid
the thick jet of blood, almest black, wihnch suddenly began to fall
into the basin in a rapd, plashing rain,

These men and women were used to cutung pigs’ throats and
bleeding poultry: often they would have handled blood in bucket
fuls. But as they came nearer, 1 felt all round me thar munmurs of
distress, their hot, gaspmg breath. They were impressed and silenz,
as if fascnated by this dask-red stream, this human bood which 1
wis feteing m a sore of sciennific exorasm. Already the suffocating
man began to grow almer and recover hus breath, Letung the
vem flow freely, § now filled 2 synnge of morphia and prepared by
its side a second syrnge of cardiac tome. 1 removed the tourmguet,
and where the mmanon had been made the blood agam bepan
fowing fast. T quickly bent the panent’s anm over a plug of cotton
wool, and pasing to the other arm made the two tmyecuons slowly
aud carefully. The naan already seemed less blue, and way breathing
with less defficudey, He uttered a few ughs, and then repeated in a
vorce thick and heutaung, yet quutc distinet “Ah, that's beter,
that's better *

Ffeltassf he had publicly proclaumed to the waeld the achievement
of a muracle.

After that came the aarcful transport of the patient @ 3 bed,
the dressing, the return to the mam reom where these was an
abrupt silence, the apénnf offered me by the propnstar at the bsrs
1 went through it all in 2 marvellom blufol rate, overflowing nath
evergy and affection and happinew. 1 should We to lave gone

o
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towards each onc of these people, spoken to them, and pressed their
fnds, 1 should bke 1o bave bad the whole villsge needing my
tresmient there and then, needing me to save theit lives. But in
fact | merely collocted up the syringes and instruments in the bag
vwith an offhand sir. They had stayed near the basinful of blood,
which no oric had dared to touch and which sult, for each newcomer,
tatified to my triumph. On leaving, T casually tossed the black
bag under my arm, and with an equally earcless gesture of the hand
indicated that they could clean up the basin, etc. 1 then went out
between groups of people who scattered respectfully nght to the

0T,

Outude, 2 vague winer sunshine, distant and yellow, had ac
base succeeded 10 prerang che fog, and beneath ¢his sky with its
pinky-grey ghmmer the bare church, the old tower and the dark

houses in the square no longer scemed to me so fotbidding. While
T walked [ looked at them aff ly, as [ looked sobdsoust

at alf these pavsers-by who did por yer know me, who did not
now that thar Iives, therr worrics, thewr sorrows and pain, might
pechaps from now o be confided to my care,

| TS NRA NFSU U e
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wall be seady,”

Lened to gove the old doctor 45 modest an account 2 I could of
iy acuons; but | could not keep 2 note of immense triumph out
of inv vowce, and T am sure he guessed how §was feebing

“That's splendid” he sud, when 1 had fimched “As T didn’c
'i:"m\ eacdy what was weong, 1 don't mund telling you I wasa
Yt womned while 1 was wamng for you 1 know my compattiots
oo well. 10 sttt you off they mught well have expected you
1o paxa panatvtic enpple on bis fect agun there and thew, When
1 fn came 1o the village they sxpocted muracdes of me too. [
tewe=d people a1 best T could, bt they wanted 10 be posicively
arad, ro ratter whae the complunt was—a simple m:'sundcr).



The Healing Outh

The Life of thar patient is literally in your hands. You must know
at once what to do without a moment’s hesitation.”

Aftee three years of idleness, thanks to Jean Debel, T was sull
ready for this dramatic confrontation; yos really, 1 was in luck. 1
smiled inwardly to correct the phrase: yes veally, the patient was
in huck,

With a sharp stroke of the point of the knife 1 broke through the
skin and opened the vein, Blood started rushing in torrents down
both sides of the meral. It was not enough; § applied the knife
abliquely with more foree. Immediately the vein gaped wide, and
1 only just had time to ncline the arm to one side in order to avoid
the thick jer of blood, almost black, winch suddenly began to fll
into the basin m a rapid, plashing ram.

These men and women were wed to cutting pigs’ theoats and
bleeding poultry; often they would have handled blood m bucket-
fuls. But as they came nearer, 1 felt all round me thar murmurs of
distress, their hot, gasping breath, They were smpressed and silent,
as of fastinated by this dark-red stream, this human blood which I
was fetang in a sort of sacntific exoraism. Already the suffocating
man began to grow calmer and recover s breath. Letting the
vein flow freely, I now filled a synnge of morphia and prepared by
its side a second synnge of cardiac tome, § removed the oumiquet,
and where the masion had been made the blood agin began
flowing fast. T quickly bent the panent’s arm over a plug of cotton
wool, and passing o the other atm made the two myections slowly
and carefully The man already scemed less blue, and was breathing
with fess dificulty fie uttered a few uighs, and then repeated i 3
voice thick and hesnaung, yer quite disunct “Ah, that's betrer,
that's betser.”

1cltassfhe had publicly proclamied to the world che achievement
of 2 muracle.

After that came the careful transport of the panent o 3 bed,
the dresung, the return to the mam room whete theee was an
abrupt silence, the apénnf offered me by the propretor at the b
1 wene through it alf 1 2 marvellow Blussfo! state, overflosang with
energy and affeenon and hsppmess. § shoukl ke to have gone

At






The Healing Oath

standing between the doctor and his patients. OF course, they've
5ot used to me now, and it's a long time since they stopped taking
me for God Almighty; they are prepared to forgive me my failuect,
But with each new doctor they say to themselves once more:
‘You never know, do your—and their primitive appetite for
miracles starts up again, He's a Jucky man who manages to satisfy
this appetite catly on as you have done.”

Félicie, with a white apron over her black skirt, came to lead
me away, telling Dr. Delpuech 1 would not get fat on his fine
words. The dining-room, full of old Renaissance fumiture lovingly
polished, was heated by a fine wood fire, and 1 sa¢ down at table
in front of 2 golden-brown soup. A good broth keeps the stomach
up Yike braces,” declared Féliae as she poured me out a second
plateful; and the soup was followed by roast chicken stuffed with
delicious chestnuts,

“Enjoy your meal,” T was instructed by Féhae, who stood with
her hands on her hips, superviung ats consumption. “Out here in
the country you'll nced plenty of good solid food to keep your
strength up. Il be a great shame of we can't fatten you up a bit
while you're with us.”

1 certainly did enjoy my funch, and afterwards went up again
to Dr. Delpueeh 10 find out about the afternoon's swrgery, A
few minutes later there was a knock on lus door, and Lucien
came in, looking just as [ had known tum, sturdy and serene. He
greeted Dr. Delpuech and then shook hands with me in a way
that supgested we had scen cach other only the mght before.
After looking at me 2 moment m silence wath his frank, penctrating
eyes, he said imply: *You've changed, Jean ™

But it was not satd in the tone of an ordinary statement, | felt
in his voice a note of dsappmntment and reproach. Wathout
answering, 1 tumed my bead away. Dr. Delpuech had certanly
guessed my embarransment, for he came at once to my aud: "ut
good heavens, of course he's changed. Haw long 18 t¢ since you've
seeny each othent™

“Over three years,” answered Luaen, and $aad- “Ie’s y'nur‘ﬁ'x.x.'r.
old chap. You [‘romu:d 1o come and e me sote timie an Parit,
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“Aud do you imagme” vemashed Dr. Delpuech, “char his
padenss vseul)d ave agreed 10 his deserng his pose? A docw.(.
just stasting up 't expected to uke ho\z.d;ys. Tts quite e,
e 24223 with 2 smile, “that Pve got them ino bad babirs. This is
mmy Birst Yeawe Bor forty years.” -

After giving the old doctor a bricf report on some of the patients
$e had token over for the ame bang, Lnaen took his leave of us,
saying there would probably be paaents wearting 1o see him {n&_hc
wanted to snatch a bite of Junch finst. 1 too was departing, th{nhng
1 ought to be surng work, when Dr. Delpuech said: “Just 2
moment, Jean~—1've heard so much sbout you from Ludien, you
won't mund my alling you Jeant . "

1 2id 1 would be very pleased of he did.

“Well then,” be went on, “you've surmounted the first obstacle
wery happdy all by yourself, but there’l be others to come. May
L offer you a bude wsefid adwees™

“Of course, Tl be cxmemely graefull” T said; “despite this
mornng I'm stll feckiog 2 bde nesvous, 2 you can dmagine.”

*Raghe,” said the ofd man. “The fust thing is that in a practice
the atmosphiere 1 completely different from a1 hospinal. You muse
always It the panent 1k Wy the only way of putting um ar his
o2, Laves to hum atentwely, 3o that be fecls youw'se wiing him
stmouly You'll see that as yoo go on. Wheress in hospizal he's
30 impressed by everyihing that he basn's got ruch to say foc bim-
3 20d accepts what be's told dlmost unquestiontogly, here he'll
never stop welling you all aboar 1 and what he thinks hamself.
You'll noed a great #.a1 of skall and gentleness to bring him to the
eusenmal questons without ever sceming in 3 hurry or bored. The
COUnTyman 1 2 egost, he won't try o put humself your place
or cuz 2 vagle detaid, even though it emay be fate an the evening and
you'se sall got 2 long round ahead of you. The great art of the
GY. &z let each panient duak thar you've plenty of otber patiencs
ta ook after, b thae at present you're only concerned with him "
W, fhar's certunly new advace to me, Sir,”

e honpisl, i Leves fet panents run on too fong,
L pomt sery quckly,

)
T

" 1 commented.
A 0 they wnayed from
and df you're geing to get diroagh your
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standing between the doctor and his patients, OF course, they've
got used o me now, and it’s 2 long time since they stopped taking
me for God Almighty; they are prepared to forgive me my failures.
But with each new doctor they say to themselves once more:
“You mever know, do your—and their primitive appetite for
miracles starts wp again. He's 2 lucky man who manages to satisfy
this appetite carly on as you have done.

Félicie, with a white apron over her black skirt, came to lead
me away, telling Dr. Delpuech I would not get fat on his fine
words. The dining-room, full of old R enaissance furniture lovingly
polished, was heated by a fine wood fire, and I sat down at table
in front of 2 golden-brown soup. “A good broth keeps the stomach
wp like braces,” declared Féliae as she ponred me out a second
plateful; and the soup was followed by roast chicken stuffed with
delicious chestuts.

“Enjoy your meal,” I was instructed by Féhcie, who stood with
her hands on her hips, supervising 1ts consumption. “Qut here in
the country you'll need plenty of good solid food to keep your
strength up. Il be a great shame sf we can’t fatten you up a bit
while you're with us.”

I certainly did enjoy my Junch, and afterwards went up again
to Dr. Delpuech to find out about the afternoon’s surgery. A
few minmes later there was 2 knock on bis door, and Lucien
came in, Jooking just 2¢ I had known him, sturdy and serene. He
greeted Dr. Delpuech and then shook hands with me in 2 way
that suggested we had seen each other only the night before,
After looking at me a moment in silenice with his frank, penctrating
eyes, he said simply: “You've changed, Jean.”

But it was not said in the tone of an ordinary statement; I felt
in his voice 2 note of disappomtment and reproach. Without
answering, T tumed my head away. Dr. Delpuech had ecreamly
guessed my embarrassment, for he came ar once fo my aid: “Bat
good heavens, of course be’s changed. How loog is 1t smee you've
seen cach other?” X

“Orer three years,” answered Luaen, and [ sud: “It s your‘ﬁ.v:ﬂt,
old chap. You promised to come and see me some ame in Paris.
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a1 ossng the hall T glinced quickly at the \\-aiu:}g—mozm Ouly
": pmp%c theteI was half relieved, hllfdix‘k’&"’“‘"“-.L
' kening the surgery, 1 shut the door and went straight to the
3 . Al was in order, prescripion book, case papers, cuttings
¢ n medical journals, samples of new drugs, rtﬂ:x‘hzmmtr,
" apresare. a8 boscoge. Slghly intoricaed. by

- momung's suceess, 1 hesttated for 3 moment, Then discretion

 the day, and I began disposing innocently round the writing
 another set of Pau’s “heaking-aids™~tindle cards filled with
indy formulz, which were casy enough to consult at a glince
ghe under the eyes of the patient, Thus covered most ordinary
s¢s, but there was a further “Chav Conventon” for unexpected
ontingencies

“The Norman doctor for whom Paul had acted as locum had 2
mall dispensary adjorung the surgery. Wheo the cards had nothing
© ny about some abstruse complarne, Paul would feel a pressing
1eed to wash his hands Dissppeanng 1nto the next room, he would
twm both caps of the basin full on, and then, under cover of this
noise, tum fevenshly over the pages of a pocket notebook concealed
beforchand 1 a comer. Benberr, blennorrhagu, blepharids,
potions, lotons, awtments . . . he made s chosce. Then, 25 if
swddenly seized by Hippocratean nspitation, he would return
tnumphandy to the desk to fill the blank sheet staght off wath an
impeccable fifty-bne prescnpron.

To cqup mysclf against every eventualiey Ldeaded to be equally
caunous and arrange the precious notcbook pear the wash-basin
wn D, Delpueck’s dispensary. Then 1 went and sar down in the
old doctor's armchait, and looked round tus room in which
forty yeans of hus bfe bad rolled by. 1 looked 3t the old divan:
at the bockihelves full of finely bound books: the cupboard well
qulcd with amples, 3 bde ghass e for nstruments, and some
picturas on the walls Quex the Gireplace there was a frame foll of
thotographs of a child ¢ different agn and a young woman;

. :;: ;i‘;:ﬂ?‘ﬂ Taho saw, 1 2 smalles runustre, oppoute me neay

r-nn

33



The Healing Oath

work properly I don’t see how you can afford to wiste all that time
Iistemng to completely rerelevant detals.”

“Ah, but you won't really be wasting your tme, Jean,” Dr.
Delpuech rephed. “As I smd, things are guite different from
hospital The patient will always be your best teacher, by telling
you sunutely about his pam and discomfort, as he has experienced
them directly, not 1s you've had them desersbed dryly and theoreti-
cally m textbooks. Infimte panence 1s needed with sick people and
ther famthes  Always, for mstance, explain your orders and
prescnpuons carefully, even when you hear from their mouths
the most starthng medical absurdinies, don’t finch or say anything
to them You will only shock a farmly, to no purpose, who were
getmng ready to gve you thewr confidence.”

“Hin,” 1 smd, 1 see Tve got a lot of hospitad technique to
unlearn ™

“f dare say you may have,” answered Dr, Delpuech, remming
my soule “For wstance the good old hospital habit of making
high-sounding and compheated diagnoses. What mattess ta the
people you're dealing with 1s the prognoss. If that's fadey, il do
more harm to your reputation than the thost exact and difficalt
dugnosis will do you good Unscrupulouy doctors are very wel
3""“{:‘ that 1 case of uncertamty they nsk fess by forcas’!;_f;lg i
resuifs & "ness than by expresung hopes of a cure, They are
guarded if the panes. hes, but if l):y guog lur,icsh:’s cueed, theiss il
be the honour of hlzvmi “ved tam Fanally, assurely 2s you'n some-
tumes make misiakes, dosi lose heart—chat happens even 1
greatest speciabsts You m. R snd o, and
you'll be sad about them nghe o’ the EndgHn o et
you're 3 doctor who really loves Jus patents. Tha™™ ane of the

crued prices to be paud for practising 3 most difficult are.

He had been utung forward to talk to me, bx's': no. Joppes J
back on s pillows. “Sorry about this lecturc, he e ded
brskly. “Wasn's 1¢ La Rochefoucanld who sad fh‘ﬂt one
nothing 3 frecly as onr’s ~dvice Go along downstairs now 4

good )uc}%‘ Y
1

i
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. ossing the hall T planced quickly at the wax'ti{zg-mom. Only
fag U: pcopls: there—p “g:s half relicved, half dts:ppomm.i
B tering the “urgery, 1 shut the door ang went strajghy to the
ol | Al wag 1 order, Prescription book, case Papess, cuttings
E15 0 medica] Joutnals, samples of new drugs, rcﬂcx. hammer,
Fet od-pregsurs “PParatus, - stethoscope, Shghily intoxdcated by
oS moming's success, | hesitared for 5 moment. Then discretion
¥ ntheday, and began disposng nnocently round ghe watng
P d another ser of Paul’s “hcalmg-axds"~lmlc cards filled wigh
b ndy formle, which were Y enogh to congul; 5 a glince
)

16ed to wagh by, hands, Dmppcanng o the nexe
turn both taps of ghe basin full o, and then, unde, cover of this
noise, tumm (e enshly over ¢he P3ges of a pocker notebook concealed
beforchand 3 comer. Beryper, bltnnonhzgu. blepharigis,
Potions, Jongn,, omtments . | po made his chogee, Then, as jf
suddenly sctzed by Hip tean Nspiration, e would rery,

tumphandy v g0 desk to fil) oo blank sheer stright off wah
1peceable fifty hne Prescnpaon

To P myselfagyng CVery eventuahiey d
Qutious ang amnge the Precious notebook gy the wash-basiy
i Dr, Delpucch’s dispengy,

cn
ol docror'y armchar, gng looked round

L o1 W, 10 3 gm e, Minuyre,
the inkpor,
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¥t was a very different atmasphete from the bleak bureaud
consulting rooms in hospital, with their datter of students
nurses, impersonal right down to their standardused furnity,
the polished table, the doctor’s wooden armchaie, the iron cff |
for the patient, the direy yellow pad for prescriptions, Owing to
stroke Dr. Delpuech had had to leave things in some disor
and the effect of so many personal objects scattered over the rod)
was to recall thetr owner very vividly “be an invisble presen
It was somehow touching, and made “~reuder, to
sictng in this surgery berween whose
dences had been passed, sceing the outward sy,

Life-work.

At these reflections T stood up at once, gave an extra comb e
trry hait, inspected my natls, and strasghtened my tie. T coughec
like an actor about to make hus Brst entrance in a play, and befor
opening the door to call 1n the first patient I screwed my face intc
an expression which I hoped might suggest the skilful and
expencenced practinoner.

The young man who rose and came nto the surgery had hi
right band passed inside his jacke, with the thumb hasnly wrapped
in an old handkerchief knotted round the wiist, The big homy
hand was greatly inflamed and swollen, and the fc was just
beginning to swell up 100. Some hard, brownssh matter formed 2
hood over the end of the thumb, the exact natere of whick I did
not take 1 quite wmmediately. The man told me he had got 2
spliner mto tus thumb winle cutang wood, When 2 whidow
began, he had ted to bring st to a head with an omtment made
from lard, yolk of egg and bly bulbs. As st had not come wup, he
Iad gore to the shosmaker and asked hum to put on a layer of
cobblets’ wax as dressing, Tlus was apparendy a traditional way
of beinging out the sphinter and protecung the finger. Unforiunately
the resin had only mereased the mfecnion, and 1w the end the man
had reluctandy deaded to have ic opened. Witk a foreeps ::nd
surgical scissors, I freed the thumb from its was shell; st was high
time. But the tny operation to be smade on this thumb did not
seem to me above my surgical abidines, Half an hour later the
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an swaggered out, much relieved, wearing bis hand in 2 sling with
clean white bandage on. .

The second patient who came out of the waiting-room was an
& woman, She did not know about Dr. Delpuech’s illoess and
emed very duappointed to find me in his place. For years, she
13 me, she came once every winter from a remote mountam
1rm “for a Jook-over”™ by Dr. Delpuech. .

“Such a fine doctor he 15, and so kind,” she said: “always ready
o put fmeclf ous for you, day or mghL.S:cms very quees to me
o think of so strong  man bewng sl, specially when he's a doctar.

Sedl, she went on, smce she had come all this way and was here
inyhow, she mught just as well tell me all her traubles, She bad
always had “Ballen stornach,” but since Doctoe bad fast seen her it

was "coring right out.” While she wag undressing, 1 had plenty of
fime to refiect on this complant, for the process was a lengthy ane,
One by one the old woman shed an impressive string of shawls,
bodices, corsets, vests, belts and combinations—after yndowg a
proportionate quantity of clasps, ribbons, buttons and pins. -

When she was lying on the divan and could show me this
disturbing stomach, 1 observed with some relief that st wvas only 2
question of the uterus beginning to pomt down berwesn her thighs.
Tadmost told her this, but a fow sipplementary questions made me
realise that for this Auvesgnate connrywoman the stormach was
less a dusorict organ than 3 whole region of the body, extending
from the point of the stesmum to the battam of the sbdomen. She
gave me her view thae through gomg down so far, her stomach must
probably have ended by coming completely loose, She shook her
hesd very knowtngly and 1 did the same {recalling Dr Delpuech’s
adsice) wbule prescnbing for her a sold pessary to par this “stamach”
Tack m place Before beng sbie to show her to the door again 1
hadto wae wll she had put the finhin g touches to her e-atticement,
and had spped the bottom of ber skart with the back of her hand,
tking out sts ereases wath 2 most mnexpocted coquetnshiness,

My hurd panent was a man of some fifty years who cemphined

of pains n the back. Here ag: in duscavering

an § had some difficuley
rom ey the prease togon of the comphine, for pains in an
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Auvergnate back, as I eventually realised, might be located any~
where between the occiput and the coceyx, including lungs,
vertebral column, pelvis and kidneys. When the man had extracted
his shire from baggy corduroy trousers held up by o wide bele
and solid braces, I found I could give these mysterious pains the
more exact diagnosis of lambago. So he departed with 2 fine
prescription for “Meth. Sal,” surreptitionsly gathered from my
“Chav. Cards” while he was dressing,

Tlooked at the clock. It was half past four. The first three patients
had taken neatly two hours, and Thad one more to see. T was worried
to have kept him wasting so long, but when { opened the door
found him mononless m the same chair, waiting for me with the
patience of 2 cow inats stall. He stood up, a thin, bony, oldish farmer,
. wearing a black hat with wide rim, clamped very firmly on his
head. He had a tanned face with small, hard, suspicious eyes blinking
beneath bushy eycbrows. Removing the hat, he nodded his head
at me in greenng and came to the point straight away. He was at
the Café Albignac thus morning. He had seen me at my job and
wanted me to “have a look at him.”

I had him sit down in an armcharr in front of me, and 1 waited
for him to go on with his story. Instead of this, be now serutinised
me in silence, and finally 1sasd: “Well, U'm listening. Tell me where
the trouble is.”

“Oh no,” replied the man, “1t’s not for me to tell you, it's for
you to find out.”

1 thought first of all that he was joking, and tried to explain
that he must put me on the right track a bit, at least tell me what
sort of pain he had and where. He refused to bsten, and repeated:
“It’s not for me to tell you, 1t’s for you to find out.” Each time he
said this he shook his head obstinately from side to side, like a cow
being teased by 2 horse-fly.

With his narrow little sunken cyes and calculating air, the man
did not look at all ke one of the wnillage buffoons trying co amuse
himself at the expense of 2 new doctor, so that he could later

o round the cafés in the main squate recountmg the picturesque
details of this memorable consultation, I felt ke was quite firm in
36 .
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i1 resolution to s2y nothing. Tt sinee he was the bt patient, and
;u;:d pleney of zin?c. these seemed no reason why I should not act
253 sort of vet, exarvining this dumb human as T would have hn.d
to examine one of bis animals, ;

Jasked kim to undress, whuch he slowly proceeded to do. W}uﬁc
e veas uking off bis shirt, 2 newspaper, which had been slipped
over his chest bke a dicky, fell to the ground. He picked it up,
potit carefully on one nde, and then wath bis trunk bare awited
my exagunavon. 1 thought 1 saw a clue in this partial undressing:
the trouble was thoraae. The trunk on which I now gazed was that
of 4 thin, tough, boay old man, whose dirty grey skin suggested
that ablutions were not a duly exerase. 1 looked hard for some
sign which would have prompted an snmedute disgnosis; but in
vain, ¥ deaded to ausculaate the lungs, then the heart, Withoue
finding anything abnormal there cither. ¥ tested his blood pressure
and found it sansfactory for 2 man of that age. Iworked the articula~
tions of tus arm, then those of the vertebral column. T fnspected
cyes and cars and the stumps of his teeth without making any
notenorthy duscovenss.

1 asked him to take off his trousess and shoes, and meanwhile
went to my desk, on which 1 pretended to be tuming over some
popen. When 1 raited my head the man was naked. He stood
modesthy behund the armchare. | came towards him and, ghancing
at bus feet, sud- “Take off your socks too!” He looked at me in
astonshment; “B-but they're off,” he stammered. 1 leant over.
In the shadow of the armchasr  had been decerved by the uniform
Mackness of the fee nght up to the ankles. “Ob yeu, that's fine,
Tdidn'e quite see,” Tadded hasaly, trying to cover up my paffe,

1 roumed my examuinanion. Liver, stomach, intestines, herpisl
operings, all were in order. The calves were not vancose. 1 tapped
the knee<caps with the refiex hammer and scracched with pin
the eruets on dhe soles of the feer, without making any rewarding
obserianons, § asked the man o unnate i 2 glass, and ths he
petformed afier turming anay discreedly, [ disappeared in the
lede divpensany to look for sy

fram both, 23t of atbumen; the utine was free

37



The Healing Oath

Auvergnate back, as I eventually realised, might be located any-
where between the occipur and the cocoyx, including fungs,
vertebral column, pelvis and kidneys. When the man had extracred
fs shice from baggy corduroy trousers held up by a wide bele
and solid braces, I found I could give these mysterious pains the
more exact disgnoss of lumbago. So he departed with 2 fine
prescription for “Meth. Sal,” surreptitiously gathered from'my
“Chav. Cards” while he was dressing.

Flooked at the clock. It was half past four. The first three patients
had taken nearly two hours, and T had one more to see, T was worred
to have kept him warting so long, but when I opened the door [
found him mowonless m the same chair, watting for me with the
patience of a cow in 11s stall, He stood up, a thin, bony, oldish farmer,
~wearing a black hat with wide rim, clamped very firmly on his
head. He had a tanned face wath small, hard, suspicous cyes blinking
beneath bushy eyebrows. Removing the hat, he nodded his head
at me in greetng and came to the point straight away. He was at
the Café Albignac this momning. He had scen me at my job and
wanted me to “have a look at ham.”

1 had him sit down in an armchar in front of me, and I waited
for him to go on with his story. Instead of this, he now scrutinised
me in silence, and finally [sad: “Well, U'm listening, Tell me where
the trouble is.”

“Oh no,” replied the man, “it’s not for me to tell you, it's for
you to find out.”

1 thoughe fist of all that he was joking, and tried to explain
that he must put me on the right track a bit, at feast tell me what
sort of pain he had and where. He refused to listen, and repeated:
“ft’s not for me to tell you, it's for you to find out.” Each time he
said this he shook his head obstinately from side to side, like a cow
being teased by a horse-fly.

With his narrow little sunken eyes and calculating air, the man
&id not look at all hike one of the willage buffoons trying to amuse
himsclf at the expense of a new doctor, so that he could later
go round the cafés in the main square recounting the picturesque
details of this memorable consultation. T felt he was quite firm in
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he was sefusing to have 2oy treatment. Then why had he come to
met .

mOux Jooks met. The man observed me from beneath his ‘Jll:!fb)'
eysbrows with obvious sdmuranion. !"m;!ly he declared: “Ab,
you can chzim to be 2 good doctor, It's not aft doctors w%m can
find my eczema up there! Oh yes,” he went on, shaking his ?md
sententiously, “I'm very glad tohave come and got myself examiped.
1don't regree my money with you. You at Yeast make 2 thorough
examinaton.”

Aficr which he concluded, with an air of contenement and
convicnon: “Well, well, so you've found nothing else the master.
Jest as well really, dhere’s far too musch trouble acound f\l:ady.
Ornly doctors often 1l you there's nothing the matter with you
because they gust haven't been able to find 1t, But you're different,
you're a good doctor, and what you say can be trusted.”

Atvhast 1 understood: his eczema was his private test of the know-
ledge possessed by the doctors he came ta see for the first tme,
In hus suspucious old ruste brain he must often have sad to himself
that When a doctor elaimed ro find him 1n perfect health, be was
oblged to nke the doctor's word for it, wathour anythng to
gprove that 3 thorough exanunaton had been made. He would
even have to hear the doctor say: “There's nothung wrong with
you"—~and pay the fec, exactly as 1f the doctor had discovered him
@ be sufftnng from some senows dlnes, Ths would cerainty
scem to um 4 sare of swindle; whereas by declinng himself ¢o be
sl and then ymg nothing abont his eczema right to the end, he
forced the doctor to make a minute examination of all ks argans.
But suppoung; the pracusioner, after baving vainly explored every-
thirg clse, ended up by planang consaentiously between the
buttecks, the chances of errot became musmal of he'then asscrted
that 3ll the 1ot of the body was in reasonable condinon,

¥ now regasded the pauem cunously myself. Pushed ta this point,
avance, dutrot and low cunming left the tuck of common munor

€lings, and compelied 2 certain 2dminaton,
e “_‘ was gotng through the door, the man tymed 10 temarks

Soat's bke dut, 1 1 Doctor Delpueck tsn't too well. *Caurse,

3%



The Healing Oath

The man had letall this be donein silence, observing my investiga-
tions with attentive respect. If 1 had caughe the faintest sign of
mockery, 1 should have thrown him out at once. But he remained
passively polite, giving absolutely no excuse for any such action.
T could see no way of ending this disconcerting examination without
losing face.

For me, at least, the man was not ill at all, and 1 was just pre-
paring to tell hum so when I suddenly remembered an axiom
delivered by a surgical Honorary in my first year, In front of our
group of students he had symbolically raised a forefinger, in a rubber
fingerstall glistening with vaseline, and repeated: *Remember
this, gentlemen. You cannot claim to have got to the battom of an
examination till you have m fact pushed your finger into the
patient’s bottom, . . "

I made the man lic on the divan, intending to have a preliminary
fook. After prdently covenng my two forefingers with fingerstalls,
1 separated his buttocks and nght at the bottom of the groove,
among sediments of a dubions nature, I saw an oozing red crast.
Tt was more than 1 had hoped for, and I at once straightened up
to declare, with a note of triumph m my voice: “Well, I've at
least found something wrong with you. You've got eczema.”

Right from the beginning the man mught have been wauing
ta hear this news as climax to the examination, for he at once
jomped up and began dressing brskly. He only slowed up after
putting on hus shoes and trousers He secmed delighted.

“So it’s like this, Doctor, 15 1t¢” he asked. “Eczema is the only
thing you can find wrong vwath me:”

“Nothing at all except that. But [ must wam you at once that
it won’t be very easy to cure.”

"Oh, I'm not wanung it eared,” said the man. “Doctor Delpuech
always tells me that a good eczema 1s a sign of long life and thac
it’s better to et it run as much as 1¢ fikes, that at's aff the bad
stuff coming out of me, and stops me having something much
worse.”

I was flabbergasted. This man had demanded an examinanon
t0 hear me offer a diagnosts which he already knew, after which
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e was refusing to have any treatment. Then why had he come to

momu:'bob smet, The man observed me from beneath his b'l'xxhy

eychrows with obvious admuration. Fnally he declared: "Ah,

you can cim to be 2 good doctor. 1t's not alf doctors who ean

find my eczema up there! Oh yes,” h went on, shzkx‘ng tus head
L R R T

S N enminad

After which he concluded, wath an air of contentment and
conviction: “Well, well, so you've found nothing clse the mitter,
Just as well zeally, there's far too much trouble around already.
Only doctors often tell you there’s nothing the matter with you
because they ust haven't been able to find ir. Bur you're different,
you're 2 good doctor, and what you say can be trusted.”

Atlastunderstood hus eczems was bus private test of the known
Tedge possessed by the doctors he came to see for the first time.
In hus suspacrous old rustic braa he must often have said to himself
that when a doctor clanmed to find hum n perfect healsh, he was
abliged to take the dodtor’s word for 1, without anything to
prove that 3 thorough examination had been made. He would
even have to hear the doctor say: “There's nothung wrong with
you'—and pay the fee, exacly a3 1f the doctor hud discovered him
to e suffenng from some senous dllness. This would certaind
stem to hum a sort of swandle; whereas by declanng humsclf to be
#ll and then saying nothing abont hus eczems nght to the end, he
foreed the doctor to make a munute examination of all bus osgans.
But suppoung the ptacunioner, after having vainly explored every~
thing, else, ended up by ghnang conscentowsly between the
buttocks, the chances of error became muumal of he then asserted
hat aft the rest of the body was 1n reasonable candetion,

1rtow separded the patient cursously myself, Pushed to this point,
avarice, dustront and fow cunnng left che ruck of common minot
fn‘;:a:‘\: and compdled 2 cern admingon

D be way going theough the door, the man turned .

So it like that, u nr Doctor Delpuech 1n't too “:;f 'rcc:z\::i'
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. The man had letall this be done in silence, observing my investiga-

tions with attentive respect. If T had caught the faintest sign of
mockery, I should have thrown him out at once. But he remained
passively polite, giving absolutely no excuse for any such action.
T could sec no way of ending this disconcerting examination without
losing face.

For me, at least, the man was not ill at all, and T was just pre-
paring to tell him so when I suddenly remembered an axiom
delivered by a surgical Honorary in my first year. In front of our
group of students he had symbolically raised a forefinger, in 2 rubber
fingerstall glistening with vaseline, and rcpeated: “Remember
this, gentlemen. You cannot claim to have got to the bottom of an
examination till you have in fact pushed your finger into the
patient’s bottom. . . .”

T made the man lie on the divan, intending to have a preliminary
look. After prudently covering my two forefingers with fingerstalls,
I separated his buttocks and nght at the bottom of the groove,
among sediments of a dubious nature, I saw an oozing red crust.
It was more than I had hoped for, and I at once straightened up
to declare, with a note of triumph in my voice: “Well, I've at
least found something wrong with you. You've got eczema.”

Right from the beginning the man might have been waiting
to hear this news as climax to the examunation, for he at once
jumped up and began dressing briskly. He only slowed up after
putting on his shoes and trousers. He seemed delighted.

“So it's Like this, Doctor, is it2” he asked. “Eczema 15 the only
thing you can find wrong with me?”

“Nothing at all except that. But I must warn you at once that
it won’t be very easy to cure.”

““Oh, I'm not wanting 1t exred,” said the man. “Doctor Delpuech
always tells me that a good eczema 15 2 sign of long hifc and that
it's better to Iet it run as much as it likes, that it’s all che bad
stuff coming out of me, and stops me having something much
worse.

I was flabbergasted. This man had demanded an examination
to hear me offer a diagnosis which he already knew; after which
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be sware of this customary tariff, But then, 1 thoughs, he h"‘d seen
bis futher almost choking to death. He must be wondenng atu_tmusly
how much 3 doctor from Paris would charge for this piece of
redubinable life-saving, N

1found a certain pleasure in prolonging his unceruainty. Before
answering, | explained o him the very scriows c'ondxsxon of the
patient’s hearr, the precautions to be obscrved during his transport
back to Farlar, and the ks of a selapse ¥also wrote a nate which
1 gave him for the Farlat doctor. .

Durng all this nme the man listened to me in silence, evidently
in an agony of suspense. After so much beating about the bush,
such 2 weakh of verbrage, he would expect to be asked for 2n
exorbitant price, as for some pnze beast 1 a country market.
After 2 Letle while, unable to restean humself further, he asked
agan: “Well, sbout how much does that come to, Doctor?”

1 delayed my reply a few seconds more 1 had never before had
the oceanon to reflect exactly on the difference between 2 regular
salary and, as it were, payment for piece-work, between work for
which fixed fees could be charged and work whick was essentially
notto be priced At thas moment the difference seemed to me very
snkusg, | would have kked all the wedding guests at the Café
Albignac to have bern there, and espertally the old farmer who a
few munutey earlier had been talkung of Dr Delpuech as of a
tradesmman umply oot for hus own profit. I would bke them to have
beard me uay, with all due solemmty: “Counting 1t as a call at
the panent's home, you owe me fifteen francs.”

1looked at the man to s3v0uz hus gh of rebef before 2 sum 50
absasdly small. Fificen franes? Could there be 2 common measure-
ment berneen the savng of a bfe and this wsigmficant sums
w8 about to ram my fiest fees, and suzely, 2 he handed them
b me, the man would pros my hands 1n gratitude, pusting mnto
st posture has shame a2 having ever doubted me for 3 morment.
'!lm‘k' mu!&kh: have believed Tway giving humn e paster of 2 horse

o xatdhe matketr No, 1 was nor a profitcer out of patients
toetlon, Tvem ar the eepulir tanff, fifteen francs was a fairly
panders 6 10 be g, for bacing saved a man's hife.

4
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he always tried to do tao much, On the road alf the time be was.
To think of all the moncy he must have collected with that job,
thesc forty years, him and his fther before him! Why,” he con-
c!u};i:d in a voice hoarse with eavy and admiration, “he must be
rich!”

tooked at the greedy face, with its frown of primitive covetous
ness, and decided it would be guite useless to explain that some
people thought of other things besides money, Without saying
aniything, I pushed the man towards the door.

I was finjshing tidymng the surgery before going up to see Dr.
Delpuech, when there was a ring at the front door.

Félicie went to open it, and 1 heard her tatking in the entrance.
Then she came to tell me that the son of my panent in the Caf
Albignac wanted to see me. The man was wanng behind ber in
the hall, T called bum in. He told me he had come to settle with me
for my call, before takung his father off 1n a van to Farlat, about
ten mules from Peyrac.

“It's not worth having the expenses of stamp and postal order.
I might just as well pay you straight asvay. So about how much
would 5t be, Docrors”

He waited for me to name a figure, obviously uneasy and worried
despite the prudent “about how muche”, which was doubtless
mieant to introduce a possibibiry of bargaming, I, too, felt somewhat
embarrassed. During the afternoon [ had sumply written down
cach patient in Dr. Delpuech’s Lttle appointment book without
asking any fees. He would colfect their fecs in due course according
to whatever arrangements he had wath them. Bang used to the
free u:a(mcnt\of hospitals, I found st more agrecable not to yux
up questions of money with my first activities in general practice.
1 had hardly glanced in passing at a board nailed on the door
of the waiting-roomhJt was the professional tanff of Cantal

doctors, and read: “Surgerys 10 francs. Call at panent’s home:
15 francs.” \\

The man therefore owed mafifteen francs. He would cerainly
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e aware of this customary tariff. But then, T vl:cmg"z!f he hﬂfi seen
Yis facher abmost choking to death. He must be wondering anziously
how much a doctor from Paris would charge for this piece of
izdubinble hfesaving. .

1 found 2 certain pleasure in prolonging hus spcertainty. Before
answering, 1 explained to him the very sesious cqmlu.mn of the
patient’s heart, the precautions to be observed dunng bis traspoct
back to Farlae, and the ks of 2 relapse. L also wrote a pote which
1 gave hum for che Farhae doctor. X

During al} this tume the man bstened to me in slence, evidently
11 an agony of suspense. After s0 much beating about the bush,
such 2 wealth of verbiage, he would expect to be asked for an
cxorbiant price, as for some prze beast m 3 coumry market.
After 2 Enle whe, unable to zestrain humself further, he asked
sgain: “Well, sbout how much does that come 1o, Doctor?”

1delayed my reply a few seconds more. T had never before had
the occauon to reflect exacdy an the difference betwern a regulag
salary and, a3 it were, payment for piece-work: between work for
which fixed foes could be charged aud work which was essendially
sotto be priced At tkos moment the difference seemed 1o me very
smkiog, 1 would have bked all the wedding guests a the Café
Albgnac (o have been there, and espeaally the old farmer who a
few minutes eather had been wlking of Dr. Delpuech as of 3
wradesman sunply out for hus own profit. [ would fike them to have
besrd e say, with all due solemnity. “Counting 1t as 2 call at
the pauent’s home, you on e me fifteen francs.”

1 looked at the tman to savour s sigh of rehef before 2 sam so

absurdly seull. Rifteen francs! Could there be 2 common measure-
ment berneoen the savmg of 2 bfe 2
Unas :‘uf‘u( 10 cam my fint fecs,
1o xar, Yae man would press my hands i gratinude, putting into
™hat pryture us shame ¢ hasing ever douhgz:\ me for?: ma%nmt.
o could bie bave believed §war grang hara the patter of a borse
1.:..:r' at the markets No, | was not 2 profiteer out of padents’
t:w': . Taen 2t the ropulac unfl, Sfteen francs wat a fairly
Fodstvum o be akang, for Eaving taved 3 man's bfe.

nd this msignificant suma
a0d surely, a3 be hunded them

4%
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he always tred to do too much. On the road all the time he was.
To think of all the money he must have collecred with that job,
these forty years, him and his father before him! Why,” he con~
clu}c;lcd in a voice hoarse with envy and admiration, “be must be
rich!”

¥looked at the greedy face, wich its frown of primitive covetous-
ness, and decided 1t wonld be quite useless to explain that some
people thought of other things besides money. Without saying
anything, I pushed the man towards the door.

1 was finishing udying the surgery before gomng up to see Dr.
Delpuech, when there was a nng at the front door.

Félicie went to open it, and T heard her talking in the entrance.
Then she came to tell me that the son of my patient in the Café
Albignac wanted to see me. The man was waiting behind her in
the hall. I called ham in. He told me he had come to sertle with me
for my call, before taking hs father off in 2 van to Faclat, abowt
ten miles from Peyrac,

“1t's not worth having the expenses of stamp and postal order.
¥ might just as well pay you straight away. So about how much
would it be, Doctor:”

He waited for me to name a figure, obviously uncasy and worricd
despite the prudent “about how muchs”, which was doubtess
meant to introduce a possbility of bargaing. 1, too, felt h
embarrassed. During the afiernoon I had simply written down
cach patient m Dr. Delpuech’s little appointment book without
asking any fees He would collect their fees in due course according
to whatever arrangements he had with them. Beng used to the
free treatment of hospitals, I found 1 more agreeable nat to mi¢
up questions of money with my first activities 1n general practice.
1 had hardly glanced in passing at a board nailed on the door
of the waiting-roomN\Jt was the professional tanff’ of Canal
doctors, and read: “Surgery: 1o francs. Call at patent’s home:
15 franes.”

X\ﬁﬁccn francs. He would cectainly

The man therefore owed
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“René Mandaroux, Figh-Class
o 320 T ammnad tha dane

doar 2 sign galdm'_lcm saying
P LEET. e h

fue birde hand, saying: “Very gld you've come, Doctor.”

1 mast have lo)okgd cather surprised when returning bis h:sr.xd~
shake, fot he added with a frendly smale: "I saw you this morwing
when you passed here on your way to the Café lt.lbigmc, and since
nioon the whole town has been singing your praises. So Lwas keen

to g2t o know you myself, and very much bioped you'd come to
sec me.”

My impulic ta call on the chemust was pardy caused }:;y a fc.'a'r
of making some bad blunder with my prescripions, which he, if
forewamned, might be able to redeem. St was 2 hiude humibaung
now to admut to thys pharmacentical weakness, but T thonght I
fad best get it over at once. 1 did o, and the Tittle chemist hastened
to put me at my eases

“Of course Tl keep 2 look-out, Doctar, At the start you can't
be expected fo have all the posologies in your head, Besides, *
T've already seen two of your prescnpnions, and I think you're
being 100 modest. You know your stuff very well, and 1 find it
Very mentonous i one 30 young to take the trouble to write out
prosenpuons mstead of relymg on made-up medianes and drugs.”

1 umded mwardly at thus dideserved praise, and he went on
benugnly “With Doctor Delpuech we're back in ¢he old school—
only the ume-honoured classical drugs. And with me only che
freparauons of my own dispensary. Chemists from father to son
wnee 3682, 1 thar would amwe you, Ul show you the thetiae
smade up by my great-grandfather. 1 keep up the old rraditions,
1nd cach year I myself make up all my own muxtures and extracrs,”

He busfed me mto the back-shop while continuin 2
“Comre tha way, Doctor, ? g

we'll be Jess bikely to be dustur
boge youTll aocept a inde apémof. | make that tt;o myself, ofcicudt;tl.
Avery ol reoper St fohn's wort, mesdowyweet, aosy and
erythrrs, sith the peel of buter orange, ground up in a good white
wie. Yoo know your pharmocopaen to well, Urs sure Yo'l
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But the son of this patient so miraculously saved did not scize
my hands at all. He was busy unbuttoning his wind-cheater very
deliberately. Then he opened his jacket and took out a buge pusse
with wom comers held by a chain. He began taking two greasy
five-frane notes out of the purse, and then, one by one, five one-
franc pieces held in the hollow of his hand. When he had finished,
he carefully replaced the purse in hus pocket, did up his wind-cheater,
counted out the money and handed it to me, saying: “There
you are, Doctor, you'll find that’s right.”

I made no move to pick it up. Looking very surprised at my
apparent indsfference, he placed the mean little pile on the comer
of my desk with as much care as if paying out a handful of gold.

Félicie had a list of calls for me to make before dinner, and she
advised me to get clear of them without delay. 1 felt 1 had come quite
honoucably out of my first surgery, and blessing Paul’s ingenuity
once more, I decided to adopt the mam “Chav. Convention” for
calls at patients” homes. This was a small diary, on which appoint-
ments were replaced by formulz for prescriptions, One could thus
refresh one’s memory by skimming through the diary, with the
preoccupicd air of an overworked doctor Jooking for a free date
to write down 2 future call. I slipped the prescription-diaty into
my pocket, but I did not have 1o use jt, In the man street I dealt
with 2 German measles case, and 1n the square with an ordinary
bronchitis. The hardest thing was to find my last pauent at the
end of a very dack alley, smelling of drains and the farmyard,
where I slipped on a pile of ordures covered with snow, and almost
fost a shoe. My patient, wwhen finally discovered, wasa chuld suffering
from a mild atrack of tonsillitis.

Crossing; the main square again, I came to 2 chemist’s shop,
with a huge spherical cut-glass bottle throned in each window,
majestically isolated from all weighbouring commodines. The one
on the right contained a red lijuid, the one on the left a green;
both had enormous pyramid-shaped corks. [ thought 1¢ would be 2
good plan to make friends with the chemise, and after reading on the
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1 doctor put down bis 2001; 25 he s3w me coming 30, and Jooked

ar me from his pile of pllows. P
up“;:“q«.hing P2 Fe{f st Eig\m" he asked with a smile, “They
Yaven't been too troublesome.” . R

“Oh, not at al. Though t st say | had a bit of difficulty trying
to understand about their fallen stomachs and pains in f‘{c back

“Aha, 50 you have smo?lly surted on your initianon to
Aucrgnate anatamy and pathology.” R

"\V;gﬁul have to {cgm };n my %mdics right from the beginning
againt” L asked with a Lugh. .

“No, just to complete them. Now you'se lamnt the essentials
sbont discases 1n five or six years, you sull have to learn what the
paticnts think about thea themselves. And [ assuee you they make
2 far mote formudable board of examuners than your medical
school offictals, Theit decistons ase almost wathout nght of appeal.
Tos those who are ploughed there’s very bitdle hope of a second ey,
Yo have o get through fise time.”

1 pave a detalled account of the pauents [ had seen, 3nd Dr.
Delpuech nodded approval of what 1 had done. When 1 came to
the Farlat man, 1 could not help expressing duappomtment at such
ingratitude, but the old doctor protested gendy: “lngratitude—
that’s 2 very big word in a doctor’s mouth. People think that
doctors are there o cure, a3 tobacconists are there o sell digaretses.
Onee eured, why should your patients remember your cure as an
exteptions) servace, outside other normal occutrencesy” *

&l the ame, between noon 2nd five o'clock i the evening,
for a Lfe saved, | thoughe 1 could have expected 3 small residuum
of pranrude.”

“Notat all, fean. Berween noen and five o'clock m the evening
you bave tumned from s bfeesaver mio a creditor, wich all the
obizns which farmens feel for tha calling. Here's how the son
worked Ehmm out ‘After all, they don'c dic young in my family,
323 Dad's sult fuly steong It dudn't gve the doctor much trouble
to pul] hx:.:\ out of that rrouble. I'm not from this town, snd the
dcne wnteven from thys paccof the world. Why should I waste my
e being efimvely prateful ta 2 man § may never see aguny’



The Healing Oath

appreciate that. Nothing but good ingredients. Just you taste it,
Doctor.” .

Without ceasing the flow of his conversation, he had drawn 2
bottle from a cupboard. He now greedily filed two glasses and
raised his own to drink to my future success, He then swallowed
a Jarge draught from his home-brewed mixture, and concluded
complacently: “It’s no worse than anything else, and at Jeast it's
beneficial.”

After having drunk our second glasses, we parted, delighted
with cach other's personalities, and in my case freed from the fear
of poisoning somebody throngh prescnbing the wrong dase.

Under the door the chemist Jooked at the sky, inspected the
weathercock creaking on the pointed roof of the tower. Rubbing
his chubby bule hands together, he remarked with a shiver, as he
said good-bye: “The wind’s veering north. A fine day tomorrow,
but snow and storm tomght. A bad might to be out on the
roads.”

*“Come along to dimner strught away,” said Félicie as she opened
the door to tme; and she ed me at once to a good beef broth waiting
for me 1n the soup tureen. As I was siting down, she told me some-
one had come to ask me to call in the country:

“Doctor Delpuech had me phone Doctor Clément, so he should
be the one to go. It was up on the Prerrefiche plain, and in the datk,
with the fog and two feet of snow on the roads, you prob.ﬂ){y
wouldn't have got there at all. Doctor Clément also told me to
fet him know 1f anyone should ask for you toraght. So enjoy your
food, 1ts not every mght you'll be sure of dining and sleeping
in peace!t”

“Enjoy your food” scemed to be Fébeic’s special matto.

When [ went up to bid hun “good evenng,” [ found Dr.
Delpuech reading by the hight of a small Jamp at the comer of
the bed. Apart from this the big room was sunk in dackness. The
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old doctor put down bis book as he saw me coming in, and looked
at me from his pile of pillaws. o

up“Everyzhmg g0 I;ﬂ' all £xv‘lglm" e asked with a smile. “They
baven't been too troublesome.™ R

“QOh, nat at all. Though I must say [had 2 bit of dsfficulty trying
to understand about their £allen stomachs and pains in the back.

“Ahs, so you have seriowsly started on your initiation into
Auvergnate anatomy and pathology.” .

“Will § have to begin all my studies right from the beginning
agam?” 1 asked with a laugh

“No, just to complete thern. Now yoo've Jearnt the essentials
about diseases in five or ux years, you sull have to learn what the
paticnts think about them themselves, And L assure you they make
a fir mote formudable board of examiners than your medical
schoot offictals. Thear decastons are almost without nght of appeal.
Tor those who are ploughed there’s very hitele hope of 3 second try.
You have to get through firse tune ™

I gave a detailed account of the patients I had seen, and Dr.
Delpuech nodded approval of what I had done. When 1 came to
the Farlat man, 1 could not help expressing disappontment at such
ingratitude; but the old doctor protested gendy: “Ingratitudé—
s 2 very big word m a docter’s mouth. People think that
doctors are there ta cure, as tobaccomsts are there to sell dgarettes,
Once cured, why should your patients remember your cure as an
exceptiona) service, outsrde other normal occutrences” -

“AY the same, between noon and five o'dock in the evening,
for a hife aved, 1 thought I could have expected a small residuum
of grattude *

“Not 3t all, Jean. Beewcen noon and five o'clock in the evening

you have tumed fram 3 Ife-saver mio a craditor, with sl the
odum which femers feel for that calling

worked thinps out: “After afl thew dn’s Aom -H-“ff .lzow d;‘c kS
and Dad'y - .

1o pult hur

doctotisa®

tme belng cnuavery gratetal to 2 man 1 may never sce again?’ -
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appreciate that, Nothing but goad ingredients. Just you taste it,
Doctor.” .

Without ceasing the flow of his conversation, be had drawn a
bottle from a cupboard. He now greedily filled two glasses and
raised his own to drink to my future success. He then swallowed
a large draught from his home-brewed mixture, and concluded
complacently: “I’s no worse than anything else, and at least it's
bencficial.”

After having drunk our second glasses, we parted, delighted
with each other’s personalities, and in my case freed from the fear
of poisoning somebody through prescribmg the wrong dosc.

Under the door the chemist looked at the sky, inspected the
weathercock creaking on the pointed roof of the tower, Rubbing
his chubby littde hands together, he remarked with a shiver, as be
said good-bye* “The wind's veesing porth, A fine day tomorrow,
but snow and storm tomght. A bad might to be out on the
roads.”

“Come along to dinner straght away,” said Félicic as she opened
the door to me; and she led me at once to a good beef broth waiting
for me in the soup tureen. As I was siting down, she told me some-
one had come to ask me to call in the country:

“Doctor Delpuech had me phone Doctor Clément, so he should
be the one to go. It was up on the Prerrefiche plain, and in the datk,
with the fog and two feet of snow on the roads, you probably
wouldn't have got there at all. Doctor Clément also told me to
Jet him know if anyone should ask for you tomght So enjoy yous
food, it's not every night you'll be sure of dinng and sleeping
in peace!”

“Enjoy your food” scemed to be Félicie's special motto.

When I went up to bid him “good evenmng,” I found Dr.
Delpuech reading by the hight of 2 small lamp at the carner of
the bed. Apart from this the big room was sunk in dackness. The
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" He looked at me a moment before adding: “You find me dis
couraging, 1 dare say, but Medicine is all the greater 2 profession
because our work so often goes unrecognised and unrewarded,
if we got even a sentence of true gratitude in return for every act
of devotion we performed, it would be far too good to be true.
We s}}ou\d lose afl ment, we should be overpaid a hundred times
over.

Félicle opened the door abruptly and interrupted him: “And
they say women are chatterboxes! Aren't you ashamed of keeping
Doctor Nérac from going to bedr He must be dead tired, the poor
boy. At his age1t’s not like at yours, he needs alf the sleep he can gee.
For wakeful young or stumbening old, Death can most surcly be
foretold.”

o “Well, that’s encouraging at feast,” sad the old doctor with 2
smile. “It's months now since I've been able to sleep.”

Outside, as the chemust had forecast, a tempestuous north wind”
blew up, whisthng down the fireplace of my room, belund the
purring stove. Somewhere in the front of the house 2 shutter
creaked on its hinges and banged agamnst the wall.

Félicic had put a warnung-pan in my bed, and as 1 slipped berween
the buming-hot sheets, drunk wich faague, I sank mto a blisful
somnolence. At one point the telephone starred nnging out on the
landing. T made a vague movement to get up, but relapsed at once,
and it was in a dream that I went off through the mountains, to 3
farm lost in the snows, to dehiver there my first baby, all on my
own. Naturally, after a night of drama, I was able to leave mother
and child “both doing well.”
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“Quite often,” said Lucien, “and it’s no carthly use my being
curious about it, as I discovered my first month in practices It was
in the summer, and one firmer arrived ina horse and cart, at four
o'clock in the morning, for something which could quite well have
waited a few hours longer. That time 1 was really angry, and the
man evidently couldn’t at all see why. He explained to me, as
something qute tracural, thae e had come before daybreak becase
his horse had trouble with flies when jt was hot. A week later 1
was called again before dawm, to a village in the heart of the
mountamns. It was the mayor, and he had no partcular medical
reason for wanting me. He was simply finding out whether [
was likely to turn out at once when hus constituents called me.”

“And you said nothing?”

“What could I have said? You can’t really blame these people
for being as hard to others as they are to themselves. You have to
put up with things in the country, they say, and it’s certainly a
fairly hard bfe for them.”

“So they don’t see why anyone clse should have st any softer.”

“That's nght. I¢'s not deliberate selfishness, 1t vsually gust docsn’
occur to them to consider other people’s feclings. When aneghbour
comes to call you for a panen, telling you it's something urgent,
even i yow're juss sisung down 10 2 meal and are nearly dying of
hunger, he won't fet you have a minute’s reprieve; you'll have to
go off with hum straight away. Before aalling you in at all, they've
probably been trymng all sorts of amateur treatments. But as soon as
they decide to squander their money on 2 doctor, you'll have to
be ready to leave everything and go oft at once wath their messenger.
1€ you don’t, they'll always remember it against you. Counsryfolk
are like that”

He spoke s evenly as ever, without rancour. I recalled how Ihad
almost mistaken this evenness for indifference when 1 had firse
gone with him on his “rounds” of the Slum outside the Cité
Universitaire in Paris. But as he walked over towards the window,
and came fully into the light, T saw Jus face bester. T observed thar
his features were drawn and Jus cyes mather red. I suddenly
remembered the telepbone ringing just as T was going off ta sleep.
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“He would merely ask who else I expect him to send? You see
how isolated they are, without ncighbours, and an Auvergoate
farmer would die of chirst rather than go and £l 3 pitcher at the
fountain, No man of the mountsins would lower umself ro that,
o to touching 2 broom. That's woman’s work.”

“f Qe reahse your mountain folk bebaved bke Arabs to their
womes.”

Lucien took one hand off the wheel, and made a humosous,
soothing gestuse: “Don’t get worked up, Jean 1 once went fo
“Touraine as locurn, and 1 lexmt that a farmer there, even if his wife
had preumona, would sefisse pout blank to mulk a cow. Wopnn's
work again. That's how things are, and ¥ doubt if you or I will
change chem.”

While we were getting out of the aar, the woman had finished
filling her bucket and dashed back into the house. Still muffled
up, the poor creature waited shuvenng behmd the half-open deor
on the cracked stone of the entrance. We burried in, and she shut
the door carefully behind us and began 10 take the coverings off
her face., It was not one shaw! bat four, and there were also four
petticoats Having relieved berself of these garments, she took out
her bandkercluef to wipe her face. Her eyes were feverishly bright,
she had 2 flush over the cheekbones and breathed painfully, Before
Ining down agun she put some fapgots an the fire, pushed a coffee-
ot toviasds 1, set out on the sable cups, sogar, 2 boude of brandy
and some iqueur glasses Then she half opencd a hittle door in the
parhon leading to the back, and called out: “Victor, Doctor
Clér?mx':h come.” '

After thus, conscious of dusy done, she went
dark comer of the kitchen, and with ob\'m\c: sftia:fl:c:ioof fi mc;
bm&(h 2 hl‘lg: exdesdown snlt half dressed. i

13 yingle toom presumabl: frure i

Lo, D e vl ol o o :Sﬁ;da:“ e i e
hondeed ¥ ckened with 2

undeed years of dist and smoke. The toom smele of hvestock:
1t was a hot, sufling ymell, which almost choked mear G \m '
. “The door at the back opened, and the hushand came in,sd.ngg;n

g on hu dogs. Haning wiped hus tight hand on his emhg.

1
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was brilliantly white, shining with 2 translucent purity. Lucien,
}_‘Mdung the road carefully, drove maosty in silence, from time to

time throwing out a name as we went through some hamlet; “{a

Terrade, Chaudagaite, Combes-Chabre, Verlleresse, Plamonteil ..

These hamlets all looked exactly alike to me: snow-covered stone
buildings looking down on squalid yards enclosed by low walls; the
ends of a few dark alleys, a few narrow streets berween higgledy-
piggledy houses; sheds, barns and outhouses, with their icicks
hanging from jutang roofs. Eventually we took a tortuous de
lane between two stone banks, where the wheels only just made
their way through the snow, and I began to understand better the
need for chains,

We were commng to a farm set a hietle back from the lane: 2 long,
squat shack of a bwlding of rough stone, with hardly any windows.
One end of it backed on to a bank of earth which came level with
the roof. This roof uself was so unexpectedly high and steeply
sloping that it scemed to crush the hause completely beneath it.
From a wade door, evidently that of the stables, ran a ¢hick stream
of black manure, crossing diagonally the shush n the yard, amidst
a disorder of harows, dungcarts and wheelbarrows, before
rejoining the other stream, flowing down from a small fonnuin,
to meet the virgn snow of the ditch.

“Look, there’s my patient,” said Lucien,

Near the fountain, nght i the wind and with her feet in the
mud, 1 saw a big woman filing a bucket with water She had a
big black shawl over her shoulders and another over her head, as
if she were 1n purdah. At che nosse of the car she turned. The shawl
over her head, tightly crossed in frone of her face, alfowed only
one eye to appear. “Has she got toothacher” L asked.

“No,” said Lucien, “she’s got pneumonia.”

1 looked at him dumbfounded, thinking he must be joking.
“You let het go out 1n cold bike thist Is she bving by herselft”

*No, she has 2 hasband. And | can assure you that gong out in
the fresh air did not form patt of the treatment 1 ordered.”

“ suppose you'll do some straighe alking with her husband
for leting her %0 to the fountin in that condition.”
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e would merely ask who clse | expect bim to sendt You see
how jsolated they are, without neighbours, and an Auvergnace
faroter would die of fhirst rather than go and fill a pitcher ar che
fountzin, No man of tbe mountains wonld Jower himself 1o that,
or to touching a broom. That's woman's work™ "

T didn't reslise your mougtain folk bebaved ke Arabs to sheir
women,”

Luaen took one hand off the wheel, and made a humoraus,

soottiing gesture: “Don’t get worked up, Jeaw. § once went to
T agymn ot AN - - - .

3

Luange them.

Whale we were getting out of the cer, the woman had finished
filling hee bucket and dashed back wto the hovse. St muffled
ug, the poar creature Waited shivering behund the half-open door
on the eracked stone of the entrance, We hurried in, and she shut
the door carefully bebind us and began to take the coverings off
her face. Tt was not ane shawl but four, and there were also four
petticoats Having rehieved herself of these garments, she took out
ber handkerchuef to wipe hee face. Her eyes were feverishly bright,
she had q flineh avee eha Boutt o -
Inagdoy ..
pot tawa
and some
paraton T T
Clément's come.” v o

After tus, consaaous of duty done, she went back to bed i
dask comer of the kutchen, and with obviows satisfaction sh;;c
me:(h 2 huge erderdown solt half dresced.

w sgle room presutasbly contained ok the Furmitre §
house. Like the walls and the !);w ceihing 1t was bl::k“:::: :x’r;r;}
bundred years of dict and smoke. The room smelr of hvestod
1 wat a hot, sufting smell, whach almest choked me at fiest,

The door at the back opened, and the hashand tame in, dragegi
dung on hus clogs. Hawwog, wiped tos vight hand :m,h‘zs ﬁ
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was brilliantly white, shining with a translucent purity. Lucien,
\?‘atchmg the road carefully, drove mostly in silence, from time to
time throwing out 2 name as we went through some hamiet: “La
Terrade, Chaudagaire, Combes-Chabre, Veulleresse, Plamonteil ...

These hamlets ali looked exactly alike ta me: snow-covered stone
buildings looking down on squalid yards enclosed by low walls; the
crl\ds of 2 few dark alleys, a few narrow strects berween higgledy-
piggledy houses; sheds, bams and outhouses, with their jcicles
hanging from jurting roofs. E lly we took a firdle
lane beeween two stone banks, where the wheels only just made
their way through the snow, and [ began to understand better the
need for chains.

We were comung to a farm set a litde back from the lane: a fong,
squat shack of a building of rough stone, with hardly any windows.
One end bf it backed on to a bank of earth which came level with
the roof. This roof itself was so unexpectedly high and steeply
sloping that 1t seemed to crush the house completely beneath it.
From a wide door, evidently that of the stables, ran a thick stream
of black manure, crossing diagonally the slush 1n the yard, amidst
a disorder of harrows, dungearts and wheelbarrows, before
rejoining the other stream, flowing down from a small fountain,
to meet the wirgin snow of the dich. '

“Look, there’s my patient,” sard Lucien.

Near the fountain, right in the wind and with her fect in the
mud, I saw a big woman filling a bucket with water. She had a
big black shaw] over her shoulders and another over her head, as
if she wete in purdah At the noise of the car she turned. The shawl
over her head, tightly crossed m front of her face, allowed only
one eye to appeat. “‘Has she got toothaches™ Lasked.

“No,” said Lucien, “she’s got pneumonia.”

1 Jooked at him dumbfounded, thunking he must be joking.
“You let her go out in cold hike thss Is she hiving by herself”

“No, she has a husband. And I can assure you that gomg out in
the fresh air did not form part of the treatment X ordered.”

“I suppose you'll do some straight talking with her hushand
for letdng her go to the fountain in that condition.”
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wluch her chest could be avseuleated, but Lucien mamaged a3
best he could, shpping his stethoscope through Ehc openings fr.om
above 2nd below, When he rarsed the sheet to begin his examinatior,
2 bot reck of concentrated sweat ose from the bed, to mingle with
2 varieey of other umattractive smells,

His examination completed, Lucien reassured the womaz. Before
Teaving, we were apparently required to drink again, and this time
1 followed Lucien’s choice. The coffee proved to be mainly 2
horble chicory;, biteer ao'd ay; but {hoycd it :nighz drown‘
ORI SRR PRI N S M R

belch, In fact as soon as we were back 1 the car I cried ruefully:
“Tell me quickly, Luaen, old chap. What the hell is that vitriol
viade from?”
“If's plum brandy secretly dutilied at the farm Connoisseurs

somettites refine the tormre by leaving black currants or quinee
pulp to soak m 15 without sugac.”

“It's first-class posson, 1f you ask me.”

“Juse, el them that. When ¥ try, they anserez. “Viu mivs, be
joking, Doctor. It's real good stuff. v make it here ourselves.
Can't do any hasm to anyhody, 2 kude mp of that. Ye does you good,

in fact” Luckdy 1 can wsually get out of takung their home-brew
by choosing the chucory smstead.”

' Why not simply refusc to have anychingy”

"You couldn’t posubly do thar. In their monotonous existence
the doctor's round 1s an event. If yor

u refuse ¢o drink, they'l chi
you'te stuck up and be offended.” ol disk
:Ihn every call must take you tace s long that way”

So whatt All work is done slowly here, nobody bothers abaut
the exact tme. Do you realise, Jean, that in the summer these
E:iplc““o_rk Exghmcn houts a dayr That shauld zine shem the

RIS
s talerance seemed mnexhausable, bur this e Uwomdered if
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coloured brecches, he held it out to us in greeting. He scemed to
bring in with him a potent additional stench. The door pierced
through the partition opened directly on to the stable, and on the
ather side you could hear the dull clamping of the animals against
the swinging bail.
The man seemed pleased to see us, His first words were the com-
mon greeting of peasant hospitality: " What are you having?”
We were offered coffee or brandy. Lucien chose the former, but
1 ler myself be tempted by the spints. There is somethung very
attractive about a good local brandy on a frosty morming; but this
one was different. I swallowed 1t unsuspectingty, and as soon as 1
had done so I felt it taking off the top of my tongue, burning my
throat, and going all the way down my windpipe i a trail of fire.
Lucien drank his coffee in small gulps, chatting the while to
the hushand in 2 harsh dalect which I found completely meom-
prehensible. The man seemed worned. In order to scratch his
head pensively, he several times removed a battered and shapeless
black felt hat, shiny with accumulared dust and years of sweat.
Eventually Lucien and the man got up, and 1 thonght now they
would go over to the bed. But they went past this and out through
the fittle stable door. Intrigued, I followed them among the animals.
I looked up ata trap-door in the dusty cetling, and understood why
there was such 2 concentration of sufling heat. Above the ceiling
*of the kutchen and stable, the immense sloping roof formed a single
loft filled wath hay. It was the heady odour of acres of mown grass
. which came in pungendy through each crack in the ccling—so
pungently that the air at nose level was hardly to be breathed.
When I rejoined Luaen he was squatting in the dung with the
man, near a post plastered with dried manure, and was examining
a wound on the leg of a big dappled horse. It was a very long
ination, followed by an animated discussion, but when we
came back into the kitchen the man had ceased to scratch his bead.
His hat was pushed hard back on to his neck, and his face was
beaming. i
At last the moment seemed to have come to deal with the human
patient, Her layers of underwear only left small openings through

.
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which her chest could be ausculeated, but Lucien managed as
best he coud, shpping his stethoscope through the openings from
aboveand below, When he raised the sheet to begin his examination,
a bot reck of concentrated sweat rose from the bed, to mingle with
a variety of other unartractive smells.

His exarmnaton completed, Lucien reassured the woman, Before
feaving, we were apparently required to deink agarm, and this time
1 followed Luaen’s chorce. The coffee proved to be mainly 2
homble chicory, bitter and tarry; but 1 hoped it mighe drowm
slightly the conflagration lit inside me by the alcobel. This had
Yong teached the bottom of my stomach, but from nme to time
the whole mxture would blaze up 2gain to produce an abominable
belch In fact 45 soon as we were back m the car I exied ruefully:

“Tell me quickly, Lucten, old chap, What the hell is that vieriol
made frome”

“I¢s plum brandy sectely distilled at the farm. Connoissears
sometimes refine the tarture by lesving black currants or quince
pulp to soak i 1t without sugar”

";:'s ﬁ:s;]—dm poison, if you ask me.”

“Qust,tell them that. When 1 try, they answer- V2, 5 e k-
joking, Doctar, Is seal good - r‘.;y 5 =':fvwfu1b'- ﬂ“;
Ci\n'( Ao an' o Wt Wi el 2 murmur ol
B Lo 5 R 4 boy thes, 3 fine bony 1,
by choosing, the chuco " brtle chappie, is’t he . . . and more to

*Why not umply refur ¥™OT8 took advantage of the general

“You coulds possibl:® coffee cups again and also pour out a

H

S DA TR

people work exghy O dipped her ditty finger into the wwater

ﬁsfi to310p fofoun&. Aftes which she declared: *Yes, it's just

they'd wske you 1

from one place 13fied air she dusted the top of the copper with
His tolerance 5 Pected Lucien to leap tn the air with horror, but
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for God knows how long and had arrived at some terifyingly
remote place.

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

It was warm in the hotel lobby. Behind the cloakroom counter
the porter dozed, Iulled 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?” he asked the woman by the Jooking 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
urmed clumsily in the narrow passage leading from the pantry
o the landing and had accidentally pushed the waiter Sysof just
25 he was rushing out, bending slightly with a fully Joaded tray
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st have been dead tired o be able to sleep in spite of all the
0ise and evcitement. b satd agats, These
“Well he off now,” Alexander Alerandrovich said again. -
12d been va sense in their coming, and to sfny any longer wou :
e {ndecent. “As soon as Fadel Kazimirovich comes out . . .
ust say goodbye to him.” .
mlst wa{ got T;shkevich who came ot from belm?é the sereen,
but a thickset, portly, self~confident man. Carrying ih‘e }arf\p
above his head, he went over to the table and seplaced 1t ‘m‘x\s
bracket, The light woke up the girl. She smiled at him, squinting
ber eyes and stretching, .
m)sigh\ of the sh'.\ngger, Misha gave o stext and stared at hun
intently He pulled Yurd’s sleeve and tried 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

ma. Nat a woed passed their lips, anly their eves met. But the

[ Do

« v Gotey pedtuze.

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

Yurs devoured them with His eyes. Unseen in the bulf dark-
ness, he \ept string into the circle of lamplight. The scene
Between the captise gird and her master was both ineffably mys-
terlous and shameless)y frank, His heart was torn by contradie-
tary feelings of a strength be had never expetjenced before.

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

endlessly discussed as “vulzar” the foree whith so frightened
end attraeted them and which

) they controlled so easily from a
sa(c’(\sssmce by words And vow here it was, this fcrce),' in front
;{I‘(\x\m;s \drry €383, ubterly rex,vind yet troubled and haunting,
Whiessly oestructie, and complaming and calling for bel

and what had become of their childi 5 -
T had b eir childish philosophy and what was

Do you know who that man was?” said Misha when they



60 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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



CHAPTER THREE

THE SVENTITSKYS’ CHRISTMAS PARTY

1

One winter Alexander Alexandrovich gave Anna 1 an
antique wardrobe, which be had picked up somewhere or other.
It was made of ebony and was so enormous that it would not g¢
through 2ay door in one piece, Tt was taken into the house in
sections; the problem then was where to put it. It would not de
for the receplion rooms because of its function nor for the bed
rooms because of its size. In the end, a past of the landing wa
cleared for it outside the master bedroom. ‘
Markel, the porter, came to put it together, He brought wit
him his sis-year-old daughter Marinka. She was given a stick ¢
barley sugar. Snefing, and sucking the caody and her mot
fingers, she stood intently watching her father.
At fisst everything went smonthly. The wardrobe grew in fro
of Anna Ivanovna’s eyes; when only the top remained to be p
on, she took it into her head to help Markel. She clunbed on
the raised floor of the wasdrobe, slipped, and fell against ¢
sides, which were held in place only by tenons. The xope i}
Markel had tied loosely around them came undone. An
Ivanovna fell on her back together with the boards as th
clattesed to the ground, and bruised herself paiafully.
Markel rushed to her. “Oh, Madam, mistress” he said. *W
made you do that, my dem? You haven't broken any bon
Fecl yous bones, I's the bones that matter, the soft part doe
matter at all, the soft parts mend in God's good time, and
the saying gres, they're only for pleasure anyway~Don't by
You stuptd!” he reprimanded the erying Marivka, “Wipe
nose and £0 to your mother—Ak, Madam, couldrt you trust
to set up that clothes chest without you? OF course, to you
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.
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a0 believed that 2 man should do something socially useful in
s prachieal ife. He settled on medicine.

In the first year of bis four.year course he bad spent & temm
in the dissectng room, sitated in the cellars of the university.
You went down tbe winding staircase, There was always a
crowd of dishevelled students, some poring over their tattered
texthooks sumounded by bones, or quietly dissectiog, each o
bis comer, others fooling about, cracking jokes and chasing the
rats that scurried in swarms over the stone floors. In the half
datkness of the mortuary the naked bodies of unidentiied young
suicides and drowned women, well preserved and untouched
by decay, shone like phosph Injections of alum soluth
sejuvenated them, giving them a deceptive oundaess. The
corpses were cut open, dismembered, and prepared, yet even
in its smallest sections the human body kept its beauty, so that
Yura's wonder belore some water nymph brotally fung onto &

zine table continued before her amputated axrm or band. The
collar emmellad nf mbntie 1 4 el em e

e wuu ubsl Was Qomnant fn the underground room as if it
were its home or its headquartexs.

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

\\m'had a food mind wnd was an excellent writer, Ever
tlace his schooldays be had dreamed of composing a book sbout
life \\'}.xich would contain, ke buried explosives, the most strike
Ing things he had 5o far seen and thought abont. But he was
:i’;)‘:k\lng to write 5'{3’! 2 book; instead, be wrote poetry. He

@ 2 painter wha was ok 4 i
camas he hgd in mind, s maldag Sheiches for a big

He was indulgent toward these immature w

v orks on account
z:(g:;{‘ t;’igi;’hf:d ggimht}'. These two qualities, vi;or a“:‘d
¥s opinion gave reality t i i
rr;il:.ndcd a:‘ pointless, idlg. unn'e@i{ax;m hich e otenvise
ura realized th i . i
his St ¢ great part his uncle had played in molding

Nibolal Nekolatesich now hved 1 Lausanme, Jo his books
3
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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-
Towing spring, Yura in medicine, Tonia in law, and Misha, who
studied at the Faculty of Philosophy, in philology.

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

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

n Kiev,

% Askold, one of the founders of the Russian state, was burfed f R f the

2 Ol~g, another Prince of Kiev, was killed by a snake that cam
skull ‘of his favorite horse.
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i i isis.” After

e toms of lobar pneumonia. It Tooks like the crists:
:e:z{:g her and saymg the epcouraging, meaningless th:gsfﬁ&::t
are always sod on such oceasions, he sent the nurse ou oCh g
room, took Auna Tvanovoas wrist to feel ber pulse, and seache;
into his coat pocket for his stethoscope. She mo_ved her head
to indicate that this was wimecessary, ¥ie realized 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 hig‘htenefl. i) hu.rt, you
prepare yourself, . . . Bat this 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 fell silent. "Tears were streaming, down her cheeks. Yura
said othing, A moment later Anna Ivanovna went on,

“Tou're clever, talented. . , . That makes you different. , ..
You surely know something, , . . Comlort me.”

"Well, what is there for me to say?” replied Yura. He fidgeted
on his chair, got up, paced the room, and sat down again, “In
the first place, youll feel better tomorrow. There are clear in-
dications—1'd stake my e on it—that you've passed the crisis,
And then—death, the survival of conseiouspess, faith in sesur-
rection . . . You want to know my opinion 25 a scientist? Per.
haps sore other time? No? Right now? Well, as you wish. But
s duliewlt Wk 1hnt, 30 of » sudden” And there and then he
;‘V d a whole impromptu lecture, hed that e could

03,

“Resurrection In the crude form in which 1t is preached to
consale the weak, it is slien to me. 1 have always understood
Clirist's words about the living and the dead in 5 duferent sense.
Where coudd you find room for all these hordes of people ac-
cumulated ever thousands of years? The universe jsm't big
enough for them, Cod, the good, and meaningfol purpose would

crowded out They'd be crushed by these thennoe mmn-3.
merely fortha et 2%,

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

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

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

3

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

Yura went up at once.

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

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

«Can the diagnosis be wrong?” Yura wondered. “She has all
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g s hand
Tked up to Anna Ivanovna’s bed and putting his hani
fna:;er:;h;a gnié, “Go to sleep” After a few moments she
to fall asleep. .
be%':u (:p:;e'll};s l:&lt) the soom aad told Egorovna to send in the
purse, “What's tome over me?” he thought, “Fm becoming &
regular quack--muttering incantations, laying an the bands. .. ¢
Next day Anna Tvanovna was better,

4

Anna Ivanoyna costinued to imprave. [n the middle of Decem-
fes she tred 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 hours on end talked
to them of her childhood, spent on her grandfsther’s estate,
Varykno, on the tiver Ryuve, in the Urals. Neither Yura nor
Tonla had cver been there, but listening ta her, Yura could
easily imagine those ten thousand acres of impenetzable virgin
forest as black a5 night, and, thrusting into it like a curved
kaufe, the bends of the swift stream with its racky bed and steep
cliffs on the Krueger side.

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

They were going o wear them at the traditional Christmas
party at the Syentitskys' on the twepty-seventh, When the tailor

and the seamstress delivered the clathes, Yura and Tonia tsied
them on, were deli)

ighted, and had not yet taken them off when

Egorovng aemate -t - 0 L . H

They w ‘ Je e

she ratsed v, d

B e stond, w, woxed them over, and told
“Very wice,” she said. “Charming, { had no idea th

teady. Let me have another 1ook,gTonim No, ifs alleryi ‘!::r ;

thought the yoke puckered a bit. Do vews Jomeyy ,* 3 g

your® vt P - -
i e HIN o

L .
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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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n somebody like that would be
or Faustos Eve:y :lozu::i?:v 1 e dy with a name
tike a shot from your grandfather’s gun—and we would all im-
mediately troop gmvnsg;irs from the nursery to the kitchen. And
there—you can't thivk what it was lhe~you'd find a charcoal
deales with a Jive bear tub, 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 farest came
sight up to the windows, And the snow, the snow! Higher than
the roofst” Anna Ivanovna had & coughing &t.

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

“Nonsense, ¥m perfectly all right. That reminds me. Ego-
sovoa told me that you two are worrying about whether you
should go to the party the day after tomorrow, Don't Jet me
hear anything so silly again, you ought to be ashamed of your-
selves! And you call yoursel a doctor, Yural So that's settled,
you'll go, and that's that. But to return to Bacchus. He used to be
& Blacksmith when he was young. He got into o fight and was
disembowelled. So he made humself a set of iron guts. Now,
Yura, dos’t be sity. 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 fit, a much longes

one than the last. It went on s0d ou, she could not get her
breath,

Yura and Tonia hurried across to her simultaneously. The:
stood :huulfle: to shoulder by her bedside. Their hands t}:)ucheg.
Still coughing, Anna Ivanovma caught thex hands in bers apd
Sept them joined awhile. When she was able to speak she said:

:gdl (};_; c:;ay together, You're meant for each ofher, Get mar-

ned. n?w, You'te engaged” she added and burst into

. 8 .
As casly a3 the sprin,
would lyw:- W ﬁg of ‘?"c".“nlv L
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vich. You both think I should not have refused the legacy. But
wait 2 moment. It's bad for you to talk. Just et me explain—
though you know most of it already.

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

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

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

“All the same, you shouldn’t have renounced it,” said Anna
Ivanovna. “Do you Jnow why I called you?” she asked ng:«ln
and immediately went on, “His name came back to me. You
remember the forest guard I was telling you about yesterday?
He was called Bacchus. Extraordinary, isn't it] A real bogeyman,
black as the devil, with a beard growing up to his eycbrows,
and calls himsclf Bacchus! His face was all disfigured, 2 bf‘ﬂf
had mauled him but he had fought it off. And they're all like
that out there. Such name riking, ! Bacchus or Lupus
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2 speot three years at the Kologrivovs” as behind stone walls,
I):]a‘;r m,sg bto\hcred) hes, and even f;: waather and brother, from
‘whotn she had become estranged, kept aut of her way.

Layrenti Mikhailovich Kologrivov was a big busi a
rlliant and intelligent practitioner of the most modern meth-
ods. He hated the decaying order with a double hatred, a5 2
man rich enough to outbid the treasury, and 1S a member of the
fower classes who bad sisen to fabulous heights. In his house
he sheltered revolutionasies sought by the police, and he paid
the defense vosts in pohtical trials, It was & standing joke that he
was 5o keen on subsiduzing the revolution that he expropriated
himself and organized strikes at his own plants. An excellent
smatksmon and u passionate bunter, he went to the Serebriany
swoods and Losia Lsland in the winter of 190y, giving rifle tram-
ing to workess mbtia.

He was u rematkable man. ¥is wife, Serafma Filippovna,
was 2 worthy mateh Lara admued and respected bath of thers,
and the whole household loved her and treated her s a member
of the famuly.

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

into tears.
&l::.-. s’:xt‘{rozcn while Rodia went on through his sobs:
- ?\{; \x:lgbt 1 went to see Victar Tppolitovich, He refused to

t it with me, but he said if you wi i
sad that alihough you na lon oo sy of a0 P

er loved any of 7
over Wim way Sl so great g . Lana daryling m‘ )S:el)&‘;’:;
imm you would be enough. . . . You realize what this means
o x{m, what a dug?‘nce His ., . the honor of my uniform is at
wake. Go o see him, thats oot tao much to ask, speak to him
« + + You can’t want me to pay for this with my Wda *
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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 spens three years ot the Kologrivevs’ as behind stose walls.
No one bothered her, and even her mother and brother, from
whom she had become estranged, kept ovt of her way.

1avrentd Mikdailovich Kolog was a big busk a
Yrilliant and fntelhigent practitioner of the most modern meth-
ods, He hated the deenying order with & double hatred, as 2
man nch enough to outbid the treasury, and as a member of the
foner dasses who bad risen to fabulous heights. In his house

L. 1w

wat Yo weln 98 sunsiaszing, the revalation that he expropnated
himself sad organized stkes at his own plants. An excellent
markswn and a passionate hunter, he went to the Serebriany
woads and Losin [tland ta the winter of 1903, giving rifle train-
ing to warkers” militia,

He was a remarkable man. His wife, Serafima Filiopovna.
wasa P vy o- - .
and the

of the sy,

For more than three years Lara led a life Free from wordes.
Then ane duy her brather Rodia went to see har Quinetns

AfTaas B

e w wiy ety of the Academy and entrusted it to him,
ssking him to choose and buy the @i, This money he had
gambled away two days ago down tfo the last kopek. Having
:i\;l :ﬁ;qmr)‘- be ffopped Full Jength in an armchair aud burst

o teass,

Etm \m‘rjhrzz;-n while Rodiz weat on theough his sobs:

st night 3 went to see Victor Ippolitovich. He refu

A ! . He refused t
i, Showt it with me, but he said if you wished him to . fe. H:
said thay M\hmxg?'x you no Yonger loved any of us, your power
((x\ct Bm was sl so preat . . , Lary Qasling . . . One word
i;nz:?:rh:\;o:\:‘l\s\;:‘mosu% <+ . You realize what this means

3 ce ftdy ., . i i
b, G0 1o e pr the honor of my uniform is at

A § 0 much 1o ask, speak to him
+++ You can’t want te 10 pay for s wih e PC
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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 marying
so young, and urged her to wait. This led to scencs. Lipa, the
spoiled and willful darling of the family, shouted at her parents
and stamped her feet.

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

had not had secrct expenses.
1Un}mcwu to Pasha, she sent money to his father, who had been
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rted to Sibers, helped his querulaus and ai}mg mother,
iggoxed\\ced his own expenses by paying part of his board ax.Id
todging directly to his kaodlady. It was she who had found him
his room in & new building in Kamerger Street near the Art
Theater.

Pasha, wha was a little younger than Lara, loved her madly
and obeyed her slightest wish After graduatiog from the ?{ea!-
gymnasiun, he bad, 2t ber urgmg, taken up Greek and La'ur}. t
was her dream that afier they hod passed their state examina-
tions the Tollowing year they would marry and go out as gym-
nasium teachers to 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 al-
lowed to walk alone from the mailroad station to the estate,
Mesawhile, the luggage was loaded anto a cast, and the famly
climbed into their barouche and listened to the Duplyanka
coachman in his scarlet shirt and sleeveless coat telling them
the latest local news.

Lara walked along the tracks following a path worn by pil-
grims and then turmed into the felds, Here she stopped and,
clowing her eyes, tock a deep breath of the fower-scented air
of the broad expanse around her. It was dearer 1o her than her
kin, better than a fover, wiser than  book For & moment she
m'lkm‘i“':d the purpose of her life, She was hete on easth to
&nﬂv ,l w”meaE\mg of 1ts wild enchontmans <=2+ alt eqch

w0wer, to
] . “.doitin
That sumeer she had amived exhausted b
the many duti
:l;:nl‘;?;!gu;zdcmkm. S}l‘w was eauly upset, Ge);)erous ::g “:';l;i
by Rature, she devela '
‘mgm?g ;0 e ey gﬁwa;;c;\;t BEW suspicivusness and a
he Kologrivavs were as fond of her as ever d w:
1o stay on with them, but now that Lipa hndmgm‘\:r ‘:S ‘s\:e
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felt that she had become useless to them. She refused her salary
They had to press it on her. At the same time she needed th
money, and it would have been embarrassing and unfeasibl
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 2 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 turm. If the Kologrivovs friends
were attentive to her she was sure that they regarded her as a
submissive “ward” and an easy prey. If they left her alone, that
proved that she did not exist for them.

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

When they went back to town it was worse than ever, for to
fer 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, money—cverything whirled in-
side her head. She was disgusted with life. She was beginning
to lose her mind. She was obsessed with the idea of breaking
with everything she had ever known or experdenced, and start-
ing on something new. In this statc, at Christmastime in the
year 1911, she arrived at a fatal decision. She would leave the
Kologrivovs now, at once, and become indcpendent, and she
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would get the money for this from Komarovsky. It seemed to
her that after all there had been between them asd the years
of independence she had won for herself, he must help h!eﬁ
tovalequddy. d al 4 s

. 1
y, without exp or disgr

conditions.

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

$She walked through the festive streets in a terrible excitement,
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 ajmed at. This shot was the cnly thing that
she was conscious of, She henrd it oll the way to Petrovka
Street, and it was aimed 2t Komarovsky, at herself, at her own
fate, and at the wooden target on the Duplyanka oak tree.

“Don't touch oy mufit”

Ermma Ernestovnia bad put out her hand to belp her off with
her coat, she had received her with Ol's and Ah's, telling her
that Victor Ippolitovich was cut but she must stay and wait
for him,
;: can't. I'm in o burry. Where is he?”
¢ was at o Christmas party. Clutching the serap of
with the address on it, Lara ran down the %amﬂim' g!gomypsgie;

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

Only now, when she came out for th i i
ol now for the second time, did she
et : ook around her. It was winter, 1t was the city, Tt was

Bt was bitter cold The streets were covered wi

b ed with
S:!) Tayer of ice, Jike the bottom of beer bo:ﬂes. i;:!lx‘i:\:‘, :‘eic::
m:&é ]‘fhe[:m was dense with gray sleet ond it tickled and
i \mnn"\h\:::ngg,e t};}e gr;ik cf‘;oz!;n bristles of her fur cape.
e w hrough the deserted

st the steaming doors of cheap teashaps and texmu.mnts,s g:::
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as red as sausages and horses’ and dogs’ heads with beards of
icicles emerged from the mist. A thick crust of ice and snow
covered the windows, and the colored reflections of lighted
Christmas trees and the shadows of merrymakers moved across
their chalk-white opaque surfaces as on magic lantern screens;
it was as though shows were being given for the benefit of
pedestrians.

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

9

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

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

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

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

“Now you can Jook,” she said. “Light a candle, and 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
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covering the sindowpane a Black eyelet began to form at the
Ve 2.
m-?ﬁfzf Pﬁai[lrlla" said Lara. “T am in trouble. You m?sl help mek
Don't be frightesed and dont question me. But don't ever thin
e can be like other peaple. Dan't take it so lightly. 1 am iz con-
stant danger, ¥ you love me, if you do:x't want me to be de
stroyed, we must not put off ous masviage . ]
Byt that's what ['ve always wanted,” broke in Pasha. 'Iu:t
name the day. I'm ready when you are. Now telt me plainly
what s worrying you. Don't torment e with riddles.”
But Lara evaded his question, imperceptibly chang,mg the
subject They talked » long time about a number of things that
had nothng to da with her distress.

10

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

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

Tonia and Yura wwars 422020 v
Skye’ Christrnas par - *4
adolesoence spent T ) . N
there wasto know ¢ ..t tuci Gllier, soey had habits in common,
their own special way of snorting at each other's jokes. Now
they drove in sience, their Yips tightly clased against the cold,
occaslonally eschanging o word or two, and absorbed in their
own thoughts,

Yura was thinking about the date of his competiti
he must work harder at his aper. Then his migghd;z:gﬁ;
the festive, end-of the-year bustle in the streets, j\;mped to other
thoughts He had mromised Gordon an antide on Blok for the
mimcograpbed student paper that he edited; young people in
both capitals were mad about Blok, Yura and Gordan patticu-
tarly. But not even these thoughts held bs mind for long. He
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and Tonia rode on, their chins tucked into their collars, rubbing
their frozen ears, and each of them thinking of something else.
But on one point their thoughts converged.

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

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

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

Tonia’s attitude to Yura underwent a similar change.

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

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

1t suddenly occurred to Yura that Blak reflected the Christ-

mas spirit in all domains of Russian life—in this northemn city
and in the ncwest Russian literature, under the starry sky of
this modern strect and around the lighted trec in a twenticth-
century drawing room. There was no need to write an article on
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Tok, ke thought, all you had to do was to paint a Ru.ssn{n ver-
fio: of a Du%dt Adgmﬁan of the Magi with spow in it, and
wolves, and a dark fir fovest. .

As they drave through Xamerger Street Yura noticed that 2
candle had melted a patch in the jey crust on one of the win-
dows, The light seemed 10 ook into the street almost con‘sf:xously,
as if it were watching the passing carriages and waiting for
someont.

“A candle burned on the table, a candle burned . . . ;" he

i % 1o himseff—the begi o hi fosed.

formless; be hoped that it would take shape of itself. But noth-
{ng mose eame to him.

1

From time immemorial the Sventitskys’ Christmas parties fol
lowed the same pattern. At ten, after the chuldren had gone
home, the tree was hit a second time for the others, and the
party went on till mornung, 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 all have supper together.

"Why are you so late?” asked the Sventitskys nephew,
Georges, running through the entrance hall on his way to his
uacle’s and qunk’s rooms Yura sod Tonia took off their things
;:;;\u\oo\wd s at the ballwoom door before going to greet their

N o

wl . " . s
W . .
se .

. Tl vw
as v BRLLS,

In the center of the room the dancers twi
; ; s twirled and spun
;han,‘nmy were paired off ar formed into chains bya yo?mg
an school student, Keka Komakov, son of an assistant public
{\msmmrr who was lesding the cotdlion *Crand rond?™ he bel
:}:::}u :1 (l\:m\nx; of bis volce across the room, or “Chaine
ehine ..y,.x:i..\.h? _n‘\\ io\)mwd his orders “Une valse, sl
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head of the first round, whirling away with her and gradually
slowing down in ever smaller and smaller circles until they
were barely marking time in what was still the dying echo of a
waltz. Everyone clapped, and ices and cool drinks were car-
ried around the noisy, milling, shuffling crowd. Flushed boys and
girls never stopped shouting and laughing as they greedily drank
cold cranberry juice and ) de, and the t they put
down their glasses on the trays the noise was ten times louder,
as if they had gulped down some exhilarating mixture.

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

12

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

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

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

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

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

Yura and Tonia spent half the evening backstage with Georges

and the old couple.
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13

Al this time Lara was In the ballroom. She was not in evening
dress and did not know anyone there, but she stayed on, e\tl.xer
waltzing with Koka Kornakov tike a sleepwalker or wandering
aimlessly around the room.

Onge a twice she stopped and stood hesitating evtside the
sitting room, in the hope that Komarovsky, who sat facing the
doorway, might see her. But he did not take his eyes from his
cards, which he held in his Jeft hand and which shielded his
face, and he either really did not notice her or pretended not
to. She was choking with mortification. A gul whom she did not
know went in from the ballroom. Komarovsky looked at her in
the way Lara remembered so well, The girl was fattered and
flushed and smiled with pleasure, Lara crimsoned with shame
and nearly sereamed, “A new victim,” she thought. Lara saw,
23 fn a mircor, hersclf and the whole story of her liaison. She did
not gise vp her plan ta speak to lum but decided to do it later,
at a 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 clegant young man
with whom Lara was dancing again, so she understood from the
few words she exchanged with him. And the young man's
mother was the tall dark woman in black with Bercely buming
cyes and an unpleasantly snakelike neck who went back and
forth between the hallroom and the sitting room, watching her
son dancing and hier husband playing cards, Aad finally Lara
l\r:u{ncd that the gisl who had arouséd such complicated feclings
t?q-;\ngr‘r:;dl)h;;.’ oung man's sister and that her suspicions had

She had not puid attention ta Koka' ;

ﬁ;ﬂ lin\mdum! Himself, but be r:\poelaa\esds‘il:“;sm hee‘:}:'ee;th:erai:

he i
:“m ;“; E‘l‘ld‘:“g mﬂ‘{t'mm:fnnf :he :\':;ltrz to .z\_'ch‘air and bowed
l)l:\\ng \Q! something “"V‘”“’JH‘-.'ﬂxen it carae ‘\‘f:c\?ft:o;?:;
&‘:"‘“’:‘m war the assistant public prosecutor af the Moscow

court who had made 2 fanatical speech at the tri
the groep of ralay men which had speech at the trial of
included Tiverzin, At
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gone to plead with him, but with.
out success. “So that’s it. . . . Well, well, well. . . . Interesting,
. + . Kornakov. Kornakov.”

14

It was almost two in the moming. Yura's ears were ringing.
There had been an interval with tea and petits fours and now
the dancing had begun 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 pierced
him from top to toc. This naively childish smell was as {ntimate
and understandable as a word whispered in the dark. He
pressed the handkerchict to his eyes and lips, breathing through
it. Suddenly a shot rang out inside.

Everyone turncd 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, weeping, arguing and all talking at once.
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“What has she dove, what has she done!” Komasovsky kept
i alr.

m:‘ll;ogrii: gﬁ\?&, tell me you're alive,” Mrs. Kornakov was s,crlc.‘am-
Ing hysterically. “Where 1s Doctor Drokov? They said he's er::
Oh, but where, where is he?~ow can you, how tfnu im: say
it's nothing but a scrateh! Oh, my poor m.myr, that’s wha ﬂz’n\:
get for exposing 2l those criminaist There she is, the 'scum, ere
she ts, Tl seratch your eyes out, you sl\xt.‘yvu won't get v.w.\%
this time) What did y ou say, Kemarovsky? You? She shot at you
Mo, [ can't bear i, this is a tragic moment, Komarovsky, !
faver't fume to listen to fokes. Koke, Xokochkal Can you be-
tieve it? She tried to kil your father. . . . Yes. . « . But Provi-
dence . . . Koka! Kokal”

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

Yura was dumfounded, This gir again) And again in such
extraordinary chreumstances! And again that gray-haired man.
But this time Yura knew who he was—the prominent lawyer,
Ko &y, who had had thing to do with his father’s
estate. No need to greet him. They both pretended not to Jnow
cath other And the gisl . . . So it was the gul wha had fired
the shot? At the prosecutor? Must be for political reasons, Poor
thing She was in for 4 bad time, How haughtily beautiful she

wasl And those louts, twisting her arms, as 1f she were & com-
mon thiefl

Bat at once he realized that be swas mistaken, Lare's legs
gwe way under her, they were holding her up and almost
g her o the nearest armchair, where she collapsed.

Yura was sbout to rath up 4o her to bring her around but
thought it proper first to show some intevest in the victim, He
watked up to Kernakov,

“Tama doctgr." he said. “Let me see your hand, Well, you've
Mnﬁ &hackg. it's not even worth bandaging. A drop of fodme
wnldat do any harm, though, There's Feli
el e 2 y g Thert's Feliciata Semionovaa,
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Lara’s wish, Kologrivov had gone to plead with him, but with-
out success. “So that's it. . . . Well, well, well. . . . Interesting.
. . . Kornakov. Kornakov.”

14

It was almost two in the morning, Yura's ears were ringing.
There had been an interval with tea and petits fours and now
the dancing had begun again. No one bothered any more to re-
place the candles on the trec as they burncd 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 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 partaer, she caught and pressed his hand and
smiled eloquently. The handherchief she had been holding
stayed in his hand. He pressed it to his lips and closed his eycs.
The handkerchief smelled equally enchantingly of tangerines
and of Tonia’s hand. This was something new in Yura's life,
something he had never felt before, something sharp that plerced
him from top to toe. This nawvely childish smell was as 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 porticre that hung
between the ballroom and the sitting room. There was & mo-
ment'’s silence. Then the uproar began. Some people rushed
about scrcaming, 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 SVENTITSKYS CHRISTATAS PARYY o)
~T¥hat has she done, what has she donel” Komarovsky kept

saying in despain. . . cream-
i, Boris, tell me you're alive,” Mrs. Kornakov was 5¢

ing.B:_‘:eriaﬂy. '\\'bem)-ti‘s Doctor Drokov? Th;y said he ;:t;r:.'
Oh, but where, where is he®—How can you, 0&; can i . l)l
i¥'s ncthing but 2 scratch! Ob, my poor martyr, h f's wha zg:re
get for exposing all those criminals! There she is, be scum, the
she is, ITl scratch your eyes out, you shut, you won't get away
this time! What d&id you say, Komarovsky? You? Sb_e shot at you?
No, T can't bear &, this Is & tragic moment, Komsrovsky, 1
haven't time to listen to jokes. Koka, Kokochkal Can you be-
tieve it? She tried to kll your father. . . . Yes. . . . But Provi-
dence . . . Koka! Kokal”

The crowd out of the sitting room into the baliroom.
At the head of it came Kornakov, Lughingly assuring everyone
Wt he was quite aB right and dabbing with a napkin at a
scratch on his left hand. Another group, somewhat apast, was
leading Lara by the axms.

Yurz was dumfounded. This gisl again! And agsin in such
extraardimary circemstances’ And again that geay-baired man.
But this time Yora knew who he was—the prominent lawyer,
Komarovsky, who had had 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 & was the gitl who had fired
the shat? At the prosecatar® Must be for political reasons. Poor
thing She was io for a bad tme. How hanghtily beautiful she
wast And those Jonts, twisting her armos, as 3 she were a com-
mey thieft

But 3t gmee be realized that he was mistsken. Laro’s legs
gwve way under her, they were holding her up and almost
cartsing her to the neatest smmchair, where she collapsed.
!h;:n was about 19 rosh up to bet to bring her around but

ght it proper first to show some interest in the victh
S
walked tp to Kernakoy. » fhe viin. He

‘lamadodur,'hes:&id.'lﬂmeseewuthd.“’ you'v

bemml:;‘léu It's vot even worth band:x:g,ingl A dmpegf, )x::gx:::
o . S ot 3

\?ﬂ\ o hm.an—, harm, though. There’s Feliciats 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 stull remember how he had cried, gricf-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 reason he had been
so shaken by his mother's death was that, at her side, he had Jost
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imself in the forest, suddenly 1o fnd her gone and himself
Zﬁlje in t. The forest was made up of everything in the world
—douds 20 shop signs aud the golden tops of belfries and the
base-headed Hiders who went as escort before the holy image of
the Mother of God canded in a coach, Shop fronts were in it, and
arcades, and the inaccessibly high star-studded sky, and the
Lord God and the saints. i

This inaccessbly high sky once came all the way down to his
nursery, as far as his nurse’s skirt when she was talking Yo bim
about God; it was close and within yeach Lke the tops of hazel
trees in the gullies when you pulled down their brasches and
‘picked the nuts. 1t was as §f it dipped into the gilt nursery wash-
Basin and, baving bathed. in fire and gold, re-emerged as the
morming service of mass 2t the tiny church where he went with
his nurse. There the heavenly stars became the lights before
the icops, and the Lord God was a kindly Father, and everything
more or less fell into its right place. But the main thing was the
rea) world of the grownups and the city that Joomed up al}
azound lum like 2 forest. At that time, with the whole of his half-
af:r’\:nﬂ faith, Yura believed in Cod, who was the keeper of that

st

Now it was quite different. Ta his twelve years ot gymnasiom
and upiversity, Yura had studied the classies and Seripture,
legends and poets, history and natural science, which had be-
come to bhim the cheonicles of his house, bis famuy tree. Now e

s afraid of nothing, neither of hfe nor of death: evervthing in
the wasld <3t 10 " .

(R . He
affect: . . W:Z
hﬂd k . . F 1% .

in confusion, ear, and; + s mother. Thes be had prayed

; in. Now he listened & A
xi‘ they were a message addressed to hi;mducicezrmnw;i:
directly. He listened intently to the words, etpecting them, like

for the sy i
earth, which he warshipped a5 hsp;:;in?:’o‘:" of heavep and
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16

“Holy God, holy and mighty, holy and deathless, have merey on
us.” What was it? 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 street 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 Jast.” 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
in the cold, closed up in two ranks. The hearse, the gig with
wreaths on it, and the Kruegers' camriage 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 searching 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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0 it
“Well, so now ifs C,?cmm Iv:;navxlxas h;:yr 53:&, sends her bed
'k a ticket to a far place, N
xe&;ris. }SXE: g;m is over, poor cricket, st!:fiaig;e to her test
ve you got a cab or are you going ta v i N
:?:::g 30 sguezch my legs bafm af that standiag. Lets walk
it and then we'l take a cab” .
: Elt};d you see how upset Fulkov was? Looking at 1;::; ;e:::
pounng down his face, blowing his ose, staring, at ace.
Standing nett to her usband at t}:at.
“He always had his eye on her/ & 2
They slowly made theilr way to the cemetery 2t the other 8'1.1“
of town. ‘That day the hard frost bad broken, Tt was a still,
beavy day; the cold had gose and the life h.ad gone m&g{;
was a day as though made for a fusesal. The dirty snow lool
as 1f 1t shone through crépe, and the firs behind the chul:chy:l!d
railings, wet and_dark ke tarnished silver, seemed to be in deep
maurntng X
1 was in this same churchyard that Yura's mother lay busied.
He had not been to her grave in recent yeass. He glanced in its
durection and whispered, “Motber,” aimost as he might have
dope years before.
ey dispersed y, in pi groups, along the
cleared paths, whose meanderings did not harmonize with the
sorrowfol deliberation of their step. Alexander Alexandrovich
ted Toma by the arm They were followed by the Kruegers.
Black was very becoming to Tonia
Hoarfrost, bearded like mold, sprouted ou the chains with
crosses hanging from the domes and on the pink mopsstery
walls To the far comer of the momastery yxd, wastung hung
oo lines stretching from wall to wall—shits with ‘heavy sodden
slecves, peactrcolored tablecloths, badly wrong out and crook-
edly fastened sheets. Yura veskized that this, aMtered jn ap-
pearance by the sew buldings, was the part of the monastery
grounds where the Blizzard had raged that night,
lic walh:.ed% alone, shead of the oiners,
to let them catch up with him. In answer to the desolation
brought by dm.th to the people slowly pacing aiter him, he was
?ﬁn.':fl’f’f.‘ff"“’_’y. a3 water funnelling downward, to dream.

0y

stopping occasfonally
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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

1

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

The rest of the house was dark and empty. Only in one small

sitting room &d 2 lacp on a bracket cast its dim light up and
down the long suite of rooms.

Here Komarovsky strode with angry, resolute steps, as if he
were at home and not a 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
wneglasses tinkled every time a cab drove past the windows ot
a mouse scurned over the tablecloth among the china.

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

Another reason for his agitation was that he had once again

perienced the i b don of this crazy, desperate
gl He had always known that she wa:

s different. There had al-
ways been something unique about her. But how deeply, pain-

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

1t was clear that he must hel,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

2

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

On top of her chest of drawers she kept a copy of the Erfurt
Program with a dedication by the author, One of the photo-
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bs on the wall showed her husband, “her good Voit,” in.a
5‘:5;1;« park in Switzerland, together with Plekbanov, both in
alpaca jackets and panama hats, .

Ruffina Onissimovaa took a dislike to her sick lodger the mo-
ment she saw ber, She considered Lara a malingerer. The girl's
feverish ravings seemed to her nathing but play-aeting. She was
ready to swear that Lara was impersonating Gretchen gone mad
in her dungeon,

She expressed her contempt for Lara by being brisker than
usual. She basged doors, sang in a loud voice, tore through her
part of the apartment like a hurricane, and kept the windows
open all day long.

The apartment was on the top foor of a building in the Arhat.
After the wnter solstice its windows §lled to overflowing with
blue sky as wide as a river in flood. Thiough haif the winter it
was foll of the early signs of the coming spring,

A warm wind from the south blew in through the casements.
H ttoe . : -ara,

b from

. o cab
..... s unbugl gloomy alleys to the hotel at the other
end of town One 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 actoss the roofs, and
was cut off. Then it all began again from the beginning,

The be;\s (;i Ml;scow‘s cauntless churches clanged ia the dark.
Ress overhead, and the trolleys ran, i
strects, but Lara was also d{;{e S i thmugh Py

ned by the dy wi is~
Plays and glaring lights, as if th s et sy s

ey toa emitted i

own, hike the bells ang wheels, y e sounds of their
In theur hotel room she was stay i

watermelon of meredsble s s o e By

1 © size. It was Komarovsky's housewarm-
ing gift, and to her it was g ot of by

When he thrust a knite 4 ):tl:g umn'elll,lsasgwk;laggkaeaii
g its icy, sugary heart, she wag Iright-
fuse 3 shee, The Eragrant pink mouth-
t but she forced herself to swallow them,
toidated by cxpensive food and by the

fuls stuck in hey throat,
Just 25 she was iny
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night life of the capital, so she was later intimidated by Komarov.
sky himself—this was the real cxplanation of everything,

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

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

He sat by her bed rubbing his hands. On the occasions when
he was summoned 1o attend a ministerial mecting in Petersburg
he spoke to the old dignitaries as if they were schoolboys; but
now he saw before him a girl who till recently had been part of
his household, something like a daughter to him, with whom,
as with all other members of his family, he had exchanged
words and glances only casually (this constituted the character-
istic charm of their closeness, and both he and his family were
aware of this). He could not treat Lara as an adult, with gravity
and indifference. He did not know how to speak to her without
offending her. “What's the big idea?” he said 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 Dusscldorf—
painting, sculpture, gardening I'm going. You know, it's a bit
damp here. And how long do you think you're going to wandet
about from pillar to post without a proper place to lise in? This
Voit woman, between ourschves, is no good, 1 know her. Why
don't you move out? You've been ill in bed long enough—time
you got up. Change your room, take up something, finish your
studies. There's a painter, a friend of mine, who's going to Turke-
stan for two years. He's got partitions up in his studio—It's mare
like a small flat. T think he'd tum it over fumished to snmt:)wdy

who'd look after it. How about my fixing it up? And lhrﬂ'!'«m-
other thing. I've been meaning to do it for a long time, its a
<acred duty . . . since Lipa ... Here's a small sum, a bonus
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for her graduation. No, plv;:]as; o No, I beg you, dont be stub-
ally you'll have to . . ¢
bo:nd in :};‘t: enf l{zi protests, her tears, and ber struggles, he
foreed her, before he left, to accept a check for ten thousand
les. . N X

m“:vhen she recovered, Lara moved to the lodgings Kologrivav
had ded, near the Smolensky Market, The flat was at
the top of an old-fashioned two-story bouse. There were team-
sters living in the other part of it, and there was & wfue\musa oo
the ground floor, The cobbled yard was always littered with
spilled oats and hay. Pigeons strutted about cooing and Buttered
up noisily to the level of Lara’s window whenever 2 drove of rats
scwrried down the stone guiter.

8

Lara was greatly troubled about Pasha. So Jong as she was seri-
ously ill hie had not been allowed to see ber, and what could he
be expected to think? Lara had tried to kill 2 man who, as he
saw it, was no more than an acquamtance of hers, and this
same man, the object of her unsuccessful atternpt at murder,
had afterwards shielded ber from its consequences. And oll
that aftes thewr memorable comversation at Christmas, by candle-
Light. If it had ot been o1 this may, Lara would have been ar-
rested and tried. He bad warded off the punishment that hung
aver her. Thanks to him she was able 1o continue her studues,
safe aud unbasmed, Pasha was puzzled and tormented,

When she was better Lara sent for bim and said: “ am a bad
woman. You dor’t Juow me, someday 11 tell you, 1 can’t talk
about 1t Baw, you vah see for yourself, every time 1 try 1 start
eyng But enough, forget me, T'm not worthy of you”

These followed heurt-rending scenes, each more unbearable

than the tast A Abug went on while Lar. iving 1
Tocet g Ve er e Lara was still living fo Acbat

tear-stamed 1 o me;ﬁng Pasha in the corridor with his
~stawned face, would rush off to her ro
ber sofa banghang herslf sick, room and collapse on

] “Ob, Y car't, | cantt, i€ "
abe exclaimed. "Reallyt The hero! Ha, b, ha‘fﬂ 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, 2nd 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
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
Lis 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
atware 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 smulingly, as if she
were a child. “Who wants these melodramas?”

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

“There's an international exhibition opening at Disseldorf—
painting, sculpture, gardening. I'm going. You know, it’s a bit
damp here. And how long do you think you're going to wandet
about from pillar to post without a proper place to kive in? This
Voit woman, behween ourselves, is no good, I Jmow 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, 2 friend of mine, who's going to Turke-
stan for hwo years. He's got partitions up in his studio—it's more
like 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, it's a
sacred duty . . . since Lipa . . . Here's a small sum, a bonus
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4o {0 arder to have the upper hand in her house. Lara,
‘::‘c:}ie;gh her fature to Pasha’s, held her candle as low'/ as she
could, but all in vain, because however low she held it Pasha

is lower stil
hdsatrhaﬂxght from the church they drove to the wedding breakfast
at the studio to which the couple moved. The guests shouted,
“it's bitterl® and others responded unanimously from the esd
of the room, “Make it sweet!” aud the bride and b:id‘egmmft
smiled shyly and kissed. Liudmila sang “The Vineyard™ in thexs
bonor, with the double refrain “God give you love and cmmse],p
and a song that began “Unda the braid, seatter the fair hair.

When all the guests had gone and they were left alone, Pasha
felt uneasy n the sudden silence. A street Jamp shone from
scross 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.
He 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 beights of joy and the lowest depths of de-
spair. His suspicious guesses alterated with Lara's confessions.
He questioned her, and with each of ber answers his spirit sack
s though be were hurthag dawm a void, His wounded 1magina-
tion could not keep up with bher revelations.

They talked till monting. In olf Pasta’s life there had not been
4 change in him so decswe s0d dbmpt as in e course of this

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

4
Nine days later their friends arranged 2 farewell
in that same room Both Pachy :\%\d Lara had gﬁyu;fdmxl
fiying colors, and both had been offered jobs in the same town
in the Urals, They were setting out for it next day
Agan they dsank snd sa g

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

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

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

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

the edge of her veil or a lace frill. She also told Lara to hold her
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se without us, we aren’t as important as 3t that. pon l—)'ml
?}l::]:a:ot“?as}u? T'm sure you'll find other young frle?ds-

Then svddenly forgetting with whom she was talking and
what she was saymg she hurried off to the Kitchen Ti}eze she
took the meat grinder apant aad packed the poris into the
comers of the crockery case, padding them with tufts of straw,
In doing this she scratched herself on the edge of the box and
nearly ran a sphoter into ber hand, .

She was suddenly reminded of her guests by a pame.ulaxly
Toud outburst of Jaughter on the other side of the partition. It
occurred fo her that when people wese drunk they always tried
to impersonate drunkards, and the drunker they were the more
they overacted

At this moment she became aware of another peculiar sound,
coming from the yard, through the open window. She pulled
the curtaws and leaned out.

A hobbled borse was moving across the yard with short, hmp-
fog yumps Lara did ot Jmow whose 3t was or how it had strayed
into the yerd. It was completely light though a long way to suo~
rise. The sleeping oty seemed dead. It was bathed in the gray-
blue coolness of the early hours. Lara elosed her eyes. The charac-
tenstic sound of the hobbled horses steps, so unlike avything
else, transposted her to some wonderful, remate village.

There was 2 ting at the door. Lara pricked wp her ears.
Someone got up from the table to open It was Nadial Lara ran
to meet her Nadia hatt come straight from the train, so fresh
and enchanting that it seemed as if she brought with ber the
scent of the hilies of the valley of Duplyanka The twao friends
stood speechless with emotion and, huggng each other, could
only oy

Nadia had brought Lara the congratulations and good wishes

of the whole famly and a present from her parents. She tock a
ienel case aut of her tran elhing

b y
ey ey S lbag 3g, snapped it open, and held
There were gasps of delight and astonishm,
t A
had bccn drunk but had recovered a htﬂ):. sail:lu guest who
“Is pink hyaemth, Yes, yes,

y ok, believe it .
what i35, It fust ag valuable asPdiamondg,'e it or mot. Thafs
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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 t
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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“Then she set to work feverishly stuffing .Lhe fxsd }inen iute thg
fampess, strapping up the luggage an{i tying it with myeh g a?:y
beggivg Pasha and the janitor’s wife just oot to bother her
w;mnggut dose in time. The Aatipovs did not xiss their
tin. 1t staxted smoothly, as though wafted away by the hats
their friends were waving alter them, When they stopped wav-
ing aad bellowed something three times—probably “Hurraht'~
the trafa put on speed.

$

For the third day the weather was wretched. It was the second
gutumn of the war. The successes of the Brst year had been fol-
lowed by reverses Brusilov's Eighths Army, which bad been con-
centrateq in the Carpathians ready to pour down the slopes
fato Hungary, was nstead drawing back, caught by the ebb
of the general retreat. The Russisus were evacuating Galicla,
which they had occupjed in the Brst months of the fighting.

D, Zhivago, uatil recently known as Yura but now addressed
more aud more often as Yund Andrejevich, stood in the corridor
of the gynecological section of the hospifal, outside the door
of the matermty ward to which he had {just brought his
wife Topia~Antonina Alexandrovuz., He had said goadbye to
her and was waiting far the midwfe, to tell her where she
could reach bim in case of need and to ask her how he could
get m touch with her,

He was 1 & hurry: e had to visit two patients and get back
to his hospital as soon as possible, and there he was, wasting
Precous tme, stasing oot of the window at the stasting stresks
of tatn bulleted by the avtwmn wind ke & comfield in 2 storm,

1t was not yet very dark. He could see the back yards of the
:mﬂ;‘ai{m; tbc g\sssed-in verandas of the private houses in De-
hcq:m\o\: :‘.m;:‘ the branch trolley line leading to one of the

The 3in poured with a dreary steadiness, peil i
nor slowing down for o)l the fury of the wind,’\:hilctﬁe;:n’::r :f.
reged by the indiiesence of the water, Gusts of wind shook the

- LA
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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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{1ds head is in the occipito-postenor position, there are no
;l:\li]ns, and the contractions are slight, All this gives grounds for
anxiety. However, it's too soon to sy, It all dependi on how the
pains develop once labor begins. Thep well know.”

When he telephoned the following day, the hospital porter
who took the call told him to wait whie he made inguiries;
sfter keeping him in misery for a good ten minutes he came b'ack
wath the following inadequate and erudely worded inf(.:rmatmn:
“They say, tell him he's brought his wife too saon, hes to take
fer back”

Tnfuriated, Yurii Andreievich told him to get the nurse on the

lephone, “The symp may be misleading,” the nurse said.
*“We'l know more in a 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 paias with short intervals since the early mommg.

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

He was nat allowed to see ber. Biting his kouckle until he
deew blood, he went over to the window; the same slanting
ran was pouring down as on the fwve preceding days.

A nurse came out of the ward, and he heard the squealing of
a8 newbomn chald “Shies safe, she's safe” Yurii Andreievich mut-
tered joyfully to himself,

j’lt‘s a son. A lttle boy, Congratulations on a safe delivery,”
said the nusse in a singsong “You can't on + o L

"She's sate, she's safe.” Yurih Andrefevich was hay
not understand what the nurse was telling him, ai%y.\jlf; gl:‘:
was tneluding him in her congratulations as if he had played a
I&:m 1 what had happencd. For what had he actually had to
;):;:h!h it? Father-~son; be did not see why he should be proud
o unearned fatherhood, he felt that this son was a gift
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creeper on one of the houses as if intending to tear it up by
the roots, swung it up into the air, and dropped it in disgust
like a discarded rag.

A truck with two trailers drove past the veranda to the hos-
pital entrance. Wounded men were carried in.

The Moscow hospitals were desperately overcrowded, espe-
cially since the battle of Lutsk. The wounded were put in the
passages and on landings. The general overcrowding was
beginning to affect the women’s wards,

Yurii Andreievich turned away from the window yawning
with fatigue. He had nothing to think about. Suddenly he remem-
bered an incident at the Hospital of the Holy Cross, where he
worked. A woman had died a few days earlier i the surgical
ward. Yurii Andrejevich had diagnosed echinococcus of the liver,
but everyone thought he was wrong. An autopsy was to be made
today, but their prosector was a habitual drunkard and you never
could tell how careful he would be.

Night fell suddenly. Nothing more was visible outside. As at
the waving of a magic wand, lights sprang up in all the
windows,

The head gynecologist came out of Tonia’s ward through the
narrow lobby separating it from the corridor. He was of mam-
moth size, and ahways responded to questions by shrugging his
shoulders and staring at the ceiling. These silent gestures were
meant to suggest that, whatever the advances of science, there
were more things in heaven and earth, friend Horatio, than
science ever dreamt on,

He passed Yurii Andreievich with a nod and a smile, flipped
his podgy hands a few times to intimate that there was nothing
for it but patience, and went off down the corridor to have a
smoke in the waiting room.

After him came his assistant, who was as garrulous as her
superfor was taciturn. .

“If 1 were you I'd go home,” she told Yurii Andretevich, "I
call you up tomorrow at the Holy Cross. It's most unlikely that
anything will happen between now and then. There's every rea-
son to expect a natural birth; there shouldn’t be any need for
surgical intervention. But of course the pelvis is narrow, the
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ered, no one knew the language in which to speak to h’er.
! :?'Yum Andreievich’s hospital everyone congratulated him.
He was astonished to see bow fast the news had travelled.

He went into the staff xoom, known as the Fubbish Dump.
With 5o little space in the overcrowded hospital, it was used a5
a cloakyoom; people came in from outside wearing their snow
boots, they forgot their parcels and littered the floar with papers
and cigarette ends.

Standing by the window, the Bably, elderly prosector was
bolding wp & jor with some opaque liquid against the light
and examuning it over the top of his glasses.

“Congratulations,” he said, without Jaoking around,

“Thank you. How kind of you.”

“Don't thark me. Tve had pothing to do with it. Prchuzhkin
dd the autopsy. But everyone is impressed—echinococcus it
was. That's a real diaguostician, theyre all saying, That’s all
everyone is talking about.”

Just then the medieal director came in, greeted them both,
and saidh “What the devil is happening to thus place? What a
Blthy mess 1t isl By the way, Zhivago, it was echinecoccus aftes
alll We were wrong. Congratulations, There's another thing, It’s
a vuissnce They've been reviewing the lists of exemptions
again. T can't stop them this time, There's a ternble shortage of
medical personnel. You'll be smelling govpewder before long”

[
The Antipavs had done much bettes in Yusiatin than they had
hoped to. The Guushars were rerember i Hetpe
Lara over the difeulties of coMine wn fd wel. This bad helped
Lara had her t '
care of the house
Marfutha, thew -

; - sy Ua ner best but could not
gc‘x- ?\_1 '\_h‘c \\?rk_done‘ Latisa Feodorama '.‘ued all her hus-

; . " gymnasium. She
| o . -ee = - Was exaclly the
She Y dau dreamed of,

Yunatun, It was ber native town, It stood gn the Lio
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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.

One 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

 tne landing,

And as no one had explored the country where she was regis-
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would not eriticize her for fear that she might take some quite
tnniocent ward of his for a reproach—a hint, perhaps, that her
Hlood was Hluer than his, or that <he bad ance belonged to some-
ane else, His ansiety Jest she suspect him of having some a'hﬁ
surdly unfair idea about her intsoduced an element of antificiality
into their lfe. Each tried to behave more nobly than the: other,

AUEIRE

atbrzation court on which Pavel Pavlovich too bhad vecently
served, and a few others, They were all, from Pavel Paviovich's
point of view, complete fools He was amazed at Lara’s amiabils
ity toward them, and he could not beheve that she sincerely
tiked any of them.

After the visitors had gone, Lara took 2 long time airing and
tidyng the rooms and washing dishes in the kitchen with Mar-
futka, Then she made sure that Katenka was properly tocked
up and Pasha asleep, quickly undressed, turned off the kight,
and lay down next to him as naturally as a child gething into
bed with ils 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 or four hours. To walk bimself to sleep, and
to escape from the still smoky wir of the room, he got up quietly,
p;:lt on tus fur coat and cap over his night clothes, and went out-
sice

B was a clear, frosty autumn night, Thin sheets of jce crumbled
under bis steps. The sky, shining, with stass, threw n pale blue
Bicker Uke the fame of burmng aleohol over the black earth
with ts clumps ot frozen mud.

The Antipavs hved at the other end of town fro

m the river
T;‘}g:l 'n;c‘:musc was the last in the street, and beyond it‘hy
‘hdm.cu y 2 nilway with 2 grade crossing and a guard’s

Antipov sat down on the overtamned hoat ay
nd look:
stars (Thc thoughts to which he had become accus‘::me:l ?:1 S‘:&
\::z\‘mc\‘\; :\)tm nmiki;l hm with alarming strength, It seemed
htm that sooner or later they wowld havy ;
the end, and that it might ;\sq\'vell be d:;: :)Ot'e thought out to
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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 fannel 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 stifled 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 weeks. He had seut in his papess to the recrutting office,
the gymnasivm had found a substirute teacher, and he bod been
novEed that he was admitted to the military schaol at Qmsk.

Lera wailed hke a peasant woman and, grabbing Pasha’s
hands, threw herself at his feet. “pasha, Pashenka,” she sereamed,
“don’t Jeave us, Dog't do it, doo’t. It is't too late, TNl see to
everything. You haven't even had a proper medical eyamina-
tion, and wath your beart . . . You're ashamed to change your
wind? Avd sten't you ashamed to sacrifice your family to some
erazy notion? You, 3 volunteer! AUl yowr life you've Yanghed
2t Rodia, and now you're jealous of him. You have to swagger
sbout 1n an officer's umform top, you have ta da your own bit of
saber-rattling. Pasha, what's come over you? I don't recoguize
you, What's changed you like this? Tell me honestly, for the
Yove o 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 i, she grasped the main thing.
Pasha misunderstood her attitude to him, He rebelled against
the motherly feelmg that it her ife had been a pant of her ai-
fection for i and could not see that such a love was something
masr;:, n;:t!;sm &;::m the ordinary feelng of a woman for a man.

e er i ki i
md m*n\lmn;g‘ix:c: xt‘g;rssmgo :S;-f s¥e had‘been‘ be%len,
PO S ut silently packing his things.
er he eft, it seemed to her that the whole tovm was
Sﬂcn(‘.' and even that Ulere were fewer crows flying about in the
sky, “Madam, madam,” Marfutla would say reproachfully,
ing to call her back ta hewself. “Marma, Mama,” Kit n]mu AN

Ting at her sl is W ’ enka babbled,
pulling at leeve, This wos the greatest defeat of her 1
l!c; bcs; b{:‘ghlcsz hopes had collapsed. cat of et He.

Ter hushand's letters from Siberi .
moods He had seen his m‘ulak:););;n;a;?dml?e' da]}lﬁsab?ut hiy
daughter. After a fow months he was i wifo asd
before term and thes, st 25 une w‘;!&!lmssxoned Lieutenant
front. His journey took him nowher:p:ct YY, was seot to the
mtl lin ]Mosmw Yong enough o see nny:rc u‘:;&eﬁn, and he was

i letters fro ) "
the Omsk schm‘?mfm“}e;: “:Z;i?resse(.i !h:m those from
to distinguish himsel§
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This can’t go on, he thought. He could have forescen 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 a 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. “Its absurd,
she thought, “a whim. I won't take any notice, and hell forget

it.” .
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i the past
ut it anpeared that he had been getting ready for
t\v?) \vceksg.PHe had sent i his papers to the recruiting ;?:e'
the fum had found a substitute teacher, and he ha . en
otibed that he was admitted to the military school at O s

Lara wailed like a peasant woman and, E‘l’fbbmg Pasha’s
hauds, threw herself at his feet “Pasha, Pas}aeuka, she screamed,
“don’t leave us. Don’t do it, don’t. It isnt too late, I see to
everything, You haven't even had 2 proper medical examina-
tian, and with your heart . . . You're ashamed to c}.mnge your
wind? And aren't you ashamed to sacnfice your fau&xly to some
crazy ooton? You, a volunteer! Al your life you've laughed
at Rodia, and now you'e jealous of him, You have to swagges
about iz an officer’s unifarm tao, you have to do your awn bxt.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 any fine phrases, is this veally what
Russia needs?”

Suddenly she realized that it wasn't that at all. Though she
conld mot understand ol of it, she grasped the main thing.
Pasha misundersicod her attitude to him. He rcbelled 2gainst
the motherly feeling that all her life had been 2 part of her af-
fection for him and could not see that such a love was something
wore, not less, than the ordinary feeling of a woman for a man,

She bt her lip and, shnnking as if she had been beaten,
and swallowing her tears, set about stlently packing his things.

After he hiad Teft, 4t scemed to her that the whole town was
silent, and even that there wese fewer crows flying about in the
sky. “Madam, madam,” Marfutka would say reproachfully, try-
ing to call her back ta herself, “Mama, Mama,” Katenka babbled,
pulhng at her sleeve. This was the greatest defeat of her Lfe.
er best, brightest hopes bad collapsed.

Her busband’s letters from Siberia told her all ghout his
moeds. He had seen kis mistake, He badly missed his wife and
iz\[lghm. After a few months he was commissioned lieutenant
et o ey e

ete near Yuriatin, and he was
"0;“{“ i:(“:sm‘;' ‘Oﬂ%h enough to see anyone there,
s letlers from the front were less depressed than those fr
the Omsk school had been. He wan\:d?rtez distinguish ]ﬁ;;);?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
br’(‘;‘\en Russian, The cuyrrent 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 headquarters, 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. 5

All 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
fickennguntil dawn,

They passed ruined villages. Some were abandoned; in others
people were bving in ccllars 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, 'n}zparcnlly feeling as sheltered from the eves of stran-

e sulie WO come 2o Bts senses and peace and
order be restored to their hives. pesce
After dark the carriage ran into a

patrol and was ordered off
the main road. The driver did ot know the new by-pass. They
drove about in circles for a couple of hours without getting any-
where. At dawn they came 1o 2 village that had the name they
\'vtm loo‘ldng f.or, b_ut nobody knew anvhing ahacs ~ %- H

o+ svau, wuch smelled of eamomile and § ‘
form, Ct?ﬂlon decided not to stay the night but to s‘;e:t;\ t}u‘:og:)-'
: ;::;TZJ;‘:Q\E% tl!n(d ‘go b:hck :hnt evening to the radway station
eft Tus o ¢ 5 ircums| 3 i
Mo o ot i ix tiends. But circumstances kept him
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so that, as a reward for some military exploit or as a result of
some light wound, he could go home on leave and see his family.
Soon his opportunity was within sight. Brusilov’s forces had
broken through and were attacking. Antipov's letters stopped
coming. At first Lara was not worried. She put down his silence
to the military operations: he could not write when his regiment
was on the move. But in the autumn the advance slowed down,
the troops were digging themsclves in, and there was still no
word from him. His wife began to be worried, and to make in-
quiries, at first locally, in Yuriatin, then by mail in Moscow and at
his old Beld address. There was no reply; nobody seemed to
know anything,

Like other local ladies, Larisa Feodorovna had been giving a
hand at the military ward attached to the town hospital. Now
she trained seriously and quahfied as a nurse, got leave of ab-
sence from her school for six months, and, putting the house in
Marfutka’s care, took Katenka to Moscow. She left her with Lipa,
whose husband, Freiesendank, was a German subject and had
been interned with other enemy civilians at Ufa.

Convinced of the futility of trying to get any news by mail,
she had decided to go and look for Pasha. With this in mind,
she got a job as a nurse on a hospital train going to Mezo-La-
borch, on the Hungarian border, the Jast address Pasha had given
her,

8

A Red Cross train, equipped through voluntary contributions
collected by the Tatiana Committee for Aid to the Wounded,
arrived at divisional headquarters. It was a long train mostly
made up of shabby, short freight cars; the only first-class coach
carried prominent people from Moscow with presents for the
troops. Among them was Gordon. He knew that his childhqad
friend Zhivago was attached to the divisional hospital; hearing
that it was in a ncar-by village, he obtained the nceessary per-
mit to travel in the area just behind the lines, and got a lift in a

carriage going to the village.
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Qlouds of dust 20d smoke bid what followed. “Ya Allaht Fm}shfed-
T\a;:y’xe done for,” whispered Galiullin, whi(e-lip?ed, believing
that the leutenant and his men bhad heen killed. Another
shell came down close to the observation post. Bent doubie, the
observers hurried to 3 safer distance. .

Galiullin hod shaed Antipav’s dugout. After Antipov's com-
rades resigned themselves to the idea that e was dead, Galinl-
Jin, who had known him well, was asked to take charge of his
belongings and keep them for bis widow, a large number of
whose photographs had been found among his things.

An enbsted man recently promoted to lieutenant, the me-
chante Calinllin, son of Gimazetdm, the janitor of Tiverzin's tene-
ment, was that very Yusupka whom, as an apprevtice in the
istant pust, the foreman Khudoleiev had beaten up, 3t wos to his
ofd tormentor that he was now indebted for his promotion.

On getting his commission, he had found himself, against his
will and for 1o reasen that he knew of, in a soft job In a small-
town garrison behind the lines, There he commanded a troop
of semi-invalids whom instructors 25 decrepit as thetmselves took
every morning through the drill they had forgotten Galiulln
supervised the changing of the guard in front of the commis-
sary, Nothing else was expected of him. He did not have a care
fn the world when, among the yeplacements consisting of older
seservists sent from Moscow and put under his orders, there
turned up the all too familiar figure of Piotr Khudoleiev.

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

“Yes, 5ir.” sard Khudoleiev, standing at attention and saluting,

1t was impossible that this should be the end of it. The very
first tme fl\c leutenant caught the private in o fault at drill he
bawled bim out, ang when it seemed to him that his subordinate
was not losking, him straight in the eye but somehiow sideways,

he bit bim in the jow 2nd put him i
o fo o o pu on bread and water in the

From now on every move of Galinllin's smacked of
Bt thus game, in their respective posstions and wi\% :“e‘v::ngi
!‘r:;cc;l by the hzﬁ(c!k, struck Galiutla o5 unsporting wnd mean.
1at was to be done? Roth of them could not be in
Place Put what pretext could an officer find for k:sl;isnam:
private from his unit, and wher g—‘

o 1€ it were nnt far et
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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, wail.
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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. I 2m told some of our overestended
)’”?s in several -P‘;cgs"?nd(he north, the Germans have crossed
units were encircied. 10 s . ble, That
the Sventa, at 2 point that was supposed to be impassa e,

i3 their cavalry, about a corps in sueng!h."l’hey axe‘b}ﬂ\mg up
eailways, destroylng supply stores, and in my opinion tylag
lo surround us, That’s the picture, and you ralk abaut-hurscs.
Come on, Karpenko,” he sald, turnisg to his orderly, “set the.
table, and make 1t quick. What are we having far dinner? Calves'
feet? Goodl”

The Medieal Unit, 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 fram wall to wall, and not so much as a pane
was damaged

The cvd of a hot, golden avtumn had turned mto an Indian
summer, In the daytime the doctors and officers opened win-
dows, swatted at the Wack swarms of Bies along the sills and
the low white ceihngs, unbuttoned their tunics and hospital
oats, and, dnpping with sweat, sipped scalding-hot soup or tea.
At gt Gy squatted 1 ot of the open stove, Blew on the
datap logs which kept gang out, thew eyes smarting with smoke,
and cursed the orderhes for not hnowing how ta build a fre.

it was a stll mght Gordon and Zhivago lay on twe bunks
fLaomg rach other Between them were the dinner 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 to get 2 breath of the fresh autumn night
ar which made the panes sweat. They were tallang, as they
hd done o) these mghts and days, and as usval the horizon in
the direction of the front was fickering with a2 punk glow, When
the even, incessant chatter of guafice was wvensionally inter-
tupted by a deep bang that shook the grownd 25 though 2
v steet bound tromk were beng dragged acoss the Hoos,
scraping the pust, Zhvago interrupted the conversation as it
aut ol gespect for the sound, paused for a while, and said
“ha's 2 Perlta, 8 German sisteen-neh. A Title fellyw that
weighs ‘:‘““\)}"Wﬂf hsndrcd pounds ™ And then, resuming the
comersation, he would forget w . .

What's that smel oy Son what they had beea talking abaut

ot o
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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 c.ant go
anywhere, There’s a terrible muddle, Nobody knows what's what.
To the south we have outflanked or broken through the German
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be scared stif, it's only natural. Any moment the situation may
change, and shells will be dropping hese.”

Tised young, soldiers in enormous boats and dusty tunics
which were black with sweat on the chest and shoulder-blades
sprawled on their backs or on their stomachs by the side of the
voad They were the survivors of a decimated unit that had
been taken out of the front lime after fous days of heavy fighting
and was being snt to the rear for 2 short rest. They lay as if
they sere of stonc, without the strength to smile or to swear, and
po one tured his head when several carts came rurebling
swiftly down the road. They were ammunition carts, swithout
springs, Toaded with wounded men whom they jolted, cracking,
their bones and twisting their guts, as they jogged along at a
teot o the Bret-atd station. There the weunded would be hastily
bandaged and the most urgent cases operated on. They had
been picked up in appalling numbers on the battlefield in front
ot the trenches half an hour ago during a short lull jn the artil-
Yery fire. A good half of them were unconscious.

When the carts stopped in front of the porch, orderlies came
down the steps with stretchers and unloaded them. A nurse
taised the flap on one of the tents and stood looking out; she was
off duty. Two men who had been arguing loudly in the wood
behind the tents, their voices echmng among the tall young
trees, but their words indistinguishable, came out and \3’\1}&3
along the road toward the house. Ose of them, an excited :oun
heutenant, was shouting at the Medical Oﬁi'r:er u‘f the ; bﬂg
umt: there had been an anill s aud ho

: ery park in the clearing and he
wanted to know where it ad been moved. The doctor did
know, & was not Ws business; be asked the lie\xtenan\rt ‘1 e
furn alone and to stop shouting—there were wounded ° ;ave
and he was busy. But the httle Yieutenant went Y cursing the
Red Cross, the antillery command, ang ev on usng the
walled up to the doctor; th ol evbeybady clie. Thivago
e o e 1 3 they grected each other and weat into

s¢. The Yeutenant, 3till swearing loudly wi i
Tanar sccent, untied his v & 7 with a slight
1 horse, vaulted into the sadd

willoped down the road into the woods. Th e Sa0dle, ond
fng en. e purse was still look.

Suddenly her face was distorted with horror. “What are you
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Gordon. “T noticed it as soon as I arrived. It's a nauseatingly
sweet, cloying smell, rather like mice”

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

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

Going about with him day after day, Gordon too had scen
terrible sights. Needless to say, he was aware of the immorality
of being an idle spectator of other men’s courage, of how they
mastered, by an inhuman effort, their fear of death, of the
sacrifices they made and the risks they ran. But he did not think
that merely crying over them was any less immoral. He believed
in behaving simply and honestly according to the circumstances
in which life placed him.

That it was possible to faint at the sight of wounds he learned
from his own experience when they visited a first-aid station run
by a mobile Red Cross unit just behind the front line.

They drove to a clearing in a wood that had been badly
damaged by artillery fire. Twisted gun carriages lay upside
down in the broken and trampled undergrowth. A riding horse
was tethered to a tree. A little farther in the wood was the
frame structure of the forester’s house; half its roof had been
blown away. The first-aid station was in the house and in two
big gray tents across the way.

“T shouldnt have Lrought you,” said Zhivago. “The trenches
are within half a mile and our batterics are just over there, be-
hind the wood. You can hear what's going on. So don't play

the hero, I wouldn't believe you if you did. You're bound to
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eoin Into the air, forang an old Jew with a gray bea{d and 2
long caftan to catch it The old man missed every time. The
coin flew past his pitifully spread-aut haods and dropped into
{he med. Whea the old man bent to pick it up, the Cossack
tan that jt would nat take a more sesious turn, Every now and
then, the old 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, wha 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 szid readily. “We meant no harm, we were only
doing it for fun.”

Cordon #nd Zhivago drave on in silence.

“Its ternble,” said Yurii Andreievich when they were in sight
of their qwn 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 patriotism  And why should they be patriotic? Under
enemy rule, they eajoy equal rights, and we do nothing but per-
!cc)x(c them. This hotred for them, the basis of it, is trrational.
1t is stimulated by (.l\e very things that should arouse sympathy
~therr poverty, their overcrowding, their weakness, and this in-
:;lnlxtv to fight back. I can't und dit. Vs like an g )

ate * 4

Gordon did not reply.

»n
Once again they were lyin i
6 an their bunks on e i
Tong Tow windosw. it was night, and they \\':r: i;‘lti:;;\dﬁ of e
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doing? You're out of your minds!” she shouted at two lightly
wounded soldiers who were walking without assistance between
the stretchers. She ran out toward them.

On one stretcher lay a man who had been mutilated in a
particularly monstrous way. A large splinter from the shell
that had mangled his face, turning his tongue and lips into 2
red gruel without killing him, had lodged in the bone structure
of his jaw, where the cheek had been torn out. He uttered short
groans in a thin inhuman voice; no one could take these sounds
for anything but an appeal to finish him off quickly, to put an
end to his inconceivable torment.

The nurse had got the impression that the two lightly wounded
men who were walking beside the stretcher had been so moved
by his cries that they were about to pull out the terrible piece
of iron with their bare hands.

“What’s the matter with you? You can’t do that. The surgeon
will do it, he has special instruments . . . if it has to be done.”
(O God, O God, take him away, don't let me doubt that You
exist.)

Next moment, as he was carried up the steps, the man
screamed, and with one great shudder he gave up the ghost.

The man who had just died was Private Gimazetdin; the ex-
cited officer who had been shouting in the wood was his son,
Lieutenant Gahullin; the nurse was Lara. Gordon and Zhivago
were the witnesses. All these people were there together, in one
place. But some of them had never known each other, while
others failed to recognize each other now. And therc were things
about them which were never to be known for certain, while
others were not to be revealed until a future time, a later mect-

ing.

11

In this area the villages had been miraculously preserved. They
constituted an inexplicably intact island in the midst of a sca
of ruins. One day at sunset Gordon and Zhivago were driving
home. In one village they saw a young Cossack surrounded by
2 crowd laughing boisterously, as the Cossack tossed a copper
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coin into the air, forcing an old Jew with a gray beafd and a
fong coftan to catch it The old map missed every time. The
com flew past his pitifully spread-out hands and dropped wnto
the mud. When fhe old man bent to pick it up, the C%Sa.ck
slapped bis bottom, and the onlookess held their sides, groaning
with laughter: this was the paiat of the entertainment. For the
moment 2t was harmless enough, but no one could say for cer-
tain that it would not take a more serious turn. Every now and
then, the old man's wife san tat of the bouse acvoss the road,
sereaming and stretching out her arms to him, and ran back
again in terror Two httle girls were watchung theis grandfather
out of the window and crying,

The driver, who found al 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 readhly. “We meant no harm, we were only
domng it for fun”

Gordon and Zhivago drove on in silence,

“It's terxible,” sasd Yurn Andreievich when they were in sight
of their own village. “You can't imagine what the wretched Jew-
ish population 15 going through in this war. The fighting happens
o be in their Pale. And as if punbive taxatag, the destruction
of thewr property, and all their other sufferings were not enough,
they are subjected to pogroms, insults, aud accusations that
they lack patniotism, And why shuld they be patriotic? Under
enemy rule, they enyoy equal tights, and we do nothing hut per-
secute them This hatred for them, the basis of it, is frrational.
It is stimulated by the very things that should arouse sympathy
—their poverty, their overcrowding, thewr weakness, aud this in-
;::L‘t_‘! to fight back. T can’t wodesstand i, Ws kke an inescapable

Gordon did not reply,

12
Qnee again they were lyiug on their burks i
long low window, it was night, and they \v;x; 2%:;:‘58 of the
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doing? You're out of your minds!” she shouted at two lightly
wounded soldiers who were walking without assistance between
the stretchers. She ran out toward them.

On one stretcher lay a man who had been mutilated in a
particularly monstrous way. A large splinter from the shell
that had mangled his face, turning his tongue and lips into a
red gruel without killing him, had lodged in the bone structure
of his jaw, where the cheek had been torn out. He uttered short
groans in a thin inhuman voice; no one could take these sounds
for anything but an appeal to finish him off quickly, to put an
end to his inconceivable torment.

‘The nurse had got the impression that the two lightly wounded
men who were walking beside the stretcher had been so moved
by his cries that they were abont to pull out the terrible piece
of iron with their bare hands,

“What's the matter with you? You can’t do that. The surgeon
will do it, he has special instruments . . . if it has to be done.”
(O God, O God, take him away, don’t let me doubt that You
exist.)

Next moment, as he was carried up the steps, the man
screamed, and with one great shudder he gave up the ghost.

The man who had just died was Private Gimazetdin; the ex-
cited officer who had been shouting in the wood was his son,
Lieutenant Galiullin; the nurse was Lara, Gordon and Zhivago
were the witnesses. All these people were there together, in one
place. But some of them had never known each other, while
others failed to recognize each other now. And there were things
about them which were never to be known for certain, while
others were not to he revealed until a future time, a later mect-

ing.

P2

In this area the villages had been miraculously preserved. They
constituted an inexplicably intact island m the midst of a sea
of ruins. One day at sunset Gordon and Zhivago were driving
home. In one village they saw a young Cossack surrounded by
a crowd laughing boisterously, as the Cossack tossed a copper
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eptial. But you knos he was natural, in the Russian way, trag-
?::sﬂly above tl{ese banalities. Alter all, that kind of then}ncahsm i
unthinkable in Bussiz. For such gestures are theamc:ﬂ: aren’t
they? I suppose that there were such things as ‘peaplﬁ under
the Caesars—Gauls or Scythians or Hlysians and so oo. But ever
since, they have been mere fiction, which served only as sub-
jects for speeches by kings and politicians: “The people, my peo-

le*

“Now the front is Sooded with correspondents and journalists,
They record their ‘observations’ and gems of popular wisdom,
they visit the wounded and construct new theories about the
people’s soul. Ifs @ new versicn of Dablt and fust as bogus—
hinguistic graph ia, verbal i i That's one type—
and then there's the other: chpped speech, ‘sketches and short
scemes,” skephicism and misanthropy. I read a piece like that the
other day: ‘A gray day, bke yesterday. Rain since morning,
stk 1 laok out of the window and see the road. Prisoness in
an endless hne, Wounded. A gun is firing, It fres today as yes-
terday, tomorrow as today and every day and every hour”
Ts't that subtle and wittyl But what has he got against the
gun? How 0dd to expect vanety from 2 gun{ Why doesn’t be look
2t himself, shooting off the same sentences, commas, lists of
facts duy in, day out, keeping up his barage of journabistic
philanthropy as nunble as the jumping of a fiea? Why can't he
get 1t wto his head that 1t’s for him to stop repeating himself

ot for the gun—that you can
Yy \! e Ty

" neves say something meaningful
mulating she in your notebook, that facts don't
mi\tuz man puls into !hfm Somefhine £ Lt bit of
. - K * Lnow

i .

an *, That
X u = pews patreh—and there are thousand:

of incidents Lke 1—af course it's an ignominy—bat thexe':nnl:
pomt n’;1 p]hﬂnsnpbmng, you just hit out. But the Jewish question
as a whl h—fherc Phlosophy does come in—and then we dis-
c;))cr something unexpected, Not that Vm going to el you any-
thing new--we both got our ideas from your uncle, y

$Vhadunir 1 :

Yo vazosich Iab, author of o Ductiongry 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 was 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, dark 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 it 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 honarary Colonel. He might arrive at
any moment, A guard of honor svas 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 Tsar inspected
the grenadiers. Every syllable of his quictly spoken grecting
produced an explosion of thunderous hurrahs whose echoes were
sent back and forth like 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, and my peo
ple—like the Kaiscr, Something about ‘the peoplo'—that was
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i ing faght above the dullaess of & humdrum existence,
ﬁ: sﬁz::’;%hiezed in their land, proclaimed 1 their Janguage,
and belonged to their race! And they actual]y_ saw and heard it
and let it go! How could they allow a spirit of such over-
whelming power and beasty to leave them, how co_\ﬂd they
think that sfter it triumphed and established its reign, they
rowd remain as the empty husk of that miracle they had re-
pudiated? What use is it to anyone, this voluntary .martyrdom?
Whom does it proft? For what purpose are these innocent old
men and women and children, all these subtle, kind, humane
people, mocked and beaten up throughout the centuries? And
why s it that all these literary friends of ‘the people’ of all
sations are afways so untalented? Why didn’t the intellectual
Teaders of the Jewish people ever go beyond facile Weltschmerz
and ironical wisdom? Why have they not—even if at the risk of
turshing Uike bodders with the pressure of their duty—disbanded
this amy which keeps on fghting and being massaered 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
Christians n the world. You are the very thing against which
you have beea turned by the worst and weakest among youl

18

The fallowing day when Zhivago came home to dioner, he said:
“Well, you were so anxious to leave, now your with has come
true. I won't say “Just your luck’ because it ispt lucky that we
are being hard-pressed and beaten agam. The way east is open;
the pressure is from the west. All the medical umits are under
orders to get out. Wel be gaing tumomrow or the mext da
\Vhexc. to, I don't know. And I suppose, Karpenko, M‘\kh:x);i
Cngnn?vichs hnen still hasn’t been washed. It's always’\he same
gung Yarpenko will tell you he has given it to his gurl to wash,
b ‘\;i; :(- you ask um who and where she is, he doesn’t know, the
He paid no attention to I

enko’ .
apologies for borrowing his l:?t’s sh;‘:f‘WSES nor to Gordon’s
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“You were saying, what is a nation? . . . And who does more
for 2 nation—the one who makes a fuss about it or the one
who, without thinking of it, raises it to universality by the beauty
and greatness of his actions, and gives it fame and immortality?
Well, the answer is obvious. And what are the nations now, in
the Christian craP They aren’t just nations, but converted, trans-
formed nations, and what matters is this transformation, not
loyalty to ancient principles. And what does the Gospel say on
this subject? To begin with, it does not make assertions: Tt's
like this and like that” It is a proposal, naive and timid: ‘Do you
want to live in a completely new way?P Do you want spiritual
happiness?” And everybody accepted, they were carried away by
it for thousands of years. . . .

“When the Gospel says that in the Kingdom of God there are
neither Jews nor Gentiles, does it merely mean that all are equal
in the sight of God? No—the Gospel wasn’t needed for that—
the Greek philosophers, the Roman moralists, and the Hebrew
prophets had known this long before. But it said: In that new
way of living and new form of society, which is born of the
heart, and which is called the Kingdom of Heaven, there are no
nations, there are only individuals.

“You said that facts are ing]l unless ings are put
into them. Well, Christianity, the mystery of the individual, is
precisely what must be put into the facts to make them meaning-

“We also talked about mediocre publicists who have nothing
to say to life and the world as a whole, of petty second-raters
who are only too happy when some nation, preferably a small
and wretched one, is constantly discussed—this gives them »
chance to show off their competence and cleverness, and to
thrive on their compassion for the p ted. Well now, what
more perfect example can you have of the victims of this mental-
ity than the Jews? Their national idea has forced them, century
after century, to be a nation and nothing but a nation—and they
have been chained to this deadening task all through the cen-
turies when all the rest of the world was being delivered from
it by a new force which had come out of their own midst! ]m"l
that extraordinary? How can you account for it? Just think! This
glorious holiday, this liberation from the curse of mediocnty,
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14

The hospital where Yuril Andrefevich was recovering {n the
officers’ ward hiad been evacusted to an obscure, small town o
a railway live close to the G.H.Q. It was a warm day at the
end of February. The window near his bed was open at his re-
quest, . .

The patients were killing time before dinner as best they wu:]d-
They had been told that a new murse had joined the hospital
staff and would be doing her first round that day, In the bed
opposite Zhivage's, Galullm was looking at the newspapers that
o Just asived and exclaiming indignantly at the blanks left
by the censorship. Yurki Andrefevich was teading Tonias let-
ters, which had accumulated in one great batch. The breeze
rustled the letters and the papers. At the sound of light footsteps
he looked up. Lara eame info the ward,

Zhivago and Galiullin each recognized her without realizing,
that the other knew ber. She knew nejther of them. She said:
“Hello. Why is the window open? Aren’t you cold?” Going up to
Galmllin, she asked him how he felt and took his wrist to feel
his pulse, hut immedately let go of it snd sat down by his bed,
looking at him with a puzzled expression.

‘m“ﬂfn s ;nd;:)ed d\?x;;xpected, Larisa Feodoravna,” he said. “I

ew your husband, We were in the iment. 1" i
himg oy e same Tegiment. I've kept his

“It isnt possible,” she kept saying, “it iso't possible. You knew
‘::1! What an extraordinary coincidence. PXESSE tell me quickly
by‘;: hap‘ie;xed_é ;{e was kifled by a shell, vc:asn’t he, and buried
el explosion? You see § know, please don't be afraid of telling
fm(t};léugi:‘s courage faled him, He decided to tell her a com-

“Antipov was taken prisoner,” he said. “He ad
far with his et > e advanced too
rmx to xunu;:;c:i’ 7 wese somounded and cut of. He was

But she did i g

& m;\;glan?;fflz;n bim. Shaken by the unexpectedness of

she burried out into the w{zﬁ‘gﬂ:”‘eak down in front of strangers,
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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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She had noticed a sharp change around ber xef€"u>'~ Before,
there had been obligations of all h'nd.s, sacred duties—your du'ty
to your country, to the army, to society. But now that the \:;1:
was Jost (and that was the misfortune at the bottom of all the
est) mothing was sacred any more. .

Ez'eryﬂu‘ng had changed n{dden]y—-the tone, the moml' cli-
mate, you dida't know what to think, whom to lsten to. As if all
your bfe you had been led by the hand ke a small child and
suddenly you were on your own, you had to learn to walk by
yourself. ‘There was no one around, neither family nor people
‘Whose judgment you sespected, At such a time you felt the need
of committing yourself to something absalute—Dfe or truth or
beauty—of being ruled by it in place of the man-made rules
that had been discarded. You peeded to surrender to some
such ultimate purpose more fully, more unreservedly than you
had ever done in the old familiar, peaceful days, in the old life
that was now abolished and gone for good, But in her own case,
Lara reminded herself, she had Katenka to fulfill her need for
an absolute, her need of a purpose. Now that she no longer had
Pashs, Lara would be nothing but 2 mother, devoting all her
strengith to her poor orphaned child.

Yuni Andrerevich heard from Moscow that Gerdon and Dudo-
eav hiad published his book without his permission, and that #t
was praised and regorded as showing great literary promise;
that Moscow was going through 4 dwstutbed, exciting time and
was on the eve of sometlung impoctant, that there was growing
discontent among the masses, and that grave political events
were imminent

1t was late at night. Yurii Andreievich was terribly sleepy. He
dozed ittently and imagined that the excit of the
past days was keeping him awale. A drowsy, sleepily breathing
wind yavmed and stuted cutside the window. The wind wept
and complawed, “Tovta, Sasha, 1 miss you, I want to go home, I
want to go back ta wark” And to the muttering of the wind Yurii
:;:g::;i\;ch ;leyt an:ii ;t;_[ke and slept agam in a quick, troubled
1on of joy ang ering, ax & :
changing \\'ea}hzr, as the restl%zsx mﬁ&;:‘“‘ Band {stutbiog 2 the

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.
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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 ot el afit e "t was now! You
couldr - A S . The children
had ali grown up, the boys were all here, 1n the army, all those
humble people who had lived in that house and in others like
it and in villages that also were like it. Extraordinary, estraor-
dinary!

Al the patients who were not bedridden rushed in from the
other rooms, hobbling noisily on crutches or running, or walk-
ing with canes, and shouted vying with each other:

“Big newsl Street fighting in Pctersburg! The Petersburg gar-
rison has joined the insurgents! The revolution!”
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CHAPTER FIVE

FAREWELL TO THE OLD

1

The town was called Meliuzeievo and lay in the fertile, black-
soil country. Black dust hung over ats roofs like a z:loud of lo-
custs, It was raised by the troops and convoys passing through
the town, they moved in both directions, some going to the
front and others away from it, and it was impossible to tell
whether the war were stll going on or had ceased.

Every day newly created offices sprang up like mushrooms.
And they were elected to everything—Zhivago, Lieutenant Gal-
iullin, and Nurse Antipova, as well as a few others from their
group, all of them people from the big cities, well-informed and
experienced.

They served as temporary town officials and 2s minor com-
missars in the army and the health department, and they looked
upon this succession of tasks as an outdoor sport, a diversion, a
game of blindman’s buff. But more and more they felt that it
was time to stop 20d to get back to their ordimary oceupations
and their homes,

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 revotution,

Yurll Andreievich wrote to his wife:

181



182 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“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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i d

o, §f it were not for my constant, faithful thoughts of you an
};( our home, T would never have survived these two terrible,
devastating years of war? But why am I writing thi‘s—-soon well
be together, our hfe will begin again, everything will be deared

uP"Wba\ frightens me about your lefter is something else. I
Ixeally gase you cause to write in such a way, my behavior must
have been ambsguous and 1 ars at fault not only before you b_vu!
before that other woman whom I am misleading. I} apolagize
to her as soon as she is back. She is away in the country. Local
councils, which formerly existed only in provincial capitals and
county seats, are being set up in the villages, and she has gove
to help a friend of hers who is acting as instructor in con-
nection with these legislative changes.

“It may interest you to kaow that although we live in the
same house T don't know to this day which is Antipova’s soom.
T've never bathered to find out.”

8

Two muin ro2ds ran from Meliwzeievo, one going east, the
other ‘west. Ope was 2 mud track leading through the wands
o Tt - . .

t
s

.
s« = s glavenea and wept through Belds, bogay
i winter but dry in summer, to Butjuchi, the nearest rai]\%g;
function,
In June Zyhushino became an independ i

. ependent republic, It was
set up by the Yoeal miller Blacheika and supyoﬂeg by deserters
th?uﬂ;e zx:ghklnhutry: who had feft the front at the time o
B\ri\xshi f‘-\v  kept their ans, and come to Zybushino throug

The re’p\:blic refused to tecopnize the Vemtoom 3 g~
o an o ma

' YL keguon woere alt work aod
1ty were to be callectivazed, an, wuct
fretion as an Apostolie Seae' 4 refered 10 the Tocal adua
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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 poiut for the guests who came from
wear and far to stay at Razdolnoie in summer. L
Now the house was a hospital, and its ewner was in prison
etersburg, where she had lived.
" (I;E!(he lagée staff, only two women were Jeft, Ustinia, the
fead cook, and Mademoiselle Fleury, the former governess of
the Countess's danghters, who were now married. o

Grayhaired, pirkchecked, sod_dishevelled, M
Fleury shuffled about in bedroom stippers and 2 foppy, worn-
out housecaat, apparently a5 mnch at home in the hospital as
she had been in the Zhabriosky 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 vurse and the doctor were bound to be at-
tracted to each other, Succumbing to her passion for match-
makiog, so deep-rooted  the Latin heart, she was delighted
when she found them in each ather’s company, and would shake
ber finger and wink slyly at them, This puzzled Antipova and
angered the doctor; but, Iike all eccentrics, Mademoiselle cher-

1shed her flusions and would ot be parted from them at any
price.

Ustinia was an even stranger character, Her clumsy, pear-
shaped figure gave her the look of a brood hen. She was vy
and gohos o a0 0

ness

thing . e s wynusiuno and sai

the daughter of the local sorcerer, sh; knew countlses;i :;e‘l)li
und womld never go out without first Tuattering over the stove
and \\u:. keyhole %o protect the house in her absence from fire and
the Evil Que She could k quiet for years, but once she
:';;s (:—:‘:}s,ed nothing would stop her. Her passion was to defend

pA!tc.r_ lht; falt Pf l.h:a Zyt‘;ushmo republic, the Melinzelevo

c 3 ign agamst the local
t:n:lf:xs;;z;m;inc:; Every night peac;iu? megﬁngs we:e ggld
g e ended by small numbers of citizens who had

t to do 2od who, i the old days, used to gather
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for gossip outside the fire station. The Meliuzcievo cultural
soviet encouraged them and invited local and visiting speakers
to guide the discussions. The visitors believed the tales about
the talking deaf-mute to be utter nonsense and were ansious to
say 0. But the small craftsmen, the soldiers” wives, and former
servants of Meliuzeievo did not regard these stories as absurd
and stood up in his defense,

One of the most outspoken of his defenders was Ustinia, At
first held back by womanly reserve, she had gradually become
bolder in heckling orators whose views were unacceptable in
Meliuzeievo. In the end she developed into an expert public
speaker,

The humming of the voices in the square could be heard
through the open windows of the hospital, and on quiet nights
even fragments of specches. When Ustinia took the floor, Made-
moiselle often rushed jnto any room where people were sitting
and urged them to listen, imitating her without malice in her
broken accent: “Disorder . . , Disorder . . . Tsarist, bandit . . .
Zybushi- , , . deaf-mute . . . traitor] traitorl”

Mademoiselle was secretly proud of the spirited and sharp-
tongued cook. The two women were fond of each other although
they never stopped bickering.

5

Yurii Andreievich prepared to leave, visiting homes and offices
where he had friends, and applying for the necessary documents.
At that time the new commissar of the local scctor of the
front stopped at Meliuzeievo on his way to the army. Every-
body said he was completely inexperienced, a mere boy.

A new offensive was being planned and a great effort was
made to improve the morale of the army masses. Revolutionaty
courts-martial were instituted, and the death penalty, which had
recently been sbolished, was sestored.

Before leaving, the doctor had to obtain a paper from the
Jocal commandant.

Usually crowds filled his office, overflowing far out into the
strect. It was impossible to elbow one's way to the desks and
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po one coudd hear anyibing in the xoar caused by Buondreds of
voices.

’ But this was nat ane of the reception days. The clerks ‘sat
writing senly fm the pescefol offce, disgruntied ot the growing
complieation of theix work, aad exchanging ironie glances. ee'r-
£ul voices came from the commandant’s Toom; it seunded a3 if,
in there, people had nnbuttoned their tunics and were having
sefreshments. :

Galullin came out of the inner room, saw Zhivagoe, and vig-
orowsly beckoved to bim.

Since the doctur had in any case to see the commandant,
fie, went 3n. He found the soom in & state of artistic disorder.

The center of the stage was beld 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 staff sad operational matters,

*Here's another of our staxs;” said the comsegndant, introdue-
ing the doctor, The i pletely self-absarbed, did not
Inok around, and the commandant turned to sign the paper that
the doctor put in front of him and waved him. politely to a
low ottoman in the ccuter of the toom.

The doctor was the only person in. the room wha sat pormally.
All the rest were Iofling eccentrically with an air of exaggerated
and assumed ease. The commandant almost lay across
desk, his cheek on his fist, in a thoughtful, Byranic pose, His
aide, 2 massive, stout man, perched on the amm of the sofa, his
tegs tucked on the seat as 1f he wera ridig side saddle, Galivls
Hin sat astride a chatr, his arms folded on its back and his head
resting on his arms, aud the commissar kept hoisting himself
up by his wrists onto the window sill and {jumping off and run.
ning wp and down the room with small quick steps, buzzing
about Yke o wound-up top, never still or silent for a moment,
He talked continuously; the subject of the conversation was
\hx;grob‘xem af the deserters at Biriuchi,

© commmasar was exactly as he had been &
Thuvage }!e was thin and gmceful, barely out n?gsbize::
m{; x\:‘: ::: :‘:}ghm ideals. He was said to come of a gaoé
2 senater, some people thought) and to have
been one of the St $o march s company g(o 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, position. 1 have done this to fight
?1‘7,: your fgreedcm, such fieedam as is nat fxnjoyed by any other
people in the world. This I did, and so did many other young
men hike myself, not to speak of the old.gunrd of our glorious
predecessors, the champraus of the peaple’s nights who were sent
to hard labor fn Siberia or locked up in the Schlusselburg For-
tress. Did we do this for ourselves? Did we have to do it? !.md
you, you who are no longer ordinary privates hut the warriors
of the finst revolutionary army in the world, ask your.selves
honestly: Have you lived up to your proud calling? At t}uf mo-
ment when our country is being bled white and is making a
supreme effort to shake off the encirchiog hydra of the enemy,
you have allowed yourselves to be fooled by a gang of nobodies,
yon have become a rabble, politicalk feited
with freedom, hoohgans for whom nothing is enough. You're
like the proverbial pig that was allowed in the dining room
nd at once jumped onto the table” Ob, Il touch them to the
quick, TT1 make them fecl ashamed of themselves.”

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

Galiulin it his best to dissuade the commissar from his in-
sane idea. ¥e knew the reckless men of the z12th, they had

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

Yuni Andreievich kept trying to get up and go. The com-
mssar’s naweté embarrassed him, but the sly sophistication of
the commandant and his fide—two sneering and dissembling
opportunists—was po better. The foolishness of the one yas
“‘m\cihcd by the slyness of the others. And all this expressed
self m a torrent of words, superfluous, utterly fal
profoundly alten to Wfe itself. F ey fokie, oty

Oh, bow ane wishes sometimes to escape from the meaningless
dullness of human eloquence, from all those sublime phrases,
\? \3\‘@ rchxgc’h; nature, appatently so inariiculate, or in the
wordlessness of long, grinding tabor, of
muste, or of a hun&ngt ders! nhnnu s(’:und’ sleep,:f h}‘;e
emotion} Y

The doctor remermbered his comin £ i

d i talk with Avtipova, Though
it was bound to be vnpleasant, he was glad of Izhe necessiy
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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

oy,
Shig «was back, Mademoiselle, who gave him the news, added
;t?mt she was tired, she had had a quick meal and had gone up
to her room saying she was not to be disturbed. “But I should
go up and knock if I were you,” Mademoiselle suggested. “[ am
sure she is not asleep yet."~—Which is her room?” the doctor
asked. Mademoiselle was surprised beyond words by his ques-
tion. Antipova lived-at the end of the passage on the top floor,
just beyond several rooms in which all of the Countesss
fumniture was kept locked, and where the doctor had never
been.
It was getting dark. Outside, the houses and fences huddled
closer together in the dusk. The trees advanced out of the
depth of the garden into the light of the lamps shining from
the windows, The night was hot and sticky. At the slightest
effort one was drenched with sweat. The light of the kerosene
lamps streaking into the yard went down the trees in a dirty,
vaporous flow.

The doctor stopped at the head of the stafrs. It occurred to
him that even to knock on Antipova’s door when she was only |
just back and tired from her journcy would be discourteous and
embarrassing. Better leave the talk for tomorrow. Feeling at a loss
as one does when one changes onc’s mind, he walked to the
other end of the passage, where a window overlooked the
neighboring yard, and leaned out

The night was full of quict, mysterious sounds. Next to him,
inside the passage, water dripped from the washbasin regularly
and slowly. Somewhere outside the window people were whisper-
ing. Somewhere in the vegetable patch they were watering
cucumber beds, clanking the chain of the well as they drew
the water and poured it from pail to pail.

All the flowers smelled at once, it was as if the earth, un.
conscious 21l day Jong, were now waking to their fragrance. And
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from the Countess's centuries-old garden, so Littesed with m}e]iil
branches that it was impenetrable, the dusty aroma of ol 1
linden trees coming into bloom drifted in a huge wave as tal
as a house. 3

Noises came from the street beyond the fence on the right—
saatches of 2 song, & drunken soldier, doors basging. | )

Au enormous etimson moon rose bebind the crows’ nests in
the Countess's garden. At Brst it was the color of the new brick
mill in Zybushino, then it turned yellow like the water tower
at Birjuchi

And jost under the window, the smell of new-mown hay, as
pesfumed as jasmine tea, mixed wath 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, wlwa> there, T1) show you how to butt,” her mis-
tress coared her in a whisper, but the caw crossly shook her
head and craned her neck, mooing plintively, and heyond
the Black barms of Meliuzeievo the stars twinkled, and invisibl
threads of sympathy stretched between them and the cow as if
there were cattle sheds in other worlds where she was pitied.

Everythig was fermentmog, growing, rising with the magic
yeust of Bfe. The joy of living, ke a gentle wind, swept in a
broad surge indisctimunately fhrough Belds and towns, through
walls ond 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 mow the moon stood high. s high s
. ght covered eve

with a thick layer of white paiat, The broad shadowse:]yxrﬂ;fv& g;

the pillared government buildings that surroynded the square
in ;}sommﬁc spxe:xi on the ground ke black rugs.

te mecting, was bewg held across the square, Stratni Y

emb,vne could hear every ward, But theqdoctox w:zgu:;;

by the beauty of the spectacte; he sat down on the bench out-
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side the fire station and instead of listcening looked about him.

Narrow dead-end streets ran off the square, as decp in mud
as country lanes and lincd with erooked little houses. Fences of
phaited willows stuck out of the mud liks bow nets in a pond,
or Jobster pots. You could sce the weak glint of open windows.
In the small front gardens, sweaty red heads of corn with oily
whiskers reached out toward the rooms, and single pale thin
hollyhocks looked out over the fences, like women in night
clothes whom the heat had driven out of their stuffy houses
for a breath of air. R

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 Zybuth-
ino,” she began, “and about looking sharp—iou told us to look
sharp and not to be deceived—but actuafly, you yoursclf, 1
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ou, all you do is to play about with words Yke “Bol

‘;Z:,:v(}ks): Meuslz:mks,' that's all yom talk al?out—Bolshevi}G.
Mensheviks. Now all that about no more Sghting and all being
brothers, 1 call that being godly, not Menshevik, and about
the works and factories going to the poor, that so’t Bols’hevxk,
that's just buman decency. And about that deaf-mute, we're fed
up hearing about him. Everybody goes on and on ahout the
deaf-mute. And what have you got against fim? Just that he
was dumb all that time and then he suddely started to talk
and didn’t ask your permission? As if that were so marvellous!
Much stranger things than that have been kmown to happen.
Tale the famous she-ass, for instance, ‘Balaam, Balaam,’ she‘
says, Tisten ta me, don't o that way, T beg you, you'll be sorry.
Well, naturally, be 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 scomed her, And look how sorry
he was afterwards. You all know what the end of jt was.”

“What?” someone asked cunously,

“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, I'l tell you, you pest. He was tumed into
a pilllar of salt.”

“You've got it wrong, that was Lot. That was Lot's wife,” peo-

ple shouted. Everyone Janghed, The chairman called the meet-
g to order. The doctor went to bed.

8
ffe saw Antipova the following evening He found her in the
E:\:\\;rzg?m\l\ a plle of hmen, straight out of the wrnger, she was

The pantry was one of the back rooms at the i
out aver the garden. There the samovars were got rea:loP,f:zgk\?aé
dished out, and the used plates were stacked in {ixe dumb-
v\;akct to be sent down ta fhe kitchen There too the lists of
china, s\l\:er, and glass were kept and checked, and ther, 3
spent their moments of leisure, using it ay » neetinn  people
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The windows were open. In the room, the scent of linden
blossoms mingled, as in an old park, with the earaway-bitter
smell of dry twigs and the charcoal fumes of the two flatirons
that Antipova used alternately, putting them each in 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, 'm packing,
When I've finished Il 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:
‘I don't seem to call it to mind'—And who is Antipova®’—Never
heard of her.'”

“That's unlikely. Did you have a good trip? What was it like
in the country?”

“That’s a long story. How quickly these frons cooll Do hand me
the other, do you mind? It's over there, look, just inside the fluc.
And could you put this one back? Thanks. Every village 1s dif-
ferent, it depends on the villagers. In some the people are in-
dustrious, thcy work hard, then it isn't bad. And in others I sup-
pose all the men are drunks. Then it's desolate. A terrible sight.”

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

“You're wrong about the drunks, 1 dont agree with you at
all. The councils? There’s going to be a lot of trouble with
the councils. The instructions can't be applied, there’s nobady
10 work with, All the peasants care about at the moment Is the
land question. . . . I stopped at Razdolnole, What a lovely place,
you should go and see it. . . . It was burned a bit and looted
1ast spring. the bam is bumed down, the orchards are charred,
and there are smoke stains on some of the houses. Zybushino
1didn't see, I didn't get there. Dut they all tell you the deaf-mute
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really exists. They describe what be Jooks bk, they say he's
young aod educated.” . .

*Last pight Ustinia stood up for him on the square. .

~Ihe smoment § got back there was another tot of old furniture
from Razdolnoie. T've asked them 2 hundred times to leave it
aloge. As iF we dido’t have enough of our ow. And this mom-
ing the guard from the commandant’s offce comes aver with 2
sote—they must bave the silver tea set and the erystal glasses,
i¥'s 0 mmatter of e and death, just for one night, theyl} send it
back, Half of it well never see agaw. Ifs always a loan—1I know
these Joans. They're baving a party—in honor of some visitor
ot something.”

“1 can guess who that is. The new commissar has arrived, the
ono who's appointed to our sector of the front. They want to
tackle the deserters, have them surrounded and disarmed. The
commissar is 3 greenhorn, 2 babe in arms. The local authorities
want to call ont the Cossacks, but not he—he's planning to
speak to their hedrts, The-people, he says, are ke children, and
5o on; he thinks it's a kund of game, Galiullin tried to argue with
hum, he told hum to leave the jungle alone, not to rouse the
wid beast. "Leave us Yo deat with it, be said. But you eau'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 vmmeginable mess bere soon; it's beyond our
power to avert 1t 1 do wish you'd feave before it happens”

“Nothung will happen, you're eaggerating, Aud anyway, { am
leaving But 1 can't just snap my fingers and say goodbye. I
{“‘"" 1o hand in & properly checked inventory, I don't want it to
ook as if Tve stolen something and run away. And who is to
take oves? That's the problem, 1 can’t tell ym; what Tve been
Abrongh with that muserable inventory, and all 1 get is abuse. X

Usted Zhabrinskain's things as hospf

ital
way the sense of the decsee, Nuwospl&wy s}:r;};m;yé i’t{e::\sse ‘};?:
[ }rc)cp :hcm for the awnert What dirty trickl” per

0 stop worrying about pats end tugs. To h
\?nm'a \1:;5 to fuss a}fout at a time bke 5’:?‘.5'\ gh, ;‘iv:\l\ﬁl‘d‘};:
; :‘xl ?‘ Icls:;bou{c ‘Ec‘:)ﬁu x:gsii};‘g?a; f;}m that | could have told

, explain e whole celesti -

i3, mrvwered 2oy acowsed questiont 1¢s tmec,e):u a{;:vc h;r:n
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not joking, I really did want to get it all off my chest. And I
wanted to tell you about my wife, and my son, and myself. ...
Why the hell cant a grown-up man talk to a grown-up woman
without being at once suspected of some ulterior motive? Damn
all motives—ulterior ones and others.

“Please, go on with your ironing, make the linen nice and
smooth, don’t bother about me, Il go on talking. Il talk a long
time.

“Just think what’s going on around us! And that you and I
should be living at such a time. Such a thing happens only
once in an eternity, Just think of it, the whole of Russia has
had its roof tomn off, and you and I and everyonc clse are out
in the open! And there’s nobody to spy on us. Freedom! Real
frecdom, not just talk about it, freedom, dropped out of the sky,
freedom beyond our cxpectations, Irecdom by accident, through
a misunderstanding,

“And how great everyone is, and completely at seal Have you
noticed? As if crushed by his own weight, by the discovery
of his greatness.

“Go on ironing, I tell you. Don't talk. You aren’t bored. Let
me change your won for you.

“Last night I was watching the meeting in the square. An
extraordinary sight! Mother Russia is on the move, she can't
stand still, she's restless and she can't find rest, she’s talking
and she can't stop. And it sn't as if only people were talking.
Stars and trees meet and converse, flowers talk philosophy at
night, stone houses hold mectings. It makes you think of the
Gospel, doesn’t 1t? The days of the apostles. Remember St.
Paul? You will speak with tongues and you will prophesy Pray
for the gift of understanding.”

“I know what you mean about stars and trees holding meetings
I understand that. It's happened to me too.”

“It was partly the war, the revolution did the rest. The war
was an artificial break in Wfe~as if life could be put off for a
time—what nonscnse! The revolution broke out willy-nillv,
Iike a sigh suppressed too long Eseryane was revival, reborn,
changed, transformed. You might say that everyone has been
through two revolutions—Ius own personal revolution as well
as the gcncral one. It scems to me that socialivm s the see,
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and oll these separate streams, these private, individval revo.lu-
tions, are flowing into jt—the sea of life, the sea of ‘spomanexty.
I said life, but 1 mean e as you see it in n great picture, Wans-
formed by gepius, creatively enriched. Only now people have
decided ta experience it not in books and pictures but in them-
selves, not as an abstraction but {n pracuce.’

The sudden trembling of bis voice betrayed his Tising
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 sushed on, blurt-
ing out whatever came into his head

“These days 1 have such a longing to live honestly, to be
productive, 1 50 much want to be 2 part of all this awakening.
And then, in the middle of all this general rejoicing, 1 catch
your mysterious, sad glance, wandering God kuows 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
from snyone If only someone who 15 really close to you, your
friend or your husband—best of all if he were a soldier—would
take me by the hand and tell me to stop worrying about your fate
and pot 10 Weary you with my attentions, But ¥'d wrest my hand
free and take a swing, . . . Ah, I have forgotten myself. Please
forgive me

Onee again the doctor’s voice betrayed him. He gave up strig-
gling and, fecling hopelessly awkward, got up and went to the
:"i‘“‘?’ Leaning on the sill, his cheek on his hand, he stared
;2:: :ﬁ:‘ Si:ilfr‘k garden with absent, unseeing eyes, trying to col-

Antipova walked round the ironing b v
the table and the ather window, :mt% stund, e o

d in the middle of
the room 2 few steps bekind b oppe in the
been afraid of * Shcpsmd s):m;?m' oy what Tve dheys

4 as if to he x A
e ... Don't, Yorsi Andreievich, you mu:;?ku \ shoulda't

. . Oh,
llnold at !‘;;l;::l You've made me 3t she exclaimed She xr):r‘val:csli
:m] : board, \\&m:: : éh:) sream of aerid smoke came from
D that had bumed through o bl
’.ms:\: ::\\‘:“mm% 2t down crossly on its stg.md. "Yz:isiindreievich,’
b et on&ﬁ o be sensible, ¢ off to Mademoiselle for 2 min-
Y & drink of water and come back, please, as I've always
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known you till now and as I want you to be. Do you hear, Yurii
Andreievich? I know you can do it. Please do it, I beg you."

They had no more talks of this kind, and a week later Larisa
Feodorovna left.

9

Some time later, Zhivago too set out for home. The night before
he left there was a terrible storm. The roar of the gale merged
with that of the downpour, which sometimes crashed straight
onto the roofs and at other times drove down the strect with the
changing wind as if lashing its way step by step.

The peels of thunder followed each other uninterruptedly,
producing a steady rumble. In the blaze of continual flashes of
lightning the strect vanished into the distance, and the bent
trees seemed to be running in the same direction.

Mademoiselle Fleury was waked up in the night by an ur-
gent knocking at the front door. She sat up in alarm and Jis-
tened. The knocking went on.

Could it be, she thought, that there wasn't a soul left in the
hospital to get up and open the door? Did she always have to
do everything, poor old woman, just because nature had made
her reliable and endowed her with a sense of duty?

Well, admittedly, the house had belonged to rich 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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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 orderlics, 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 a
watery wiaith, and ber fmage continued to haugt them.

10

It was saud that the Biriuchi telegrapher, Kolia Frolenko, was
indhrectly responsible for the trouble at the station.

Koha, the son of 2 wellkn Meligred Sockmaker. had
been a famibar Sgure 1 Meliuzeievo from his earliest childhood
As & small boy he had stayed with some of the servants at
Razdolnofe 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-
ing questions or getting imohod in 2 convessation. He was saig
to have abused the advantage this gave him on the day of the
disorders. 4
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“Zhivago, Zhivago, they're knocking on the front door, T'm
afraid to go down alone,” she called out in French, adding in
Russian: “You will see, it’s either Lar or Lieutenant Gaiul”

Roused by the knocking, Yurii Andreievich had also felt
certain that it was someone he knew—either Galiullin, who had
been stopped in his flight and was coming back for refuge, or
Nurse Antipova, prevented from continuing her journey for
some reason.

In the hallway the doctor gave the candle to Mademoiselle,
drew the bolts, and turned the key. A gust of wind burst the
door open, putting out the candle and showering them with cold
raindrops.

“Who is it? Who is it? Anybody there?”

Mademoiselle and the doctor shouted in turn into the dark-
ness but there was no reply. Suddenly the knocking started
again in another place—was it at the back door, or, as they now
thought, at the French window into the garden?

“Must be the wind,” said the doctor. “But just to make sure,
perhaps you'd have a look at the back. Il stay here in case
there really is someone.”

Mademoiselle disappeared into the house while the doctor
went out and stood under the entrance roof. His eyes had be-
come accustomed to the darkness, and he could make out the
first signs of dawn.

Above the town, clouds raced dementedly as if pursued, so
low that their tatters almost caught the tops of the trees, which
bent in the same direction so that they looked like brooms
sweeping the sky. The rain lashed the wooden wall of the
house, turning it from gray to black.

Mademoiselle came back. “Well?” said the doctor.

“You were right. There’s no one.” She had been all around the
house; 2 branch ¥nocking 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 sprreunded, In woods, Pmse-
roen olways seem taller and more formidable than ip an
open field. They mpressed the infantrymen, although they had
nics in their mud buts, The Cossacks drew theur swords.

Withun the nng formed by the horses, some timber was piled
up. Cints rounted it and aitdressed the sartounded men.

s usua), he spoke of solderly duty, of the fatherland, and
many other lofty subjects But these ideas found no sympathy
among s listeners, There were too many of them, They had
sulfered o great deal in the war, they wese thickeskinned and
evhausted. They had long been fed up with the phrases Gints

was giving them. Four mauths of waoing by the Left and Right
had corrupted these st

d men, who, 7 , were

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

Cants felt that hus speech was too Jong and was annoyed at
T N T A N .

P - ’ B

e, wu weneu W speak straight from the shoulder and to
bring up the threats he had so far held in yeserve. Heedless of
the nsing he ded the d that sevel ¥y
courts-martial had been set up, asd called on them, on pain of
death, to disarm and give up their ringleaders. If they refused,
b smd, they would prove that they were common traitors, an
wesponnble 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-
plnched ﬁnd. almost without anger- “:\E right, :\‘f z‘i’g\r: "1?1;&
¥ - ,
:lz\;"r‘\m‘ c:‘z * enough” But hate-Bled, hystencal trebles pre-
“The nenvel Just Iike in the old da
t yst These officers still treat
us hike durt S0 we're traitars, are we? And what about you your-

self, Excelleney? Why bother w3 i s
man, an méltrator, S{m\v us y::rm o Chetacy 3 Ger

apers, bl
;:;( j0u gaping at, pacifiers? ﬂ;]xemmd?e’:lm‘g;‘icng sWBk?
uve came ta vestore order, go an, tie us up, have you: ?ucn ;
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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,
rearing, across the tracks.

At the end of the tracks were two rows of derclict wooden
coaches. The rain had washed them clean of paint, and worms
and damp had rotted them from inside, so that now they were
reverting to their original kinship with the wood of the forest,
which began just beyond the rolling stock, with its lichen, its
birches, and the clouds towering above it.
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stood a water butt for use in case of fire, It was Hightly covered.
Gints jeroped vp os the Ud and addressed the approaching
soldrers with an incoberent but gripping speech. His uanatural
soice and the insape boldness of his gesture, two steps from
the doot where he could so easily have taken shelter, mmazed
them and stopped them in their tracks, They lowered their rifles,

But Ciats, who was standing on the edge of the lid, suddenly
pushed it in. One of his legs slipped into the water and the
other hung over the edge of the butt.

Seeing fum sitting clumsily astride the edge of the butt, the
soldiers burst into laughter and the ooe 1n front shot Gints in

the neck. He was dead by the time the others ran up and thrust
theis bayonets wto Jus body,

i

Mademoiselle called up Kolia and told him to find Dr. Zhivago 2
good seat fn the tramm to Moscaw, threaterung hira with exposure
1f he did not.

Kolia was as nsual condueting another conversation and, judg-
fng by the decimal fractions that punctuated his speech, tranz;
miting a message W code over a thud wstrument,

Pskov, Fskov, can you hear me? What rebels? What holp?
What are you valking about, Mademoiselle? Ring off, please.
Pskov, Pskov, thirty-six paiat zeta ane fve, Oh hell, they've cat
me oft. Hello, hello, 1 can't hear. Is that you agam, Mademar-
selle? Tve told you, I eant. Ask Povarikhin. All l;es, Ections
Thatysix . .. Ob hell . . Cet off the live, Mademoiselle.”

Asd Mademoiselle was saying: '

“Don't you throw dust in my eyes, Pskov, Pskov, vou B
:’: ;wa :dg\;x \hm‘ugl!: you, tomorsaw you'll put the rfoty::ar (1,1:\",!;
mu!‘)udu“\:om sten 1o another word from any murdering

The dav Yneis 2aaa+ o

Tk the
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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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i ugh the windows and onto the roofs,
b?;xicr;n?; ;llllx:; CI: ;nn t'::sfaf*, while 1t was still moving, a0d by
the time it stood by the platform, not only was it cmrmne.d i:lul
possengers bung all over 1, 0m top to battom. By ?h mirg h‘;i
the doctor managed ta get onto a platform and from there, s
more tnaccountably, 1nto the corrider. .
There he stayed, sitting on bis luggage, all the way to Sukhin-
ichi .

The stormy sky had cleared, In the hot, suony fields, esickets
emrped Youdly, muBling 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.

All arounid people were shouting, bawling songs, quarrelling,
and playing cards Whenever the train stopped, the noise of the
besieging crowds outside was added to this turmoil. The roar of
the voiees way deafening, ke a storm at sea, snd, as at sea,
there would be a sudden lll. In the inexplicable stiliness you
rould hear footsteps hurrying down the platform, the bustle
and arguments oufside the freight car, isolated words from peo-
ple, farewells spoken 1 the distance, and the quiet clucking
of hens and rusting of trees in the station gasden,

Then, Iike a telegram delvered on the tram, or like greet-
ings from Melzel Ad; d to Yurit Aadreievich, there
iilted i through the windows a familtar fragrance. It came from
somewhere to one side and highes than the Jevel of either garden
ur}r1 witd Bowers, and it quietly asserted its excellence over p—
thing else

Kept from the windows by the crowd, the doctor could not
see Ahe trees, but he imay

gioed them growing somewhere very
ner, calmly steetehing oot their heavy branches to the carriage
::m“fs, :mg t(lhvi{ (oliagL‘-‘ covered with dust from the passing
ins and thick a5 night, was sprinkled wi i
m’;l’), gittering waxen ﬂmvers.w 4 il comtelaions o
s happened time and again through i
ghout the trip. There were
foaring crowds nt every station, veryw) i
trees were In blossor. i o A everyubere the Unden
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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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123 Yaan anb chnaking

amiably, at once en-

g, " as he did so, Bxedly
t his mouth,

¢ He had an unpleasant, high-pitched vaice that now and
then rose to a tinny falsetto Another oddity of his speech vas
that, while he was plainly Russian, he prunaunced one vowel,
«, in @ most outlandish manner, hke the Trench 4. To utter even
this garbled 1, he had to make a great effort, and he pmnoun.ced
it fouder than any other sound, accompanying it each time
with a slight squeal. At woments, appatently by concentrating,
he managed to correct this defect but it always cante back.

*What 15 this?” Zhivage wondered, “I'm sure I've read about
it, as a doctor I ought to kuow, but I can’t think what it is Tt
must be some brain trouble that causes defective speech.” The
squeal struck him as so funny that he could hardly 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
awale The doctor accepted, thanking him, and the compart-
ment was phinged into daskness.

“Sholl 3 close the window?” Yurii Andrelevich asked, “You are
not afraid of thieves?”

There was no reply. He repeated his question louder, but
there was still po answes

He struck a match to see it his neighbor had gone out duriug
the breef saterval That be had dropped off to sleep in 50 shert
2 ume seemed even more improbable.

He was there, homeves, sitting i bis place wath his eyes open.
He smiled at the doctor, Yearung over him from his berth

The match went out, Yurii Andreiewich struck another. and
\\\‘:\Xc % was n\ig\\!‘rcpcalcd his question for the third ’tlmeA
m[;)l; na‘:.):‘ }szl‘., the young man replied at once, “T've got
m,m,‘a ek would want, Dut perhaps leave it open. Its

“What an evtraordinary o "~ 3 -
centnie, evidently, Doos?t tla‘l‘lzaic:c:!‘xc ?;‘ghin?::;‘ioh A'n ’i)&
he pronounced eserything stincly
e,

be now, without eny shr, Its beyond



158 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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.
1t 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, born of the war, bloody, r\n\h\ess, ele-
mental, the saldiers’ evolution led by those professional revolu-
tionarfes, the Bolsheviks. 3

And among the pew thoughts, too, was Nurse Antipova,
stranded by the war God knows where, about whose patst he
mew nothing, who never blamed anyone but whose very silence
seemed to be 2 complaint, who was mysteriously reserved and
50 strong in her reserve, And so was Yuri Andrefevich’s hopest
endeavor not to love her, as wholehearted as his striving
throughout s life untll now to love everyome, not only his
farily and ls friends, but everyone else as well.

The train rushed on at full specd. The head wind, coming
through the vpen window, ruffied and blew dust on Yusii Andsel-
evichs hair. At every station, by night as by day, the crowds
stormed and the hinden trees rustled

Sometimes carts or gigs rattled up to the station out of the
darkness, and voices and rumbling wheels mingled with the
rusthng of trees.

At such moments Yurii Andreievich felt he understood what
it wis that made these night shadows rustle and put their
heads together, and what it was they whispered to each other,
Lazily stiming their leaves heavy with sleep, ike faltering, lisping
tonges. It swas the very thing be was thinking of, tuming rest-
lesaly i hus berth—the tidigs of the ever-widening circles of
lln(csk and excitement m Russia, the tidings of the revolution,
t:‘ic ::i dificult and fateful hour and its probable nltimate great-

16

The doctor &d not wake w i

p until after eleven. “Prince, Prince,
lusdnnghlmf was calling saftly to his growhng dog ’Tu foer’n
Andreievich's astonishment, they still had the com; artment
Wemselves, no piher passcuger had pot in r °
Tho e
Me v .

ffe wathed and sLaved 1n prewar comfort and came back to
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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 bfe, 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 had
a bearing on Russia as a whole and on his own future.

It would be good to go back to that climate, once the war was
over, to see its renewal and continuation, just as it was good to
be going home.

New things were also in the other group of his thoughts, but
how different, how unlike the first! These new things were not
familiar, not led up to by the old, they were unchosen, de-
termined by an ineluctable reality, and as sudden as an earth-
quake.

Among these new things was the war with its bloodshed and
its horrors, its homelessness and savagery, its ordeals and the
practical wisdom that it taught. So, too, were the lonely Iittle
towns to which the war washed you up, and the people you
met in them. And among these new things too was the rcvo]L'l-
tion—not the idealized mtellectuals’ revolution of 1903, but this
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Yori ievich, and indeed they spoke of modern axt. “Now
‘&A\"Kﬂb‘:‘:}!\zﬁ—mw horses, skating ks, or French wrestling.
And the conversation turned to shooting. ] o e

The young man had been shooting in his native teg;;m‘ :};
was o crack shot, he boasted, and if it had not been for ;
physical defect that bad kept him out of the{ army he: ‘VL)z‘ﬂh‘
tave distinguished himself by his marksmanship Catehing . i-
vage's questioning glance, he exclaimed: “What? Havent you
notrced anythung? 1 thought you had guessed what was the mat-
ter with me ™ o

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 called Maxim Aristarkhowich Klintsoy-Pogorevshikh—or
just Pogotevshikh, as he asked Zhivago to call hum, in honor of
his uncle who bore this name.

The ather card showed a table with squares, each containing
a drawing of two hands vanously joined and with fingers dif-

ferently folded It was an alphabet for deaf-mutes. Sudden}
everything became clear. P hukh b

! was a P
gited pupd of the school of either Hartman or Ostragradov,

2 deaf-mute who had reached an incredible facihity 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 shooting expedition, the

n

dosvor sald

“Forgine me f this s indiscreet, you needn’t tell me Did you
h::c anvtlung to do with Setting vp the Zybushino republic”
But how did you guess . . . Do you know Blazherke? Did T

have anvthung to do with t? Of course 1 didl” TPogorevshikh
burst forth oy fully,

laughing, rocking de
frenziedly dapping b iy g from sde 1o sde, and

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

He sad that Blazhedo had provided the o i
pportusity and
Zabustuno the ‘p\:cc for the application of his own Q}Zmie&
:lmh .‘\ndmic\;d)\d found it Jard to follow bis exposition of
iem Pogorevshikl's philosophy was a mixture of th i
of anarchism and hunter's ull; stories. e o fhe prnciples
Imperturbable as an oracle, he nrophesied drenchenme el o 1.
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the compartment in time for breakfast, to which his strange
companion had invited him. Now he had a better look 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 reminded 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 n good deal of unpleasantness.

His own views were like his undle’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 Potr
Verkhovensky'—not so much the leftism as the frivolity and
the shallowness. “He'll be telling me he’s a futurist nest,” 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 funnels into the open. A sloping field rose from 2 hollow
to a wide mound, It was striped horizontally with dark green
potato beds; beyond them, at the top of the mound, were co:ld
frames. Oppusite the field, beyood the curving tail of the train,
a dark purple cloud covered half the sky. Sunbeams were break-
tng through it, spreading Like wheel spokes and seflected by the
glass of the frames in a blinding glare.

Suddenly, warm, heavy rain, sparkling in the sun, fell out of
the eloud. The drops fell harriedly and their drumming 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, chtmneys, raofs, and houses of the eity.

“Moscow,” he said, returning to the compartment. “Time to
Betready”

Pogorevshikh jumped up, rammaged in his bunter's bag, and
tock out 2 fat duck. “Yake it he said. “As a souvenir. I have
rarely spent 2 day in such pleasant company.”

Zhiraga's pratests were wavaibng. In the end he said: A1l
sight, Tl take it as a present from you tamy wife.”

“Splendid, splendid, your wife,” Pogorevstikh kept Tepeating
delightedly, as though he had heasd the word for the first time,
ferking ?nd Tughing so much that Prince fumoed tmt sned 4nnte

e funue AL U some printed postes. b
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in the near future. Yurii Andreievich inwardly agreed that this
was not unhkely, but the calm, authoritative tone in which this
unpleasant boy was making his forecasts angered him.

“Just a moment,” he said hesitantly. “True, all this may hap-
pen. But it seems to me that with all that's going on—the chaos,
the disintegration, the pressure from the enemy—this js not the
moment to start dangerous experiments. The country must be
allowed to recover from one upheaval before plunging into an-
other. We must wait ill at least relative peace and order are
restored,”

“That’s naive,” said Pogorevshikh. “What you call disorder is
just as normal a state of things as the order you're so keen about.
All this destruction—it’s a natural and preliminary stage of a
broad creative plan. Society has not yet disintegrated sufficiently.
It must fall to pieces completely, then a genuinely revolutionary
government will put the pieces together and build on com-
pletely new foundations.”

Yurii Andreievich felt disturbed. He went out into the cor-
ridor.

The train, gathering speed, was approaching Moscow. It ran
through birch woods dotted with summer houses. Small roofless
suburban stations with crowds of vacationers flew by and were
left far behind in the cloud of dust raised by the train, and
seemed to turn like 2 carrousel. The engine hooted repeatedly,
and the sound filled the surrounding woods and came back in
long, hollow echoes from far away. .

All at once, for the first time in the last few days, Yuri
Andreievich understood quite clearly where he was, what was
happening to him, and what awaited him in an hour or so.

Three years of changes, moves, uncertainties, upheavals; the
war, the revolution; scenes of destruction, scenes of death, shell-
ing, blown-up bridges, fires, ruins—all this turned suddenly into
a huge, empty, meamngless space. The first real event since the
long interruption was this trip in the fast-moving train, the ant
that he was approaching his home, which was intact, which still
existed, and in which every stone was dear to him. This was real
life, meaningful expericnce, the actual goal of all quests, this was
what art aimed at—homecoming, retum to one’s family, to one-

self, to true existence.
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blocked their Way. They drove fastor The doctor wag s;mck
by the piles of old Rewspapers and Posters, torn doywy ;%m
the walls gpq fences, htten‘ng the sidewalks angd streets. The

wind pulled them one way and hoofs, wheeks, and feet shoved
them the other.

oo

{p S LUT as the dopy held wide

open by Tonyy W35 10 jtself welcome ang almost ap em-
brace, they soon Tecovered apg Tushed jnt, each other's arms,

A momeng later they werg both talking a4 once, interrupting
cach other,

“Furst of all, 5 everybody yeefjpr

Fes, yes, don worry, E\'er,thx'ng Is all nghy 1 Wote yoy o
lot of silly nonsense, forgive me, But we' talk aboyt that later,
Why dudny 30 seng 5 telegramp Markel i)} take your things
P T suppoge you gop Worried whep, Egoroyn, didn’t et You
in' She jg 4y the couptey.

lou're thinney But hoy Young yoy look, angq 50 pretty] Wait
& minute, 1 Dy the drjye,~

A}

been Mg, they, onging 1o
see yo m, Dudoxov, Cveryone
1 Saghen) g3»
"An vight, thap, - He's jugy Waked yp, I you werep,
dirty from the traj, we t‘ouldj £0 to him gl un{\e.l: et
s FPather at bomea~
“Ddn

3900 writ 1 Jou? ey gy the borg,, h il
" Morning vy Bught, he's the chy an. Yes, can )iu E:;l:e’:xc
" lh\c,mu settleg with the ver? Markept Marler»



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 fnally
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 cmpty
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 secmed 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 coffee 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 1n half right through the
wrapping

And all sorts of nondescript odds and ends were sold all over
the market, going up in price as they changed hands.

The cab turned into one of the narrow strects opening from
the square. Behind them, the setting sun warmed their backs.
In front of them a draft horse clattered along, pulling an empty.
bouncing cart. It raised pillars of dust, glowing hke [yr.nnzc in
the rays of the low sun. At last they passed the cart which had

160
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we've been sold down the river, sold for a song, But con 1 fay
2 word? See for yousself, Avtomuna Alexandrovna s making
sicns to me, she wants me to go” .

1:"nDo you wonder? That's enough, Maskel, pot the things down,
and that will he alt, thank yoo. ¥ Yl Avdreievich wants any-
thing, el all you”

2

"Atlast we've got £id of himh AW right, afl right, you can Tisten:
to bim i you like, but [ can tell you, it's gll make-balieve You
talk to him and you think he's the village idiot, butter wortdn't
welt in his mouth, and all the time he's secretly sharpening
his knifo~only he ast quite decided yet whom he'll use it
on, the dhanning fdlow”

“'fm’t that a bit far-fetched? 1 expect he's just Qrunk, that's
i

~And when is he sober, T'd ke to koow. Anyway, Ive had
enough of him What worries we 13, Sasha might go ta stecp
apin before you've seen him 1€ it weren't for typhus on trains
.. You haven't any fice on you?™

"1 don't thiik so. [ travelled comfortably—the same as belore
the war. 'd better have a quick wash, though, Tll wash more
thotaughly afterwards. Which way are you going? Don't we go
through the drawing room any more?”

“Oh, of course, you don't know. Father and 1 thought and
thought and we deeided to give up a past of the ground foor
to the Agricultural Academy It's too much to heat in winter,
aaywav. Laen the top floor is too tig. So we've offered it
to themn. They hiaven’t talen it over yet, but they've moved in
their hbrartes and their herbariums ond their speaimons of seed,
¥ onl) hope we don got vats—it’s grain, after all, Dut at the
n'ﬂﬂ‘;ﬂ!'lhf‘) re lmpx:ng the rooms spick-and-span. By the way,
;ﬂ\ on't g2y ‘rooms” any mare, s called Uving space’ naw,

eme on, Wit was. Arent you slow 1o catch an! :{\'c t'h‘
lu.r\: stairs. Understand? Follow me, 111 show yc;uj‘ goup e
o v S‘AX\: Youse given up those rooms. The hospital I've

o in was slso in a 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, Yurochla,
believe it or not, those who know have scen lh'c book, the
Mason's pmphecics, 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? ?!}ave you seen him? Where is hef

an't we get him now, at once’ .
c'r;)lcn'tgbc so impatient, He's staying with someone in é}\.e&
country. He promised to be back the day after mmor_m\'; : e :
changed a lot. YouTl be disappointed. He stopped fn he ers
burg on the way, he's got Bolshevized, Father gets quite hoarse
arguing with him. But why do we stop on every step. Ledt iu 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 as other
people.” .

“They say there won't be any frewood, or water, or light.
Theyll ablish moncy. No supplies will be coming in. Now
weve stopped againl Come along Listen, they say there are
wonderful Iron stoves for sale in the Arbat Small ones. You
can burn a newspaper andl cook a meat, Tve got the addsess.
Wemust get one before they're ol gone,”

“That's right. Well get one. Good idea. But just think of it
Unele Kolial 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-
ing ones, and well keep those for ourselves and Fatber and
Sashenka and Niusha, and well grve up all the rest of the house.
Well put up a partibon and have our own door, and it will
be lke a separate apartment. Well put onc of those iron stoves
fn tho middle room, with a pipe through the window, and well
do al) our Yaundry, and eur cooking, and our entertaining, all

{n thes one voom. That way well get the most out of the fuel,
and who knows, with Cad's help, we'lt et through the winter.”
get through it There's no question. That's a
' ou know what? Well have 2 housewarming,
Well cook the duck and well invite Uncle Kolia = i

~Of course well
fine tdea And

“Lavely And 1 esh Gordon 1o bring seme drink. He can get

it from some abntatory or other, Ni is i
y . Now look T
s i, of. A1 Fh Put yome satne e g 00 §

3 your suitcase down and go pot
\‘nuz banper \§c eould nsk Dudoroy and Shura S\ﬂesin%;crgm
the houscwaming as well, You dow't mind? You havent for.



170 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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'ra ot joking? ?“e you seen him? Where is hef
Y im oW, At onee! .
Ca.xg;:,ekg;;h;:: jmpaticat. Hes staying with someone ml;h‘e
. ised to be back the day after tomorrow. Hes
conatry. He promise . it d in Peters-
chanyed 2 ot Youll ke dxsapgﬂ{nletl He stopped i
b\ngbon the vy, kes got Balshevized. Father gets quite h,oarse
arguing with him. But why do we Stop on &very step- Tets 8o
So you tao have beard there’s a bad time ahead—hardships,
angers, ing might bappen.” N .
? 1%1”1?’2‘?@? wa{l’what of §tf Well manage, it cant
Ye the end of exerything. We'll wait and see, the same as other
cople.”
? “?‘hey say there won't be any firewood, or water, or ligbt‘
Theyll abolish money. No supplies will be coming in. Now
we've stopped againl Come along. Listen, they say there are
wonderful fzon stoves for sale in the Arbat, Small ones. You
can burn a newspaper and cook a meal. Tve got the address.
Wemust get one before they’re all gone.™

“That's right. Well get one. Good idea. But just think of it,
Uncle Kobol § can't getover it”

“Let me tell you what I want to do, We'll set aside a comer
somewherz on the top floor, say two or three Tooms, communieat-
wg ames, and well keep those for ourselves and Father and
Sashenka and Niusha, and we'll give up all the rest of the house
Well put up a partiwon and have our own door, and it will
e like o separate apartment. We'll put one of those iron stoves
w the mddle zoom, with a pipe through the window, sud well
do alt our Yaundry, and our cooking, and our eatertaming, all
w this ope Toom That way well get the most out of the fuel,
and who knows, with God's help, well get through the winter™

~Ot course we'll get through it. There’s no question, That's a
Sine 1dca And you know what? Well have 2 housewarming,
We'l cook the duck and we imeite Uncle Kolia” ©

“Lovely And YW ask Gordon to bring some drink. He can get
& from some Yaboratory or other. Now look, this i the room 1
was thinking of AU gk Put your suitcase down and go get
your hamper We eould ask Dudorov and Shura Shlesinger to
the housewarming as well, You doot mind? You haven't for-
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bere and there the parquet flooring still left. Potted palms stick-
ing out their paws like ghosts over the beds—-some of the
wounded from the battle zone used to wake up screaming—
they weren't quite normal, of course—shell-shocked—we had
to remove the plants. YWhat I mean is, there really was some-
thing unhealthy in the way rich people used to live. Masses of
superfluous things. Too much furniture, too much room, too much
emotional refinement, too many circumlocutions. I'm very gld
we're using fewer rooms. We should give up still more.”

“What's that parcel you've got? There's something sticking
out of it, it looks like a bird’s beak. It's a duck! How lovely!
A wild drake! Where did you get it? I can’t believe my eyes.
1t's worth a fortme these days.”

“Somebody made me a present of it on the train. Il tell yeu
later, it's a long story. What shall T do? Shall [ leave it in the
kitchen?”

“Yes, of course, Il send Niusha down at once to pluck and
clean it. They say there will be all sorts of horrors this winter,
famine, cold.”

“Yes, that's what they are saying everywherc. Just now. I
was Inoking out of the window in the train—I thought, what is
there in the whole world worth mare than a peaceful family
life and work? The rest isn't in our hands. It docs look as if there
is a bad time coming for a lot of people. Some are trying to get
out, they tatk of going south, to the Caucasus, or farther still
I wouldnt want to do that, myself. A grown-up man should
share us country’s fate. To me it's obvious. But for you it's dif-
ferent. 1 wish you didn't have to go through it all. I'd hke to
send you away to some safe place—to Finland, perhaps. But of
we stand gossiping half an hour on every step well never get
upstairs.”

“Wait a minute. I forgot to tell you. I've got news for you—
and what news! Nikolai Nikolaievich is back.”

“tWhat Nrkolai Nikolaievich?”

“Uncle Kolia.”

“Tonia! It can’t be! 1s it really true?”

“t is true. He was in Switzersland. He came all the way

around through London and Finland.”
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i cet, bandy-
ith a cupid’s-bow mouth, standing up on 2 blanket, y
‘;:gtgeg :mt‘i3 with its fist up as if it were .damg a P”f’m“t‘:a’;“f‘;

Sashenka had been a year oid 2t the time :m(} uymglk
his first steps; now he was two and was begianing to talk. .

Yurii Andreievich picked up his suitease, put it on to “s
card table by the window, and began to tmpack. What ha
the room been used for in the past, he wonéere;d. He could not
recognize it, Touix must have changed the furmiture or the wall-
paper or redecorated it in some way.

He took out his shaving kit. 4 bright full moen roso be}tween
the pillars of the church tower exactly opposite t',he. window.
When it lit up the top layer of clathes and books inside the
suitease, the light in the room changed and he realized where
he was.

1t had been Anna Ivanovaa’s storeroom, where she used to
put broken chairs and tables and old papers. Here she had kept
Yer family archives and, in the summer, the trunks of winter
dothes. During her lifetime the comers were cluttered up
1o the ceiling with jusk, 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
\mc&r the tables, dressing wp, and blackening their faces wnth
cotk,

The doctor stood thinking of all this, then he weat down the
batk Staws 10 get his wicker hamper from the hall,

In the kutchen Nuwsha squatted in front of the stave, plucking
the duck on a piece of newspaper When he came in carrying,
tus hfampe{ she jumped up with a shy, graceful movement,
bhushing crimson, shook the Seathers From ber apros, and, after
greeting bim respectfully, offered to help him. He thanked her,
saying he could mamage, and went up. His wife called him
i\f::'__“ couple of rooms farther on: “You ean come in now,

He went into the room, which wi ' .
room The boy 1 the b “"as‘ ::[T;:::; a:)d }‘:;sn;:é class-
\\n ')‘:i phottlvgra}\ﬂ;, but he was the exact image of Yuri :;ﬂdexeizs-
vich’s mother, Maria Nikala i ©
e than 30y of r!l:n r\:;s;‘:;x?n Thivago, a more strdang like-
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gotten where the washroom is? Spray yourself with some &
infectant. In the meantime I'll go in to Sashenka, and ser
Niusha down, and when we're ready Il call you.”

8

The most important thing for him in Moscow was his litt
boy. He had been mobilized almost as soon as Sashenka w
born. He hardly knew him.

One day, while Tonia was still in hospital, he went t
see her, he was already in uniform and was about to leas
Moscow. He arrived at the babies’ feeding time and was nc
allowed in.

He sat down in the waiting room. From the nursery, at th
end of the passage beyond the maternity ward, came the squea
ing chorus of ten or twelve babies’ voices. Several nurses cam
down the corridor, hurrying so that the newborn babies shoul
not catch cold, taking them to their mothers, bundled up hk
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 piople 'fgded, how “““Eg"i:
fully had they " ‘; .l' P t ideas—app ¥
ever had such ideas!
Du;h‘;a?m!y people to whom Yusii Andreievich now felt close
were s wife, her father, and two or three of hls' vo“eag\{es.
modest rank-and-Ble workers, who did not indulge in grandilo-
quent phrases. . 4t

The party with duck asd vodka was given as planmed, a few
days ofter his return By then he had seen all those 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 Tuxury in those already
Tungry days, but there was no bread with it, and because 135
thus 1ts splendor was somehow pointless—it even got on one's
Derves.

The alocohol (a favonte Blackmarket currency) had been
brought by Gordon in a medicine bottle with a glass stopper.
Antomna Alexandrovna never let go of the bottle, and now and
then diluted a small portion of the alcohol with more or less
water, ding to her inspiration. It was di d that it is
easier to hold a number of consistently strong drinks than ones
af varying strength. This, too, was annoying.

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 wimdows lay slent, dark, hungry Moscow. Its
shops were empty, and as for game and vodka, people had
even forgotten to think about such things.

And 50 1t turned out that caly a e smilar to the Wie of
those around us, mergimg with it without a ripple, is genu-
e e, and that an_unshared happ 15 not_happi 0
that duck and vodka, when They secia T3 be the only ones fn
town, are niot even duck and vodka And this was most vedn:
of all s
The guests too ins

all nght 1n the days when he «wa

best fnend, and 1 the

. gymnastum many people had hiked him.
But now he had dended to give himself E\) new persenna‘:g
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“Here’s Daddy, here’s your Daddy, wave your hand like a
good boy,” Antonina Alexandrovna was saying. She lowercd the
net of the crib to make it easier for the father to kiss the boy
and pick him up.

Sashenka, though doubtless frightened and repelled, let the
unshaven stranger get quite close and bend over him, then he
jerked himself upright, clutching the front of his mother’s dress
with one hand, and angrily swung the other arm and slapped
him in the face. Terrified by his own daring, he then threw him-
self into his mother’s arms and burst into bitter tears.

“No, 1no,” Tonia scolded him. “You mustn’t do that, Sashenka,
What will Daddy think? He'll think Sasha is a bad boy. Now,
show how you can kiss, kiss Daddy. Don't cry, silly, it's
all right.”

“Let him be, Tonia,” the doctor said. “Don’t bother him, and
don’t upset yourself. I know the kind of nonsense you are
thinking—that it's not accidental, it's a bad sign—but that's
all rubbish, It's only natural. The boy has never scen me. To-
morrow hell have a good lock at me and well become in-
separable.”

Yet he went out of the room depressed and with a fecling of
foreboding.

4

Within the next few days he realized how alone he was. ¢
did not blame anyone. He had merely got what he had ashed
for,

His friends had become strangely dim and colorless. Not onc
of them had preserved his own outlook, his own world. They
had been much more vivid in lus memory. He must have over-
estimated them in the past. Under the old order, which en-
abled those whose lives were sccure to play the fools and
eccentrics at the expense of the others while the majority
led 2 wretched evistence, it had been only too easy to mis
take the foolishness and idleness of a privileged munority for
and originality. But the moment the lower

enuine character
g and the privileges of those on top had beer

classes had risen,
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t the he spoke amiably about cveryone and
evmg, in axﬁ;‘i}c’e thatp\ﬁvas mufied as thoug.h by a .culd,
staring dreamily at o certain fixed poist in the distance Yke a

an delivering @ lecture.
m’;"n\veaxd thegend of the evening, when Shura Shilesinger burst
fa and 2dded to the geveral noise and excitement, Dudorov,
who had been Zhivago's childhood friend, asked him several
times, addressing him with the formal “you” rather than the
usual “ghon,” whether he hod read Wor and Peace and Maya-
\ovsky's *A Spine for the Flate” !

Migsing Yord Andselevich’s reply in all the noise, he ash:d’
T g & W baters “Have you vead ‘A Spine for the Flutd
and “Man'?"

“1 013 you, Tonokentii. T¥'s not my fault that you don't hsten.
Well, 2ll nght, Tl say it again. I've always liked Mayakovsky, ¥e
is & sort of continuation of Dostoievsky. Or sather, he's a Dos-

tofevsky character writing lyrical poems—one of his young reb-
els, the Raw Youth” or Hi

ppolyte or Raskolnikev, What an all-
Jevgrrsinm mnmtia anmam €43 L5 e e .
for¢
all,
beyond, into spacel” ‘

But the mamn attrachon of the evemng was, of caurse, Uncle
Kolia, Antonma Alexand had been mistaken in thinking
that Tie was out of town, he had come back the day of his
vephew's return. They had met a couple of times already and
fad got over their wnitial exclamations and had talked apd
laughed together to their heart’s content.

The first time had been on 2 dull, gray vight with a drizzle,
fge a5 watery dust. Yurn Andreievich went to sce him at his
hote] The hotels were already refusing, ta take peaple in exeept
l"l\; \21; ;:g‘mmcudation of the town authorities, but Nikolai

i
el c‘ﬁcms‘ was well known and had kept some of kis old
_-’i!;::: I;c;::}‘}wked!;ike & hunatic asylum abandoned by its staff
he ays and corridors empty, everything in a state of

Through the targe window of his unswept room the huge
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and the results of his efforts were unfortunate. He played the
merry fellow, he was jovial, cracked jokes, and often exclaimed,
“What fun!” and “How 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 Andrefevich had not
yet heard it.

It turned out that Dudorov had been married for about a
year and then divorced his wife. The improbable gist of this
story consisted in the following:

Dudorov had been drafted into the army by mistake. While
he was serving and his case was being investigated, hc 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 proposed to her on the
spot. “Amusing, isn't it?” Gordon said. But he had to interrupt
his story when its hero was heard at the door. Dudorov entered -
the room.

Like Gordon, he had become the opposite of what he had
been. He had always been flippant and featherbrained: now
he was a serious scholar. As a schoolboy he had been cvpcllcd
for helping political prisoners escape; he had then tried several
art schools, but in the end had become a student of the humani-
ties. During the war he graduated from the university a few yeus
behind his schoolmates. Now he held two chairs—those of
Russian history and of general history. He was even the author
of two books, one on the land policies of Ivan the Ternble,

the other a study of Saint-Just.
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a5 thexr first meeting, bt later the doctor had seent ?ﬁs
unsc;;ha“fe\v times in compa;y, and then Nikolai Nikolaievich
wag pletely different, gnizabl X .

He felt that he was a visitor in Moscow and persisted in act-
ing ke ane, Whether it was Petersburg that he regard?d as ln.s
home, or some other place, Temained unceriain, He er\)oye_d his
role of a social star and political oracle, and possibly he imag-
ined that Mascow would have political salons In 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 sireets, he amiably teased them and their
busbands on their backwardness and parochialism, He showed
off his famslunty with newspapers, as he had done formerly
with books forbidden by the Church, and Orphic texts,

1t was safd that he had left a new young love, much unfin-
ished buswess, and & half-wtten book in Switzerland, and had
only come for 2 dip mto the stormy waters of his homeland, ex-

vecting, 1t he came out safe and sound, to hasten back to his
Alps,

Bolsheyll
He was ps

and often d two left-wing
Social Revolubionaries wha shared his views, a journalist wha
wrote under the pscudonyrm of Miroshka Pomor and a pamphlet-
<er, Sybna Koten .

“Ifs fnghtful, what you've come down to, Nikolai Nikolaie.
vich” Alexandes Alexandrovich chided him “You avd your
Musoshkas! What a cesspaal! And then that Lydia Pokon.”

:Koten" carrected Nikolai Nikolaievich, “and Sylvia”

Pokori or Potgourn, who cases Numes won't change any-
thing *

“\Q the same, t happens to be Koteri” Nikolai Nikolaievich
msisted patiently, They had dialogues of Qs sort:

"\\"'\I\n!l are we arguing ahout® It's so ohviane fhor s .
AR

mass

toxtt e e

stalism and industrial werhers, jt
s, just,

l.?s };wn known for o long time, and the world has bee]x;lpre'rgﬁ

w \% o an upheaval that would bring enlightenment to the H

ple and put everythung in ats proper place, B

tendabism and serfdom or capl-
vas unnatural 2nd unj
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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 mecting of two artists, and although they were
close relatives, and the past arose and lived again between them
and memories surged up and they informed each other of all
that had happened during their scparation, the moment they
began to speak of the things that really matter to creative
minds, all other ties between them vanished, their kinship and
difference of age were forgotten, all that was left was the con-
frontation of elemental forees, of cnergies and principles.

For the last ten years Nikolai Nikolaievich had had no oppor
tunity to speak about the problems of creative writing as freely
and intimately as now. Nor had Yurii Andreievich ever Teard
views as penctrating, apt, and inspiring as on that occasion.

Their talk was full of cxclamations, they paced excitedly up
and down the room, marvelling at each other’s perspicacity,
or stood in silence by the window drumming on the glass, decply
moved by the exalting discovery of how completely they under-
stood each other.
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Jon't understand a word, but it's brlliant, you can tell at once.
How are you, Nikolai Nikolaievich? TH he back in a x?Oment,
Yurochka, T've got to talk to you. Hello, young men. You're here
to0, Gagochka, Goosey-Goosey-Gander” (this to a dxst:-n‘ll rela-
tive of the Gromekos, an epthusiastic admirer of all rising tal-
ents, known as Goosey because of his idiot Jaugh and as the
Tapeworm on account of his laukiness). “So youTe eating :x'nd
dnnkng? Tl soon cateh up with you. Well, my friends, you've
smoly no idea what you're missing. You don't know an)"ﬂn?g,
you baver't seen a thing. If you only knew what's going on! You
g0 and have a look at a real mass meeting, with real workers,
real soldiers, not out of books. Just try to let out a squeak to
them ahout fighting the war to a victonous end! Theyll give
you a victorious end! I've just been listening to a sailor—Yu-
rochka, you'd sunply ravel What passion! What single-minded-
nessl”

Shara was toterrupted tupe and again. Everyone shouted She
sat next to Yurii Andreievich, took his hand in hers, and, mov-
i:g ber face close to hus, shouted Jike 2 megaphone above the

i

“Let me take you slong someday, Yurochka. Tt show you real
people. You must, you simply wust get your feet on the ground,
like Antacus. Why are you staring at me like that? I'm an old
was horse, didn't you know? An old Bestuzhevist! I've seen the
inside of x prison, Tve fought on the barricades.—~Well of course,
what did you think? Oh, we dont know the people at all Pve

Just eome from there, T was nght n the thick of it. I'm collect.
ing a Library for them ”

She had had a drnk and was obviousl ing ]
. ly getting tipsy. But
Yumn Andreievich’s bead was alsp spioning, He ngverpnyoﬁced
how 1t happened that Shura was now at ane end of the youm
::(3\ 1:;;‘!1 ::3 other‘; he was standing at the head of the table
Arently, fuite unexpectedls i
1t took bim some time to g Y o imself, makan

b t silence, e 2 speech
Ladies and gentlemen . .

gnchl\a! Toma, what am 1 tg do, they won't listen! Ladies and
grntlemen, let me say 2 word or twg, Unprecedented, extraor
A student t:\\dni : .

-1 should Dke . ., Mishal Go-

the Bestusy, .
the sudents were Fteng, 7 “IVESEY €0wses for women, Maoy of
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“You know perfeetly 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 hegin hunting for some
newspaper with a controversial article, bangmg the drawers of
his desk and stimulating his eloquence with this noisy fuss.

Alexander Alexandrovich liked something to get in his way
when he was talking; the distraction served as an excuse for his
mumbling and his hems and haws s fits of talkativeness came
on him when he was locking for something he had lost—say,
hunting for 2 matching spow boat 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 lip in just the same way 85
his butterfly tic stuck out from his neek. There was something in
cammon between the lip and the tie, and it somehow gave him
a touching, childishly trusting look.

On the night of the party Shura Shlesinger appeared very
late. She had come straight from a mecting and was wearing a
suit and a worker’s ¢ap. She strode into the room and, shaking
cveryone’s hand in tumn, at once burst into complaints and accu-
sations. .

“How afe you, Tonia? Hello, Alexander. You must admit it’s
disgusting. The whole of Moscow knows he’s back, everyone is
talling about it, and I am the last to be told. Well, I suppose
T'm not good enough. Where is he, anyway? Let me get at Ium’.
you surround him like a wall. Well, how are you? I've read It,
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“Thank you, thank you 1 appreciate your feelings, but T don’t
descrve them. It's wrong to bestow love in a hurry, as though
othenwise one would later have to give much more of 1t.”

They all laughed and clapped, taking 1t for a deliberate witt-
csm, 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 eapacity for happiness, he had no power over the
tuture,

The guests began to leave. They had long, tired faces. Their
yawns, snapping and unsnapping their jaws, made them Jook
ke horses,

Before going, they drew the curtains and pushed the windows
open, There was a yellowish dawn in the wet sky flled with
dirty, pea-colored elouds, “Looks assts"""

? <en a storm while
we were chatterine
b

bt in the rain on

med

o LIBRARY \ the dnp.-dxip'of
oot PO G e, 05T = stent chirruping

PRIER f“)>('
" e GRD =) . been dragged
800K c\.!lﬂ-gg\fs- 7 loud, delayed
msc:ﬂé‘b%l«“u. _}8’3’)3 fung out with
o . Suddenly
ot % -ehensible as
fitle ¢ +, earth, sky,

Date Tuests. The
e \ por DR nm’g;“‘ - inued ary e)'
trevewetd

— vew fainter

0 to bed.

‘er. The
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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 seemed to us
at the front, that life has stopped, that there is nothing personal
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 cen-
tury. I don’t know whether the people will rise of themselves
and advance spontaneously hke 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. I'll 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 Jong 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 over
our heads. There will be nothing elsc left.”

He said a few more things, and by then he had sobered up
completely. As before, he could not hear elearly what people
were saying, and answered them pointlessly. He saw that they
liked him, but could not rid himself of the sadness that op-

pressed him. He said:
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“Thauk you, thank you. I appreciate yous feclings, but 1 don't
deserve them. 1ts wrong to bestow love in o hurry, as though
athenvise one would later have to give numch more of it”

They all laughed apd clapped, taking it for a deliberate wittt
ciem, while he did not Snow whete 1o eseape from his forebad-
ings of duaster and us feehng that despite his striving for the
good and his capacty for happivess, he had no pawer aver 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. “Looks as if there’s been a storm while
we were thattenmg,” said someone “T was canght in the rain on
my way here, I only st made it,” Shura confirmed.

In the deserted street 1t was shll dark apd the dnp-drip of
the water from the trees alternated with the insistent chisruping
of drenched spatrows.

There was a roll of thunder, as 1f a plaw had been dragged
nght across the sky Then silence. Then four loud, Qelayed
thuds, hke overgrown potatoes in autumen being, fang aut with
2 shovel from the soft ground.

The thunders cleared the dusty, smoke-filled room Suddenly
the element of e became distinguishable, as apprehensible
electric currents, air and water, destre for ixappingss earth, §f .

The street Blled wath the voices of the departing guests. Th
ad begun a heated argument in the house and com%i:ueri o

sng just as hotly i the street Cradually the voices f: -
in the distance and Qied out. grew tainter

“How late it is" said Yurii Androfevich. “Lef:

The only people I tove in the warld are you andlifatt;eg.g ‘o bed

5
August had gone by snd pow Se

) @ ptember was almo,
1‘:1:“:;:'nblc Wwas approaching, Wintet was near and :S(t;:e;' The

R R Y B - uman
m the which was
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This was the time to prepare for the cold weather, to store up
food and wood. But in those days of the triumph of materialism,
matter had become a disembodied idea, and the problems of
alimentation and fuel supply took the place of food and firewood.

The people in the cities were as helpless as children in the
face of the unknown—that unknown which swept every est:b-
lished habit aside and left nothing but desolation in its wake, al-
though it was itsclf the offspring of the city and the creation of
city-dwellers.

All around, people continued to deceive themselves, to talk
endlessly. Everyday life struggled on, by force of habit, limping
and shuffling. 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 cyes.

He would have gone insane had he not been kept busy by the
details of daily life. His wife, his child, the necessity to eam
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 Joved
it and was secretly proud of it, and as though for the last time,
as if in farewell, he avidly looked at the trees 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 Row, near the pharmacy of the Russian Medical Socicty-

He resumed his dutics at his old hospital. Jt was still called
the Hosplml of the Holy Cross, although the socicty of that
pame 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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Io addition to his normal duties, the medical c:.hief .hﬂd put
him in charge of general statistics, Endless qtfeshonn:mes m;)d
fonms went through his hands, Death vate, 5.“31““’!55 rate, the
eanmungs of the staff, the degree of their political consciousness
2nd of their participation in the elections, the perpetual short-
age of fuel, food, medicines, everything bad ¢o be checked and
teported. )

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 one side, accasionally, fn eddition to taking
notes for his medical works, he wrote 1n snotches his “Playing
2t People, a Gloomy Diary or Journal Couslsting of Prose, Verse,
and What-have-you, Tuspized by the Realization that Half the
People Have Stopped Being Themselves and Are Acting Un-
Anown Parts.”

The light, sunny room with its white painted walls was filled
with the creamy light of the golden autumn days that follow
the Feast of the Assumption, when the mornings begin to be
frosty and titmice and magpies dart into the bright-leaved, thin-
ning woods. Op such days the sky is incredibly high, and
through the transparent pillar of air between it and the earth
there moves an icy, dark-blue radiance coming from the north.
Everything in the world becomes more visible and more audi-
ble. Distant sounds reach us in a state of frozen resonance, sepa-
rately and dlearly. The horizons open, as if to show the whole of
life for years ahead, This vareBied Light would be nnbearable i
it were not so short-lived, comng at the end of the brief autumn
day just before the early dusk.

. f:ch w2s now the 1;5‘3( in the staff room, the tight of an early
tumn sunset, as sug t, gl i i !
R oo ent, glassy, juicy as a certain variety of

. The doct?z 52t at his desk writing, pausing to think and to dip
i; pen while some unusually quiet birds few silently past the
2&:} wmtzi\:s, (ihmm’ng shadows oo bis moving hands, on the
e with {ts forms, and o th ;
:ilg:ly ——— fmmnsi gg: e fioor and the walls, and Just as
e s »
. ‘E:t;;t:utrh ;a;\i: in; he was a stovt man who had lost s

skin fnng on kim in bags. “The maple
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leaves are nearly sll 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 mysterions birds darting past the
window had in fact been wine-red 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 prosector 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
well 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 minute
later. “It’s getting dark. And they won't give you any light. Lets
go home.”

“I'll work another twenty minutes or so.”

“His wife is a nurse here.”

“Whose wifeP”

“Taraska’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 does, he has to do it well. That's wh.:l! hap-
pened to him in the army—he Icamed to fight, just Iike any
other trade. He became a crack rifleman. His eyes and hands—
Brst-class! All his decorations were awarded him, not for m{xr'
age, but for always hitting the mark. Well, anything he _l:l cs
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up becomes 2 passios with him, 50 he took to ﬁghti.ng in 2
big way. He could see what a rifle does for a man—-it gives him
power, it brings him djstinction. He wanted to be a power him-
<clf, An armed man isn't just a man Yike any other. In the old
days such men tumed from soldiers into ‘brigands. You just try
1o tahe Taraska's rifle away from him now} Well, then came the
slogan “Turn your bayonets against your masters, so Taraska
turned. That's the whole story. There's Marusm for you.”

“That's the most genuine kind—straight from life. Didnt you
know?”

The prosector went back to his test tubes,

“How did you make out with the stove specialist?” he asked
alter awhile

“'m most grateful to you for sending him. A most interesting
man We spent hows tatking about Hegel and Crace.”

“Naturafly! Tock his d in philosophy at Heidelberg.
What about the stove?”

“That’s not so good.”

St smoking?™

“"Never stops.”

“He can’t have £ixed the stovepipe right. It ought to be con-
nected with a fiue Did he let it out throngh the windaw?”

“No, the fue, but 1t stell smokes ”

“Then he can’t have found the right air vent If ouly we had
Taraska! But youll get 1t right 1n the end. Moscow wasn’t built

in a day Gething 2 stove to work 150't Ike playing the piano, it
tahes shill Have you lad in your frewood?” prg e pees
“Wheream I to get it from?™

YU send you the church janitor He’s an e i
xpert at stealin,
wood. Takes fences to preces and turns them into Rrewood. Bugt

znu:D have to bargain with him. No, better get the extermina-
or

They went down to the cloakoom, i
ey s , put their coats on, and

"\;;hy the extermmnator? We don't have bedbugs”

iat's got nothing to do with &t I'm talkig n{)uut

f\x;:‘rntsxllat?r ist r;u n(!:}d woman who is doinggn big l:‘zlxzfcs;“:
- She's got it all set up on a proper bush i

up whole houses for fuel, 1t's (‘m’:i \‘?:!ch ‘;-sfn?;:;mﬂg;}j l:){csl
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days I could have taken you blindfold anywhere in this district.
I knew every stone. I was born near here. But since they've
started pulling down the fences I can hardly find my way about,
even by day. It's like being in a strange town. On the other hand,
some extraordinary places have come to light. Little Empire
houses you never knew were there, with round garden tables
and half-rotten benches. The other day I passed a place hke
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 a whole network of alleys leading to the old thieves’
dens near Smolensky. Before you know where you are, they've
stripped you to the skin and vanished.”

“And look at those street lamps—they don't shine at all. No
wonder they call bruises shiners. Be carcful you don’t bump
yourself.”

6

All sorts of things did indeed happen to the doctor at that place.
One cold dark night, shortly before the October fighting he
came across a man lying unconscious on the sidewalk, his arms
flung out, his head against a curbstone, and his fect in the
gntter. Occasionally he uttered weak groans. When the 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 Arbat, tolcp‘honcd for
the cab that the hospital used in emergencics, and took the pa-
tient to the emergency ward.
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i itical leader.
anded man proved to be a promipent politicd
'I'h’x:xs!:;for treated hﬁn A1} he recovered, and Q.or years after-
wwards this man acted as his protector, getting him out of trou-
Hle several times in those doys thot were so heavy with suspi-

con

H

Antonina Alexandrovna’s plan bad been adopted and the famly
had settled for the winter in three rooms ou the top floor.

It was a cold, windy Sunday, dark with heavy snow clouds.
The doctor was off duty.

The fire was bt in the moming, and fhe stave began to smoke.
Niusha struggled with the damp wood, Antonina Alexandrovna,
who Yonew nothurg about stoves, kept giving her absurd and bad
adwvice, The doctor, who did know, tried to interfere, but his wife
took hrm gently by the shoulders and pushed him out of the
roam, saying: “Don't you meddle in this. You'll only pour off on
the fre”

“Qil wonldn't be so bad, Tonlechka, the stove would be ablaze
at oncet The trouble 1, there is neither off nor fire”

“Thus 15 uo 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 dimner 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 wmto the room. A dloud of black soot stood in it like
a faarytale monster in a tuck wood,

Fioally Yam Andreievich drove everyone out into the two

ather tooms, and opened the op pane of the wind

S ow, He
moved half the wood from the stove, and spaged ek # ‘e:e_:
with chips and 12 Tt

Frosh ae .
and flew v R .
- - A door banged som
where down the fiall, and the wind be g "
with what was left of the smoke g8 estand mouso gume

e lags flared wp and crackled, The stove

was ablaze. lts
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iron body was covered with red-hot spots like a consumptive
flush, The smoke in the room thinned out and soon vanished.

The room grew lighter. The windows, which Yurii Andreievich
had recently fived according to the prosecutor’s recipe, gave of
the warm, greasy smell of putty. An acrid smell of charred fr
bark and the fresh, toilet-water scent of aspen came from the
wood drying by the stove.

Nikolai Nikolaievich burst into the room as impetuously as the
wind coming through the open window.

“They're fighting in the street,” he reported. “There is a regur
lar battle between the cadets who support the Provisional Gov-
ernment and the garrison soldiers who support the Bolsheviks.
There is ski.rmishing all over the aty. I got into trouble coming
here—once at the comer of Bolshaia Dmitrovka and once at the
Nikitsky Gate. Now you can’t get through directly, you have to
go around. Hurry up, Yural Put your coat on, let’s go. You've got
to see it. This is history. This happens once in a lifetime”

But he stayed talking for a couple of hours. Then they had
dinner, and by the time he was ready to go home and was drag-
ging the doctor out, Gordon burst in, in exactly the same way
as Nikolai Nikolaievich and with much the same news.

Things had progressed, however There were new details.
Gordon spoke of increasing rifle firc and of passersby killed
by stray bullets. According to him, all traffic had stopped. He
had got through by a miracle, but now the street was cut off.

Nikolai Nikolaievich refused to believe him and dashed out
but was back in a minute. He said bullets whistled down the
street knocking chips of brick and plaster off the corners. There
was not a soul outside. All ications had stopped.

That weck Sashenka caught a cold.

“Fve told you a hundred times, he's not to play near the
stove,” Yurii Andreievich scolded. “It's much warse to Iet him
get too hot than cold.”

Sashenka had a sore throat and a fever. He had a cpﬂ’i-ﬂ-
overwhelming terror of vomung, and when Yuni Andreievich
tried to examine his throat he pushed away his hnd, clenching
his teeth, yelling and choling. Neither arguments nor threats
had the slightest effect on him. At ose moment, howcever, he
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inadvestently yawned, and the doctor quickly took adv.(l]ntage }:Jif
this to insert a spoon into his son’s mouth .and hold ow;x ;
tongue for Jong enough to get a look at his raspberty-colore

Jarynx and swollen tonstls covered with alarmmg white spots. .

A little Yater, by means of z similar maneuves, he got a speci-
men and, as be had a microscope at home, was able to esamine
it. Fortunately, it was not diphtheria.

But on the third night Sashenka had an attack of Bervous
croup His temperature shot up 2nd he could not breathe, Yuril
Andseievich was helpless to ease his suffering and could not
bear to watch it Antonina Alexandrovna thought the chuld was
dying. They carned um sbout the room in turn, apd this
seemed to rmake him feel better.

They needed milk, mineral water, or soda water for him. But
the street fighting was at its height. Gun and 1ifle fire never
ceased for 2 moment, Even if Yorst Andeatonish L3 e 10
tattle zone at the riske * . .
one about in the street .

L e
pended until the situation would be definitively clanfed,

Yet there could be no doubt about the outcome. Rumors came
from ol sidles that the workers were getting the upper hand.
Small groups of cadets weve Sghtmg on, but they were cut off
from each other and from their command.

The Swtzev quarter was held by soldiers’ units who were
pressing on toward the center. Soldiers whe bad fought agaiast
Cermany and young working boys sat in a trench they had dug
dowm the street, they were already getting, to know the people
who lived in the neighborhood and joked wath them oy they
came and stood outside their gates. Traffic in this pact of the
town was being restoted,

Gordon and Nikolat Nikolrievich, who had got stuck at the
Zuvagos, were released from thew thres days’ captinty, Zhi-
vago had been glad of their presence during Sasheoha’s liness,
and his wile forgave them for adding to the general disorder,

But they had Ielt obliged to repay the kindness of their hosts by
:n’lcnm:iniq) them with ceaseless tall:, Yuri{ Andreievich was s{.(
l: ;J(:S:J ot )!'; ;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 impatient to
return to his work and the manuseript he had left in the drawer
of the staff-room desk.

Only here and there did people come out in the morning sad
walk a short distance to buy bread. When they saw a passer-by
carrying a milk bottle, they would surround him trying to find
out where he had got it.

Occasionally the firing resumed all over the town, and the
streets were cleared again. It was said that the two sides were
engaged in negoliations, whose course, favorable or unfavorable,
was reflected in the varying intensity of the firing.

At about 10 pa. onc evening in late October (OM Style)
Yurii Andreicvich went without any particular necessity to call
on one of his colleagues. The strects he passed were deserted.
He walked quickly, The first thin powdery snow was comisg
down, scattered by a rising wind.

He had tumed down so many side strects that he had almost
Jost count of them when the snow thickencd and the wind
turned into a blizzard, the kind of blizzard that whistles in a
field covering it with a blanket of snow, but which n town
tosses about as if it had lost jts way.

There was something in common between the disturbances in
the moral and in the physical world, on the ground and in the
air. Here and there resounded the last salvoes of islands of e
sistince. Bubbles of dying fires rose and broke on the horizon.
And the snow swirled and eddied and smoked on the wet strects
and pavements.

A newsboy running with a thick bateh of freshly printed pa-
pers under his arm and shouting “Latest news!” overtook Wim at
n intersection.

“Kecp the change,” said the doctor. The boy pecled a damp
sheet of the bateh, thrust it inte his hand, and a minute Iater
was ungulfcd in the snowstorm. .

"The doctor stopped under a street light to read the headlines.
The paper was 2 late extra printed on one side only; it gave the
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32 announcement from Petersburg that 2 Soviet of People’s
OCE;;:BS:H: had been formed and that Soviet.power‘and the
3 hip of the proletarist were establish d in Russia. 'l’l'{ﬁr@.
followed the first decrecs of the new government and various
bricf pews dispatches received by tefegraph and telephone.

The blizzard lashed at the doctor’s eyes am}B covered thi

inted page with gray, rustling pellets of snow. But it was no
?hn:sno\[\)'sém thn%rgrwentedghim from reading The historie
greatess of the moment moved him so Qeeply that it took him
some time to collect himself,

To read the rest of the news he looked around for a better
Lt, sheltered nlace, He fomd that ha sme ebendtem <ono o= 7
at that
novka,

R $pacivus, Wer-ut 100Dy,

Jie went in and stood under the electric bght, mext to the
staurease, seading the news.

Footsteps sounded above him. Someone was comueg down the
stairs, stopping frequendy, as though hesitating, At oge poiat,
he actually changed bis mind and ran up again. A door opened
somewhere zud 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 tume resolutely

Yum Andreievich was absorbed in fs paper and hod not
meant ta look up, but the stranger stopped so suddenly at the
foot of the stairs that he raised his head.

Belore him stood a boy of abont eighteen in a seindeer cap
and 3 stilf rewdeer coat womn, as in Siberia, fur side out, Hewas
dosk and bad narrow Kurgher eyea. His face bad an anstoeratic
quahity, th; fugutwe spark and revicent delitary that give an jm-
preswon of remoteness and are sotaeth b
cun_]l‘plcx{;‘llxcd pereogs. etimes found in people of a

be boy obviously mistook ¥ fevi
ehe e looked at hl};n. pu‘zzgxe\dxa‘;:i;,\ndmmmh for someane

hy, as if b i
could not r,mxe‘"" bis mind to speak. 'g“' put me::(;eg :!:n‘?‘x:
unt Andreievick P
courging plance, him with a cald, dis-
The

oy turnedd away contised and walked to the entrance,
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They learned that their guests had got home safely. But military
operations continued, several streets were still closed, and the
doctor could pot yet go to his hospital. He was impaticat to
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 wese
engaged in negotiations, whose course, favorable or unfavorable,
was reflected in the varying intensity of the firing.

At about 10 PaL one cvening in fate October (OId Style)
Yurii Andreievich went without any particular necessity to call
on one of his collcagues. The streets he passed were descrted.
He walked guickly. The first thin powdery snow was coming
down, scattered by a rising wind,

He had turned down so many side streets that he had almost
Jost count of them when the snow thickened and the wind
turned into a blizzard, the kind of blizzard that whistles In 2
field covering it with a blanket of snow, but which in town
tosses about as if it had lost jts way,

There was something in common between the disturbances in
the moral and in the physical world, on the ground and in the
air. Here and there resounded the last salvoes of islands of re-
sisthnce. Bubbles of dying fires rose and broke on the horizon.
And the snow swirled and eddied and smoked on the wet streets
and pavements.

A newsboy running with a thick batch of freshly 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 it into his hand, and a minute later
was cngulfed in the snowstorm.

The doctor stopped under a street light to read the headlines.
The paper was 2 late extra printed on one side only; it gave the



THE MOSCOW ENCAMPMENT 195

“This Fearlessness, this way of seeing the thing through to the
end, has a familiar national look about it. It has’somedung. of
Tushikin's uncompromising, clarity and of Tolstoy's unwavering
faithfulness to the facts” i

~Pushkin, you said? Wait a second. Let me finish. 1 can't read
and listen at the same Bme;" said Alexander Alesandrovich va-
der the mustaken imp that his sondn-law was addressing
hira,

“And the real strohe of genius is this. Jf you charged someone
with the task of creating a new world, of starting a 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 ones,
he'd want to begin a new paragraph, a new page.

“But here, they dor’t 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 g can be so d with
timing and opportunity.”

9

Winter came, just the kind of winter that had been foretold. Tt
was not as temibying as the two winters that followed it, but it
was already of the same sort, dark, bungry, and cold, entirely
g§\ C!‘l‘ t& lhf brt;akmg up of the famsliar and the reconstruchion
of all the of exi , and to il
clng to fife as it shpped out of your grasp. N eflors o
) There were three of them, one after the other, three such t
ribste winters, and not alf that now seems to have hay enede‘r‘
3947 and 1918 really happened then—some of it may ;x";ve b n
tater These three successive winters have merged ity o
3 L;;hﬁ‘xru\t totell them apast. gecnto oue ead
he old bfe and the new arder had not yet come i
’2::;/ \m: n‘(m yet openly hostle to e:\ch)cdlez. as"\lvlclzrxt?
war broke aut & year later, but there was no connection b:
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There he Jooked back once again before going out and bz
the heavy glass door shut behing him,

Yurii Andreievich left 2 few minutes after him. His mind wxs
full of the pews; he forgot the boy and the colleague he hud
meant to visit, and set out straight for home. But be was &s-
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 Bouse be stumbled io the dark over an eox-
mous pile of timber near the curb. There was an institution of
same sort in the street, to which the government had pmb:‘af)‘
supplied fuel in the form of boards from a dismantled hozse @t
the outskirts of the town. Not all of it would go isto the yard,
and the rest had been left outside. A sentry with a riffe was &3
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 zdvantage of 3
moment when the seatry’s back was turned and the wind bxd
raised 2 cloud of snow into the air to ereep up on the dark side,
avoiding the lamplight, carefully loosen a heavy beam from the
very bottom, 2nd pull it out. He loaded it with difculty ea IS
back, immediately ceasing to feel its weight (vour own Jo2d i
vot a burden), 2nd, bugging the shadow of the walls, took the
wood sa2fely bome.

Tts arrival was timely; they had run out of frewood 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 held it out to him.

“Seen that? Have a look”

SHT] squatting o his heels and poking the fire, he talked 10
himsell.

hat splendid surgeny! You tale a knife and with one mas-
terful stroke you cut out all the ofd stinking ulorrs Quite sxm?f“-
without any nousense, you tale the ofd monster of injusticd,
which has been secustomed for centuries to brng bowed and
scraped 22d cartsied to, 2nd you senteace it to death.
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~This fearlessness, this way of secing the thing through ‘fo the
end, has a familiar national look about it. i3 has,someﬁnng‘ of
Pushkin’s uncompromising clarity and of Tolstoy’s umwavering
faithfulness to the facis” . §

“Pushkin, you said? Wait a second. Let me finish, ¥ con't read
and listen at the same time,” said Alexander Alexandm‘v:ch e
der the mistaken impression that his sop-in-faw was d 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 lear the ground. He would wait for the
old centuries to finish before undertaking to build the new oncs,
he'd want to begin 2 new paragraph, a new page.

“But here, they dan't bother with anything like that. This
new thing, this marvel of history, this sevelation, is exploded
right inte the very thick of daily life without the slightest con-
sideration for its course It doesn't start at the beginning, it starts
1 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 can be 50 d with
timing and apportunity.”

9

Winter eame, just the kind of winter that had been foretald. Tt
was not as temfying as the two winters that followed it, but it
was already of the same sert, dark, hungry, and cold, entirely
given to the breaking up of the famuliar and the reconstruction
of all the foundations of existence, and to inhuman eforts 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 2lf that now seems to have bappened in
;3‘17 n_;:‘d lglg really happened then~-some of it may have been
ater These three suocessive wi Vi H
o s o e ;‘ ‘\nn(exs have merged into one and
The old bie and the new order had not yet come §
’17:cv were not yet openly hostile to cach)cdxerm:s“\‘v!c::mi;t.
el war broke out o yeas Iater, but there was no ’connecﬁz:: 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
gveryday life that assumed an inordinate importance in those

ays.

Not far from his house he stumbled in the dark over an enor-
mous pile of timber near the curb. There was an institution of
some sort in the street, to which the government had probably
supplied fuel in the form of boards from a dismantled house it
the outskirts of the town. Not all of it would go into the yard,
and the rest had been left outside. A sentry with a rifle was on
duty by this pile; he paced up and down the yard and occasion-
ally went out into the street.

Without thinking twice, Yurii Andreievich took advantage ofa
moment when the sentry’s back was turned and the wind had
raised a cloud of snow into the air to creep up on the dark side,
avoiding the lamplight, carefully loosen a heavy beam from the
very bottom, and pull it out. He loaded it with difficulty on his
back, immediately ceasing to feel its weight (your own Joad is
not a burden), and, bugging 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. Yurit
Andreievich 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.

“Secn that? Have a Jook.”

Still squatting on his heels and poking the fire, he talked to
himself.

“What splendid surgeryl You take a knife and with one mas-
terful stroke you cut out all the old stinking ulcers. Quite simply,
without any nonsense, you take the old monster of injustice,
which has been accustomed for centuries to being bowed and
scraped and curtsied to, and you sentence it to death,
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“Dorft talk hke that. Fray God you'll keep well. Why play
sandra?”
Cnchmember. \here ares’t any honest people left, m'dan?;
friends. Still less any experts. 1€ anything slmu!d b:apyen anf
trust anyone escept Pickuzbkin. That is if he's still there, o
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 dafly faod consisted of thin millet
botled in water and soup made of berring heads; the berting 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 Antopina Alesan-
drovnn’s taught her to bake bread in an improvised Dutch oven.
The idea was to sell some of the bread and so caver the cost of
heating the tle stove as in the old days, instead of using the
tron stove, which continued to smoke and gave almost no heat.

Antomna Alexandrovna’s bread was good but nothung came of
ey commentia} plans. They bad to go back to the wretched
fronstove The Zuvagos were bard up.

One morming, after Yurit Andresevich had gone to work,
Antonina Alexandrovna put on her shabby wintey coate—she was
50 tun down that she shivered in it even in warm weather—and
went aut “hunting.” There weee anly 6wo logs feft. For about
half on hour she wandered through the alleys io the neighbor-
hood where veu could sometimes catch o peasant from ope of
the villages outside Moscow selling vegetables and potatoes. In

the main streets, peasants with Joads were hable to be

2 anested,
Soon she found what she was Jooking for, A shurdy young fel-
tow o a peasant’s coat walked b

ack with ber, pulling a sleigh
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tween the two. They stood apart, confronting each other, in
compatible,

There were new elections everywhere—in administration of
buildings, organizations of all kinds, government offices, public
services. Commissars invested with dictatorial powers were ap-
pointed to each, men of iron will in black leather jackets, armed
with means of intimidation and guns, who shaved rarely and
slept even more rarely.

They lnew 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:{ﬁ
had been dismissed and others had resigned because they did
not find the work sufficiently rewarding. These were doctors
with a fashionable practice and high fees, and ghb talkers. T!IL‘: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. I'll let you
know what time I can get away. We'll have to go together and
take the sled.”

“All right, Yurochka, there’s plenty of time. Why don't you S‘:
to bed now, it's late, T wish you'd rest, you can't do c\'crylh"tg'

“These’s an cpidemic. Exhaustion is lowering resistance. You
and Father look terrible. We must do something. If only I Jnew
what. We don't take cnough care of ourselves. Listen. You arent
asleep?”

“No.” }

“I'm not worried about myself, I've got ninc livos, but if by
chance I should get ill, you will be sensible, won't you, you

any .
. keep me at home. Get me into the hospital a2 once-

mustn’t
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Thivago had a drink of hot water and saccharin whitened
ith o went off to see his patient.
w‘ll)‘c‘:;k:::s\covered the stxeesfrom wall to wall, in places up
to the level of the grousd-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 sigos stilt hung here and there. They he}d s vele
tion to the smal} new conswmer shops and co-operatives, which
were all empty and Jocked, thelr windows barred dt hoarded up.

The reason they were locked and empty was not oaly that
there were no goods but that the reorganization of all aspects
of Ufe, including trade, bad so far remained largely o paper

and hod pot yet effected such trifling details as the boarded-up
shops.

1

The house to which the doctar west was at the end of Brest
Street near the Tver Gate.

1t was an old barracklike stone building with an inside court-
yard, and three wooden staircases rosc along the courtyard walls.

That day the tenants were at their general meeting, in which
& woman delegate from the borough councll partierpated,
when a military commission suddenly turned up to check arms
hieenses and to confiseate wnlicensed weapens, The tenants had
to o back to their flats, but the hexd of the commission asked
the delegate not to leave, assuring her that the search would not
t?ke tong and the meeting could be resumed within a short
time

When the doctor arnved, the commission had almost fnished
bt the Sat where he was gong bad not yet been searched.
Zhivago was stopped on the Yanding by a soldier with a rifle, but
t)]w hwi} of L%:Z commission heard them wrgung and ordered
the search to be put of until after the & i i
o p e doctor had examined his

The door was ed by the master of the ho i

. use,

young man with a saliow complexion and dagk, mehnihr;y;‘:;ﬁ
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that looked as Iight as n 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 Alews-
drovna knew their worth—birch only in name, the wood was of
the poorest sort and too freshly cut to be suitable for burning:
But as there was no choice, it was pointless to argue.

The young peasant carried five or six armloads up to the liv-
ing room and took in exchange Tonia’s small mirror wardrobe. He
carried it down and packed it in his sleigh to take away for 2
present for his bride. In discussing a future deal in 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
the wardrobe, but they could never have brought themselves to
do 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. I'll certainly go. I'Il just have a little rest
first. But it’s pretty far, Is somewhere near the Triumphal Arch,
I've got the address.”

“Have you seen the fee they are offering you? 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 dont
seem to have any idea of how we live nowadays. Nourcaus
riches, I suppose.”

“Yes, that’s from a supplier.”

Suppliers, concessionnaires, and authorized agents were names
then given to small businessmen to whom the government,
which had abolished private trade, occasionally made conces:
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 &
d you get botd of any sort of transpostation— cas ar
Cc:r\:; (;{E w%zrse she'll have o be well wrapped up 11} give you
en admission order” .
u-m try, but wait a moment, Is it really typhus? How horti-
blel®
“ om afraid s0” , .
“Look, [ know I lose her if 1 Tet her go-—cau]dx?t you possi-
bly Yook after her here? Came as often a5 y(;ukpgssxbly can—TT
e anly ton happy to pay you angthing you like
1 nix snny-}l,'\‘e told you: what she needs is constant super-
vision. 0 s  say~-1 really am advisiog you for hes good. Now,
get a cab at any cost and TH write out the vrder, 13 better do
it 5 your house committee voom The order has to have the
house stamp op it and thete are a few other formalities.”

)

Ooe by one the tenants, in shawls and fur coats, had returned
1o the unheated bascment, which had once been a wholesale
egg store und was now used by the house commuttee.

An office desk and several chairs stood 2Y one end of it. As
there wete not enough chairs, tid empty egg orates wurned up-
side down had been placed in 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 shavings stuck into Tumps with frozen
yolk that bod dripped From broken eggs. Rats scumed noisily
Inside the heop, making an occasional sortie into the middle of
the stone floor and darting hack.

Each time this happened a fat woman elimbed squealing onto
8 wate and, holding up her skirt daintily and tspping her
ias‘hinmb\e ngh shoes, shouted in 2 deliberately hoarse, dn:nkm
voice,

"Olia, Olia, yow've got rats all over the pla
By bmtf-. Ai-aj-aif Jook at &, @t \mdmtg‘\;:,' sgfﬁﬁl )\:nu:
Abaai! {1's trying to climb up, i get undex my kirt, ¥ so
frghtened! Look the other way, geslemen. Sorry, 1 Tor
you're comrade citizens now, not gentlemen ' g
Her astrakhan cape husg 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
"Lwerzin Hostel, in honor of Comrade Tiverzin, ‘Vl'l" %xve
;hcarc before be was deported, as everyone knows. No objections?
Now, as to dates, There's no hurry, you've got 2 whole year.
wWorking, people will be rehoused; others pust ﬁu;i accommoda:
tions for themselves and are given a year's notice. .

“We'te all working people! Every one of ust We're all workers,
people shouted from every side, and one voice sobbed out: “It’s
Great-Russian chauvinisn} Al the nations are equal now! 1 know
what you're hinting at.”

“Not all at once, please. Whom am I to answer first? What
have nations got to do with it, Citizen Valdyrlun? Look at Khea-
pugina, you can't think there’s 2 question of nationality 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 quarel.

"What a she-devill” The janitress was indignant. “Haven't
you any shame?”

“Don't you meddle in this, Fatima, I can look after myself,”
suid the delegate. “Stop 1t, Xhrapugina, 1 know all about you.
Shut up, el you, or Il hand you ever at once to the authorities
:('fc:re they eatch you brewing vodka and running an illegal

ar

The vproar was at its height when the doctor came into the
room. He ashed the first man he xan into at the door to point
out to him a member of the house committee. The other held
up bis hands hke a trumpet 1o front of his mouth and shouted
above the notse-

“Ga-b-iulti-nal Come here You'ro wanted.™

The doctor could not helieve his ears. A thin elderly woman
with a shight stoop, the fanitress, eame up to bim, He was struck
by ber Lheness to her sen, Ho did not, however, identify himself
ax once, but said: “One of yauy tenants has got typhus” (he told
her the name) “There are various precau

tions that have
taken to prevent its spreading, Marcover, the ave to be

1o the hospital. Tl make out an admissj Pﬂli'ez\t sk go
L:nm’\'(.lice has to certify. How n:z; lﬁ:hoqr;ier, vhich the housa
one

e we get that
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of her double chin and rich, silk-swathed bosom and stomach.
She had once been the belle of her circle of small tradesmen
and salesmen, but now her little pig eyes with their swollen lids
could scarcely open. A rival had once tried to splash her with
vitriol but had missed and only a drop or two had plowed traces
on her cheek and at the corner of her mouth, so slight as to be al-
most becoming,

“Stop yelling, Khrapugina. How can we get on with our work?”
said the delegate of the borough council, who had been elected
chairman and was sitting behind the desk.

The delegate had known the house and many of the tenants
all her life. Before the meeting she had had an unofficial talk
with Aunt Fatima, the old janitress who had once lived with
her husband and children in a comer of the filthy basement but
had now only her daughter with her and had been moved into
two light rooms on the first floor.

“Well, Fatima, how are things going?” the delegate ashed. )

Fatima complained that she could not cope with such a big
house and so many tenants all by herself and that she got no
help because, although each family was supposed to take turos
dleaning the yard and the sidewalks, not one of them did -

“Don’t worry, Fatima, well show them. What kind of com-
miltee is this, anyway? They're hopeless. Criminal elements
are given shelter, people of doubtful morals stay on without
registration. We'll get rid of them and elect another. 111 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 pCOF1°
were present, she called for quict and opened the mecting with
a short introductory speech. She condemned the committee 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: i

“So that's how it is, comrades. Frankly speaking, this is a big
hause, it's suitable for a hostel. Look at all the delegates who
come to town to attend conferences, and we don't 1.mo'w where
to put them. It’s been decided to take over the building for;:
district soviet hostel for visitors from the country and to call
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confusing more than Lighting the way. The darkness was all
asound Yaern, and they had left behind thew the house where
50 many peaple bad known Lara, where she bad often come as a
g, and whese, they said, Antipov, her busband, had grown up.

Wil yon really find your way without 2 flashlight, Comrade
Doctor?* Demina was facetiously patronizng. “1f not, Tl lend
you mine. Its & fact, you know, 1 had a real ok on her
when we were litte gils They had 2 dressmaking establish-
meat, T was an appeentice in the worlkshop. T've seen her this
yeae She stapped on her way through Moscow. T smd, Where ’
axe you off to, ully? Stay here. Come and bve with us. We'h
$nd you a job.’ But it wasn’t any good, she wouldn't, Well, it's
her business, She married Pasha with her head, nor with her
heart, she's been erazy 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 think? I haven't any time to think. Here's where
{ bve. One tung, 1 dido’t teld her—her brother, who was in the
army, 1 think they've shot kim As for her mother, my mistress
::u;,s:}lbt‘ac jl:o-—ﬂl save her, I'm seeing to it. Well, Tve got to go

They pasted The Light of Demina’s Inttle fashlight shot into
the narrow stone entrance and ran on, lighting up the stained
walls and the dinty sturs while the doctor was feft surrounded
by the darkness On his right lay Sadavaia Tetumphalonia Street,
on bus left Sadonaia Karetnaia Strect, Running Jnto the black
;nm\‘y d;smncc. ‘llx?' sere o Jonger streets but cuttings in the
jangle of stone buldings, 1 f
(mcgsts of Sibena or the é‘m‘lslke cutings theough the Spassable

/}‘l‘f;’ome ftwas ight and wanm.

v are you so late?™ & «
”""""‘mn‘)mns happenof;tcga: 32‘3“32?‘ :::3 d{‘m& Py
belore he conld seply. “Realy quite wuna . B e'went on
Fathes bnohe the alarm clock—1 Forpot ¢ c:(;'imta fe. Yesterday
nbly upset, it was ous only c!uckgileou-ged)m'_be was tex
:\!\:N unddlxr;;\rrml with 1t bt he got nm‘;‘::e“’%r R!, 1;?

aler around the o) . ~ 10 clocks
comer waated a ridiculous price—three pounds
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She thought he meant “How is the patient to get to the
hospital?” and replied: “There’s a cab coming from the soviet
for Comrade Demina, that's the delegate. She's very kind,
Comrade Demina, Il tell her, she’s sure to let your patient have
the cab, Don't worry, Comrade Doctor, we'll get her there all
right.”

“That’s wonderful. Actually, I only meant where could 1
write out the order. But if there’s a cab as well . . . May [ ask
you, are you the mother of Licutenant Galiullin? We were in the
same unit at the front.”

Galiullina started violently and grew pale. She grasped the
doctor’s hand. “Come outside,” she said. “IVe'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 yourseli—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. I'l get you the cab. I know who you are. e
was here for a couple of days He told me. Ile said you knew
Lara Guishar. She was a good gurl, I remember her, she used to
come and see us. What she's like now, I don’t know-~who can
tell with you people? After all, it's natural for the masters to
stick together. But for Yusupka it's a sin. Come, lot's ask for the
eab. I'm sure Comrade Demina will let you have it. You hnow
who Comrade Demina is? She’s Olia Demina, a seamstress 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
small round patch of light from Demina’s pocket Rashhght
jumped from ‘snowdrift to snowdrift four or five paces ahead.
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Jeft and Sadovaia Triumphalnaia on his right, and had kit the
table lamp, its warm orange glow lit up the streets and now he
could wnite So he was writing

He was wniting what he should have written long ago and h?d
always wished to write but never could. Now it came to him
quite easily, he wrote eagerly and said exactly what he wanted
to say. Only now and then a boy got in his way, 2 boy with nar-
row Kirghiz eyes, in an unbuttoned rendeer coat worn fur side
out, as 1n the Urals or Siberia.

He knew for ccrtain that this boy was the spirit of his death
or, to put it quite plaialy, that he was his death. Yet how could
he be his death 1f he was belping him to write 2 poem? How
could death be useful, how was it possible for death to be a help?

The subject of his poem was pejther the entombment nor the
resurrection but the days between, the title was “Turmol ™

He had always wanted to describe how for three days the
black, raging, worm-Blled earth had assailed the deathless in-
carnation of love, storming 1t with rocks and rubble—as waves
fly and leap at n seacosst, cover and submerge st—~how for three
days the black hurricane of earth raged, advancing and re-
treating,

Two kines kept coming into his head:

.‘_"C are glad to be near you,” and “Time to wake up.”
d‘:“]‘lﬂ a::;nc ‘lOUﬁ‘)?ing him', were hell, disfuluﬁon, corruption,

] qually vear him were the spring and Mary Mag-
dalene and life And it was time to awake. Time to wake up and
to get up. Time to anse, time for the resurrecton.

16

He began to get botter. At first he took everythi

e a halfwit, He remembered nothing, her) oou?g i: i‘:“:zg:
nmx‘un between one thing and another and was not surprised at
:‘n:\f n::]g s wafe fed him on white bread apd batter and
‘}::nu d::\‘:n she g1ve um coffee He had forgotten that such
. B U3 0ot e, and e enjoyed their taste ke poe

ke fairy tales, a5 somethin, e

g, vight and proper f
Soon, however, he began to Wink and “'l}:nd c:r a convalescent.,
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of bread. I didn’t know what to do and Father was completely
dejected. Well, about an hour ago—can you believe it—there
was a sudden ringing—such a piercing, deafening noise, we weze
all frightened out of our wits, It was the alarm clochl Can you
imagine such a thing? It bad started up again, all by itself.”
“My hour for typhus has struck,” said Yurii Andreievich,
laughing, He told her about his patient and the chiming clock.

14

But he did not get typhus until much later. In the meantime the
Zhivagos were tried to the limits of endurance. They had noth-
ing and they were starving. The doctor went to see the Paty
member he had once saved, the one who had been the victim
of a robbery. This man did everything he could for the doctot,
but the civil war was just beginning and he was hardly ever in
Moscow; moreover, he regarded the privations people had to
suffer in those days as only natural, and he himself went hungry,
though he concealed it.

Yurii Andreievich tried to get in touch with the supplier in
Brest Street. But in the intervening months the young man had
disappeared and nothing was known about his wife, who had
recovered. Galiullina was out when Yurii Andreievich called,
most of the tenants were new, and Demina was at the front.

One day he received an allocation of wood at the official
price. He had to bring it from the Vindava Station. Walking
home along the endless stretches of Meshchanskaia Street—
keeping an eye on the cart loaded with his unexpected treasure
—he noticed that the street looked quite different; he found that
he was swaying from side to side, his legs refusing to carry him.
He realized that he was in for a bad time, that he had typhus.
The driver picked him up when he fell down and slung him 08
top of the wood. The doctor never knew how he got home.

15

He was delirious off and on for two wecks. He dreamed that
Tonia had put two strects on his desk, Sadovaia Karctnata on his
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left and Sadovaia Triumphalnaia on his Tight, and had lit the
table Yamp; its warm orange gow Tit up the streets and now he
could wrte. So he was writing.

He was witing what he should have written long ago and had
always wished to write but never could. Now it came to him
quite eastly, he wrote eagerly and said esactly 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 hoy was the spirit of his death
or, to put it quite plaunly, 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
resutrection but the days between; the title was “Turmoil”

He had always wanted to describe how for three days the
black, raging, worm-Blled earth had assailed the deathless in-
carnation of love, storming, it with rocks and rubble—as waves
fly and leap at a seacoast, cover and submerge it—haw for thyee
days the Black bumcane of earth raged, advancing and re-
treating hd

Two Lines kept coming into his head.

"We are glad to be near you,” and “Time to wake up”

West ham, touching him, were hell, dissolution, cormuption,
death, and equally near hum were the spring and Mary Mag-
dalene and life. And 1t was tune to awale. Time to wake up and
1o get up. Time Yo arise, time for the resurrechon,

16

He bogan to get better. At first he took i
g 3 ook everything, £
tke a halfwit e remembered nothing, her) could s(:fe (a;::“ :2::
Bection bch\?cn one thing and another and was not surprised at
:\L:)ix:lg“ His hwife fed him on white bread and butter and
ba ea, sl i )
du;ags ey ¢ gave him coffee. He had forgotten that such

ot exist, and b oy N .
Lke fairy tales, 55 sornething. enjoyed their las;e like poetry or

ething right and
Soon, bowever, he began S” ﬁ%ink P dpzchxfs eir T & convalescent.
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of bread. I didn’t know what to do and Father was completcly
dejected. Well, about an hour ago—can you believe it—there
was a sudden ringing—such 2 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 Party
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 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 Andrejevich 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 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 Meshchanskaa Street—
keeping an cye on the cart loaded with his unexpected 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 waod. 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 bhis



CHAPTER SEVEN

TRAIN TO THE URALS

1

The end of March brought the first warm days of the year, false
heralds of spring which were always followed by 2 severe col

3
Ipem Zhivages were hurriedly getting rendy to leave. To dis-
guise the bustle, the tenants—there were more of them now than
spasvows in the street—were told that the apartment was having
# spring cleaning for Easter.

Yurii Andreievich had opposed the move. So far, he had
thought that 1t would come to notbing 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 doubs at a family council made up of him-
self, his wife, and his father-in-law, “Do you think I'm wrong?”
he asked them after stating his objections. *Do you still insist
on going?™

“You say that we must manage as best we can lor the next
couple of years,” said his wife, “until land conditions are
settted, then we might get a vegetable garden near Moscow.
But how are we to endure untl thes? That's the crocial point,
and you haven't told us.”

N “I's sheer madness to count on such things,” her father backed
er up\

“Very well then, you win,” Yurii Andeefevich said, “What

bothers me 15 that we are going blindfold, t v
nothing about. Of the o & o e oe we Yoy

three people who Hved Varykt
Mother and Grandmother are dea?i, and Cra\tsifa\alter\ Krmu\:m:r,
i belng beld as o hostage—that is, if he f5 stll alive, ¥
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 neady
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, he
reads every word you write. The things he got for us! Bice,
raisins, sugarl He's gone back now. He wants us to go there
too. He's a strange boy, a bit mysterious. I think he must have
some sort of connection with the government out there, He says
we ought to get away for a year or two, get away from the big
towns, ‘go back to the land’ for a bit, he says. I thought of the
Krueger place and he said jt was a very good idea. We coulfl
grow vegetables and there’s the forest all around. Thero isnt
any point in dying without a struggle, like sheep.”

In April that year Zhivago set out with his whole family for the
former Varykino estate, near the town of Yuriatin, far away In
the Urals.
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(he tapped his Adam’s apple) “you won't get far without a litle
vodka,”

38
About that time Alevander Alexandrovich was asked s'eveml
tines to act a3 ftant to the Higher E ic Council, and

Yurii Andrefevich to treat a member of the government whe
was dangerously 1L, Both were paid in what was thes the highest

edit shps for an all ¢ of asticles from the first
of the newly opened distnbution centers.

The center was an old army warehouse next to the Simonov
Monastery The doctor and his father-in-law went through the
monastery and the banrack yard and straight through a low
stone door into 2 vaulted cellor. It sloped down and widened ot
tts farthes end, where a counter ran across from wall ta wall,
behind it stood an attendant, weighmg, measuring, and hand-
ing out goods with calm unhurried movements, crossing off the
items on the fist with broad pencil strokes and occasionally re-
plenishing his stock from the back of the store.

There were not many customers, “Containers,” said the store-
keeper, glancing at the shys. The professor and the doctor held
out several large and small pilowcases and, with bulging eyes,
watched them heing filled with flour, cereals, macaroni, sugar,

suet, soap, matches, and something wrapped in paper that was
Later found to be Concasion cheese, ? Pt
helmed by the storekeeper's "
to waste his time, they hurriedly stuffed thewr
sacks and slung them over therr shoulders
They came out of the vault intoicated not by ih
thought of £o0d but by the realizatipn that thy T e o

ey L0 wi
m the world and did not bve in vain and Y’l’ad d:;:ze(:if ‘:151:

prae and thanks that Tonia would shower on them at home.

and anxious noy
bundles into big

4

While the men dsappeared for whole days i
offives, seeking travel documents :md“re s Into government

so that they should be able to £0 back to 3y oz% &:ﬁafme:;
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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 these could be so man¥
of thesc unfortunates or that they were forced to seck refuge in
railway stations. .

“You must get a priority,” a porter in a white apron told lu'm.
~Then you must come every day to ask if there is a train, Traint
are rare nowadays, it’s a question of luck. And of course™ (he
rubbed two fingers with his thumb) “a little flour or somc!hlns
... Wheels don't run without oil, you know, and what's more
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a white whirlwind, which ran off into the black depths of the
street and covered it with a white shroud. .

All the Tuggage was packed, The apastment, with such things
45 temained io it, was being left in the care of an elderly
former solesclerk and his wife, relatives of Egorovpa's who, the
preceding winter, had helped Antenina Alexandrovna to trade
old clothes and furniture for potatoes and wood.

Markel could not be trusted. At the mbtia post which he had
selested 25 bus political club he did not actually say that his
former masters sucked his blood, but he accused them, in-
stead, of having kept hum in ignorance all these years and
adliberately concealed from him that man is descended from
apes.

PAnmuin,a Alezandrovna took the couple on a final survey of
the house, Bttmg keys to locks, opening and shutting drawers
and cupboards, and giving them last-minute instructions.

The chajrs and tables had been pushed against the walls,
the curtains taken down, ang there was a pile of bundles in the
carger, The snowstorm, seen through the bare windows of the
tooms stnpped of their winter comfort, reminded each of them
of past sorrows Yurii Andreievich thought of his childhood and
his mother’s death, and Autonina Alexandrovna and her father
of the death and funeral of Anoa Ivanavna. They felt that this
was therr Last wght in the house, that they would never see it
again, They were mistaken on this point, but uader the in-
fluence of Yheir thoughts, which they kept to themselves in
order not to upset each other, they locked back aver the years
spent under this yoof, struggling against the tears that came to
the eyes.

In spite of all this, Antonina Alexandrovaa kept withi
, pt within th
rules of propriety in the p of gers, She talked ende~
lessly with the woman in whose caxe she was leaving everything,
She overestimated the favor the couple were doing her. Angiows
ot to seem ungrateful, she kept apolagizing, going next door
and coming back with presents Jor the woman—blouses and
Iw m{;n;; And the dark materials, with
- atterns, 3
stow.bound street checkered w:(:h brick:w:z:z ttte:‘z ii:
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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 Antomina Alexandrovna and her father standing in
cne of the endless queues squeezed between the woode.n hand-
rals, Niusha aod Sashenka were wallang about eutside and
cceasionally Jooking in to see if it were time fo join the grown-
ups. They gave off a strong smell of kexasene, which had been
thickly smeared on their necks, wrists, and ankles as a protection
agamst bice. )

“The queues went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had to board the train & good half mile farther
down the line. With not enough cleaners, the station was
Bithy and the tracks in front of the platforms were unusable be-
cause of dirt and 1ce. The trains stopped farther out.

Antonina Alexandrovna waved to her husband and when he
was close enough 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 a batch of papers fcross the handradl,

“That's for the special coach,” said the man behind her in the
qQueue, 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.

N stamp,” ho explamed, “gives you the right to claim seats
in a classified coach, that 1s to say A passenger coach, if there is
2 passenger coach on the train”

The whole queue jomed 1n at once

“Passenper coach indeed! 1E you esn get a seat on the buffers
you must be thankful nowadays!™

"Don't Iisten to them,” said the other. “T ewplain, it's auite
snple Today **-- ) .

cludes army, ©
the man™ he ¢

o - ;uc vuwd. Werds do

ing, You ean say what you e, but you sh

s0 that he can understand you shoud
"A lot you've evplained™ He was shouted dowm, 3

s.Yud when you've tald bum he's 0% Stamps fmot;:s Ac"ml L

You should tock ot a man $rst, before you start epx:;!:;ni?g“m

n't cost any-
s2y it clearly
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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 2
driver who looked as if he had been rolled in dough. Yor a
fabulous sum (worth less than a kopek in these days) he iD‘"‘
them to the station with their luggage, except for Yorit Andreie-
vich, who at his own request was allowed to walk.
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7

He found Antonina Alexandrovna and her father stonding in
ome of the endless queues squeezed between the wooten hand-
wails, Ninsha and Sashenka were walking about outside and
occasionally looking in to see if it were time to join the grown-
ups. They gave of a strong, smell of kerasene, which had been
thickly smeased on their necks, wrists, and ankles as a protection
against hice.

The queues went up to the gates of the platforms, but in fact
the passengers had to board the train a good half mle farther
down the hme. With not enough cleaners, the station wos
fithy and the tracks in front of the platforms were unusable be-
eavse of dirt and ice. The tramns stopped farther out.

Antonwnz, Alexandrovna waved to her husband and when he
was close enough shouted instructions as to where he was to get
thelr ravel papers stamped.

"Show me what they've put,” she said when he came back. He
beld out a batch of papers across the handrail

“Thare fae tha mnl 3 v - s
¢

“aed sul UL WhO Seen to be famniliar wx.\h and accept with.
out question o1y regulation in the world. ?
o ailc\l!h;mm‘;xx&h:ne% “gives you the right to claim seats
, that 1 to say a passenger i i
a %smgnl coach on the b’am."y P gt conch i these s
e whole quen
g g‘ teve .\Q:ned_ In at ouce.

K et a seat on the buffers

e e “I'N explain, it’s quite
cludes o r;;\ ‘I Lty Ltﬂ onl¥ one type of tran, :x?d it :Llw:\yqs ine
he 1 e s attle, and gassenger cars Why mislead
thing, you can s:\; “K‘;‘“g;: ;-‘:\f rowd “Words don't cost any-
© \h:{( ho cam dersmnzl* e, but you should say it clearly
"R ot yous ned™
ud \\"\czn \:;\?E;fg‘i He was shouted down A ot you've
You shoutd \ook ta i he's got Stamps for the special coachl
man firgt, hefore Yyou 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 Jook at him and what does he sce? A member
of the propertied classes—worse than that: a doctor, formet
quality. He pulls out his gun--and goodbye.”

There is no knowing to what lengths the sympathy aroused
by the doctor’s case would have gone if the crowd had nt
turned its attention to something else.

For some time people had been looking curiously through the
enormous plate-glass windows at the tracks, which were rofed
in for several hundred yards, The falling snow could be see2
only beyond the far end of the roofs; scen so far away, it Jooks
almost still, sinking to the ground as slowly as bread crunbs
thrown to fishes sink through water.

For some time, figures had been strolling into the distance
along the tracks, singly or in groups. At first they were tahke?
for railwaymen attending to their dutics, but now 2 whele nzﬂb
rushed out, and from the direction in which they were runele?
there appeared a small cloud of smoke.

“Open up the gates, you scoundrels,” yelled voices in the
queuc. The crowd stirred and swung against the gates, those at
the back pushing those in front.

“Look what's going onl They've locked us in here and through
there some people have found a way around and jumgped the
queue. Open up, you bastards, or we'll smash the gates, Come
on, let’s give it o push.”

“They needn’t emvy that lot, the fools,” said the Smow-it-al
stickler for form. “Those men are conseripts, called up for for
labor from Petrograd. They were supposed to be sent to Vologda
but now they're being taken to the castern front. They're ot
travelling of their own choice. They're under escort. Theyl
digging trenches.”

8

They had been travelling three days but had not got far Irv.'g
Moscow. The landseape was wintry. Tracks, ficlds, woods, an
village roofs—everything was cavered with snow.
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P .
se
window close under the ceing,

Antopina Aletand: had never tled in o freight car
before, The frst time they got in Yuri: Andrerevich Yifted her up
to the bigh foor and pushed open the heavy sliding doors for
her, but Jater she learned to chimb in and out by herself.

The car locked to Antonina Alesandrovma no botter than 2
pigsty on wheels, and she had expected it to fall apart at the
fiest jar, But for three days now they had been jolted back and
forth and from side to side as the train had changed speed or
direction, for three days the wheels had rattled undemeath
them Like the sticks on a mechanical toy drum, and there had
been no accident. Her fears had been groundless.

The train had twenty-three cars (the Zhivagos were in the
fourteenth). When it stopped at country stations, only a few
front, mddle, or end cars stood beside the short platform.

Sailors were in front, civilian passengers in the middle, and
the labor conscripts in eight cars at the back, There were about

five hundred of the latter, people of all ages, conditions, and
professtons.

They were a remarkable sight—rich, smart lawyers and stock-
brdkers from Petrograd side by side with cab dnvers, foor
potishers, bath attendants, Tartar ragpickers, escaped lunaties,
sl]mpkeepcxs. and monks, all Jumped in with the exploiting
classes
The lawyers and stockbrokers sat on short thick Jogs in their
shirt sleeves around red-hot iron stoves, told endless stories
il?‘xcd, and laughed. They were wot worried, they had connec:
tions, influential relatives were pulling strings for them at home,
and at the worst they could buy themselves off later on, '
The ol\nf:rs. in boots and unbuttened eaftans, or barefoot and
1n Yopg shirts worn outside their trousers, with c;r without beards,
stood at the hall-open doars of the ailess cars, holding on to
t:\\le“ :::‘lcs (x“\ }(10 the boards Zuiled across the open‘ings an;gl gazed
y ot the peasants and villages by the wayside, 's aking
no one. ial fri e b
These had no infuential friends They had noﬂﬁng to

hopo for.
These were to many conseripts for the cars allotted to them
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and the overflow had been put among the civilian passengers,
including those of the fourteenth car.

9

Whenever the train stopped, Antonina Alexandrovna sat up
cautiously to avoid knocking her head on the ceiling and Jooked
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 Tikelihood 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 large,
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, ]'ump<'d

down first from his bunk, and helped his wife to get to the
floor, Guards® shelters and lampposts drifted past the doar, fol-
lowed by trees bending under heavy piles of snow, which they
held out toward the train as though in sign of welcome. Long
before it had stopped, sailors jumped off into the untrodden
snow and raced around the comer of the station 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 reckless spcc‘d to
their advance and made other people give way as helore the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the corner, girls and women from ncar-by villages. 35
excited as if they were at the fortuncteller’s, stood one boln_nd
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall selling
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of boiled beef and rye
pancakes kept hot and tasty by quilted napkins. Muffled up in
shawls tucked inside their sheepskins, the women blmhc}d a
fiery red at the sailors” jokes but at the same time were terrified
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r it was geverally sailors who formed.ﬂ!e units
Zﬁgg\gne;l ftt; Bght agaginst speculation and the forbidden free
marhet dis-

The apprehensions of the peasant women were soon d
pelled. When the train stopped and eivilion passengers jofne
the crowd, trade became brisk. . .

Antonina Alexandrovma walked down the line inspecting the
wares, her towel flung over hes shoulder as if she were going to
the back of the station to wash in the snow. Several women had
called out: “Hey, what do you want far your towel?” but she
contimued on ber way, escorted by her husband.

At the end of the row there was a woman in a black shawl
with a scarlet pattern She saw the towel and her bold eyes It
up. Glancing 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 Jong while. Tempt-
ing, isn’t 1t? Don't think about it too long or it will be gone. Like
to give me your towe] for a half?”

Antonina Alevandrovna missed the Jast word.

“What do you mean, my good woman?”

The woman meant half a bare, roasted whole from head to
tal and cut in two. She held 1t up. *I'm telling you, Il give you
a half for your towel. What are you staring at? It 1sn't dog meat.
My husband 1s a hunter, It’s hase, 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

and made off wath her, home to their village, striding down the
snowy path into the distance.

At tus moment there was an uproar in the erowd. An ald
woman was screanung “Hey, you! Where are you off t0? Where’s
my money? When did you pay me, you cheat? Look at him
greedy pig, you call him and he Qoesn't even bother to turn

around. Stop! Stop, 1 tell i s
ot S mp you, Mister Comradet ve been

eff There h s hi -
~Which oo e goes, thats him, catch him!

“That ane, the one who's clean- L
e bt the wmm o o) a1 % .Sh‘n.\en. ﬁndrgrmnmg,‘
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and the overflow had been put among the civilian passenger,
including those of the fourteenth car.

9

Whenever the train stopped, Antonina Alexandrovna sat up
cautiously to avoid knocking her head on the ceiling and looked
down through the slightly open door to sce if it were warth
while to go out. This depended on the size of the station, the
probable length of the halt, and the consequent Iikelihood 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 lrge,
and that they would stop for a long time.

She rubbed her eyes, tidied her hair, and after mmmngi_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, }'UmP‘d

down first from his bunk, and helped his wife to get to the
floor. Guards® shelters and lampposts drifted past the door, fol-
Jowed 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 il]cga]ly 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 before the
onrush of racing skiers or skaters.

Around the comer, guls and women from near-hy villages, 83
excited as if they were at the fortuneteller’s, stood ane behin
the other in single file in the shelter of the station wall setling
cucumbers, cottage cheese, and platters of boiled beef and nye
pancakes kept hat and tasty by quilted napkins Muflled up in
shawls tuched inside their sheepskins, the women blushed f;
fery red at the sailors” jokes but at the same time were ternficd
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et escort to barracks. His group was to be sent, ke the one
;:Sccdmg it, to dig trenches on the Archange} fromk, but was
duserted on its way and sent east through Moscaw.

Priufiey nd a wife in Lug, whese he had worked Befose the
war. She heard induectly of his misfortune and rufhed off to
Vologda {the fonction for Atchangel) to Jook for him and ob-
tafn his release. But the unit had not gone there, her labors had
been in vam, and she Jost track of Tum. e

In Pelrograd Prituliev lived with a certain Pelagia Niovea
Taagwnova. At the time he was arested he had just sad good-
bye to ber, prepuing ta go in 2 different direction to keep an
appomntment, and Jooking down Liteiny Street he could st
see her back disappeanng among the crowd.

She was a plump woman with a stately carriage, beantihd
hands, and 2 thick braid which she tossed from time to Yime,
with deep sighs, oves her shoulder. She was vow with the con-
vay, having volunteered to accompany Pritahev.

It was difficult to know what 1t was that attracted women
ta such an ugly man, but certaiuly they clung to him. In a car
fasther forward there was anotber woman friend of his, Ogryz-
¥ova, a bony gl with white eyelashes who had somehow
made her way onto the train and whom Tiagonova called “the
squirt” “the norzle,” and wany other inswlting nemes. The
rivals were at swords” points and took good care to avoid each
other Opryzkova never went to the other’s car, It was a mystery
to know how she ever met the object of her passion. I’erhaps
she: contented hersel} with seeiag him from aler, when the en.
gae was being refuelled with the help of all the passengers,

11

Vasi's story was quite different, His father had i
the war and his mother bad sent him to Petro b:;nmhﬂed -
prenticed to his nncle, B be -
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“Yes, yes, catch him, the heathen!”

“The one with the patched elbow?”

“Yes, yes. Oh, I've been robbed.”

“What's going on here?”

“Fellow over there bought some milk and pies, stuffed hiz:
self, and went off without paying, so the old woman is cryiaz®

“That shouldnt be allowed. Why don’t they go alter hin®™

“Go after him! He's got straps and cartridge belts all over him
Hel go after you.”

10

There were several labor conseripts in car fourteen. With thez
was their guard, Private Voronjuk. Three of the men stood out
from the rest. They were Prokhor Kharitonovich Pritulicy, who
had been cashier in a government liquor store in Petrograd—
the cashicr, as he was called in the car; Vasia Brykin, a sictecs:
year-old boy apprenticed to an ironmonger, and Kostoied
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 Steect
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

svaros hud invited the co-operativist Kostoied to dinner.
-}?:sf:‘in liceir comer sucking  leg of bare with a Joud \Yheezing
noise He dreaded drafts and chills, and changed his place
several tunes, looking for 2 sheltered spot. A't Yast ht,:' faund‘ a
place where he did not fecl the draft. “That's better,” hie said.
He fashed Kis bane, sucked his fagers cleas, wiped them on
his handkercluef, thanked his hosts, and said: “It's your win-
dow Tt has to be cemented. But to go back to our discussion:
You're mistaken, Doctor, Roast hare is an excellent thing, but to
conclude that the peasants ase prosperous is rash, to say the
least, 1f youl forgive my saying s0.”

“Oh, come,” said Yurii Andreievich. *Look at all these stations,
The troes aren’t cut, the fences are intact. And these marketst
These women! Think how wondesfull Somewhere life is still go-
ing on, some people are happy. Not everyane is wretched. This
justifics 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 s ity
miles from the railway. Youl find that there are peasant rebel-
bons ererywhere, Agamst whom® youll ask. Well, they're against
the Reds or agunst the Whites, whaever happens to be in
pover You'll say, Aha, that's because the peasants are enemies
of alt authonty, they dont know what they want Allow me to
&ffer The peasant knows very well what he wants, better than
you o1 1 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 wark of hus hands, m complete independence
srd with no obbigatons to anyone Tostead, he found he had
onlv exchanged the oppression of the former state for the
new, much harsher yoke of the vevolutionary supetstate, Can
vou wonder that the villages are restless and can't settle éu\m?
And you say they ase prosperoust No, there are a ot of thin:
vou don't know, my desr fellow, and as far as [ e ngs
don't want o know them.” n see you

“AN right, s tece, U dont. Why on eanth showld 1
worry myself sick ever cvery blessed thing? History ,}::’: :‘:_
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scripts; after a while soldiers came in, surrounded the men, and
took them to the Semenov barracks for the night, and escorted
them to the Vologda train in the morning,

The news of so many arrests spread and the prisoners’ families
came to say goodbye to them at the station. Among them nere
Vasia and his aunt. His uncle begged the guard (Voronitk
who was now in car fourteen) to let 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 Iast 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 fcfh
kissed his hands, and begged him to let him go, but to no avall
The guard was inexorable not because he was cruel, but dis-
cipline was very strict in those troubled times. The guard ao-
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. repealcdb'
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 arnived; 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. H.e was u
usually innocent and unspoded. His favorite occupation was to
sit on the floor at the feet of his elders, looking up at them, his
hands clasped around lus 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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Zhivagos had invited the co-operativist Kostoied to dmn'er.
‘lriheesat m g)eir comer sucking a leg of hare with a loud “.,heezmg
noise. He dreaded drafts and chills, and changed his place
several times, looking for a sheltered spot. I}t Tast h?. foundA a
place where he did not feel the draft. “That’s bester, he said.
He finished his bone, sucked his Sngers clean, wiped them on
his handkerchicf, tharked Ius hosts, and said: “Ifs 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 so.”

“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 isw't. Where &id
you get all those ideas? Take a trip to any place that is fifty
miles from the ralway. You'll find that there are peasant rebel-
hons everywhere Agunst whom? you'll ask. Well, they’re against
the Reds or agamst the Whites, whoever happens to be in
power Youll say, Aha, that's because the peasants are enemies
of all authonty, they don't know what they want Allow me to
differ ‘The peasant knaws very well what he wants, better than
you or ¥ do, but he wants something quite different,

“When the revolution woke him up, he decided that his
century-old dream was coming true—his dream of Yiving 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 g 1 i

you say ! No, ot of things
you dont know, my dear fellow, and as f;

don't want to know them.” ’ *foras e see you

“All nght, it's true, 1 don't, Why on earth should
3 3 1 kn
wotry myself sick aver cvery blessed thing? History has‘t?: ::i
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sulted me. I have to put up with whatever happens, so why
shouldn’t I ignore the facts? You tell me my ideas don't cor-
respond to reality. But where is reality in Russia today? As I see
it, reality has been so terrorized that it is hiding. I want to be-
lieve that the peasants are better off and flourishing. If it is an
illusion, what am I to doP What am I to live by; whom am I
to believe? And I have to go on living, I've got a family”

He made a despairing gesture and, leaving the argument to
his father-in-law, moved away, and hung his head over the
edge of the bunk to look at what was going on below.

Prituliev, Tiagunova, Vasia, and Voroniuk were talking to-
gether., As the train was approaching his native province, Prituliey
recalled the way to his village, the station, and the road you took
according to whether you went by horse or on foot, and at the
mention of familiar village names, Vasia repeated them with
shining eyes, as if they were a marvellous fairy tale.

“You get off at Dry Ford?” he asked, choking with excitement.
“Our station! Of course] And then you go on to Buisky, 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 itP You know the river
Pelga? Well, of coursel That's our river. You keep following the
river, on and on, and away up on the cliff on the right, over-
hanging that same river Pelga, there’s our village, 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 mll-
stones. That's where my mother lives, in Verctenniki, and my
two little sisters. Alenka and Arishka . . . Mother is a bit like
you, Aunt Pelagia, she’s young and fair. Uncle Voroniuk! Please,
Uncle Voroniuk, for the love of Christ, please, I beg you, for
God’s sake . . . Uncle Voroniukl”

“WVell, what? Uncle, uncle, I know I'm not your aunt. What
do you expect me to do? Am I madP If I let you go that wnulé
be the end of me, amen, they'd put me up against a wall.

Pelagia Tiagunova sat looking thoughtfully out of the window,
stroking Vasia’s reddish hair. Now and then she bent down to
him and smiled as if she were telling him: “Don't be silly.
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This isn't something to talk to Voronivk about in frent of every-
one. Don't worry, have patience, it will be aft right!

18

Peculing things began to happen when they left Central Russia

belind on their way east, They were gowg through a sestless

region infested with armed bands, past villages where uprisings
had recently been put down.

The trawn stopped frequently in the middle of nowhere and
secunty patrols checked the passengess’ papess and luggage.

Once they stopped at night, but 0o one came in and no one
was distrbed Yurit Avdreievich wondesed if there had been
an accident and went out to see,

Tt was dash. For no apparent reason the tsain had stopped
between two stations, in a feld, with a xow of firs on either
ssde of the track. Other passengers who had come aut and were
stamping therr feet n the snow told Yur Andrejevich that
there was nothing wrong, but that the engueer refused 10 go
on, saying that this stretch was dangerous and should frst be
i d by handear. Spok of the passengers had gave to
zeason with bim and if necessary to grease his palm, ¥t was smd

that saddors were also taking & haad in it and would undoubtedly
get thew way,

The snow at the head of the tram was 1it up at intervals, as
from 2 bonlire, by fiery flashes from the smakestack ve the glow-
ing coals m the fircbox, By this Ught several dark Egures were
o seen maning to the front of the engine.

The frst of them, presumably the engmeer, reached the far
end of the nuinning board, Yeapt over the buffers, and vanished

as of the earth had swallowed bim, The safh v i
tom did exactly the same thing; oo B o i

: they too Rash

through the air and vanighed. 7 o0 Tashel fo & moment

Curious about what was going on, seve i
c)udmg\;lunl :\ndmicdch\\cug\\o%ce vl gosengers o

Beyond the buffess, where the track o

) Hers, ned out bef

they were met with an astonishing sighppe’rhe (’,:gi::ﬂf ﬁoﬁt
the snow up to his waist, His worsuers surrounded him 1p a
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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 gers, you can see what kind of place
this is. Anybody might be roaming around unscrewing the bolts.
Do you think I'm worrying about myself, you God-damned
bastards? To hell with you. It’s for you I was doing it, so that
nothing should happen to you, and that's all the thanks 1 get
for my trouble! Go on, go on, why don’t you shoot? Here I am.
You be my witnesses, comrade passengers, I'm not running

away.”
Bewildered voices rose from the group. “Pipe down, old
man . . . They dont mean it ... Nobody would let them

.. . They don't really mean it ...” Others urged him on:
“That’s right, Gavrilka, stand up for yourself! Don’t let 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 going.”

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 Bal u’cpflcet. The reference is to this and also to Gorky's story of that

name.
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beside a feless, burned-out ruin. This was all that was left .Df
the station, Nizhni Kelmes, its name stll Haintly Jegible on its
blackened fagade. ) .

Beyond it lay a deserted village blanketed in snow. This too
was damaged by fire. The end house was charred, the one next
1o 1t sagged where its comer timbers had fallen in; bn:ﬂ(en
sleighs, fences, rusty pieces of metal, and smashed furniture
were scattered all over the street; the snow was disty with soat,
and black patches of earth shawed through the frozen puddles
with half-burnt Jogs sticking out of them-—all evidence of the fire
and of the efforts to put 1t out.

The place was not in fact as dead as it Jooked; there were
a few people stili about. The stationmaster rose out of the rumns
and the guard jumped down from the train and commiserated
with hun, “The whole place was burned down?”

"Cood day to you, and welcome, Yes, we certainly had a fire,
but it was worse than that”

“I don't follow.”

“Better not fry.”

“You don't mean Strelnkov(®

“1 do”

SyhoovaL v
goc '
int PN

t N vamnen Lounity—it was all becanse of them ™
And what enime had they commtted?”

“Just about sl the seven deadly sins: Dissolved their Poor
Pessants’ Commmttee, that's oge,

refused to supply hy
Red Army, that's two (and they’ erAsadiing

e all Tartars, wind you, horse-
men), resisted the mobilization deeree, that makes L{\reé “t:ﬂ
there you are ™ ' )
“Yes, sce [ qume see, So they were shelled?”
“Naturally *
“From the armored train?®
Ol course ™

Thats bad Al our sympathy, Still, i’
. athy. Stifl, it's w 3 iness.™
“Besudes, s an old ‘story, And the ne::elch:\v‘cr “mfme'ss'
§ood eutber YouTl have to stop s T

here for a couple of days.”
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“You're joking! I'm taking replacements to the front. This is
an urgent matter.”

“I'm not joking at all. We've had a blizzard for a solid week—
snowdrifts all along the line, and no one to clear it. Half the
village has run away. I'll put the rest of them on the job, but it
won't be enough.”

“Damn, What am I to do?”

“We'll get it cleared, somehow.”

“How deep is the snow?”

“Not too bad. It varies. The worst patch is in the middle—
about two miles long; we'll certainly have trouble there. Farther
on the forest has kept the worst of the snow off the tracks. And
on this side it’s open country, so the wind has blown away some
of it.”

“Hell, what a pain in the neck! Ill mobilize all the passengcxs.'

“That’s what I was thinking.” i

“We mustn't use the sailors and Red Army men. But there’s
a whole corps of Iabor conscripts—including the other passengers,
there are about seven hundred in all.”

“That’s more than enough. We'll start the moment we get the
shovels. We're a bit short of them, so we've sent to the near-by
villages for more. We'll manage.”

“God, what a blow! Do you think we can do it?”

“Of course we can. With plenty of troops you can take a city
they say, and this is only a bit of tracks. Don’t worry.”

15

Clearing the line took three days, and all the Zhwagos, cven
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 1abor conseripts
an.gh!he civihans kept apart. Armed solders guarded each vork-
mgr{é??ﬁc&s were dleated in several places at the same time
by separate gangs. Mounds of snow between the sections hid
the gangs from one another and were left untouched until the
last. .

The workers spent al} day in the open, going back oply 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. Jt could not
quite conceal the winding bed of a stream which in spring would
rush down to the viaduct below the railway bank but at present
was tucked up 1n the snow bike a chuld in its cot with its head
under the ederdown

Was anyone hving 1 the house on the hill, Zhivaga won~
dered, or was 1t standing empty ang falling 1nto ruws, held by
some land committee® What had happened to the people who
had once bned there? 1ad they fled abroad? Or been killed by
the peasants? Or had they been popular and were they ellowed
to settle in the districk as technieal 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 wts somrowin) sifence,
Questions were not i onder in these days, and no one ever
answered them But the sun sparkled on the pure whteness with

& glare that was almost Blinding How ceanly his shov i
its smooth surface! How 8 o it nto

¢ how iridescent, ke di
was each shovelful, He \v;\? Teminded of t‘l\:c, gt)es d\]\?::\nd:;
3 child in their yard at home, dressed in @ braded hood and a
black sheepshin Tastened with hooks and eyes sewn in the cur)
Reece, Lie cut the dazzling 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 ruins ?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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) i etched white
ing into the distance like an arrow, On cach side stretc]
:%u:\:ins of shovelled snovw, hordered all along by the black
walls of the forest, .

As Far as the eye could veach, groups of peop}e with shovels
in hand stood at intervals dlong the line. Seeing themselves
for the first time in full fosce, they were astomshed at their
numbess.

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 yecognized them at once as those of Ogryzkova
and Tiagunota, who were walling in the same direction as
they were, from the head to the end of the train, but on the
station side, while 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 Antorira Alesandrovna, but always to be
ahead of them or falling bebind.

Thev scemed to be in a state of great agitation, and 1t was ag
though thewr strengih falled them. Judging from the way their
voices rose to a shriek or died down to o whisper, either thew
logs refused to carry them or else they hept stusabling and falt
g mto snowdrifts Tiagunova seemed o be chasing Ogryzkova,
perhaps bhelabonng her ssith her fists whenever she cau ht w ,
with her. She showered her yival wath choice abuse a%d hg
genteed, melodious voloe made the insults sound ' {nBnitel
more abscene than the coarse and wnmusical swearjy of e

“You shot, yutr deag-talled whore,” Tiaminaww -~ 8 r_ne‘n..
LAt grave ~- 0 ' . .
dnd of .
tomak-» .,

(-

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 Yurii Andrerevich slept his Bll, the spring was heating
‘;‘n'}(‘ldmclting the masses of snpow that bad falle.n alt over Russia,
Grst in Maseow on the day they had left and since then all along
the way—all that snow they had spent thee days clearing off the
line at Ust-Nemdinsk, all that thick, deep layer of snow that
had settled over the immense distances, .

At first the snow thawed quietly and secretly from within.
But by the tume half the gigantic labor was done it could not be
v toe et Y et T AVters came
' 4+ stirred in its

‘There was plenty of room for the water to play. Tt fung itself
down the rocks, filled every pool to overflowing, and spread.
1t roared and smoked and steamed in the forest. It streaked
through the woods, bogging down in the snow that tried to
Tinder its movement, 1t ran hissing on level ground or hurtled
down and scattered mto a fine spray. The earth was saturated.
Ancient pine trees perched on dizzy heights drank the moisture
almost from the clouds, and 1t foamed and dried a rusty white
at thewr roots like beer foam on a mustache.

The sky, drunk with spring and giddy with its fames, thick-
ened with clouds Low clouds, droapung, at the edges ke felt,
satded over the woods and ram leapt from them, warm, smclling
of soil and sweat, and washing the fast of the black armar-plating
of ice from the earth.

Yurs Andreievich woke vp, stretched, raised himself on one
elbow, and looked and began to Lsten.

20
As thry approached the minme go:

7 seon, there were more and
mare seltlements, the runs were shoster, the stations more
frequent Mate people got on and off at the small stations. In-
stead of settling down and going to sleep, those who had enly
s short way to ga found seats anywhere—~uear the door or i 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 cvidence of a prewar consideration for the sleeping
passengers. )

The doctor was mistaken, There was the same din of shouting
voices and stamping boots on this platform as on any other. But
there was a waterfall near by. It widened the evpanse of the
white night by a breath of freshness and freedom, that was
what had Blled him with happiness in Ius sleep. Its mcessant
noise dominated all other sounds and gave an illusion of stll-
ness.
Knowing nothing of its existence but soothed and braced by 1t
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 handl As soon as a few were bumped
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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.”

“All right.” He yawned

“How about going to sleep? Looks as if we're moving.”

The train, howeses, stayed where it was, But the rumble of
another train came from behund, bursting into 2 deafening thun-
der and obhiterating the sound of the waterfall as it approached,
and an old-fashioned express rushed past at full speed on the

paallel track, roared, hooted, winked its tail lights, and vanished
into the distance ahead.

The conversation was resumed.
“Well, we're m for it. Now we'll never go.”
“Yes It won't be soon.™

“Wsan anmored express—must be Strelnikov.”
“Must be him.”

d bushels.”

“He's a wild beast when it comes to countertevalutionasies.”
"He's alter Galewev.”

“Who's that ™

“Tetman Galeiev. They say he's outside Yuriatin with a Czech
covenng force. 11e's seized the batbors, the pest, and he's hagg-
ing on. Hetman Galeiev” °
“Neverbeard of him ™
"Q: st may be Prince Calileiey. 1 can't
fame.

“Thete sren’t any such princes. M i Ky ('
e et y p fust be Al Kurban, You've

quite semember the
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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 ’I‘:‘ngunm:&
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,
g?;nﬁ)ﬂ kil 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 hke 2 lonatic. “Yowre not to start : 0
traw. I osder you in the name of the law not to mave til I've
caught my prisoners. And the commanding ?fﬁcer shouts bacgc:
‘I'm taking replacements up to the front, I'm ot wmmg’ or
yaur lousy crew. What an ideal’ Then they hoth went for ?\05-
toted. You, 2 syndicalist, an educated man, how conld you sit ﬁiy
and let a simple soldier, an ignorant child of nature, act.m
such a reckless manner! Aed you a populistl'* And Kostoled
gave them as good as be got. “That's interesting, he says. “The
prisoner has to look after his guard, does he? Well, really, the
day that happens the hens will start to erow, 1 was shaking you
as hord as | could “Yura! § cried, ‘get up, theres been an
eseape” But nothing doing. If a gun had gone off in your ear you
wouldn't have heard it. . . But ¥H tell you more later. . . .
Look! Father, Yura, ook, isn't the view supeshl”

Through the opemng in the windov they could see the coun-
try covered with spring floads as far as eye could reach, Some-
where a mver had overflow ed its banks and the water had come
nght up to the embank In the foresh A view from the
busk st loohed 23 if the am were actually gliding on the water,

Only here and there was its smoothness broken by streaks of
a smetallic blue, but over al the vest of its syrface the hot mom.
ing sun was chasing glassy patches of bight as smooth and oily
as melted butter that a cook brushes with 4 feather on a pie
cust

In this shoreless flood were suuk the shafts of the white
clouds, thewr pediments submerged together with the felds, the
hoffows, and the bushes.

And somewhere in the wmuddle of the flood there weas 2
I;anmv atrip of Jand with 4 row of doubled trane mntnn "
o 2y B

aen i

“Near the ssland. More to the w ht .
We'se fnghtened them ™ B, Damn, they've flown.
L hefroming dhest ite wbin B s 1 .4
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“Yes, I see them now,” said Yurii Andreievich. “I must have a
talk with you, Alexander Alexandrovich. Some other time. . . .
As for our labor conscripts and the women, good for them. And
I'm sure there wasn't any murder. They just broke free like
the water.”

24

The white northern night was ending. Everything could be seen
clearly—the mountain, the thicket, and the ravine—but seemed
unreal, as though made up.

The wood, which had several blossoming wild cherrics in it
was just coming into Jeaf. It grew under an overhanging cliff, o
a narrow ledge above another precipice.

The waterfall, though not far away, could be scen only from
the edge of the ravine beyond the thicket. Vasia was tired from
walking to see it, to experience the joy and terror of the specta-
cle.

The waterfall had no equal anywhere around, nothing that
could match it. This uniqueness endowed it with an awesome
quality; it was like a living and conscious creature, a local
dragon or winged serpent who levied tribute and preyed vpor
the countryside.

Halfway down, it broke on a sharp rock and divided in two
The top was almost motionless, but the two lower columns
weaved slightly from side to side as if the water were con
tinually slipping and righting itself, shaken but always recover:
mg.
%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 &
smooth circle around the wood, and settled on a pine close 10
where he lay. He looked up enchanted at its dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, ronshe:
Then he got up, picked up his sheepskin, flung it over.hlf
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companio?

“Come on, Auntie Polia. Goodness, how cold you are! I can
hear your teeth chattering. Well, what are you staring at, why
o vou so frichtencd? We've got to go, I'm telling you, we must
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o 2 village, They'll hide us, they won't harm their uwn.kmd.
;,'Ec:‘tc goon 1§ke ﬁxis)':ve'll due of starvation. We've }.md nathing tlu
cat for two days. Uncle Voronjuk must have raised a terrible
hullabaloo, they must all be out looking for us. ’We have to go,
Auntie, to put it plainly, we've got 1o run. I don't keow what to
do with you, Auntie, not a word out of you for two whole days.
You warry 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
Ogryzhova off the tram, you just caught her sideways, by ac-
exdent, 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
Usncle Prokhor, Prokhor Khantonovich, are sure to catch up
with us, well all be together again, The man thing is to stop
worrymg, then youll find your tongue again.”

Tiagunova got up, took Vasia’s hand, and said softly:
“All7ight, let’s go, lamb.”

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars climbed up the steep hill. Be-
low the bank there was a thicket, its top not quite reaching the
level of the track. Lower still were Belds. The floods had just
withdrawn and the grass was strewn with sand and pieces of
Aimbes 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 embankment was still almost as
bare at 1 winter N1 - - e like
drops of candle . ¢ with
\hf rest, somet - swwasatite, perhaps
dist or an Inflammation caustag them to swell, and the dis-
h;nmgu-, superfluity, and durt were the signs of life, which had
x‘:r::;; {;J ::: the most forward of the trees on fire with its greea

Here and there a birch stretched ftself ik i
e a2 mart;
by the barbs and 2rrows of its opening shoots, and ;rhg‘;ﬁr{i
smell by fust looking at §t, the smell of fts glistening resin, which
s wied for making vamish, § esin, whi
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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 wasn't 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 secmed
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, & Jocal
dragon or winged serpent who levied tribute and preyed upon
the countryside,

Halfway down, it broke on a sharp rock and divided in two.
The top was almost motionless, but the two lower columns
weaved slightly from side to side as if the water werc con-
tinually slipping and righting itself, shaken but always recover
ing,

%’asin had spread his sheepskin on the ground and was 1)'{ng
at the edge of the thicket. When it grew lighter, a large .blrd
with heavy wings flew down from the mountain, soared in 3
smooth circle around the wood, and scttled on a pine close 0
where he lay. He looked up enchanted at its dark blue throat
and gray-blue breast and whispered its Urals name, ronzha.
Then he got up, picked up his sheepskin, flung it 0\'01‘.}“5
shoulders, and crossed the clearing to speak to his companion

“Come on, Auntie Polia, Goodness, how cold you are! I can
hear your tecth chattering. Well, what are you staring at, why
are you 0 frightened? We've got to go, I'm telling you, we must
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e, They'll hide us, they won't harm their own‘hna-

%&": ;ov;‘tl\al%ke dﬁ?we’ll die of starvation. We've ?md “°n““$h§°
eat for two days. Uncle Voroniuk must have raised a 1errible
Fulfabaloo, they must all be out looking for us. 'We have ;:1 \go.
Auntie; to put 1t plainly, we've got to run. 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 5o
unhappy 2bont? Yt 35wt as 3f you'd meast to pu§\x Auntie Katia
Ogryzkova off the fmain, you yost canpht ker sideways, by ae-
adent, 1 saw you She picked hewself up off the grass—1 saw
her with my own eyes—and she got up and rap away. She and
Unele Prokhor, Prokhor Khazitonovich, are sure to catch up
wath us, we'l all be together again. The main thing is to stop
worrymg, then you'll find your tongue agam.”

Tragunova got up, took Vasia’s hand, and said softly:

*Al right, let's go, Jamb."

25

Their timbers creaking, the cars clunbed 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 Belds The foods had just
withdrawn and the grass was sttewn with sand and pieces of
timber The boards must have been washed down from some-
where higher up the hall where they had been stacked prepara-
tory to foating them dowpstream.

The young, wood below {he embanianent was st almost as
bare as 1n vnter. Only m the buds that spotted 1t all over ke
draps of condle grease there was something not in accord with
the rest, i ¢l

g sup , some d
dut ot an wflammation Causing

‘perhaps
them to swell, and the &P;
turbance, superfiwty, and dirt were the signs of lfe, which had
already set the most forw:

ard of the tr
ey ot ees on fire with 1ts green
Here and there a birch stretched ftself Ike 2 m ferced
hy t:;eb bashs ;m‘l“ arrows of 1ts opening shoots, and :;rgxr]g:\:c:ts
smell by yust looking ot 34, the smell of it pii i i
el o gm; % 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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months earlier. The wood smelled of damp and was heaped
with last year's leaves ke ap uaswept yoom where people
have been tearing up Jetters, bills, and receipts for yearf..
“Don’t go 5o fast, you™l tire yourself,” said the doctor, giving
4 slower and more even movement to the saw. “What about a
sest?”
“Fhe wood echoed to the hoarse ringing of other saws; some:

wYeomn mes Bom e aan

o e asrba sy Lagis Sigdll 10SE 10 WL SKY warpling hke
milk boiing up on a nursery aleahol stave.

“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
tome”

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 abwmrd to
ty ta define them i five rimutes in a sprng waod, Besides, we
know each other well. You and I and Tonia and many nthers
Ike us, we make wp our own world these days, the only differ-
ence between us 15 1 the degree of our awareness of it. But
that's net what I want to talk abont What I meant was that
perhaps we ought to 2gree m advance on how to behave under
cedain circumnstances, S0 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 T telt you, Do you remember that mght you brought me
the paper with the first government deerees tn the wintes, in

h ;Ynu n ber how unbelievabh g
they were? It was that singlemindedness that carri v
But such things retaln their original purity only ia &i ““f;:;:f,';
those who have conceived them, and then ouly on the day th
are Brst made public. Next day, the casuistry of oligy hey
twwmed thomn mside out, What can 1 say Poobes bas

to you? Their phi
ix alien ta me, their regine is hostle tous, 1 have :;: gﬁ?ﬁz
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if T consent to all this change. But I have been trusted, and roy
own actions, even if they were not freely chosen, put me under
a certain obligation.

“Tonia keeps asking if well arrive in time to plant ou
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 rebwld his fortune, but like everyone else and
in the same incredibly chaotic way we'll fritter it away and lend
a hand in the collective squandering of thousands for the sake
of earning a kopek’s worth of living. Not that I would tike
back the estate on the old terms, even if you showered me with
gold. That would be as foolish as to start running about naked
or trying to forget the alphabet. No, the age of private property
in Russia is over, and anyway, we Gromekos lost our acquisitihve
passion a generation ago.”

27

It was too hot and stuffy in the car to sleep. The doctor’s pillow
was soaked in sweat. Carefully, so as not to wake the others, ke
got down from his bunk and pushed open the car doors.

Sticky damp heat struck him in the face as if he had 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-
pressive now.”

It was a big station, possibly a junction. Besides .
the stillness, there was a feeling of emptiness, of neglect, as 1
the train had been lost and forgotten. It must be standing at the
farthest end of the station, and so great was the maze of tracks
separating it from the station buildings that if, at the other
end of the yard, the carth were to apen and swallow up the sta-
tion, no one in the train would have noticed it.

the mist and
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w0 faint sounds could be heasd in the Jistance. .

';L‘f;:um, ‘whese they had come from, there was a 'rhyﬂlmlc
splashing, as if clothes were being rinlsed or the wind were .

ing 2 heavy, damp flag against a pole.
ﬁag'gon% ahear;’y there gameg :n% even rumbling, which made the
dactor, who had been at the Front, prick up his ears. “Long-range
guns,” he decided after listening to the calmly echoing, low,
sustained note.

“Thats it, we're right at the front” He shook his head and
jomped down from the ear, He walked 2 fow steps forward.
Two cacs farther up, the train ended, the rest had been un-
coupled and had gone away with the eugwe.

“Sp that was why they were so keyed up yesterday,” the
doctor thoughts "They had a feeling they would be thrown in as
s00n as we arrived.”

He walked around the front car, meaning to cross the rails
and Jook for the main patt of the station, but 8 sentry with a
ofle sose 1n bis path.

“Where you going? Got a pass?”

“What is this station?”

“Never mind, Who ate you?”

“I am a doctor from Moscow My family and I axe passengers
on this tram Here are my papers.”

“To hell with your papers. Tm not such a fool as to try to
vead m the dark, Theres 2 mist—can’t you see? I don’t need any
papers to know what kind of doctor you are, Those axe more of
your doctors shooting twelve-inch guns at us. Put an end to you,
1 would, but 1¥'s too soon for that. Get back now, while you'xe,
still 1n one piece.”

“He's taking me for someone else,” thought Zhivago. Clearly,

it was w0 wse arguing, better follow s advice befy v: ;
late fle turned and walked the other way. o s e
The gunfire was now at bus back. There, behing b
3 3 4 Bim, was th
east, There the sun bad risen @ a drift of mist and wax ,
dully through floatin ol s s

hod 3 4 peerning
of steam at the bat}u{; shadows, bhe a naked ma thraugh cloud

Zhivago walled down the length of the traj
train and passed th
end car. His fees sank deeper ang a . passed th
T ceon e ] e Se€per and deeper infa soft sand.
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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 wx'!hmnything, They're politically conscious, its a m_xs-
fortune, God help us. They/d think nogxing of dofng away with

iy
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you So, if !hey say ‘Come along,” see you don't go. S3y you must
boss” RN ——

seeF:fn the fisherman Yurit Andreievich Yearnsd That the river
was the famous waterway, the Rynva, and-that the station by
the river served Razvihe, an industrial suburb of the town of
Yuristn He also learned that Yuriatin, which lay. a-couple of
mtles upstream, seemed now to bave been recapturcd from the
Whites, And that there had ‘been troubles m Razvilie and that
they too seemed to have been put down, the reason for the great
stillness all around being’ that the station area had been cleared
of civilians and strigtly 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 Strelukav, to
whom the two fentries had gone to report.

A third sentry now came from the direction in which the two
athess had gone, he was distinguished from them chiefly by the
fact that he pulled his rifie after Jum, the butt trailing on the
groung, ot proppéd it up in front of him-ike a tipsy friend whe
needed his support. Thus guard took the dactor to the commissac.

2

Sounds of Jaughter and movement came from one of the two
coupled parlor cars to which the guard, after giving the poss-
¢&vord to the sentry, took the doctos, but they ceased the moment
ho-twr men went in, )
“The guard led the doctor down & narrow passage to a wide
efhtral compartment It was a clean, comfortable room where
tgly, well-dressed people worked in complete silence. The doc-
u;{ h;:l hadas en{) dulferent 1dea of the background of Strelnikov,
the famous non-Party military expert who § 1
terror of the regjon. Y expert who was the pide and

But undoubtedly the real center of W actwities |

ay elsew]

%nfcr to ]:‘lne s;nﬂb}LlQ and to the field of mihmxyy:psc:;:;:’

his could only be his i is priv: )

oo e{s. personal suite, his private offce and
Henee the stilness, rather Lke that i

Boors and attendants in soft sh;perz e st bth with ok

b .
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The office was in the former dining car, carpeted and with
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; its
carriage had shpped and got stuck. The young officer 5t
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 Yuru Andreievich fecl better. These people.must
know his fate better than he did, it was hardly lkely that they
would be so unconcerned and so busy with trfles 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 much that they
have no sensibility left.”

To occupy himsclf, he stared across the room through
window opposite.

the
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2

He could see the edge of the tracks and higher up the bt the
station and the suburb of Razvilie.

Three flights of unpainted wooden steps led from the plat~
forms to the station building.

At the end of the tracks there was a large graveyard for old
enguves. Locometives wthost tenders, with smokestacks shaped
Like the tops of knee boots or ke beakers, stood smokestack to
smokestack amid piles of scrap.

The engine graveyard below and the human graveyard above,
the crumpled fron on the tracks and the rusty iron of the oofs
and shop signs of the suburb, composed a single pleture of
neglect aud age under the white sky scalded by the early mom-
ng beat,

Laving m Moscow, Yusit Andreevich had forgotten how many
shop sigps there stll were in other towns and how much of the
fagades they covered, Some of those he was seeing now were so
large that he could read them easily from where he stood, and
they came down so low over the crooked windows of the sagging
cue-story buildings that the squat lttle houses were almost
Iudden by them b the faces of village chuldren m therr fathers’
caps,

The mist had gone from the west, and now what remained
of ;‘t in the east stured, swayed, and parted bke the curtamn of
a stage.

And there, on a lull abave Razvihe and a mile or two beyoud
#, stood o large town, the size of a provincal capital. The sun
waried its colors and the dustance sunphfied its Yimes. 1t clung
to the summut of the hill in tiers, house by house and streer b
strect, with a big church in the middle on the top, as in a cheay
col_cz; pent of &A desert monastery or of Mount Athos ®

‘wetatin,” the doctor thought excitedly. ;
Tear about so often from An%xa Ivanuvnz a;l‘;hg;ur:v;j el to
pova How strange that 1 should see it 1 these crg rs;e Anh,-.

At that moment the attenton of the mi umsdmceﬂ
from the typewriter to something they could s;u{ was dwverted
other windows, and the doctor Tooke o avowad ¢ irom one of the

A group of prisoners was being taken under guard up the

ey
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The office was in the former dining car, carpeted and wb
several desks in it.

“One moment,” said a young officer whose desk was by the
door. He nodded absent-mindedly, dismissing the guard who
left, rattling his rifle butt on the metal strips nailed across the
floor of the passage. After this, everyone felt free to forget the
-doctor and paid no more attention to him.

From where he stood at the entrance he could see his papers
lying on a desk at the far end of the room. The desk was o
cupied by 2 man who was older than the rest and who Jooled
like an old-style colonel. He was an army statistician of some
sort. Mumbling to himself, he consulted refcrence books, studied
field maps, checked, compared, cut out, andepasted things i
After looking around at every window in‘the room he am
nounced: “Its going to be hot,” as though forced to this con-
clusion only by the examination of all the windows.

An army clectrician was crawling about on the floor mending
a broken wire. When he reached the desk by the door the young
officer got up to make room for him, At the next table a typist
in an army leather jacket was struggling with her typewriter; 1S
carriange had shpped and got stuck. The young officer st
over her and examined the cause of the mishap from above while
the electrician crawled in under her desk and examined it from
below. The old-style colonel got up and joined them, and afl
four busied themselves with the typewriter.

This made Yurii Andreievich fcel better. These people.must
know his fate better than he did, it was hardly lkely that they
would be so unconcerned and so busy with trifles in the presenc®
of a man whom they considered doomed. %

“And yet who knows?™ he reflected. “Why are they so untof
cerned? Guns are going off and people arc dying, and they
calmly prognosticate heat—nat the heat of the battle but of the
weather. Perhaps, after all, they have seen so much that they
have no sensibility left.”

To occupy himself, he stared across the room through
window opposite.

the
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might well be the talent of imitation. In those days everyone
matelled himself on someane else—they imitated heroes of his-
tory, ot the men who had struck their imagination by winning
fame in the fighting at the front or in the streets, or those who
had great prestige with the people, or fls or that comrade who
had won distinction, or simply one another.

Strelnfkov politely concealed any surprise or annoyance he may

have felt at the presence of a stanger. He addressed his stafl, ‘

treating him as if he belonged among them.

He said “Congratulations. We have driven them back, It all
seems more ke playing at war than serious business, because
they are as Russian as we are, only stuffed with nonsense—~they
won't give it up, S0 we have to beat it out of them, Thewr com-
mander was my friend His origin is even more proletarian than
mine, We grew up in the same house. He has done 2 great deal
for me in my hfe and 1 am deeply indebted to him. And here I
am rejoiting that we bave thrown them back beyond the rver
and perbaps even farther. Hurry up with that conmection, Gur-
1an, we necd the Yelephone, we can't possibly manage with only
messengers 4nd the telegraph, Have you noticed how hot it is?
1 managed to get in an hour's sleep, just the same. Oh, yes!” He
tusned to the doctor, 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. Fools!” He Javghed, and said
to Yuril Andrerevich:

"My apalogies, 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 I
just have a glance . . . Zhivago . . . Zhiwago . . Doctor Zhi.
vago . .P,.;\g?scmt\;] - - - How about going ta my place for a
moment? This 15 the secretariat, I’ i
won't keep you lang ™ " T f the et car This ey 1

30
Who, in fact, was Streladov?
That he should have reached and beld hic nacitam s —o



station steps. Among them was a boy in a school uniform whe
was wounded in the head. He had received first aid, but 2
trickle of blood seeped through the bandage and he ket
smudging it with his hand over his dark sweaty face. Walka
between two Red Army men at the tail of the procession, he 2t
tracted notice not only by his resolute air, his good looks, s
the pathos of so young a rebel's plight, but by the utter absud
ity of his own and his two companions’ gestures. They were d»
ing exactly the opposite of what they should have done.

He was still wearing his school cap. It slithered continuall
from his bandaged head, and instead of taking it off and camy-
ing it in his hand he rammed it back each time, disturbing the
bandage and the wound, and in this his two guards assisted hin
readily.

In this absurdity, so contrary to common sense, the doct
saw a profound symbol. He longed to rush out and address the
boy in words that were impatiently welling up inside him. He
longed to shout to him and to the people in the railway coach
that salvation lay not in loyalty to forms but in throwing them of.

He turned away. Strelmkov came in with long. vigorous
strides and stood 1n the middle of the room.

How was it possible that he, a doctor, with his countlest
acquaintances, had never until this day come across anything 50
definite as this man’s personality? How was it that they ha
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 fﬁ
head, his impetuous step, his long legs, his knee boots \\lnt'
may well have been muddy but looked polished, and his [Z”"
serge tunic which may have been ereased but looked as if ¥
were made of the best linen and had just been pressed. o

Such was the irresistible effect of his brilliance, his un:\ﬂct‘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 necessarily the gift of origin®*
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movementy
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wght welt be the talent of imitation. In those days everyove
modelled himself on someone elso—they imitated heroes l?f llns-
tory, or the mer who had struck their imagination by winning
fame in the Gghting at the front ot in the streets, or those who
had great prestige with the peaple, or this or that comrade who
had won distinction, or simply tee another,

Strelnshov pofitely concealed any surprisc or annoyance he may
have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his stalf,
treating him as if he belonged among there.

He said: "Congratulations. We have driven them back. It all
scems more Wke playing at war than serious business, because
they are as Ruswan 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 even more proletarian than
mine. We grew up ta the same house. He has done 2 great del
for me in my hfe and I am decply indebted to Lim. And here 1
am eejolang that we have thrown them back beyond the river
and perhaps even farther. Hurry up with that connection, Gur-
tam, we need the telephone, we ean’t posstbly manage with only
messengers and the Yelegraph Have you noticed how hot it is?
1 managed to get in an hour’s sleep, just the same. Oh, yest* Tle
tumed to the doctar, remembenng that he had been waked up
to deal with some nonsense 1 connection wath this man.

“This mani” Strelmkov thougit, JooMing Tam over sharply
“Nonsense! He's nothing bke him. Fools!® He Taughed, and said
to Yurlh Andeetevich:

“My apologees, comrade. They wistaok you for someane else
My sentnes got mived up. You ate free ta go Where are the
comsades wosh papers? Ab, hete are your doeuments, May 1
hv::;ahz'n:e a glnee . . Zhivago . . , Zhwago . . . Doctor Zhi.

Moscow .. How about gotag to my ph
wmoment? This 15 the secretariat, I'm ir% th ¢ o e 3

wor't keep you long.” e et car. This way, 1

80
Who, in fact, was Strelnikov?
That he should Bave Geacked ond Wodd 1r
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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 i
evitable, exact, perfect—his well-proportioned, handsomely f“
head, his impctuous step, his long legs, his knce boots \\Inc'
may well have been muddy but looked polished, and his gﬂ.‘l
serge tunic which may have been creased but looked as if ¥
were made of the best linen and had just been pressed. |

Such was the irresistible effect of his brilliance, his unaffectd
case, and his sense of being at home in any conceivable situation
on earth. od

He must certainly, Yurii Andreicvich thought, be pﬂ‘f“f‘
of a remarkable gift, but it was not necessarily the gift of origin
ity. This talent, which showed itself in his every movement
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swight well be the talent of imitation. In those days everyone
sodelled humself on someone else—they imitated herocs of his-
tory, or the men who had struck their imagination by witaing
face in the Bghting at the front oc in the steeets, ot those who
had great prestige with the peaple, or this or that comrade who
Yad won distiction, or simply one another,

Strelnikov politely concealed any surprise or annoyance he may

have felt at the presence of a stranger. He addressed his staff, ’

treating him as 1 be belonged among them.

He sud- “Congratulations. We have driven them back, It all
seems more bhe playing at war than senous business, ‘because
they are as Russian as we are, ooly stuffed with nonsense—they

wan't give 1t up, so we have to beat it out of them. Their com-
m:mde" atrne s - T .o -

mine *

for me , )

v ey oy W, And nere
am rejoicing that we have thrown them back beyond the river

and perbaps even farther. Husry up with that connection, Gur-
1an, we niced 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 howt’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 connection with this man.
x\'nm matg" Strelnikav thought, looking him over sharply
“Nonsense! He's nothing Itke him. " ia
Nopsense) He's not 4 Foolst” He laughed, and saig
“My apologies, comrade. They mistaok you for somesne else,

My sentries gat mixed up. You ate free to go. Where are the
comrade’s work papers? Ab, here are your documents. May 1
just have o glanee . ., Zhivago . , , Zhivago . . . Doctor Zhi-
;/:go . i?.'[l‘\b{zsm\‘; -« - How about going to my place for a
cment is the seeretaxiat, Ym & is 1w
won't keep you long.”  themest ar Thls way, I

30
Who, in fact, was Strelaskov?

That he should haveeached 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 wxr
had been taken prisoner, reported missing, belicved killed, aad
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 polticil
extremism his revolutionary fervor, equally unbridled, was re-
markable for jts genuineness. His fanaticism was not an imitatice
but was his own, a natural consequence of all his previous bfe.

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 plundcml 2
food convoy. He had also dealt with Stenka Razin soldiers, whe
had started an uprising in the town of Turkatui and gone over ¢
the Whites, and with the mutiny at Chirkin Us, where 2 loyal
commander had been killed.

In cach case, he had taken his enemics by surprise and ll}d
investigated, tricd, sentenced, and enforced his sentence with
specd, severity, and resolution.

He had brought the epidemic of desertions in this wh
region under control and had successfully reorganized the re-
cruiting bodies. As a result, conscription went ahead and the
Red Army reception centers were working overtime.

Finally, when the \WVhite pressure from the north
and the position became admittedly grave, Strelnilov was e
trusted with new responsibilities, military, strategic, and operd:
tional. His interventions produced immediate results.

Strelnihov (“the shooter™) knew that rumor had nichnamed
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 worket
who had been sent to prison for taking part in the revolution t"
1905. He did not participate in the revolutionary mm-cmcﬂl'“"
those years, first because he was too young, and at the university

hole

increased
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becanse young men who come from a poor background value
higher education more and work harder than the chuldren of
the rich. The Jerment among other students left him uninvolved.
e absorbed an immense amount of information and after taking
his degree in the humanities traiped 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 characteristic features, two passions: an unususl power of
clear and logieal reasoning, and a great moral purity and sense
of justice, he was ardent ¢nd 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 unkmown, 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 acheves greatness i hitle actions.

Filled with the loftiest aspirations from bis childhood, he had
Tooked upon the world as o vast arena where everyone competed
for perfection, keepmg serupulously to the rales, When he found
that this was not so, it chd not oecur to him that bis conception
of the warld order might have been oversimplified. He nursed
hus grrevance and with 1t the ambition to jedge between Iife
and the dark forces that distorted it, and to be Lie's champi
and avenger pion

Embittered by his di "

revolution. o

, he was anmed by the

a1
“Thivagn,” repeated Strelnikov whem th
room, “Zhivago . . Ay ey wese settled in his
o, g0 - Trade, Lthink. Or wpper chiee e, of
sttange,

. M Aedry il .
scunty.” 1 sudreh ot 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 voung men who come from a poor background value
‘}:zigh:eegium;gion more and work harder than the chi}dren of
the nch. The ferment amosg other students left him usinvelved.
He absorbed an immense amount of information and after taking
hus degree in the humanities trained himself later in science
and matheratios.

Exempted from the army, be enlisted voluntarlly, was com-
sssioned, sent 1o the front, and captared, 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 seasening, 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 insight that transcend
barren, logical deductions.

And if he were really to do good, he would have needed, io
edditson to his principles, a heart capable of violating them—a
heart which knows only of particular, not of general, cases, and
which achieres greatness in hittle actions.

Filled with the lofhest aspirations from his childhood, he had
Tooked upon the world as a 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 him that his conception
0f the world order might have been overmplified. He nursed
his gnevance and with it the ambition to judge between Life
and the dark forces that distorted it, 2nd to be lifes champion
and avenger

b

J di .
stered by his disapp
sevolution

be was wwed by the

31
“Zhivago” repested Strelnikov when th
ey were setiled i
n:fr: n’{h\z\zgﬂ - _ Trade, T think. Or upper Aaee ".3:1]12;
. txange.

o dw searen ol quiet, seclusion, and ob-

scunty.” ’
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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 arenl
related to him, by any chance? You don't happen to be his heir™

“Why the irony? Being his ‘heir” has nothing to do with 1t
Though it is true that my wife . . 7

“Ah, so you see! But if you're feeling nostalgic for the Whitss
I'm going to disappoint you. You're too late. We've cleared the
district.”

“You're still making fun of me?”

“And then, a doctor. An army medical officer. And we're 2t
war. That really is my business. You're a deserter. The Greens'
are also seeking refuge in the woods. Your reasons?” .

“I have been wounded twice and discharged as an in\'ali('~l

“Next you'll be handing me a refercnce from the Peeple’
Commissariat of Education or Health to prove that you ar¢ 2
Soviet citizen, a ‘sympathizer,’ ‘entircly loyal.” Thesc are apocy
lyptic times, my dear sir, this is the Last Judgment. This is 3
time for angels with flaming swords and winged beasts from the
abyss, not for sympathizers and loyal doctors. However, 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 w2
paired. Strelnikov picked up the receiver. ,

“Thanks, Gurian. Now be a good fellow and send smn!‘bod.“
along to sce Comrade Zhivago to his train, 1 don’t want an¥
more accidents, And give me the Razvilie Cheka Transpt
Dcp:utmcnt."

1 Greens: Anarchistic elements, cliefly peasants, who fought both Red
Whites,

§ 76

3 and
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When Zhivago had gone, Strelnikov telephoned the raflway
station.

“There’s a schoolboy they've brought in, Leeps pulling his cap
over his ears and be's got a bandaged head, it's disgraceful,
—That's right—~He's to have medical aid i he needs it—Cer-
tainly.—Yes, like the apple of your eye, you'll be responsible to
me personally~Food, too, if necessary. That's right. Now,
let's get down to business. . . . I'm stll talking, don’t cut me off.

Daum, there's somebody else on the Lne. Gurian! Gurfan!
They've cut me off.”

S 1
..... .. . . ting us,
stopped

. . . ) Then ke
Yooked out of the window toward the panorama of the horizon,

and searched for the part of Yuriatin where they had lived,
Suppose his wife and daughter were stll there! Couldn't be go to
them? Why not now, this very minute? Yes, but how could hep
They belonged to anather Life. First he must see this one through,
this new hfe, then he could go back to the one that had heen
ih;r:;ptcd. 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 Hll now had r d unbrok 1 that morn:
ing, that it had come to an end. Here began another temtory,
a different, provincial world, which had a center of gravty of
its own.

Here people were closer together than in the capitals. Ak
though the station area was cleared of civilians and xurmmld‘
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 of
people in the capitals,

“How do they cam their living?” the doctor swondered. VWhat
were their interests and their material resources, how did they
cope with the difficultics of the times, how did they evade the
laws?

All these questions were soon answered in the most vivid waf

]

Escorted by the sentry who dragged his rifle after him or used
it as a walking stick, the doctor went back to his carrfage. 1t was
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a sultry day. The hot sun beat down on the rails and the tot?fs
of the cars The black puddles of oul on the ground blazed with
ayellow shimmer, like gold Jeaf.

yThc sentry's rifle 'bu%t plowed a furrow in the sand. It clinked
against the tes. .

“The weather has settled,” he was saying. “Time for the spring
sowing~oats, wheat, mullet—it’s the best time. It's too early for
the buckwheat, though. Where I come from we sow the buck
wheat on the Feast of Akulina. I'm not from these paxts, [ come
from Mosshansk, in the Tambov government. Eh, Comrade Doc-
tor, if 1t wasa't for this here cvil war and this plague of a
counterrevolution, do y ou think I'd be wasting my time in stranga
parts at this season? The class war has nm between us like the

black eat of discord, and just lock at what it's doing,”

3
Hands stretched ont of the cartiage to help him up.
“Thanks, I can manage.”
Yury Andretevich hoisted himself 1nto the car, aud after re.

- e 17 she said. “Actually, we

“What do you mean, you knew?”

“Weknew ey erything ”

“How?"

“The sentrics told u
As it 15, Father and |
he's fast asleep, you
the exatement. Th

s. How cauld we have stood jt otherwise?

nearly went out of our minds, There he is,

can't wake hlxm, sleeping bke 2 log after all

tre are several new passengers, Y11 intr

*0u 1 a moment, but listen to what evcrybogy's talhl:" (;ilz:fxe;

-—lhcz are all congratulating you on your Iucky escape, He:

he 1s.l sh? sa;t; suddenly, turming and ‘introdycine herplfl;sb&tis

over hier shoulder ta ane of the new as: 0

m }S\ lhs crond at the back, of the frc?g\\ii%ﬁs bo vas heomed
HMEvIatov,” the stranger jntrod, i ising hi

hat over other people’s hbcads andux:i?s?\fi'sm?mg s st

through the press of bodies. § 1 way forwarg
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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 territery,
a different, provincial world, which had a center of gravity of
its own.

Here people were closer together than in the capitals. Al
though the station area was cleared of civilians and surrounded
by Red Army units, passengers for the local trains m:m:\gﬂ_l i
some unaccountable way to get to the tracks, to “infilrate, L
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, an
they exchanged greetings as they passed. Their speech and dress,
their food and manners, were all a little different from those ©
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 difficulties of the times, how did they cvade 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
o5y N
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4

Antonina Alevandrovna was right. Cars were coupled and un-
coupled, and the train was shifted endlessly from one congested
lige to another where other trains blocked its way into the open
country, :

The town lay in the distance partly hidden by the volling
countryside Only now and then did its roofs, the chumneys of
its factories, and the crosses on its belfries emesge above the
horizon, One of fts 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 on the foor of the freaght car,
their legs danghing over the side. Samdeviatav kept pointing into
the distance and explaining what they saw to Yurii Andreievich,
Every now and then the tran would jerk noisily and drown
fus voice, and he would lean acvoss bringing his mouth close to
the doctor’s car and repeat what he had said, shouting himself
hoarse.

“That's 2 movie house, the ‘Giant,’ they've set on fire. The
cadets were holding it, though they'd surrendered earlier. Other-
wise, the fighting isu’t over yet. You see those black dots on the
beliry? Those are our people, sruping at the Czechs.”

“1 can't see a thung, How can you see them at such a distance?”

“That's the artisans’ quarter, Khokhriki, buraing over there.
Kholodelevo, the shopping center, is farther an. Im interested
because our ian Is there, Luckily, its only a small fire, it haswt
spread So far the center has remawned mntact”

“What did you say? 1 ean’t hear you.”

“% smid the center, the center of the tawn—the cathedral, the
“}“;W’ o Our name, Samdeviatov, is a garbled Russian form
L‘v) m::‘r;m onata. We're supposed to be descended from the

T sull can't hear.”

1 sad Samdeviatov Is a form N
a hranch of the Demidov fam?ltysalxllzen ;x:“antcoej:hle)y s:xz v',e are
Donato. But it may be just o (:m(&v Yegend, Thi emidov Sa}z
called Spirka’ : ¥ iegend. ‘Yhis place here is

pirka’s Dell 1s full of summer houses and
parks Strange name, iso't it?™ 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 b¥
the way, if you don’t mind my saying so, Anfim Eﬂmm'ivch. your
name is a real tongue-twister!—So, histen, Yurochka, weve been
terribly Jucky. We can’t change at Yuriatin—part of the town ‘ii
on fire and the bridge has been blown up, you can't get through.
Our train will be switched to another hne, and that line happeas
to be just the one we need to get to Torfianaia. Isn't it wonder-
fall We don’t have to change and lug all our stuff from one ‘“{i
tion to another. On the other hand, well be shunted ll.}rk nr‘)‘
forth for hours before we really start off. Anfim Efimavich tok

me gll that.”
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Marsism i too npcestain of its ground to be a science Sciences
are more balanced, more objective. [ dont know a movement
more self-ceptered and further removed from the facts than
Marsis, Everyone is wostied only about proving himself in
practical matters, and as for the men in power, they are so
anxious to establih the myth of their infalhibility that they do
their utmost to igaore the truth. Politics doesa’t appeal to me.
T don't hke people who don't care about the truth ”

Samdeviatov took the doctor's words for the fooling of a witty
eccentric He Ystened with a smile, and did not contradict him,

The train was stll bemg shunted, Every Bme it reached the
"50" signal, an elderly woman with a mik can tied to her belt,
who was on duty at the switch, shufted her knitting, bent down,
and moved the lever, sending the tran back. As it slowly rolled
away she sat up and shook her fist at it.

Samdeviatov took this p ity “Why does she do that?”
he wondered. “Her face is familiar. Can it be Tuntseva? No, I
dorlt think it ean be Clasha. She looks too old. Anyway, what
has she got against me? I suppose, what with Mother Russia in
the throes of her upheavals and the ralways in a muddle, the
poor old thing is haviag a bad time, 50 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 apen;
but as the fourteenth car sped by she stuck her tongue out at the

two men chatting on the floor, who had got on he;
s T nerves
sgain Samdeviatov wondered. § Onee

S
W 5 .
r,.\".,\:‘..l}u‘c_?:“khm. of the burning town, the ronnd ~t 5.2

8 g UK W our seats I have to
station is the one after the next

£t off soon and your
“I'suppose you know

Be careful "t miss it~
allthis areq very \\'el??'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 He
her grandfather. Everyone here remembers him.”

There were round red oil tanks in the ficld, and large aﬂ\f\:'
tisements an wooden billboards. One of them caught the doctets
eye twice It bore the inscriptions “Moreau & Vetclnhin Me

} }seeders. Threshing machines.”

“That was a good Gsm. Their agncultural machinery was first-
rate.”

“I ean’t hear. What did you say?”

“A good firm, I said. Can you hear? A good firm They made

gricultural hinery. It was 2 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 ™™

“Yow sownd as i pou weve provd o837

“Of my father being shrewd? Of cousse Fam.”

“But what about your soclalism?”

“Good Lerd, what has that got to do with it? Why on c.lr!?;
should & man, because ke fs a Mardst, be a drivelling fset?
Marxism is a positive science, n theory of reality, 1 philosophy
of history.”

~Marxism 2 sclence? Well, s taking a sisk, to say the lesit
to argue about thiat with a tnan one hardly knows. Howerer—
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“Of course it Is, But if's historically inevitable, ft has to be gone
through.”

“Why is it inevitable?” ‘

*Are you a baby, or are you just pretending? Have you dropped
Srom the moon? Gluttons and parasites sat on the bfads of
the starving workess and drove them to death, and yon imagine
things could stay bke that? Not to mention all the ather forms
of outrage and tyranny. Dor't you understand the rightness of
the people’s anger, of their desire for justice, for truth? Or do you
think a radical change was possible through the Duma, by
pacliamentary methods, and that we can do without dictator-
ship?™

‘RVe are talking at cross-purposes, and even if we argued for a
hupdred years we'd never see eye to eye. T used to be very
revolutionary, but now I think that nothing can be gained by
brute force, Peaple must be drawn to good by goodness. But
let’s drop the subfect, To return to Mikulitsyn—if that’s what is
 stove fon us, then why ave e gotng? We dhuld tom back.”

“Nonsense To begin with, Mikulrtsyn is not the pnly pebble on
the heach, And sccond, Mikubitsyn is Jand to excess, almost
criminally kind, He'll make a fuss and vefnse and yesist, 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, He W:%s
dcbpoﬂ!'d and put u_m!cr pohice supervision. He came here, got a
l: &3 manager at Krueger's, and married. There were four sisters
:\m in :hcse Uays—one mere thar in Chekhov's ohthe Tunt
ne Neemn” [N )
AR v o * 1 the young
- 5" s s 4 s, Hos fool of . ]
x\m i;ccdqm, gave him the nnysus) nzm: ﬁb&g&: ;‘fb:nm‘
vka, for short—grew Up & bit wild but he bad nl] sorts :7
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“Like my own back yard. Up to a hundred-mile radivs. w4
lawyer, you know. Twenty years of practice, I'm always traveliag
about on business.”

“Even now?”

“Certainly.”

“But what kind of business can there be, these days?”

“Anything you please. Old unfinished deals, business oper
tions, Lreaches 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 ate
asked to do all sorts of things, sometimes mutually exclusive
There’s the nationalization of all enterprises, but the ‘municipal
soviet needs fuel, and the Provincial Economic Council wants
transportation. And everyone wants to live. This is a transitiona!
period, when there is still a gap between theory and practice. Al
a time like this you need shrewd, resourceful people like m).tt‘lﬂ
Blessed is the man who doesn't see too much. Also an occasio
punch on the jaw doesn’t come amiss, as my father used to 3y
Half the province depends on me for its Jivelhood Il be drop-
ping in at Varykino about timber one of these days. Not just 3¢t
though. You can’t get there except by lorse, and my horse is lame.
Otherwise you wouldn't catch me Jolting along on this pile of
scrap. Look at the way it crawls. Calls itself a tran! I 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 8¢

“More or less 1 have an idea. Man's etemnal fonging to g0 b-"‘f
to the land. The dream of living by the sweat of your brow.

*“What's wrong with #? You sound disapproving ™

“It’s nasve and idyllie, but why not? Good luck to you. Only !
don’t believe 1n st. It’s utopian. Arts and craftsy!”

“How do you think Mdwhtsyn will receive us?”

“He won't Iet you in, he'll drive you out with a broomstick, 2
he'll be quite right! He's in a fine pickle as at 5. 1dle factorics,
workers gone, no means of livelihood, no food, and then you
turn up 1 he murders you, I won't blame him!” "

“There you are. You are a Bolshevik, and yet you yoursclf do
deny that what's going on isn't Lfe—it’s madness, an absur

nightmare.”

and
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Ot course it Is. But it's historically inevitable. It has to be gone

ough”

"Why is it inevitable?” .

“Are you o baby, or are you just pretending? Have you dropped
from the moen? Cluttons and parasites sat on the backs‘oi
tho starving workess and drove them to death, and you imagine
things could stay like that? Not o mention all the other forms
of outrage and tyranay. Don't you understand the rightness of
the people’s anger, of their desire for justice, for truth? Or do you
think o sadical change wos possible through the Duma, by
pardiamentary methods, and that we con do without dictator-
ship?”

“I:\'e ase tallang at cross-purposes, 2ad even if we argued for a
tundred years we'd never see eye to eye. L used to be very
revolutionary, but now I think that nothing cam be gaived by
brute foree. People must be drawn to good by goodness. Bur
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 begun with, Mikubtsyn s not the ooty pebble on
the beach, And sccond, Mikebtsyn is kind to excess, almost
criminally kind, Hell make a fuss and refuse and resist, and then
hell refent. He'll give you the shirt off his back ood share his

fast crust of bread with you.” And Samdeviatov told Yurii Apdre-
1evich Mikulitsyn's story.

&
armved here twenty-five years ago
He had been a student at the chhgologicagl ‘f;mf:f;ﬁ:’:i
dcbporlcd and put undes pobice supervision. He came here, et n
gx 43 manager at Keveger's, and married. There were foux’sist s
ese ia those days—one morz than in Chekhov's play—the 'y -
sevas, Agnppina, Avdotia, Glafira, and 2. l\){i ihy y y o
e were after them. Mikulitsyn married the eldest, g
,hx:}i(:rf..)f?g they h:§ a son. His fool of a facto.

ikl

-
LI et . *

2t w305t of
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unusual talents. When the war came he was fifteen. He faled
the date on his birth certificate and made off to the front as s
volunteer. His mother, a sickly woman, couldn’t stand the shod.
She took to her bed and didn't get up again. She died the yeur
before last, just before the revolution.

“At the end of the war Liberius came back as a lieutenant
hero with three medals, and of course he was a thoroughly in-
doctrinated Bolshevik delegate from the front. Have you heard
about the ‘Forest Brotherhood’?”

“No, I'm afraid not.”

“In that case there’s no sense in telling you the story, half the
point would be lost. And there isn't any point in your staring out
of the window at the highway either. What's so remarkable about
the highways these days? The partisans. And what are the px
tisans? They are the backbone of the revolutionary anmy 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 1
fused to obey the old authoritics. The partisan army was bor
of the union of the two. Most of them are middle peasants, but
you find all sorts of people—poor peasants, unfrocked mo_nby
sons of kulaks up in arms against their fathers, There are ide-
ological anarchists, poor people with no political affiliation, an
high-school boys expelled for precacious skirt chasing. And then
there are German and Austrian prisoners of war lured by th.c
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 commanded by Comrade Forester, and
Comrade Forester is Livka, Liberius Averkicvich, the son of
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 Fro-
Klovna, went straight from schoo! 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 lhi
ingénue, the little foolish girl, the pure field lily. The momen
she sees you, she puts you through an exam; “When was Sll\‘ﬂm_"
e  the sanditions of eauality of triangles” And if
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the can trip you, she’s averjoyed. But you'll see for yoursell in
* (%}e‘:ﬁ.mm has his own pecuharities. ?Ie was going to bea
sailor. He studied marive engueenng. He's cle.an'sh.\v’eu. n?v‘evs
takes his pipe out of his mauth, talks through his tcf:th in ads :ﬂ 41
friendly vorce, has the pipe smaker's jutbog \o:vet jaw, au A
gray eyes. Oh, snd a detl 1 almost forgot—he’s a Social Revalu-
tonary and was elected vegional deputy to the Coostituent
Assernbly”

“That s swrely very important{ So father and son are at swords’
points? Political enemies?” . )

“In theory, of course they are. But in practice the .FDIES!
doesu't make war against Varykino, However, to goon with 1‘1“’
story, The three ining T Mikulitsyn's sistt
by his first mamage~live in Yuriatin to this day, all copfirmed
spinsters—but times have changed and so bave the girls.

“The o\dest, Avdota, §s bbrarian ot the publie Nbrary, Dark,
pretty, desperately shy, blushes scarlet at the slightest provoca-
tiom. She has o ternble time at the Uibrary. It as quiet as the
tomb, and the poor girl has a chronic cold—gets sneezing fits
and Jooks as f she'd hke to drop through the foor. Al nerves.

“The nest one, Glafira Severnovng, is the familys blessing,
Ternhie dsive, a wonderful worker, doesn’t mind what she does.
Liks, Comrade Forester, is supposed to take after her. One day
&he's o seamstress or she's working in a stocking factory, then
before you know where you are she's turned herselt into a Rair-
dresser. You saw the woman 2t the switeh, who shook her fist at
us® Bless me, T thought, 1 it isn't Glafira gone to work on the rail-
Wy But ¥ dont think £ was Glafisa, she looked too old.

“And then there’s the youngest, Simushka, She's their cross,
she pives them no end of trouble. She's an educated gizd, well
read used to go dn for poetry and philosophy. But since the
revolution, what with a1l the general uplift, speeches, demonstra-
Aioms, she's become a bit touchied in the head, she's got rehigions
manix The sisters Jock her up when they go to work, but she gets
ont of the window and off she goes down the street, collectng
cronds, preaching the Secand Coming and the end of the world,
Well, it s‘\imc 1 stopped talling, we're nearly there. This &s wy
station Yours fs nest. 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 as 2
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 &
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 repatiation. 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 ¢
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, Nawe by nature,
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 Suvorov

bom? Enumerate the conditions of equality of triangles.” And i
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i 1t had ot yet relapsed into savagery, as at the capi\a.\s.
m';'llxicstlabon nesﬂe)d ina g‘uch wool, When the trawn drew in,
fhe cars wese plunged into darkness. Now the shadows of the
seancely stirring, trees moved lightly over their hands and faces,
aver the ground and the station walls and roofs, and over the
platform with fts clean, damp, yellow sand. 1t was coo} in the
grove, and the singiog of the birds fn & had an equally cfm\
sound. Candid sod pure as umocence, it plerced and carried
through the wood fram end to end. Two roads ent through the
frovo~the radraad and a conntry road—and both were shaded
by branches, which swayed bhe long sleeves.

Suddenty Antonina Alevandsovaa’s eyes and ears opened. She
became aware of everythung at once—the ringing bird calls, the
pure woodland solitude, and the fowing, vnruffled stidiness. She
had prepared « speech in her mind: “I conldn’t believe that we
would really get heze safely. Your Strelnikov, you know, could
quite easily have made a display of magnanimity, and thes sent
a telegram telhog them to arrest all of vs as soon a5 we got off
the train, I don't beheve in their noble sentiments, my dear, it's
all a sham " But quite dulferent words broke from her at sight of
the enchanting seene before her. “How lovely!” she eried out
She could not say any more. Tears choked her, and she began to

w

At the sourd of her crying a Lttle old man in a stationmaster’s

uotform came out and shuflied acsoss to them. Tanehing fhn ~--T.
POT -

“it's nothung, Thm:k you. Shel be all sight § >
Alexander Alexandrovch, PR g moment said
“Its the ansiety and the warry of the joummey th it, 3

v .
well known And then this African heat,swhxdxyis s: ::Zsi::'t;:'s
latitude. Not to mention the events in Yuriatin™ *

:;\'c sax the fs¢ from the train as we went by.”

You're from Central Russia, if {3 e
“From the very heart of it” T e
“From Moscow! Little wonder, then,

that ’
upset. They say there ten't a stone left stand&;'hd)’s nierves axe
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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 Torfianaia
station counting her family and her luggage over and over to
make sure that nothing had been left on the train. The welk-
trodden sand of the platform was frm under her feet, but the
anxiety lest they miss the station remained with her and the
clatter of the whecls was still in her ears although the train was
standing motionless before her eyes. This prevented her from
seeing, hearing, or thinking properly.

Passengers who were continuing their journey were ca.lling.oll‘
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
ficlds 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 o1
one of the benches.

They were struck by the silence, emptiness, and tidiness ?f‘the
station. It seemed strange not to be surrounded by a m:lllrjg.
cursing mob. History had not caught up with this remote provia:
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8

orse was o white Tare that had recently foaled, :\ni} helr
E:e‘: wios 2 lop-erved old man with dishevelled white h:m-.vl?or
some reason everything about him was white: his new buc‘h-
bark shoes had not had time to grow dark, and his Yinen shint
and troustrs had faded with age. .

The foal, 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 Bides 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 houss
of the clear day Lngered generausly, ¢s thaugh eager ta pralong,
its splendor.

Their way led sometimes through woods and sometimes across
open fields, Driving through the forests, each tume they were
jolted violently when the cart wheel hit a root; they scowled,
hunched their shoulders, and pressed close to each other, Every
time they tame out into the open, where the space seemed
exuberantly to toss sts cap into the awr, they sat vp straight and
more comfortably, and breathed sighs of relief.

It was hally country. The hills, as always, had their own ex-
pression They rose huge and dark in the distance, Ike proud
shadows, sitently scrutimzing the travellers A comfortingly rosy
light folfowed them across the Selds, soothing them and giving
them hope.

hT’ncy Uked and they marvelled at everything. mast of 20l at
' P . reech
" die-
d o e with of his own i i
Whene et the foal b,

£80d behind, the mare stopped and x\:mtcd.
vp with her In graceful, wavelke bownds
n;ul then, \;] alking up 113 the cact clumsily on its Jong Tegs set 00
close together, 1t would stretch its Jona neck its &

head \mt;\n the shaft to nurse, 8 neck and push s ey
, 'itut‘l dx{n‘kA understand,” Antonina Aleraad

The foal would cateh
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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 I please give them every possible assistance. So
that’s who you are, am I right?”

“No, Dr. Zhivago is my son-in-law, there he is. I'm a profesor
of agronomy and my name is Gromeko.”

“Pardon me. My mistake. I am very glad to make your
acquaintance.”

“So you know Samdeviatov?”

“Who doesn’t know him, the wonder-worker! I don’t know
what we would have done without him—we'd have all been dead
long ago. Give them every possible assistance, he said. Very g°?d‘
I said. I promised I would. So if you need a horse or anythiog
.« « ? Where are you bound for?”

“We want to get to Varykino. Is it far from here?”

“Varykino! That’s why I've kept wondering whom your daugh'
ter eminds me of! So it’s Varykino you want! That esphi
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 l! see
about a cart—Donat! Donat! Take these things into the waiting
room for the time being. And how about a horse? Run over to the
tearoom and see what can be done. Bacchus was hanging arout
here this morning. See if he's still there. Tell them four passengers
for Varykino. They're new arrivals, They've got hardly any Iug
gage, tell them. And make it snappy. And now, lady, may I gv¢
you a piece of fatherly advice? I purposcly didn't ask you ho?
closely you were related to Ivan Emestovich. Be very carch
what you say abaut it. You can't talk too much with everyon¢
in times like these.”

At the mention of Bacchus the travellers looked at each other
in t. They r bered Anna Ivanovna’s tales about
the fabulous blacksmith who had made himsclf an indestructible
set of iron guts and the many other local legends she had tol

them.
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All st once he turned and Jooked Antonina Alexandrovna

aight in the eye. .

w"ﬁ% yeu :ea'\:\j; ihiok, young, woman, that 1 dido’t know who
yau were? You'se simyle-minded. Ltle mnther,' that 1 can see.
May I fall dead 5 ¥ didnt recogaize youl Certau_ﬂ;f H rgmgmzed
youl Couldwt believe my eyes—you're the lving image of
Grigov.” {This was his version of Krueger's pame.) “You W(.)u\«\n't
ke fus granddaughter, would you? Who could tell 2 Grigov #
sotmel T've spent my Jife working for hitn, Did every Kod of job
Sor Him—worked in the mines a5 a woodma, and at the winch
above ground, and in the stables~Geeup, get a move on}
Stopped again, ke she had 2o legs} Angels in Chipa} Car't you
hear 'm tatkang to you?

“Well now, you were asking if Tm thot same Blacksmith
Bacchus. What a simpleton you are, little mother, such big eyes
and 3 Jady, but a fool. Your Bacchus—he was called P Zov,
Postanogoy Iron-Belly—De went Yo Yis grave mote than hity
years ago, But my name is Mekhonoshin. Our Christian names
are the same but our surmames are different”

Little by little, the old man told them in his owe words what
they had already beard from Samdeviatov about the Mikuljtsy
He called them Mikulich and Mikulichna. He spoke of the latter
as the manager's second wife and of his frst wife as an “angel,”
2 “white cherub.” When he came to the partisan leader, Liberius,
ond feasned that Ws fame biad sot yet reached Moscow and that
\l‘fh Forest Brothethood was unknown there, he could ‘thardly

chene it

“They haven't heard? They haven’t heard of Comrade Fosester?

Anzels in China, then what has Moscow got ears for?”
Lening

was comlng on. Their shadows, growing lon
longer, ran ahead of them. They were dﬁ\;g\'rng th%cug&%e; ?12:
eeless otk Here and there, in Jonely clisters, stood tall
stringy stafks of goosefoot, of willow herd and tiistle tipped with
faweriog tults Thewr ghostlike vontours, widely spaced on th
Tallteps, Yoomed bhe guards keeping watch over the plaio, ¢
Far shead of them, the phain abutted a all casge o8 ikl Tho
:?;?1:?:? :)z:; r‘t:i Ixxllc awall, l\;;yond which there was ;x.exhaps;
5 was 38 though v 2
enclosed by u vampart, and the mdgu :r}:: 1:?511;30%@‘;‘&%
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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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den says of the setting sup, and the gnats that swarmed
,und Elena Prokovna and settled oo her tace and neck

The silence was finally broken by Mikulitsyn “I dow't under-
wd. T don't understand a thing and 1 never will. What do you
aok this is? The south, where the Whites are, and plenty of
read? Why &id you pick on us? What on earth has brought you
ero—here, of all places?”

“Has it occurred to you, | wonder, what a responsibility this
; for Averkdi Stenapovich?”

“Don't interrupt, Lenochka. Yes, she's quite right. Dd you
top to think what 2 burden you would be mmposing on us?”

“But beavens above} You misunderstand s, There is no ques-
tion of intruding on you, of upsetting your peaceful esistence,
Al we want is o very small thing, a corner tn any old empty,
tumble-down bwlding and a strip of land that happens to be go-
Ing to waste because nobody wants it, so that we can grow
svegetables. And a cortload of firewood from the forest when
there's no one to see us take 1t Is this really asking so much, is
it suth o 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 anyene else?™

“Because we've heard of you and we hoped that you'd have
heard of s w0 that we would not be coming to complete
strangers,
h(;\[}hé 5{“[\:’ because of Km‘igeﬂ Because you are related to

! Bul W A Yo even bring i
thing at a tume hkc}ihis?' g yourselves to adolt such 2

“1 wonder, do you understand? Precisel fou
1o Krueger you should have Y s youte teated

pared us the pleasure of your
acquantance
Lenochha, don't meddle. My wife is o ely ri;
e you lated. tbsolutely right, Premsely

Yuri Andrerevich had had na time fatov’
portrast with the origmal. During, the :i:::&aﬁtsni‘m;ew; et
fargot Samdeviatev’s desenption. Later, after things b de ca;) e
down, e was steek b5 the Ahenoss ang the ag mxa fmcd
portrait However, Apfim Efimovich’s charactetbi.’a\'ess peld
manager was lete. Yuni Andrefevich Yemented e

pp d it later,
L
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A long, one-story white house emerged at the top of the ridge.

“See the lookout up on the hill?” said Bacchus. “That's where
your Mikulich and Mikulichna live. And down below there’s a
gully, Shutma its called.”

Two rifle shots rang out from the hills, followed by rollng
echoes.

“What's that? It wouldn't be partisans shooting at us, would it,
little grandfather?”

“Bless you, no! Partisans] That's Stepanych scaring the wohes
away in the Shutma.”

9

Their first meeting with the Mikulitsyns took place in the yard of
the manager’s house. It was a painful scene that began in silence
and became noisily confused.

Elena Proklovna was coming home across the yard from a walk
in the woods. The rays of the setting sun, as golden as her golden
hair, trafled behind her from tree to tree through the wood. She
wore a light summer dress. She was hot from her walk and was
wiping her face with her handkerchicf, Her straw hat hung at her
back from an elastic around her bare throat.

Her husband was coming to meet her from the ravine; he had
just climbed up from it with his gun, which he meant to ‘dff“
because he had noticed that there was something wrong with it

Suddenly, into this peaceful sctting Bacchus rolled up Smnfﬂ}'
with a loud clatter of cart wheels over the cobbles, bringing his
surprise.

The passengers got out, and Alexander Alevandrovich, hem-
ming and hawing and taking off and putting on his hat, began
to explain. 5

Their hosts were struck dumb with amazement. Their geount
speechlessuess lasted for several minutes; so did the sincere ﬂn«
appalled confusion of their miserable guests, who were hnm{&:,
with shame. The situation could not have been phiner, whatever
might have been said, not only to those directly involved but nb‘:
to Sashenka, Niusha, and Bacchus. Their painful embarrassmen
scemed to communicate itself even to the mare, the foal, the



ARRIVAL Pt

“Oh, come! Be sensiblz.d\vlm‘s the matter with youl”

ittle Yater he selented,

é\‘}"g\, &me fsolt any point in squabbling fo the yard: We fcan
o toside, Net, of course, {hat I can see any go?d comivg o x(t,
Tt “we see 2 in o glass darkly) 8L, we aven’t Tanizarics, we
asex't heathens, we won't drve you out into the forest to be
eaten by bears. 1 think, Lesochka, we'd better put Yoem in the
palm 100m for the woment, next ta the stady. Well seo latex
where they can settle down, we might ind them some place in
the park. Do come ioside, Bring theis things in, Bacchus, give
the guests 8 hand”

Bacchus did as he was told, muttering: “Mother of Godl

They've got no more stuff than pilgrims! Nothiog but litfle
‘bundles, pot a single truak”

10

“The night was cold, They washed, and the women got the room
ready for the wight, Sashenka, 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
suceess, 10 ofie took any vatice of him, He was disappointed that
the black foal hiad not been braught into the house, and when he
way told sharply to be quiet be burst into tears, afsaid that he
might be sent back to the bsby shop where, he believed, his
pasents had bought him, His fear way genuine, and he wanted to
share it with everyone around him, but his charming absurdities
on this occasion failed to produce the usua) effect. 11 at ease in
2 strange bouse, the grewnups seemed to him to be in mare than
el wsuat hurry as they

went about silently b .
tasks Sashenka wiee <T ¢ 1o ! ly bsorbed in their
eat and put to by L

vas made to
Ustiata, the Mk«

L . was asleep,
- ) “oam to gt
‘:1‘ supper !and xg::‘:led ber nto the secrets of the hcus:hg&;iv;
ntonina Alexandrovna and the v i it
ity e wen weve Invited to tea with
Alexander Alexandrovich and Yurli Andred
on the veranda for & breath of air,

h Grst went out
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Averkii Stepanovich pronounced the sound ! in the Pobsh
manner, like a w. He actually never was separated from his pipe,
which was an integral part of his face and which contributed to
his style of speech, because he composed his words end idess
while relighting it and making it draw.

He had regular features. He tossed his hair back and tock
great strides, planting his feet squarely on the ground. In sume
mer he wore a Russian shirt tied with a silk tasselled cord. He
was the kind of man who, in the old days, might have becoxe
a pirate on the Volga. In more recent times such people havt
created the type of the eternal student, the dreamer tumed
schoolmaster.

Mikulitsyn had devoted his youth to the movement for eman-
cipation, to the revolution, and his only fear had been that e
would not live to see it or that when it came it would be to
moderate, not bloody enough for him. Now it had come, st
passing his wildest dreams, but he, the born and faithful char
pion of the proletariat who had been among the first to set 1P
a Factory Committee in the Sviatogor Bogatyr, and to hand the
place over to the workers, had been left high and dry; instead
of being in the thick of things, he was in a remote village from
which the workers—some of whom were Mensheviks—had fed!
And now what was this ridiculous nonsense on top of c\'cr)ﬁﬁ“.s?
These uninvited remnants of Krucger's family seemed to him
fatc’s crowning joke, a deliberate trick, which was more 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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On their way to the dining room, where their hosts and An-
tonina Alesandrovne were having tea at the round table under
the hanging lamp, they went through Mikulitsyn's dark study,.

It had ar encrmeus window the leugth 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 pain 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 great 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 spaciausness of the well-furnished
room, and it was the first thing he spoke of to his hosts as he
entered the dinng room.

“What a wonderful nlaca van havel Whas o eaton 322 o0 1
must be a perfect pl

"A glass or a cup? * .

“Yurochka, do look at thus. It's a stereoscape, Averkii Stepano-
vich's son made it when he was a child "

“He sll haswt Grown up and setled down, oven though he
has eaptured district after dustrict for the Soviets from FKomuch.”

“What's Komuch?™

“Is the army of the Siberian Covernment, its fighting to e-
store the Constituent Assembly

"We've been hearing praise of yous son all day long. You must
be very proud of him ~

“Those i

¥
work too, and he tool

photographs of the Urals—~th

h them with a homemade camera
“Wonderful cookics! Are they made with saccharin?”
Tood gracious, not Where wou

dd we get s in i
wilderness? It's honest 1o God su 8 ocharn Ip our

y are his

Tgas in yous tea®” ges- Didst you see me putting
“Of cousse it is! T was looh .
tea, isat it ookmg at the photographs. And it's real

“Centatnly! It's jasmine toa.”
“How on earth do you A
“We have & sort of magiclan. A {ri
" N end of ours, He" §
Egute of the new 3ont, ¥ ery Yeltawing, He's the Of!sicil:lexsc;g:: ::Ac
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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 ¢
Hower beds must have been well manured; I imagine it might
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 docsn't like about herself. That's why she ml;
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.



CRARTER NINE

VARYKINO

1

1n the winter, when Yuril Andretevich bad wore time, he began
a notebook, He wrote: “How often, last summer, 1 felt ke say-
teg with Tintchev:

“What o summer, what 8 summert
This b magic indeed.

And hoto, I ask you, did it come
Just lke that, aut of the bluc?

What happiness, to work from dawn to dusk for your family
and for yourself, to build a roof over their heads, to till the soil
to feed them, to ereate your own world, Iike 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
ere busy with hard physical work, when your mind has set you a
tod that can be achieved by physical effort and that brings its
rovard fn foy and success, when for six hours on end you dig or
homoner, scorched by the Uife-giving breath of the sky, And
1 isn't a loss but a gain that theso transient thoughts, intuitions,

analogies are not put down o paper but forgotten, The town
< secluse whipplag up his nerves and his imagisation with strong

Black coffce and tobaceo doesa’t kuow the strongest drug of all
~f00d health and real necessity.

“tam not golng fusther than this. Y am not preachi
zu-‘enty and the retura to the land, I am nr?t u;i%:ﬁgtfnhlfmyine
en soclimm ond fts solution to the agrarian pr:blcm x)’Am;:un
saecly stating 2 fact, T am pot bullding s system on the hask
our own recidental : s of

experienct. Our example §s debatable and
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tive of the Provincial Economic Council. He takes our timbs
to town and gets us flour and butter through his friends. Pass ve
the sugar bowl, Siverka” (that was what she called Averki).
“And now, I wonder, can you tell me the year of Griboiedovs
death?”

“He was born in 1795, I think. But just when he was killed, I
don’t remember.”

“More tea?”

“No, thank you.”

“Now here’s something for you. Tell me the date of the Treaty
of Nimwegen and which countries signed it.”

“Don’t torment them, darling. They've hardly recovered from
their journey.”

“And now this is what Id like to know. How many Kads of
lenses are there, and when are the images real, reversed, natursh
or inverted?”

“How do you come to know so much about physies?”

“We had ‘an evcellent science teacher in Yuriatin, he tanght
both in the boys” school and in ours. I can't tell you how good o
was. He was a wonder, It was all so clear when he cxphinl‘d i
to you! His name was Antipoy. He was marricd to a teacher oo
All the girls were mad about him, they all fell in love with him
He went off to the war as a volunteer and was Ailled. S‘omf
people say this scourge of ours, Commissar Strelnikov, is Antipos
risen from the dead. But that’s only a silly rumor, of course. It$
most unlikely. Though, who can tell, anything is possible. A
other cup?”



CHAPTER KIKE

VARYEINO

1

T the winter, when Yuii Andreievich had more time, be begen

2 noteback. He wrotes “How often, last sommer, 1 felt like say-
izg with Tiotchev:

What @ summer, what 8 summzer]
Thisfs magic indeed.

And how, 1 sk you, did & come
Just Ike that, out of the bluel”

What happiness, to work from dawn to dusk for your family
azd for yourselt, to build a xoof over their beads, to till the soil
to feed them, to ereate your own world, like Robinson Crusoe,
ia fmitation of the Creator of the uviverse, and, a3 your owu
mother did, to give birth to yoursel, time and again.

“So many new thoughts come into your head when your bands
are busy with hard phrsical work, when your mied has set you 2
task that can be achieved by physical effort and that brings its
renard in joy and success, when for six hours on end you dig or
hamoer, ‘scor‘v:‘hed by tke lifegiving breath of the sky. And
R S N W i S e S

P Ax]
g Lt gy ted pecessity,

“1.am pot gowg further than this. T am not preaching Tolst
tus‘erity and the Teturn to the land, 1 am nﬁyﬂn:to ?m;ﬁ:
cn socnlsm and its solution te the agrariag yc:h!em, 1 am
weredy stating & fact, ¥ am not bullding 2 system on the basis of
our own aceidenta! experience. Qur example is debatable gnd

2yl
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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. 1 have the impression that if he didn’t cont
plicate his life so needlessly, he would die of boredom.”



o
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2

A Yitle later the doctor wrote:

“\We are hiving in two rooms in 2 waoden aunex at the back of
the old house, When Anna Iyanovua was a child Krueger used
it for speail servants—the & U ¢ housekeeper, and the
retired nurse o

“Jt was pretty dilopidated when we came, but we repaired it
fairly quickly. With the help of experts we rebuilt the stove,
which serves both rooms. We have rearranged the flues and it
gives more heat,

“In this part of the grounds the cld garden has vanished,
obliterated by new growth, But now, in winter, when everything
Is manimate, living nature 1o Jonger covers the dead; in snowy
outlize the past can be read more clearly.

“We have been Jucky. The autumn was dry and warm. It gave
us time to dig up the potatoes before the rains and the cold
weather, Not 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 cucumbers and two of sauerkraut prepared
by Tonfa. Fresh cabbages hang 1 pairs from the beams, There
are canrots burjed in dry sand, and radishes and beets and tur-
uips, “fd. plenty of peas and beans are stored fn the 1afs Tho-- -

. e Tual LUS YOU the moment you. raise the
trap door as you go down in the early hours befare the wintet
dawn, a weak, flickering light m your band,

“You come out, jt is still dark. The door creaks or peshaps you
snceze or the snow crunches under your fout, and hares start
up from the far cabbage pateh and han s -

o KL W by,

‘ A

esides the tracks of hares, the endless 12:\3;\'" Eﬁzﬁk :s
patterned by those of lynves, stretehing actoss it nea!()) Lke
stangs of beads The lyny walks Like o €at, putting one pmvy:ia:vn
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in front of the other, and they say it travels many miles i12
night,

“Traps are set for them, but instead of the lynxes the wrctched
hares get caught, half buried in the snow, and are taken it
frozen stiff,

“At the beginning, during spring and summer, we had a very
hard time. We drove ourselves to the utmost. But now we 2
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 stoe &
hot, and I, as the appointed stoker, watch it for the right
moment to close the damper so as not to waste any heat ¥a
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 lawns of the slecping pk
and then buries itself, hissing, in a snowdrift.

“We read and rercad War and Peace, Evgenii Oncgin ﬂn‘a
Pushkin’s other poems, and Russian translations of Stcnd?}ﬂ‘_’
The Red and the Black, Dickens's Tale of Two Cities, and Kleists
short stories.,”

3

As spring approached, the doctor wrote: .

“I believe Tonia is pregnant. I told her and she docsn't believe
it, but I fec! sure of it. The early symptoms are unmistakable 10
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 sppearance is no Jonger quite un(?ﬂ
her control. She is now ruled by the future which she carries
within her, she is no Jonger alone. Her loss of control ovrr'hf‘
appearance makes her scem physically at a loss; her face dli’:
her skin coarsens, her eyes shinc In a different way, not 35 8
wants them to, it is as if she couldn't quite cope with all thest
things and has neglected herself. ok

“Tonia and 1 have never drifted apart, but this year of wor

has brought us even closer together. I have noticed how cfficient:
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strong, and tireless she is, how cleverly she plans her work, so
3540 waste as little time as possible between one job ar{d another.

“Tt has always seemed to me that every conception is fmmacu-
Jate and that this dogma, concerning the Mother of God, ex-
presses the fdea of all motherhood.

“At childbath, every woman has the same aura of isolation, as
theugh she were abandoned, alone. At this vital moment the
man's part is as urelevant as of he had never had anything to
do with it, 25 though the whale thing had dropped from heaven.

“It is the woman, by herself, who brings forth her progeny, and
catties it off to some remate corner of exslence, n guiet, safe
place for a erib Alone, in silence and hunlity, she feeds and
vears the child.

“The Mother of God is asked to ‘pray zealously to her Son
and ber God; and the words of the psalm ave put into her
mouth. ‘My soul doth magnify the Lord, and my spint hath-ze-
joiced in God my Saviows For He hath regarded the low estate
o Ty handmarden- for, behold, from henceforth all generations
shall call me blessed.” It is hecause of her child that she says this,
He will magnify ber (‘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 child Mothers of great men must
have been fauliar with this fecling, but then, all women are
rhn:et:]:“ of great men—it isn't their fault if life disappoints them

4
“We go on endless) i
X y rereading Ecgensi Oncgin and the poe
f:z:i:::&o; came y;s\exday 208 brought p:esentr—nimpt}dr::;
- g
o osene for the lamps. We have endless discussions

m:,‘c::"el::“"“)'s thought that art is not o category, not a realm
Bat. o%\ f}’:m;::];y co;ceﬁusand u(3‘enrivatwe phevomena, bot
liosted, Tt i omething concentrated, strict

Sorme pnn‘.}j ?‘Tnm'pie.\hat is present in svore wnut Soie ty

Lt e sumtent.
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All this is as clear ta me as daylight. I feel it fn cvery bose d
my body, but it's terribly difficult to express or ta define this idea

“A literary creation can appeal to us in all sorts of ways-¥r
its theme, subject, situations, characters. But above all it appeshs
to us by the presence in it of art. It is the presence of at b
Crime and Punishment that moves us deeply rather than e
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 32
call it an idea, a statement about life, so allembracing that @
can't be split up into separate words; and if there is so much 8
a particle of it in any work that includes other things as well
outweighs all the ather ingredients in significance and tums ot
to be the essence, the heart and soul of the work.”

' 5
“4 slight chill, a congh, probably a bit of temperature. Gapind
all day long, the feeling of a Jump in my throat. Tam k2 bad
way. It is my heart. The first symptoms that I have inherited B
poor mother's heart—she suffered from it all her life. Can #
really be that? So soon? If so, my tenure in this world is shmt‘

*A faint smell of charcoal in the rcom. A smell of ironing. Tot
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 }‘ Ihe
a set of teeth. It reminds me of sometlnng, but I cam't think o
what. Must be my condition.

“To celebrate Samdeviatov's gift of soap we have had two
washing days and Sashenka has been runmng wild, As I. wrte
he sits astride the crosspicce under the table and, rnitatiog
Samdeviatov, who takes him aut in his sleigh whenever he come®
pretends that he is giving me a ride. "

“As soon as I feel better I must go to the tawn library and rf‘i
up en the ethnography and history of the region. They sa¥ ‘;‘
{ibrary has had several important donationy and s uccplfqmlf
good. I have an urge to write. But 17 have to husry, 1t will be
spring Before we know where we are—and then therell be ®0
time for reading or writing,
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“My headache gets worse and warse, T slept badly. Had 5
muddled dream of the kind you forget as you wake up, All that
remained in my memory was the part that wake me up. It wwas
& worman's voice, I heard it in my dream, sounding in the air. I
semembered 1t and kept hearing it in my rind and going through
the list of our women friends—I tried to think of someone wha
spake 1n that deep, soft, husky voice. It didn’t belong to any of
them [ thought »t Tmght be Tonias, and that I had become so
used to her that I no Jonger heard the tone of her vaice I tried to
forget that she was my wafe and to become sufficiently detached
to find out But it wasn't her voice etther. It remains a mystery.

“About dreams, It is usually taken for granted that you dream
of something that has made a particulatly strang impression on
you during the day, but it seems to me 1t's fust the contrary,

“Qlten st's something you paid no attention to at the time—a
vague thought that you didn’t bother to think out to the end,
words spoken without feehng and which passed wanoticed—~
these are the things that return at mght, clothed in flesh and
‘thood, and they become the subjects of drearns, as 1f to make up
for having been 1gnored during waking houts.”

6

“A. eleas, frosty night. Unusual brlliance and pexfection of every-
thing visible Earth, sky, moon, and stars, all seem cemented,
nveted together by the frost Shadows of trees le across the
paths, so sharp that they seem carved 1n relief. You keep thinking
you see dark Bgures endlessly cross the road at various places
g stars hang m the woods between branches ke blue lanterns
Snml.sll ones ase strewn all over the sky bike daisies in a sumrmer
eld.
“We goon discussing Pushkan. The other night we talk
e emly poems he wrote as & selyoo} B oty o bt
on Ins choiee of meterl Fehectboy: How much depended
“in the poems wath long e, his ambiti
s tion did not -
tond the town of Arzamas, he wanted to keep :Pe:i;t;:) z:
Ke;‘;““l:‘g‘vv lmx"css s llllr::le with mythologism, bombast i:\'xef!
curcanism and so s .
Ty e an Plustication, and affected 5 Pprecocious
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“But as soon as he stopped imitating Ossian and Pamy e=d
changed from ‘Recollections of Tsarskoie Selo’ to ‘A Small Tew'
or ‘Letter to My Sister’ or “To My Inkwell' (written Lt it
Kishinev), or “To Yudin,” the future Pushkin was already thee

“Air, light, the noise of life, reality burst into his poctry 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 """
same time to be gestating something lasting, something faer
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(‘caf?‘ :
scientist thanks to the mistahes of his predecessors and eonter™
poraries. Progyess in science is governed by the laws of rt'[vuk“:‘;
every step forward is made by refutation of prevalent errors &7
false theories Faust was an artist thanks to the inspiring cxamp¢
of his teachers. Forward steps in art are governed by the h“‘r‘
attraction, are the result of the imitation of and admiration 1
beloved predecessors.

“What is it that prevents me from being a do&:lnr "
writer? 1 think it s not our privations or our wanderings ot €
unsettled lives, but the prevalent spirit of high-flown xlxrmﬂ‘:-
which has spread everywhere—phrases such as ‘the dawn
the future,” ‘the building of a new world,” ‘the torch Ix'm'ffl .
mankind.’ The first time you hear such talk you think What

and
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breadth of imagination, what richyess!’ But in fact it's so pompous
just because it is s0 unimaginative and second-rate.

“Oply the familiar transformed by genius is truly great, The
est shyest lesson fn s i Pushkin, His works are oae {;reat
byma to honest labor, duty, everyday life} Today, bourgeois and
‘petty bourgeois’ have become tesms of abuse, bxft Pushkin fore-
stalled the implied criticism in his ‘Family Tree, wlfen:‘ he says
proudly that he belongs to the middle class, and in ‘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 whale of Russian Iiteras
ture iy the childlike Russian quahty of Pushkin and Chekhov,
thewr modest reticence in such high-sounding, matters as the ul-
timate purpose of mankind or their own salvation. It isnt that
they didn't think about these things, and to good effect, but to
talk sbout such thimgs seemned to them pretentious, presumptuous.

Gogol, Tolstoy, Dostoievsky laoked restlessly for the meaning of
Win and meamesnd £ 3 T v s clusions. Pushkin and

were absorbed iu the

. v weus Dy their vocation as

writers, and in the course of fulfilling these tasks they lived theit
hives, quictly, treating both their Lives and their work as private,
mdividual matters, of no concern ta anyone else. And these in-
dividual things have since become of concern to alf, and their
works, Like apples picked while they are green, have ripened of
:ﬂ:‘lSc}\’ﬂ, mellowing gradually and growing richer in mean-
B

8
“First signs of spring, Thaw. The air sme
and vodka, as at Shrovetide, & sleepy, (\33; isxlx’n“ :2:&5 an‘:a):}ef
forest, slecpy pines blinking their needles e eyelas}%es m’.le
puddles ghisterung at noon. The countryside yawns, teh :
tur-m over, and freshack tosleep. yawms, stetches,
"Chapter Seven of Eorenti Oneoin decmibn. o
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gin’s house deserted in his absence, Lensky's grave by the sten
at the foot of the hill,

“The nightinggle, spring’s lover,
Sings all night. The wild rose blooms,

Why Tover? The fact is, the epithet is natural, apt: the nigh
ingale is spring’s lover. Morcover, he needed it for the shyme
I wonder swhether the nickname N ightingale, for the brigand s
of Odikmantii, in the well-known Russian folk epie, is not a mets
phor based on similanty of sound, How well the song charactar:
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 ground,
And all good people fall down dead”

We came ta Varykino in carly spring. Soan the trees grow grees
~—alder and nut trees and wild cherry—especially in the Shatot,
the ravine below Mikulitsyn’s house. And soon after that e
mghtingales began to sing, .
“Once again, as though hearing them for the first time, !
wondered at the difference between therr song and that of 2
ather birds, at the sudden yamp, without transitions, that mm!!j
makes to the richness and uniqueness of their tnlls. Such vanctf
and power and resonance! Turgeney somewhere desenbes thest
whstling, fluting modulations. There were two phrases that st
out particularly. One was a luxunous, greedidy repetitive m"};
tiokh-tiokh, 1n response to which the vepetation, alt cos cred wit
dew, trembled wath delight The other was 1 two syllnb?:s» grave
imploring. an appeal or a warning “Wake up! Wake up!”

g

“Spring. Wo ate preparing for the spring sowing No time for 3
diary. It was pleasant to write. 1T have to stop until nest wintet.
¥
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d now it really yag SIuovetide—right. in
rh:::ed;ﬁ] e;f (:;z::ing floods, a siZk Peasant drove hyg slex.gh
into the yard through the muq and slush, 1 refu.sed to €xaming
hm Py given up Ppracticing,” I sajd, o have neither 'me.dlcgnss
Dor equipment.” Byt pe persisted, “Help me, My skin is bad,

He stayed aboy two Wweeks, went often to Yuriah'n, and thep
Vanished suddenly a5 i the earth J,

0?

50 powerfyl» Pronused to py), things eagier for us gq that
Tonia shoulq have moy, me fo, ashenka ang I for Practiciy,
Medieine 5, Wnling Ve 4k, d him hoy, he Proposed ¢q g,
this, He ely smi But he been 5 0d as hig word,
'l"hcrc € Signs that o 8 conditions gr, Teally Boing to
cha

Tt is traording He is my ther, 1y, bear th,
SAMe name Anq Yet Iknow Virtually nothing about iy,

“For the ¢ he hag St into my e 35 my pood
gemus, my er, resol\'mg all m, fficultieg Pe] in every
Itfe there ha, be, in ddition 1o the othe, Protag, sts, a secret,
nknowy f amost symbel, wh S Unsiym,.
moned to ghe . d Perhaps vgraf, ™y brothe,
plnns the Dart of thi }, 0 benefacorom
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gin’s house deserted in his absence, Lensky's grave by the strean
at the foot of the hill.

‘The nightingale, spring's lover,
Sings all night. The wild rose blooms.”

Why Tover? The fact is, the epithet is natural, apt: the night-
ingale is spring’s lover. Moreover, he necded it for the thyme
I wonder whether the nickname Nightingale, for the brigund s
of Odikmantii, in the well-known Russian folk epic, is not a met-
phor based on similarity of sound. How well the song character
izes him!

‘At his nightingale whistle,

At his wild forest call,

The grass is all a-tremble,

The flowers shed their petals,

The dark forest bows down to the grotnd,
And all good people fall down dead.”

We came to Varykino in carly spring, Soon the trees grew green
—alder and nut trecs and wild cherry—especially in the 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 x.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, sepa{nted from the rest of i.he
room by a high counter, One of the assistants was a cross-tooking
woman who wore a waollen shawl and kept putting on her
pince-nez and taking i off, appasently accordance with maed
rather than need. The ather, i a black sitk blouse, seemed to
have a weak chest, for she breathed and spoke through her
handkerchief and never took it away from her nose and mouth.

“The staff had the same long, pully, flabby faces as most of the
readers, and the same Joose skin, earthy and greenish Yike 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
worked 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, a5 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 switch o the moring of his amival, Yurii Andreievich
remembered the distant panorama of the town and Samdeviator
‘beside Tum on the floor of the car, and his comments and explana-
tons He tned te connect these esplanations, given him o far
outside the town, with his immediate surroundings now that he
was at l?]e center of the pictuse. But he did not remember what
Samdeviatoy had told him, and he did not get anywhere,

n

Yurh Andecievich sat at the far end of thy
£ room. In front of hi
\‘x‘cr:: several seports on local land statistice and gam- J £ i
e .ok .

+ v s v MY vol
tme and that he would have 1o gwe hackysom:n;efstﬁet?:;?!e
3

and reference books bef i
g ore taking out the athers thas 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 readiog room
had several windows and could seat about a hundred pecple.
Long tables stood in rows that ended by the windows. The Ir
brary closed at sunset; in the spring the town was not It up.
Zhivago always left before dark, however, and never stayed in
town Iater than the dinner hour. He would leave the horse thit
Mikulitsyn lent him at Samdeviatov’s inn, read all morning, and
ride back to Varykino in the afternoon.

Before he began visiting the library Yurii Andreievich had only
rarely been to Yuriatin; he had nothing in particular to do there,
and he hardly knew it. Now, as the reading room gradually flled
with local people, some sitting down near to him and others
farther away, he felt as if he were getting to know the town by
standing at one of jts bustling intersections, and as if not onl): the
people but also the houses and the streets in which they e
were coming into the room.

However, from the windows one could also see the actul
Yuriatin, real and not imagined. In front of the central, largest
window was a tank of boiled water. Readers who wanted 8
break went out to the landing to smoke or gathered around the
tank for a drink and, after emptying the cup into the basin, sto
at the window, admiring the view over the town. |

The readers were of two kinds. The majority were elderly
members of the local intelligentsia; the rest were of more humble
origin.

The former, mostly women, were poorly dressed and had 8
neglected, hangdog look and long, sickly faces which for on
reason or another—whether through hunger, jaundice, or dropsy
—were puffy. They were habitués of the library, and knew the
attendants personally and felt at home here.

The common people locked well and handsome and wer®
neatly dressed in their best clothes; they came in timidly ,”
though they were entering a church; they made more nofs¢
than the others, not because they did not know the rules but
because in their anxiety not to make a sound they could nof
control their vigorous steps and voices.
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2

His first 1mpulse was to get up and speak to her. But a shyness

i alien to his nature, had, in the
and lack of simphcity, entirely alien 4 him back
past, crept into his relationship with her an'd now hels d g .
He decaded not to dusturb her and not to interrapt his work. ©
keep away from the temptation of looking at hgr he‘!urned ?
chair sideways, so that its back was almost against This table, he
tr1ed to conceptrate on hus books, holding one in his hand and
another on his Jmees,

But his thoughts had wandered far from his studies. Suddenly
he realized that the voice he had once heard in a dream on a
winter mght 1n Varylno had been Antipova’s. The discovery
dumfounded him, and startling his neighbors he jerked tus chair
back ta be able to see Antipova. He began to lack at her.

He saw her in a quarter view from the rear. She wore a light
checked blouse with a belt and read with complete absorption,
like a child, her head bent shghtly over her right shoulder. Ocea-
sionally she stopped to think, looked up at the ceihng or straight
1 front of her, then again propped her cheek on ber 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
nressible,

“How well she does everything) She reads not as if reading
were the ighest human actvity, but as if 5t were the sunplest
possible thing, 2 thing that even ammals could do, As of she were
carrywng water from a well, or peeling potatoes.”

These reflections calmed am A rare peace descended upon
Tus soud Yiss mind stopped darting from subject to subject, He
could not help smaling; Antipova’s pr

esence affected him the same
way as 1t had aflected the nervous hbrarian,
No longer wor

rrying about the angle of his chair nor afraid of
d\slr;\d.ions, be worked for an hovr of 5o with eveq grea!er‘cug-
centration than before her amval, Tle went through the whdle
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So he applied himself to his unsorted pile of books with mere
haste and industry than before in order to set aside those tht
he really needed and exchange the rest for the historical books he
wanted. He was leafing through the manuals and going over the
chapter headings, whally concentrated on his work and not lool-
ing about him. The crowd of readers did not distract him. Hehd
had a good look at his neighbors; those on his left and right were
fixed in his mind, he knew they were there without raising 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 her
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 no!xcﬂ! ¥y
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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wind often held him up, barring his way with clouds of
d:;? ind sand. He averted }u‘sphead, closed his eyes, waited for
the dust to stop blowing, and continued on his way,

Antipova lived at the cornes of Merchant Street opposite the
Qark, 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 aod disturbing about it. )

Its entire top floor was surrounded by female mythological
Bgures half as big agein as human beings. Between two gusts of
the dust storm it seemed to him 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 side 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
‘;lack curtam, heps, chased by a cock, fled clucking from under

i fect.

When the dust settled the doctor saw Antipova by fhs swsll
P .

sk

- 1
w pretect it 31om the dust, and she was holdme her hilloo
SO PR N .

. ~v v fu Lue 141 endt ot the fence where the hens were
still cackling

Yurit Andreievich ran after o, picked it i
to herbnt the we;L Preserving herp\xsual mt‘:}:;la:i ts;?d]itdh::?
even an exclamation, !
ment Kl) she said was: "Ll:;!::gol):er sement o embarias-

“Lanisa Feodorovnal™

“What on earth are you doing here?*

:Pul your buckets down, I carry them fos you~

1 never stop halfway, I pever leave what 1 do unfinished, I

it's me you've come to see, let's go
“Who else?”
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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. N
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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: ies water from the well as hghtly and e!%m’dess\y
‘:su; ssl}\lee :::: reading, There is the same gracefulness m‘ew;rfy-
thing she does, as if she had taken 2 fiying start early"i in {ei.
way back in her childhood, 2nd maw everything s?ze. oes ho 3
Yows this momentum, easily, naturally, This quality is in L_he ne
of her back when she bends down and in her smile as 3t part.'s.
her lips and rounds her chin, and ia her wards and !}')oughts.

“Zhuyagol” Antipova called down from the top landing.
He went up.

1

“Give me your hand and do as I tell you. We have to go through
two dark rooms piled with Furnuture. You might bump into some-
Ahing and burt yourself.”

“True. It is hike a labyrinth, T'd vever have found my way.
Why is 1t like this? Is the flat being redecorated?”

*Oh 1o, nothing like that. It belongs to someone else, 1 don’t
even know who st 15 1 had my own fat in the school bulding.
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart-
ment, Katenka and [ were given part of this house, The owners
had gone away, leaving ail their furniture, There was an awful
lot of it. T don't want ather people’s things, so I put 1t all into
these two rooms and whitewashed the windows to keep ont the
sun. Don't let go of my hand or you'l) get last. Here we are, we
turn night, now we'se out of the maze, here's my door. It vall
be hghter in a second. Watch the step.”

As he followed her into the room he was struck by the view
from the window faciog the door It Jooked out on the yard and
ever the Jow roofs of the houses beyond it to the vacant lots by
the trves Goats and sheep grazed there, and ther long woolly
coats swept the ground kike lang skirts. There too was the fa-
r';;]lmr blllboard. “Morean & Vetchunlan, Mechanmeal seeders.

reshing machines.™

femmded by 1 of e day of his arrival §
doctat proceeded to dt‘.scribe)it to Larisa Femﬂ::uu\‘m]:{;::we'mﬂx:e
there wat a rumor that Strelntkov was her tushand, he tfm b s
of hus mecting with the commissar "

in the train, Thi:
stary made a deep impression on her, This part of his
r e
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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 stars 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 T
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 youd come one day and help me? The
cracks between the skirting and the {loor boards need stopping
up. Yes? Well, you stay here in the hall and think about some-
thing. I won't be long, Tl 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

s absorbed in her reading with the ardor she would give

she wa
ysi see that the reverse is also
to a real, hard physical task. Now I everse

>
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true- she carties water from the well as lightly and effortlessly
15 if she were reading. There is the same gracefulness in every-
thing she does, as if she had taken a fying stast exly in life,
way back in her childhood, and now everything she does f'ol-
fows this momeatum, easly, naturally, This quality is in the line
of her back when she hends down and in her smile as it parts
ber lips and rounds her chin, and in her words and thoughts.

“Zhivagol” Antipova called down from the top landwng.

He went up.

14

“Give me your hand and do as 1 tell you, We have to go through
teodask rooms piled with furmture. You might bump into some-
thing and hurt yourself.”

“True. It is hke a labyrinth. I'd never have found my way.
Why fs it Like ths? Is the flat being redecorated?

“Oh 1o, nothing bke that. It belongs 1o someone else, { don't
even know who 1t 1s T had my own flat 1 the school building.
When the school was taken over by the Town Housing Depart-
ment, Katenka and I were given part of this house. The owners
had gone away, leaving all their furniture. There was an awful
lot of it. 1 dan’t want other people’s things, so T put it all inte
these two rooms and whitewashed the windows to keep out the
sun. Don't let g0 of my hand or you'll get lost. Here we are, we
tumn ight, now we're cut of the maze, here's my door. It will
be‘l‘gi\tcx' fn o second Watch the step.”

" TT e suuts 01 We nouses beyond 1t to the vacant lots by

e nver. Goats and sheep grazed there, and their long woolly
:3::\;)01[;! the gr_aund ke long skirts. There tos was the fa-
“l;nh‘;gb:‘:%:me;\ﬁmeau & Vetchinkn, Mechanical seeders.

erunded by it of the day of his arriva) from M, v,
l(!](‘xfur Proceeded to describe it to Larisa Fecdcmvni. ?ﬁ:;éé:e
b&;‘ﬂs & rumor that Strelnikov was her busband, he told hagr

fmeeting with the commissar in the train, This art of his
Story made o deep fmpression on her, ' East o
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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 wark? Leave them alone. You'd only splash the
stairs. Better tell me what brought you here. You've been around
more than a year and you never found a moment to come till
now.”

“How do you know?”

“Things get around. 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, 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. 1t’s lighter. You'll have to wait there a moment, I'll take the
buckets up the back stairs and tidy up a bit. I won't be long.
Look at our smart stairs—cast-iron steps with an open-work
pattern. You can sce everything through them from the top. It's
an old house. The shelling has shaken it up a bit, you can sce
where the masonry has come loose. See this crack in the brick-
work? That's where Katenka and I leave the key to the flat when
we go out. Keep it in mind. You might come someday when I'm
out—you can open the door and make yourself at home till I
come back. You see, there it is, but I don’t need to use it now.
1l 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, I'll 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 rc‘ading wi'lh l]lc‘ ardo'r she would give
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“You saw Strelnikov?” she asked eagerly. “I won't tell you now,
but really it is extraordinary. It's as if you were predestined to
meet. I'll tell you all about it sometime, you'll be amazed. If I'm
not ?x,nistakcn, he made a good rather than a bad impression on
you?”

“Yes, on the whole. He ought to have repelled me. We had
actually passed through the country where he had brought death
and destruction. I expected to see a brutal soldier or a revolu-
tionary Jack-the-Ripper, but he was neither. It’s a good thing
when a man is different from your image of him. It shows he
iso't a type. If he were, it would be the end of him as a man.
But if you can't place him in a category, it means that at least
a part of him is what 2 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 is it that makes one like him?
He is a doomed man. I believe that he'll come to a bad end. ~
He will atone for the evil he has done. Revolutionaries 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. Strelnikov 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 hum, 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 nowadays!

“Too bad. You've made me feel 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 turns out that those who inspired the revolution
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"What you say does ot come 35 & surprise. 1 was ?:e?&red
for something of the sort. I heard that rumor, but I didnt be-
Leve it for 2 moment, That's why 1 spoke about him to you so
breely, ignoring the rumor, which is sheer nonsense. Tve seen this
man, Hiow could anyone cosnect him with you? What do you
bare in common with kim?”

“And yet ifs troe. Strelnikov is Antipov, my hushand, 1 share
\be general belief. Katenka knows it and is proud of her father.
Strelnikov is his ! he has an assumed name, Like all

h B
active revolutionanes For some reason hie must live and act under
an alias,

“It was he who took Yuriatin, and shelled us, knowing that we
were bere, and never once tried to find out if we were alwe, in
order not to reveal his ideutity. Of course it was his doty, If he
ad asked me ¥ would have told um 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 be is secretly looking after
3. But that he should actuslly have been here and resisted the
temptation to have a Jook at us—it's inconcervable! It's beyond

me, it isp't natural, it's like the ancient Roman virtue, one of
those ewlangled 1deas

But T musta’t let myself be influenced by
yourway =t N ) .
When it « .
derstand « '
autiook oy e, we dont see to eye But ¢ back t
S eye to eye But to go back to

“Now he’s in Sibena, and you are right—I have heard him
soeused of things that make my blood run cold. He is out there,
‘é& f“mm"f‘ of one of our most advanced costtione and b o
1 " .

}
mewas WL L oatn s wate, but be bas had the
gcolj:;cy—-‘lmc:\m ;;ulue it 100 highly—never to refer 1 it, though
mess knows he goes mad wit]
B Yo gaes mad with rage at the sound of Strel-
“Yes, that's where he s now, is Stberia, il
‘ d . But ke wag
I;mg 'kxmg. Uving n that railway car where you saw mlﬁfzr t

40'(1311'1};; Td run (nto bum by aceident. Sometimes he went to :E

33l headquarters, which were in the bulding whees oo e
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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 hame—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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hawthorn, honeyseckle. There was always 2 line in the street
outside the door. I used to stand there and wait. ‘Of course 1
dida't try to crash the docr, T Qidn't say 1 was his wile. After all,
ous names are different. And dowt think that an appeal to senti-
ment would move them! Their ways are quite different. Do you
Inave, his awn father, Pavel Ferapontovich Antipov, a former
political exile, an old worker, is quite near here, in a settlement
along the highway, where he lived as an evile. And his fnend
Toserzn is there too They are both members of the local revo-
Tuhonary coust. 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
incoguito, then that's as it should be, he can’t see him and that's
all there is to 1. They are made of stone, these people, they
aren’t human, wath all their disciphne and principles.

“Even of T bad managed to prove that I was s 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 a wife, yust an individual
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
santed to see hum for and let some of them m But I 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 2 sus-
Praous look, 1 never once saw him

“Lsuppose 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
:mmc back a5 a conqueror, full of honor and glory, and lay
l\:;iz}virfh at our foet. To immortalize us, 1o dazdle ust Just ke

Katenka eame m again, Larisa Feodarovna snatched h
and, to the girl's astonishment, sta ingh or up
teldng nndiluggmghcr. o stated swinging her axound 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 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-
turfes-long weariness. I don't like their ironical 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 Goy emor-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 thero is the town park, full of maples,
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Lysthors, honeysuckle, There was always a Hne in the street
wetside the door. 1 nsed to stand there and wait, OF course I
.t by to exash the door, 1 dida't say X was his wife. After all,
cus maznes are different. And don't think that an appeal to senti-
1oent swould move them! Their ways are quite difierent. Do you
foo, bis own father, Pavel Ferapontovich Antipoy, a former
pitical exile, zn o) waorker, is quite mear bere, ina settlement
abeg the bighway, where he lived as on exile. And bis friend
Tiverzin 15 there too. They are both members of the local revo-
Ltionary court. Well, can you believe it, Pesha hasa’t been to
see us father and be hasn't told him who he is. And his father
takes 1t for granted, he w0t a bit hurt. If his soa wazts to remain
oomito, then that's os 1t shauld be, he can’t see kim and that’s
aff there is to ot They are made of stone, these people, they
reat huoman, with a8 their diseipline and prineiples.

“Even if I had managed to prove that I was bis wife, it
wouldn't have dooe me any good! What do wives matter to them
2t 2 time like this® The workers of the world, the remaking of
the enverse—~that's something’ Bat 2 wile, Just an individual
b:;:ed, % of 1o more importance than a flea or a louse!

"His zide-de-camp used to come out and ask people what they
wated o see bum for and let some of them in, But I zever told
?.::n oy rame and when he asked me what my business was T
R3ys said st wos personal. Of course, Tknew [ was wasting oy
e, The aide would shrug his shoulders and give me a sus-
P Sous book. ¥ never once caw bim.

" suppose you think be can’t be bothered with us, be doesat
¥ne us, he's forgotten us? Well, you are wrong, 1 know him too
il { know just what be wants, and if's just beeause he loves
vt He ean’t bear to come back to us empty-honded. He wants
{;«mn back as a conquerer, Full of honor and glory, and Lay
:&;‘33_?‘5 at qur feet To unmortalize s, to dazzle us! Just Iike

Raterka came fn again, Larisa
asd, to the guls as i relorwa suatch
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—the Counstituent Assembly Army-—used to have its headgquar-
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 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 kand of inner scnility, a historical cen-
turies-long weariness I don't like their ironical whistling in l'h.c
dark, their prosaic, limited outlook, the timidity of their imngl-
pation. It’s as imritating as old men talking 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 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 bud never “sown wild oats,” nor did he regard himselt as a
superman with special 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 impassibl pected i 1 to
solve his problem for him.
But pow be no longer wondered. He had decided to cut the
¥rot, and he was going home with a solution. He would confess
everything o 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 had

‘e WGBY 100ms. Years 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
thowt me. TR get over it.” She was saying it smcerely, without
any false magnammity, and as she did not know that she was ary-
ing she did not wipe away her tears

At the thought that Lara might have misuaderstood him, and
that he had Yeft her with 2 wrong impression and false hapes, he
Tearly wumed and galloped straight back, to say what he had
et unsand and above all to take Yeave of hier much moare wamnly,
more denderly, 1 4 manner more switable to a list fazewell, Cun:
VOnghilm\self with difficulty, be continued on Jus way,

3 the sun sent dowm, the forest was flled with col
Yarkness. 1t smelled of damp Jeaves. Swarms of mos;‘u’::j bzlx:?-
i the air o5 ¢t 23 buoys, humming sadly on a constant, high.
[}lh:hcd note. They setthed on hus sweatinyy face and nec‘k . d

Lept swatting them, bis noisy shaps ket b

4 ing i i
sounds of fidme the ceonling 3 o b0 SEERIG time with the
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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 dusplay of affection for an appeal
to s strength, the horse broke into a gallop.

As it bounded smoothly, its hoofs barely tonching the gmufxd,
1 seemed to Yurii Andreievich that, besides the joyful thudding
of bis gwn heart, hie heard shouts, but he thought he was imagin-
ing it,

%uddm!y a deaferung shot was fired very close to him, He sat
up, suatched at the reins, and pulled. Checked in full fughe, the
horse side-stepped, backed, and went dows on its haunches ready
to rear,

In front of him was the crossroad. The sign, “Moreau & Vetch-
mkin, Mechanical seeders, Threshing machines,” glowed in the
tays of the setting sun, Three armed horsemen blocked his way:
a boy 1 a school cap and a tunic with two cartridge belts, a
eavalryman in an officer’s overcoat and fur cap, and a fat man
oddly clothed as for a fancy-dress ball in quilted trousers and 2
wde-brimmed cletical hat pulled Jow over his forehead

“Ben't move, Comrade Doctor,” sad the cavalryman in the
ur cap, who was the oldest of the thrce. “If you obey orders, we
Guarantee that you will not be harmed If you don’t—na offense
meant~we'll shoot you The surgeon attached to our unit has
been kalled and we are conseripng you as & medical waorker.

Get down from your horse and hand the reins over to this young
:;; ?}l::i :‘c't me remind yous if you &y te escage we'll give you

'A're you Comeade Forester, Mikulitsyn's son Liberius?™
"No, Lam 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 horses neck, and buried his
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fate in its mane. Taking this display of affection {or an eppeal
to its strength, the horse broke into a gallop.

As it bounded smoothly, its hoofs barcly 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

bSudr!en!y a deafening shot was fired very close to him. He sat
vp, smatched at the rems, and pulled. Checked in full fight, the
borse side-stepped, backed, and went dows on its haunches ready
to rear.

In frant of htm was the crossroad, The sigo, “Morean & Vetch-
inkin. Mechanica} seeders, Threshiog machines,” glowed in the
1ays of the setting sun. Three armed horsemen blocked his way:
3 boy 1 2 school cap aud & tunic with two cartndge belts, a
avalyman in an offcer’s overcoat and fus cap, and a fat man
oddly clothed a5 for a fancy-dress ball in quilted trousers and a
wide-bnmmed clertcal hat pulied low over his forchead,

“Dou't move, Comrade Doctor,* said the cavalryman in the

cap, who was the oldest of the three. “If you obey orders, we
guarzantee that you will not be harmed. ¥ you don't—no offense
meant—well shoot you The surgeon attached to our unit has
been Jalled and we' we conseripting you as a medical worker,
Get down from your horse and hand the seins over to this young,
E:tmt we temund you- if you try to escape we'll give you
“Are you Comrade Forester, Miulit

's sop Liberius?*
“Nou 1 am hus chief iasson officer,” e i



CHAPTER TEN

THE HIGHVAY

1

There were towns, villages, and Cossack settlements along the
highway. It was the ancient post Toad, the oldest highway in
Siberia. It cut through the towns like a knife, slicing them like 2
loaf of bread along the line of their main streets. As for the
villages, it swept through them without a backward glance, scat:
tering them right and left, Jeaving the rows of houses far behind
it, or going around them in a broad are or a sharp turn.

In the distant past, before the railway came to Khodatskoie,
the mail was rushed along the highway by troikas. Caravans
of tea, bread, and pig iron travelled one sway, and convicts un-
der guard, on foot, were driven the other. They walked in step,
jangling their fetters—lost souls, desperadoes who filled onc's
heart with terror. And around them the forests rustled, dark,
jmpenetrable.

Those who lived along the highway were as one family.
Friendships and marriages linked village to village and town to
town. Khodatskoic stood at a crossing of the road and the rail-
way; it had engine repair shops and other workshops con-
pected with the upkeep of the line, and there, crowded into
barracks, the poorest of the poor lived and wasted away and
died. Political exiles who had technical qualifications and had
served their term of hard labor came to work as skilled mechan-
ics, and settled here,

The ariginal Sovicts, which had been set up all along the line,
thad long since been ov erthrown. For some time the region ha
been under the Siberian Provisional Government, but now it

300
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bad fylley to Admprg] Kolchnk, who had Ziven himself the title
of “Supreme Ruler,”
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ing down, so fine and airy that it seemed to drift away in mist
before it reached the earth. But this was an illusion. In reahty
there was enough rain water to stream, warm and swift, along
the ground—vhich had turned black all over and glistened as if
it sweated—and to wash it clean of the remaining snow.

Stunted apple trees, covered with buds, reached miraculously
across the garden fences. Drops of water fell from them, and
their arhythmic drumming on the woaden pavements could be
heard throughout the town.

Tomik, the puppy, chained up for the night in the photogra-
pher’s yard, squealed and yelped, and in the Galuzins' garden
the crow, perhaps irritated by the noise, cawed loud enough to
keep the whole town awake.

In the lower part of the town, three cartloads of goods had
been taken to the merchant, Liubeznov, who refused to accept
delivery, saying it was a mistake, he had never ordered the stuff,
The draymen, arguing the lateness of the hour, begged him to
put them up for the night, but he cursed and sent them to the
devil and refused to open the gate. This row, too, could be
heard from one end of the town to the ather.

At the seventh canonical hour, at one in the morning by the
clock, a dark low sweet humming drifted from the decpest of
the monastery bells, which hardly stirred. It mixed with {!n:
dark drizzle in the air. It drifted from the bell, sinking and dis-
solving in the air, as a clump of earth, torn from the riverbank,
sinks and dissolves in the water of the spring floods.

It was the night of Maundy Thursday. Almost indistinguisha-
ble in the distance, behind the network of rain, candles, lighting
a face here, a forehead or a nose there, stirred and moved
across the monastery yard. The fasting congregation was going
to mass.

A quarter of an hour later, steps sounded on the wooden sidc:-
walk coming from the church. This was Galuzina, the grocess
wite, going home, although the service had only b?gun. She
went at ap uneven pace, now running, now slowing down
and stopping, her kerchicf over her head and her fur coat un-

buttoned. She had felt faint in the stuffy church and had come

out 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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gow, she was not fasting in Lent. But this was not the chief cnusc‘
of her worry. The mobilization order posted that day alfected
her poor, silly boy, “Terioshha. She tricd to drive the thought of it
from ber head, but the white patches in the darkness were
there to remind her at every tum.

Her house as just around tho corner, but she felt better out
of doors and was not in a hurry to go back into the airless rooms.

She was upset by gloomy thoughts. Had she tried to think
them all out aloud, one by one, she would not have had sufficient
words or time enough til dawn. But out hese, {n the strect,
these comfortless reflections flew at her in clusters, and she could
deal with all of them together, in the short while it took ber 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 first wife
by another marviage Her busband, Vias, said that he had
adopted her, But suppose she was his natural daughter? Or sup-
pose she wasn't bis daughter but something else? Could you ever
see Into a man’s heart? Though, to give Ksiusha her due, there
was nothing wrong with her. She had brawns, Jooks, manners—
much more brams than either poor stupid Terioshka or her
adoptive fatherl

S0 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 msieeclk;es md th(e ue]\;nrecnms, exborung them to mighty feats
o s. Instead of Jool it i
hm;f:lum o “lg‘ after his own son, the fool, and saving

0d Terioshka too had dashed away from ho v
of the great feast. He had gone to meaf relaﬁves‘ir:]?:teti}: 3‘1ﬁ
lage to amuse humself and forget his twoubles, The or b y had
been expelled from school. They had kept him 1}?5]( a:yex:‘,
year in almost every other grade, 2nd now that he w. .
eighth they had to kick bim outl o was i 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

re
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other formed a sharp arc lined with one- or two-story buildings
wend for wasehouses, ofices, and workshops.

There, she remembered, in more peacelul times, Trulhianov,
a boorish misogynist in spectacles and a long frock coat, who
dealt in leather, oats and hay, cart wheels and hamness, \\‘m'ﬂd
read the penny paper as he sat importantly on a chair outside
bus great, four-panelied iron door.

And there, in 2 small dim window, a few pairs of ‘beribboned
weddmg candles and posies in cardboard botes gathered dust
for years, while mn the small room at the back, empty of either
formture or goodls except for a pite of large vound cakes of wax,
tousand-roble deals were made by the uoknown agents of a
willionaire candle manufacturer swho hived nobody knew where.

There, in the middle of the Tow of shops, was the Galuzing'
large grocery store with 1t three windows. Its bare, splintery
floor was swept morning, noon, and night with nsed tea Jeaves:
Galwon and Tis assistants drank tea ol day Joog. And here
Galuziva a5 a young married woman had often and willingly
sat at the cash box, Her favonte color was a viclet mauve, the
color of church vestments on certain solemn days, the color of
Liae in bud, the calor of hes best velvet dress and of her set of
aystal wine glasses It was the color of happiness and of her
memories, and Russia too, m her prerevolutionary virginity,
seemed to her to have been the color of biac, She Yiad enjoyed
sttng at the cash box because the violet dusk in the shop,
fragrant with starch, sugar, and purple black-currant caramels
1 glass jass, had matched her favonite color,

Here at the camer, beside the timber yard, stood an old, gray,
fame house which hod setdled on all four sides Lke a dllapidated
coach Tt had two starfes and two entrances, one at either end,
Each floor was divided in two, downstairs were Zalkind's I’hﬂl‘:
’;:‘;p h@\\ the ﬁ&btd:mﬂ a nowy's office on the left. Above

armacist hve ’ tai i .
big family The flat :lfuihmmev;ch, & ladies’ tailor, with his

the landing from Shmulevich
ibe:ve__‘he aatary, was eraramed with \%dam ."\w‘.] e aad

. . oty uau s Workroom and togra.
phers, Zhuk and Shtrodakh, wotked in yartnersxl‘xip.h o phtogns.
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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 ead
of the large woodshed in the yard. To judge by the angry red
eye of the lamp winking blearily in the darkroom window, they
were working there now. It was underneath this window that
the puppy, Tomik, sat on his chain and yelped, so that you
could hear him all along Eleninskaia’ Street.

“There they all are in a pack, the whole Kehillah,” thought
Galuzina as she passed the gray house. “It's a den of 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 turmoil
and disorder, he would twist and tumn and contort his ugly face
into a grin and say: “That's Leibochka up to his tricks.”

Oh, but what nonsense was she wasting her time thinking
about! Did they matter? Were they Russia’s misfortunc? Her
misfortune was the towns Not that the country stood or fell by
the towns. But the towns were educated, and the country peo-
ple had had their heads turned, they envied the education of
the towns and tried to copy their ways and could not catch up
with them, so now they were neither one thing nor the other.

Or perhaps it was the other way around, perhaps ignorance
was the trouble? An educated man can sec through walls, he
knows everything in advance, while the rest of us are like pco-
ple in a dark wood. We only miss our hats when our heads h:‘nc
been chopped off. Not that the educated people were having
an casy time now. Look at the way the famine was driving them
out of the towns! How confusing all this was! Even the devil
couldn’t make head or tail of it! .

And yet, it was the country people who knew how to live,
Look at her 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 comn in the barns for three years ahead! And their farm-
ing machines! They even had harvesters! Kolchak was buttering

o .
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thesn up, trying to get them on his side, and 30 were the come
missxrs?\mg&xemg into the Torest army. They had come back
fom the war with St. George Crosses and everyone was after
them, wanting to employ them 2s instructors. Epaulettes or no
epaulettes, if you knew your job you were slways in demand.
You would always land 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 ouch i she bad been in her own garden. But it was so
siuddy, it was Iike a bog. Anyway, she thought, she felt a little
bettes now.

Thus entangled in her reflections and having quite lost the
thread of ther, Galuzina went home. But before she went in-
side, she stood for a moment in front of the porch, going over 2
few more things in her mind.

She thonght of the people who were lording it in Khodat-
ote now, she knew more or less what they were like, they
#ere former politieal exiles from the capitals, Tiverzin, Antipov,
Ehe anarchist “Black Banner” Vdovichenko, the local locksmith

Mad Dog” Gorsheny. They were cunning and they koew their
oun minds, they had stirred up pleaty ot trouble i their day,
they were sure to be plotting something again now. They couldn't
e uzless they were up to something, They spent their Yives
“mlu?g with machiges, and they were cold and merciless as
wachines They went about 1 sweaters under their jackets, they
smoked through bhone cigacette holders, and they drank boiled

:\sr::r E;;]r fear of eatehung something. Poor Vias was wasting His
s these mea would tura everythi id
T i cything upside down, they

Then she thought about herself. She knew

) e : 2 v she was a B

g;)man. with a mind of her own, intelligent and well preservel:;

vmm al, S'I?s was n;t] a );sm?l person. But pone of her quzditie;

P d in this Godforsaken kol anywh

fscr all she e, The wdecent song sbout the sﬂlyy omw:qil\s:;

l::xmnunm;'n, which was wel} knowu thraughaut the Usals, tam
o ber mind, but only the first two hnes could e qx'm\ed?

“Sentetiunkha sold her cart
4nd bought a baldlaika. . , »
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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,
svhere the airless darkness was softencd by the warm dark violet
tones of the coming Feast.

The Virgin in the icon, frecing 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, Mjrmp Oeot, Mother of
God. The gamet-colored icon lamp, dark as an inkwell in its
gold bracket, scattered its star-shaped light, splintered by tho
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 du'd'
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 Ksinsha woke up and came into the yoom. o’

“Why are you in the dark, Mother? Shall I bring a lamp?

“Na, don't. There's enough light.” .

“Let me undo your dress, Mother, Don't tire yourself.”

“My fingers are all thumbs, I could cry. And that tailor didnt
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ve the sense to sew the hooks an so that you can get at them.
;)::e got a notton to rip them all off and throw them at his vgly
face” .

“Haw well they saug at the smonasteryl Is 50 still, you contd
ear 1t from the house.” . il
“The singyng, was all right, but Lo not fecling so well, my gisl
Tve got that shich again~here and bere, Everywhere. . . . It

such a nuisance, 1 don’t know what to do.” .

“The homeopath, Stydobsky, helped you the last time. R

“Hés always telung you to do something impossible. [le? a
quack, your homeopath, That's one thung, And the other thing
is that he’s gone away. He's gone, 1 tell you, he's left town. And
be isn't the only one, they've all rushed off fust before the holi-
day~as if they expected en easthquake or something”

“Well, then, what bout that Hungarian doctor, the one whe is
a pnsoner of war? His treatmeat did you good.

“That's no use exther I tell yon, there isn't 2 soul left. Kerenyl
Lajos is with the other Hungarians beyond the demarcation Line.
‘They've conseripted hum for the Red Army.*

“But you know, Mother, you're imagining a lot of it. A nervous
heart. Tn a case bke yours suggestion can do wonders; it’'s what
the peasants do, after all. Do you remember that soldier’s wife
who conjured away your pam? What was her name?”

“Well, really! You take me for an ignorant fooll It woulda't
surprise me 1f you sang Sentetiunkha’ behind my back.”

“Mother! How ean you say such a thing} I¥'s a sin., You ought
to be ashamed of yourself. Yow'd do much better to help me re-
Iember that woman's name Its on the tip of my tongue, I won't
ave any peace tll 1t comes back to me.”

“She has more names than pettonats T don't know which is
the one you're thinking of. They call her Kubarikha and Med-
vedidha ‘and Zlydankba and § dont know how many other
names besides. She 150t around here any more. No more guest
Appearances She's gome Vanished, They locked her vp in the

Keshemsk yail for practicing abortion and making pills and
povders of some sort But soomer than be bored in il she
wseaped and got away somewhere ¢o the Far Eat, | QLU
everyone has ran away~Vlas and Tenoshka and your Xomu;
Polia—Aunt Poha of the loving heart. Apart fzom the two of s,
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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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“Have 3 rest, Have a drink of water,” whispered those who
were standing closest to him,

The worried partisan Jeader was reassured. .

“What's all the fuss about? Everything is in order. '}'hc signal
Tamp is In the window and the lookout, if I may use a picturesque
expression, has Tus eyes plued to space. 1 dont see why we
shouldw't go on with the discussion of the report, Go on, Com-
rade Lidochka ™

The wood kept 1 the large bam in the photographers” yard
had been moved aside, and the illegal meeting was being held
in the cleared space screened from the small darkroom at the
entrance by a wall of logs as high as the ceiling, In ease of
emergency there was a way of escape through a trap door to an
underground passage that came out in a lonely alley at the
back of the monastery.

The speaker, who had a sallow complexion, a beard from ear
to ear, and a black cotton cap on his bald head, suffered from
Tervous perspl and. sweated profusely He kept relighting
the stump of his cgarette 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
2utocracy of hetmans and admurals, and the establishment, by
means of an armed uprising, of the power of the peasants’ and
soldiers’ Soviets In Bghting the officer and Cossack hirehngs of

‘:-e bourgeoisie, who are armed to the teeth, the msurgents wll
s:\:sb:;‘?!age 2 full-fledged war. The struggle will be long and

Onee again he stopped, wiped his face, and i
. 3 shut his eyes. 1

l}i:ﬁ:l;ce of the rules, someone in the audience gotup angyxaiseg

S_m end, s&gm[ylmg his mtention to make 2 comment,

Partisan leader, ar, to be more exact, the
N 5 0% command

the Kezhemsk group of the trans-Ural partisan units s:‘;telxunf
Brovocatively nonchalant attitude under the speaker’s :yerv nos:
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he kept interrupting him rudely and disrespectfully. Tt was hard
to believe that so young a soldier—little more than a boy—could
be in charge of whole armies and that his men obeyed him and
looked up to him with vencration, He sat with his hands and foet
wrapped in the skirts of his cavalry overcoat; its top, thrown
back over his chair, showed his ensign’s tunic with dark patches
on the shoulders where the epaulettes had been removed.

On either side of him stood a silent bodyguard of his own age,
in a white sheepskin grown a little gray, with a curly lamb's-
wool edging, Their handsome, stony faces revealed nothing es-
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 dreames
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
evenything, and, mistaking the views of his oppooents for N

. agreed with everything they said.
o“;cxig:o him on the floor sat his friend Svirid, a trapper. Al



THE HIGHWAY NY

wough e was not a tiller of the soil, his earthy nature s}mwcd
tizough the collar of his opened dark cloth shist, which he
bunched in bis hand together with the cross he wore around his
neck, pulling it about and scratching his chest with it. e was
half Buniat, warm-hearted and ilbterate; his hair was plaited in
thin braids, and he 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 ke was addressiog, But as an old revolutionary and from
childhood a champion of the people, he gazed with adoration
at the young commander who sat facing him. Not only did he
forgive him fus lack 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 aragant ways of 2 masterful lover.

partsan commander was Mikulitsyn's son, Liberius. The
speaker was a former member of the co-operative Jabor move-
ment, Kostoied-Amussky, who had once been a Social Revelae
tonary, He had recently revised his views, admitted his past
erars, and recanted them in several detailed statements, and
i:dhigo notfonly been received into the Communist Pasty but
- mk.n afterwards been entrusted with his preseut responsi-

He was chosen for ft—though he was soything but a
~partly as a tribute to his long years of ze:‘r:l“u%onaxy ::léii:
and Tus ordeals in Tsarist prisons, and partly on the assumption
1':3!, as a former member of the co-operative movement, he knevw

¢ mood of the peasant masses in insurgent western Siberia.
For the purpose of his mission his knowledge was regarded
mu;ll imfmtam than military trarang, Gaxded s
change of political convicho i
wanmers ‘beyond liecogmticn. No xeh:gufét?:geﬁ::o&m
either bald ‘or hearded in the old days. But then, perh i
was all merely & disguise. He was under strict orde Poeps &
Party ot 1o zeveal his former identity, His dordexs from tha
were Berendey and Comrade Udochk:a. uacerground names
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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 is 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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font and belonged 1o soldiers orgenizations at the time of
the revolution sh?uld be drawn into the committee. Tt is desirable
that the membership of the committee should mclude. 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 s3y this. 1 fod the point concerning military
speciabsts dusquisting, We workers who took pact in the revola-
tion of 1903 are not used to trusting army peopl'e. There are al-
ways eeunterrevolationary elements among them. X

There were cries of “That's enough! The resolutionl Let's have
aresolstion! IV time to go howe, 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 democracy, they should grow up from
elow, Lke seedhings that are planted and take root in the soil.
Yo ear'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 crushed by the Thermidor-
Jans”

"I 25 dlear as daylight,” Sviid, his friend and fellow vags-
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 we're 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
less ang less semse, aad finally, at dawn, the meeting broke up.
They went home one by one, toking the wsval precautions,

7
There was a pleturesque place along the highwa
swift e gver ?mgnkapdivxﬂed tk%e two vgiﬂage);' ;hle(t;e%e
Pased s0d Maly Ermola, the one extending down 3 st h{]
and the other spread in the valley below it, In Kuteiny o {e:rpew elt
Patty was being given for the new recruits, and ia Ermolat 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, who dishled
Liberius’s impertinent tone.

“Pardon me, Comrade Speaker, there is something i:?m“
don’t understand. I may have put down one of the points in the
{nstructions incorrectly. May 1 read it out—I should Lke to be
sure. ‘Tt is most desirable that war veterans who were at the
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outrsged honor of Russian arms! We have ca.vered ourselves
with shame and we are in debt to our gallant Allies. For not only
the Reds bt also Germany and Austria are raising ﬂ!ei.r brazen
feads omee again. God js with us, boys. . . " He was stilt spc:nk-
ing when s volce was drowsed in o zoar of hursabs. He raised
the glass of weak, poarly distilled vodka to his lips u.m! sipped. Rt
gave hum no pleasure, He was used to vintage wines, But the
thought that he was making a sacrifica to the public good Alled
bum with satisfachon.

“He's & Brne one fur speeches, your old man! Deputy Milinkov
is vothmp to him," smd Coshka Riabilh to tus friend Terentit
Galuzin, who sat pext to bim, in 2 tpsy voice amidst the Joud,
drunken voices at the table. “He certamly i5 a fne fellow) Bur 1
suppose 1t's not for nothing he’s working so hard, I expect hell
et you an exemption from the draft with his speeches.”

“Shame on you, Goshkal How can you think such a thing} Get
me exempted wdeed. I'd ke to see him tryl Tll get my notifics-
ton the same day you get youss, and thatll be that, We'll serve
in the same unt. They've kicked me out of school, the bastards.
Mother's eating her heart out. 1 suppose 1 wor't get a commission
Bow. . As for Father, he certainly knows how to make 2
speech He hits at off every time And the extraordmary thing
15, 35 2 natural git he has, He's had no forms! education.”

“Have you heard about Sanka. Pafoutian®

“Yes 1s 1t really such a tesnble disease?”

“Incurable Hell end up wnth it in his spme. Is bis own fault.
We wamed him pot to go You heve to be very careful whom
¥0U get mived up wath®

"\\{}m will happen to hum now?”

b “Is sragic, He wanted to shoot himself, He's been called up,
b 1 e gt g 2
he sad © ¥ ¥ o avenge thells of society,

“You know, Goshka, you talk sbout infectious di
Y%tﬂ\ & &:D them you mght get another dise:ilj;ases’ bt i
oW what you mean. T suppose i
Q‘g;’gence&?ul that ist't a &sf;?se. it’ysoz :::zl;i’? persoral

prnch your nose for saying thip: g ,
Boce way 10 falk to s fnend)?ny%u mzzfenm;xea:}i?t, 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 street 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-
tion] The calvary that stretches out before you Js the road of de-
fense of our motherland against the ravishers who flood her fields
with fratricidal blood. The people cherished the hope of enjoying
the conquests of the revalution in peace, but the party of ﬂ":‘ Bol-
sheviks, in the pay of forcign capital, dispersed the Constituent
Assembly, which was the people’s highest hope, by brutc. on:cc of
bayonets, and now the blood of the defenseless flows in n\'clm
Young men who are setting forth today, to you is entrusted the

s
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foot and naked except for his trousers—ran out of the building
wth Colonel Stxesep:md the other officers of the draft Poard.
Mounted Cossacks and militiamen, leaning low out _0! .thcn- sad-
dles and swingng their nagaikas, their horses writhing }mde:
them like snakes, galloped back and forth thralugh the village,
bunting for someone Many people were running up the rfmd
to Kuteiny, pursued by the urgent furry of the church bells ring-
ing the alarm.

Event followed event with terrifying speed. At dusk Calonc}
Strese, apparently convinced that his quarry had left Em.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 stayed
on at the party and were snoring shumped on the ground or with
their heads on the tables. By the time it became known that the
mibitia were in the village it was already dark.

Several young men took to their heels, made their way
through back yards to the nearest barn, and, kicking and jostling
each other, crawled underneath the floor through = narrow open-
mg at the bottom of the wall. In the dark and the commotion
they had not been able to make out whose barn it was, but now,
judgng by the smell of fish and kerosene, 1t seemed to be one
used as & warehouse by the village shop

The young men had nothung on their conscience and it was
foolish of them to lde, 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 compromusing and rught, they were afraid, lead to thexr
undoing »f 1t were known. It was true that their fnends were
r‘x‘u(hmg worse t%mn_ hool{gaps,i hut‘yO}x r.\‘ever lsnew. Thsy Inew

They found that they were not alone 1 the barn;
got in before them The space between the grounat;‘:n?lﬂ:;res ﬂ}:)ao(xl'
s crammed with people from both villages. Those from Xu.
temy were dead drunk. Some were sooring and grinding thei
h.:elh :'md moaning 1o their sleep, and others were bein; g: k, Xl:
was pitch-dark and airless, and the stench Was !enib]eg'l‘uc 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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. 're h
“Sanka vells: ‘Crab your things, comrades, We're in i.or ,
mds ;?;nis to the winsow and puts bis fist through 1\1. 1 plc\glu{;
my thingy and run after him, putting u‘%"“ on as rfx:u. b
fie runs 1nto the street and goes hike the wind. T went after n:i
and s0 did one or two others We all ran as fast as our legs would
camry s, and they came after us yelling and shouting. But 15‘
you ask me what it's all about—nobody can make head or tai
of it”

“But what about the bomb?”

“What about st

“Well, who threw 1t? The bomb or the grenade or whatever
it was.”

“My God' You don't thirk we did?"

“Who did, then?”

“How should 1 know? Tt must have been someone else. Some-
ody sees il thus hullabaloo going on and says to himself. "Wy
shouldn't I blow the place up while the racket 15 going on—
ey suspect the others’ Tt must have been someone politicsl,
ote of those politicals from Pazhunsk, the place is full of them.
+ .+ Quet! Shut wp! Can’t you hear—Strese’s men are coming
back. That'§ be the end of vs Keep quiet, Ltell you”

Vowees could be heard approaching from down the stxeet;
boots erealed, spurs clanked

“Dor’t argue You can’t fool me,” came the crisp commanding
voice of the Colonel speaking with Petrograd distinetness. “I
#m oertan that there was somebody talking over there.”

The Mayor of the village of Frmolas, an old fisherman, Ot.
viazhistin, said

“Tou mught have imagmed it, Your Excellency. And why
should people not be tallang 1n a willage? It isn't a churchyard,
Maybe they were talking People aren’t dumb animals, O per-
haps the dewl was sheking someone m his sleep.”

! “Come, comel Stop playng the village 1diot) The devil indeeq!
You've all been getting tou big for your boots here. Youl get
50 dlever yowll talk yourselves into Bolshevism npre”
M’Méu)‘z{ul’ lgoudness, how can yon

7 Colonell Qur willage yokels are so ignorant, the X
the pra):crbaok, what \g\-m‘:fld they want E:tﬁh Bo\&‘\:e?isnc:“?t el
at's haw you alt tatk, untl you're caught. Have the shop

ay that, Your Excellency,
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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 Ermolai.

“Not so loud,” Koska was saying. “You'll give us all away, you
devil. Can't you hear—Strese’s crowd are prowling up snd
down. They've been to the end of the street, now they’re coming
back. There they are. Don’t breathe or I'll strangle you. ...
Lucky for you they've gone by. . .. What the devil did yon
have to come here forP 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 I 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
fidget, keep still, you fool. People have been throwing up and
crapping all over the place, if you move you'll get the mess all
aver us. Can't you smell the stink? Do you know why Strese 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. \\'hc.n
Sanka’s turn came he wouldn't get undressed. He was a bit
drunk when he came into the office. The clerk told him po]i(cly
to take his clothes off, even saying ‘you' to him. Sanka snap
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 of
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 Stresc comes in shouting: ‘I'm not putting up with
hooligans. I'm not having any bloodless revolution here. [
teach you to be distespectful to the law in an official place.

Who's the ringleader?” ™
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THE FOREST BROTHERHOOD

13

1t was more than a year siace Yurll Andrelevich had been taken
prisoner by the partisaus The lmits of his freedom were very
ill defined. The place of his captivity was not sun'oux.:ded by
walls; bie was not under guard, and no one Watched his move-
ments. The partisan force was constantly on the move, and Yurii
Andrefevich moved with jt. It did vot remain apart from the
Yocad population through whose Yands and settlements it passed;
it mised and indeed dissolved in it,

On the surface, this capwity, this dependence, seemed to be
nonexistent, as though the doctor were free and merely fafled to
take advantage of his freedom. His captivity, his dependence,
were not dufferent from ather forns of compulsion in life, which
ate often equally invisible and intangible, and scem to be non-
evistent and merely a figment of the imagination, a chimera.
But although be was mot fevtered, chaied, or watched, the
doctor had to submit 1o 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 was
playing with fire, and he did not try again.

He was favored by the parhsan chief, Liberjus Mikulitsyn,
who liked his company and made him sleep n his tent. Yurii
Andreievich found this enforced panionship irksome.

2
During this period, the partisans were cony i
ward. At times this movP ety moviog east

ement was part of the general campaign
228
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searched from top to bottom. Tum 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 hottom 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. There’s bound to be
something fishy when a shopkeeper 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 fright:

“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 a 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 hun many things about the past two years. Temind-
fag bim of Vasia, the boy with the handsome, unspoiled face,
who had been unlawfully conseripted and who had shared theie
car, she described her stay with his mother mn their village,
Vereteari¥i, She had been very happy among them, but the
village treated her as an outsider. She had been Ialsely accused
of having a lne affar wath Vasia and in the end had had to
leave 1f she were nat to be pecked to death She had settled
with her marvied sister, Olga Galuzina, in Krestovozdvizhensk,
fumprs that Prruliev had been seen m the neighborhood had
brought ber to Pazhinsk. The rumors had proved false and she
had found herself stranded in the little town, where she had
later got work

In the meanwhile, misfortune had avertaken her friends.
Veretenmiki had been rmded i reprisal for withholding food
supphes. It was said that Vasia's house had been burned down
and that a member of his family had perished And at Krest-
wvozdvizhensk, Pelagias brother-n-law, Vlas Galuzin, had
etther been put in fuil 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 in a farmly of peasants who were related to her.

¥ so happened that Tiagunova had a job as assistant at the
Pazhinsk pharmacy, whose stock the doctor was sbout to req-
uwnbon Al the ph ists depend: includ

; ) P herself,
“)e:re faced with ruin by this measure But the doctar was power-
- ost ‘2:: call st off Tiagunova was present at the taling aver of the

The doctor's cart pulled u

p at the back of the shop §

cases, and ?q«les packed in wickerware were L:)rriedPoutaCkS’

h;l"xhe ployee watched the operation dejectedly, and ‘their
ags scemed fo infect the pharmacist’s ‘lhin m‘

‘;:ﬁ:l\:’mg ':;‘dly kgzn her stable The rainy day was :!::%\yvi:g :Z
clase. he sky cleared a hittle Hemmed 1n by the

:!hng sun peered ont and splashed the yard \Zithed:}gc“gs, e

Y3, casting o susster glow on the puddles of Lguid marnn:rz:
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to drive Kolchak from western Siberia; at other times, when the
Whites struck from the rear, threatening to encircle the parti-
sans, the same eastward marches turned into retreats. For a long
time the doctor could not understand these subtletics.

The partisans moved parallel to the highway and occasionally
they made use of it. The villages and small towns along it wese
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 or
small towns, everything else in them sank into insignificance.
The houses on both sides of the road seemed to shrink into the
ground, and the riders, horses, guns, and big josthng riflemen
splashing through the mud loomed higher than the houses.

One day, in one such small town, the doctor was ordered to
take over a stock of British medical supplies abandoned by the
White officers’ unit under General Kappel and now seized by
the partisans,

It was a bleak, rainy afternoon with only two colors: whereser
the hght fell it was white, everywhere 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 hugging
the houses for hundreds of yards. It was jn these circum-
stances, at Pazhinsk, that the doctor met Pelagia Tiagunova, who
had been his fellow passenger in the tran from Moscow.

She recognized him first. It took him some moments to remem-
ber the woman who kept looking at him from across the street
as from the opposite bank of a canal, with an expression suggoest-
ing a readiness to greet him if he knew her or to remain anony:
mous if he did not. .

Finally he did remember her, and, together with the picture
of the overcrowded freight car, the labor conseripts and their
guards, and the woman with a braid aver her shoulder, .lhcxc
flashed into his mind an image of his family Sharp details of
the journcy 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 gm\m.d
et ko the unis telephonist. The farest was at their back, in
front of them was a field, and across this open, undefended space
the Whites were attacking. .

The Whates were now close enongh for the docter ta see their
faces, They were boys, recent volunteers from the ciwilian popu-
Tation of the capitals, and older men mobilized from the veserve.
The tove was set by the youngsters, first-year students From the
wniversitics and last-year students from gymnasiums

None of them were knawn to the doctor, yet half the faces
fooked 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-
thusissm and o seckless courage that was entirely out of place.
Ads i ded 1, ry aﬂd A g d]e Puﬂde

g m

greusd smartuess of the Tmperfal Cuards, they walked deflantly
upright, neither runmng nor throwing themselves to the ground,
iguoring the aregnlanties of the terrain behind which they
gkt easily have taken cover. The bullets of the partisans
mowed them down

In the middle of the wide, base field there was a dead tree,
&‘f\iﬂd 'I‘w‘y lightning or charred by fire, or scorched and enbn-

weuwnu 4 sulkr aim, the
watked on
The pattisans had a bmited supply of
pply of cartridges and wer
\:;l;'lgcetlscxdexs 1o fire only at short range and at %:Ieaxly vxsibl:

Yurd Andrefevich had no rifle, he I
, ¥ oo the grass watchi
ﬁ;; course at the engagement, Al hug n/mpathie??:ver:mu;}uzi%
3“& eoé l}l\\ese heroieally dying children. With all his heart e
b]‘; ak“\‘ :;n]:'ucms' They belonged to families who were proba-
e i in spirlt, in education, m moral discipling and

v, casting the thought aside,

¢ cccusted 10 him to run out into the feld and give himsell
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The wind did not stir them; the muddy slops were too heavy.
But the rain water on the road rippled and glistened with cin-
nabar reflections.

The troops moved on along the strect, walking or riding
around the deeper pools. The requisitioned supplies were fourd
to contain a whole jar of cocaine, to which the partisan chicf
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 eightecn 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 ﬂ.ﬂd
two chief assistants, both former prisoners of war—Kerenyi L-’ll.°5-
a Hungarian Communist who had been a doctor in the Austrian
army, and the Croat, Angelar, who had had some medical
training. With the former, Yuni Andreievich spoke in German;
the latter more or less understood Russian,

4

According to the Red Cross International Convention, the army
medical personnel must not take part in the military opcrations
of the belligerents. But on one occasion the doctor was forert
to break this sule. He was in the field when an engagement
began and he had to share the fate of the combatants and shoot
in sclf-defense.

The front line, where he was caught by enemy fire, was at
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e mal a3
The partisans were few, Pact of their main force was o
march 1:nni others had engaged a larger enemy demc\m.\ens
some way off, Not to disclose theis weakness, they refraine
from pursuing the retreating Whites . . .
Angfehr Jomed the doctor in the clearing with two medics
camying stretchers. Telling him to attend ta the wounded, the

doctor bent over the telephonist in the vague hope that he might
AL v RN - = . N d his

‘The
o s 1L UG, 1L Cuntamed a sheet of paper, worn and
rotted at the folds, sewn into a piece of cloth. R

Wntten on the paper, which almost fell apart in the doctor’s
fingers when he unfolded it, were excerpts from the Ninety-first
Psalm with such changes in the wording 25 often creep into
popular prayers through much repetition, making them deviate
increasngly from the original, ‘The Church Slavonic text was
trnshterated mto Russian seript.

The words of the psalm, “He that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most High,” had become the title, “Dwell High” The
verse “Thou shalt not be afraid far the terror by night nor for the
asrow that fieth by day” was changed nto the exhortation; “Do
oot be afraid of the arrows of flying war.” Where the psalm says:
“He hatl known my name,” the paper smd- “He postpones my
rame,” and “I will be with hum in trouble: I will debver him”
was garbled into 1 will relieve lum from darkness.”

The text was beleved to be miraculous and a protection
2gainst bullets It had been worn as a talisman by solders in
the last impeniabist war. Decades later prisoners were to sew it
wnto their clothes and mutter its words 1 il when they were
s d at mght for gati

Leaving the telephomst, Yuri Andreievich went out fnto the
Et‘k% to the youny White Guardsman whom he had killed. The
boy's handsome face bore the marks of innocence and of all
fﬁt‘g‘wmg ;‘3“:;,‘“%0 "Why did 1 kil him?” thought the doctar,

2 unely £
prohally s :n x ¥'s caat and opened 1t, Some carefn! hand—

her's—had embroidered his gam
Dame, Seriozha Rantsevich, carefully S g sur

i traced eursi t
©0 the lining, From the opening of Seriorhy's shirt thel:: s{i;;a:;




dangerous, While he was running with his arms rnbiscd sbove
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.
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The partisans were few. Part of their main force was on 2
march and others had engaged a larger ememy detnc\m.\mt
¢oms way off. Not to disclose their weakness, they refrained
from potsuing, the tetreating, Whites, . .

Angelar joined the doctor in the dleating with two medics
wrrying stretchers, Telling bim to attend to the wounded,.lhe
dacor bent over the telephonist in the vague hope that be m\gll\t
$till be breathing and could be revived, But when he undid his
shirt and felt hus heart, he found that it had stopped.

#n amufet hung by a silk cord from the dead mas’s neck. The
dottor took it off It contained a sheet of paper, worn and
totted gt the folds, sewn into a piece of cloth.

Written on the pager, which almaost fell apart in the doctor’s
fngers when he unfolded it, were excerpts from the Ninety-first
Psaln with such changes 1 the wording as often creep into
popular prayers through much repetition, making them deviate
inctensingly from the original. The Church Slavonic text was
tranghterated 1nto Russian script.

The words of the psalm, “He that dwelleth in the secret place
of the Most Fhgh,” had become the title, “Dwell High” The

verse “Thou shalt not be afraid for the terrar by night nor for the
0w hat fieth b dny” omn eme 10 0TS o
not be afrasd
“He hath b ' s s =eue a pusipoues my
samne,” and “I will be with him in troubler T will dehver him”
w23 garbled into “I will relieve hum from darkness™

e text was believed to be wiraculous and a protection
32ainst bullets It had been worn as a talisman by soldiers in
Ehe Yast imperialist war. Decades later prsoners were to sew it
into thexr clothes and mutter its words m b
Summm.md at naght for 1nterrogation,
ﬁet;zvmg the telephomst, Yuni Andreievich went out into the
a to the young Whste Guardsman whom he bagd Xilled. The
: Y's handsome face bore the marks of frmocence and of gl
orgng suffenng, “Why did 1 kil bim?” thought the doctor,

He undid the boy's cost and opened it. Some careful h:;nd
[‘:mb:sb\;/ tus mothers—had embroidered his mame and n;-
“f‘k\m‘;; h:i:uh;‘ Rantsevich, o carebully traced curgve letters

8 From the opening of Seriozha's shirt there stipped

ail when they were
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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 ua-
folded it and could not believe his eyes. It was the same Ninety-
first Psalm but this time printed in its full and original Slvonic
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 2 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 Kolchaks army and continue fight-
ing the Reds.

5

In the autumn the partisans took up quarters in Fot's Thicket,
a small wood on a stecp hill with a swift stream foaming around
three sides of it and biting into the shores.

The Whites had wintered in it the year before und 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 us
by the partisans. )

The doctor shared a dugout with Liberius Mikulitsyn,
had kept him awake by chattesing for two nights runaing.

who
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“I wonder what my esteemed parent, my sespected Papa, is

fing atAhis moment.” .
ao%i;thow I hate this buffoonery,” the dactor :haught, with &
sigh. "And yet he's the living image of his father. ) .

“Judging from our previous falks, you got to Jmow him quite
well. You seem to have formed & not unfavorable opinion of him.
What can you say on the subject, my dear sir?”

“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.”

YWl Aememes - b

why
., Tve
often smd to you, I am very bad at sorting out the various
shades of sociafism, apd 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 tn Russizo hfe

“Is that meant as prawse 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
exeasse conswamption of cocive You have been willfully de-

pleting the stock of which I 2m 1 charge. You know perfectly
well that 1t 15 needed for other purposes, as well as that it g5 a
POISon a0 | am rasman-tt F v

you

o ) You have ap atro-
o 4 opees uAL o Luderdee yeasaut waman or a
bOQrgec\s diehard, And yet you are a doctor, you are well read, [
\)e}l‘t:\dc you even wnte. How do you explain it?” ’
o m::x t. Apparently it can’t be halped. You should be sorty
"Why the mock modesty? If instead of using tha
¢ .
You too} the trouble to find out what we dugin m;aZlc::: b
wauldn't e so supereilions.” |y

“Heaveps, Liberiug Averkiewich, Tm not ‘beiog supercilions T
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have the utmost respect for your educational work. Ine read
the discussion notes you circulate. I know your ideas on the
moral improvement of the soldier, they're quite excellent. Al
you say about what the soldier’s attitude should be 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
Dukhobars, All that kind of Tolstoyism I know by heart. My
own adolescence was full of those aspirations toward a better
life. How could I Jaugh at such things?

“But, first, the idca of social betterment as it is understood
since the October revolution doesn’t fll me with 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
—when I hear people speak of reshaping Ife it makes me lose
my sclf-control and I fall into despair,

“Reshaping life! Pcople who can say that have never under-
stood a thing about life—they have never felt its breath, its heart-
beat—however much they have scen or done. They look onitasa
lump of raw material that nceds to be processed by them, to be
cnnobled by their touch. But life is never a material, a substance
to be molded. If you want to know, life is the principle of sf"'
renewal, it is constantly renewing and remaking and changing
and transfiguring itself, it is infinitely beyond your or my obtuse
theories about it.”

“And yet, you know, if you came to our meetings, if you Xq:‘
in touch with our splendid, our magnificent people, you wouldn't
feel half so low. You wouldn't sulfer from this melancholis. _I
know what it comes from. You sce us being beaten and you _Cﬂ“'
sce a ray of hope ahead. But one should never panic, my friend.
1 could tell you much worse things—to do with me personally,
not to be made public for the moment—and yet I don't Jose my
head. Our sctbacks are purcly temporary, Kolchak 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 anyon¢ e
so dense, so childish! I spend my time dinning fnto him that our
ideas are diamctrically opposed, he has captured me by fﬂfl“;"
he is keeping me against my will, and yet he Imagines that his
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{hacks BlI me with dismay and that his hopes can cheer me
?p?:kv can anyone be as {lind as this? For him the fate oi’ the
universe is less important than the victory of the rev?luhon.

Yucth Andreievich. said nothing, merely shrugging his shoul-
ders and making no secret of his almost unecoptrollable exaspera-
fion 2t Liberins's naiveté, Nov &id this escape Liberius's notice.

“You are angyy, Jupiter, therefore you must be wrong,” he

said.

“Do, for God’s sake, understand once and for all that none of
this 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 Moot can go—none of these clichés, these vulgar common-
phaces, appeal to me 1 say A but 1 won't say B—whatever you
do. 11 admit that you are Russia’s liberators, the shining lights.
that wathout you it would be lost, sunk i misery and ignorance,
and 1 st don't gave a damn for any of you, T 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
and 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 thav your camp and your company. I sup-
pose T have to bless you for keeping me 1 pnsoner and thank
you for bberating me from my wate, my son, my home, my work,
from everything 1 hold dear and that makes life worth living
for me!

“There 15 3 rumor going around that some unknown. force—
not ﬂf:ssmn—-bas raided and sacked Varykino. Kamennodvorsky
doesnit deny it They say your people and mine managed to
eseape. Apparently some sort of mytiical sliteyed wartiors in
padded coats and fur hats crossed the Rynva in a temble frost,
:I:d lcar\lm!){l shot every g soul 1n the place and vanished as
h)?! c!.n?c‘;‘ y as they had come. Do you know anything about it?
:!;'fmucme. Al Bies Groundless rumors”

¥ou aze as kand and generous as you claim to be when you

20 711 70 aal lot o oprovement of the seldiers, then let me
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have the utmost respect for your educational work. I've read
the discussion notes you circulate. I know your ideas on the
moral improvement of the soldier, they're quite excellent. Al
you say about what the soldier's attitude should be to the peo-
ple’s army, to his fellows, to the weak, the helpless, to women,
and about honor and chastity—it’s almost the teaching of the
Dukhobors. All that kind of Tolstoyism I know by heart. My
own adolescence was full of those aspirations toward a better
life. How could I laugh at such things?

“But, first, the idea of social betterment as it is understood
since the October revolution doesnt fill me with enthusiasm.
Second, it is so far from being put into practice, and the mese
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
losc in the end. You mark my words. You'll sce, w ¢l win in the
long run. So cheer up!” ;

“It’s unspeakable,” thought the doctor. “How can anyone he
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 heeping me against my will, and yet he imagines that his
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s friend, stralled along the edge of the crumbling earthworks,
clurbed fato the watchitower, aud Jooked out of the slits 1 front
of the now empty machine-gun nests at the wooded distance
beyond the river.

The autemn had leady cleatly marked the frontiers be-
tween the comferous and the deciduous frees. Between the
goomy, bristling walls of almost black pines the lealy thickets
chone fame- and wine-colored like medieval towns with
pinted aed gold-rocfed palaces buit of the timber cut down in
the thckness of the forest

The easth at the doctor’s feet, inside the trench and in the
ruts of the forest road, was hard with ground frost and heaped
with small dry willow leaves, curled up in litde scrolls. The
autumn smelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Greedily he breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
frasthitten apples, bitter dry twigs, sweetish damp earth, and

the ‘b‘\\e September mist that smoked like the fumes of a ze-
contlr acbn 2 22

s * erman. They dis-
cussed their business,

“There are three pownts. First, the cout-martial of the vodka
brewers, second, the reorg: ion of the field ambuk apd
the pharmacy, and thud, my proposal for the treatment of mea-
tal llnesses. T don't know whether yau agree with mwe, wy dear
Lajos, but from what I observe e are going mad, and modern
‘m;mf of fnsamty spread like an epidemic.

I¥'s  very interesting question, Tl come to it in a moment.
But first Td bke to mention something else. There is wasest in
the camp. There 15 sympathy with the vodka brewers, More-
1(7\9\'. the men are wormed about their famikies who are fleeing
;::x; ﬁ::;l l‘;:llrhe\:.‘es. é:!s Gu knol!\v, &hdere’ s 4 convoy comung, with

3 , and o e, 4l i
lei_used to leave the mn?pea lgn(-\l i: c;nr::s)t'd the gl bave
_T‘h‘xxm‘;i :}\’e’\\ have to wait for them *
od all £ hic on the eve of the elechon of a joi
f‘;r: :ur unit and several others, so far inde;ex‘:‘;exc\:n;?mde;

ink the only candsdate 1¢ Comrade Laberius, But so; ‘f‘s'

young people e Tutting Vdavichenko forward, H:‘eiso S“!b;
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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 fnend, strolled along the edge of the crumbling Eaxﬂ‘xworks,
climbed into the watchtower, and looked out of the slits in front
of the now empty wackine-gun nests at the wooded distance
‘beyond the river.

The autum had alresdy clearly marked the frontiers be-
tween the conif and the decid trees, B the
gloomy, bristhng walls of almost black pines the leafy thickets
shone’ Bame- and wine-colored Jike medieval towns 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 hiasd with ground frost and heaped
with small dry willow leaves, cusled up in Tttle sexalls, The
autumm sroelled of these brown, bitter leaves and of many other
things. Greedily he breathed in the mixed peppery smell of
Frostbitten apples, butter dry twigs, sweetish damp earth, and

the }ﬂue Septernber must that smoked Like the fnmes of a re-
portler s <1 2

R ‘.erman. They dis-
Tussed their business,

“Theze gze thice pomts, First, the cowrt-martial of the vodka
brewers; second, the of the field ambul and
the pharmacy, and third, my proposal for the treatment of men-
tal faesses, 1 don’t know whether you agree wath me, my deat
Lajos, but from what 1 observe we ase going mad, and modern
lol:m.i of insamuty spread Iike an epidemic.

I's a very interesting question. T11 come to it in a moment,
But frst Td like to mention something else There is umrest jn
the camp. There is sympathy with the vodka brewers. More-
l;\'cr. the men are warried about their fumdlies who are feemg
fom the Whates, As you know, there’s & convoy coming, with
wives, thildren, and old people, and many of the pam'szms‘ ha
tefused to feave the camp wota) st comes™ "

“L h&mwl , \‘;'e'll have to wast fox them™

nd all this on the eve of the election of a joint co S
t;:“zur\l‘ :::‘yar;xi ‘s‘c:‘cm‘ 0!(}:)61‘5, so far inde[}enden!“;?:“sd\;
mdhdate is Comrade Liberius,
young people are putting Vdovichenko (;Sw:i:t s;)‘r:e of the

is sup-
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ported by a group, alien to us in spirit, connected with the vodka
brewers—sons of shopkeepers and kulaks, deserters from Kol
chak. They are particularly restless.”

“What do you think will happen to the vodka brewers?®

“I think they will be sentenced to be shot and be reprieved”

“Well, let’s get down to business. First, the ficld ambulince”

“All right. But I must tell you that I am not surprised at your
suggestion for preventive psychiatry. 1 believe in it myself. We
are faced with the rise and spread of a form of psychic illaess
that is typical of our time and is directly related to the contempo-
rary upheavals. We have a case of it in the camp—Pamphl
Palykh, a former private in the Tsarist army with a highly
developed class instinct and devoted to the revolution. The
cause of his trouble is precisely his anxiety for his family in the
event of his being killed and of their falling into the hands of the
Whites and being made to answer for him. It's a very compls
case. I believe his family is one of those who arc coming in the
convoy. I don't know enough Russian to question him properly-
You could find out from Angelar or Kamennodvorsky. He
ought to be examined.”

“I know Palykh very well. At one time we often came across
each other in the army soviet. Swarthy and cruel with 2 low
forehead. I can’t think what good you find in him. He was always
for extreme measures, harshness, execution. I've always found
him repellent. All right, I'll sce what I can do about it”

7

Tt was a clear, sunny day; the weather had been still and dry
a whole week.

The usual rumble of noise hung over the large camp, ke
the distant roar of the sea, There were footsteps, voices, axeS
chopping wood, the ringing of anvils, the ncighing of horses,
the barking of dogs, the crowing of cocks. Crowds of sunburned,
smiling men with shining white tecth moved through the forest.
Those who knew the doctor nodded to him, others pnss(-d him
by without a greeting. .

y'l'he men ha%rrcfusid to Jeave Fox's Thicket until their families

for
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Fad caught up with them, but now the fugi\iv?s were expec.!ed
shortly and preparations for the move were being made. Things
were beng cleaned and mended, crates nailed down, casts
counted and checked over.

There was 4 large clearing in the middle of the wood where
meetings were often held. Tt was a sort of mound or barrow on
which the grass had been trodden down. A general meeting
hid been ealled that day for an {ruportant annquacement.

Many of the trees in the forest had not yet tumed; in jts
depths they were still fresh and green. The afterncon sun was
setung beliind the forest, piercing it with its ays, and the leaves,
letting them through, glowed green Like transparent bottle glass.

Tn an open space outside his tent Kamennodvorsky, the chief
Haison officer, was burning, papers, discarded yubbish from Gen-
eral Kappel's records that had fallen into his hands, as well as
papers from his own partisan files. The fire with the setting sun
behnd it was as transparent as the Jeaves; the Hames were in-
visble aod only the waves of shimmering heat showed that
something was butning,

Here and there the woods were brilliant with ripe berries—
bﬁg},g faeente AL 12000 P

of vibur

glasyy spy 4 LIE JLANES A0
Jeaves suled s!ow‘l’y through the a{n 8 e toe
Ever since hus ehaldhood Yani Andrerevich had been fond of
00ds seen at evening against the setung sun. At such moments
be felt 2 3f he too were being pierced by shafts of Light, Tt was
us though the gift of the lving spinst were streaming into his
breast, piertung bis being and coming, out at his shoulders like
;pm of wings The archetype that is formed in every child for
e and seems for ever alter to be his inward face
ality, awoke fa him in ws full primordsal smgﬁ;, and com-

pelled nature, the forest, the afters i
., 3 glow, and everything else
visible to be transh primordial angd all

o be g!uxed into 2 similarly
g, Likeness of a girl. Closing his eyes, “Lara he whi
}:ﬂehd and thought, addressing the whole of his hfe’ alf g:{x;:
i, all the sunlt space spread out before him, )
. ut everyday, curvent reality was st} there,
ough the October revolution, '

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 bumn for days.”

The doctor kicked a heap of papers with his foot. It was the
White staff headquarters’ correspondence. It occurred to him
that he might come across some mention of Rantsevich, But al
he saw were boring, out-of-date communiqués in code. He
kicked another heap. It proved to be an equally dull collection
of minutes of partisan meetings. A paper on top of the pile said:
“Extra urgent. Re furloughs. Re-election of members of draft
board. Current business. In view of the fact that the charges
against the schoolmistress of the village Ignatodvortsy have not
been substantiated, the army soviet proposes . . .”

Kamennodvorsky took a piece of paper from his pocket and
handed it to the doctor.

“Here are your marching orders for the medical unit. The
convoy with the partisans’ families is quite near and the dis-
sensions inside the camp will be settled by this evening, so we¢
can expect to move any day now.”

The doctor glanced at the paper and groaned:

“But you're giving me less transportation than last time and
there are all those extra wounded. Those who can will have to
walk; there are only a few of these, What am I to do with the
stretcher cases? And the stores and the bedding and the equip-
ment?”

“Youll have to manage somehow. We must adjust oursclves
to circumstances. Now another thing. It's a request from all o
us. Will you have a look at a comrade of ours—tried, tested,
devoted to the cause and 2 splendid soldicr. Therc’s something
wrong with him.”

“Palykh? Lajos told me.”

“Yes. Go to sce him, Examine him.”

“He’s a mental casc?” i

“I suppose so. He says he sees will-o™the-wisps. Hallucinations,
evidently, Insomnia. Headaches.” . .

“All right, X might as well go and sce him now, since I'm freo
at the moment. When does the meeting begin?”
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1 think they're coming now. But f;vhy bnther? As you see, I'm
ing exther, Theyl manage without us.
m‘t'rgk?:;g&\d;o and syee Pamp%nl. Thnugh.l can hardly keis my
eyes open, 'm so sleepy. Liberius Aver]aevxfb likes to p osoi
phize at night, and be's worn e out with his tatk, Where do
amphnl?”
ﬁnf?\!fu L;’aw the bisch grove beyond the rubbish pit?”

*“Yes, L thiok I know it.” ,

*Yaull Rad some commanders’ tents 10 a clearing, We've put
aue of ther 2t Pamplils disposal. Hes gat his family comung,
they're in the convoy. That's where youll fnd him—in one of the
tents—he’s got battalion commander status as & reward for revo-
Tutionary ment.”

8

On his way to see Pamphil, the doctor was overcome with
fatigue. 1t was the cumulative effect of several sleepless nights,
He could go back ta bus dugout and he down, but he was afraid
of staying there, for at any moment Laberius might core in and
dstur him. He stopped m a glade scottered with golden
leases from the sursounding woods. They lay in a checkerboard
pattern, and so did the low rays of the sun falling on their
golden carpet. This double, crisscross brightness made your
bead spin nd sent you to sleep hike small prmnt or a monotanous
murmur.

The doctor lay down on the silkily rustling leaves, bas head or
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 snd shadow that hac
put him to sleep now covered hum with its patchwork so that hi
boby, suctched on the ground, was indistnguishable fron
e kaleadoscapic brlliance of the rays and leaves, invisible
i he had put on a magic cap.

Bntcﬂso‘qn e very force of his desie and need for sleg;
roused Jum. Durect causes operate only withn
beyond them they produce thz? oppos : Sonean L

ite effect, His wakeful
sousness, not finding any rest, worked feverishly of its Z(i':
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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. And
what was subject? What was object? How was their identity to
be defined? In the doctor’s reflections, Darwin was next to
Schelling, the butterfly that had just flown by next to 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. Yurii
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 Goshha, Sanka, Koska,
and their usual follower Terentii Galuzin, young gﬂ"d'{“"
nothings who were at the bottom of every Lind of outrage and
disorder. Zakhar Gorazdykh was also there, an even more sinister

who was mixed up in the affair of the vodka brew-
t now because he had de-

personality
ing but was not being prosecuted jus
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sounced the chief offenders, What surprised Yurii Anﬂ:ﬁief'ic’)
was the presence of Swobluy, 2 partisan oi'!he erack “Slver
Company” who was one of the commander’s bodyguards. In
feeping with a traditon going ‘ack to Stenka Razin and I‘“g“t‘
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-
rected him—"Galiulli””—but he did not catch the name and
said “General Galesev.”) “That's our chance There won't be an-
other Vke 1t Here're their delegates, Theyll tell you all ahout
it They say we'se got to take him alive. Now you tell them, you
othiers”

Now the others, the delegates, began to speak. Yurii Andrefe-
vich could not catch a word, but from the length of the pause
he judged that they explained the proposal in detall Then Goraz-
d)\lh!srxoke again

“Hear that, boys? You see what 2 nice fellow he i
we pay for tum? He isnt even a man—he's ahh:x‘!sf-:};:]);;l:m‘d
sort, a monk or a hermut. You stop gonning, Terioshka, Tl ive
You something to grin about, you stupid ass, | wasn;t tallga'we
sbout you I'm telling you—he's a hermit, that’s what e § 5
him have us way and helt turn 1 iy ¥ © i Let
What d . You all into manks—ewnuchs,

t does he tel) you? No cursing, ra getting drunk, N
s{;ﬁhabwt women. Jlow can yau ];‘vc Iike th:ﬁ? Tr:::i’\?t“ ih'xlsl
et lim down o the ford, I} sce that he comes. Thengwe':l‘ le
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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 browa
speckled butterfly flew across the sunny side of the clearing. The
doctor watched it sleepily. Choosing a background with a colr
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 tumned to its d round of thoughts—he had
touched on them indirectly in many medical works—concerning
will and purposefulness as superior forms of adaptation; mimicry
and protective coloring; the survival of the fittest; and the
hypothesis that the path of natural selection is the very path
leading to the formation and cmergence of consciousness. And
what was subject? What was object? How was their jdentity to
be defined? In the doctor’s reflections, Darwin was nest to
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 asleep but woke up a moment later. A
soft, muffled conversation near by had disturbed hum. The few
words he overheard were enough to tell him that it concerned
some secrct and illicit plan. He had not been scen, 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 quiet and listened.

Some of the voices he recognized. They were those ﬂ’f the
scum of the partisans, hangers-on such as Goshka, Sanka, Koshr,
and their usual follower Terentii Galuzin, young gnOJ'f‘“"
nothings who were at the bottom of every 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 becauce he had de-
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*It's for my dear guests,” explained Pamphil. “My wife afxd
chuldren. The tent is too low. And the rain comes through. I've
cut these dawn for joints to make 2 roof.”

“1 shouldn't count on their altowing you to have them in your
tent, Pamphil Who has ever heard of civilans, women an
children, being allowed to hve inside a camp? Theyll stay with
the wagons somewhere just outside, you'll be able to see }hem. as
much as you Lke w your spare tune, but I shouldnt thxf:k
they'd be allowed to live in your tent. But that isn't what I've
come sbout. They tell me you're getting thin, you tan't eat or
sleep Is that truc? 1 mast say you look all right. Though you
could dowith a hatreut.”

Pamphil was a huge man with black tousled hair and beard
and 2 bumpy forchead that looked double; a thickening of the
frontal hone, like & ring or a steel band pressed over his temples,
gave him a beetling, glowering lock,

When at the beginning of the revolution it had been feared
that, a5 1n 1905, the upheaval would be a short-lived episode
in the lustory of the educated upper classes and leave the
deeper layers of souety untouched, everything possible had
been done to spread revolutionary propaganda among the peo-
ple toupset them, to stir them np and Jash them into fury.

In those early days, men ke Pamphil Palykh, who needed no

g to hate intell Is, officers, and gentry with a
savage hatred, were regarded b husiastic left-wing intel-
lectuals as a rare find and greatly valued Their inhumamty
seemed a marve) of cl their barbarism a model
of proletanan fremness and sevolutionary instinet. By such
quatties Pamphsl had established his fame, and he was held in
great esteem by partisan chuefs and Party leaders.

To Yuri Andreevich this gloomy and unsacizble giant, soul-
Jess and ded, seemed suby 1, almost a d ’

~Come into the tent” said Pamplul

“No, why? It i .
ot m.\\ w2 [t's pleasanter out in the open Anyway, T couldn’t

“AU sight flave it your own way. After all, it § v
Yole, Wo can sit on the tees * . v all, it 4 a stinking

They s1t down on the springy birch saplin i
told the doctor the story of his hfe. “They sr}’y agkilea;dmiimtg?sl
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fall on him together. It won’t be hard. That's nothing. Whats
difficult is that they want him alive. Tie him up, they say. Well
if it doesn’t work out that way I'll deal with him myself, 11
Bnish 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 Whites 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 rn}e
of agent provocatcur. Yurii Andreievich felt even more dis-

gusted.

9

It was learned that the partisans’ farmlies were now within two
days’ journey of the camp. The partisans were getting ready to
welcome them and soon afterwards to move on. Yurii Andreie-
vich went to Pamplul Palykh. .

He found lum at the entrance to his tent, an ax in his hand
In front of him was a tall heap of birch saplings, he had cut
them down but had not yet stripped them. Some had falh-g
where they stood and, toppling with their whole werght, hu
dug the sharp ends of their broken branches into the d\;ng
ground. Others he had dragged from a short distance .nnd pild
on top of the rest. Shuddering and swaying on their springy
branches, these trees lay neither on the gmund nor close to-
gether. It scemed as though with outstretched arms they \;f"r’l{‘
fending off Pamphil, who had cut them do.\vn, and that thef
tangled green foliage was barring his way to histent.
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“Is that why you see will-d-the-wisps? 1 was told you keep
seeing things.” ,

’\\‘ga\, D%clur,l Taver't told you everything Tve kept b:n_;k the
ost important thing, Now, Tl tell you the w}'mle tmlh if you
want it, Il say 1t to your face, but you mustn't hold it against
me. .

“Tve done away with a Jot of your kind, there’s a ot of Oﬁ‘w?ts
Hlood on my hands, OFicers, bourgeois. And i's never worried
me. Spilled it bhe water. Names snd sumbers all gone out of my
head. But there’s one htdle fellow I can't get out of my yind. I
killed that youngster and I cau't forget it Why cad L have to kill
Tim? He made me laugh, and I Jalled him for a joke, for noth-
fng, fike a fool.

“During the February revolution that was, Under Kereosky.
We were baving 3 mutiny. We were near a mailway station.
Wed left the front. They sent a young, fellow, an agitator, to talk
us into gomng back. To fght on to victory, Well, that little cadet
came to talk us into being good. Just bke a chicken, he was.
‘Fight on to victory'~that was his slogan. He got up on a water
butt shouting that sfogan, the water butt was on the raflway plat-
form. He got up there, you see, 50 as to wake his call to batle
come from higher up, and suddenly the hd turned upside down
under fum and e fell nght 1 Right into the water, You can’t
think how funny he locked. Made me spht my sides laughing!
L wis holding a nfie. And 1 was laughmg my head off. Covldrt
stop. It was yust as i€ he was tickling me. And then, 1 afmed
eud fred and killed him on the spot. 1 can't think how it hap-
pened. Just as though somebody had pushed me.

“Wel, that's my will-o™the-wisp 1 see that station at night. At
the time it was furny, bt now Ym sorry.”

“Was that ot Birmchn station near the sown of Meliuzeievo?
“Can't remember.”

:\\’cm you in the Zybushino rebellion?”
.s:m’l remember.”
. “:;\\i:\;:;?n\ wereyou at? Was it the western front? Were you

-5 y .
m::‘i\:.\_ue ke that, It could have been in the west, T can’t
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But mine is a long story. I couldn’t tell it in three years. 1 dont
know where to begin.

“Well, T'll try. My wife and I, we were young, She looked
after the house. T worked in the ficlds. It wasn't a bad hfe. We
had children. They drafted me into the army. They sent me to
the war. Well, the war. What should I tell you about the war?
You've seen it, Comrade Doctor. Then the revolution. I saw the
light. The soldiers’ eyes were opened. Not the Fritzes, who are
Germans, were the enemies, but some of our own people.
“Soldiers of the world revolution, down your rifles, go home, get
the bourgeois!’ And so on. You know it all yourself, Comrade
Army Doctor. Well, to go on. Then came the civil war. T joined
the partisans. Now I'll have to leave out a lot or Fll never end.
After all that, what do I see now, at the present moment? That
parasite, he’s brought up the two Stavropolsky regiments fm‘m
the Russian front, and the first Orenburg Cossack as well. I'm
not a child am I? Don’t T understand? Haven't T served in the
army? We're in trouble, Doctor, it's all up with us. What he
wants to do, the swine, is to fall on us with all that scum. He
wants to surround us.

“But I've got a wife and children. If he comes out on top,
how will they get away? They're mnocent, of course, they have
nothing to do with it, but this won’t stop him. He'l tie up my
wife with a rope and he'll torture her to death on my account,
my wife and my children, he'll break every bone in their bodics,
hell tear them apart. And you ask, whv don't I sleep. A man
could be made of iron, but a thing hke that is to make you Tose
your mind.”

“What an odd fellow you are, Pamphil T can't make you out.
For years you've been away from them, you didnt even Lnow
where they were and you didn't worry. Now you're going to se¢
them in a day or two, and instead of being happy about it you
act as though it were their funeral.”

“That was before, now it's different. He
White bastard Anyway, it isn’t me we're talking about. I soon
be dead. But T can't take my little ones with re into the next
world, can 1? They'll stay and they'll fall into lxls dirty paws.
He'll squeeze the blood out of them, drop by drop.

s heating us, the
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forest was avtumnally base, so fhat you could see isto it as
through an open gate; here a splendid, solitary, rust-colored
rowan tree had alone kept its leaves. Growing on a mound that
tose above the low, squelchy, hummocky marsh, it reache(} into
the sky holding up the fat round shields of its hard erimson
berries agaiost the leaden, late-autumn sky. Small birds with
feathers ns bright as frosty dawns—bullfinches and tomtits—set-
Cled on the 1owan tree and picked the largest berties, stretching
out their necks and throwing back their heads to swallow them.

There seemed to be & ning intimacy between the birds snd
the tree, a5 if it had watched them for 2 long time vefusing to do
anyihing, but in the end had hiad pity on them and given in
21 fed them like a purse unbuttoning ber blouse to give breast
10 a bahy. "Well, ot right, all right,” it seemned to be saying with
a smuide, *eat me, have your ElL

The other place was even more remarkable. This was on 2
besght that fell off steeply on one side. Looking down, you felt
that at the bottom of the escarpment there should be something
difereat 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 sumply sunk to 2 lower fevel with all its tres, so that
the trectops were now underfoot. There must have been & land-
:\x[!e there at some time.

t was a3 of the gnm, ggantic forest, marching at cloud leve
bad sturabiled, Yost its !oagt;ng, and burtled down,g all in one piect‘;
20d would have dropped right through the earth if it bad m)t:
by a wiracle, saved itself at the Jast moment—so that there 1t
w8 0ow, safe and sound, rusthing below.

Bt what made the hagh place in the forest remaskable w:
smncthing else, A% along it edge it was locked in by grani::
r;:\\&m standing on end, looking Ve the Hat stones of pre-
L‘n;ric dolmens. When Yurii Andrejevick came across this stony
Sl thorm for the first time, he was ready to swear that it was not
s !;a'm'fa'n wngm, that it bore the mark of human hands, It
A ng) ; :\:\:Jm\c ?x-cn the site of an ancient pagan shrine, w};ere
ey sacrifices had atice been offered by unknown wor-

10 was bere that the death sentence agaiaet olecan




CHAPTER TWELVE

THE ROWAN TREE

1

The convoy with the partisans’ families, complete with children
and belongings, had Jong been following the main partisa
force. After it, behind the wagons, came vast herds of cattly
mainly cows—several thousand of them.

With the arrival of the womenfolk a new figure sppeared in
the camp. This was Zlydarikha or Kubarikha, a soldicr’s wife
who was a cattle healer, a veterinarian, and also, sectetly, 3
witch. She went about in a little pancako 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 unforesecn developments they were to spend the
winter there.

This new camp was quite unlike the old one. The forest around
it was a dense, impenetrable taiga, On ono 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 Yurit Andrelevich 'hﬂd
more leisure, he had explored the forest in several directions
and found that onc could eastly get Jost in it. Two places had
struck him in the course of these excursfons and remained i
his memory.

One \varsyat the edge of the taiga, fust outside tho comp. The

352
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ible stones.
Mowing the rest of the crowd toward the terr x

Pt penily to the ground before the goaxds snd cryiag
Toudly, be chanted, quite beside himself: , . o Dlease

“Furgyve e, comades, Tm sorry, T wan't do it again, I" S
Tet me off, Don't kilf me. T haven't lived yet. X want to live a
Ittle longer, § want to see my mother just once u}ﬂm. Please
Jet me off, comrades, please forgive me. TH do anything for you.
11 kiss the ground under your feet. Oh, help, belp, Mother, Tm
done fort”

Someane 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,
wellbe grateful to you all our lives, we will prove & to you. Are
you deaf, or what? Why don't you answer? Asen't you Chis-
tans?”

Others screamed at Sivebluy:

“Judast Chnst-kallex! ¥E we are traitors, you are a 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 at the edge of the grave Vdovichenko remoined true
to hmself. Hus hend high, his gray haic 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 executoners of the new
torture chambess, wll never und d yool But don't Jose
heant, History will telt the truth, Postensty will piliory the Bour.
bons of the commissasocracy together with theic dirty deeds.

We die as martyrs for our ideals at the dawn of the world
revolution. Long

bve the revolution of the spirit! v
world anarchyt” e spind Long fve
A talley of twenty shots discharged at some inaudible
3 2 2 com-
mand erught only by the nflemen, mowed down Tt the con.
demned men, kitling most of them outright, The test were shof

¥ Oprichniki—security troops of fvan the Terdble,
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of the conspiracy and two male nurses condemned for brewing
vodka was executed one cold, sullen mormning.

Twenty of the most loyal partisans, including a core of the
commander’s bodyguard, brought the condemned men to the
spot. Then the escort closed around them in a semicirele, rife
in hand, and advancing at a quick, jostling pace drove them to
the edge of the platform, where there was no way out except
over the precipice.

As a result of questioning, long imprisonment, and maltreat-
ment they had lost their human appearance. Black, hairy, ard
haggard, they were as terrible as ghosts.

They had been disarmed when they were arrested, and it had
not even occurred to anyone to scarch them again before the
execution. Such a search would have scemed superfluous and
vile, a cruel mockery of men so close to death.

But now, suddenly, Rzhanitsky, a friend of Vdovichenko,
who walked beside him and who, like him, was an old anarchist,
fired three shots at the guards, aiming at Sivobluy. Heé was an
excellent marksman but his hand shook in his excitement 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 fool,
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 Caluzin, who still wore his ycllow-bmldcd slc’ll;.;’}
cap, removed it, fell on his knees, and, still kneeling, edged b2
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wezs ket for more mportant aeeds, The last tie the partisans
had m?\)ed camp thepwounded were carried thirfy miles on
stretchers. i

The anly medicines he had left were quinine, Glauber’s salts,
and fodine, The fodine was in the form of erystals and bad to be
dussolved In alcohol before it could be used for dressings or
operations, The destructicn of the vodka still was now regretted,
20d 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
meaningfol glances and shook their heads. Drunkenness broke
out again, and contmbuted to the general demoralization.

The aleohol produced was almost 100 proof. At this strength it
was suitable for dussolving erystals and also for preparing tine-
ture of quinine, which was used m the treatment of typhus
when ft reappeared at the onset of the cold weather.

3

At this time the doctor went to see Pamphil and his family. His
wife and children had spent the whole of the past summer as
fugtives on dusty roads under the open sky. They were thor-
oughly frightened 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 Litle son had
hight hawr, faded to a flaxen color by the sun, and bristling eye-
brows, white against therr tanned and weatherbeaten faces,
But while the children were too young to bear the marks of
their experiences, the mother’s face had become lifeless, Strain

and fear had narrowed ber Iips to a thread and
regular features in a ngd s e i c.iry,

of defi
ness, . §and

Pamplul was devoted to all of them and I it
oved i
::}x{:'ssnmo:s. He (;urpnscd the doctar by his skﬂ? inhc:;gd::;
bity, cocks, 1 i
S ﬁ:ac.bem for them, using 2 comer of his finely

With the arrival of his family he had cheered vp and beoun
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down by another salve. The boy, Terioshka Galuzin, twitched
longest, but finally he too lay still,

2

The idea of moving to another place, farther east, for the winter
was not given up easily. Patrols were scnt out to suney the
country beyond the highway, along the Vytsk-Kezhemsk water-
shed. Liberius was often absent, leaving the doctor to himself.

But it was too late for the partisans to move and they had
nowhere to go to. This was the time of their worst setbacks.
Shortly before they were finally crushed, the Whites, resolving
to destroy the irregular forest units once and for all, had en-
circled them and were pressing them from every side. The
position would have been catastrophic for the partisans had the
radius of the encirclement been smaller. They were saved by its
size, for the approaching winter made the taiga impenetrable
and prevented the enemy from pulling his ring tighter. )

To move, however, had become impossible. They could, in-
deed, have broken through to new positions had any plan of-
fered specific military advantages. But no such definite plan had
been worked out. The men were at the end of their tether. Th.e
junior officers lost heart and with it their influence over their
subordinates. Senior commanders met nightly in council and
proposed conflicting solutions. The idea of shifting camp 'h"
finally to be abandoned in favor of fortifying the present positions
in the heart of the taiga. Their advantage was that the deep
snow made them inaccessible, particularly because the \\'.Mfl‘!
were ill supplied with skis. The immediate task was to dig in
and lay in large supplies.

Bisiurin, the camp quartermaster, reported an acute shortage
of flour and potatoes. Cattle, however, were plcnu’ful and be
foresaw that the staple food in winter would be milk and meat.

There was a shortage of winter clothing; many of the partisans
went about half dressed. All the dogs in the camp were st'm".ﬁ;“‘ g
and people with experience as furriers were sct to making dog-
skin jackets, to be worn fur side out. ) "

The doctor was denied the use of transportation. The €2
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the fugitives and to divert them to a village o the river Chi-
lmka. The wllage was called Dvory (“farms”) because f:f the
{armsteads that had grown up around wts will. There it was
groposed 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
theis own course and the eomp command could not always copé
with them.

The encmy had closed the breach in his positions and the
partisan it that hiad broken through was pow unable to get
back inta the taiga.

Alio, the women refugees were getting out of hand. It was
sy to lose on’s way in the taiga. The men seot out to turn
back the vefugees aften wmissed them, and the women flooded
fato the forest, chopping down trees, building roads and bridges,
nd achieving prodigies of ful

AR (s was counter to the intentions of the parhisan command,
sorking havee with the plan made by Liberius,

s

That was why he was in such a temper as he stood talking to
the &apper, Svield, near the Taghway, which came close o the
edge of the taiga at this point. Several of his oficers stood on
the highway, arguing about whether to cut the telegraph line
that ran along the road. Liberius would have the Enal word,
but he was decp 1 conversation with the trapper and kept
fignalling to the others to wait for him
Svirid had been deeply shocked by the shooting of Vdai-
chenko, whose only erime had been that his influence rivatled
hat of Libenus and brought dissension into the camp. Svirid
whhed b could leave the partisans and go back to his old
povate, independent he. Dut this was ont of the question, Hé
had made his choice, and were he to Jeave his Forest Bm?..h
m;:“ he \\m\l\x\ be executed as a deserter, "
¢ weather was the worst {maginable, A
;szi mrv‘(a torn, fow clouds as bl:%ck as ﬂymgSh;r& li:?iik;lg
would suddenly fal\ from them with 3 convulsive, insane
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to recover. But now the news had got about that the presence
of the families was considered bad for discipline, and they were
going to be sent, under proper escort, to winter quarters at some
distance from the camp, which would thus be relicved of its
burden of civilian refugees. There was more talk about this
plan than actual preparation, and the doctor thought it would
never be carried out, but Pamphil’s spirits fell and his halluci-
nations came back.

4

Before winter finally set in, the camp went through a period of
disturbances—anxieties, uncertainties, confused, threatening sita-
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 troops.

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, even if only as a military
demonstration.

A strong force was set aside for this purpose and concen_m!t‘d
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 of new refugees. Not all of these
were related to the partisans. Terrificd by the punitive measures
of the Whites, all the peasants of the surrounding countryside
had fled from their homes and now sought to join the partisans.

'hom they regarded as their natural protectors.

“hBut thc);:am{;;), anxious to get rid of its own dependents, lm:
no place for newcomers and strangers. Men were sent to mee
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be'All against Kolchak? or a civil war among ’the ,“"fme"?:

“Cet on with it, Svirid. You see I'm wanted. Don't spin it out.

~4nd now there’s that she-devil, Zlydarikba, God only knows
what she is She says: Fut me down as a woman venhlator to
Yook after the cattle . . 7

*“Veterinary, you mean.”

'rhaimt); say—a woman ventilator to cure cattle of wiz}?-
But she's not looking after cattle now, such a heretic, devil's
reverend mother she has turned ont to be, she says cows
masses, and turns young refugee wives fram thew duty. You've
only yourselves to blame for your miseries,’ 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 burmed out, mill
wd all, nothing left of it but cinders. That's what they saw
when they came by—not a living thing, Hall of them went crazy,
yelled and howled and turned straight back to the Whtes, 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 our men, who were sent
to guard them, helped them a bit. Twenty miles of road they've
wy, t.hey say. Bridges and all, the brutes! TaXk about women!

\e.dvne things that would take us a month of Sundayst”

“That's o fine thing, twenty miles of road! And what are you

looking so pleased about, you fackass? That’s just what the

Whutes want,  highway into the taiga! Now all thy
1 10 1ol tn their artillery!® € o baveto do

:Scnd a force to guard the road”
I £an do my own thinking, thank you.”

6
The days were getting shorter; 1t was 4
ays 3 k b
dusk Yurit Andreievich crossed the high\v:xy aty;hﬁev:e;l];)‘;:rc:
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haste. In a moment the broad expanse of the earth was covered
with a white blanket. The next minute, the white blanket was
consumed, melted completely, and the earth emerged as black
as coal under the black sky splashed with slanting streaks of
distant showers. The earth could not absorb any more water.
Then the clouds would part like windows, as though to air the
sky, which shimmered with a cold, glassy white brilliance. The
stagnant, unabsorbed water on the ground responded by 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 ke beads cne
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 journey,
abandoned their children, shook the corn out of their sacks onto
the ground, and tumned back. A quick death, they had decided,
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 self-
control, unsurpassed by men. Svirid had many other things to
tell his chief. He wanted to warn him of an impending new
rebellion, more dangerous than the one that had been put down,
but Liberius, by hurrying him, deprived him of the power of
speech. Liberius kept interrupting Svirid not only because his
friends were calling and waving to him from the highway, but
because during the past two weeks he had been given simila
warnings time and again, and by now he knew them by hf‘{ﬂ-

=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 step
their nonsense. Otherwise, 1 ask you, what is this supposed to
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Fling them, yoll them to my natioe town,

To the far end of the street, the last hoflse,

The last house in the street, the last gindow, 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, inguish in captivity,

Homesick, 1 am, poor soldier, kept in foreign parts.
T break from durance bitter,

T go to my red berry, to my lovely bride.”

7

Agaba Fotievna, Pamphil's wife, had brought her sick cow to
Kubarikha, The cow had been separated from the herd and
tethered to a tree by a rope tied to her horns. Her mistress sat
a2 tree stump by the cow’s forelegs and Kubarikha, on a milk-
ing stool, by her hind legs.

The rest of the countless berd was trammed into 2 ghade,
hemmed in alf around by the dark forest of triangular firs, as tall
at hdls and rising {rom their spreading lower branches as if
they wete squatting on fat bottoms on the ground.

e cows were mostly black with white spots and beloaged
to some Swiss breed popular in Stberia. They were exhausted,
10 less ethausted thaa their owners by privations, endless wan-
dering, and intolerable crowding, Rubbing Bank to flank and
maddened by the lack of space, they forgot their sex and reared
a0d chimbed on top of one another, pulling up their heavy udders
with an effort and roaring bhe bulls. The heifers who were
covered by them broke away from undemeath and rushed of
fnto the forest, tads in the mr and tampling shrubs and
branches Their herdsmen—old men and children—ran shrickdng
alter them e

And as if they too were hemmed in by the i ht cirel
tsectops in the winter sky above the ghde,ycbe bhcgk and c\:hi?:
clouds reared and piled and toppled a5 chaatically as the cows.

The knot of curious onlookers who stood ot 4 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 white snotw,
He ran, the lop-cared hare, past a rowan tree,
Past a rowan tree, and complained to it
Have I not, he said, a timorous heart,
A timorous heart, so faint and weak?
1 am frightened, he said, of the wild beast's tracks,
Wild beast's tracks, the wolf's hungry belly.
Pty me, O sowan bush! O fair rowan tree!
Do not give thy beatty to the wicked enemy,
The wicked enemy, the wicked raven.
Scatter thy red berries to the wind,
To the tind, over the wide world, over the white snow.
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vell, you are poor in sorrows, my dear. See how merciful

Go?l‘le}a‘; {men to Esu\ Such as you are bard to find. Only two
sorrows 1 your poor heart, and one of them a foud husband!
Well, lef's begin. What will you give me for the cow?”

“What will you take?” .

“IT have a o2k of bread and your husband.

The onlookers burst cut laughing.

“Ase you joking?”

“Too much, is it? AU right, Il do withont the loaf, Well settle
for your hushand.”

The Jaughter grew louder. .

“What's the same? Nat your husband’s, your cow's

“Beauty.”

“Half the hetd is called that. All right. We'll start with God’s
blessing *

She zecited the spell for the cow. At first she was indeed
concerned with the cow, but after a while she got carred away
and gave Agafia 2 whole set of instructions on witcheraft. Yurii
Andreievich listened spelfbound, just as, when he first arnved
fn Siberfa from European Russia, he had listened to the florid
chatter of the dnver, Bacchus

The woman was saying.

“Aunt Margesta, coe and be our guest. Come on Wednes-
day, take away the pest, take away the spell, take away the
scab. Ringworm, leave the heder's udder. Stand still, Beauty,
do your duty, don't upset the pail. Stand still as 2 hill, let mulk
tun and il Terror, terror, shaw your mettle, take the seab,
throw them {n the nettle. Strong as 3 lord is the sorcerer’s word.

“You sce, Agafia, you have to know everything—bidding and
ftzrbiddmg, the word for escaping and the word for safekeeping.
Now you, for example, you look over there end you say to your-

St’U . Hﬁc‘s a forest.” But what there is over there is the forces
of evil fighting the angelic hosts—they're at war bk
with Bassalygo's. ¢ v e yous men

“Or take another example, look over there where T'm points
You're looking the wIong way, my dear, use your eyesptx,xot,ai
back of your bead, look where my finger is pointim;' That's
tight! Now, what do you think that is? You hink s two tw
that the wind has tangled together? Or o bird building its n;%;
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noyed the witch, and she measured them from top to toe witha
hostile look. But, vain as an artist, she felt that it was bencath
her dignity to admit that they embarrassed her. She preteaded
not to notice them. The doctor watched her from the back of
the crowd, where she could not see him,

This was the first time he took a good look at her. She were
her usual English cap and pea-green overcoat with its cumpled
collar, But the haughty and passionate expression that gave 3
youthful fire and darkness to this aging woman's eyes showed
plainly that she did not care in the least what she was wearing
or not wearing.

What astonished Yurii Andreievich was the change in Pam-
phil’s wife. He could scarcely recognize her. In the last fow days
she had aged temnbly. Her goggling eyes were almost ready to
pop out of their sockets and her neck was as thin and long s
a cart shaft. Such was the effect upon her of her secret f(‘.\r_&

“She doesn’t give any milk, my dear,” she was sn)“ing‘.[
thought she might be in calf, but then she would have had milk
by now and she still hasn't any.”

*“Why should she be in calf? You can sce the seab of nnlh.r-‘l!
on her udder. I'll give you some herb ointment to rub it with.
And of course I'll cast a spell on her ™

“My other trouble is my husband.” .

“I'll charm him back, so he won't stray. That's easy. Hc:ll stick
to you so you won't be able to get rid of him. What's your
third trouble?”

“It isn't that he strays. That would be nothing. The mis
fortune is that he clings to me and the children with all his
might, and that breaks his heart. I know what he thinks. e
thinks they'll separate the camps, that they will send us one
way and him another. And that well fall into the hands of Bas
salygo’s men and he won't be there and we won't have .ﬂfl,\““c
to stand up for us. And that theyl tosture s, they'll rejoiee l;
our torments, I know his thoughts. I'm afraid heTl do away wit

imself.” .
h“‘I’ll think about it. 1Tl find a way to end your gn’cf. What's
your third trouble?”

I haven't a third one. That's all there Is—my cow a

busband.”

nd my
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stones 1ain upon him. Qr, as some bave seen, horsemen riding
through the sky, the horses’ haofs hithng the top_s of the bouses.
Or as sorcerers prophesied of old, saying: Tn this woman thete
{s corn, in that one honey, ina third marten fur.’ And the knight
opened the shoulder of the woman, as if it were 2 casket, and
with his sword took out of her shoulder Blade a measure of vorn
or a squirel or 2 honeycamb.” 5

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 our love seems to us to be a victim. Tn
the case of some men, compassion for a woman exceeds all
mexsure 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.

Yurii Andseievich was sufficiently well read to suspect that
Kubankha's last words repeated the opening passage of an
sncient chronicle, either of Novgorod or Epatievo, but so dis-
torted by copyusts and the sorcerers and hards who had tans-
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 absurd talk,
tmpress him as 1f 1t were desenbing rea) events?

Lara’s Jeft shoulder had been cut open. Like a key turning in
the lock of a secret safe, the sword unlocked her shoulder blade
and the secrets she had kept in the depths of her soul came to
Lght. Unfamyfiar towns, streets, rooms, countrysides unrolled
ltnkc # flm, whole reels of film, unfolding, discharging their con.

ents

Hosw he toved hert How beautiful she was! In exactly the way
he had afways thought and dreamed and wanted! Yet what was
it that made her so fovely? Was 1t something that could be
named and analyzed? No, a thousand times nu:‘., She was love}
by vistue of the matchlessly simple and swift line that d\y
Creator had, at o single stroke, drawn all around hey d iy
this divine form she had been handed over, bke 2 chx;;l;:‘ htlln
#Tapped in a sheet after ity bath, inta the keeping of hi N
bc:‘:‘ ;\‘m had happened to um now, where w::he? I: :O‘Sl:-

0 fotest with the pactisany, 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'lw \\(;r :'

“And many other things there are, such as stoncs mm(nglr:;w
heaven, so that a man may go forth out of his house and
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same treatment would be meted out to all the parﬁs‘:ms un-
d‘lc:s, by a given date, they submitted a‘nd gave vp theis ams
to the representatives of General Vitsyn's asmy corps. o

Faisting repestedly from loss of blood, the dying man tol
them in a faltesing voice of the tortures and atrocities per-
peteated by Vitsye's favestigating and puaitive squads. His own
sentence of death had been allegedly commuted; instead of
hanging bim, they had cut off his arm and leg in nrc‘ler to send
$m it the camp and sike tesror among the partisans. They
fad earried him as far as the outposts of the camp, where they
fad put hir down and ordered him to crawl, urging him on by
shooting into the air.

He could barely move his lips. To make out his almost un-
intelligble stammering, the crowd around him bent low. He
wis saying; “Be on your guard, comrades. He bas broken
through™

“Patrols have gone out in strength. There's a big battle going
on. We'll hold fim."

“Thesc’s a gop. He wants to surprise you. T know. . . . T can't
0 on, e, § o spitting blood T1 die in 2 moment”

“Rest a bit. Keep quiet~—Can't you see it's bad for him, you
beartless beastsl”

The man started again. “He went to work on me, the devil.
e said: You will bathe in your own blood until you tell me who
youare And how was 1 to tell fum, a deserter is just what [ am?
1 was running from him to you"

TYou keep saying he’ Who was it that got to wark on you?™

“Let me just get my breath. . . . VN tell you. Hetman, Beke-
thin. Colonel, Strese” Vitsyn's men You dou’t know out here
Wit iy 3. The whole town Is groaning, They boil peaple
ahve, They cut sirips ont of them. They take you by the scruff
0{ the neck 513 push you inside, you dow't knaw whese you are,
Wy pitch blaek. You grope about—yast are in 2 cage, inside a
freight car. There are more than forty people in the cage, all
io thew underciothes. From time o time they open the door
and grab whoever comes first~ow he goes. As you geab a
:{ﬂt\m to cut its throat. I swear to God. Some they hang, some

ey shoot, some they question. They beat you to shreds, they
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fate he was to share. What an unbelievable, absurd predicament!
Once again everything in his head and before his eyes became
confused, blurred. At that moment, instead of snowing as had
been expected, it began to drizzle. Like a huge banner stretch
ing across a city street, there hung before him in the air, frea
one side of the forest glade to the other, a blurred, greatly
magnified image of a single, astonishing, idolized head. The ap-
parition wept, and the rain, now more intense, kissed and wa-
tered it.

“Go along now,” said the witch to Agafia. *J have charmed
your cow, she will get well. Pray to the Mother of God, who I
the abode of light and the book of the living word.”

8

There was fghting 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 10
fight, there seemed always to be more people left.

The rumble of the distant battle hardly ever reached the
camp. Suddenly, several shots rang out in the forest. They fol-
lowed one another at very close intervals, and all at once turned
into a quick, ragged fusillade People started up and ras
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, it Mx;
inconceivable how, with his remaining arm and leg, he ha
crawled to the camp. The chopped-off ann and leg were tied
in terrible bleeding chunks onto his back with a sm:l]l' wonden
board attached to them, a long inscription on it sald, with many
words of abuse, that the atrocity was in reprisal for x!m{hf
atrocities perpetrated by such and such a Red unit—a unit l‘n!
had no connection with the Forest Brotherhood. It alsio sald that
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ed. and vanished. The sun was not the sun to which
g}tmu?h :‘as used, 3t was a changeling, Its crimson ball h}mg
1n the forest and from it, stiffy and slowly asn a dream or in a
Tairy tale, amber-yellow rays of hight as th:c\\ as honey spread
and, catching in the wrees, froze to them in midair. .

Tovisible feet in felt boots, touching the ground softly with
padded soles, yet making the snow screcch angrily at each step,
woved fn all disections, while the hooded and furjacketed
torsos belongmg to them saded separately through the upper
afr, bhe heavenly bodies.

Friends stopped snd 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 thelr mouths, tos
large for the clipped, frost-bitten words they accompanied,

Walking glong the footpath, the doctor ran into Liberius,

“Hello, stranger! Come to my dugout this evening. Spead the
mght. We'll have a good talk, There is news.”

“Is the courier back? Any news from Varykino®™

“Net & word about yous people o1 mine. This, however, leads
me to the comforting conclusion that they must have got away
i time, otherwise we would be sure to have heard something,
Well talk about it tomglt Ul expect you”

Going into the dugout that cvenng, the doctor repested his
fuestion “What have you heard about our Families? Just tell
me that”

“You never want fo sce further than your nose. So far as I
Lnaw, they are safe and sound But the pomnt Is that the news
is £rstrute. Have some cold veal”

::"(\ tharks. Come on now, dow't change the subtect.”

oo v P
and veg ‘
?:‘::}n'l \\‘IC;I.;’;‘;:‘)\":;;::B %\Ul ~l here & mf“ and eres h;t
e @ cre there to pick them. Well, as |
was saymg, our affurs are i excellent shape, What L'v
prophened s oming troe. The worst 1s over, Kolchal's forces
-:zc r(trc;al\i\t:)g :1“‘ along the Uine, It's a complete raut, Now do

u see? 1, rou?
yrtusedto mﬁa:‘;:‘ Uatways tell you? Do you remember how

“When did 1 moaa®”

e always
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put salt on the wounds, they pour bailing water on you. Whea
you vomit or relieve yourself they make you eat it. As for
children and women—O God!”

The unfortunate was at his last gasp. He cried out snd died
without finishing the sentence. Somchow they all knew it at
once and took off their caps and crossed themselves.

‘That night, the news of a far more terrible incident fiew
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
over to slow torture, watched their faces distorted by pain, and
heard their groans and cries for help. In his desperate anguish—
to forestall their future sufferings and to end his own—he killed
them himsclf, felling his wife and three children with that
same, razor-sharp ax that he had used to carve tays for the two
small girls and the boy, who had been his favorite,

The astonishing thing was that he did not Kil himself {m-
mediately afterward. What could he be thinking of? What could
he Jook forward to? What intentions could he have, what plans?
It was a clear case of insanity, and nothing could save him now.

While Liberius, the doctor, and the members of the amy
soviet debated what to do with him, he roamed frecly about the
camp, his head hung low over his chest, his dirty-yellow eyrs
glowering unsceingly. An obtuse vagne grimace of inhumas,
unconquerable suffering never left his face.

No one was sorry for him. Everyone avoided him. Some
people said he should be lynched, but they were not heeded.

There was nothing in the world left for him to do, At dawn
e vanished from the camp, flecing from himsel{ Iike a dog with
rabics.

2

High winter came with its severe frosts. Torn, seemingly dis-
connected sounds and shapes rose out of the Joy mist, $o0d
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“And Yuriatin? What happened there? Who is ho}d_ing piigg

~Tha's another absurdity. It cau’t possibly be true

-%Lym;,hi& Whites are still there, but zhat'sna sheer impos-
wibilty. 11t prove it to you, youll see for yourse{f. A

He put another stick in the holder and, getting out a tattere
map and folding it so that the district he was talking about was
on top, explained the posstion, pencil in hand.

“Lock. All these are sectors where the Whites have been
thrown back—here, 1d here, and here, 2ll over this reglen. Do
you follow?”

L%

“So they can't possibly be anywhere near Yuriatin, bemufe
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”

“ITl be back in 2 moment ‘There's a lot of smoke here, and I've
got a headache. J11 just go out for a breath of air.”

When he was outside, the dactor swept the snow off the
wooden block that served s @ seat at the entrance to the dug-
out and 32t down, ks eibows on his knees and his head propped
on his fists.

The taiga, the camp, bis eighteen months among the partisans,
sent right out of his head. He forgot all about them. Memories
of his dear ones flled his mind and erowded out all else. He
whed ta guess thels fate, andd images Tose before him, each more
fghtening than the hast.

Here fs Tonia walling thraugh s feld in a blizzasd with Sasha
w her arms She heeps wrapping him up én o blanket, her feet
sinking into the deep snow. She can barely drag along, using all
her strength, but the bhzzard koocks hier down, she stambles
1 fally and gets wp, too weak to stand on her fect, the wind
bufeting her and e snow covering her up. Oh, but Ye is for-
fetung She has two ehildren with her, and she nurses the e
one. Both her hands are busy, Lke the fugitives at Chilimka
who Yroke down and went mad with grief and strain,

) She h\s}mm her hands full snd there s no ane neat to hel

et Sasha't faties bas vanishied, na ene koows 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 rebels
Pamphil’s killing 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 2
metal holder. They gave off an aromatic smell of charcoal. As a
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 smnsht"d.
The main part of the Red Army is in pursuit, it is driving !m.ﬂ
eastward, along the railway, into the sca. Another part of it is
hurrying over this way, and we arc joining forces to mop up the
considerable seattered numbers of Whites in the rear. The whole
of southern Russia is clear of the cnemy. 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 tald
you about—you remember that rumor last summer about m)s-
terious strangers raiding Varykino? I always thought it \vzﬂs noﬂl
sense. But the village is deserted. So it looks as i somcth'mg'd“
happen after all, and it's a very good thing they got mxt' in m‘i“"
as they evidently did. That is what the few remaining in-
habitants think, according to my source.”
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“4nd Yuriatin? What happened there? Who s hold.ing w

“That's another sbsasdity. 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 ut another stick in the holder and, getting out 2 tattered
map and Ioiding it so that the tstric e 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 incompetent they may be. Why are you putting on your
c0at? Where are you going?”

“IU be back in & momeat. There's a 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 fists

The taiga, the eamp, his exghteen months among the partisans,
wont right out of his head He forgot all about them. Memories
of ts dear ones 6lled hus tnd and crowded out oll else. He
tried (o guess they fate, and images rose before him, each more
fnghterung than the last.

Here s Tonfa watkang through a field in a blizzard 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
bet strength, but the bizzard knocks her dowy, she stumbles
and falls and gots up, tov weak to stand on her feet, the wind
Wleting her and the snow covering her up Oh, b“{ he is fore
Eetting She has vwo children with her, and she nurses the hitte

one Both her hands are busy, ble the fuptives at i

whe brale down and went mad with grief n%zd styain, Chlimba

h:'hc s both her bands Iull and there is 1o one near to he},
- Sasha's father Yos vanished, no one Ynaws where he {s. H‘t,:
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is away, he has always been away, all his life he has remained
apart from them. What kind of father is he? Is it possible for a
real father always to be away? And what about her own father?
Where is Alexander Alexandrovich? And Niusha? And the oth-
ers? Better not ask, better not think about it.

The doctor got up and turned to go back into the dugout. Sud-
denly 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
the camp.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

OFPOSITE THE HOUSE OF SCULPTURES

1

Merchant Street rambled crookedly downhill, overlooked by the
houses and churches of the upper part of Yuriatin.

At the comer there was the dark gray house with sculpturcs
The huge square stones of the lower part of its fagade were
covered with freshly posted sheets of government newspapess
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 \\”:XS
filled by the light that lingered on into the evenings. The Tight
made one restless, it 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 anxicties
had ceased. This too was disturbing, and put one on OnCs
guard, like the going of the winter and the lengthening of the
spring days.

One of the proclamations pasted on the wall and still readable
by the light of the longer day announced:

“Workbooks are obtainable by those qualified at the cost of
5o rubles each, at the Food Office, Yuriatin Soviet, 5 Qctober
Street {formerly Governor Street), Room 137.

“Anyone without a workbook, or filling it in incorreetly, of
(still worse) fraudulently, will be p d with the utmost
rigor of the wartime regulations. Detailed instructions for the
correct use of workbooks are printed in IN.LK. No. §6 (1013)

376
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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
to membership iz Consumer Associations. 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

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 R

erher,but ¢ 1, wa \.vm)it: i;om' to .
Tanes s trudge from the out.
Is‘;im through which the raflway ran to this wn?er of Metcb:n(
dacd.;o Freat was Ly weakness and so much bad the last fow
: “:‘!1 of the journey exhausted him. He had often sto ped, and h
2 \nn\y restrained an impulse 13 ¢

o §21) 10 hic Yrane ned Lo ap



oo DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

again, and the sight of which filled him with happiness, hke 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 tumed 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 Andreievich would see lonely
shadows stealing along the ditch or scurrying across the road
ahead of him He avoided them carefully whenever he could,
but many of them seemed familiar. He imagined that he had
seen them all at the partisan camp. In most cases he was mis-
taken, but once his eyes did not deccive him. The boy who
darted out of a snowdrift that concealed a train of wagons-lis,
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‘“
until he recovered from his wounds, and was now making

his way home to Krestoy dvizhensk 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 were snatches tom from lives on o;lu;;
planets that had somehow drifted to the earth. Only nature ha
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remained tre to history and appeared in the guise it assumed
iy modern art. .

Now and then there was a quiet, pale gray, dark rose eveniog,
witly birches, Mack and fine as seript aganst 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
running 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 en the house
of sculptures, but his eyes kept wandering to the third-floor
wandows of the house across the street, These were the windows
of the rooms in which the furniture left by the previous cccupants
kad been stored. Now, although the frost had Blmed them ot the
edges, it was clear that the gliss was transparent; the white-
wash had evidently been removed. What did this mean? Had
the former occupants returned? Or had Lara moved out and
new tenants moved in, rearranging everything?

The untertanty was unbearable, The doctor crossed the street,
went in, and chmbed the front starcase he knew so well and
which was $o dear to hum. How often at the camp he had re-
called the opepwork pattern of the cast-ron steps down to the
Lt geroll In one place you could fook through into the lumber
foom in the basement where broken charrs and old pals and tin
tabs $ad been stacked. They were still there; nothing had
changed The doctor was almost grateful to the staircase for its
boyalty to the past.

Theze had been a doorbell once, but it had brolen and
stopped ringing even before the dactor had been captured by
the partisans. He was about ta knock when he noticed that there

g e 4 o L

¥ . *

. CA D ey bute wiluucuiionss Wourd flave pe
Inconceivable m the old days. There would have lb«:cn : ;!;:3
dock, and if 1t had been out of order there were locksmiths ta re-
[‘\;\h ll.“ﬂéls trifling, detad) was eloquent of the general deteriora-
.rvn of Qings, which bad gone a great deal further fn his

“The doetor was sure that Lara and Kateoks 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 oaly i
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 sute
of not putting his hand on one now. He had not the shghtest
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 quichly:

“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 'm going
there with Katenka. But just in case, I'm leaving the key in the
usual place. Wait for me, dont move. You'll see I am using the
front rooms now. The flat s rather empty, I've had to sell some
of the fumniture. I've left a little food, boiled potatoes mostly.
Put the lid back on the saucepan with a weight on it, to ke
the rats out. I'm mad with joy.”

He read to the bottom of the page, and did not notice that the
letter continued on the back. He pressed it to his lips, folded it
and put it into his pocket with the key. Mixed with his immense
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 ok: this,
but unbearably aggrieved and sad about them Why hadn't she
said a single word of how and where they were?—as if they
didn’t exist at alll

But it was getting darker, and he had still many things to do
while it was Light. One of the most urgent was to read the tevts
of the dearees posted in the street. It was no trifling matter 10
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 \\'g‘ﬂt
down and crossed the street, to the wall thickly covered with
~arious announcements,
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There were newspaper articles, texts of speeches at meetings,
and decrees. Yu:l‘i’ Xﬁdrcicvich glanced at the headings, “Req-
uisitioning, assessment, and taxation of rnembcrs'of the proper
tied classes " “Establishment of workers' control.” “Factory an‘_i
plant committecs.” These were the regulations the new authari-
Yes Jad Issued on entering the town in place of those that had
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 penod did they belong to? That of the first up-
heaval, or of some later re-cstablishment of the regime after a
White sebellion® Had they been composed last year? The year
before® Only once in his bie had this uncompromising language
and smgle-mindedness filled him with enthusiasm. Was it pos-
sble that he must pay for that rash enthustasm all his bfe by
nevee heasing, yeas after year, anything but these unchanging,
sleill, erazy exclamatins and demands, which became 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 lit 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
commeretal dustricts of Yunatio and Razuhe, only terror applied
tn oll its harshness, down to the stooting of speculators on the
spot. can deliser 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 cadht Of propertied clisses and speenfators when

thev e Ymg since been abolished by earber de--b ~r
baibr et T . P

\ .
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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 Lhousaufls-
The doctor felt sick and helpless to deal with this abomination
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 kaow,
crossed a dark passage, and came into a light room with two
windows facing the street. Directly opposite the window w3s
the gray building with the statues; groups of people stood with
their back to him, reading the announcements. .

The light in the room was of the same quality as outside, it
was the same new, fresh evening hght of early spring. This
seemed to make the room a part of the street; the only difference
was that Lara’s bedroom, where he was standing, was colder
than the street. o

His sudden weakness carlier that afternoon as he approach
the town and walked through it an hour or two ago hn.d mﬂf“’
Yurii Andrejevich think that he was jll, and had filled him \\1511
fears. Now, the sameness of the light in the house and lm
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 ¢l
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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 transparency of the
sprng evening, the all-penetrating Lght 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 all, he would
thisk everything 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 restlessness sup-
planted his earbier fatigue. In reality this animation was an even
suser symptom of approaching iiness than his secent weakness.
Yurl Andreievich could not sit still. Once again he felt the urge
1o go out.

He wanted, befare he settled down, to have a haircut and get
7id 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
workshop in Spasshy Streets if 1t still existed 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
mlzx‘nx cttrance fsom the strect and a window Tunning the
width of the front The seamstiesses worked in full view of the
pl;:m by ’an ‘mu\d see right 1to the back of the room,
was packed with sewing wemen. In additzon to the |
seam-
Wrewes e were probably aging local ladies who knew h:\:n:o
mv:'ml\hxd ahtamed jobs m order to become ented to the
rotkbanks mentsned g
ey b ed n the proclamabon 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 arrived from a long journey. I wanted to get a'rm]r-
cut but there isn’t a single barbershop open. So 1 thought 1'd do
it myself, but I haven't any scissors. Would you kindly lend me
(ﬂmﬂ?ﬂ
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“0 sight. T give you a bajzcut, But T warn you. If you've
gt something elee in mind—any tricks such as changfng you
appearance to disguise yourself for political r.eas(ms»—don’ t blame
s f we repost you, We are not risking our lives for you.

“For heaven’s sake! What an ideal”

She let him (o and took him into a side room httle bigger thax
* thoset, nest moment he was sitting in 2 chair with & sheet
wr2pped asound him and tucked under his chun as at the bar
ber's. The scamstress went out of the room and came back with
& pair of seissors, a comb, clippers, & strap, and a razor.

“Tie done every kind of job in my life,” she explained, naticing
het client’s astonishment, “At one time I was a hairdresser. |
learoed hafreutting and shaving when 1 was a nurse 1o the othe

war Now we'll snip off that beard and then well have a shave.

“Could you cut my hair very short, please?”

"IN do my best. Why ate you pretending to be so ignoran
an educated man Lke you? As of you didn't know that we nos
ceunt time by the decade and not by the week, and today is th
seventeenth of the month and the barbers have their day o
on every date with g seven in it ™

“Honestly 1 didn't know I've told you, I've just come from
brg way off Why should T pretend anything?”

“Don't Gdget or youll get cut. So you've just arrived. Ho
&t you come?”

“Oa my (eet”

“Mong the highway?*

“Fantly that, partly along the railway track. T don’t know he
Tuny pawms e seen, all buried i the snow. Luvusy trajt
special trains, every kind of train you can think of”

“Thete, just s Litle bit to smp off and it's finished. Fami
businesy?

“Newnens, no! 1 worked for a former union of exedi
4 33 their travelling inspector. They sent me a:ei-:tinsmo{;:;
tut to eastern Siberta and there 1 got stuck, P

Na chance of

!‘:xh\\. 8 you know There was nothing for it but 10 walk. §
el g 3 3 5 "
s ok me. ¥ cant begin 1o tell you all The seen ont

. "{l‘:l_ were you, I wouldn't begin. I see

30T two Tave a Jook ot youryelf ﬁxsm fase ta teach y

2 Yerete no vt £
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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
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 3
schoolteacher. There now-—beard cut off, now well shave it
clean. Just a spot of lather and you'll be ten years younger. 11
go and boil the kettle.”

“Whoever can she be?” Yurii Andreievich wondered. He had a
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-operd
tives—better think of something else, say you are a doctor or 3
teacher. As for seeing sights, keep that to yourself, Whom are
you going to impress these days? Am I hurting you?®

“Alittle.”

“It scrapes a bit, I know, it can’t be helped. Just a httle bit of
patience, my dear man. Your skin isn't used to the razor anc
your beard is very coarse. It won't take a minute. Yes. There's
nothing people haven't scen. 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 on¢
Lttle lordling who took a dishke to an ensign. He sent soldic{s
to ambush him in a wood outside the town, near Krapulsky's
house. They got him and disarmed him and took him under

ard to Razwilie. In those days Razvilie was the same as the re-
gional Cheka is nowadays—a place of execution. Why are ycu.
jerking your head hke that? It scrapes, does it? I know, m}
dear, I know. It can’t be helped. Your hair is just like bristles.
There’s just this one taugh place. Well, the ensign’s wi.fc’ ““1;
in hysterics. ‘Kalial Kolial What will become of my Koh_nl o
she went, straight to the top, to General Galjullin. That's in 2
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szex of speaking, of course, She couldu't get straight to him.
Tou B8 to. pull strings. There was somebody io the i
street over there who knew bow to reach him, an PXCEPU"“OOZ;
kind person, very sensitive, not like anyone else, ﬂ‘“’az‘ s{

up for people. You can’t think what went o8 all over the PJ:?;;
Yracings, atrocities, dramas of jealousy. Just as in Sp
govels” .

“That's Lara she’s talking about,” thought Yurii Andreievich.
But he kept prudently silent and did mot ask for det:u’ls: Her
absurd remark about the Spanish novels again oddly ‘xemmded
$in of something—precisely by its absurdity and &
but be still coulda't think what it was. .

“Now, of course, it's all quite different. Admittedly there’s
a2y amount of favestigations, informing, sheoting, and so on.
Bat the idea is quite different. To begin with, it's a new
gvernment, it's only just come into power, it hasn't got into its
stride yet. And then, whatever you say, they are on the side of
the common people, that's their strength. In our family we are
four sisters, counting myself, all working women. It's natural
that we 3hould be drawn to them. One sister died. Her husband
¥as 3 pobtical exle, worked as manager at one of the local
factories “Their son—my nephew, that is—he’s at the head of the
peasant foroes—he's quite a celebnty.”

“So that's who she 15,” Yurii Andreievich realized, “Liberius’s
suzt, Mikubtsyn's suter-in-law, the ope who is a local legend,
baber—sermstress—signol woman—Jack of ol tradest” But he
decided to sav nothing $o a3 sot to give humself away,

"My nephew was always drawn to the people, ever since his
chldhond, He grow up among the warkers at the factory. Per.
baps you've heard of the Varykino factories? Nosw Took at w hat
Tve done, fool that T am. 14t your chin is smooth and the other
Balf ks bristly That's what comes of talking, Why duda’t you
3P me® Now the lather's dry and the water is cold. I go ;'md
*umitup®
ﬂ“}m she came back, Yorit Andreievich asked: *Varykino,
}..xu sonewhere miles ont (o the country, isnt 11 That should
ave bren safe enough in all these upheavals.”

“Well, it warat evsetly safe. They had it worse than we did
fa some ways, They had some sort of armed bands out there,
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your hand out from under the sheet and hold it. Al right”

“I don't think it’s quite short enough. Couldn’t you take of
a bit more?”

“It won't stay tidy if it's any shorter. As I was saying, dont
start telling anything at all. It's better to keep your mouth
shut. Credit co-operatives, luxury trains, inspection tours—forget
all about such things. It isn't the moment for them. You could
get into no end of trouble. Better pretend you are a doctor or 2
schoolteacher. There now—beard cut off, now well shawe it
clean. Just a spot of lather and you'll be ten years younger. IT
go and boil the kettle.”

“Whoever can she be?” Yurii Andreievich wondered. He hida
feeling he had some connection with her—something he had
seen or heard, someone she reminded him of—but he could not
think who it was.

She came back with the hot water.

“Now we'll have a shave. As I was telling you, it's much better
not to say a word. Speech is of silver, silence is gold. That s
always been true. And your special trains and eredit co-opera-
tives—better think of something else, say you are a doctor or a
teacher. As for sceing sights, keep that to yoursell. Whom are
you going to impress these days? Am I hurting you?”

“Alittle.”

“It scrapes a bit, T know, it can't be helped. Just a lttle bit of
patience, my dear man. Your skin isn't used to the razor 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 Krapulsky's
house. They got lim and disarmed him and took him under

ard to Razvilie. In those days Razvilie was the same as 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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et of speakiag, of cousse. She couldo’t get straight to Tim.
;y}:ude to pull gsurings. There was somebody in the newt
ctreet over there who knew how to reach him, an exceptionally
Yiad person, very sensitive, not like anyone else, always stood
up for people You can't think what went op all over the place,
tynchings, atrocities, dramas of jealousy. Just as in Spanish
novels.”

“That's Lara she's talkung about,” thought Yurii Andreievich,
But be kept prudently silent and did not ask for details. Her
absurd remark about the Spanish povels again oddly reminded
B of something—precisely by its absurdity and frrelevance—
but he still coulda’t thisk what it vas.

“Now, of course, it's all qute different, Admittedly there’s
any amount of investigations, informing, shooting, and so on.
But the idea is quite diferent. To begin with, it's 2 new
goverument, 1fs only just come into power, it hasn't got fnto its
shide 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. It's vatural
that we should be drzvwn to them. One sister died. Her husband
was 2 political enle, worked as manager at one of the local
factories, Theis son~my nephew, that is—he's at the head of the
peasaat forces—he's quite a celebwity.”

“So that's who she is,” Yurii Andreievich realized. “Libermy’s
sunt, Mikubtsyn's sister-in-law, the one who is a local legend,
Tarber—seamstress~—signal woman—Jack of all trades!” But he
ﬂc.cdtd ta s2y aothing 0 as not 1o gne lumself away,

My nephew was always drawn to the people, ever since his
childhood Je grew up among the workers at the factory. Per
h‘“}“ »ou've heard of the Varykino factones? Now look at what
¥ve done, fool that T am. Half your chu is smooth and the other
oty Toals what coes of tllng, Why it you

et Naw the lather’ v
"’\’\‘%:;“p' s dry and the water is cold, I ga and
ben she came back, Yurii Andrefevich asked: “Varyki
that's somewhese mules out in the country, istt “.? T;::‘g}‘;;‘:i
f\t\}:‘“'f‘;:’“ﬁ enough i;! all these ypheavals”
wasnt evactly H
12 some waye. T ey Yade. They had it werse than

we did
ot ~nf npenal LY L .



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?” i

“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 tzf
the two men, a doctor, the head of the family, he's missing. That's
in a manner of speaking, of course; jt was called ‘missing’ to
spare their feelings. Actually he must be dead—surc to have
been killed. They kept looking and looking for him, but he never
turned up. In the meantime the other one, the older of the two,
he was called back home. A professor he was, an agronomist
The government called him back, I was told. They all stopped
in Yuriatin on their way to Moscow, just before the Whites came
back. Now you're at it again, twisting and jerking. You really
make me cut your throat. You get your money’s worth out of
your barber, my dear man.”

So they were in Moscow!

7

“In Moscow! In Moscow!” The words echoed in his heart at
every step of the cast-iron stairs, as he climbed them fnr' lhi
third time. The empty flat again met him with the hcl'lish din 0
scampering, flopping, racing rats. It was clear to Yurii Andreie-
vich that, however tired he was, he would never get to sleep
unless he could keep this abomination away from him. The fisst
thing before setthing down for the night was to stop the mt'hoY;‘S-
Fortunately, there were fewer of them in the bedroom than in the
rest of the flat, where the floor boards and skirtings were i 2
worse state. But he had to hurry. It was getting dark, Jt was
true that a lamp stood on the kitchen table—perhaps in c‘P(‘C;i‘;
tion of his coming it had been taken down from its brackel
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ad half £lled with kerosene, and a match box with a few
atches in it had been left out. But it was better to save both
the matches and the kerosene. In the bedroom he found a small
il lamp, the rats had been at the o1} but 2 hittle was left.

Tn some places the skisting had come away from the floor. It
took him a little over an hour to pack the cracks with broken
gass. The door fitted well, and once it was closed the bedroom
should be ratproof,

There was a Dutch stove in a corner of the room, with a tiled
cornice not quite reaching the ceiling. In the kitchen there was
a stack of logs. Yurii Andreievich decded fo rob Lara of a
couple of armfuls and, gettng down on one knee, he gathered
them up and balanced them on his ekt sxm Carrying them into
the bedroom, he stacked them near the stove and had a look
inside ta see how it worked and 1n what condition it was. He
bad meant to lock the doar but the latch was broken, he wedged
# firly 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
them with surpnise, In the old Krueger days when timber re-
focted by the factories was sold for fuel, the boles were stamped
before they were cut up into sections to show where they came
from "K D " stood for Kulabish Division in Varyking

The dscovery wpset Tm, These logs in Lards house must
mean that she was m touch with Samdeviatov and that he
provided for her as he had once supplied the doctor and his
booschold with all their needs. He had always found it irk-
some to accept us help Now his embarrassment at being in his
debt was complicated by other feelings
it was hardly Ukely that Samdeviatov helped Lara out of
sheer gradness of heatt He thought of Samdeviatov's free and
€asy ways and of Lara’s rashness as a woman. There

be something between them. st el
The dry Kubbih Togs erackled merily and stormed

blaze,

.

,n’nd. as thes caught, Yani Andrerewieb’s W1_1 « “:'m ke

. T e Bl gl ot e suspicions, but his mi g
leapt from subject to subject, and the (hsgughl of }t;?‘;a‘znn‘x?;'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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ide!
How silly his way of feeling would seem lD1 nnr)r":fn:’":;g;:
How ddlwent vzt the vy SO, B and spoke and acted!

tatov, liver d
s:::le ‘?I:Ies;bs:uc]: n;j:mg:‘?:;m ed to prefer his weakmess
and the Zi'axk, obscure, unrealistic language of his fove? l?‘xd ‘s:;
need this confusion? Did she herself want to be what she w
im?
m:hhlxn; what was she to him, as he had just put it? O, that
uld always answer,

‘I“;st:;ﬁ; ﬁ'ening -12;, air pupctuated with scattered smlnd?
The vorces of children playing in the strects coming frqifl “:’)&
ing dustances as if to show that the whole evpanse is aliv cc.d: ;x
this vast expanse is Russia, his ncomparable mud\gr; fam far
and wide, d, stubb gant, crazy, irresp
adored, Russia with her eternally splendid, and disastrous, and
tnpredictable adventures. Oh, how sweet to be alwel ) How
good to be alve 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 Lasa was. You could not communicate
with life and existence, but she was their representative, their

p in her the inarticulate principle of exist beeame
sensione and capable of speech.

And 2ll that he bod just reproached her with in 2 moment of
doubt was untrue, a thousand times untruel Everything abaut
her was perfect, flawless.

Tears of admiration and repentance filled hus 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 brought
forward 1nto the draft those that were less incandescent, Leaving
the door open, he sat before the open flames, delighting in the
play of Light and the wasmth on his face and hands, The warmth
nd Light brought him completely to his senses. He missed Lara
unbearably and he longed for sometiung that could bring
Ean into touch with her at that very moment.

He drew her crumpled letter from hus pocket. It was folded
$o that the back of the page he hod read earlier was outside,
0l now he saw that there was something wntten op it, Smooth.
ing 1t aut, he read 1t by the dancing firehight:
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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 nox
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 rcturn 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,
how hard and painful it all ist 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, Toniz,
Tonia darling, Tonia? And Sashenka? And Alexander Alexan-
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 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 see 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 surcly 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 Yuriatin on their way to Moscow!
It's true that Lara cidn’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. Al its furmshings belonged to the unknown tenants
who had long been absent and in hiding. There was nothing of
Lard’s among them, and they could tell him nothing of her
tastes. The photographs on the walls were of strangers. 1low-
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 missiag it, what a fool to have come into this room not as in(f;
an ordinary room but as if iato 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
at any moment come into the room from :mocl:cr door.

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “U've got a fever, 1
am sick,” he thought. “This isn’t typhus, This is some sort of ev-
haustion that is taking the form of a dangerous illness—an ill-
ess with a ensis, it will be just ke any serfous infection, and the
anly 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. Judgog by the carly 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, prebably no higher than the third stery,
with drawn curtams reaching to the floor.

Toside, people were lying about asleep in their clothes like
travellers, and the rooms were untidy 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, had removed for the night, were
standing in paurs on the floor. The hostess, Lara, in a dressing,
gown tied hastily around her waust, moved swaftly and silently
£rom Yoom to Toom, Yurrymng about her chores, and he was fol-
lowing her step by step, muttering clumsy srrelevant explana-
twons and generally making a nuisance of himself. But she no
longer had a moment to give lum and tock no natice of his mute

tenngs except for turning to lam now and then with a tranquil,
puzzled look or burshing mto her msmitable, candid, sﬂvery
laughter This was the only form of intimacy that remaiged be-
tween them. And how distant, cold, and compellingly atiractive
was this woman to whom he had sacnificed all he bad, whom he

had preferred to everythng
: g, 2nd m comparon wi
everything seemed to ham worthlessl p: with whom
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“You surely know what's happened to your family. They are
in Moscow. Tonia has had a little girl.” After that several lines
were crossed out, then: “I've crossed it out because it's silly to
write about it. Well talk our £ill when we meet. 'm rushing out,
1 must get hold of a horse. I don’t know what I'll do if I canl.
It’s so difficult with Katenka. . . .” The rest of the sentence was
smudged and illegible.

“She got the horse from Samdeviatov,” Yurii Andreievich re-
flected calmly. “If she had anything to conceal, she wouldat
have mentioned it.”

8

When the stove was hot Yurii Andreievich closed the fluc and
had something to cat. After that he felt so slecpy that he ly
down on the sofa without undressing and at once fell fast
asleep. The loud, insolent noise of the rats behind the walls and
the door did not reach him. He had two bad dreams, ane 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 .thc
handle and pulling 1t toward himself. From the other side,
his little boy, Sashenka, dressed in a salor suit and cap, was
knocking, crying and begging to be let in. Behind the child,
splashing him and the door with its spray, there was a \valblf‘:l“-
It was making a tremendous noise. Either the water was pouring
from a burst pipe (a usual occurrence in thosc days) or clse
the door was a barrier against some wild countryside, a moun-
tain gorge filled with the sound of its raging torrent and the
millennial cold and darkness of its caves.

The noise of the tumbling water terrificd the boy. It drowned
his cries, but Yurii Andrcicvich could scc] ln'rln trying, over an
over again, to form the word “Daddy™ with his lips. .

Hea%tbrckcn, Yurii Andrcicvidx}]ongcd with all his being “?
take the boy in his arms, press him to his chest, and run away
with him as fast as his feet would carry him. )

Yet, with tears pouring down his face he hept hold of ;xc
handle of the locked door, shutting out the child, sacnficing
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himto a false notion of honor, in the name of his alleged doty to
another svomaz, who was not the child's mother and who might
st auy moment come into the room {rom avother door.

He woke up drenched in sweat and tears. “Ihe got 2 forer, |
am sick” he thought, “This isn't typhus. This is some sort of ex-
havstion that is taking the form of o dangerous illness—an il
ness wath @ crisis, it wall be just hke any serious infection, and the
culy question is which is going to win, kfc or death. But T'm toc
sleepy to think.” He dropped off to sleep agin.

He dreamed of a dark winter morning, fa 2 bustling Moscow
street Judging by the early maming tralfic, the trolleys ringing
thewr bells, and the yellow pools of lamplight on the gray snow
canered styect, it was before the revolution.

He dreamed of a2 big apartment with many windows, all on the
same side of the house, probably no higher than the third story
with drawn curtains reaching to the floor.

Toside, people were lying about asleep tn their clothes Tk
travellers, and the rooms were untidy hke a raiheay ear, wit
half.caten Jegs and wings of roast chicken and other remnant
of food scattered about cn greasy hits of newspaper. The shoe
that the many friends, relatives, callers, and homeless people, a
sheltenng in the apartment, had removed for the night, wer
smdmg in paws on the floor The bostess, Larn, in o dressin
é“‘"“ tied hastily nround her waust, moved swaltly and sttent)

‘::nrc%n; 10 voora, hwrrying about her chores, and he was fo
toms %md g:;il:;ﬁy S‘:& muttering chumsy arrelevant explan
Tongerbad y malang a nusance of himself But che ¢
'ger aad a moment to give hum and tock no potice of his mu
terings exeept for turning to hun now and then with a tranqu
f“zzzfd fook or burstng into her inimitable, candid, sihes

::E ter. This was the only form of wtimacy that remained b
w::“;ﬁ:hf‘:!lc;““\nd‘ hov}s; distant, cold, and compellingly attractis

an to % i
Ead prefoneg s e:/ e:yn:h ‘x):g‘,md sacrificed all be bad, whom 1

N . d in compari i
wverpthing seemed to him worthless! parison with. who



894 DOCTOR ZUIVAGO

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 T been lying here?” he wondered during one
such interval of clarity, “How many hours? How many days?
When I Iy down it was carly spring. But now the windows are
so thick with hoarfrost that the room is dark.”

In the kitchen, rats were ratthing the plates, scurrying up ‘?"'
walls, and heavily flopping down and "squealing in their dis-
gusting contralto voices.

And he again fell asleep, and on awakening discovered ll}Al
the snowy windows had filled with a pink light, glowing lile
red wine in crystal glasses. And he wondered whether it was
dawn or dusk. .

Once he thought he heard voices near him and was terrified,
imagining that he was going mad. Crying with sclf-pity, he
complained in a soundless whisper that Tleaven had abandoned
him. “Why hast Thou cast me off, O Light cverlasting, and cast
me down into the darkness of hellp”

Suddenly he realized that he was not delirious, that he no
longer had his clothes on, that he had been washed and “'2;
in a clean shirt, Iying not on the sofa but in a froshlylmndc bed,
and that sitting beside him, Ieaning over him, her hair n\ln.g‘mﬁ
with his and her tears fa]h'ng with his own, was Lara, He faintes
with joy.



OPPOSITE THE HOUSE OF sCULPTURES 395

10

He bad complained that Heaven had cast him off, but now
the whole breadth of heaven leaned low over his bed, holdmg
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 unconseious.

All'us Lfe he bad been active, doing things about the house,
looking after patients, thinking, studying, writing. How good 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
unitedb?"h what sgpamked them from the rest of the world. They
were equally repelled by what was tragieall ical of
modern man, his mgmk by , hus s}g,lnn kL X
and the deadly dullness ly hed and practiced

Y countless workers 10 the field of art and science in order
that genrus should remain o great rarity,

Thewr love was great Most

I
“Of course you muyst
€0 back to your family. T won't keep v
day more than uecessary But just look at what js o o
As 3000 a5 we be, g

! Came patt of Soviet Russia we were ki
its ruin, To keep EOIE, they take evemn 5 Were sucked mto
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no idea of how much Yuriatin has changed while you were 11
Our supplies are sent to Moscow—for them it's a drop in the
ocean, all these shipments simply vanish down a bottomless pt
—and in the meantime nothing is left to us. There are no mal,
there js no passenger service, all the trains are used for bread
There’s a lot of grumbling going on in town, as there was befare
the Haida uprising, and ence again, the Cheka is savagely put-
ting down the slightest sign of discontent.

“How could you travel, weak as you are, nothing but skia
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
wounld take a job for the time being. Work at your own profes:
sion—they'd like that. You might get something in the regional
health service. )

“You'll have to do something Your father was a Siberian mil-
lionaire who committed suicide, your wife is the daughter Qf
2 local landowner and industrialist, you were with the patti-
sans and you ran away. You can’t get around it—you Jeft the ranks
of the revolutionary army, you're a deserter. Under no ciru{m‘
stances must you remain idle. [ am not in a much better pasiticn
myself. Il have to do something too. I'm living on & volcano a8
itis”

“How do you mean? What about Strelnikov?”

“It’s precisely becausc of him T told you before that he has
many enemies. Now that the Red Army is victorious those non-
Party soldiers who got too ncar the top and knew too much ar¢
done for. Lucky if they're only thrown out and not killed so :13
to leave no trace. Pasha is particularly vulnerable; he is in very
great danger. You know he was out in the East. I've hcnrfl h‘“’
run away. He's in hiding, They're hunting for him. But don't Iets
talk about it. I hate crying, and 1f I say another word about him
1 know I'Thowl.” .

“You were very much in love with um? You still are?

“I marricd lum, he’s my husband, Yurochka. He has a \\ml\;
derful, upright, shining personality. I am sery much at fault. !
isn't that I ever did him any harm, it wouldn't be true to say lb"
But he is so outstanding, so big, he has such immense integrity
—and I'm no good at all, I'm nothing in companson. That's
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where my favlt Lies. But pleuse1 let's not tatk ‘nb:‘\;lk it now. Il
1 te same other time, 1 promise you T will,
M}’I}!Z:T;ely your Tonia is. ]uslz ke a Botticelli, ¥ was '\\me
when she had her baby. We got on tembly well. But lets not
tolk about that either just at the moment! !
“As T was saying, let’s both get jobs. Well go out to work ev oy
morning, and at the end of the month we'l collect our salaries
in bllions of rubles. You know, until quite recently the old
Siherian bank notes were still valid. Then they were declared
invalid and for a long time, all the time you were ill, we had no
currency at alll fust wagine! Well, we managed somchm_v‘ Now
they say a whole trainload of new bank notes has amived, at
feast forty carfuls} They ate printed on big sheets in two calors,
red and blue, and divided into little squares like postage
stamps The blue squares are worth five million rubles each and
the red ooes ten. They are badly pricted, they fade and the
colors are smudged ™

“Yes, I've seen that kind of money. It was put into circulation
in Mascow just before we left *

12

“Why were you so long 1 Varykino? Is there anybody there? I
thought there wasn't 2 soul, it was deserted. What kept you so
long?”

"1 was cleaning your house with Katenka, I thought yow'd go
there first thing and T did't want you to ses o in the state ft
wasm

"Why, whatkmnd of statels 3t in? Is it so bad®”

“Ttwas untidy, durty, and we put st straight”

“How evasively tersel 1 feel there’s something you are not
telling me But just s you hke, T won't try 10 get 1t out of you,
Tell me abaut Toma, What did they call the little girt?”

“Masha, i memory of your mother.”

“Tell me all about them*

“Please, not now, T've told you, T still ean’t talk about it with.
ot ¥ alk about it ywith.
. That Samdeviatav who lent you the Borse, he's as interesting
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“Very.”

“I know him quite well, you know. He was in and out of the
house when we lived there. It was all new to us and he helped
us to settle in”

“I know, he told me.”

“You must be great friends. Is he trying to help you, too?”

“He positively showers me with kindness! I don't know what
should do without him.”

“T can imagine! I suppose you're on informal, comsadely
terms. Does he run after you much?”

“All the time! Naturally!”

“And you like him? Somry. I shouldn’t have nsked you that
I've got no business to question you. That was going too farl I
apologize.”

“Oh, that’s all right! I suppose what you really mean is, what
kind of terms are we on? Is there anything more between w
than friendship? Of course there ispt! He has done a tremen-
dous amount for me, I am enormously in his debt, but if he gave
me my weight in gold, if he gave his life for me, it wouldat
bring me a step nearer to him. I have always disliked men of
that kind, I have nothing whatever in common with them. 'nif‘”
resourceful, self-confident, masterful characters—in pmchtﬂ
things they are invaluable, but in matters of fecling I ean think
of nothing more horrible than all this impertinent, male com
placeney! It certainly 1sn't my idea of life and fovel More than
that, morally Anfim reminds me of somcone else, of 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, I was
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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ink 1 understand. ¥ thought there was som'c\hmg. But
m.ilt ;hlmoment. 1 can imagine your suffering as “Fh“d’: s“ﬁﬂ;
ing much beyond your years, the shock to your ‘?C?Qthcca,sh
very young gitl's sense of outrage. But ol hat is in the p
What 1 mean is that it isn't for you to make )‘0‘“““( unbappy
about 1t now, it's for peaple wha love you, PWP‘? hV:e myself.
s I who should be tearing my hair because I wasn t.\\'l\h you to
prevent it, if it really makes you unhappy- It's a cu{m:xs thing. 1
think I can be really jeal deadly, passionately jed ¥
of wmy inferiors, people with whom T have nothing in common.
A rival whom 1 look up to arouses entirely different feelings
in me. I thiok if a man whom 1 understood and Lked were in
love with the same worman as I am 1 wouldn't feel a grievance,
or want to quarrel with him, I would feel a sort of tragic
bratherhood with him Natuzally, 1 woulda't dream of sharing
the woman [ foved But 1 would give ber up and my suffering
would be something different from jealousy—~less raw and angry.
Tt would be the same 1f 1 came across an artist who was doing
the same sort of thing as U da and doing it better I would proba-
by give up my own efforts, 1 wouldn't want to duplicate hus,
and there would be no point in going on if his were better,

“But that wasn't what we wese tatking about, T don't think 1
could lave you so much if you had nothing to complain of and
rothing o zegret, 1 dont hke people who hove never fallen or
stumbled Their virtue is hfeless and of little value Life haswt
tevealed ds beauty to them *

“Its this beauty T'm thinking of. § think that to see it your
imagiwation has to be intact, your viven has to be childide.
That is what T was depnved of T might have developed my
own view of e of 1 hadut, ight from the beguming, seen it
Stémpkd w someone else’s vulgar distortion And that isg’t all,
It's because of the sntruson into my life, right af the start, of
this rmmoral, selfish vonentty that when later on I married
man who was seally big and remarkable, and who loved me and
whom 1 Toved, ™y sariage was destroyed ”

“Wait & moment before you tell me about your husbapd. 1 am
not. jealous of ham. 1 told you I can be jealous only of my in-
feriors, oot of my equals Tell me fret abot fhic b > o




400 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

“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 of
bavkruptey, and he diove him to swicide. It was l\is_{:udl 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" 1

“He is the man of whom I shall always be incurably, fnsancly
jealous.” B
" “How can you say such a thing? It isn’t fust that I don't love
him—1 despise him.”
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*Can you know yourself as well as that? Human nature, m.xd
particularly woman's, is so mysterious and so full of contradic-
fions. Perbaps there is sumething in your loothing that keeps
you in subjection to him more than to sny man whom you love
of your own free will, without compulsion.”

“What 2 terrible thing to say! And as usual, the way you put
1 makes me fee} that thns thing, unnatural as it is, seems ta be
true. But how horible if it is)”

“Dou’t be upset Don't listen to me. T only meant that § am
jealous of a dark, ious element, hing irrational, un-
fathomable. 1 am jealous of your toflet anticles, of the drops of
swent on your skin, of the germs in the air you ‘breathe which
vould get into your blood and poison you. And 1 am jealous of
Komarovsky, as i be were an infechions disease. Someday he
will take you away, Just as certmnly as death will someday
separate us. 1 know this must seem obscure and confused, but

1 cant say it more clearly. I love you madly, irrationally, ia-
finitely ™

13

“Tell me more about your Iusband—One writ with me io
sour misfortune’s book,” as Shakespeare says.”

“Where &id be say that?”

“In Romeo and, Julict”

"1 tald you a lot in Meliuzelevo when I was looking for ham,
and then here, when I heard how his men arrested you zmé
took you 1o his train. I may have told you—or
thought I drd—how I once saw him from a distance when he was
getting wnto his car. But you can imagme how many guards there
:'ere around himl 1 found him slmost unchanged. The same
::::si‘;m;‘y h]:}nes’;.hremlute Tace, the most honest face Fve ever
e, e i
a shadow of aﬁ'ecta:j::::r ::fe):i)mﬂlghﬂm\md acten 20t

‘m;‘eme‘ ! e fectation ox cheve. And yet T did notice a

“It was as if somethmg abstact had i

?:it;&::n colorless, As if a living h;ma:ei?ztc:n 'hoadﬂlzeface .
o ent of 2 princaple, the unage of an idea. My h:;‘t‘esa:!\xt

perhaps 1 only
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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, and
by sheer brains and hard work he reached, I was going to 53y
the level, but it’s more like the summit, of present academic
knowledge in two fields—classics and mathematics! After all
that’s something!”

“But then what spoiled your marriage,
so much?”

“Ah, that's hard to answer. I'l try to tell you. But jt's strang¢
that I, an ordinary woman, should evplain to you, who are 0
wise, what is happening to human life 1n general and to Wfe i1
Russia and why familics get broken up, including yours and
mine. Ah, it isn't a matter of individuals, of being alihe or differ-
ent in temperament, of loving or nat loving! All customs and tra-
ditions, all our way of life, everything to do with home and orl.’ff-
has crumbled into dust in the general upheaval and reorganizd.
tion of society. The whole human way of life has been destrojee
ruined. All that's Ieft is the naked human soul stripped 0

if you loved cach other

and
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the lust shred, for which nothing has changed because it wz‘x‘s
shways cold and shivering and reaching out to jts 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:

T8 el you If Strelnkov became Pashenka again, i he
stopped tus raging and rebellng, if time twned back; if by
some miracle, somewhere, I could see the window of our house
shinng, the Yamplight on Pasha's desk and his books, even if it
were at the end of the earth—1 would crawl ta it on my knees,
Ererything in me would respond. I could never hold out against
the zall of the past, of layalty There is nothing T wouldn't
sacnfice, however precious. Even you Even our love, so carefree,
50 spontanequs, so natural. Oh, forgive mel I don’t mean that.
1t isa’t truel”

She threw herself snto hs arms, sobbing. But very soon she
controtled herself and, wiping away her tears, said:

“Isn't it the same call of duty that drives you back to Tonia?
Oh, God, how mserable we arel What will become of nsp
What are we to do?*

When she had recovered she went on. *

“But 1 haven't answered your question about what it wi
; as that
ﬁ%edx ;}u: gappmeiss 1 came to understand it very clearly after-
« 71 tell you. It 1sn’t on} tary. I
g oo ly our stary. It has become the fate
'TL:.“ me, my love, you who are 5o wise”
N "\\g.mc{e married two years before the war.

Wa wera Jaet
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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 feit
you had to be clever in a certain wav about corton woskl
§mport:mt themes. How could Pasha, who was so dnmm?r:w‘%
so exacting, with himsclf, who distnguished so unernntd "“
tween reality and appearance, hiow conld he faf} to notice the

v Y . 0 1 e 3

T . T T
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“And at this point he made his fatal, terrible mis\nke.‘l{e mis-
took the spirit of tbe Yimes, the social, wniversal 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
second-rate, 4 naneahty, that we talled like this, 1 suppose you
&nd it ncredible that such trivial things could matter so much
in our married Lfe, You ear’t imagine how important this was,
what foolh things this Culdish nonsense made him do.

“Nobody asked hum to go to the war, e svent beeause he
inagwed himself a burden to us, sa that we should be free of
him, ‘That was the beginning of all his madness. Out of a sort of
misdrected, adolescent vanity he took offense at things at
which one doesu’t take offense. He sulked at the cousse 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
thus 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,

0 oo loving bim. I'm not jealous of him. I won't stand in your
way”

15

Summer came and went almost wnnoticed. The doctor recovered,
While planmng 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 he got up at daybreak, left the house,
walked down Merchant SUePet, p:\stythe “Giant” movie hu\;s:na(:
far as the former printing shop of the Urals Cossack Army, now
senamed the Red Compositor At the corer of City Street the
door of the town hall bore the notice “Complaints™ He crossed
\;le square, turned mto Bwanovka Street, and caming to the
zsx?\tal \vefnt 1 through the back door to the ouf-patient de-
‘:mi:lge:{:,o the Army Hospital, where he worked. This was his
Most of bus way from Laca's

SPIERBING reet  vaneh rwict, to the ho,s pital lay in the shadow of
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houses in Moscow.

Three or four times a week Yurii Andreievich attended the
board meetings of the Yuriatin Health Service in Miasshy Strect,

At the other end of town stood the former Institute of Gyne
cology, founded by Samdeviatov's father in memory of his wife,
who had died in childbirth, now renamed the Rosa Luremburg
Institute, where Yurii Andreievich lectured on general pathol
ogy and one or two optional subjects as part of the new, shots
ened course of medicine and surgery.

Coming home at night, hungry and tired, he found Lara bun
at her domestic chores, cookmg or washing. In this prosic
weekday aspect of her being, dishevelled, with her sleeves rolled
and her skirts tucked up, she almost frightened him by her regal
attractiveness, more breath-taking than if he had found her o2
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 scnlb.d"‘
floors, or more quietly, less flushed, pressed and mended linen
for the three of them Or when the cooking, washing, and cleans
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 pﬂhhml
re-education, in order to qualify as a teacher at the new, 1¢
arganized school.

The closer this woman and her daughter became to him,
less he dared to think of them as family and the stricter was l'h(‘
control imposed on his thoughts by his duty to his own f.xm_‘lY
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.

Iilzt the di\‘ist'mzl; in ;lim was a sorrow and a torment, and he
became accustomed to it only as one gets used to an unheal
and frequently reopened wound.

the
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16

Two or three months went by, One day in October Yuril An-
dreievich said to Larisa Feodorowma: X

“You koow, 1t Jooks as if T be forced to vesign from my jobs.
1ts always the same thang—it happens again and again, At first
everythng 15 splendid, ‘Come along. We welcome good, honest
work, we welome idens, especially new idess. What could
please us better? Do your work, struggle, carry on! .

“Then you find fn practice that what they mean by ideas s
nothing But words—eloptrap in praise of the revolution and the
regime I'm sick and tred of it. And it's not the kind of thing
Tm good at.

*I suppose they are right, from their point of view. Of course,
Tm 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
bourgems who sides with tyranny and obscurantism. Have you
ever heard of Nikolaw Vedemapin?™

“Well, of course! Both before I met you and from what youve
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. ¥ 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, T supposed 4o be pred by bis ind Onve
of my sins 18 a belief in intwtion. And yet see how ridiculous:
they all shout that ¥m & marvellous chagnostician, and as 2
ma{tex of fact if's true that T don’t often make waistakes in diag-
nosing a disease Well, what is this immediate grasp of a situa-

ton 23 a whole supposed to be 1f not the mtuition they find so
detestable?

“Another thing s that T am obsessed b s

. y the problem of mim-
fory, the outward adaptatin of an organism 15 the color oiu‘:t‘s
o the pmble“nti‘;‘?}::}n s’ L: ! hi ‘b‘L 2 can cast heht
e relationship between the inward and the

“1 dared to touch on this problem in my lectures 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 5 counterrevolutionary organk3:
tion uncovered. Many people were arrested and the wave of
searches and arrests continued. It was whispered that some of
the suspects had escaped across the river. “Though what goo
will it do them?” people said. “There are rivers and rivers. Now
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 begome of Katenka? I am & mothes, 1 can’t let this mis-
Jortane bappen, 1 must think of something. 1 must have a plan.
1t's driving me out of my mind.” )

“Lafs try to think. Though what is there that we can do? Is it
i our power to avert this blow? Is't it a matter of fate?”

“We certainly can’t escape, there's nowhere to go. Dut we
could withdraw into the shadow, into the background. Go to
Varykuno, for instance. 1 keep thisking of the house there. 1t'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 woulda't at all mnd spending it there. By the
time they got around 10 us we'd have gained a year of hie; that's
abweys somethung Samdeviatoy would be a link between us and
the town, Perhaps he'd help us to go ot hiding What do you
thnk? It's true, there isn’t a soul, it’s empty and desolate, at
Yeast it was when I was there in Masch And they say there are
wolves. It’s rather fnghtening. But then people, anyway peo-
ple ke Tnerzin and Aatipov, are nrore fnghtenng than wolves ™

“1 don't know what to say, Haven't you been urging me to go
% Moscow all this time, telling me not ta put it off? Thats
easier pow. 1 made inquiries at the station Apparently they've
stopped worrying about black-marketeers, Not everyone whose
papers aren't 1 order gets taken off the tram. They shaat less,
they've got tired

"It worries me that I've had no reply to my letters to Moscow.
Lought 1o go there and see what's happentag to them—you keep
telling, me so yoursel But then how am 1 to toke what you say
sbout Varylano? You surely wouldn't g0 to such an out-of-the-
way place by yourself*

_No, of eourse, without you it would be impossible”

And yet yau tell sme to £t Moscow?™

“Yes, you should go”

“Lasten 171 tell you what, I've

oo T e you et got a wondesful idea—et's go
“To M ? You'
] l;vs:ln:;‘ You're mad! What should 1 dg 1 Moscow? No,

X must be near here. I¥'s here th Y
A Y hat Pasha's fate
P me;mded. 1 must wait here and be within reach ¥ he

“Well thew, let’s think ghout Katenka®
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there was a chorus: ‘Idealism, mysticism, Goethe's Naturphile>
phie, neo-Schellingism.’

“It's time I got out. I'll stay on at the hospital until they
throw me out, but Il yesign from the Institutc and the Heakh
Service. I don't want to worry you, but occasionally T have the
feeling that they might arrest me any day.”

“God forbid, Yurochka, It hasn't come to that yet, fortunately.
But you are right. It won’t do any harm to be more careful. Ive
noticed that whenever this regime comes to power it gocs
through certain regular stages. In the first stage it's the triumph
of reason, of the spirit of criticism, the fight against prejudice
and so on.

“Then comes the 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 Khodatshoie—two old political convicts from among the
workers, Tiverzin and Antipov.

“They both know me perfectly well—in fact, one of them Is
my father-inaw. 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 hike them to destroy me and cven Pasha ene 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 Goregliar
dova’s, at 48 Buianoska Street, next door to the hospital. A cache
of arms had been found and a counterrevolutionary organtza:
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 £ood
will it do them?™ people said. “There are rivers and rivers. A\”“!
the Amur, for instance, at Blagoveshchensh—you fump in ant
swim across and you are in China! That really is a rhver. That's
quite a different matter.” »

“The air is full of threats,” said Lara. "Our time of safety 1s
sver. They are sure to arrest us, you and me. And then what
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"I go on with my sewing but don't take an)'.nmice of i,
Sima dear, I'm Yistening, 1 attended lectures on philosophy 2s 2
student. Your way of thinking interests me very ‘much. More-
over, its a great relief to listen to you. We haven't s}ept much
the Jast few nights, worrying about Katenka. 1 Ynow it's my duty
a5 her mother to see to it that she is safe if anything happens to
us. T ought to think it out calmly and sensibly, but I'm not very
good at that. Tt makes me sad to realize it. 1 am depressed from
exiaustion and steeplessness. Tt steadies me to Yisten 1o you, And
thea, s gowog o snaw any minute, I¢s lovely when it's snowing
1 listen ta long, intelligent talk. If you glance out of the corner
of your eye at the window when it's snowing you always feel as
f someone were coming to the door across the yard, have you
noticed? Go on, $Sima dear. 'm listerung ™

“Where did we leave off last time?”

Yurit Andreievich dud not catch Lara’s reply. He listened to
what Suna was saying:

“I's possible to use words such as ‘culture,’ ‘epochs’ But peo-
ple understand them in so many different ways. Because their
meaning is ambiguous, I won't use them ITl replace them with
other words.

“1 would say that mza is made up of two parts, of God and
work. Each ding stage 1n the develop of the human
spirit is marked by the achi over many B ions of
v enormously slow and lengthy work Such a work was Egypt
Greece was another The theology of the Old Testament proph-
ets was a third. The last in time, not yet superseded by anything
dse and still being accomplished by all who are wispired, is
Chnstanity. )

“To show you the completely new thing 1t brought into the
world in all its freshness~—uot as you know 1t and are used to it
but more simply, more directly~1 should e to go over a few
:;‘;rlacts from the bturgy—only a very few, and abridged at

“Most Lturgical texts brng together the conce,
; ts of the Ol
nd the I:\ew Testament and put them side by sidg Far insfzmc;l
the burning bush, the exodu: gypt, the youths in the fiery

‘ s from E|
urnace, Jonah and the whale are preseated a3 parallels to the
esurrection of Chyrist.

immaculate conception and the r
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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, Avdotia, 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 Tar¢
arrested—if they would look after Katenka. I haven't made up
my mind yet.”

“Only if there really isn’t any other way out. Pray God, it wont
come to that.” .

“They say Sima is a bit odd—not quitc right in the head. Ifs
true she is not quite normal, but that's only because she’s so pro-
found and original. She's not an intellectual, but she’s phenome-
nally educated. You and she are extraordinarily alike in your
views. T think I should be quite happy about Katenka if she
brought her up.”

17

Once again he had been to the station and had again come luc%
without having accomplished anything Everything was stil
undecided. He and Lara were faced with the nnknown. The
weather was cold and dark as before the first snow. The sk
particularly where large patches of it could be scen, as at
intersections, had a wintry ook,

\When Yurii Andreievich came home, he found that I
« visitor, Sima. They were having a consersation that wa¢ more
Lk e a lecture Sima was delivering to hier hostess Yurit Andrefle
sich did not want to be in their way. He also wanted to be
alone a little. The women were talking in the next reom ’Aﬁ"
door between the two rooms was open, through the curtain tha
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 lght
of its own uniqueness that it all takes place.

*Something in the world had changed. Rome was at an end.
The reign of numbers was at an end. The duty, imposed by
armed force, to live unanimously as a people, as a whole 2a-
tion, was abohshed. Leaders and mations were relegated to the

14
1m"ﬂney were replaced by the doctrine of individuality and
freedom. Individual human Hfe 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
10 be like God and failed, but now God was made map so that
Adam should be made God.

“Il come back to this m 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 y ers is 2 wonderfu), unforgettable
era of new, permanent acluevements. But gs 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 comie 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
0t from the Gospel but from the prayers for one of the days in
HO‘?’ Weck, | thisk it's Tuesday or Wedpesday. You know it alt,
Larisa Feodorovna, without me, I ouly want to remind you of
m&:}ffhing,‘! am w0t tryng to teach you.

" o i nic means in the frst
1st entering upon His

. Lo Russian connotation
’ reeme Bly sbun s enstaved by passions, X

l;ume ke the beasts of the Geld, “Being cg.st out of p::a‘:'):z.

et us become warthy to be readmitted to it by mastering our

passions; and so on. it may be wrong of me, but 1 don’t h!i !'1-1‘:
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“Such comparisons bring out, very strikingly, I think, the way
in which the Old Testament is old and the Gaspel is pew. Ina
number of texts Mary’s motherhood is compared to the crossiag
of the Red Sea by the Jews. For instance there is one verse thit
begins: “The Red Sea is the likencss of the virgin bride, and
goes on to say that ‘as the sca was impenctrable after jts crossing
by the Israclites, the Immaculate One was incorrupt after the
birth of Emmanuel” That is to say, after the Jews crossed the
Red Sea it became impassable, as before, and the Virgin after
giving birth to our Lord was as immaculate ns before, A paralled
is drawn between the two cvents. What kind of events are they?
Both are supernatural, both are recognized as miracles. What,
then, was regarded as miraculous in each epoch—the ancient,
primitive epoch and the later, post-Roman epoch which was far
more advanced?

“In the first miracle you have a popular Jeader, the patrizrch
Moses, dividing the waters by a magic gesture, allowing a whale
nation—countless numbers, hundreds of thousands of pmph‘—
to go through, and when the last man is across the sca closes up
again and submerges and drowns the pursuing Egyptians. 1:}“
whole picture is in the spirit of antiquity—the elements obeying
the magician, great jostling multitudes like Roman armies o0 the
march, a people and a leader. Everything is visible, audible,
overpowering.

“In the sccond miracle you have a girl—an everyday figwre who
would have gone unnoticed in the ancient world—quictly, s
cretly bringing forth a child, bringing forth life, bringing forth the
miracle of life, the ‘universal hfe,” as He was afterwards ealled
‘The birth of her child is not only a violation of human laws o
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 enormously significant change! How did it crme
about that an individua) human cvent, fasignificant by ancirt
standards, was regarded as equal In significance to the migratin
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i it i her

i dise” And immediately after all this abmat
;ix?es::};:]fu:? Who ean fathom the multitude of my sins oF
the !depths of Thy mercy?” What familiarity, what equality be-
tueen (od and life, God and the individaal, God ard a

worpani”

18

Yura Andrerevich had come home from the station tired. It was
bis day off, and usually he slept enough that day to last him
the nine others of the ten-day week, He sat sprawling on the
sofa, occasonally half rechming or stretching full Yength, But al-
though be hutened 10 Sima through a mist of oncomng drovesi-
ness, her veflections delighted him. “Of course, she’s taken it all
from Uncle Nikola,” 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 wandow of the room next doar from which enly wnin-
tellinble whispers could now be heard.

The weather was getting worse, and it was growing dack in
the yard. Two magpies flew 1n from the street and Ruttered
axund lookang for a place to settle, their feathers ruffied by the
wind They perched on the lid of the trash bu, few up onto the
fence, Sew down to the ground, and walked about the yard.

“Magpies mean snow,” thought the doctor, At the same mo-
ment Sima said aloud in the other room.

“Magpies mean news Youll have guests, oc else 3 Jetter”

A little Jater someone pulled the handle of the doorbell, which
Yuru Andyeievich had mended a few days earlier. Lara came out
from behind the curtain and walked swltly through to the hall
%o open the door Yurii Audresevich heard her talking with
Suna’s sister Glabira,

“You've come for your sister? Yes, she's here”

“Ro, 1 didu't come for her, though we might as well go hom

Yogether if she 1s ready T've bmug%\t a lette§ far your ﬁn'gend. I!':
tucky for him that ¥ onee had a job at the post office, 1 don't
h.:ow how many hauds it's been through, s fram Moscow and
its been five months on the way. They couldnt find the ad.
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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 witheet
the poetry of other spiritual writings. I always think they were
composed by fat monks. Not that I eare if they themsehves 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 infirmitics of the flesh ard
to whether it is fat or famished—it’s repulsive, It scems to me 1
raise something dirty, portant, i quential, to a dignity
that does not belong to jt. Forgive me for all these digressions

“I have always wondered why Mary Magdalene is mentioned
on the very eve of Easter, just before the death and resurrction
of Christ. I 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 1s in it and what
an uncompromising directness.

“There is some doubt as to whether this does refer to the
Magdalene or to one of the other Marys, but anyway, she begs
our Lord:

“‘Unbind my debt as I unbind my hair” It means: As
loosen my hair, do Thou release me from my guilt,” Could an¥
expression of repentance, of the thirst to be forgiven, he more
concrete, more tangible?

“And later on in the liturgy for the same day there is annther,
more detailed passage, and this time it almost certainly refers to
Mary Magdalene.

“Again she repents in a tembly tangible way ever het pat
saying that every night her flesh burns because of her old, i-"‘
veterate habits, “For the night is to me the flaring up of Just, tt
dark, moonless zeal of sin.” She begs Christ to accept her tean
of repentance and be moved by the sincerity of her ;ighi. lf
that she may dry Iis most pure feet with her hafr—teminding
Him that in the rushing waves of her hair Eve took refuge when
che was overcome with fear and shame in paradise. “L.et me k;“'
Thy most pure feet and water them with my tears ‘nnd ”)I
(hc’m with the hair of my head, which covered Eae i""
Aeltered her in its rushing waves when she was afraid in the eoo
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whole Mo together and everything I know about mys.elf., and.;
cant find the heginning, aud 1 can't remember what it is I di
or how I brought this misfortune on mysell. 1 .hnve a fechng
that you misjedge me, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as in a distorting mirTor.

“As for me, 1 Jove ypu. If only you kuew how much I Jove
youl Tlove all that is tusual in you, the good with tho bad, and
all the ordinary traits of your character, whose extraordinary
combmation is so dear to me, your face emnobled by your
thoughts, which ctherwise might not seem ‘handsome, your great
pits and wtelhgence which, 2s it wese, have taken the place of
the will that 1s Tackeag, All thus is Jear to me, and I know no man
who is belter than you.

“But Iisten, do you knaw what? Even +f you were not 50 dear to
me, even if 1 did not kke you so much, even then the distressing
truth f my coldness wonld not have been disclosed to me,
even then I would have believed that I lave you, Qut of sheer
termor before the humrhating, destructive punishment which
failure to love is, I would unconsciously have shunned the
reslzation that I do not love you. Neither I nor you would
ever have Jearned 1t My own heart would have concealed it
from me, for failure to love 15 almost like murder and 1 would
hare been incapable of inflicting such a blow on anyone.

Nothing 25 definitely settled yet, but we are probably going to
Parts. T be m those distant Jands where you were taken as a
<huld and where Father amd my vncle were Yrought up. Father
sends you hus greetings Sasha bas growm a lot, be 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,
Lot go on 1 can't stop erying, Well, goodbye Let me make the
stgn of the eross over you and bless you for all the years ahead,
for the endless parting, the tsials, the uncertainties, for all (yux’
l:;g,( h;ng, (}!}.x;k way. Idm not blaming you for a::ything, 1) am

eproad oo, do as you pl
b s T o T Bl with your Ife, 1l be
cfore we left the Urals—what P
m;;ed] out to be for ts—T got to x&:ﬁ:’;‘iﬁ:ﬁ?‘}ﬁ}m ;;
el 1 am dhankful to ber for being constant) e ot
Al . Y at my side
fficult time and for belping me through my mngnemen?:;
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dressee. At Iast they thought of asking me and I knew, of
course—~be once came to me for a haircut.”

The long letter, written on many sheets of paper, crumpled
and soiled in its tattered envelope, which bad been opened 2t
the post office, was from Tonia. The doctor found it fn his hasds
without Jnowing how it had got there; he bad not noticed Lsa
handing it to him. When he began reading it he was stlf cc2-
scious of being in Yuriatin, in Lara’s house, but gradually, as be
read on, he lost all realization of it. Sima came out, greeted hin,
and said goodbye; he said the right things automatically ot
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 Alexandrovma wrote, “do you know that we
have a danghter? We have christened her Masha in memerf
of your mother, Maria Nikolaievna.

“Now something entirely different. Several prominent peop’ e,
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, 27¢
being deported abroad.

“This is a misfortune, especially in your absence, but ¥®
must aceept it and thaok God that our csle takes so mid 2
form when at this terible time things could have been $0
much worse for us. If you weze here, you would eome “7?’
us. But where are you? I am sending this letter to Antipovss
address, shell give it to you if she finds you I am tortured by
not knowing if the exit permit we are getting as 2 family will b
extended to you later on, when, if God is willing, you ”‘;
found. T have nat given up belicving that you arc alive and lhzl
you will be found. My Joving beart tells me that this is s0, am{
trust at. Perhaps by then, by the time you reappear, md”"":’
in Russia will be milder and you will manage to get & SCparte
visa for yourself and we shall all be together onee agaln (nqﬂ:
same place. But as I write this, I doa't believe in the possbility

chy happiness. B
o{jxuhe whzg;c trouble {s that I love you and that you don't Iy

i i t on
.cop trying to discover the meaning of this judgmend
me. I keep tn) $ to ciscaver e mb ot el 1 oo over DI
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whole Wo together and everything 1 know about myself: ﬂ“gl é
can't find the beginning, and f cant remember what it is I di
or how T brought this misforfune on myse}f, I .hnva a feeling
that you misjudge me, that you take an unkind view of me, that
you see me as n 4 distorting mirror,

“As for me, 1 Yove you 1f only you knew ho.w wach I love
you 1 Yove all that is vrasual in you, the good with the bad: and
all the ordinary traits 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 1know na man
who is better than you.

“But kisten, do you know what? Even if you weze not 5o dear ta
me, even if X dud not Like you so much, even then the dustressing
wuth of my colduess would not have been disclosed to me,
eve then 1 wonld have believed that T Jove you Out of sheex
terror belore the humiliating, d ve p t which
feilue to love 15, 1 would unconsciously have shunmed the
ealiztion that 1 do not love you. Nefther I nor you would
ever have learped it My own heart would have concealed #t
Trom we, for falure to Tove 45 abmost hke murder and 1 wonld
have been incapable of mflicting such a blow on anyone.

“Nothung 15 definitely settled yet, but we are probably going ta
Faris. 11 be in those distant Jands where you were taken as
bt and where Father snd my uncle were brought up. Father
sends yon tug greetings Sasha has grown a oy, he is not
particularly good-lookng but be 1 2 big, strong boy and whea-
ever ne speal. of you be tries bitterly and won't be comforted.
1 can’t go on. 1 can't stop etying Well, goodbye. Let me make the
uge of the cross aver yos and Hess you Tor all the years ahead
for the endless partng, the tnals, the uncertainties, for ot you_;
long, long, dack way. 1 am nat Blaming you for an

ything, 1 am
:’”‘ teproaching yau, do as you please with smes -t % 1

s oh

. e w MW Lansa Feodorovna fairk
well 1am thankful to herb(m bemg o at
dficult time and for helpmg n:: S my sl at 2

though my confinement, |



418 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

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 grief, ravaged by suffering. He could sce
nothing around him, he was not conscious of anything.

Outside it was snowing. The wind swept the snow aside, ever
faster and thicker, as if it were trying to catch up with something,
and Yurii Andreievich stared ahead of him out of the winflo“‘,'ffS
if he were not looking at the snow but were still reading Tonia's
letter and as if what flickered past him were not small dry
snow crystals but the spaces between the small black letters,
white, white, endless, endless.

Involuntarily he groaned and clutched his breast. He felt he
was going to faint, hobbled the few steps to the sofa, and 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,
Don't go™

TWhat s the matter with you, darhng? Dov't be 5o upset,
What are you trymg 0 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 dark.
It was half a year now since all the ratholes had been stopped
up. Yurii Andreievich watched for new ones, plugging them up
in time. They also kept a big, fluffy tomeat who spent his time
in immobile contemplation, looking enigmatic. The rats were
still in the house, but they were now more cautious.

Waiting for Komarovsky, Larisa Feodorovna cut some skees
of rationed black brend and put a plate with a few boild
potatoes on the table. They had decided to receive him in the
old dining room, which they still used for their meals. The
large, heavy, dark oak table and sidcboard were part of its
original furnishings. Standing on the table was a bottle of castor
oil with a wick in it which they used as a portable Jamp.

Komarovsky came in out of the dark December night covered
with snow. Lumps of it fell from his hat, coat, and galoshes and
melted into puddles on the floor. His mustache and beard,
plastered with snow, made um look like a clown. (He bad
been clean-shaven in the old days ) He wore a well-preserved
suit with striped, well-creased trousers. Before greeting his hosts
he spent a long time combing his rumpled, ghstening hae witha
pocket comb and drying his mustache and eycbrows with a
handkerchief. Then, silently and with a solemn cxpression, he
stretched out both his hands—the Jeft one to Larisa Feodorovm
and the right onc to Yurii Andreievich. .

“We'll assume that we arc old acquaintances,” he said to
Yurii Andreievich. “I was a great friend of your father's, as you
probably know. He died in my arms. I keep looking at you to
see if therc is any likencss. But T don't think you take after h!m
He was an expansive man, spontancous and impulsive. \m:
must be more like your mother. She was gentle, a dreamer,

“Larisa Feodoravna asked me to see you. She sajd you hd
some business with me. I agreed, but our meeting is not of my
choice, and I don't consider that we are acquainted. So shalt
we get on with it? What s it you want?” N

“I am so happy to sce you both, my dears. I understand every:
thing, absolutely everything. Forgive my boldness, but you ere
wonderfully well suited to cach other. A pesfeet match.
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U have to interrupt youw Kindly don't interfere in w{mt
doest’t concern you We haven't asked for your sympathy. You
forget yourself.”

“Dowt be so touchy, young man. Perhaps after all you do toke
alter your father, He used to lose his temper just Iike that. ?Vcll,
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 eusts a certain Communist 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 a perfect right to garable with your Lfe
d you feel Whe st But Lansa Feodorovna is not a free o

N gent. She
s a mother, she has 2 child's hfe {0 her hands. and he rars =

" Ssees s auv vl yoU USE Your ine
ence? She has ro right to play with her daughter's safety. She
ml.x«s; not disregard my arguments *

Ve never in my life forced my views on anyone. Certainl
;w: on those who are close to me Larisa Feqdm:'/ovm e &i:n‘)—,

“Rélly, y04 remisd e

seally, you remind we more a8 more of v j

8s intractable Well, I tell you. But ot's a h)i:]‘;x :3:;{;:;;?
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bu‘siness, so you'll have to be patient with me and not interrupt.

"Big changes are being planned at the top. Yes, really, I hae
it from a most reliable source and you can take it that it's true,
What they have in mind is to take a more democratic line, make
a concession 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
myself. 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. Depu:
ties to the Duma, the more prominent members of the old
Zemstvos, and other public figures, businessmen and industrial-
ists, are getting together. The remnants of the armies that fought
against the Reds are being concentrated there.

“They intend to form a Far Eastern republic, and th.e
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 détat nnff
bring the republic to heel. The plan is quite transparent, but it
gives us a certain breatlung 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 sev eral
other banks and trading firms in Vladivostok. They know m¢
there, and an emissary came to sce me on behalf of the shadow
cabinet, to offer me the post of Minsster of Justice in l‘hc [utu.rc
government. This was done sceretly, but with unofficial Sovict
approval. I accepted and T am on my way there now All h‘:
just told you is happening with the tacit consent of .thc 50\1I
Government, but not so openly that it would Le wisc to ta
much about it.
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“} can take you and Larisa Feodorovna with me. From there,
you can easily get a boat and join your family oversess. You
Smow, of course, that they have been deported. It made a lot
of noise; the whole of Moscow is stil tatking about it.

“I have promised Lansa Feod to save Strelnikov. As a
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, T1 suggest that Lie should be exchanged for someone
who is in Allied custody and 15 valuable to the Mosvow Govern-
ment”

Larisz Feodorovna had followed Komarovsky's evplanation
with difficulty, hut when he came to the arrangements for the
safety of the doctor and of Strelaikov, she pricked up her ears.
Blashing a hitile, she said:

“You see, Yurochka, how important all this 1s for you and for
Pasha?*

“You are too trusting, my dear, You can’t take a half-formed
phan for an accomplished fact. I don't say Victor Ippolitovich
Is deliberately musleading us, but so far be has only told us
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
X med it sphut.
ifxcd and burned bughtly, ighting up the room, then the ﬁij\r‘::e
tied dawn and the shadows returned. The hosts were sleepy,
gucy :vanted to talk things over by themselves and go to bre?i:
1}‘: ;Zl‘gm;\':;y ;Ihyed cnl: B;: Presence was uppressive, as was

e he: k. s y
ness outside the wianvgu::. eilebmand e the Decenber dark-
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He was not looking at them but over their heads, his glazed
eyes staring at some distant point and his drowsy, slumred
voice grinding on and on, tedious and interminable. 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 jou
know about it? You yawn and blink shamelessly, and yet
Mongolia has nearly a million square miles and untold mincral
wealth; it is a virgin land that tempts the greed of Chinn, of
Japan, and of the United States. They are all ready to snatch
at it to the detriment of our Russian intcrests—interests that bave
been recognized by all our rivals, whenever there has been 2
division of that remote quarter of the globe into spheres of in-
flucnce.

“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 fioshuns. Red
Russia has found an ally in the Revolutionary Association of In-
surgent Mongolian Herdsmen. I myself would hke 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 dissertation 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 sleepy.”

“I hope you arcn't going to be so inhaspitable as to throw
me out at this hour of the night! T don't beliese I can find my
way—I don't know the town and it’s pitch dask.”

“You should have thought of that carlier, instead of sitting
on and on. No one asked you to stay so late.”
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“f¥by are you so sharp with me? You didn't even ask me i I
tostay.”

m'v;taggvs;?iimestyme in the slightest. You are perfe.cﬂ)./ wfll
able to look after yourself. If you are anglivg for an mv;l:‘x‘tlmn
tospend the mght, 1 certainly ‘wo't put you in the room where
we apd Katenka sleep, 2ad the other vooms are full of rats!

*1 don’t mind them.”

“Well, have it your way.”

3

“What is wrong, darliog? You don’t sleep for mghts on end, you
dost touch your food, you go about alt day looking hke a
monise. You are always brooding about something. What is
bothenng you? You musta’t let your worties get the better of
you©

“Izot, the watchman from your hespital, bas been around
again—he 15 having an affair with the Jaundress downstaus. So
be dropped in and gave me a cheerful piece of news! ‘It's tes-
nbly secret,’ he said. "I€'s jwl for your friend. Any day now. And
then 11t be your turn, poor thing” ‘How do you know? T asked
hun. “Ob, it's quite certain, T beard @t from a friend who works
at the Comues.” Of course, what he means by that is the Executive
Committee. That's what he calls the Comics.” They both burst
out laughung,

“He is quite nght” said Yuri Andrefevich “The danger has
caught wp with us and if's time we vanished. The problem is
where There is no question of going to Moscow~we couldn’t
make the arrangements for the journey without attracting at-
tention, We must slip away so that nobody sees us &2 Do you
know, my love,

we'll @b what yon thought of in the first pl
wel go to Varykane and dro . Yor a

out of sight. Let’s go there for
week or twa or o month.” v i g e

“Thank you, thank you, my dear. Ob, how glad T am! 1 und
stand how much you duhke the 1dea, But V%]e wouldn't E’!v)eeitn
your house. You couldnt possibly fa

ce that—the s
empty rooms, the self-reproach, the com o Sght of the

arisons with th
How well T know what #t menns to bmldpxme's happiness l:n? :!sxte‘
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sufferings of others, to trample on what is dear to one, and holy,
TI'd never accept such a sacrifice from you, But there is no ques-
tion of that. Your house is in such a state that it would be
difficult to make the rooms fit to live in, anyway. I was thinking
of the house where the Mikulitsyns lived.”

“All that is true enough, and I am grateful to you for being s0
considerate. But wait 2 minute. I keep meaning to ask you and
forgetting. What has happened to Komarovsky? Is he sl
here or is he gone? Since I quarrclled with him and threw him
out Fve heard nothing more of him.”

“I don’t know anything either. But who cares! What do you
want with him?”

“I have come to think that perhaps we shouldn't have re-
jected his proposal outright—I mean both of us. We are not in
the same position. You have your daughter to think of. Even if
you wanted to share my fate, you'd have no right to doit.

“But about Varykino. Of course, to go to that wilderness in
winter, without food, without strength or hope—it's utter md
ness. But why not, my lovel Let’s be mad, if there is nothing
except madness left to us. We'll forget our pride once mor¢ and
beg Samdeviatov to lend us a horse. And we'll ask him, of not
even him but the speculators who depend on him, to let us have
flour and potatocs on credit, for what our credit is still wmd'l.
And we'l persuade him not to take advantage of the favor hes
doing us by coming to see us at once, but to wait until later—
not to come until he needs his horse. Let’s be alone for a wlulc;
Let’s go, my love. And well cut and use more Jogs in a wee
than a careful houscwife would use in a year in peaccful times

“And once again, forgive me for my confused way of spt‘ﬂ\.“i‘,g:
How I wish I could talk with you without being so 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(h-r
conscience has taught us, and to our hopes and to cach o ’|k.
We'll speak to one another once again the sceret & ords we spe?
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2t pight, great and pacific ke the name of the Asian ocean. l.ts
ot 5%,, ni’m'mg ma‘: you stand at the end of my life, my hfd-
den, forbidden angel, under the skies of wars and turfm‘n')', you
who arose at fts beginmng under the peaceful skies of h ¢

“That night, as ¢ girl in a dark brown scheol upiform, in
the half shadow of the hotel room, you were evaetly as you are
s, asd just as breath-takingly beautsful.

“Olten smce then I hase tried to define and give 2 vame fo
the ench that you icated to me that night, that
faint glow, that distant echo, which later permeated my }vhole
beng and gave me a key to the understanding of everything in
the world.

“When you rose out of the darkness of that room, ike 2 shadow
in a schoofginls dress, 1, a boy who knew nothing about you,
uaderstood who you were, with all the tormenting intensity
which sesponded in me- I realized that this seraggy, thin little
girl was charged, as with electrioity, with all the femininity in
the world. If 1 had touched you with so much as the tip of my
Boger, 4 spark would have Uit up the voom and either kolled
me on the spot or charged me lor the whele of my lfe with
wagnelie waves of sorrow and longing. 1 was filled to the brim
with tears, 1 enied and glowed inwardly, 1 was mortally sorry
for myself, = boy, and sl more sorry for you, a girl. My whole
being was astomshed and asked: ¥f it §s 5o pasnful 1o tove and to
be charged with this electne carrent, bow much more painfal
st R be to & woma and to be the curent, 2nd to inspize love.

“There—at last Tve said 1t Such 2 thing can duve you mad.
Tt evpresses mv very being”

Lanta Feodorovna lay dressed at the edge of her bed. She
was oot fecling well, and had curled up and covered herself
with & shawl Yuni Andreievich sat on a clair beside her,
spealing quietly, with Yong pauses. Sometimes she raised herself
on her efbow, propped her chin on her hand, and gazed at him,
et ips parted. At other times she buried her head in hi;
s:‘o\}ﬂdter :nd‘ r:nc:\‘ silently with joy, without noticing her tears,

ast she leaned out of bed, put her i 4
\h‘.ﬁ{wu’d happily. put fer arms around him, and
Yurochkal Yusorhkat How wise you arel You k
thng, you dvme everything, Yorochka, yau are my s-:(z:gng i;yd

e
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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 off
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 n\\l.“ﬂfd
slope where it was impossible to stop, the horse kept pulling at
the reins. Sima, muffled from head to foot in scv(:ml s_hf‘l“']s an

“When you come back we must have a talk, sn¢ sdiu -

Yurii Andreievich. .
At last they left the town behind. Although the doctor had
been on this road in winter, he mostly remembered 1t in It
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
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with tope, Yurit Andrefevich drove either Jmeeling upng.hl on
the lloo‘r)eal the skeigh like the local peasants or sitﬁng with his
Jegs in Samdeviatov’s felt boots hanging over the side.

Io the afternoon when, 2s nsual in winter, the day s?emed on
the point of ending long before sunset, Yuni Andrfiench began
to wbup the horse mercilessly. It shot forward like an amow.
The sleigh pitched and tossed on the uneven road, like a ship
12 storm Lara and Katia were bundled up in their fur coats
s0 that they could basdly mave. Swinging around comers and
bumplag over ruts, they salled from side to side and down into
the bay Bike sacks, Joughing themselves sick. Sometimes the
doctar drove into the snowy banks on purpose, for a joke, and
harnlessly tipped them all out into the snow. After being
dragged for 2 few yards by the veins he stopped the berse,
fighted the sleigh, and was pummelled by Lara and Katia,
who climbed back, scoldmg and laughing.

“TT show you the place where I was stopped by the pastisans,”
the doctor told them when they were at some distance from the
tovn, but he was unable to keep his promise because the winter
baseness of the woods, the dead quiet, and the emptiness all
atound changed the country beyond recognition “Here 1t is,” he

soon shouted, mistaking, the first of the Moreau & Vetchinkin
Qe bt s L

w
B .

a s waesnly) sicework of hoarirost that made the forest
ook tike Black and miver Bhigree, so that they never saw it.
1t was stifl daylight when they swept into Varyking, and as the
Zhrvagos” house came Brst they stopped in front of it They burst
1n ke robbers, hurrying because it would soon be dark. But in-
e st was dark abready, so that Yucit Andseievich never saw halé
the destruction and abomination. Past of the furniture he semem-
bered was sull there, Varykino was deserted and there was no
ont to complete the damage He could see no personal belong.
\"ﬁx" '&gﬁi ashe haﬁ 3:)! ‘been there whea his famdly left be could
10t tell how muel i
L.x:: vt s, ey had taken with them. Ty, the. TRamiime
We must hurry. It 't
sy “w‘r‘?" nh:;l be dark in 2 moment, We baven't time

It we are to stay here, the borse nust
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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,
It will be painful for you and therefore also for me. What was this
room, your bedroom? Ne, the nursery. There's your son's crib 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 heep it goirg
all the time for at Jeast twenty-four hours. But what is it, my dar-
ling? You haven’t answered.” R

“In a moment. I'm all right. Pm sorry. . . . No, perhaps wed
better have a lock at the Mikulitsyns® house.”

They drove on.

5

The Mikulitsyns’ deor was padlocked. Yurii Andrcicvich
wrenched off the Jock together with its serews and spliﬂh‘l'l\]
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 it heen any
of the Mikulitsyns, where had they gone, and why had they p“f.’;
padlock on the door instead of using their keys? Furthermore, i
the Mikulitsyns had been here continuously for long s!rr\lch('si
wonldn't the whole house have been tidy and not just some n
the rooms? Everything spoke of an intruder, but who could it
have been? Neither the doctor nor Lara worried about the m 5"
tery. They did not try to solve it. There were plenty of ]mlf—)mﬂ;’i.
houses now, and plenty of fugitives. “Some White officer on 1 x‘
run,” they told each other. *If he comes we'll make some arrange
ment.” ) 1 el
Once again, as so long before, Yuni Andreievich stood sp':xh
bound in the door of the study, so spacious and comfortable \\x’ "
its large, convenient table by the window. And once again B
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thought that such austere dings wauld be conducive to
patient, fruithdl work. .

Among the outbuildings in the yard was the s(al?le adjoining
the bam?but it was locked and Yurii Andreievich did not bother
to break in, since in any case it might not he fit to use. 'I'h:e horse
could spend the night in the barn, which opened easily. He
wohamessed the horse and when it had cacled dawn gave it
water which he had got at the well. He had meant to give it the
bay he had bronght 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 fel} into 2 deep, sound, blissful sleep, ke children
after running about and playing all day.

8

From the moment they got up, Yurit Andreievich kept glanting
2t the babla etamdam poe s Y oY " w. His fingers

1t the evering,

Until then he
st tave fus hands tal), even if no more than two of the rooms
were to be made habitable.

In Yooking forward to the evening be had no important work
ia mind. It was merely that the passion to write possessed him,

He hod to senbble something. For a begwning, he would put
down old unwritten thoughts, just to get um into trim. Later, he
!;01‘&6. +f he and Lara managed ta stay on, there would be time
ot undertok

- 1 hi -3 new, B £
Are you busy? What are you dotng?”
:'Sto‘xmg and stohing What 15 147"

at

< enerya wUN I ORE OXY woodshed, there mj
be some feft~who knows? If there are, 1 bring them nve]:l%}’]l;
do that tomarraw, A tub, you sud. Y sure Pre seen one

where, 1 can’t think where seme:

“Sohave I, and { can’t think where either. Tt must have heeq
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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 dleaning
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 scttled in, hefore we go to
bed.”

“Thank you. I'll get my things now. I've moved all the heavy
fumiture away from the walls, as you wanted it.”

“Good. I'll 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 rest
of the drawers. I keep finding more things in the desk and the
chest—soap, matches, paper, pencils, pens, ink. And the lamp o3
the table is full of kerosene. I am sure the Mikulitsyns didn't have
any, it must come from somewhere else.”

“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 -
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 comphained
of the cold. "

“These poor modern children,” thought the doctor, “victims nf
our gypsy life, wretched little fellow wanderers.” Aloud he sald:

“Cheer up, gurl. You can’t be cold, that's nonsense, the stove 8
red hot.”

“The stove may be feeling warm but I'm cold.”

“Wwell then, youll have to be patient till this cvening. 11 get 2
huge blaze going and you heard Mama say she'll give you a l»'zl
bath. And now you play with these—catch.” Ife got alt Ulmrf!l;i
old toys out of the cllly storcroom and dumped them on tie
floor, some whole, some broken, blocks, trams, and locomotises,
boards with squares and pictures or numbers on them for games
with dice and counters. o

“What can you be thinking of, Yurii Andreiovich?” Katia P“:
tosted like a grownup. “They aren’t mine. And they are for
vaby. I'm too big.”
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«t montent she had made herself comfortable in the
ngfi;:ﬁ nﬁexe rug and a1l the toys had turned into bricks for a
bouse for Ninka, the doll she had brought from town. It was 3
much more sensible and settled home than any of the temporary
Todgings in other people’s houses where she had spent most of her
e,

Lara watched her from the kitchen. “Look at that instinet for
domesticity. 3t just shows, nothing can destroy the lon.ging. for
bome and for erder. Children are more honest, they aren’t fright-
eed of fhe 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 :m«i
praise what repels us and sy yes to what we don't undesstand

“Here's the tub.” said Yurii Andreievich, coming in out of the
dark ballway, “It certainly wasn't in ats place. It was standing

wder the Jeak in the ceiling. T suppose 1t's been there since last
autume.”

7

For duner, Lara, who had started on the provisions they had
brought and had cocked enough for three days, served sn un-
precedented feast of potato soup and roast mutton and potatves.
Katenka ate till she could eat no mare, gigghng and getting
more and more naughty, and afterwards, warm and full, curled
up ta her mother's shawl on the sofa and went to steep.

Larisa Feodorovns, hot and tired from the aven, almost ag
sleepy as her daughter, and pleased with the success of her cock-
ing, was i no hurry to clear away the plates and sat down to have
2 rest. After making swre that Katenka was asteep, she sald,
feanung fosward on the table, with ber chin on her hand:

¥d slave and be happy if only ¥ knew it was getting us some-

where, 1f it waset alf for vofhing You'll have to keep Teminding
wme ‘ﬂm we came here to be together, Keep cheering me up,
dont let me think Because strictly speaking, i you look at it
honestly, what ase we downg, what 15 all this? We've aided some-
one elsc’s house, we've broken in and made ourselves at home,
am} now we bustle around tike mad 5o as 7ot te see that ﬂn;
't We, that 4t's 3 stage set, that it Bt real, that it's ol

tend,’ as children say, a child's fame—just ridiculons” i
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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 locomotir¢s,
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 arent mine. And they are 1or
paby. I'm too big.”
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- in this wi that lies in

o has become spirit But in this wild tende}'ness hat
:»h;(g for us at nwefy moment thers is something ?!hﬂd“h’ ;Un‘
restralned, inesponsible, I¢s a willful, destructive & emgnt;jm:
tle to domestic happiness, such a love Ifs my duty to be
of it 4nd ta distrast 3t.” §

She threw bes arms around his peck, sm,gghn‘g‘\\nth 'te:us.‘

“Dost you see, we are not in the same position. You were
given wugs to fy above the clouds, but I'm o woman, mine are
gnen me to stay close to the ground and to sh::lter my yc\{x(:lg'

He was deeply moved by everythug she said, bot be didn't
show 3, lest he give way ko his emotions. .

“IVs quite true that there s something false and shm'x:esi ébout
this camp hfe we lead. You are perfectly nght, But it isnt we
wbo fnvented it This frantic dashing about from pillar to post is
what is bappening to everyone, it's n the spint of the tunes,

“Tve been thunking about st myself all day. 1 should like ta do
everything possible to stay here for some time. 1 can’t tell you
tow I'm longing to get back to work. 1 dont wean farming.
That's what we were dowg here belore, we tock it on as a family
and we succeeded, But 1 wouldn't have the strength to do it
agmn. Fve got somethung else in mind.

“Things are gradually setthng down, Perhaps one day theyll
start publishung baoks agamn.

“This is what 1 was thinking, Couldat se come to an agree-
ment wath Samdeviatov-—~we'd have to gwve him profitable terms,
of course~—so that he should keep us here for six months at his
expense, on condition that I spend thrs tme wiitmg a book, say
3 testbuook on medscme, or something Iterary, perhaps a collee-
fion of poems Or L might translate some famous classic. Pm good.
at languages 1 saw an advertisenent the other day, there's a big
pobbsher in Petersburg wha 15 domg wothng but translations.
¥m pretty sure this sort of work will have a value in texms of
money. 'd be very happy doing something of that kind”

“Lam glad you reminded me, 1 was also thinking of somethin
bhe thattoday But § hane no faith 1n our futare hese, On the
cuntrary, [ base a foreboding that we'll soon be swept away,
somewhere even more distant Bt so long as we stll have t}u;'
meHng space, T want to ask you a favor. Wil you give up 3
tew hours in the next fow evemnee sod o 1. 'y

Lt
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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 don't 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
san’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 yoo!

“Larushal Pull yourself together. ‘Think. Its 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 ke well
go straight back to Yuriatin tomorrow. Komarovsky is stll
there, we saw him—and incidentally I don’t think he saw us. Im
sure we'll still ind him.”

“I've hardly said a word, and you sound annoyed. But tell me,
am I so wrong? We might just as well have stayed in Yuriatin if
we weren't going to hide better than this. If we really meant to
save ourselves we should have had a sensible plan, propetly
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--ﬂlO\}e
on a boundless, wind-swept plain! If we were snowed under in
the night we couldn’t dig ourselves out in the morning! Or sup-
pose our mysterious benefactor, who visited this house, tumns ot
to be a bandit and comes and slits our throats! Have you at least
got a gun? I thought not! You seeP What terrifies me is your
thoughtlessness, and you've infected me with it as well. I simply
can’t think strajght.” .

“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, I'll tell you what.
Your Tonia and my Pasha are a thousand times better than we
are, but that isn’t the point. The point is that the gift of Tove is
like any other gift. However great it is, it won't thrive wn.h?u!‘ﬂ
blessing. You and 1, it's as though we have been taught to 1\155} n
heaven and sent down to carth together, to see if we kn‘o“'. 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, & ey
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From these oid, completed poesms, he' wefmt on, tu olhe.:r.s tha;
be Bad begun and left unfinished, getting into th]:u' SP‘;%}‘;"
shetching the sequels, though without the s.hghtest ope e.;! s
ing them pow. Fioally getting into his stride and casried away,
be started on a vew poem. N .

Alter twa ar three fmnzds and several images by which he him-
self was struck, his work took passession of him and he felt the
approach af what is called inspiration. At such moments the re-
Iation of the forces that determine artistic creation is, as it
were, reversed 'The dominaut thing is no longer the state of
wind the actist seeks to express but the language in which he
wants to express it, Language, the home and yeceptacle of beauty
and meauing, itself begms to think and speak for man and tarms
whally wto musie, not fn terms af sonarity but in. terrs of the
fmpetuousness and power of its fnward fow. Then, ke the cur-
rent of a mighty river polishing stones and turning wheels by its
very movement, the Blaw of speech creates in passing, by virtue
of 1ts own [aws, meter and thythm and countless other relation-
shdps, which sare even more mmportant, but which are as yet un-
exploted, insufficient! gruzed, and d

At such moments Yurls Andrerevich felt that the main part of
the work was being done not by him but by a superior pawer
shick was abose him aod ditected him, namely the movement
of universal thought and poetry wn its present hustoncal stage
and the one to come And he felt hunself to be only the ac.
casion, the fulerum, pecded to make this movement pussible.

This fechng rebeved tum for o time of self-reproach, of his
dussatsstaction with amsel, of the sense of his own insigmficance,
He locked up, be laoked 2sound bun

e saw the two steeping heads on their snow-white pillows.
The punty of their features, and of the clean Yinen and the clean
2ooms, and of the night, the snow, the stass, the moon,
through tus hieart in a sin
wjoyiut semse of the trrumphant purity of bewng,
_ﬂ"lnrd! Losd!™ he whispered, “and afi this is for ms

surged
gle wave of meaning, moving him to

? Why hast

N me to Thy

! - o3, I W e teet ot L 3 Thy reas.
L g <hed wiu o o o

uncomplaining | my buclless, inationd),

ove, who Blls my €yes with pernetial delinkeon
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1 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 Andreievich
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 Kateaka
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 \q\llf
sheets of paper and gilded the surface of the ink inside the ml.'-
well. Outside, the frosty winter night was pale blue. To see 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 of
thick white paint. The splendor of the frosty night was incxpres
sible. His heart was at peace. He went back into the warm, wells
lit room and began to write. o

Careful to convey the living movement of his hand in 1‘"5
flowing writing, so that even outwardly it should not lose ;;1
dividuality and grow numb and soulless, he sct down, gmduﬂui
improving them and moving further and further away from ‘.
original as he made copy after copy, the poems that he rL"m!’lﬂf
bered best and that had taken the most definite shape in hus
mind—"Christmas Star,” “Winter Night,” and a nun}bcr of olllf‘rs
of the same kind, which later were forgotten, mislaid, and pever

found again.
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9
nather dav went by Ike a dream. They had_f‘aund_‘a _chi!d:s :}ed‘

s

ng the snow hard with his spade an@ pouring water o it. kno-
z';lv, she elimbed back to dszi tap of the mound, pulling the sled
7 a string, et smule pever leaving her face, bt it

1t was freezing; the air was getting noticeably colder, but i
was sunny. The snow was vellow at noon, with orange seeping
into its hooey color like an aftertaste at sunset.

The havadering and washing that Lara had doue the day be-
fore had made the house damp. The steam had covered the
windows with thick hoatfrost and Jeft black streaks of f!amp on
the wallpaper. The rooms were dark and cheerless. Yum A.ndxe-
fevich carried Jogs and water and went on with his fnspection of
the house, makng more and more discoveries, sud he helped
Lara wath her endless chores.

T 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 itresistible onslaught of their tend all
thought driven from theis heads Avd the moments went by until
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.

Yoot o4t -

haze
fing .
back to his interrupted writing,

The prehiminary past of the work was being done outside his

ss, during the drowsiness that &lled hom and verded
bus surroundings and his thoughts The duffuse mistiness jn which
everything was enveloped matked the stage preceding the dis-

tinctness of the final embodiment. Like the confuston of 2 first
songh dralt, the weanisome snactuvd

of the day was
preparation for the night, o f A necessary

Although be felt exhausted, nothing was left untouched, wn.
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At three in the morning Yurii Andrejevich 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, plaintive
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-belied 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 siher
reflection on the windows. But scarcely had Yurit Andrejevich
realized that they were wolves when they turncd and trotted
off like dogs, almost as if they could read his thoughts. He lost
sight of them before he noticed the direction 1 which they had
vanished. .

“That’s the last straw!” he thought. “Is their lair quitf close?
Perhaps in the gully? How ternble! And Samdeviatov's horse
in the barn! They must have scented it.”

He decided for the time being not to tell Lara, lest he upset
her. Going back, he shut all the doors between the cold rooms
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 Y]‘g
Tonger in the mood to write, He couldn't settle down He cou
think of nothing but wolves and of looming dangers and com-
plications of every kind. Moreover, he was tired. ot

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 showld speak for itself, almost apart from the
words.

Looking over these rough sketches now, he found (ha.t they
aveded a connecting theme 1o give unity to the Tes, which for
Tack of st fell apart. He crossed out what he had written an.d be-
gentownte down the Jegend of 5t George and the dragon in the
same Jyrical wanper. At Brst he used a broad, spacious pentam-
eter, The segularity of the rhythm, independent of the mean-
ing and inherent in the meter itself, annoyed him by its dog:
perdl ardficiality, He gave up the porpous meter and the
eaesura and cut down the lines to four beats, as you cut out use-
less words in prose. The task was now more difficult but mare
engagiei. The result was liveher but stll too verbose. He forced
himself to even shorter lines. Now the words were crammed in
therr trimeters, and Yurii Andreievich felt wide awake, roused,
prritnd tavide 1 s mm e s
th
i
Pousm, 23 you hear the ambhng of 2 horse in one of Chopins bal-

lidcs, St. George was galloping over the boundless expanse of
Pho e e 2 e BUOE] .

3 grweoss wus, mivays W Wie pomt and tumbling
into place of themselves

He bad not notived Lara getting out of bed snd coming across
to the table She seemed very thin in ber long nightdress and
taller than she really was He started with surprise when she
appeared beside tum, pale, frightened, stretching out her hand
and whispering
"Do you hear? A dog hawling Even two of them, T think, Oh,
llx}uw tcmgci It's a very bad omen, We'll bear it somehow nl
he v i
‘mgr::‘m g and then well go, well go! 1 won't stay here any
An hour later, after much persuasian, she
(el asleep  Yurii Andwic\'inhv went outside, %‘:e‘iﬁ;’;ﬂ‘xﬂ
acaser (han the night before They vanished even more s n‘&le
20d again before he could make owt in which dwrection ‘th y
went. They bad stood in o bunch and he had not had t P
count ther, but it seemed to him that there were more nfnt;xee;:)



440 DOCTOR ZHIVAGO

changed. Everything was being altered and transformed

Yurii Andreievich felt that his dream of remaining in Varykino
would not come true, that the hour of his parting with Lara was
at hand; he would inevitably lose her and with her the will tolve
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 00
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 evenind
it loomed like a prehistoric beast or some fabulous monster, &
dragon whose tracks had been discovered in the ravine and
who thirsted for his blood and lusted after Lara.

The night came and once again the doctor lit the lamp on the
table. Lara and Katenka went to bed earlier than the night be-
fore.

What he had written that night fell into two parts. Clea_n
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 d.ls'
appointments. Last night these rough fragments had movc.dlll""
to tears, and he himself had been surprised by some fe]lc.lm\“'
passages. Now these very passages scemed to him distressingly
and conspicuously strained. .

It had been the dream of his life to write with an origin{ll')'fo
discreet, so well concealed, as to be unnoticeable in its disguis¢
of current and customary forms; all his Life he had struggled for
a style so restrained, so unpretentious that the rend.er. or lh!f
hearer would fully understand the meaning without realizing ].’0“
he assimilated it. He had striven constantly for an unnsgenmho"’
style, and he was dismayed to find how far he still remained from
his ideal. . o

Last night he had tried to convey, by words so simple ﬂS‘ .
be almost childish and suggesting the directness of a Jullaby, hi
feeling of mingled love and fear and longing and couragé, &
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uncertain days. He gave up the thought and went to harness the
borse.

He wasn't good at it. Samdeviatov had taught him how to i;iu
it, but he hept forgetting Still, be managed it, though clums );i
He strapped the yohe 1o the shafts, wound the slack and knotte
the end of the metalstudded strap around one of them, then,
one leg braced agmnst the horse’s flank, pulled the two ends of
the stiff collar tight and fastened them. At fast he led the horse
to the porch, tied it, and went mside to call Lara.

She and Katenka had their coats on and everything was packed,
but Lara was in great distress Wringing her hands and on the
varge of tears, she begged him to sit down a moment and, throw-
ing berself into o chiawr and getting up agamn, spoke incoberently,
in 8 fugh-pitched plaintive singsong, stumblng over her words
and repeatedly interjecting: “What do you think?”

“I can'’t help 1t, I don't know how it's happened, but you can
see for yourself, we can't possibly go naw, so late, st will be dark
soan, we'll be caught in the darkness in your terrible forest. What
doyou think? Il do whatever you tell me to, but I simply can’t
make up my mind to go. something tells me not to, but do
whatever you think best. What do you think? Why don't you
83y something® We've wasted half the day, goodness knows how.
Tomorrow we'll be more sensible, more careful. What do you
think? How would it be if we stayed one more night? And to-
monow we'll get up early and start at daybreak, at six or seven.
What do you think? Youl) hght the stove and write one more
&vening and we'll have one wmore mght here, wouldn't that be
lavely, darling, wonderful? Ok, God, have 1 done something
wrang agatn? Why don’t you say something?”

“You're exaggerating, Dusk is a long way off, it's quite early.
But 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
Katenks says she's hungey. We'll have something to eat, You are
Quite right, there would have been no pant in going so suddealy,
“““l}‘x 3?.I:Etle“1)xrp:_;ralian. But don't be so upset, and don't v

Wuw. 11 be back soon” ’

vaenl vy
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It was the thirteenth day of their stay at Varykino. There was
nothing new or different about it. The wolves, after having dis-
appeared for a few days, had again howled in the night. Once
again, mistaking them for dogs, and frightened by the omen,
Larisa Feodorovna, just as before, announced that she was leav-
ing the next day. Her usual balance was disturbed by attacks of
anxiety, natural in a woman unused to pouring out her feclings all
day long or to the luxury of unrestrained affection.

The same scenes were repeated again and again, so that when
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.

1t was again damp and dark in the rooms, this time because
the weather was overcast. It was less cold, and judging from thf
look of the dark, low clouds it would snow any moment. Yuril
Andreievich was exhausted by the physical and mental strain of
too many sleepless nights. His legs were weak and his thoughts
were in a tangle; shivering with cold and rubbing his hands, ke
walked about from room to room, waiting to see what Lara would
decide and what he would have to do in consequence.

She did not know herself. Just then she would have given any-
thing to exchange their chaotic freedom for a daily round, how:
ever strenuous, but laid down once and for all, for work fmd
obligations, so that they could live a decent, honest, sensible
life.

She began her day as usual by making the beds, S\‘"?’-'P"’gd
dusting, and cooking breakfast. Then she began to pack :md
asked the doctor to harness the horse; she had firmly resolve
to go.

}gun'i Andreievich did not argue. It was mad to return to towth
where the wave of arrests must have reached its peak, l‘f“ it
was equally mad to remain, alone and unarmed, in this winter
desert with its own hazards.

Besides, there was hardly an armful of hay left in the bam of
the sheds. Of course, had it been possible to settle down f"'a
long stay, the doctor would have scouted around looking for nc¥

ways of getting food and fodder, but it wasn't worth it for a few
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it to the leigh with a rope, and turned back, walking at the
’s head.

boﬁ: 2:‘;& naighed again, this time ia answer to anmh‘er horse
ueighing in the distance. “What can that bep Is it possivle that
Varghino 55 ot 25 deserted as we thought?” It never accurred to
him that they had guests or that the neighing eame from the
durection of Mikultsyn's house, He took the sleigh aroun.d the
farm buildings, and since the house was hidden from him by
smowy Folds of Jand he did nat see its front entrance.

Taking his time—why should he husry?—he stacked the waood
2nd, unhitching the horse, left the sleigh in the barn. Then he
took the horse to the stables, put it in the far stall where these
was Joss deaft, and stuffed the few remaining handfuls of hay into
the rack of the manger,

He felt uneasy as be walked home. In front of the porch stoed
3 10omy peasant stergh with a sleck black foal harnessed to tt, aad
walking up and down beside 1t was an equally sleek, plump
stranger, who gave the horse on accasional slap and had 2 look
at its feflocks

There wete Yowes comag from the house. Nejther wishing to

eavesdrop nor close epough to hear more than an occasional
word, Yurii And ¥ hel t

De! {ly slowed down
nd suddenly stopped He recognized the voice of Komatovsky

talking to Lara and Katenka. They were apparently in the frst
toom near the door. They were arguing, and, judging from the
suand of her voies, Lara was upset and crying, vow violently
contradicting tum and now agreeing with him.

Something made Yuni Andreievich feel that just thea Komarov-
3%y a3 speaking sbout him, saying something to the effect that
he chauld not be trusted {*serving two masters,” he thought he
beard), that it was impassible to tell if he were mare attached
tiﬂ‘ma‘ orto bis famdy, that Lara must nat relv nn hiem, because

. _"' 4 the hounds”

L . o evich went in.

Y W 4 s coat reaching to his heels, X‘i:r:txb ;;:%2;

'

.“ EIEPLVER XY

talsnkz \zyhn coat collar, trying 1o fasten ¢ Yo -
i ¥ e e H

L 'y - o LR )
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Several sets of sleigh tracks led up to the woodshed of the
Zhivagos’ house; Yurii Andreievich had made them on his earlier
trips, and the snow over the threshold was trampled and littered
from his last visit two days before.

The sky, which had been cloudy since moming, had cleared.

1t was cold again. The old park came right up to the shed, stir-
ring the doctor’s memories. The snow was deep that winter. It
was piled high in front of the shed, which looked shrivelled and
stooped, and the snow hung over the edge of the roof almost
down to the doctor’s head, like the rim of a gigantic mushroom.
Just above it, as though plunging a point of its crescent into 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 spare the Iife
of the beautiful, sad, humble, and simp]e-hc:mcd woman he
Joved. And the new moon stood over the barn blazing without
warmth and shining without giving light. 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 1‘;
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.
s a5 duicalt for you as 3t is for me to thml.c 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 heasd anything yet, you don't know . . .

Linen 10 what Victor Ipp h says, ... T morn~
ine Yiatar Trand bacish @
2
. PR
ane . . '
train of the Far Eastern Government is standing uader 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 mn great comfort.
There won't ever be another chance Iike this again I realize that
You ave ot in the hatit of speakang bightly, you are not the man
to g0 back on your decisions, and you have made up yous mind
not to go with us But even so, shonldn't you reconsider it for
Lasisa Feodorovna's sake? You heard her say that she won't go
without you. Come with us, 1f not to Viadivostok, then at least
#s far as Yoriaun—and there we shall see. Quly we must really
sty ~there 15 not 2 moment to lase. Thave a driver with meI
Sort deive myself—and there 150t room for Bve of us in my
steigh But 1 und d you have Samdeviatov's horse—didy’

You say you had gone with it to get the wood? Is is still h;x-
fessed?”

“No, 1 have unhamessed it™
“Well then, harness st again as quickly as you possibly can, My
driver will help you. .., Though, come to think of it, why
bother—let's farget about your sleigh, well manage with mine,
:c’“ squecze in somchow, Only Yet's hurev. for Reveans =0
. ;[ ot Lo e anud yre” -0
na't d you, Victor Tppolavich, ; as il
had agreed to come. Go and 200 Tuck +0 < You talk as if 1

e e v
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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 badlyl®

“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 isn't
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 am‘_‘Y
and that we hadn’t jumped at his offer, and now here ll.e is,
right under your very eyes, and you don't even look 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 this. I deliberately spread the rumor that 1had
Ieft, but I stayed on to give you and Larisa Feodorovna more
time to think over what we had discussed, and perhaps come to
a less rash decision.” . 5

“But we can’t put it off any longer,” broke in Lara. “Now is
the perfect time to leave. And tomorrow morning . . . But let
Victor Ippolitovich tell you himself.” 3

“One moment, Lara dear. Forgive me, Victor Ippahmwd&
Why should we all stand about in our coats? Let's take them 0k
and sit down. After all, these are serious things we have to tal
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 ln(:t
is that while I have never considered going away with you, Lara’s
case is different. On the rare occasions when our concerns wert
not the same and we remembered that we were nat onc ]’K‘TS‘:V“
but two, I have always told her that she ought to give your Sug®
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4
and Katigy bives are ajsq threateneg, Either she o I wall cer-
tainly be rtested, 5o we) be Parted anyyyay, 1y better that 3¢
should be You who separate and take ther, off, a
35 possible, saying this, but doesn’t make m.uch differ-
ence~things ape already 8oing your way, Pxobably in the eng
MW breg. OW my pride ang my self.

> Yor my bfe, ang
fora geq bassage ¢, ™y family, ang for my oy salvation, apq
i om

8ceept it o} fr, your hands gy, You must giye ™e tume to think
about ay e I

Y
You, but i fact T ghq) 582y behing, , + There’s
e o €0 oy gy Bow, when g Will s00n be dark? Thg
¥oad rypg through y, > 20d there gy, wolves Watch gy~

" 3 X worry I've got 0 and o Tevolver, g
ght a by of liguor too, b

€ way, to keep oyy the colq,
Woulg You ke somep Tve got €nough >

13
“What have | donep What haye I done? Ive giy, h
Nounceq her, pe, her gy 1 t o 17
Y can’t heap 1y, w

) Te-
L must et ther, Lara) Lara)
oy ¢ e sagainstme:md €
houting oy cach other, She hag e¥ery reason to {ie?rﬁap robafg
dssured ghe has ng 1dea of g, trick Iy, Played o, beipy,
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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 2 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.”

“But she won’t go without you I simply don’t know what to do.
You'll have to help me in a different way. You'll have to pre:
tend, let her think that you might be willing to change )"“;
mind, look as if you might allow yourself to be persuaded.
can’t see her saying goodbye and leaving you, either here of at
the station at Yuriatin. Wel have to make her think that you ar¢
coming after all, if not now, then Iater, when I've nrmn%v“
another opportunity for you to come. Youll have to ;{rclcnd i
you'll be willing to do that. You'll just have to convince her o
this, even if you have to lie. Though this is no empty ?ﬁcr on
my part—I swear to you on my honor that at the first sign )1:‘;
give me I'll get you out to the East and I'll arrange for you "
go on from there anywhere you like. But Larisa Fcod?mvnn‘ m"]
believe that you are at least coming to sce us off. Youll simply
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1With Tuck, if the sun didn’t go down first {be wouldnt see
them ia the dark) they would flash past once aggin, for the Jast
time, on the other side of the ravine, across the feld where the
walves had stood two nights‘ before.

that the snow greedily sucked in, when the sleigh swept into
sight and vanished. “Farewel}, Lara, until we meet in the next
world, farewell, my love, my inexhaustible, eveslasting joy. m
Dever see you again, 11 never, never see you again.”

1t was getting dark. Swiftly the hronze-red patches of sunset
seattered on the snow died down and went out. The soft, ashy
distance filled with a llac dusk that turned to deep mauve, its
smoky haze smudging the fine lacework of the roadside birches
Eightly traced on the pink sky, pale as though it had suddenly
grown shallow,

Grief had sharpened Yuni Andreievichs senses and quickened
ks perception a hundredfold. The very air surrounding him
was rare, unique The winter evening was alive with sympathy,
Eke a friendly witness It was as 1f there had pever been such a
dusk belore and night were falling now for the first time 1 order
1o tonsole him {n his loneliness and beveaverent, as if the valley
%ere not glways girded by a panorama of wooded hills on the
horizon but the trees had only taken up their places now, rising
out of the ground in order to comfort hum With their presence,

He almost waved away the tangible beauty of the hour, Like a
crowd of persistent fends, almost sa

yng ta the hingering after-
glow: “Thank you, thank you, Tl be all nght™ gering after

. Suﬂ\.s‘u‘ndmg en the veranda, he tumed his face ta the shee
St
. T - Sutugie woURter alt these words

Hewent Into the house, A donble manolo
3 & Was gob i

5 mind, two different Linds of mcmrﬂogxié‘,1 e ;f:!f:}g g n;

businesstile, the other addressed to La A

Hin 13, ke a siver i
Now 111 £6 16 Mostow™ van hic theoabe. op s 00 it
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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 hz\ppencd? W!m
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'e
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 luk, if the sun dido’t go down Sirst (hc‘ woulda't Is;e
\hem in the dark) they would Bash past ence agaln, for the last
time, on the other side of the ravine, across the feld where the
wolves bad stood two mights before.

And now this moment atl,sa had came and goue. The dask red
sum was stll round as a ball above the blue snowdrifts along.!he
horizon, Sooding the plain with a juicy pineapgle—colored h.ght
Wat the snow greedily sucked in, wheu the sleigh swept into
sight 2ad vanished “Farewell, Lara, until we meet in tl}e next
world, farewell, my love, my inexhaustible, everlasting joy. m,
never See you again, Tl never, pever see you agan”

1t was getting dark Swiftly the bronze-red patches of sunset
seattered on the snow died down and went out. The soft, ashy
dstance £lled with » blac dusk that turped to deep mauve, its
smoky haze smudgng the fine Ja k of the roadside birches
lightly traced an the pink sky, pale as though it had suddealy
pown shallew,

Grief had sharpened Yurii Andrefevichs senses and quickened
bis perception 2 bundredfold. The very air surtounding 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 tue in order
% tomsole him in Tus 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
ot 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 hogering after-
e “Thank you, thank you, Y4 be alt nght™

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-
Peatg inwardly, as though trying to engrave these words 1 his
ﬂ;ﬂngry. He did not have the strength fo utter all thess wosds
aloud.

He went 1nto the howse, A double monclogue was omng on i
his mind, two dulferent konds of monologu:, the cnge u&%} :3
bujx?css]xke, the other addressed to Lara, We a river m foad

Now Tl go to Moscow,” san bis twoughts. “The first job s
to survive I must not force myself to sleep Ynstead, 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; “Tll stay
with you a little, my unforgettable declight, for as long as my arms
and my hands and my lLps remember you. Il 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 sorow.
T'll stay here till 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 lif¢’s storm cast you up en 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 s0
well and so carefully that morning and which her hurried pack-
ing had again turned inside out, when he saw the disarrang
bed and the things thrown about in disorder on the chairs and
floor, he knelt down like a little boy, leaned his breast against
the hard edge of the bedstead, buried his head in the bedclothes,
and wept freely and bitterly as children do. But not for long.
Soon he got up, hastily dned Ius face, looked around him wllh
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

Something unaccountable was going
was slowly losing his mind. Never
strange existence. He neglected the house,
proper care of himself, he turncd night into d:
count of time since Lara had left.

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara;

on in Yurii Andreicvich. Ho
before had he led such 2
he stopped taking
ay and had lost

but the more he
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crossed ont and rewrote what he had written the v{soxe the Lara
of kis poems and notebooks grew away from her .livmg pm!o’;)'ge,
from the Lara who was Katia’s mather off on a journey with ber
daughter. . N

The yeason for his revision and rewsiting was his search for
strength and exactness of expression, but they a!so. feﬂowv.:d the
promptings of an inward reticence that forbade bzm to disclose
his personal experiences and the real events in his past with too
mach freedom, lest he offend or wonnd those who had directly
taken past in them. As a result, his feeling, stil pulsing :.md warm,
was gradually elminated from his poems, and romantic morbid-
ity yielded to a broad and serene vision that lifted the particular
to the Jevel of the universal and famitiar. He was not dehberately
striving for such 2 goat, but this hroad vision came of its own ac-
cord as a consolation, like a message sent to him by Lara from her
travels, bk a dustant greeting from her, bike ber appearance in a
dream or the touch of her hand on his forehead, and he Joved this
ennoblng imprint

At the sawe time that be was waorking on s lament for Lara
he was also senbbling the end of the notes he bad accuroulated
ovet the years concerning nature, man, and various other things.
As had atways bappened to hum whenever he was writing, &
Bost of ideas about the lfe of the individual and of society as-
saled ham.

He reflected again that he concewed of histery, of what is
¢alled the cowrse of history, Dot in the acoepted way but by
analogy with the vegetable kungdom 1In wister, under the
snaw, the leaBless branches of a weod are thin and poor, like the
Bairs on an old man’s wart But fn only a few days in spring
the forest is transformed, 1t reaches the clouds, and you can hide
or lose yourself i its leafy maze. This transformation is achieved.
with & speed greater than mn the case of animals, for animals da
not grow a5 fast as plants, and yet we cannot directly observe the
mayement of growth even of plants. The forest does not change
Rs place, we cannot be in wait for it and catch it in the act & '3
change, Whenever we lock at it, it seems 10 be motionless Aoa
such, also is the tmmobility to our eyes of the eternally pro iy
ceaselessly changing history, the Lie of society movi 7 growin
tn fts fncessant transformatons ving invisibly
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all through the night till I drop with exhaustion. Yes, and another
thing, light the stove in the bedroom at once, there is no reason
why 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 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. T 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 churned it up, traces the form of the greatest,
farthest-reaching wave on the sand. Seaweed, shells, cork, peb-
bles, the lightest, most jmponderable things that it could kit
from its bed, are cast up in a broken, sinuous line on the sand.
This line endlessly stretching into the distance s 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 so
well and so carefully that morning and which her hurried pack-
ing had again turned inside out, when he saw the disatrang
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 lus head in the bedclothes,
and wept freely and bitterly as children do. But not for long.
Soon he got up, hastily dried his face, looked around him wiﬂl
tired, absent-minded surprisc, 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 in
was slowly losing his mind. Never before |
strange existence. He neglected the house,
proper care of himself, he turned night into
count of time since Lara had left.

He drank vodka and he wrote about Lara;

Yurii Andreievich. He
had he led such 8
he stopped taking
day and hiad lost

but the more he
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ice and expecting 1t as part of his tife, played tricks on hirm
ﬁx;ebe heax?her cz%ling. "gurodzkal" from the next roont. s

He also had other hallucinations that week. Tt‘vw:ud the en
of 1t, he woke up in the night from 2 nonsensical nightmare nbmft
2 dragon that had its Lair underneath the house. He opened }n;
eyes. A light flashed from the gully aud he heard the crack an
echo of a nfle shot. Strangely, a few moments aftes so unusual an

experience, be weat back to sleep, and in the moming told him-
self that it hiad been a dream,

15

This s what happened a day or two later. The doctor had at
Yast convinced humself that he must be sensible, that if he wished
ta \ill himself be could find a quicker and less painful method.
He promised himself to leave as soon as Szmdeviatov came for
fum,

A httle before dusk, while it was stll light, he heard loud
erunching footsteps on the spow. Someone was calmly approach-
ing the house with a firm, easy step.

Strange! Who could it be? Samdeviatov had his horse, he
would not have come on foot, and Varykino was deserted.
“Theye come for me,” Yurn Andreievich decsded. “A summons
or an grder o go back to town Or they've come to arrest me,
No, there would be two of them and they would have trans-
portation to take me back. It's Mikultsyn,” he thonght joy-
fully, imagimng that be recogmuzed the step. The stranger, stll
unidentied, fumbled at the door with its broken bolt, as if he
tad expected the padlack to be there; then he walked in con-
fidently, certan of his way, apeng the connecting doors and
closing them carefully bebind him

Yurd Aodresevich had been sitting 2t hus desk with his back
to the door. As he tose and tumed to face it he found the
nri\g%}cr ;\I‘r}cndy in the deorway, where he had stopped dead.

o do you want ta see?” The doctor adeal i
out these conventional words il burted

without think
surprised when there was 1o reply. inking, and’was not
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Tolstoy thought of it in just this way, but he did not spell it out
so clearly. He denied that history was set in motion by 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. X

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. ich

Sometimes, after losing himself in his work, Yurii Andrcm\"w
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
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delay its execution by chattng with the doctor and staying in his
o1 ? i

‘:ﬁi’vu it was, he was evidently keeping to lumse).f some
important secret that burdened him, ‘while pouring out his beatt
i the more effusively on every othex subject.

Tt was the disease, the revolutionary madness of the age, that
ot heart everyone was dufferent From bis outward appearance
and bis words. No vne bad a clear conscience, Everyone could
pstifiably feel that he was guilty, that he was a seetet ertminal,
an undetected mpostor. The slightest pretext was envugh to
lanch the fmagimation ou an orgy of self-tarture. Carried away
by therr fantasy, people accused themselves falsely not only out
of terzor but cut of 2 morbidly destructive impulse, of their own
wil, is o state of metaphysical trance, in a passion for self-
candemnation which cannot be checked ouce you give it its
bead,

As an important military leader who had often presided at
militasy courts, Strelukov must have heard aed yead any pum-
ber of confessions and depositi d d men. Now he
way himself swayed by the Impulse to unmask himself, to reap-
pralse his whole bfe, to draw up a balarce sheet, while mon-
strously distorting everything in his feverish excitersent.

He spoke meoh 1y, jumping from confession to confessi

“This 2%l hoppened vear Chuta, . . . Were you surprised ot
all the outlandish ¥hungs you found m the drawers and cup-
boards? AN that comes from the requisttiomng, we did when the
Red Anmy occupled eastem Siberia. Naturally, 1 didn’t brin
wthere all by myself. Tve always had trustwortby, devoted people
axound me; hfe has been very good to we that way, These
c:mdlesf, matches, coffee, tea, whting swaterials, and so on it
tome from requsihoned malitary stores, partly Cze
English and Japanese. Odd, don't you thm]}"(’ . .y. 'Wh:’::’ dgay:!\,;
think®" was my wife’s favorite expression, ¥ SOppose you noticed,
l‘cmxldn‘z make up By mind whether 1o 1}t you when I ar:
sived, but I might as well admit it sow— came to see her and
my daughter The message saying that they were here didn’t
reash me tll too late. That's how 1 mussed them. When rum:rs
snd teports reached me of your intimacy with her and the
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The stranger was a powerful, well-built man with a handsome
face. He was dressed in a fur jacket and trousers, and warm,
goatskin boots, and he had a rifle slung over his shoulder on a
strap.

Orly the moment of his appearance took the doctor by sur-
prise, not his arrival in itself, The traces of occupation in the
house had prepared him for it. This, evidently, was the owner of
the supplies he had found, which, as he knew, could not have
been left by the Mikulitsyns. Something about him struck Yurii
Andreievich as familiar, he felt he had 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 heP 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, frightcncd days.
Night was falling, and it was getting dark.

Apart from the nervous garrulousness that was common 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 to fhc
of shame? Or had he made some dreadful, irrevocable decision
and was he unwilling to remain alone with it and anxous to
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d his
bis mother. His father had been shot as a hostage, an
mother was in prison, and the same thing was l.ﬁ:eXy o happen
ta her. When he heard that, he made up his mind to do ?ﬂ ke
conld to get her out, He went to the local Cheka, g:“,le )ux.nself
up, and offered to work for them. They agreed to give him a
chance on condition he made some impostant betrayal. He .ko]d
them where I was hiding. But fortunately I got away in time.

"By a fantastic efiort and after endless adventures, § got across
Siberia and reached this part of the country. I am so well known
here, ¥ thought it was the Jast place they'd expect to find me;
they wonldo't suppose U'd bave the vesve, And in fact, ?hey
went on for  Jong time looking for me around Chita, while I
was hidwg exther in this house or in one ar two athers 1 knew
were safe in the nesghborhood. But now that’s out, they’se on
my traf Listen. It's getting dark and T don't like it because I
haven't been able to sleep for ages. You know what a torment
that is. If any of my caodles are stll Tebt—goad, are’t they,
real tallowh—then let’s go on talking for a bit, Let's go on talking
for as long as you can stand it, right through the nmight, in
Jusury, by candlelight.”

e candles are all there. I've apened only one bor. I've been

using the kerosene, which probably you also Yefe”

Eave you any bread?”

No*

“Then what have you been living an? But what a silly questiont
Potatoes, of course.”

“That's nght. Any amount of those, The people wha ased to
live here were good housekeepers, they knew haw ta stose them,
ﬁxeéy're a\‘) safe and sound in the cellar, neither

el a1

0

rotten nor frozen,”

itched to the revol

7
“None of this can wean anything to you. You couldy?

) t -
stand it You grew up quite differently. There was the w:ﬂnge:i
the suburhs, of the tailways, of the slums and tenam 1o -
hunger mvarnen 3 o0 .
being -
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name Dr. Zhivago was mentioned to me, for some inexplicable
reason, out of the thousands of faces I'd seen in these ycars, 1
remembered a doctor of that name who had once been brought
to me for questioning,”

“And were you sotry you hadn’t had me shotp”

Strelnikov ignored the question. Perhaps he had not even
heard the interruption. Lost in his thoughts, he went on with
his monologue.

“Naturally, T was jealous—I'm jealous now, for that matter.
What could you expect? . . . I came to this district only a few
months ago, after my other hide-outs farther east were un-
covered. 1 was to be court-martialled on a trumped-up charge.
It wasn't difficult to guess the outcome, I wasn't guilty. 1
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 ide for the present, lead 2 hl‘r_-
mit’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 Siberia,
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 had got
away from a partisan shooting squad—they had lined him up
with a lot of other condemned men, but he was only \volmdfflv
and he crawled out from under 2 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. tie
was a good-for-nothing, vicious and backward; he had been
Licked out of school because he was dull-witted.”

The more details Strelnikov added to his description, the
more certain the doctor felt that he knew the boy.

“WVas his name Terentii Galuzin?”

“Yes,” 3

“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 10
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ve no idea. She had 2 school friend who lwved in 2 (c_ne-
:xﬁxl::e:tndoor to us; most of the tenants were raitway \vorh‘ex:s
oo the Brest line. It was called the Brest Yine in th,use days, it's
been renamed several times since. My futher—he’s a member
of the Yuriatin revolutionary court now~-he was a track overseer.
Tused to go to that house and see her there, She was still a child,
Dot even then, the alertness, the watchfulness. the restlessness of
those days—it was all there, you could read jt all in her face,
her eyes. All the themes of the century—all the tears and the
inndts and the hopes, the whole accumulation of resentiment
aed pride were written in her face and bearing, which eqargss’ed
beth girhsh shyness and self-assured grace. She was 2 living
indictment of the age. This is something, isa’t {t? Is predestina.
ton, Something nature endowed ber with, hing te which
shehad a burthmght”

“Haw well you speak of her. 1 too saw her {n those days, just
a3 you have described her, A schoolgirl, and yet at the same
time the secret heroine of an unchildish drama. Her shadow on
the wall was the shadow of helpless, watchful self-defense. That
was bow I saw her, aud se I stsll remember her. You put it
perfectly”

“You saw and you remembered? Asd what did you do™

“That's another story altogetber.”

“Yes. Well. S0 you see, the whole of this pincteenth century
—~its revol m Pans, 1ts g of Russian emles starting
with Herzen, 1ts assassinations of Tsars, some ouly plotted, oth-
ors carried out, the whole of the workers' movement of the
world, the whole of Marxism in the partiaments and universi-
ties of Europe, the whole of this uew system of ideas with its

mewness, the switness of its conclusion, its irony, and its pitdess
temedies elaborated o the name of Pity—all of this e
sothert and ~emeeoe T - .

- wrons WLSURE T Harnes Ike a Yokt
ot sedemption for all the sorrows andgmisfmunes of Xfm:}gxg)gt
But why on easth am I telling you all this? To you it must be
the tinkhing of 8 cymbale-just waords.

“For the sako of this 8itl 1 studied and became o teacher,
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the mother’s darlings, of smart students and rich merchants’ sons;
the world of impunity, of brazen, insolent vice; of rich men
laughing or shrugging off the tears of the poor, the robbed, the
insulted, the seduced; the refgn 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, I ought to tell you something, This is the
point. You've got to leave Varykino, don't put it off if you value
your life. They are closing in on me, and whatever happens to
me will involve you. You are implicated already by the very fact
of talking to me now. And apart from everything else, 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 nnot'hclr
hide-out, but before I got there I saw by varions signs that it
had been discovered. The people who were there have probably
been shot, I won't stay long with you. I'l spend the night and
leave in the momning. . . . Well, I'll go on if I may.

“Of course, it wasn't only in Moscow or in Russia that ther
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, t‘:ﬂS\t‘d l;"
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 the
poor. Marxism arose, it uncovered the root of the evil and i"
offered the remedy, it became the great force of the century.
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-
tions and the barricades.

“You can't think how lovely she was as a child, o schoolgirl



BETURN TO VARYXINO 463
“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 1 many mghts be fell asteep the moment ke )
Strelnihov spent the might, the godor put him ?(x aghed(;::t.
100m The few times the ductor woke up and turned over or
pulled the blankets up to his chun, he was conseious of the str
refreshment of sleep and he dropped off happily again a i
’{zwa;%arzson‘;ing he had several short, hleidascopi dreas:: c:f
as chil 5 i
s so detailed and Togical that he took them for
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and went to Yuriatin, which I did not know at that time. For
her sake I devoured piles of books and absorbed a great mass
of knowledge, to be available to her if she asked for my help.
To win her back after three years of marriage, 1 went to war,
and when the war was over and I returned from captivity, 1
took advantage of having been listed as dead, and under an as-
sumed name plunged headlong into the revolution, to pay back
in full all the wrongs that she had suffered, to wash her mind
clean of those memories, so that it should not be possible to re-
turn to the past, so that there should be no more Tverskaia-
Yamskaias., And all the time they, she and my daughter, were
next door, they were herel What an effort it cost me to resist
the longing to rush to them, to see them! But I wanted to finish
my life’s work first. Oh, what wouldn't I give now for one look
at them! When she came in it was as if the window flew open
and the room filled with air and light.”

“I know how much you loved her. But forgive me, have you
any idea of her love for you?”

“Sorry. What was that you said?”

“I asked you, had you any idea of how much she loved you—
more than anyone in the world?”

“What makes you say that?”

“Because she told me so herself.”

“She said that? To you?”

“Yes.” .

“Forgive me, I realize it's an impossible thing to ask, but if
it isn’t hopelessly indiscreet, if you can, will you tell me exactly
what it was she said to you?”

“Gladly. She said that you were the embodiment of what 2
buman being should be, a man whose equal she had never met,
that you were unique in your genuineness, and that if she cau"l
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 es in which she said tlxis't"
“She had been doing this room nnd she went outside to shake
the carpet.”

“Sorry, which carpet? There are two.”
“That one, the larger one.”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CONCLUSION

1

it remais to tell the brief story of the last eight or ten years of
Thivago's be, duzing which he went more and mors to seed,
gradually losing his knowledge and ¢kill as a doctor and 2 writer,
emergg from his state of depression and resuming his work
only to fall back, after a shost flare-up of actiity, into long
petiods of mdiference to himself and to everything in the warld,
During these years the heart disease which be had himself
disgnosed earlier but without realizing its gravity developed to
o advanced stage.

He went to Mascaw at the begianing of the NEP, the most
ambiguous and hypocritieal of all Soviet periods. He was even
{huner, more veglected, avd more unkerapt than when he went
to Yusatin after escaping from the partisans, In the cousse of
his journey he had agam gradually discarded those of his clothes
that had some value, exchanging them for bread and a few
wiomn o rags to cover his nakedsess. So he had hved off his
steond fur coat and swit, and amved in the streets of Moscow
dressed fa a gray sheepskin hat, puttees, and a wom-out army
overcoat stripped of all its buttops Yike a conviet’s uniform, Tn
Wis getup he was indistingmshable from the 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 3 good-looking young peasant boy wha was als
In old army clothes. The: ' ° drewed

¥ both turned up in the few survivar
Muoscow drawing, fooms Wke those in which Yurs Andreievich
had spent tus ehaldhoad, where be was remembered apd wel.
comed with his companion {after tactiul inquiries as to whethe;
485
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He dreamed, for instance, that his mother’s watercolor show-
ing a place on the Italian Riviera suddenly dropped from the
wall, and he was aroused by a sound of breaking glass. He
opened his eyes, “No, it can’t be that,” he thought. “It's Antipov,
Lara’s husband Strelnikov, scaring the wolves in the Shutma as
Bacchus would say.” But no, what nonsense! It was the picture.
There it was, lying in pieces on the floor, he assured himself, back
in his dream.

He woke up late, with a headache from having slept too long.
For a time he couldn’t think who or where he was.

Then he remembered: “Strelnikov is in here. It's late. I must
get dressed. He must be up by now. If not, I'l wake him and
make some coffee, and we’ll have it together.”

“Pavel Paviovichl” he called out.

There was no answer. “He's still aslecp. He's a sound sleeper,
1 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 hat
Toughening himself up. I ought to be getting out of Varykino
today, but it's too late now. Again I've oversiept, 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.



»
CONCLUSION 48

be stuffed it fnto his mouth and chewed. it 'wi!h great difieulty.
The 1w, bolf-chewed grain was almost mdxgestxb}e.

Never in his Ife had he seen such dark-lquhng 1ye, :gty.
brown, the color of old gold. Usually, when it is harvested in
time, s color §s much lighter.

‘These flame-colored %};Ids blazing without fire, these felds
sileatly prochaiming their distress, wese coldly bordered by the
wast, quiet sky, uts face already wintry am} shadowed by ceaseé
lessly mmoving, long, Baky snow-clouds with black centers an
white Banks. .

Everythung was moving slowly, regularly—~the fowing river,
the road tunning by it, and the doctor walking along the rosd
in the same direction as the drifting clouds, Nor were the rye
fields motiontess. Theie surface was alive, they wese astr with
a0 woessant erawhng that suggested something foul and repel-
lent,

Never had there been such a plague of mice. They had bred
in unprecedented quantities. 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 mice, and eyed Yuni Andreievich from afar, moving
after bam confidently as though waiting for something, For
some reason they never ventured 1ato the wood and, whenever
e came near one, gradually tel} back, turned tail, and vansshed.

The woods and the felds offered a complete contrast in thase

days Descrted by man, the felds looked orpbaned os i his
aboence had put them under a curse The Sorest, however, well
nd of im, Bourished proudly w freedom as though released
from captivity.

Usually the outs are not allowed to vipen, a5 peopk d
particularly village children, pick them freen, bzeaknlz]g EKE\’vlfc:‘le
branches. But now the wooded sides of hills and pullies were
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they had been to the baths—typhus was still raging) and in
which he was soon told of the circumstances of his family's
departure from Russia.

Both of them shied away from people, and their unsociability
made them avoid going among people separately, for fear of
becoming the 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 u peasant Secker after Truth,
and his companion like a patient, blindly devoted, and obedient
disciple. Who was his young companion?

2

Yurii Andrefevich had made the last stage of his journey by
train but had covered the earlier and much longer part on foot.

The willages he went through looked no better than those b'e
had scen in Siberia 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 warm, dry
autumn, the weather made things easicr.

Half the villages he passed were descrted, the fields abans
doned and unharvested as after an encmy raid. Such were the
effects 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 siver fowing 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 decp
gullics, which dropped precipitously and cut across the foa

In the unharvested ficlds the ripe grain spilled and tri
on the ground. Yurii Andreicvich gathered it in lmm.!fuls, \
at the worst, if he had no means of boiling it and making gruch

chle
and
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Andieievich rossed the xoad wad sat down en one of the mill-
bt lay o the grass.

sm:c;z;:, :hazg; headgrcame up over the edge of the bark, then

shoulders, the arms. Someone was climbing up the cliff pnt.h

with @ bucket of water. Seeng the doctor, he stopped, still

visible only from the waist up. . 1

“Would you like a drink of water? 1f you won't hust me,
wo't hurt you s

“Thank you. Yes, Id bke a dritk. But come over bere, don't
be frightened, Why should T hust you?”

The water carster was a bay in his teens, barcfoot, ragged,
and dishevelled. )

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 Bis bucket, he mushed toward
the doctor but stopped halbway, muttenng:

Rt ... K eant be . .. § must be dreaming. Pardon
me, comxade, if 1 ask yau, but haven't T seen you befare? Yes!
Yes! Surely! You're the dactor, aren't you?”

“And who are you?”

“Don't you recogmize me?”

“No”

“We were 1 the same train from Moscow, in the same car,
’a conscripted me for Jabor, 1 was in the convoy.”
Tt was Vagia Brykin, He threw himself on the ground before
e doctor, Lissed fus hands, and wept.
¢ burned rmns were those of us native village, Vereten.
ok Bis mother was dead. When the village was destrayed,
Vasia nd i 2 cave in the quarries, hut his mother, thinking
he hiad been taken off to town, went mad with grief and drowned
Yerself un the river~that very nver Pelga which flowed at the

foot of the clif where they were sitting and talking, His sisters
Alia pod Aria were said to be in an

hanage in anoth
dustriet, buk he knew nothmg certain ab;\ylr(p (hemg He w:n\ :;
1o Moscow with the doctor, and on fhe way told him of many
terible happenings, ¥
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thick with rough, golden foliage dusted and coarsened by the
sun, Festive among it were bulging clusters of nuts, three or
four, as if tied together, ripe and ready to fall from the
branches. Yurii Andreievich cracked and erunched them in
quantity. He stuffed his pockets and his bag full of them; for 2
whole week he fed on hazelnuts.

The fields appeared to him as something scen in the fever ofa
dangerous illness, and the woods, by contrast, in the Tucidity of
health regained. God, so it seemed to him, dwelled in the woods,
while the fields echoed with the sardonic laughter of the devil

8

At this point of his journcy, Yurii Andrejevich came to 2 de:
serted, burned-out village. All the houses had stood in one rOW
on the side of the road opposite the river. The strip of land be-
tween the road and the edge of the stecp riverbank had not
been built on, i
Only a few houses, blackened by the fire, were still Sh\ndl:llg.
but they too were empty, uninhabited. Nothing was left of )i
others but piles of charred rubble with black chimneys rising ou
of them. o here
The cliffs facing the river were honeycombed \Vll?l pits “l her
the villagers had quarried rock for millstones; this had been
their means of livelihood. Three such unfinished stones \\cri
lying on the ground in front of the last house in the row, 0}:‘9;
the few that had remained standing. Like the others, this hou
was uninhabited. bat the
Yurii Andreievich went inside. It was a still afternoon, bu "
rmoment he entered it was as if a gust of wind burst into Hf
house. Tufts of straw and hay slithered across the floors, rem
nants of paper flapped on the walls, and the who.lc pln'cr: “,hlch
and rustled. Like the countryside, it swarmed with mice W
cred off, squeaking, in all directions,
sc;;x;::[)camc ou!.(lfhc su% was setting behind the ficlds (n}l;:,fk
of the village. A warm, golden glow flooded the opposittl:m ;hﬁ
and its fading brilliance was reflected by pools and on \'urii
B L2 hed out into the middle of the stream.
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Aodrelevich erossed the road and sat down on one of the mill-
mes that lay on the grass.

‘mAefsagij sbaggy headgrcame up over the edge of the b;u?k, tht:;

shoulders, then arms, Someone was climbing vp the cliff pa o

with o bucket of water. Seeing the doctar, he stopped, st

vsble anly from the waist up. N

'\'r'ouldyyuu like a dxink;;i water? If you won't hurt me, I
won't hurt you.” §

“Thack you, Yes, I'd bke a drink. But come over here, don’t
be fnightened, Why should ¥ burt you?”

The water carrter was a boy in his teens, barefoot, ragged,
and dishevelled, .

In spite of his friendly words, he pierced the doctor with a
Wormied, suspicious stare. For some reason the boy was strangely
agitated, Fraally, putting down his bucket, be rushed toward
e doctor but stopped halfway, muttenng:

TN, Lt cant be . . I must be dreaming, Pardon
™, comrade, if I ask you, but haven't T seen you before? Yes!
Yes! Surely! You're the doctor, aren’t you?”

"And who are you?

“Don't yau recognize med”

“No”

“We were 1 the same train from
¢y'd conseripted me for labor, Tw
It was Vasia Brykin, He throw himself on the ground before
doctor, hissed his hands, and wept.
The burned ruins were those of his native village, Veseten.
nkd His mother was dead, When the village was destrayed,
Vasia hid 1 a cave m the quarnes, but his mother, thinking

ad with gnef and drowned

Moscow, in the same car,
as 10 the convoy.”

iting and talking. His sisters
Az and Aria were said to be in hanage in another
dstnct, but he knew nothing certain about them. He went on
1o Moscow with the doctor, and on the way told him of man,
termible happensngs, Y
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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 c""’):
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 a terrible murder near here. A widow who lived 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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P y, and the
efore anyone expected i, The snow was early, an Y
:xdn:*:um hadg't d\s;fp ber potatoes So she c?mes .m Vt:x'etexl:r
nkd and says, ‘Help me,” she says, Tl pay you either in money
& shae of the potatoes! .

s};us:id id !;P: it, but when I got to the farm }\b)axlam w:s
there, he'd taken the jeb on before me and she hadfxt bothe:i e
to telf me. Well, I wasn't going to fight him about i, so we ld
the wark together, It was wicked weather—taw and snow an
mud asd stush. We dug and we dug, and we ‘burned the tops
to dry the potatoes 1 the smoke When we'd Baished she set-
ted with us, fair and square, and she let Kharlam go, but she
gave me o wink as much as to say, I shoold stay on or come
back later. .

“So ¥ went back again and she sad: 1 dou't want to give up
my surglus to the state You're @ goad boy, she says, T know
you wont give me away. You see, I'm wot hiding ax.r,fthmg
from you. I would dig a pit myself, but you see what it's Iike
outside. Yve left it too late, it's winter, I can’t manage by my-
self. Jf you dug it for me, you won't be sony.”

“So I made the pit in the proper way for a huding place, wide
2t the bottom and narrow at the top, like a jug, and we started
8 5re agaia and warmed and dned the pit with the smoke—all in
abowhing bhzzard. Then we put the potatoes 1o the pit and the
earth back on top. & very neat job 3t was. Of course, 1 didnt
52y a word to & Hving soul, not even ta my wmather or my
susters God forbidt

“Well, bardly a month went by before the farm was robbed.
People commng past from Buiskoie said the door was wide open,
aud the whole place was cleaned oat. No sign of the widow,
and Gorlan had broken his chain and bolted.

“A bt Jater sull, there was a thaw just before the New Year.,
Qn St Baul's Eve 3t yamed, so the snow got washed off the

tugh gronnd, yau could see the hare serl, Then Goslan came back
to the farm and found the place where the notatoss were buned
and started rooting up the earth. He dug and dug and threw the
carth back, and there were the old womar's feet shcking v
‘3‘?‘ in those shoes with elastic straps she wused ta

out of the
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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—1 never
saw it, and my own mother drowned herself in a hole in the Ie¢
and I never knew. It all happened by itsclf. They'd put ﬂl? Red
Army men in a house by themselves and given them hqu:i
and they all got dead drunk. In the night the house happen
to catch fire, and the fire spread to the other houses, from one
to the next. Our village people, when it started, jumped f’“'
of their houses and ran away. But the people from ta\m-—:!“:d
you, nobody set fire to them—naturally, they were all burned to
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one suspected Kharlam, and can you blame them? It was un-
thinkable. He wouldn’t have had the nerve. If he had done it,
he would have run away, far from here.

“The kulaks, in the village, were very pleased about the mur-
der. Here's a chance to stir up trouble, they thought, ‘Sce what
those town people are doing to you,” they said. “They did it on
purpose to frighten you, so you wouldn’t hide your grain and
bury your potatoes. And you think it's bandits from the woods
that killed her, fools that you arel Just you go on doing what
the town people tell you. They've got a lot more up their sleeves,
they'll take everything, they'll starve you out. If you want to
know what's good for you, then listen to us, welll teach you some
sense. When they come to take away what you've carned by ﬂjf
sweat of your brow, tell them, We haven't so much as a grain
of rye, let alone surpluses. And in case of trouble, use your pildl‘
forks. And anyone who's against the village had better look
out!” Well, the old fellows talked and held village mecetings, and
that was just what Kharlam wanted. Off he went to the town
with his tale. ‘Fine goings on in the village,” he says, ‘and what
are you doing about 1t? A Poor Peasants’ Committee, that's what
we need. Give the word and I'll have them all at cach others
throats in no time. Then he made off somewhere, and never
showed up in our parts again. ,

“What came after happened of itself. Nobody informed. No-
body’s to blame. They sent Red Army men from the town, and
they sct up a court. And they started on me. That was because
of what Kharlam had told them. I'd dodged the labor serviee
T'd run away. And I'd killed the old woman and stirred up the
village, they said. They locked me up, but Juckily I thought to
pull up one of the floor boards and get away. I hid in a cave
in the old quarry. The village was burned over my head—1 never
saw it, and my own mother drowned hersclf in a hole in the fec
and I never knew. It all happened by itself. They'd put lhf‘ n
Army men in a house by themselves 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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lice to anoiher, each uninhabitable and
uﬁ:::ﬂﬁ, on aiving dn Moscow, Yuris Andreievich h;d
evisited hus old home in Sivisev Vrazhok. He was told that his
amily had pot stayed there when they returned to Mosc;w;i
After their deportation, the rooms egistered in thexf pame ha
been given to new teaots and fhere was mot a sxgniof their
belongsngs. Yust Andeerevich himself was avoided by his former
ighbors, who regarded Jum as dang to know.

Market was no Jovger there. He had gone up in the world and
had been appoisted house manager at Flour Town. The mana-
ger's fat bad been put at has Sisposal, but he preferred ‘the old
porter’s lodge, which had Hoors of beaten earth but which also
had renming awater aod an enormous Russian stove All the pipes
and 1adbators 1 the buildings busst in the cold weather, but the

partes’s lodge was ahvays warm and dry, and the water did nat
freeze,

in 8

There came a tme when the friendship between Yurh An-
drejeich and Vasia cooled Vasia had developed remarkably.
He 0o longer thonght or spoke bke the ragged, barefort, di-
shevelled boy from Veretenmkr The obviousness, the self-evi-
dence of the traths proclaimed by the sevol 4 him
increasingly, and the doctor’s language, with its obscurities and
s wnagesy, now struck fum as the voice of error, doomed, con-
scraus of its weakness and therefore evasive,

The doctor was mokmg calls on various government depart.
ments He was trying to obtain the political rehabilitation of his
famey and permussson for them to return to Russia. At the same
time he apphed for a foresgn passport for bimself and permis.
sion to brng his family back from Pacss,

Vasia was astomshed at how lukewarm and half-hearted his
efforts were Yuris Andrerevich seemed abways to be i & huny
to deaide that he was not gethog anywl
wuth too much ¢onvictian and almost wi

here, and be spoke
th satisf;
futihty of wndertakng anything further. saisfaction of the

Vasta found fault wuth him more and more aftes

" d al-
though Yurh Andreievich did not take f o
entecized, lus relationstup with v ofiense at being Justly

Finally thewr fendship broke up,nsm gradvally deteriorated,

and ey parted company,
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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 bad
enough aptitude to enter a school of industrial design. With the
help of his friends, Yurii Andreievich got him into what had
been the Stroganov Institute, where he first took a course in
general subjects and Q‘bems‘g‘edalized in printing, binding, and
book design. AR P

The doctor and Vasia combined their efforts. The doctor wrote

%bdoklets 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-
flections 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-
jons that were controversial, hypothetical, and untested, though
always lively and original The booklets found an easy sale
among collectors. .

In those days everything became a specialty, including versi-
fication and the art of translation; theoretical studies were writ-
ten on all possible subjects, and institutes were founded ng.ht
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' !x\"t‘d f;‘
gether. During that period they moved from one dilapidat
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“That goes without saying.”

“Another thing I want to do is draw my mother's picture
from memory.”

“That’s a good idea too. But for that you'd have to know how
to draw. Have you ever tried?”

“When I was apprenticed to my uncle I used to play around
with charcoal when he wasn’t looking.”

“Well, why not? We'll see what can be done.”

Vasia did not show any great talent for drawing but he had
enough aptitude to enter a school of industrial design. With the
help of his friends, Yurii Andreievich got him into what bad
been the Stroganov Institute, where he first took a course in
general subjects and thenespecialized in printing, binding, and
book design, ;i\' n

The doétor and Vasia combined their efforts. The doctor wrote

Sb&oklets 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 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, 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-
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front of it stood Markel's wife Agafia; her sleeves. were rolled
up above her elbows and she was using a long pair of tongs to
move the pots inside the oven, crowdmg them together or spac-
ing them aut according to need. Her sweating face was in turn
1t by the blaze in the oven and misted over by steam. Pushing
the pots to one side, she pulled out from behind them a F‘“,SUY.
on an iron sheet, flipped it aver, and put it back te brown. Yurll
Andreievich came in with two buckets.

“Good appente.” .

“Make yourself at home. Sit dawn and have dinner with us,

“Thark you, I've had mine”

“We know what you call dumer. Why don't you sit down
and have something hot? You needn't turn up your nose at it—
it good stufl, baked potatoes, pie with kasha.”

“No thanks, really. . . . T'm sorry to keep on opening the door
and fetting in the cold, I want to take up as much water as 1
¢an. Tve dleaned the bathtub, now I'm filing that and the wash
tubs, T come in half & dozen times and then I won't trouble
you again for a long time. Forgive me for bothering you
Tiko this, but T can’t get water anywhere else”

“Help yourself If you asked for synip, 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 Yuri Andreievich came for the third time to S his
Hith and suth buckets, the tone had changed.

"My sonsdp-law have been asking me who you are. 1 told
!hﬂ? bot they don't believe spe. You go on mzz):zing the water,
don't mind me. Oply dan't slop it on the floor, clumsy! Don't
you see, you'se splashed some in the doorway. If it freczes over
1 can't see you coming to hack it up with 3 crowbar, And
abut the door properly, you oaf, there's a draft comug in. Yes,
solway éﬁl}mg them sho you are but they won't believe it, The
snoney that was spent on yout AN that learnin: ]

3 %"}h)'au, I'd bke to knm\'%' > ¥ 2nd whero has
When Yurit Andrelevid 0 %
Markel frowned > came o for the £t or sixth e,

“Just once more and that's that. There's i
o man. 1f our Lede Marins didat koo o, S

Marina dida't keep sticking up for }ci’,
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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. Fo
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 have a life
for ordivary conversation; it seemed to
Eunxd;d 1s thought iak?iid ot belong to her. It fee?l:ed to co}r:!;
from behind ber back or from the next Toom T'}us w;::e :vas o
[rotection, her guardian angel; no one could wish to hurt or
tress 8 woman with such a voite.

1 \mohon: this water-carryiag on a Sunday that 2 fnends}ﬁp
sprang up between the dostos and Marma. She would o t:g
come 2ad help him with his housework. One day she stay;}e
with him and did ot agaw go back to the lodge. Thus s.he -
came Yurii Asdrefevich's third wife, though he was not divorced
from the frst, and they did not register their marnage. They
128 children, Markel and Agafia spoke of their daughter, not
without pride, as the dactor’s wife. Her father grumbled that
there had never been & proper weddng either in churd.x ar at t?le
registry, but his wife said. “Are you out of your mu}d? ‘V.lt}:
Tonia stil} alive, that would be bygamy."—~It's you that's stupid,
said Markel, “What's Tonia got to do wath 1t? It's just the same
#sifshe were dead These's nolaw to protect her”

Yuni Andrejevich sometimes said Jolongly that thews was a
somance ie twenty buckets, as you mght have a novel in twenty
chapters,

.\[{’Jnna forgave the doctor his eccentricuties, the dirt and dis-
order he made in the house, his mooeds and hus fancies, they

were those of 2 Tan who way lething himself go and knew it
Rhats e EE

£ _yu wws tawt, aua  order nat to leave him alove at such
moments she would gie up her awn jab at the post office,
where hies work was so Inghly thought of that she was always
taken back after bier enfosced absence. In obedience to Yurit
Andreienich’s whim, she would go out with tum, doing odd
jobs from house to house They chapped wood for a Zeod many
of the tenaats on the different floors. Some of them, pasticularly
speculators who had made fortunes at the beginning of the
NEP ond artusts and scholars who were close to the Eavernment,
were seltng up house on a comfortable scale. Gne day Yurki
Andreierich and \anna, steppg carelully in their felt boots
30 a8 not 1o dinty the carpet with sawdust, were eantying wood
tto the study of a tenant who remamed in;

sultingly engrossed
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I'd lock the door, no matter how high-born you are. You remem-
ber our Marina, don’t you? There she is, 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 you're 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! ¥ cant
even get mad at you, you're such a wet ragl”

Again they all laughed. Marina, however, looked nrot{nd
angrily, flared up, and began to chide them. Yurii Andrelesich
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 honse, Alarkcl;
I've got to scrub the floors and wash some of my things as well

The Shchapovs were amazed.

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, saying such things, let alone
doing them? You'll be starting a Chinese laundry 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 can sce how well
brought up he is, he wouldn't hurt a fly.”

“What an idea, Agafia Tikhonovnal I wouldn't dream of _M‘
ting Marina do my scrubbing. Why on earth should she disty
her hands for me? I'll manage all right.” L

“You can dirty your hands and I can't, is that it? Marina
broke in. “Why are you so difficult, Yurii Andreievich? Would yot
really drive me out if I came up to sce you?” 1

Marina could have been a singer. She had a pure, wc‘;
modulated voice of great range and strength. She did not spe2
loudly, but her voice gave the impression of being stronges than
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Te on 3 conversation notarally and intelligeatly, 2 man
st m an adequate supply of words. Of the three, only Yurd
h J d]is 0 4

PREN)

The other fwo were alway: at 3 lass for an expression. They
& ot possess the gift of eloguence. At a loss for wards, they
paced up and dowe, puffed at their cigarettes, gesticalated,
a0d repeated themselves. (“That, plainly, s duhonest, old mant
Dushanest, yes, yes, that's what it i, dishonest.™)

They were vnaware that such dramatic escesses, far frrzm
shewng their warmth and Ybreadth of character, expressed fz-
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 avesage taste s a great deal worse than the
misfortune of having no taste at all.

Netther Dudorov nor Gordan realized that even thelr ad-
somsbions to Zhivage were prompted less by » friendly wish to
fnflucnce bis conduct than by their inability to think with free.
dom and to gusde the jon at will, Like a y cart,
the conversation took them where they did not want to go. Un.
able to steer at, they wese bound, sconer or later, to bump {nte
something, and to be fut. And so, in theis sermonizing, time and
aga they got off their tracks.

To Zhivago, Wieir unconscious motives, their artificial emo-
tomabism, and thex 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 art which you

50 much admire! The only bright and vital thing about you 15
that you are my contem,

At you : mpcm}.‘ﬁ?m and friends!” How could apy.

one confess 1o such o thought? So, in order & i

ings, he listened meekly, ¢ e 1o spare thele feel
Dudeorov had recently come b i j

s eml rights had be)c o o bis Gt deportation,

« yestored, and be b

to tr\csum;c hiis zegular work at the vniversity, 24 been allowed
Now be way telling hiy friends s )

deportee. He spole stacerely sboot bis experiences as g

and without h}'POCﬁSy. He wag
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in something he was reading and did not honor them with so
much as a glance. It was his wife who gave the orders and who
paid them,

“What has the pig got his nose in?” the doctor wondered. The
scholar was scribbling furiously in the margins of his hook. As
he passed him with a bundle of logs, Yurii Andrefevich glanced
over his shoulder. On the desk lay a pile of the early ditions of
the booklets that he had written and Vasia had printed.

7

Yurii Andreievich and Marina were now living in Spiridonovka
Street, and Gordon had a room in Malaia Bronnaia Street near
by. Marina and the doctor had two daughters, Kapka {Capito-
lina), who was five years old, and the baby Klazhka (Claudia),
who was only six months.

The early summer of 1929 was very hot, People who lived in
the same neighborhood would go to see each other, hatless and
in their shirtsleeves.

Gordon’s room was part of a curious structure, which had
once been the premises of a fashionable tailor. The shop had
been on two floors, connected by a spiral staircase, and 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, for a living
room, a curious window, about three feet high, starting at ﬂ?ﬂf
level and with part of the gold letters remaining. From oulng:
through the gaps in the lettering, anyone in the room .couidu]
seen up to the knees. This was Gordon's room. With him at . 4
moment were Zhivago, Dudorov, Marina, and the children, \; 0,
unlike the grownups, were entirely visible through the g'ﬂS&
Marina soon left with the little girls, and the three men remain
alone. !
They were having one of those unhurried, lazy summer Cﬁ:{
versations that go on between men who were at school toget
and have many years of fricndship behind them.
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3 fsn’ that it
shouldn't smoke with you bere. It jso’t my fault
g:;; ‘:: stully, ifs th; jdiotic way the window is made. You
should fnd me another room.

“1 must be off, Misha. We've tatked enough. Thank you boit‘b
for your concern . .. T'm not pretending, you know. It’s a;‘\ 1
ness Pve got, sclevosss of the heart The walls of the heart
musele weas out and get thin, and one fine day they may burst,
¥im nat yet forty, you know, and 1t fsa't as it 1 were a drunkard,
o bumed the candie at both ends!”

“Nensense! We areut playing your funeral match yet. You'll
Tast us out”

“Miscroscopic forms of cardisc hemarthages have become
very frequent in tecent years. They are unat always (a(al..Suu‘ne
peopte get over them, Is & typical modem disense. 1 think its
wauses are of a moral order The great majerity of us are ve-
quired to Wne a hfe of constant, systemate duplicity. Your
Tieatth s bound Yo be afiected if, day after day, yon say the
apposite of what you feel, i you grovel before what you dishhe
and repice at what brings you pothung but misfortune. Our
nenvous system isn't just a fiction, 1t's a part of our physical body,
and our soul exists 1n space and is nsde s, ke the teeth in our
mouth. It cant be forever vialated with impunity, 1 found it
painful to listen to you, Innokentil, when you told us how yau
were re-educated and became mature in fad It was like bsten.
ing; 10 1 horse describing how at broke sself in”

"1 must stand up for Dudorov,” s3id Gordon., “You've got un-
used to simple humar wards, they dan't seach you any move.”

“It may very well be, Misha. But in any tase, you must let
me go aow | can hardly breathe 1 swest, {m nat exaggerating

“Wait & moment, you'te fost ooksng for excuses We wonrt

let you go untl yowve gven us an honest, strasghtforward
avswer Do you or dowt you o

gree that it's tune you changed
youx ways and reformed? What are you going to do about it?
Ta stast with, you mast tarify your situation swith Tounia and
Martas They are human beings, women who feel and suffer, pot
disembodied weas existing only in your head, And sccond’ 1t
& seandal that a man Jke you shonkd ge to waste, You've ;t ‘s
sake up amd shake off your inera, pull yourself togelhggr :mg
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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 trat, Zhivago could not bear the political mysticism of
the Soviet intelligentsia, though it was the very thing they re-
garded as their bighest 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 feelings of his
friends.

What did interest him in Dudorov’s story was his account of
a cellmate of his, Bonifatii Orletsoy, a follower of Tikhon, 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 \‘m\'t‘.d
someday to remove that stigma from her family name. T.hls
goal, conccived at such an early age and nursed with bumirg
resolution, made of her even now an enthusiastic champion of
Communist ideals. .

“I must go,” said Yurii Andreievich. “Don’t be cmss.\nlh me,
Misha. It's ot and stuffy in here. I nced to get some air.

“But the window is open, look, down there on the floor. . « -
I'm sorry, we've been smoking too much, We heep forgetting
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% wite from time to me. .« fué 1 drcallg car't stay any
i o or Tl get an attack. Gooadbye.

n:\?:;lm!::\;né Msrinagmme running in to Gordon, greaﬂ.y dis-

ressed, There was no oue she could leave the children with, sa

3 ome arm she cartied the baby wrapped in a Blanket and with

ser free hand she was pulling Kapka, who tralled bebind and

dragged her feet. . .
“Is Yura here, Misha?” she asked in a frightened voice.
“Didrt he go home Jast night®”

“Xo

“Thes he must have spent the night at Inpokentifs.”

“['ve come from there. Innokentii is at the university, ‘I:It the
eighbors know Yora and they say he hasat been theres

“Where can he be, then?”

Marina put Khazhka down on the sofa, and then she began
tusob hysterieally.

8

For two days Gordon and Dudorov did not dare to leave Marina
alone and took tumns watching her and hunting for the doctor.
They called at all the places he might concewably have gone to
~Flour Town, Swvtsev Vrazhok, all the Palaces of Thought and
Atademies of Tdeas he had ever been employed 1n; they looked
up every fnend of bis they had ever heard him tadk sbout and
whase addsess they could discover—but with no success

They did not veport him as wiissing to the police. Although
he was registered and bad no palice recard, st was better nat to
draw the attention of the authorties to o man who, by the
#tandards of the day, Ined snytring but an evemplary life,

They decided not to put them os his track exeept as a lagt
teyort.

On the Gurd day, letters from Yurii Andreievi
Alferent madls for y;aﬂ three of thcm-—-cor:;:,‘egf&o:?z:g
Martnr e was foll of regret for the trovble and anxiety h‘e had
caused them, he begged them ot to worry about him, and he
tmplored them by everything that was haly to give ;.xp 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"ll
soon be back and that everything will be straightened out in
some way or other. .

“It seems that Tonia and my father-in-law know about Marina
and our children. I didn't tell them in my letters, but they must
have heard about it from others. Naturally, Alexander Alexan-
drovich, as a father, feels outraged and hurt. That would ﬁc'V-
plain why our correspondence was interrupted for nlmostl ":
years. I used to correspond with them, you know, after 1 g0
back to Moscow, and then they suddenly sto.ppcd writing.

“Now, quite recently, they've begun writing again, all of thcﬁ.
even the children. They write very warmly and 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 write from time to time. . - Elg 1 dx;a“z can’t stay any
.1 must ga or T get an attack, Geodoye.
‘mz\gzt‘m“;:nmgg Maﬁnagcame running in to Cord?n, greatly dis-
tressed, There was no one she could leave the children with, 30
in ome arm the carried the baby wrapped fu 2 blaket and with
her free hand she was pulling Kapka, who trailed behind and
dragged her fect. . .
“Is Yura here, Misha?” she asked in 2 ingh\ened woice.
“Didu't he go home Tast night?”
“No™
“Then he must have spent the night at Tonokentiis."
“Tve came from there Innokentii is ot the university, but the
neighbors know Yura and they say he hasnt been there”
“Where can he be, then?”

Marina put Klazhka down on the sofa, and then she began
ta sob bysterically.

8

For two days Gordon and Dudorov did not dare to leave Marina
sloze and took tusns watchung her and hunting for the doctor,
They called at all the places he mught concejvably have goue to
=Flour Town, Sivtsev Veazhok, all the Palaces of Thought and
Acadermics of {deay he had ever been employed in; they locked
up every fnend of his they had ever heard him talk about and
whaose address they could discover—but with no success

They dvd not teport Tom 23 msing to the police Although
he was registered end had no police record, it was better not ta
draw the atteation of the authorities to o man who, by the
stamdards of the day, Lved anything but an etemplary Yife.
They decided not to put them on his track exeept 2 a Jast
vesort.

On the thrd day, lesters from Yurii Andreievidl
dflerent mails for )all three of them~Cordon, Dn}éﬁ‘::: e;.:ﬁ
Marina He was full of regret for the trouble ané anxiety h;: had
caused them, he bogged them not to worry about him, and he
implorrd them by everything that was boly 1o 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 iato
his old ways he would leave his hiding place and retum to
Marina and the children.

He told Gordon that he was sending him a 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 sceing 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 greaﬂ)’ upset
but, accustomed as she was to Yurii Andreievich’s odditics, she
eventually resigned herself to his latest whim. Al 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 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 street toward him. He had neither scen him nor hc:u'g
of him for more than three years. It turned out that Evgraf hi1'
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came quite uncxI.)L‘clcd),
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile ora joke. (?ﬂ
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii Amlrcxi]-
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and then n;!
there, between one corner and another as they walled n.long the
narrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out & practical plan



o rescue him. It was his idea that Yusii Andceievich should dis-
atn in hiding for some time.
QPE,{‘:!:‘;:? ;c;"wm for hirr[-; in Kamerger Street, as it was sull
called, near the Arts Theater, He provided him wath maney. He
100k steps to get hum a good position in 2 hospital, with pleaty
of oppartusity for going on with his xesearch,y and assisted him
by his patronage. Finally, he gave hum his word that the
ambiguty of his family's situation in Paris would be resolved.
Erther Yurii Andresewich would go to them or they wofdd
some to him Al these things Evgraf uadertaak ta see to him-
self As usal, his brother's help put new heart into Yuril
Andseievich, As always before, the riddle of his power remained

unsolved. Yurir Andreievich did not even try to penetrate the
secrel.

I8

Hhis room faced south. It almost adjoined the theater and Jooked
out over the rooffops epposite; beyond them, the summer sun
stood orer Obbotny Ryad, and the street below was in shadow.

To Yurir Andreievich the foom was more than a place for
work, more than hus study At this time of devouring activity,
“shien the pile of notebooks on hus desk was too small to hold
Yus plans and ideas and the surplus foated In the air bke ap-
pantions—as unfnshed pictstes stond with theie faces to the
walls 1 3 pamter's studio~his living roam was to him a banquet-
ing room of the spirit, 2 cuphoard of mad dreams, a storercom
of revelations,

Fortunately, Evprafs negotiations with the hospital dragged
on, and the start of Yurn Andreevich's new job was indefinitely
postponed. The delay gave him time to write.

fie began by trying to sort out those of his eaglier poems of
which he could remember snatches or of which Ey graf some-
how got him the texts. (These were manuseripts, some in his
awn hand, some coples made by others.) But the disordethpess

of the matersal made him squander his
energy even my
was inclined to do by nature. He s o4 e than he

o nclned o0 gave it up and turped
e would make the rough draft of ag article, hke the notes he



486 DOCTOR ZHIVACO

search for him, saying that it would in any case be fruitless.

He told them that in order to rebuild his life as completely
and rapidly as possible, he wished to spend some time by him-
self, concentrating on his affairs, and that as soon as he was
settled in a job and reasonably certain of not falling back into
his old ways he would leave his hiding place and retum to
Marina and the children,

He told Gordon that he was sending him 2 money order for
Marina and asked him to get a nurse for the children, so that
Marina could go back to work. He explained that he was not
sending the money to her address for fear of someone seeing the
receipt and her thus being exposed to the risk of robbery.

The money soon came, and the amount far exceeded the
standards of Yurii and his friends. The nurse was hired. Marina
went back to work at the post office. She was still greatly upset
but, accustomed as she was to Yurii Andreievich’s odditics, she
eventually resigned herself to his latest whim. All three of them
went on Jooking for him, but gradually they came to the con-
clusion that it was as futile as he had warned them it would be.
They could find no trace of him.

9

Yet all the time he was living within a stone’s throw, right under
their eyes and noses; they would scarcely have needed to
leave their street to find him.

On the day of his disappearance he left Gordon and \‘:cn!
out into Bronnaia Strect a little before dusk. He tumed straight
toward home, but almost immediately, within less than a htm-
dred yards, he ran into his half brother Evgmf, who was coming
down the strect toward him. He had neither seen him nor heard
of him for more than three years. It tumed out that Evgraf l;;d
just arrived in Moscow; as usual, he came q\fitc unc‘x!)c-cmo)-
and he shrugged off all questions with a smile or a joke. On
the other hand, from the few questions he asked Yurii Andmci
vich, he gathered the gist of his troubles at once, and then n;n
there, between one corner and another as they walked n'long ; he
parrow, twisting, crowded street, he worked out a pracuml pln
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“I i sntersection Moscow, blinded by the sun
m:dl tll:::eu‘g't: :eu:{of its asphalt-paved yards, scattering ﬂreﬂec«
Gons of the sun from its upper windows, breathing in the flower-
ing of clouds and streets, is whirling around e, turning my
head and tehng me to turn the heads of others by writing poem;
in s praise. For this purpose, Moscow has brought me up an

artist.

m'dtgx:fn:ssmt rumbling by day and night in the street out-
side our walls s g5 inseparable from the modern soul 3§ fhe open-
Ing bars of an overture are inseparable from the curtain, as 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 each of us, It is in these terms that  should like to write about
the aity.”

There aze no such poems in what has been preserved of
Ehivaga's work. Or does the one entitled “Hamlet” belong to this
categary?

12

One morning at the end of August, Yurif Andrefevich took the
trolley ot 3 stop % & cornex of Gazetny Street which went up
along Nikita Street to the Kudrinskaia terminal, He was going fot
the £131 time to his job at the Botkin Hospital, which was then
Snown as the Soldstenkay Hospital. He had been there before
only one or twice for reasons connected with his yoh.

e had no tuck with his teolley; it had a defective motor
and kept getting nto trouble of <vesy sort. Either its way was
blocked by a cart n front of it with its wheels caught m the
grooves of the rafls, or the iosulation weat wrong on the roof
or under the foor and the current shont-ciccuited with a fash
and a crackle.

The dnver would step off the front platform, walk around
the trolley with a wrench, and squat down and tinker with the
machinery between the sexy plaiorn and the wheels.

The iMated tralley blocked the traffic all along the line, The
whole street was dammed up with other trolleys that had gl
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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 hieat of its asphalt-paved yards, scattering reflec-
tions of the sun from jts upper windows, breathing in the flower-
ing of clouds and streets, is whirling around me, turning 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 incessant rombling by day and night in 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 cach of us. It 15 in these terms that T should ke 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 want vy
. N ‘ I

) PRI
vusy wtlee UF twice for yeasons connected with hus job.

He had o luck with his troliey; it had 2 defectiv

3 v ki
end kept getting into trouble of every sost. Either fts \f'a;n (:v:;
blocked by a cart in front of it with s wheels caught in the
E:DIT;? ofwtheﬂ rails, %r the tosulation went wrong on the raof

er 00 il it
O pler ¢ nee . 1 and the cwrrent short-curcuited with o fash
The driver would step off the from
t pl
the trolley with a wrench, and squat dc\fnagx?;m tlm‘l::k v:g‘i!ni
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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 hwrry. 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.

1

These notes were found later among his papers:

“When 1 came back to Moscow in 1g22 I found it deserted
and half destroyed. So it had come out of the ordeals of the first
years after the revolution; so it remains to this day. Its popula-
tion has decreased, no new houses are being built, and the old
ones are left in disrepair.

“But even in this condition it is still a big modern city, and

cities are the only source of inspiration for a new, truly modem
art.
“The seemingly incongruous and arbitrary jumble of things
and ideas in the work of the Symbolists (DBlok, Verhacren,
Whitman) is not a stylistic caprice. This is a new order of im-
pressions, taken directly from life. N

“Just as they hurmy their ion of images g the
lines of their poems, so the strect in a busy town hurries past
us, with its crowds and its broughams and carriages at (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 ft
is d, its do-art] is a literary fraud, not in-
spired b;' the countryside but taken from the shelves of nC:IdEm;C
archives. The living language of our time, bomn 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

st

M%ren;:s:ﬁi 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 alteady begmning to crimson in the 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 fraffic 51l along the
whole street was dammed up with other trouefs t!:ztbi?d’r:le;
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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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m Kudrnskaia 1o the Zeo. The Tady if\ Thae
g;;’;f?:;m &gofmme of the window, passed beyond it, and
moved on. The first heavy drops of rain f.ell on the street, the
sidewalk, and the lady, A gusty wim? whipped past tl}:e tr‘;:.ci.
Happed the leaves, tugged at the lady's hat, ballooned her skitt,
and suddenly died down. .

The doctor felt an attack of nausea coming on. Surmoqnnng
his weakuess, he got up from his scat and jerked the window
straps up and down trying to open the window. But he could
a0t budge it .

People shouted to him that the window was fastened with
screws, but the dactor, Bghting against hus attack and seized by
a sost of panic, swas not aware that the people were addressing
him, or of the meamng of theis words, He coptinued Wis at-
fempts to open the window and agam gave three sharp tugs
at the strap—up, down, and toward himself. Suddenly he felt a
sharp pain, greater than any he had ever experienced before, he
reabzed that something had broken 1 him, he had done some-
thing frreparable, fatal, that this was the end. At this moment
the trolley started, but after going only a short way down the
Presnia it stapped agam.

By a superhuman effort of the will, Yorit Andreievich pushed
through the sohd crowd down the center passage, swaymg and
stumblmg, and came out ot the rear platfarm, people blocked
s way and snapped at him. The fresh air seemed to revive
tum and he thought that perhaps everything was not lost, that
he was better.

He bepan to squeeze his way through the exush on the rear
piatform, provoking acks and more abuse Ignonng the
resentivl enes, hie broke through the crowd, got down from the
standing trolley inte the street, took a step, anothes, a thisd,
collapsed on the stone paving, and &4 not get vp again. N
M'E“‘Cfe_ arose a ubbub of talk, argumente enmmortins Seyeral
‘ ' soon found

Jued by oth ho st kit
PETRT™ y others who stepped

sidewalhs, sume velieved and others disappointed &gct thneﬁdgs
man had not been twn over and s death Bad nothing to do
with the trolley. The crowd grew Yasger, The lady in lil;éc camA
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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 Melzcievo, and she was now very, very old. For
twelve years she had been writing to the authorities 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 doar of the passage could be seen 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 feet 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 lilac, hard to find at this scason, cyclamen and cineraria
in pots and baskets. The flawers screened the light from the
windows. The light filtered thinly through the banked flowers
to the waxen face and hands of the corpse and the wood and
lining of the coffin. Shadows lay on the table in a 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 pensien 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 2 civil cremation. The proper authorities bad been
nohifed and their representabives wese evpecfed, X

Tn the interval the room seemed empty, Nke prenises vacant
between the going of one set of tenants and the coming of an-
tther. The stifoess was broken only by the nmwitting shuflling |
of the moumers, as they tiptoed in to take their Jeave of the
dead. There wese not many of them, but nevertheless a good
many mare than nught bave been expected. The news of she
death of this almost unknown man had spread with amazing
speed, Among the people were many who had known him at
different times m Ius life, though he had afterwards Jost touch
with them and forgotten them. His poetry end scientific work
attracted an even greater number of wimown friends wha had
never met the man but had been drawn to him and had pow
come 10 see hum for the frst and last time.

In these hours when the sience, unaccompanied by any
ceremony, hecame oppressive as if it were an almost tangible
prisiton, only the fowers compensated for the absence of the
nitual and the chant.

They didt more than blossom and smell sweet Perhaps hasten-
ing the return to dust, they poused forth their scent as in a
choir and, steepmg everything in thejr exhalation, seemed to
take aver the function of the Office of the Dead.

The vegetable kingdom can easily be thought of as the neasest
neighbor of the Yangdom of death. Perhaps the mysteries of
evolution and the niddles of Lfe that so puzzle us are contained
in the gmeen of the earth, among the trees and the flowers of

ds. Mary Magdal did mot

o 3 Jesus nsen
from the grave, “supposing Him 1o be the gardener, . . >

14
When Yudi Andreievich's body was taken to the flat in K.
merger Street (1hs had been his last registered addrexx:; };;s
friends, notified of his death and shaken by it, came in, stegd ht
{r?m the landng through the wide-open door, brinr'mé Ma:ign
E:h them. T out of her mind with shock and griet, szha
ew hersclt down on the Roor, beating her head agﬂins,t !h:
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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 oene qurstioncd or
disputed the undeclared authenty that they had unaccountably
assumed. These were the people who had apparently taken
it upon themselves to arrange the funcral, and they had seen
to everything from the first with unruffled calm, as if it gave
them satisfaction. Their composure was remarkable and it pro-
duced a strange impression, as if they were involved not n.nb‘
in the funcral but also in the death, not in the stnse of having
directly or indirectly caused it but as people who, once it had
occurred, had given their consent to it, were reconciled, and
did ot see it as the most important cvent in the story of
Zhivago. Few of the mourners knew them, a fow others sure
miscd who thev were, but most had no jdea.
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Yet whepever this man, whose DRIIOW Kirghiz &yes both
expressed and aroused curiosity, came inta the {oamdfmh r.h:
caswally beautiful woman by his side, they all, including eve
Marmna, at once, without protest, as if by agreement, got ¥p
fom where they had been sitting on the Chairs and stools placed
in 2 sow against the wall, and went aut, crowding uncemfortably
into the corridor and the haflway and Jeaving the couple alone,
behund half.closed doors, hke two experts who needed, quiely,

hindered, to plist thing, directly d with
the fuoeral, and vitally xmportant. .

So 1t was now. They remained alone, sat down on two chairs
near the wall, and at ance began to talk.

“What have you found out, Evgraf Andrefevich?”

“The crernation is to be tonight. In half an hour theyll come
from the Medical Workers' Unlon to get the body and take it to
their club. The civil Ceremony is at four. Not one of his papers
was in order, his workbook was aut of date, he bad ae old uaion
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 Lotk 5o tong Before they toke him away—that's guite
soom, we ought to get ready—I leave you here alane 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 schoal friends, jumor members of the hasputal
stafl, and people from the publishing world, Masina, her arms
around both her children, sheltered them in the folds of the coat
she had thrown over her shoulders (it was 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 to see a prisoner in fail waits

for the gawd to admit her. The comridor and hall wi -
esowded. The front door was o s seont

n and 2 great wan
were standing ov et~ pen B Y peonls
stood talling o - )
floor, the loude vouely e 4o o

3 o wer do
e et Gy were y wn and closer to

Stramieg 1 hear above the sustained
murmur and speaki;
in a decoronst: i R
Prous yvaIEed woiee, hus band over the xecelver, Evgraf

71 over the telephone about the fy
. meral -
ments and the circumstances ;t the dortar'e ,:,...Lil -:“ ang‘e
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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 Jamentations. 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 ha‘d seen
to everything from the first with unruffied 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 stnse of having
directly or indirectly caused it but as people who, on?c 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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3 About
ething you said just now. Tl telt you ina moment.'

mwv,gs;emkov, Zat one time at the beginning of the c;vxll wnx!
1 wsed to hear of him very often, almost every day, an G 1 me
Him two or three times, never realizing, of course, that his name
would come to mean so much to me for family reasons. Bu.t
forgive me, 1 may have misheard you, 1 thaught you S-'udb—ltt
could cnly have been a shp of the twngue-—&}ut 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 s quite tertain. Avtipov shot himself in that house
where, my brother sad, you were hving before you went to
Viadivostok, It happened very soon after you left. My bm}her
found his body. He buried hun, How 15 it you weren't told?

“1 was told something different. . , . So #'s really true, he
shot humself? People said so but I didn't believe it. And in that
very house? It doesn't seem possible. It's very important to me,
that detat, You dont know, I suppose, whether he and Zhivago
ever met, whether they got to know each other?”

“From what Yurit told me, they had a loug convessation.”

“Is 1t possible! Well, thank God, thank God, that's better”
Antipova slowly crossed herself, “What an extraordinary cafn-
cidence—like predestmation! Wall you let me come back to 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, 'm too up-
set 11 keep quiet

t o Latle, T sest and collect my thoughts, What
da you think?”

“Of coursel Of coursel”

“Don't you really thunk soP*

“Yes, naturally.”

"Oh, yes. I nearly forgot. You asked me not to go away after
the cremation. AW right, I promise. 3 won't dwsappear. TR come
back here with you and stay wherever you tell me snd for as
long as necessary. Well go through Yurochka's manuscripts, Il
help you. It's true, I might be useful to you. It will comfort me
o great dead. 1 dmow his witing 50 well, every twist of 1t. I know
b m}h my heatt, with my Lfe’s Blood, And then, you know,
thl‘rc’s something T want to ask you, too. Tl yeed your hel '
Dudn't I hear you were o Tewyer? Or anyway, you know all L'Ea
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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. \E'ou have
said so many baffling things and ralsed so many questions that
are evidently painful to you that I dont know what to tell you.
But there's one thing 1 waut you to know, Please count on my
help in everything 1 offer jt to you willingly, with all my heart.
And remember: you must never, under any circumstanees, de-
spait. To hope and fo act, these are our duties in misfortune. To
do motking apd 1o despair is 1o neglect aus dity, Now {'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 durections he gave to the undertaker’s men and the chief
tmowrners, she heard neither the shufing of the crowd nor Mari-
na’sﬂfobs, neithes the coughmg of the men nor the tears and crres
of the women.

The ceaseless, monotonous noise made her feel sick and 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, conjectires. She escaped into them, sank into
them, 35 though carried forwaxd for a time, for a few houss,
into some futuse that she might sot live ta see, 3 future that
aged her by several decades, a future where she was an old
swoman. Tn her thoughts she seemed to touch the very bottom of
her unhappiness.

“No one 15 Jeft One has died. The other has killed himself.
And only that one is left alive who should have been klled
whom £ tned to il 208 mussed, that stranger who had x\od\i'né
in common with me, that complete cipher who turned my life
T,m_ 2 !cha)? of crunes beyond my Xaowine And that monster

byways of
n »o sue sud wiom L need is lefys flose ko
, it was at Christmastime, and 1 had set
; , t b
caricatuze of vulganity when I had that talk 1g t(}):‘i‘s v: S};:(:: th!:::
on}l]y By 2 candle, with Basha, who was stilt a b rYand !\!’"
whose body-ﬁhe'y are takung leave of now, had - ome
inte my bfe. ’ oty come

She strained her memory 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 well talk about it later, when we
come back from the crematorium. All my life I've had to keep
laoking for people. Tell me, suppose in some quite imaginary
case it was necessary to trace a child, a child who had been
turned over to strangers to be brought up by them, is there any
centralized source of information about all the children’s homes
thronghout the country? And is there any record of all the waifs
and strays, has anything like that ever been done or attempted?
No, don't tell me now, please don’t. We'll talk about it later. I'm
so frightened. Life is so terrifying—what do you think? I don’t
know about later on, when my daughter comes and joins me,
but for the moment I don't see why I shouldn't stay in this ﬂa.t.
Katia has a remarkable talent for music and for acting, she's
marvellous at imitating people and she acts out enbire scenes
that she makes up herself, and she sings whole operatic arias, all
by ear. She’s a remarkable child. What do you think? I want her
to go to the junior classes either at the drama school or the Con-
servatory, whichever will take her, and I must apply for 2
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 complicated, don't you think, you can't cx-
plain everything. But we'll talk about it later. Now Il wait a
bit, T'll pull mysclf together, I'll keep quiet and collccvt my
thoughts and try to forget my anxieties. Besides, we've kept Yurifs
friends out of the room much too long, Twice I thought I hc.ard
someone knocking., And there’s sometlung going on outfldc,
they’ve probably come from the undertaker’s Ill 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 :\vfootstt?o
near the coffin, otherwise people can’t reach up to \.umchh.
I tried to on tiptoe, but it's very difficult. And A\,lnnnn ym’-
kelovna and the children, theyll need 1t. Besides, it's prcscnbc'd
in the ritual: ‘And you shall kiss me with a last kiss.” Oh, I cant
bear it. It's all so terrible. What do you think?”
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he was shaken by ber repressed sobs. She fought her !e;;xrs as
g as she could, but at times it was beyond her strengt! dran
m;bum from her, pouring down her eheeks and onto ber dress,
o bands, and the coffin, to which she cluug,. ) .
She nesther spoke nor thought. Sequences of ideas, nofxons, xf-

ights, truths dnfted and sailed freely through ‘her m}nd, like

Jouls in the sky, as happened so often before during thew

ighttime conversations It was such Phivoo

berp b= -

ual

Su * wuwg uued hes now, a datk, indistinct
knowledge of death, preparedness for death, a preparedness that
semoved alf feeling of helplessness in ats presence. It was as o
she had hwed twenty lives, and had lost Yuru countless times,
20d had aceumulated such erperience of the beart in this do-
smain that everything she felt and did beswde this colfin was ex-
actly nght and to the point

O, what 2 lave it was, utterly free, unique, like nathing else
on earthl Their thoughts were hike other people’s songs.

They loved each other, not dnven by necessity, by the “blaze
of passion” often falsely asenbed to love, They loved each other
because everything around them walled i, the trees and the
clouds and the sky over thew heads and the earth under their
fret. Perhaps thewe surrounding world, the swrangers they met in
the street, the wide expanses they saw on their walks, the
rooms in which they hived or met, took more delight 1 their love
than they themselves dud,

Ab, that was just what had united them and had made them
so akint Never, never, even in theiz moments of richest and
wildest happiness, were they unaware of a sublme joy in the

total demign of the universe, a feeling that they themselves were
a part of that whole, an element in the beauty of the cosmes.
This unity with the whole was the breath of life to them. Aod
e o e
system based an such a false premuse, os w e st

ell as its poltical aps

N
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versation with Pasha, but she could remember nothing execpt
the candle buming 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, 2 candle burned . . .")
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 mc:ming'
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 thn!. she
had spent beside him. Now, too, she was enveloped in the air of
that freedom and unconcern that he had slways emanated. §he
got up impatiently from her chair. Something incomprchensible
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 £l over him uo-
hindered. With a passionate haste, she looked around her n;
the crowd, with eyes as smarting, unsecing, and tearful as i
an oculist had put caustic eye-drops into them, and all t.hc people
began to move, shufle, 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 forchea
was somchow smaller, like 2 hand clenched into a‘ﬁst, she f“““‘
aged not to notice it. For a moment she stood still and sﬂ'cm.
neither thinking nor crying, bowed over the comx.r, the ﬂo}\tcr‘;:
and the body, shielding them with her whole being, her hea
her breast, her heart, and her arms, as big as her heart,
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orse aud pain, But I'm not telling you the most important thing.
xlnc:m'! sayE;t‘I haven't the strength, Every time I come tg t},m
part of my life my hair stands on end with horror. An }0\;
Imow, I'm not even sure I'm fa my right mind. But you see,
haven't taken to drink as so many people do, 'm staymg away
from that, because a drunken woman, that veally is the end, it's
impossible, don't you think® -

She went on speaking aod sobbing i her agony. Suddenly
she looked up in surprise and glanced atound her. People bad
come tto the xoom and were gowng ahout their busipess. She gat
down from the footstool and moved away from the coffin, sway-
ing, pressing ber hand to her eyes as if to wipe away the last of
her tears,

Men came up to the coffin and lifted it on three cloths, The
fuseral procession began.

7

Lansa Feodorovna stayed several days in Kamerger Street, The
sorting of Zhavagos papers was begun with her help but Snished
withaut her. She also had her talk with Evgral Andreievich and
told hum an wnportant fact.

Ose day Lanisa Feodorovna went out and did not come back.
She must have been arested w the street at that time, She
vanshed without s trace and probably died somewhere, for-
£otien as a namneless number ou a bist that afterwards got mistaid,
i aze of the insumerable mxed or women's concentration, camps
in the nonth.
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plication, struck them as pathetically amateurish and made
10 sense to them.

16

And now she took her leave of him, addressing him in the direct
language of everyday life. Her speech, though lively and informal,
was not down-to-earth. Like the choruses and monologues of
ancient tragedies, like the language of poetry or music, or any
other conventional mode of expression, its logic was not rational
but emotional. The rhetorical strain in her effortless, spontane
ous talk came from her grief. Her simple, unsolemn words were
drenched in tears.

It was these tears that seemed to hold her words together in a
tender, quick whispering like the rustling of silky leaves in 3
warm, windy rain.

“At last we are together again, Yurochka, And in what a ter
rible way God has willed our reunion. Can you conceive of such
misfortune! I cannot, cannot. Oh, God! I can't stop crying. Think
of it! It's agamn so much 1 our style, made to our measure. Your
going—my end. Again something big, imeparable. The riddle of
life, the niddle of death, the enchantment of genius, the enchant-
ment of unadorned beauty—yes, yes, these things were ours.
But the small worries of practical life—things like the reshaping
of the planet—these things, no thank you, they are not for us.

“Farewell, my great one, my kin, farewell, my pride, farcwell,
my swift, deep little river, how I loved your day-long splashing,
how I loved to plunge imto your cold waves.

“Remember how we said goodbye that day out there in the
snow? How you deceived me! Would I ever have gone without
you? Oh, I know, I know, you forced yourself to do it, you thought
it was for my good. And after that everything was ruincd oh,
God, what I suffered there, what I went through! But of course
you don’t know any of that. Oh, what have I done, Yura, \\h}l
have 1 done? I am such a crimiral, 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 hfe has been noth-
ing but torment, Yura. My soul has no peace, I am tom by re-
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“It's early, thore’s no voe about, they're alt asleep, Anyways
11 get behind a bush or something, nobody will see me. Stop
talking and go back to sleep, or youll wake yourself up for good.”

*J won't sleep any more anyway. 11l go with you.

So they went down to the nver, past the white stone ruins,
dlready bot iough it was only a little after sunnse. In what had
once been streets, people were sleeping on the ground in the
sun, snoring, their faces red and swesty. They were mostly na-
tives who had last their homes, old men, women, and children,
wrth a sprinkling of Red Army men who had Jost touch with
their units and were trying to catch up with them Gordon and
Dudorov made their way carcfully through them so as not to
disturh eix Slecp

“Keep your voice down or you'll wake up the town and then
3¢H be goodbye to my washing”

They continued their Jast night’s conversation quietly,

“What's thus viver?”
“1 den’t know. The Zusha, probably”
“No, that isn't the Zuska™

“Then 1 don't know what it is,”

“It's on the Zusha, you know, that it st happened—Christina
Tmean™ ’

“Yes, but that would be lower down the siv
Charch has canomzed her” e siver. They say the
,\:n‘f,“ was an old stone building, which thev eallad Qealian

N . oo LAty N '
aable, 1t was on a hill ::;:d they ;;;:}“"ed & and made it impreg-

th .
and were holdng wp owr advan * vl ditlct under fre

Christina,.by 2 muacle of courage iﬁk pad to be captured.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EPILOGUE

1

In the summer of 1943, after the breakthrough on the Kursk
bulge and the liberation of Orel, Gordon, recently promoted to
Second Lieutenant, and Major Dudorov were returning to their
unit, the one from a service assignment in Moscow, the other
from three days furlough.

They met on their way back and spent the night at Chem,
a small town which, although in ruins, was not completely de-
stroyed, as were most of the settlements in this “desert zone™ left
in the wake of the retreating invader.

Among the heaps of broken bricks and stone ground into fine
dust they found an undamaged bamn and settled down in it for
the night.

They could not sleep, and talked for hours on end. When
Dudorov finally dozed off at about three in the morning, 2 Iittle
before dawn, he was soon waked up again by Gordon. Awk-
wardly diving into the soft hay and rolling about in it as in water,
he collected a few clothes nto a bundlc and then just as awk-
wardly crawled off the top of the mountain of hay, down to the
door.

“Where are you going? It’s early.”

“I'm going down to the river. I want to wash my things.”

“That’s mad. We'll be back with the unit by evening. 'l:ania.
the laundry girl, will give you a change of clothes. What's the
hurry?” )

“I don’t want to wait till then, They're sweaty, filthy. I1] rinse
them quickly and wring them out well, in this heat theyll be dry
in no time. Il have a bath and change.”

“till, it won't look good. After all, you're an officer.”
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Y i ith our bare
o LG T R
ands in the bitter cold, to get v ‘hale camp. We
end, believe it or not, we gradually bullt ous who'e GO 8
it e o sl o) 0

wit 8 .
;?;;:es;i:cks. We cut treos. We harmessed ourselves, €1§h§o‘z“‘:
Sedge, snd we hauted timber and sank into the s;ow upd g
necks. For a long time we didn't know the war Ha sm.rto; 5 y&.
%ept it from us. And then suddenly l.here \::arfxe.the er, .
roald voluntees for frontline service i & Jisciplinary bm‘:x :fon
and if you came out alive you were free After (hat: atiack after
attack, mile after mile of electrified barbed wire, mines, mortass,
tronth after month of artillery barrage, They called our mum_:‘Y
the death squad. It way practically wiped out How fmd why 1
surmed, 1 don't know, And yet—would you believe it—all that
utter hell was nothing, 1t was bliss compared to the harrors D.i’the
concentration camp, and not because of the material conditions
bot for ax entirely different reason.”

“Yes, poor fellow. You've taken & Tot”

“It wasnt qust washmg clothes you learned out there, you
fearned everythung there 15 ta learn.”

“It's an extraordimary thug, you know It isa’t only i eom-

anson with your life as a conviet, but compared to everything

3 the thirties, even to my easy nteatim at the weiversity in the

nidst of books and money and comfort, the was came s a breath

of freshalr, 2 puniying storm, 2 breath of deliverance.
“f thiek that collectwvi was an and

ful measure and 1t was impossible to admyt the error To conceal

the fatture people hud to be cured, by every means of terronsm,

of the habit of thinking and judging for themselves, and forced
1o see what dida't ewast, to assert the very opposite of what their
eves told them This accounts for the unevampled cruelty of
the :Yczho\‘ penod, the promulgaton of 2 consttution that
was never meant to be applied, aod the introduction of elec.
tions that violated the very principle of free choce,

“And when the war broke out, ite veal harvors, its real damgers,
|‘ts menace of uf:a:hdeath were 2 blessing compared with Lh: in-

human reign of the he, and they brought r

broke the s’;‘“ of the dead lettzz Bht eliet becsuse they

3 Nttt Feoamondel Vordns Lo 3 _fov
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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 Like
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.”

“I'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. I 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 wildcmess. of
snow. Forest in the distance. Guards with rifles, muzzles point-
ing at us, wolfhounds. About the same time, other groups were
Lrought up. We were spread out and formed into a big polygen
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 a'nd the
other groups were marched off and ours was told: ‘This is your
camp. Make the best of it!" An open snow Beld with a post in lhﬁ
middle and a notice on it saymg: ‘GULAG g2 Y.N. g0 —that's 2
there was.” |

“It wasn'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, [ was ““n
instated again as I'd been the first time and allowed to g"kfyl
lecturing. And when I was mobilized I was given my full ran
Major, not put into a disciplinary battalion, Like yon. e

“Yes, well . . . That was all there was, the post and the nott
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jp began aud ran its cousse against this bac}:gfaumi At tl.mt
:J‘h:'l!:? ba%ihan units were being formed, Christina was bemg
trained as a parachutist, the frst German hombers were spotter
from the rooftops of Moscow and driven back. That was when
we became engaged, as 1 t0ld you, but we were separated nlmzast
st vce bevause my regiment was moved. I never saw ber again.

“Later on, when the war took a tum for the better and the
Gesmans were surrepdering by the thousands, I was transferred
after T had been wounded twice, from Anti-Aircraft to the Sev-
enth Staff Division, where they needed people who Juew lan-
guages Then, after 1 duscovered the inferno you were iz, 1 gat
you assigned to my umt”

“Taniz, the laundry girl, was a friead of Christinas. They got
to koow each other at the front. She talks a lot about ber, Have
you poticed the way Tanja smiles, all over ber face, ke Yurii?
You forget the snub nose and the high cheekbones, and you
think she's quite pretty and attractive. Ifs the same type, you
see it alt over Rossia”

“1Jmow what you mean No, I hadn't noticed”
“What a hideous, barb ek Tania Bezochered:

“Tands Out-of Tumn! It can’t possibly be her surname. X wonder
how she gat it”

“8he told us, you know. She was 2 bezprizomaia of unknown
parents Probably somewhere in the depths of Russia where
the language 1 st} pure she was called Bezotcheheia, ‘Father-
less’ Then her same was distorted by aty people who in-
traduced 4 connotation closer to their recent experiences.”

8

Shortly after this, Gordon and Dudorov were in the tov
; s wn of
Karachev, which bad been razed to the ground, There they caught
up‘ wath some tear units of thew anmy.

t was o hot sutump; the weather had been fine and still
r(m;:l than a mﬁ:!h. The black 508l of Brynshching, the b)sesseélo;
ertile segion between QOrel and Bryansk, shimy ith £
golden browns under the blue, dc?dlm sS 3 e wilh

The mala street, which was part of the highway,

cut straight
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“It was felt not only by men in your position, in concentration
camps, but by absolutely everyone, at home and at the front,
and they all took a deep breath and flung themselves into the
fumace of this mortal, liberating struggle with real joy, with rap-
ture.

“The war has its special character as a link in the chain of
revolutionary decades. The forces directly unleashed by the
revolution no longer operated. The indirect effects of the revolu-
tion, the fruit of its fruit, the conseq; of the conseq A
began to manifest themselves. Misfortune and ordeals had tem-
pered characters, prepared them for great, desperate, heroic ex-
ploits. These fabulous, astounding qualities characterize the
moral clite of this generation.

“And when I see such things I am filled with happiness, in
spite of Christina’s martyrdom and our losses and my wounds, in
spite of the high cost in blood of the war. The light of sclf-sac-
rifice that illuminates Orletsova’s death and the lives of all of us
helps me to bear her loss.

“I was released just when you, poor fellow, were going through
your endless torture. Soon after that, Christina came to the uni-
versity as a history student. I taught her. I had noticed her be-
fore, after my first term in concentration camp, as a rem:u-kab.le
girl, when she was still a child. You remember, Yurii was still
alive, I told you both. Well, now she was one of my students.

“That was the time when the custom of political re-educa:
tion of teachers by students had come in. Orletsova flung herself
into that work with passion. I had no idea why she went at
me so fiercely. She was so aggressive and unjust that sometimes
the other students protested and stood up for me. She .lmd a
great sense of humor and she made fun of me to her heart’s con-
tent in the wall newspaper, referring to me by some invented
name that everyone could see through. And then suddc_n)y, com-
pletely by chance, I realized that this inveterate hostility was 2
camouflage of her love for me—a strong, enduring love she had
felt for a long time, and which I had always rcturned.

“We spent a wonderful summer in forty-one, fust before and
after the beginning of the war, Christina was in a group ©
undergraduates, men and women, who were billeted in a Mos-
cow suburb where my unit was also stationed. Our friend-
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srusted to ber eare was packed in several exates that stood piled
ane on top of Gie other on the ground. Tania kept close eye
on it, and the rest of the group remnined in sight for fear of muss-
ing the chanee of a Jift.

They had been wating 2 long time—more than ve houss.
With nothuog to do, they histened to the intessant chatter of
the garrulous girl, who had seen a great deal in her life At the
moment she was telling them of how she had met Major-General
Zhivago.

“OF course. Yesterday, They took me to the General himself.
Major-General Zhuvago He was passing through here, aud ask-
1g ereryane about Christma, He was Jookung for eye-witoesses,
people who had known her personally. They pointed me out
to fum, They said we'd been fnends. He told them to bring me
along So they came and got me He cidn’t scare me a bit. Noth-
ing special abont him, just like everybody else. He's got slit
cyes and black hawr. Well, 1 told him what I knew. He heard
me out and sad thank you And who are you? he said to me.
Where do you come from? Well, naturally, X was shy, What have
1 got to boast ahout® I'm a bezprizonmz, One of the homeless
f\?\:\{tjrm And all that { don’t have to tell you., Reformatories,

ys an the move. But he kept at me. Let's have 1t, he said.
Don't be embasrassed There's nothing to be ashamed of. Well
at first T couldn't say much, then I told bim a bit more, and he
kept noddmg hus head, then as he went on nodding, ¥ wasot
atraid aoy longer And w's true Tve got alat to tell. You wouldn't
beheve st 5f 1 told you, you'd say, She's making it up. Wel, st
was the same with lum When I Euished ho got up a.i.d star;eld
walking up and dewn the room That's extraordwary, he said
Really extraordmary 11 tell you what, he said. 1?1,;\' n’sm N
vme pow But TN find you again, you can be s;.!re of S :_glelt
:::‘ ‘\\:’3 axn:i :entd‘ for you agam, I never thought I'a hear :l thin, ;

won't Yeave you ¢ - id Pre

care of a few thungs A)m) ihil:,‘:\?(; 1:;: iﬁi 11‘:“!\1;1‘ gt e
(I‘\(::!“X?\; \‘Dﬂ; undle, you'lt be promoted to b;ing Clgenelr’:és‘zizg
send you o a unwversity, i )

1 swear to Cod’ that's what ;\cerssxgé};\ex:‘;ﬁ;%‘ Any“:hcfe you like.
me 1 y 2 joke, just to tease

Aty

mament & long, empty eart with high sides, of the kund
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across the town. On one side of it had been houses that were
blown up and turned into piles of rubble by mines, and up-
rooted, splintered, and charred fruit trees from the blasted
gardens. Nor were there any houses on the other side, but it was
less ravaged by fire and explosions, probably b it had con-
sisted largely of vacant lots and thus offered no targets for de-
struction.

On the side where there had once been houses, the homeless
inhabitants werc poking about in the still smoldering ashes,
picking up odds and ends in different comners of the ruins and
putting them all together in one place. Others were busy making
mud huts and cutting strips of turf with which to roof them.

The vacant lots across the road were white with tents and
crowded with auxiliary-service trucks and horse-drawn wagons
of all kinds—feld ambulances, cut off from their divisional
staffs, and units of every sort of commissariat and depot, Tost
and mixed up and trying to sort themselves out. And here, too,
weedy boys from the replacement companies, in gray caps, with
heavy, rolled-up overcoats on their backs, their faces earthy,
drawn, and wasted from dysentery, rested their packs and had a
sleep and a snack before trudging on farther west.

Half the gutted, blown-up town was still burning and in the
distance delayed-action mines kept exploding. Every now and
then, people digging in their yards straightened their bent backf.
leaned on their picks, and rested, turning and gazing in the di-
rection of a blast.

There, the gray, black, brick-red clouds of smoke, flame, and
rubble rosc into the sky, first in jets and fountains, then more
Jazily, like heavily rising scum, then fanning and spreading into
plumes; finally they scattered and sank back to earth. Then
the diggers went on with their work.

Across the road from the ruins there was an open space bor-
dered by a hedge and shaded by tall old trees. The m'cs. 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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{rusted 4o her care was packed in several crates _that slm‘)d P‘éed
one on top of the other on the gro?ud. :I‘nx}ia lu:ptia c gcmisyse‘
on it and the rest of the group remained in sight for fest

¢ the chance of a lift,
in?nﬂ‘;y had been waiting 2 long time—more than ﬁxl'c hoursé
With nothing to do, they Iistened to the mc_essant chatter z}?
the garculaus gisl, who had seen a great deal in her hie. At the
moment she was telling them of bow she had met Mafor-General
Zhvago,

"Ofg course. Yestesday. They took me ta the General himself.
Moyor-Ceneral Zhvago. He was passing, through here, and ask-
tng everyone about Christna He was lovkmg for eye-wtnesses,
people who had known her personally. They powmted e out
to him They said we'd been friends. He told them fo b.rmg me
along So they came and got me He didu't scare me 'b\t. Noth-
ing special about lum, just Ike everybody else. He's got slit
eyes and black bair Well, I told bim what I knew. He heard
me out and sard thank you. And wha are you® he said to me.
Where do you come from? Well, naturally, I was shy. What have
1 got to boast about? T'm 2 hezprizonaia, One of the homeless
chiddres And all that I don’t bave to tell yon Reformatones,
always an the move. But he kept at me. Let's have it, he sid.,
Don’t be embarsassed. There's nothing to be ashamed of, Well,
at fiest 1 couldn’t say much, then I told him a bit more, and he
hept nodding hus head, then as he weat an nodding, 1 waswt
alsnd any longer And it's true I've got 4 Jot to tell You wouldn't
believe 1t of § told you, yow'd say, She's makang 1t ap. Well, it
was the same with lum Whep I Simshed he got up and staxted
wahing up and down the room That's evtrasedwasy, he said.
Really extraordwnary TN tell you what, he spid 1 haven't got
e now But 1T find you again, you ean be sure of that, 131
knd voy and send for you agam. 1 never thought I'd bear a thing
ke that. 1 won't Jeave you this way, he sad, Pve just got to take
care of o few ungs And then, who can tell, 1 might put mysel
duown s your uncle, youl} be promoted to bemg General's niece.
And 11} send sou to a unnernty, he said. Anywhere v .
Tswear to God, that’s what ke said. P N ke,
. said. Probably a joke, just to tease

A this moment a Yong, empty cart wath high sides, of the land
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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 who in the old days would have been
called a wagoner. He pulled up, jumped down from his seat,
and began to unhitch 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 father and
mother. Perhaps what I say scems funny to you, put Tm 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 Imppcnc({
beyond Krushitsky, the other end of Siberia, beyond the Cossack
country, near the Chinese border. When we~—the ﬂcds', that I'S
—maved up to the chief town of the Whites, that same ]\omam\l.
the minister, he put my mother and all those familics on a specia
train and wrdered it to take them away. My mother was fright-
encd, you sec, she didn'’t dare to move a step wx'thm{! him, '
~This Komarov didn’t know about me, He didn’t know that
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. en she had been parted
:ven ;:m;g; : {z“mﬁe; ::g s!!?: \:J:.; frightened to de.l\;l"t that
el might "5l him. He hated children tersibly, and e
yeled snd staped His fect They only briag fith aad worry
iate the house, 1 can’t stand it, be used to yell.

Well now, as 1 was saying, when the I{e.d,s beg.an to come up
o the town, my mather sent te Nagornaia Station for Marfa,
the signal swoman, That was three stations away from the town.
T tell you how it was. First there was Nizovaia, and then there
was Nagomaia, and then there was the Samsonoy Pass, Now 1
think 1 understand 1t, why Mother knew this signal woman. 1
think this signaf woman, Marfa, used to come znd sell milk and
vegetables in the town. That’s it.

“And here is something 1 dow't know. 1 think they cheated
Mother, they didu't tell her the truth. The Lord only knows what
sort of story they told her, 1 suppase they said 1t was just for a
time, for a day or two, tll things settled down. She dido’t mean
10 give me to strangers forever. To be brought up by strangers
~fother could oot have given up her own child lke that,

“Well, you know how it iy with a child, ‘Go and tatk to Auntie,
shell give you 2 piece of gingerbread, nice Auntie, don’t he
frightened of Auntie, How 1 cried afterwards, how beartbroken
1 was, how T mussed my wather—it's belter not to semember
that, 1 wanted to hang myselt, T uearly went out of 1y mind
o3 a small child, That was all T was at fhat time. L suppote Aust
Marfa got money for my keep, 4 lot of money.

“There was a rich farm that went with the signal fob, & cow
andl a horse and of course g1l Wods of fowl, and a big place for
vegetables—out there you could get a5 much land as you
Thed-~and of course no sent beeause the houge belonged to the
goremment; dt wos right aext to the tracks, When the train
was coming from home, 1t could bardly get wp the hilt, it was so
stecp, but comung from your parts, from Russia, dowa it came
0 fast they bodd 10 vse the brakes, Down below, in the ayturnn,
when the woods thinved out, you could see Nagornaia as 3
were sct an o sayeer,

“The signal man, Uncle Vastlit, T wsed .
was ¢ kind and cheerful man,h:nly xeni\t)?ymdn“dd)’: }38
when be was drunk. Everybody new sl e e‘skge;: mz
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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 don't know.
T was beginning to go out to the trains to wave the flag, and 1
could bring the cow in or unhitch the horse. Aunt Marfa taught
me to spin, and as for the housework, it goes without saying
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 Auntic 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 rubles was worth a
kopeck. Uncle Vasia sold a cow down below and got two sacks
full of money. Kerenki it was called—no, sorry, they were called
lemons then, that's what they were called. He had a drink and
told everyone in Nagornaia how rich he was.

“I remember it was a windy day in autumn, The wind was
tearing at the roof, it nearly 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, T pay you whatever you like. Well, Daddy hitched



EPILOGUE e

Udaloy, the horse, to the catt, put the old woman in'the cart,
a1 took her to the county hospital, which was eleven miles away.

“After 2 bime we went to bed, Aunt Marfa and I, then we heard
Udaloy nexghing outside and the cart driving into the yasd. It
seemed & bit too soon for them to be back. But anyway Aunt
Marfa 1t a light, put on her jacket, and undid the bolt without
waiting for Daddy to knock,

“She opened the door, but 1t waso't Daddy, it was a strapger,
4k and frightening, and he said, Show me where the money is
that you ot for the cow. I've killed your ald manan the wood, he
said, but you being 2 woman I1l let you alone if yom tell me
where the money 1, 1f you dout tell me you Jmow what will
happes, youll anly have yourself to blame, and better not keep
me waiting, | don’t have any tme to hang around.

“Oh, God 10 heaven, meed 1 tell you the state we were in, you
can fmagroe, yourselves. We were shaking all over, half dead
with fright and speechless with terror! Fust Uncle Vasia was
Ialled, he'd sl so humself, he'd kolled him with an ax, and now
we were alone with hun, a murderer nght in our house, we could
see he was @ murderer.

“E suppose 1t was just then that Aunt Marfa went out of her
wiod The moment she heard her hushand was dead, some-
“2““% ‘X‘“‘!’PD‘l wside her, And she knew she mustn’t show how
she felt

“Fust s'he threw hersell ot tus feet, Have mercy on me, she
saud, don't bt me, I don’t know a thing, I've never heard about
any moncy, I don't know what money you are talking sbout.
But be wasti't gomg to be put off with that, he wasn't such a fool
the dev! All night, then, she 101d hum. The monty is in the m]:

lar 1% open the trap door for you But th
through that. No, hepsaid, you ; o the Sovl saw saght

o down, you know v
sau get it 1 don't care of you gg down to )the cel?:u' ;}:eu\\ pa
the roof, all T want 15 the money. But remember—don't o
pull any wicks, he said, st doesn’t pay to fool with ma“-y “

“Then she sad to bim God b with y

swpiaous” P gladly go down and getit fz:i\;.o:‘z ':’; l):w o
tegs are bad, 1 can't manage the ladder. 18 stand on’ the bl
and lmk? the bt or you. Don't w orry, Tt send m rhop "

down with you, she said, That was me she meant, v Soughter
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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. He could
see that T meant nothing to her, I wasn’t her own flesh and blood,
so he made a grab at Petia and picked him up in one hand
and pulled up the trap door with the other. Let's have a light,
he said to her, and down he went—down the ladder into the
cellar with Petia.

“I think she was already cracked and couldn’t understand any-
thing; her mind was gone. As soon as he had gone down with
little Petia, bang, she slammed the trap door and locked it and
began to drag a heavy trunk on top of it, nodding and beckoning
to me to help her, because it was too heavy for her. She got it
in place and sat on it, pleased with herself, the crazy woman.
No sooner had she sat down than the robber started yelling and
banging on the floor. You couldn’t make out what he was saying,
the floor boards were too thick, but you could tell from his voice
what he meant: let him out or hed murder Petia. He roared
worse than a wild beast to frighten us. Now your Petia’s in for
it, he yelled, but she couldn't understand a thing. She just sat
there winking at me and laughing, as much as to say: No matter
what you do, I won't budge from the trunk and I L.ccp the
keys. I did everything I could with her, I screamed right into her
ears saying she must open up the cellar and save Petia, and I
tried to push her off the trunk, but I couldn't, she was too strong
for me and she wouldn't listen. .

“Well, he was banging, banging on the floor, and ﬂ.lo time
was going by, and she just sat there rolling her cyes, not listening
to anything.

“well, after a time—Oh, God in heaven, I've been throu'.ﬂh
many things in my life, but this I'l never forget. As long as I live
Il hear Petia’s thin hitle voico—little Petia cried and groancd
down below, the little angel, that devil choked him to death.

“Now what shall T do, what shall I do with this mad old
woman and this murderer, I thought. And 1 had to do some-



thing. The moment 1 thought this I heard Udaloy neighing out-
side He'd been standing out there in the yard and he hadu't
been unbarnessed Yes, Udaloy was neighing as much as to say:
Let's Ry quickly, Tanie, and find some goad people and get help.
1Jooked out of the window and 1 saw that {t was near dawn.
Yow'e right, Udaloy, its a good idea, 1 thought. Let’s go. But
hardly had T thought this when again I heard, Iike a voice calling
from the wood, Wait, don't hurry, Tania, we'll do it another way.
Acd again 1 ¥new 1 wasn't alone in the wood. It was like our
own cack crewing An engine hooted down below, 1 recognized
its whistle; it was from the engine that they always kept ready at
Nagormaia—a pusher, they called it—to help freight trafns vp
the hill, This was a muxed tram going by, it always went by at
that time every mght. Well, I beard this engiae 1 knew, calling
me from below. I listened and my heart leapt. Am 1 off my head,
1 wondered, hike Auntie Marfa, that every living beast and every
dumb cogme speaks 1o me in plain Russian?

“Well, 1t was no good thinking, the train was getting nesr,
there was no time to think. [ grabbed the Jantern—there wasn't
much light yet~and 1 raced 1o the track and stood right in the
middle, between the radls, waving the hght up and dawn.

“Well, what mase 15 there to say? 1 stopped the train, Because
of the wind i was gowg slowly, very slowly, almost at a crawl,
1 stopped it and the dnver, who kmew me, leaned out of the
window of the cab and called out something, I couldnt hear
what it was beeause of the wind, 1 shouted to him, the signal
hause bad been raided, murder and robbery, a Xaller x‘ng:;m
house, help us, Comrade Uncle, we peed help'xight away. And
while § was saying this, Red Army men came jumpina):;ug of
the tram, one alter the other, it was an srmy xain, h o

cu}: on the trac(l;‘ What's up? they asked, they could.n’te L]a‘l‘::%idt
why on earth the trmn had stopped v i
at vight, and was standing o fred n the wood, a2 stoep bl

“f told them everything, They dragged th
¢
t)l;e cellar He was squeabng in a \%ce l}]innﬁ‘r“ld:fft 't’m.t ?i
VL s sm T .
doitz N
him oo LRI

and drove the train m.n?uz;l‘ s st end feet 1o she ;;m’
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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 bezprizorys, 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 Auntic 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 difference between the two pcn'ods:
Blok says somewhere: “We, the children of Russia’s terrible years.
Blok meant this in a metaphorical, fgurative sense. The children
were not children, but the sons, the heirs, the intelligentsia, n{ld
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 terrible, 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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d nut together, a book they had read more than once
f;ﬁm%n ?mew %;y beast. They read and talled and thought.
By the time they came ta the middle of the book it was dark aud
they tumed o the kght. ) .

And Moscow, right below them and stretching into the dis-
tanee, the author's native city, io 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, book in hand.

Although victory had not brought the relief and freedom that
were expected at the end of the war, nevertheless the portents
of freedom £lled the air throughout the postwar period, and
they alone defined its historieal signibeance.

To the two ofd friends, a5 they sat by the window, it seemed
that this freedom of the soul was already there, as if that very
evening the future had tangibly moved into the streets below
them, that they themselves bad entered it and were now part of
it Thunking of this holy city and of the entire easth, of the still-
living protagonists of this story, and their chuldren, they wire
fled with tenderness apd peace, and they were enveloped by
the unbeasd music of happiness that fowed all about them and

nto the distance. And the baok they held seemed o confirm and
encourage their feelng,
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HAMLET

The stir fs over, I step forth on the boards.
Leaming ogoinst en upnght at the entrance,

1 strain fo moke the far-off echo yeld

A cuc to the events that may come 1n my day.

Night and ity musk transfis and pin me,
Staring through thousands of Beapcnlars.
1f Thou be willing, Abba, Father,
Remoce this cup from me.

1 cherish this, Thy rigosous concepfion,
And I consent to play this past thesem;
But enother play Is runneng at this moment,
So, for $he present, refease me from the cast

And yet, the order of the acts has been schemed ond ploted,
And nathing can avert the final curtaw’s fall.

1stand alone AR else i3 suamped by Phansatsm

Tolue lje to the end s not a childish task,

MARCH

The sun is hoter than the top ledge 1 @ steam bath;
The ravine, trazed, 13 sampaging below,
Spring~that corn-fed, hushy milkmad——

s busy ot her chores with never a lefup

The snow ts wasting {pernicious anemig—

See thare Lranching cosmlets of impotent blue?)

Yetw the cobara e 9 burbling, stegmng,

And the timer of p.tchfosks smiphy glow with health,
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Thesc days—these days, and these nights also!
With eavesdrop thrumming its tattoos at noon,
With icicles (cachectic!) 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 manurc—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 carth 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 carly
That the square extends like cternity
From one corner to the other,

And there is still a millennium

Until the dawen 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 right up fo

The very cve of Easter the waters gnaw

At riverbanks, and arc 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

Ang Pecring uathyp yp, gratings,

They see 4 8low aboys the alegy Screen,
And the black pall, ang tapers in o Toto,
And faeey all 1n req, e

Andq Procession suddenty eMergey
Bendng the Crogy and Shroug,

And come, fotwarg them, Ty bircheg
Cuardmg the portagy €10 step aside
And yiery the right of tay

The Procession Makey g Creujs of the
Walking along

S along t),0 ceny curly of the
th

And Marcy, 60018 U the 100 on g1,
nd scatte,, hke o, Mmonp the halt gpg lame..
[ ghununlnad cdoufthed k,
d i, ang dl.rfrlbm’t'd ollit by,



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

I have visions of a remote time:

A house on the Petersburg side of the Neva;

You, the daughter of @ 1 ll-off landed proprictress
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courscs—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 preciscly 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 elose 3o the fences os she makes her weay 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 white nizht which has wtnessed so very many things.



The singing lasts until the glow of datwn,

The voices, having sobbed their fill,

Are more subducd. Their chanting of the Psslms and Gospels
Floats out more and more faintly

Until it reaches wastelands under loncly lamps.

And when the midnight comes

Al creatures and all flesh will fall silent
On hearing spring put forth its rumor
That just as soon as there is better weather
Death itsclf can be overcome

Through the power of the Resurrection,

WHITE NIGHT

I have visions of a remote time:

A house on the Petersburg side of the Neva;

You, the daughtcr of a none-t ll-off landed proprictress
(The land being out in the steppes),

Are taking courses—and were born in Kursk.

You are a darhing; you have admirers.

This night you and I

Hare made ourseles cozy on your window sill,
We are looking down from this skyscraper of yours

The street lamps are just like butterfies of gas.
The morning has flicked us with its first chill.
That cwhich ¥ am delling yoa is 0 muck Mo
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 la ndmarke,
Onthis night, so ternal and 30 white,

The nightingales soll and el thewr paeaes,
Fillmg with rumbling the city’s wooded himits.

Their frenzied trdling surges.

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

Deep within each ensorcelled grove.

Night, ke a barefooted plgnm woman,

s creeping clasz ta the fences as she makes her way there,
And the tracks of our murmurs, which she has eavesdropped,
Trail after her from our window il

Amd ethoes of these overheard murmury
The boughs of the apple and cherry trees
Bedeck themselves in whitish blossoms

Inthe gardens with their rough-hewn palings.

And the trces, themselves white as specters,

Come out on the road josthng and thronging,

Just a3sf they were waving thew farenclls

To the white night which has toitnessed so very many thinge.



BAD ROADS IN SPRING

The flames of sunsct were smoldering out.

A horseman headed for a remote farmstead in the Urals
Was plodding over a spring-mired trail

In a thick pine forest.

The horsc’s inwards heaced. In anstwer

To the swish and chink of its shod hoofs
The swirling whirlpools loosed their echoes
Ovger the road, in pursuit.

But when the horseman, dropping scins,
Would slow his mount down to a walk,

The spring freshets would roll very close to him
Al of their roaring, all thetr din.

Someone was laughing, someane wept;

Stones ground to dust agatnst the flints,
And loosened and uprooted trec-stumps
Went tumbling into churning pools.

A nightingale raged in frantic song

Lihe a church bell pealing forth a tocsin;

He sang among branches interlaced and darkling
Against the sunsct’s conflagration.

Where a willow leant over a hollow

Like a widow burying Ler mate

The bird was wlstling on scren oaks,

As Robber Nightingale did in days of old.

Ageinst what evil, against what forlom lote
Was this predestined fesvor meant?
Against whom had the singer fired
This charge of small shot in the woods?
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1t seemed that he would emerge ke @ wood demon
From the camp of the escaplng convicts

Tomeet the outposts of the partisant,

Whether on oot of horse.

The carth and sky, the field and forest
Hearkened to cntch each unique note,
These measured doles of sheetest madness,
Of pawn, of happiness, of anguish,

EXPLANATION

Life has retumed with just s hitle reason
Asonasime it 5o oddly snapped

1 em on the same ancient thoroughfase

That 1 was on that summer, on that day and hour.

The same people, and theit cares are the some,

And the sunset's red fire has not yet grown cold:
1 was just the some when that deathly ecening
Quickly nailed it agamst ¢ white wall

Wormen in worn and sleazy cottons
Ca tap-tapping along (just as they did then)

And night {just o312 did theny will crucify them
Under the tin toofs of thewr garret rooms,

There, one of them, with her feet dragging,

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.
Nowmyoir neighbor, 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

OFf woman's hands, her back, her shoulders, and her sculptured thre

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 Upsteeps hop hair—ghe

whole sheaf of
From the nape of hey neck,

Asshe Peers out frop, under

her heavy comp
hes g oman in o helmey,

You con heg
And thery
Whilp the Busts

Wing
Are Making gp,, cu

Tiaing Sway,
Not g “ord bregry the silence
hearr a5 sty Yasy @as befoy,

531



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 leavcs of the cutronts are coarse and v.0olly.

The howse shakes with laughter, the windowpenes ring.
There's great choppng tuthin it, and picking, while pepper
And cloves are put in 0 lend fang to the brine

The groce, ke a cavorting clown, casts this hubbub
As for pe that figld with its rather steep slope

Where the sun-scarched hazels are blazing with color
Asif they'd been seared by the heat of o fire,

Here the road dips to @ gravelly gully:

Here among the ancient and gnasled rver-smagy

Orne can fecl sorry for even that rag-pucking crone Autuma
‘Wha has suept all of her queer treasure-trove down here.

And also because ll Creation s simples

Thon spme of pur refty philosophers think,

And because the grove seems to be plunged under water,
And because for all things there’s o predestined end.

4And because there's no sense for one’s eyes to be blinking
When alt they behold has been scorched by the sun,

And the fine ashes of Autumn (¢ts white gossamer)

Float in at the wndows with each vagrant breeze

There's a hole in the fence, 1t leads from the garden
Toa path that gets lost where the bthes grow thick,

The house hums with daughter and housewifely busiling——
That busthing end laughter nlso coms from afar.



WIND

1hace dicd, but you arc stll among the licing.
And the wind, Leening and complaining,
Makes the country house and the forest rock—
Not cach pine by itsclf

But oll the trees as one,

Together with the llimitable distance;

It makes them rock as the hulls of salboats
Rock on the mirrorous waters of a boat-basin.
And this the wind docs not out of bravedo

Or in a senseless rage,

But so that in sts desolation

1t may find words to fashion g lullaby for you.

HOPBINES

We seck shelter from inclement weather
Under a willow entu fned with foy.

A saincape is thrown over our shotlders
My arms arc tightly encircled about you.

Sorry—1 erred The shrubs in these thickets
Are not ivy-grown but covered with hophines.
Well, we'll do better if are toke thix ralncape
And spread t out widr for n rug beneath us.



Suddenty the din and daings
And rngs-around-a-108y
Vanished as if hell had yawned
Orwater had engulfed them.

Noisily the barmyard wohe
And sounds of daily chores
Mingled with the nowy tolk
And the peals of laughter.

Up wto the boundless skies
Hose whirdwinds of gray patcher
Flocks of pigeons taking off
In fast flsght from dovecotes

Just as of same drowsy soul
Bestirred himaelf fo set loose
Birds with wishes for long bfe
To ovestahe the wedding,

For life, too, 1s onlyy an yutant,
Orly the dissolong of ourselves
Inthe seloes of all others

As if bestowing ¢ gift—

Only wedding ninses

Soaring i through 6 wmdow;
Only a song, only a dregm,
Only o gray mgeon
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WEDDING

Guests came until dawn

To the bride’s house for the celebration,
Cutting right across the yard,

Bringing their own music.

After midnight until scven

Not @ murmur came

From behind the felt-ined door
Of the master's bedroom,

But at dawn (the sleepicst time
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 onc wench, as white as snow,
To the calls and twhistles

Onee more did her peahen dance
Cliding, swuth hips sicinging,

Heed tossed high

And right hand waving,

Dancing fast on colibles—

Just & peahen, pechen?
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You are the blessing in a stride toward perdition,
When living sickens mote than sickness does wtself;
The root of beauty is audacrty,

And that Is what draws us to each other,

FAIRY TALES

Once upon o time

ina faery realm

Aknight was urging his steed
Over a steppe of burdocks,

He rwas most eager
To take part in battle,

Yot he could see through the dust
A forest looming ahead.

Anagong torcboding
Grawed at his doughty heart,
{Shun the water halp
Tighten saddle-girthl)

But the knighz, unheeding,
Put spurs to his steed

And ot full 1l rode

Up the wooded knall,

Thes, from this bunal mound,
Hetode tatp ¢ dry river bed,
Next, slmmg a8 meadow,

He crossed over g mountaiy,

He ceered tnt 4 kellow
And, by a forest trad,
Came upon g spoor,
Found a water hole
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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 flamboyantly, with more abandon!
And raise the level of the gall of yesterday

Within the cup, by edding to it today's yearning,

Attachment, craving, splendor of heauty. . . .

Let us scatter like smoke in this September soughing
Bury ell of yourself, my dearest, in this eutumnal rustling:
Stwoon, or go half insane!

You shed your coverings in much the same fashion
As this prove sheds its leaces,
Whenerer you fall into my embraces
In your dressing gown with ite silken tassels
538



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 oblicion
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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 chead,
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

A e fon s
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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 arc beating.
By turns he and she

Strain to come to,

Only to sleep again.

Tightly closed eyelids.
Towering heights And clouds.
Waters. Fords And rivers,
Years. And countless ages.

AUGUST

The sun, keeping its promise without deception,
Had penctrated early in the morning,

Tracing a saffron streak obliquely

From the windotw curtains to the divan

The same sun splashed with sultry ocher
The woods near by, the hamlct's houses,
My bed, my dampened pillow

And the wall's angle near the bookshelf.

1hare recalled the cery reaton

For the shght dampness of my pillotw.

1 had dreamt that ell of you were tratling
Through the woods, coming to see me off.

There was a crowed of you, yet you were strapshng Suddenly
Someone recelled. according to the Ol Style

It was the sisth of Augurt—

The Lord's Transfigurction
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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 trailing
Through the woads, coming to ace me off.

These wwar 6 crowed of you, yet you were stragsling Suddenly
Someone recelled: according to the Old Style

It wwas the sixvth of Augutt—

The Lords Trensfigurction



1t snowed hard throughout the month
Of February and almost constantly
A candle burned on the table,

A condle burmed.

PARTING

The mon is starng across the threshald
And cannot recognize his home.

Her going had been ke a fught

Havoc has left its traces everywhere.

Chaos prevails in all the rooms

He cannot judge the devastation
Because hus eyes are blurred with tears,
Because Jus head is pounding.

Ever since morning his ears have been ringing,
Is he awake 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 every trait to him

Even as the sca draws near #

Each of the many httorols

Throughout the stretch of its wcoming tide.

Even s reeds go down beneath
The rough seas following a storm
So every line of her had gone

To the bottom of his soul.



WINTER NIGHT

It snoweed 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 bumed on the table;

A candle burned.

Distorted shadotws fell

Upon the lighted cciling.

Shadotes of crossed arms, of erossed lege—
Of crossed destiny

Two tiny shocs fell to the foor

And thudded

A condle on a nightstand shed wax tears
Uponadress.

All things canished «ithin

The snowy murk—u hite, hoary
A candlle huened on the talle,
A cendle burned

A comner draft fluttered the fame

And the white fecer of temptation
Upseept its angel wings that cont
A cruciform shadow
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In years of hardships, in the days

Of an unthinkable cxistenee

She had been cast up from the depths
By a high wave of destiny.

Amid innumerable perils,
Avoiding every recf and shoal

The wave had borne her on and on
And brought her close.

And now, this flicht of hers. Perhaps
It had been foreed upon her.

This parting will consume them both
And gricf gnaw elean their bones.

His eyes take in the wchole seene.
At the moment of her going

She had upsct the contents of
Every compartment in her dresser.

He paces aimlessly and till dark comes
Keeps putting back inside a drawer
The scattered scraps of cloth,

The crumpled sample patterns.

And having run into his hand

A ncedle left in some unfinished sewing
He suddenly sces oll of her,

And falls to sobbing. Softly
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ENCOUNTER

The snoy til] bury roads,
Will cover the foofs deeply
I step oug 4, Stretch my legs
Toill sep You from the door.

Along, 4, ¢ fall coqs,

No hay and 10 snoy, boots;
You gre trying 10 be calm,
N:bblmg Hour snot-gpey lips,

The distans trees ang fences
Reced jng, the murk.,
O stand at the Corner

W the miges of the falling Snow,

Wate, U3 douy, your scarf,
Inside your slegues, your collgy,

eems
Outofg Single piece

Ttisgy #fyour fmage
Were g etcheq forever
Witp burin g, rong acgy
Ponmy eny hears,
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In years of hardships, in the days

Of an unthinkable existence

She had been eost up from the depths
By a high wace of destiny,

Amid innumerable perils,
Avoiding every reef and shoal

The wace had borne her on and on
And brought her close.

And now, this flight of hers. Perhaps
It had been foreed upon her.

This parting will consume them both
And gricf gnaw clean their bones.

His eyes take in the whole scene.
At the moment of her going

She had upset the contents of
Evcery compartment in her dresser.

He paces aimlessly and till dark comes
Keeps putting back inside a drawer
The scattered scraps of cloth,

The crumpled sample pattems,

And having run into his hand

Ancedle left in some unfinished scwing
He suddenly sces all of her.

And falls to s0bbing. Softly



And seemingly near yet unseen until then, !
Tts Iight more timorous than that of atallow-dip
Set in the window of some watchman s hut,

A star ghmmered ocer the road 10 Bethlchem,

Not it looked ke a hayrick blazing

Of to one side from heaven and God;

Like the reflection of an atsonous fire,

Like g farmstead in flames or a threshing floor burning.

It reared in the sky bke @ frery 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 glowng 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, each one smaller and smaller,
Were damtily, cautiously descending a hill,

And all of the things that were to come sfter
Sprang up 1n the distance as a strange prevision:
All the thoughts of the ages, all the dreams, all the worlds,

All the future of galleries and of museums,
All the pranks of goblins, afl the works of the workers of miracles,
All the yule trees on earth, ol the dreams of small children,
Al the 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, ol the Bloun-glass gold globes.
Part of the pond was screencd by alders

But, beyond rook nests among the treetops,

Part cotld be seen clearly from the brink of the chff.
The shepherds could marl. well the camely and asses



Nor can your submissice 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 twwere huddling

Within the cave.

Warmth hoveted in g mist over the manger

Up on a cliff shepherds shook from their sheepihing
The straws from their pallets

And stray greins of millet

And sleepily stared tnto the midnight dirtance.

Fer off were fields cotered over with o,

And a praveyard, and gracestones end fences,

A cart with i3 shafty deep in a snowdrift

And, over the groveyard, a starstudded iy,
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He slept, oll refulgent, in the manger of oakwood,
Like @ moonbeam withm a deep-hollowed tree.
Inlieu of sheepskins His body was warmed

By the lips of an ass and the nostrils of an ox.

The Magi stood 1 shadow (the byre seemed in twdight);
They spoke 1n whispers, groping for words

Suddenly one, 1n deeper shadow, touched another

To move hum aside from the manger, a bttle to the left.
The other turned: ltke a guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natioity tras 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.

FPlowing 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
Groteled at them as if ot 6 candle-end’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 tavering, looking back in terror,

And, in dire forcboding, cringed close 1o a young shephend.

Through the seme countryside, over the same highway
Some angels walked among the throng of mortals.
Their incorporcality made them invisible

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 cace’s mouth.
“Who are you?” Mary asked them,

“We are from a shepherd tribe, and entoys of heaven.
We hate come to sng 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 S cep warm

Those come on foot Iuckered with thase who eame mounted.
Near the hollowed-out lag that srreed et a wcter trough
The camels belloced, the grey eves Ricked out,

Day wat breeking Dawn swept the last of the tiary
Off keaten's cault as if they tere aih motes,
And Mery, out of oll the countless rultitude, ellowed
Only the Mazito enter the dleft in the crag
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He slept,all refulgent, in the manger of oakeeood,
Like 8 moonbeam within 8 deep-hollowed tree:
Inleu of sheepskins His body was warmed

By the lips of an 45 and the nostrils of an ox.

The Mag stood in shadow {the byre seemed in twalight);
They spoke in whispers, groping for words

Suddenly one, in deeper shadot, touched another

To move him aside from the manger,

alittle to the left.
The other turncd: like @ guest about to enter,

The Star of the Natuity was gazing upon the Maid.

DAWN

You were the be-all in my destiny
Then came the war, the devestation,
And for a long, long time there was
No word from you, not ecen a sign

And ofter many, many years

I find agawn your voree disturbs me

AR night I read your testoment—

And found my consciousness returning.

I'm drawn to people, to be one of @ crowd,

To share their morning animation

I'm ready to smash everything to smuthereens

And make all kncel in schaolboy penance.

And s0 I dash down all the stairs

Asif this were my first sortic

Inta these strects and their deep snow

And pacements that long since died out.
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