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March 21, 1927

Twelve-thirty midnight

HOULD he try to raisc the mosquito-netung® Or
should he strike through it? Ch'en was tom by anguish:
he was sure of himself, yet at the moment he could feel
nothing but bewilderment—his eyes riveted to the mass
of white gauze thar hung from the cedmg over a body

NSRRI SN S S lP SOV PO

as if to stress its solidity and life.

Four or five klaxons screamed at once. Was he dis-
covered?

Oh, what a relief to fight, to fight enemies who defend
themselves, enemies who are awake!

‘The wave of uproar subsided: some traffic jam (there
were still traffic jams out there in the world of men—).
He found himself again facing the great soft smudge of
gauze and the le of light, both motionless in this
night in which time no longer existed.

He repeated to himself thar this man must die—
stupidly, for he knew that he would kill him. Whether
he was caught or not, executed or not, did not matter.
Nothing existed but this foot, this man whom he must
strike without letting him defend himself—~for if he de-
fended himself, he would ery out. .
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Ch'en was becoming aware, with s revulsion verging
on Tuses, that he stood here, not as a fighter, butasa
sacrificial priest, He was scrving the gods of his choice;
but beneath hus sacrifice to the Revolution lay 2 world of
depths beside which this mght of crushing anguish was
bright as day. “To assassinate is not onfy to kill,
abas. ., In hus pockers, his fumbling right hand
clusched a folded razor, tus left a shorr dagger. He thrust
them as deeply as possible, 2s though the night did not
suffice co hide his actions. The razor was surer, but Ch'en
felt that he could never use ix; the dagger disgusted him
fess, He let go the razor, the back of which pressed
sgainst his clenched fingers; the dagger was naked in bis
pocket. As he passed it over to his right hand, his left
hand dropped against the wool of his sweater and re-
mained ghued to it. He raised his night amm slightly, petri-
fied by the d silence that ded him, as
though he expected some unseen thing to topple over
But no—nothing happened: it was still up to him to act.

That foot lived fike a slecping animal. Was it attached
to2body? "Am I going mad?”” He had to sce that body—
sce it, see thar hezd. In order to do that—enter the area
of light, et his squat shadow falf upon the bed.

What was the resistance of flesh® Convulsively, Ch'en
pressed she point of the dagger into his left amm. The
pain (he was no fongier awate that it was his own arm),
the certainty of torrure if the sieeper were te awaken,
released him for an instant: torrure was berter than this
atmosphere of madaess. He drew close. Yes, this was the
man he had seen, two hours before, in broad daylighe.
“The foor, which nearly touched Ch'en's trousers, suds
denly rumed fike 3 key, then tumed back to its position
in the silent night. Perhaps the sleeper fel his presence,
but not enough to wake up. . . . Ch'en shuddered: 2an
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insect was running over his skin! No!~—blood trickling
down his arm. And still that seasick fecling.

One single motion, and the man would be dead. To
kill him was nothing: rouching him was the impossible,
And it was imperative to sub wrh precision.

‘The steeper, Iying on his back in the Evropean-siyle
bed, was wearing only a pair of shorr drawers, but his
ibs were not vinble under the full flesh. Ch'en had to
take the mpples as gauging points. He wried hofding the
dagger with the blade up. But the Ieft breast was the one
away from him: he would have to strike at arm’s length
through the mosquite-netting. He changed the position
of the dagger: biade down. To touch this motionless
body was as difficult as to stab a corpse, perhaps for the
same reason. As if catled forth by this nonon of 2 corpse,
a grating sound suddenly issued from the man's throat.
Ch'en could no longer even draw back, for his legs and
arms had gone completely limp. But the raule hecame
regular: the man was not dying, he was snonng. EHe
again, becamne hving, vulnerable; and at the same time,
Ch'en fele himself ndiculed, The body murned gently
towards the right. Was he gowng to wake up now? With
3 blow thar would have split a plank Clen struck
through the gavze. Sensitive to the very tip of the blade,
he felt the body rebound towards him, flung vp by the
springs of the bed. He stiffened his arm furiously to
hold it down: like severed halves drawn to each other,
the Jegs sprang together towards the chest; then they
jerked our, straight and stiff. Ch'en should have struck
again~but how was he to withdraw the dagger? The
body, still on its side, was unstable, and instead of being
reassured by the convulsion which had just shaken i,
Ch'en had the impression of pinning it down to the bed
with this short blade on which his whole weight rested.
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Through the great gush in the mosquite-nerting, he
could see very clearly; the eyelids open—had he been
able to wake up?~the eyeballs white, Around the daggcr
che blood was beginning to flow, black in that deccptive
highe. Inats balanced weight che body still held life. Ch'en
could nor let go the handle. A current of unbearable
anguish passed between the corpse and himself, through
the dagger, his suffened aom, s aching shoulder, to the
very depth of his chest, to his convulsive heart—the
only moving thing in the room. He was utrerly motion-
fess; the blood that continued to flow from fus left arm
seemed 1o be that of the man on the bed. Although out-
wardly nothing had happened, he was suddenly certain
that this man was dead. Scarcely breathing, he held the
corpse down—as firmly a3 ever—on its side~held it thus
in the dim morionless light, in the solitude of the room.

Nothing bore witness to the struggle—-not even the
teat in the gauze, which scemed to have been divided
into two strips~nothing but the silence and the oves-
powering intoxication into which he was sinking. Cut off
from the world of the living, be clung to his dagger, His
grip became increasingly tighter, but his arm-muscles
relaxed and his entire arm began o wemble. Jt was not
fear—it was a dread 2t onee horrible and solemn, which
he had not experienced since childhood: he was alone
with death, 2lone in a place without men, limply erushed
by borror and by the raste of blood.

He managed 1o open fis hand, The body sagged
gemly, face down, pressing the bandle sideways, A dark
blot began to spread on the sheet, grew like a living
thing, And beside it, growing too, appeared the shadow
of rwo pointed ears,

The door was at a distance, the balcony was nearer;
but it was from the balcony that the shadow loomed.
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Although Chen did not believe in spirits, he was para-
lyzed, unable to turn round. He jumped: mewmg! Half
relieved, he dared to look: it was an alley-cat. Its eyes
riveted on him, it stalked through the window on noise-
less paws. As the shadow advanced, an uncontrollable
rage shook Ch'en—not against the creature iself, but
against its presence. Nothing living must venture into
the wild region where he was thrown: whatever had
seen him hold this dagger prevented him from returning
to the world of men. He opened the razor, took a step
forward: the creature fled by way of the balcony. Ch’en
pursued it, . . . He found himself suddenly facing
Shanghai.

In his anguish the night seemed to whirl like an enor-
mous smoke-cloud shot with sparks; slowly it settled
into immobility, as his breathing grew less violent in the
caoler outside air. Between the tattered clouds, the stars
resumed their endless course, A siren moaned, and then
became lost in the poignant serenity. Below, far down,
the midnight lights, reflected through a yellow mist by
the wer macadam, by the pale streaks of rails, shim-
mered with the life of men who do not kill. Those were
millions of lives, and all now rejected his; but what was
their wretched condemnation beside death, which was
withdrawing from him, which seemed to flow away
from his body in long dranghts, like the other’s blood?
All tha expanse of darkness, now motionless, now quiv-
ering with sparks, was life, like the river, like the in-
visible sea in the distance—the sea. . . .

Breathing at last to the very depth of his lungs, he
seemed to be returning to that life with infinite gratitude
—ready to weep, as much upset as he had been a few
moments before. “I must get away. . . .” He remained,
watching the stir of the cars, of the passers-by. running
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beneath him in the lighted street, 252 blied man who::as

PRI v mae poen Avidle
beyond the river: the relief of the night workers, at th
arsenal. Stupid workers, coming to manufacture the fire-
arms destined to kill those who were fighting for them!?
Would this illuminated city remain possessed like a field
of batdle, its miltions hired for death, like a herd of cartle,
to the war-lords and to Western commerce? His act of
murder was equal to incalculable hours of work in the
arsenals of China. The insurrection which would give
Shanghai aver to the revolutionary troops was imminent.
Yet the insuerectionists did not possess two hundred
guns. Their first act was to be the disarming of the police
for the purpose of arming their own troops, Bur if they
obtained the guns {almost three hundred) which this go-
berween, the dead man, had negotisted to sell to the
government, they doubled their chances of success. In
the last ten minutes, however, Ch'en had not even given
it a thoughe.

And he had not yer taken the paper for which he had
killed this man. He wenr back into the room, as he would
have retumed 10 a prison. The clothes were hanging at
the foot of the bed, under the mosquito-nerting. He
scarched the pockets. A handkerchief, cigarettes . . .
No wallet. The room remained the same: the mosquito-
net, the blank walls, the clear rectangle of light; murder
changes nothing. . . . He slipped his hand under the
;?ﬂlc\v, shutting his eyes. He felt the waller, very small,
like a purse. In shame or horror—for the light weight of
the head through the pillow was even more disturbing—
he opened his eyes: no blood on the holster, and the man
did not Jook at alf dead. Would he have to kill him again
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then? But already his glance, encountering the white
eyes, the blood on the sheets, reassured him. To ransack
the wallet he withdrew towards the light, which came
from a restaurant filled with’ gamblers. He found the
document, kept the wallet, crossed the room almost on
the run, locked the door with a double turn, put the key
in his pocket. At the end of the hotel corridor—he made
an effort to slow his pace—no lift. Should he ring? He
walked down. On the floor below, that of the dance-
hall, the bar and the billiard-room, ten or more persons
were waiting for the lift which was just stopping. He
followed them in. “The dancing-girl in red is damned
good-looking!™ szid the man next to him in English, 2
stightly drunk Burman or Siamese. Ch'en had the
simultaneous impulse to hit him in the face to make him
stop, and to hug him because he was alive, Instead of
answering he mumbled incoherently; the other tapped
him on the shoulder with a knowing air. “He thinks 'm
drunk too, . . .” But the man started to open his mouth
again. “I don’t know any foreign languages,” said Ch'en
in Pekingese. The other kept silent and, intrigued, looked
RN ER y
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His features—more Mongolian than Chinese, sharp cheek-
bones, a very flat nose but with 2 slight ridge, like 2
beak—had not changed, expressed nothing but fatigue;
even to his solid shouldess, his thick good-natured Lips,
on which nothing wnusual seemed to weigh; only his
arm, sticky when he bent it, and hot. .. . The lift
stopped. He went out with the group.

He bought a bottle of mineral water, and called a taxi,
a closed car, in which he bathed his arm and bandaged
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it with 2 handkerchief. The deserted rails snd the pud-
dles from the afternoon showers shone fecbly. They re-
flected the glowing sky. Without knowing why, Ch'en
looked up: how much nearer the sky had been a wl.nlc
back, when he had discovered the stars! He was getting
farther away from it as his anguish subsided, as he re-
tumed to the world of men. . . . At the end of the
street the machine-gun cars, almost as gray as the pud-
dles, the bright streaks of bayonets carried by silent
shadows: the post, the boundary of the French con-
cession; the taxi went no farther. Ch'en showed his false
passport identifying him as an electrician employed on
the concession. The inspector Jocked at the paper casu~
ally (“What I have just done obviously doesn’t show™)
and let him pass. Before him, at a right angle, the Avenue
of the T'wo Republics, the limit of the Chinese city.

Ysolation and silence. From here the rambling waves
carrying all the noises of the greatest city of China
sounded infinitely remote, like sounds issuing from the
bottom of 2 well-all the turmoil of war, and the last
nervous agications of 2 multitude that will not sleep. But
it was far in the distance that men lived; here nothing
remained of the world but night, to which Ch'en in-
stinctively attuned himself as to a sudden friendship:
this nocturnal, anxious world was not opposed to murder.
A world from which men had disappeared, 2 world with-
out end; would daylight ever rerurn upon those crum-
bling tiles, upon all those narrow streers at the end of
which a [antem lighted 2 windowless wall, 2 nest of tele-
graph wires? There was a world of murder, and it held
him with 2 kind of warmth, No life, no presence, no
nearby sound, not even the cry of the petty merchans,
not even the stray dogs.

At last, a squahd shop: Lu Yu Hsiian & Henanelrich,
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Phonographs. Now to return among men. . . . He
waited a few minutes without freeing himself entirely,
knocked finally at 2 shutter. The door opened almost
immediately: a shop full of records arranged with care,
having vaguely the look of a poor library; the room back
of the shop, large, bare, and four comrades in shirt~
sleeves.

The shutting of the door caused the lamp to swing
back and forth: the faces disappeared, reappeared: to the
Iefr, quite round, Lu Yu Hsiian; Hemmelrich, who
looked like 2 boxer gone to seed, with his shaved head,
broken nose, and protruding shoulders, In back, in the
shadow, Katov. To the right, Kyo Gisors; in passing
over his head the lamp accentuated the drooping corners
of his mouth; as it swung away it displaced the shadows
and his half-breed face appeared almost European, The
oscillations of the lamp became shorter and shorter:
Kyo's two faces reappeared by tums, less and less
different from each other.

Gripped to their very stomachs by the need to question
him, all looked at Ch'en with an idiotic intensity, but
said nothing; he looked at the flagstones sprinkled with
sunflower seeds. He could give these men the informa-
tion they wanted, but he could never convey to them
what he felt. The resistance of the body to the knife
obsessed him—so much greater than that of his arm: but
for the unexpected rebound, the weapon would not have
penetrated it dccply “I should never have thought it was
so hard.

“It’s done,” he said.

In the room, before the body, once the spell of un-
consciousness was over, he had not doubted: he had felz
death,
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He handed over the order for the delivery of the fire~
acms, Its texe was lengthy, Kya was reading it:

“Yes, but . . .7

They were all warting. Kyo was ncither impatient nor
irritated; he had nor moved, hus face was scarcely con-
tracted. Bue all felt that be was dumblounded by what
he had just discovered. He spoke at last:

“The arms are not pasd for. Fayment on delivery.”

Ch'en felt anger fall upon him, as if he had allowed
himself stupidly o be robbed. He had assured himself
that the paper was the one he wanted, but had not had
time to read it. For thar matter, he could have done
nothing about it. He drew the wallet from his pocket,
gave it to Kyo: photos, seceipts; no other items.

“We can manage it with men of the combat-sections,
T guess,” said Kyo.

“Provided we can climb aboard,” answered Katov,
“it'll be alt right.”

Silence. Their presence tore Ch'en from his terrible
solirude, gently, hke 3 plant that one polls from the
earth to which jts finest roots still hold it fast. And at
the same time that be was getting nearer to them, little
by tietle, it seemed as if he were discovering them—like
his sister the first time he had come back from s brothel.
There was the tension of gambling-halls at the end of
the night.

“Did everything go all right?” asked Katov, at hst
putting down the record that he had been holding alf this
time aad advanciag into the light.

Wisheut answering, Ch'en looked at the kindly face
which suggested a Russian Prerrot~lietle mischievous eyes
and an upturned nose which even this light could not
sake dramatic; yer he knew what death was, He got
up; he went to Jook at the cricker asleep in its tiny cage;
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Ch'en might have s reasons for keeping quies, The
Iavter warched the motion of the light, which enabled
him to keep from thinking: the tremulous cry of the
enickes awakened by Katov's spproach mingled with rhe
tast vibrations of the shadow on the faces, Always thar
obsession of the hardness of Hesh, tha desire to press his
arm violently against the pearess object. Words could
do nothing but dsturb the familiarity with death which
had cstablished ftself in his being.

“Ar what time did you leave the horel?” asked Kyo.

“Tweaty minutes aga.”

Kyo looked au his watch: ren minates past one,

“Good, Ler’s ger through here, and ger out”

“% want 10 see your father, Kyo."

“You knaw that IT will undoubtedly be romorrow.”

“So much the bewer”

They all kaew what 1T was: the arrivat of the revo-
lutionary troaps at the lass ralroad stavons, which was
20 detesmnine the msurrection.

“So much the beteer,” repeated Ch'en, Like ait intense
sensations, those of murder and of danger, as they with-
drew, left him empty; he longed to zecover them.

“Just the same, 1 want to see him.”

“Go there tonight; he never steeps before dawn.®

“1 shall go there sbout four.”

Instincrively, when he felt 2 need to communicate his
innermost eelings, Ch'en tumed to 018 Gisors. He knew
that bis attirude was painful o Kyo--all the more painful
in that no vaniey was ivolved~but he could nox help it
Kyo was one of the organizess of the insurrection, the
Cenrral Commintee bad confidence in him; so did Chlen;
but Kyo would nevee kill, excepr in battle. Katov was
nearer 1 him—Katov who had been condenned 1o five
years of hard lebor in 1905 when, as 2 medical student,
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he had tried to blow up the gate of the Odessa prison.
Andyer.... y

The Russian was eating litle sugar candies, one by
one, without taking his eyes off Ciren who suddenly
understood the meaning of glutrony. Now that he had
killed, he had the right to crave anything he wished.
The right, Bven if it were childish, He held our his
square hand. Katov thought he wanted to leave and
shook ir. Ci'en got up- It was perhaps just a5 well: he
had nothing more to do here; Kyo was informed, it was
up to him 10 act. As for himself, he knew what he wanted
to do now. He reached the door, returmed, however.

“Pass me some candy.”

Katov gave him the bag. He wanted to divide the con-
tents: no paper. He filled his cupped hand, took a mouth-
ful, and went our.

“Can’c’ve been so easy,” said Katov.

He had been 2 refugee in Switzerland from 1505 to
1912, the date of his clandestine return to Russia, and
he spoke French without the slightest Russian accent,
but he slurred some of his vowels, as though he wanted
to comp for the ity of articulating carefully
when he spoke Chinese. As he now stood almost directly
under the lamp, very lictle light fell on his face. Kyo
preferred it so: the expression of ironic ing
which the small eyes and especially the upturned nose
(a sly spatrow, said Hemmelrich) gave to Katov's face,
was all the more pronounced as it jarred with his essen-
tial character.

“Let’s get through,” said Kyo. “You have the records,

i

Lu Yu Hstjan, all smiles and as if ready for a thousand

litle curiseys, placed the two records examined by
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Katov on two phonographs. The two had to be put into
motion at the same time.,

“One, two, three,” Kyo counted.

The hissing sound of the first record covered the
second; sudden] d heard: d—then con-
tinued. Another word: thirty. More hissing. Then: men.
Hissing.

“Perfect,” said Kyo. He stopped the movement, and
started the first record again, alone: hissing, silence,
hissing. Stop. Good. Labeled “wom-out records.”

On the second: “Third lesson. Run, walk, go, come,
send, receive, one, two, three, four, five, six, sevem,
eight, nine, ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, sirty, bun-
dred. [ bave seen ten men run. Twenty women are bere.
Thirty—"

These false records for the teaching of languages were
excellent; the label, perfectly imitated. Nevertheless Kyo
was puzzl

“Didn’t my voice record well?”

“Very wcll perfccdy

Lu in 2 smile, H Irich seemed indif-
ferent, On the floor above, a child cried out in pain.

Kyo was nonplused:

“Then why was the recording changed?”

“It wasn’t changed,” said Lu. “It’s your own. One
rarely recognizes one’s own voice, you see, when one
hears it for the first time.”

“The phonograph distorts it?”

“It’s not that, for no one has trouble recognizing the
voices of others. But one domnt have the habit, you
FRESRY E NSNS Sevp—"? §

“Ifs the Same in our language. . . .



“Good. Are they still coming to ferch the secords
tonight?”

“The boats will leave tomorrow ar daybreak for
Hankow, . . .

The hissing records were shipped by one boar, the
records with the text by another, The lstter were French
or English, according to whether the mission of the
region was Catholic or Protestant. The revolutionaries
sometimes used real language-tesching records, some-
times records recorded by themselves.

“At daybreak,” thought Kyo. “How many things be-
fore daybreak. . . . He rose:

“YVe need volunreers, for the firearms. And a few
Europeans, if possible.”

Hemmelrich stepped vp to him. The child, up there,
cried out anew.

“The kid is answering you,” said Hemmelrich, “Is that
enough? What in hell would you do with the kid who's
going to croak and the womsn who is moaning up there
—not too loud, 5o 23 not to disturb us? "

The almost hateful voice was indeed that of the face
with the broken nose, the deep-set eyes which the verti-
«<al light replaced by two black stains.

“Each one has his job,” answered Kyo. “The records
also are necessary. . . . Katov and I 'will do. Lec's go
and gee some fellows (we'll find out on the way whether
we attack tomorrow or not) and I .,

“They may discover the corpse at the hotel, you see,”
said Katov.

“Not before dawa. Ch'en locked the door. They don’t
make the rounds.”

“P’rhaps he had made an engagement.”

“At this hour? Not very likely. Whatever happens,
the essential thing is to have the ship change its snchor-
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age: so if they try to reach it, they will lose at least three
hours before finding it. It’s at the end of the port.”

“Where do you want to have it moved?”

“Into the port itself. Not to 2 dock of course. There
are hundreds of steamers, Three hovrs lost at least. At
Teast.”

“The capt'n will be suspicious. . . .”

Karov's face almose never expressed his feelings: the
ironic gayety remained. At this moment, only the tone
of his voice betrayed his anxiety—all the more markedly.

“I know a specialist in the business of firearms,” said
Kyo. “With him the captain will feel confident. We
don’t have much money, but we can pay a commission.
« « « I'think we’re agreed: we'll use the paper to get on
board, and we'll manage after that.”

Katov shrugged his shoulders as if to signify that
this was obvious. He slipped on his blouse, which he
never buttoned at the neck, handed Kyo the sport-
jacket hanging on a chair; both shook Hemmelrich’s
hand warmly. Pity would only have humilisted him
more. They went out.

They left the avenue immediately, entered the Chinese
city.

Low clouds heavily massed, torn in places, left the
last stars visible now only in the depth of their rifts. The
movement of the clouds animated the darkness, now
lighter and now mare intense, as if immense shadows had
come, fitfully, to intensify the night. Katov and Kyo
were wearing sport shoes with crépe soles, and could
hear their own steps only when they slipped in the mud;
in the direction of the i e y—a light
outlined the roofs. Slowly filling with the long wail of
a siten, the wind which brought the subdued rumble of
the city in state of siege and the whistles of launches
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rerurning to the warships, passed over the dismal clectric
bulbs at the ends of blind alleys and lanes; around them
crumbling walls emerged from empty darkness, revealed
with all their blemshes by that unflinching light from
which a sordid eterniry scemed to emanate. Hidden by
those walls, falf a million men: those of the spinning-
mills, those who had worked sixteen hours a day since
childhood, the people of ulcers, of scoliosis, of famine.
"The globes which protected the electric bulbs became
misty, and in a few minutes the great rain of China,
furious, headlong, took possession of the city.

“A good district,” thought Kyo, Since he had srarted
to prepare the insurrection, over a month ago, working
from commitree to committee, he had ceased to see the
streets: he no longer walked in the mud, but on a map.
The scratching of millions of small daily fives disap-
peared, crushed by another bfe. The concessions, the rich
quarters, with their rain-washed gratings at the ends of
the streets, existed now only as menaces, barriers, long
prison walls without windows; these atrocious quarters,
on the contrary—the ones in which the shock troops were
the most numerous, were alive with the quivering of 2
multicude lying in wait. At the wm of 2 lane his eyes
were suddenly flooded by the lights of a wide street;
veiled by the beating rain it preserved nevertheless in his
mind a horizontal perspective, for it would be necessary
to attack it against rifles, machine guns that fire hori-
zontally, After the failure of the February uprisings, the
Central Commirtee of the Chinese Communist Party had
intrusted Kyo with the coérdination of the insurrectional
forces. In each of these silent streets in which the outline
of the houses disappeared under the d that car-
ried a smell of smoke, the number of the militants had
been doubled. Kyo had asked that it be increased from
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2,000 t0 §,000, and the military direction had succeeded
within the month, But they did not possess two hundred
rifles. (And there were ‘three hundred rifles on the
Shantung that slept with one eye out there on the choppy
siver.) Kyo had organized one hundred and ninety-two
combat groups of about twenty-five men each, all pro-
vided with leaders; these leaders alone were armed. . . .

They passed in front of a public garage full of old
trucks transformed into buses. All the garages were
“matked.” “The military direction had constituted a staff,
the assembly of the party had elected a central commic-
tee; from the moment the insurrection broke out, it
would be necessary to keep them in contact with the
shock groups. Kyo had created a first liaison detachment
of a hundred and rwenty ¢yclists; ar the firing of the
first shots, eight groups were to occupy the garages, take
Possession of the autos. The leaders of these groups had
already visired the garages and would have no trouble
finding them. Each of the other leadess, for the last ten
days, had been studying the quarter where he was to
fight. How many visitors, this very day, had entered the
principal buildings, asked to see 2 friend who was un-
known there, chatted, offered tea before leaving? How
many workers, in spite of the beating downpour, were
Tepairing roofs? All positions of any value for the street-
fighting had been itered; the best firing-positi
marked in red on the plans, in the headquarters of the
shock groups. What Kyo knew of the underground life
of the insurrection helped him to guess what he did not
know; something which was infinitely beyond him was
coming from the great slashed wings of Chapei and
Pootung, covered with factories and wretchedness, to
make the enormous ganglia of the center burst; an in-
visible harde animated the night.
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“Temorrow?” said Kyo.

Katov hesitared, stopped the swinging of his large
hands. Ne, the question was not addressed to him. To
no one,

They walked in silence. The shower, Hede by Tietle,
died down to a drizzle; the tawtoo of the ram upon the
roofs duninished, and the black street became filled wich
the bubbling of the streams in the gurrers.

Their {acial muscles selaxed; then discovering the
street as it d 1o the eyes—long, black, indiff

PP
—it struck Kyo as beng an image of his past, so great was
the absession which urged hum farwaed.

“Where do you think Ch'en went®™ he asked. “He
said he wouldn't go to see my father before fous. To
steep?”

An incredulons admintion Jurked in his question.

“Dost't know. . . . Ta 2 whorchouse, perhaps. . . .
He dossn’s ger dronk.”

They seached a shop: Shia, Lamsp Dealer. As every-
where, the shutters were fastened. The door was apened.
A hideous litrle Chinaman szoad before them, his figure
curting acsoss the dir Bighe from within: with the hale
sucrounding his head his slighrest movement cavsed an
effect of oty fight to slip down over his thick nose stud-
ded with punples. The globes of hundreds of storm-
lanterns hanging in rows extending to the invisible back
end of the shop, reflected the flames of two lighred famps
standing on the counter.

Wl said Kyo. .

Shia looked at tum, rubbing his hands unctuously. He
rned round without speaking, made 2 few steps, rum-
maged in some hiding-place. The grating of his finger-
nail on a piece of tin ser Katov's teeth an edge; but al-
ready he was returning, his braces sliding off his shoul-

28



ders, . . . He read the paper he was bringing, his head
lighted from below, almost glued to one of the lamgps.
It was a report of the military organization which was
working with the railroad-workers. The reenf

which were defending Shanghai against the revolution-
aries were coming from Nanking: the railroad-workers
had declared a stnke; the White Guards and the soldiers
of the governmental army were forcing those whom they
could seize to run the military trains under penalty of
death,

“One of the workers arrested caused the train he was
runaing to be derailed,” read the Chinaman. “Dead.
Three other military trains were derailed yesterday, the
rails having been torn up.”

“Have the sabotaging generalized and note on the same
reports the manner in which repairs may be made with
the Jeast delay,” said Kyo,

“For cvcry act of saborage the White Guards
shoot. . . 7

“The Committee knows it. We'll shoot too. Something
else: no trams with firearms?™

“No”

“Any news about when our troops will be in Ch'éng
Cl'ou?”

“1 have no midnight news yer. The delegare of zhe
Syndicate thinks it will be ronight or tomorrow. . .

The insurrection would therefore begin the next day
or the day following, They would have to await the
instructions of the Central Committee. Kyo was thirsty.
They went out.

They were now near the spot where they were to
separate, Another ship’s siren called three times, in jerks,
then once again in a fong-drawn moan. Its cry seemed to

The last station befote Shanghai.
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expand in the rain-saturated might; it died our at last,
Iike 2 rocker. “Could they be getting anxious abo?rd
the Shantung?” Absurd, The captain was not expecting
his customers befare eight o’clock. They resumed thsxr
walk, therr thoughts magnetized by the ship with its
cases of guns, anchored out there in the cold and greenish
water. It was no longer raining.

“And now 1o find my man,” said Kyo. “I'd feel mare
casy, just the same, if the Shanmung would change
anchorage.”

Their ways were no longer the same; they fixed 2
meeting, and separated. Karov was going to ger the men.

Kyo finally reached the grilled gate of the concessions.
Two Annamite sharpshooters and a colonial sergeant
came to examine his papers: he had his French passpott.
To tempt the post, a Chimese mezchant had hung Tietle
cakes on the barbs of the wires. (A good idea for poi-
soning a post, later on,” thought Kyo.) The sergeant
gave him back his passporr. He soon found 2 taxd and
gave the driver the address of the Black Cat.

The car, which the chauffeur drove at fall speed, met
a few patrols of European volunteers. “Fhe troops of
¢ight nations are on guard here,” said the newspapers.
This did not matter much: it did not enter into the
plans of the Kuomintang 1o anack the concessions, De-
serted boulevards, indistinct figures of perty merchants
whase shaps consisted of a pair of scales on their shoul-
ders. . . . The ear stopped at the entrance to 2 tny
garden lighted by the luminous sign of the Black Cot.
In passing by the cloak-room, Kyo noticed the hour:
two @'clock in the morning. “Fortunately one can wear
what ene plesses here” Under his dark-gray sport-
jacket of rough material he was wearing a pull-over.

The jezz-orchestra had reached the poimt of ex-
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haustion. For five hours it had kept up, not gayety, but
a2 savage intoxication to which each couple anxiously
clung. All at once it stopped, and the crowd broke up:
at the end of the hall the clients, on the sides the pro-
fessional dancers: Chinese girls in their sheaths of bro-
caded silk, Russian girls and half-breeds; a ticker per
danc:, or p:r conversation. An old man with the look

L

a screen. Merchants on the verge of ruin, dancers and
prostitutes, those who knew themselves menaced—almost
all of them—kept their eyes on that phantom, as if he
alone could hold them back on the brink of destruction.
They would go to bed, exhausted, at dawn—when the
rounds of the executioner would begin again in the Chi-
nese city, At this hour there were only the severed heads
in the cages, still black, their hair dripping with rain.

“Like monkeys, my dear girl! They'll be dressed up
like monkeys!"”

The buffoonish voice, that might have belonged to
Punchinello, seemed to come from a colemn. With its
nasal rwang. sct cﬂ' by 2 note of bmcmcss, it evoked (hc

present.

He circled the column, and discovered him in the
crowd at the end of the hall, where there were several
rows of tables not occupied by the dancing-girls. Above
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a pell-mell of backs and bosoms in a mass of silky gar-
ments, a Punchinello, thin ond humpless, but who re-
sembled his voice, was making a buffoonish speech 1o 2
Raussun girl and 2 half-breed Filipino girl seated ar his
table, Standing, his elbows glued to his sides and his
hands gesnculting, he spoke with all the muscles of his
razor-edged face, hampered by the square of black sitk
which covered his nght eye, injured no doubt. No mat-
ter what he wore~this evening he had on a dinner-jacket
—Baron de Clappique gave the impression of being in dis-
guise. Kyo had decided not 1o accost him here, to wait
until he wenz out,

“Absolutely, my dear girl, absolutely! Chiang Kai~
shek will come in here with his revolutionaries and shour
—~in classic style, T tell you, clas-sic! as when he rakes
cities: ‘Dress these merchants up like monkeys, these
soldiers ke Jeopards (as when they sit down on freshly
painted benches)! Like the last prince of the Lisng
dynasty, absolutely, my dear, let's climab on board the
imperial junks, ler’s contemplate our subjects dressed,
for our distraction, each in the color of his profession,
bluc,‘rcd, green, with pigtails and op-knors; not 2 word,
From

. "
"And you, what will you do in all tha”

His voice became plaintive, sobbing.

“What, my dear girl, you can’t guess? 1 shall be the
court astrolager, ¥ shall die trying to plack the moon
out of a pond, ore night when I am drunk—tonighe?”

Scientific:

*. . . like the poet Tu Fu, whose works certainly en-
chant your idle days—not a word, 'm sure of it! More-
over . .
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A ship’s siren filled the hall. Immedutely a deafening
clsh of cymbals swallowed it up, and the dance began
again. The Baron had sat down, Making his way among
the tables and couples, Kyo reached an unoccupied table
3 Iinle behind his. The music had drowned all other
noiscs; but now that he had got nearer ta Clappique, he
l‘?ﬂ_rgl his voice once more, The Baron was pawing the
Flbpx'no gird, but he continued to talk to the slim-faced
Russian girl, all eyes:

“ .\ the trouble, my dear gil, is that there is no
mote caprice in the world. From dme to nme”~pomting
with bis forefinger—“a European minister sends his wife
a Hittde parcel by post, she opens it~not 2 word . . "

His forefinger to his lips:

.. it’s the head of her lover. They still calk abouc
it three years Jater!”

Tearful:

“Lamentable, my dear girl, 1lamentable! Look 3t me.
You see my face? That's what twenty years of heredi-
tary whimsicality lead to. It resembles syphilis.~Not 2
word!”

Foll of authority:

“Waiter! champagne for these two ladies. And for
me., .

Once more confidential:

“ . . a Uitde Mardni”

Severe:

“Vevery dry.”

(Assuming the worst, with the police, T have an hour
before me, thought Kyo. Just the same, haw long is this
going 10 last?)

‘The Filipino gitl Jaughed, or pretended to. The Rus-
sian gitl, wide-eyed, was trying to understand, Clappique

Funed to grsticulate, bis fore jmated, figid
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with authonty, calling for attention to his confidences.
But Kyo scarcely listened to him; the heat was making
him sleepy and, with it, sn anxiety which had been
prowling in the back of his mind tonight as he watked
was now slowly rising in the form of a confused weati-
ness: that record, bis voice which he had not recognized
a while ago, at Hemmelrich's. He thought of it with the
same complex uneasiness that he had felt when, as 2
child, he was shown his tonsils which the surgeon had
just removed. But it was impossible for jum ta pursue
his own thoughts,

“, . . in short,” barked the Baron, winking his free
eyclid and rurning toward the Russian gir}, “he had 2
castle in Northern Hungary.”

“You're Hungarian?”

“Net at all. I'm French. (For that mateer, my dear
gir, 1 don’t give a good God damn!) But my mother was
Hungarian.

8o, as T was saying, my grandfather lived in a castle
aver there, with vast hall: T d
below; pine-trees all around; many p-pine-trees, A wid-
ower. He lived alone with a gi-gan-tic bugle hanging
over the fireplace. A cireus passes through. With a female
equestrian petformer. Pretty . . ”

Magisterially:

I say: pretey.”

\Vm{in}; ag?\’in;

“He carries her away-not difficult. Takes her into
one of the great rooms. ", . .*

Commanding attention, his hand raised:

“Not a ward! . . . She lives there. Stays on. Gets
bored. You would, too, fittle girl"~he caressed the
Filipino girl-“but patieace. . . . He didn’t have such a
good time, either, for that matter: he spent half the afrer-
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noon having his finger-nails and toe-nails polished by his
barber (he still had a barber attached ro the castle),
while his secretary, the son of a filthy serf, read to him—
reread—aloud, the history of the family. Charming accu-
pation, my dear gitl, 2 pcrfect hfe! Besides, he was psy-
ally drunk— She . . .

“She fell in love with the secretary?” asked the Rus.
sian girl,

“Magnificent, lmle girl, ma-gni-fi-cent! My dear
friend, you are mag R-r ka-ble perspi
ity1”

He kissed her hand.

“But she slept with the pedicure, not being endowel
with your esteem for things of the spirit. Noriced then
that grandfather beat her. Not 2 word, useless: they're
off.

“Absolutely furious, he paces his vast halls (still wieh
the ancestors below), declares himself ridiculed by the
two jokers who were splitting their sides over the affajr,
in an inn 4 /2 Gogol 1n the county seat, with 2 brokay
water-jug and carriages in the courtyard. He pulls down
the gi-gan-tic bugle, can’t manage to blow into it and
sends his overseer forth ro call his peasants to arms, (J4,-
still had rights, in those days.) He arms them: five foy).
ing-pieces, two pistols. But, my dear girl, there were P
many of them!

“Then, they strip the c;_zstle: and now‘,‘ our Ip«;,,.:,:,

towm'ds the County seat: vengeance pursuing 4z,
They are d. Comes the g: m Lkeeper, 57t s
armed police. Ma-gni-fi-cent scene!

“And then?”




“Nothing. They took away their arms. Grandfather
Ot Into town Just 1he same, bt the gullty parties had
left the Gogolinn post-haste in one of the dusty cac-
riages. He substituted a peasane girl for the female eques-
trian, got another pedicure, and got drunk with the sec-
rerary. From time to time he would wosk on one of his
irtle vestaments. . .

“To whom did he leave the money?”

“A warter of no moment, my dear girk, But, when he
died,” his eyt popping wide open:

“. .. they found out everything, everything he'd
been hatching all that time, while he was having his feet
scratched and chronicles read to him, gloriously drunk!
“They abeyed him: he was buried under the chapel, in
an immense vault, uptight on his horse that had Been
Filled, Bke Arda. . o

The din of the jazz ceased. Clappique concinued,
much less of a Punchinello, as if tus clownishness had
‘been softened by the silence:

“When Attifa died, he was propped up on his reasing
horse, above the Danube; the setung sen made such a
shadow across the plain that the horsemen beat it like
dust, terrified. .,

He sat musing, seized by his dreams, the alcohol and
the sadden calm. Kyo knew what proposals he was to
make, Bur he was ooly sightly acquainted wish hir,
though his father knew him well; and Clappique was
even Jess familiar in his present réle. Kyo was listening,
1o him impatiently, but not without curiosity (as soon
as there was a free table in front of the Baron he wonld
move over to it and signal him to go our: he didn't want
1o accost him, not to all him ostensibly), Tt was the
Russian girl whe was talling now, in a slow, rasping
voice—dronk with insomnia pethaps:
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“My great-grandfather also had fine lands. . . . We
left because of the Communists, you see. So that we
wouldn't have to live cooped up with everybody else,
30 that we would be respected; here there are two of us
to a table, four to a room! Four to a room. . . . And
we have to pay rent! . . . Respected. . . . If only al-
cohol didn’t make me sick! . . .”

Clappique looked at her glass: she had scarcely drunk.
The Filipino girl, on the other hand. . . . Perfectly
placid—she was basking like a cat in the heat of semi-
intoxication. Useless to keep track. He turned to the
Russian girl:

*“You have no money?”

She shrugged her shoulders. He called the waiter, paid
with a2 hundred dollar bill. When the change was
brought, he took ten dollars, gave the rest to the woman.
She looked at it with 2 weary precision.

“Good.”

She was getting up.

“No,” he szid.

He had the compassionate look of a friendly dog.

“No. Tonight it would bore you.”

He was holding out his hand. She looked a¢ him again:

“Thanks.”

She hesitated:

“Just the same . . . If it would give you any pleas-
ure . ..

“It will give me more pleasure some day when I have
no money. . . .

Punchinello reappeared:

“That'll be before long- .

He drew both her hands mgether, kissed them several
t“ﬂcs
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Kyo, who fad already paid, joined him in the empty
entrance-hall:

“Ler's go out together, shall we?”

Clappique laoked at him, recognized him:

“You here? "T’s unblievable! Why . . "

This bleating was broken off by the raising of his fore-
fingen:

“You're going to the devil, young man!”

“That's all right.”

They were already on their way out, Although che
xain had ceased, water was as much in evidence as air.
They took a few steps on the garden sand.

“There is 2 steamer in port,” said Kyo, “with 2 load
«of firearms. . .

Clappique had stopped. Kyo, having taken an addi-
tional step, had to turn round: the Baron's face was
scarcely visible; the large illuminated car, the sign-board
of the Black Car, surrounded him like a halo:

“The Shantung,” he said,

The dark and his position—against the light—al-
lowed him to express nothing; and he added nothing,

“There's a propositian,” Kyo went on, “ar shirty dot~
lars per gun, from the government. There's no answer
yet. I have 2 buyer at thirey-five dollars, plus a three-
dollar commission. Immediate delivery, in the porr.
Wherever the captain wishes, but in the port. He can
weigh anchor immediately, We'll take delivery tonight,
with the money. His representative has agreed: here’s
the contract.”

He handed him the paper, lighted his cigarette-lighter,
protecting it with his hand.

“He wants to get shead of the other buyer,” thought
Clappique while inspecting the contract . , . um-
mounted pieces . . . “and make five dollars per fire-
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arm, That's obvious. Well, what do I care: there is three
dollars in it for me.”

“All right,” he said aloud. “You will leave me the
contract, of course?”

“Yes, You know the captain?”

“Well—there are people I know better, but I know
him, all right.”

“He might be suspicious (especially down-stream,
there). The government can have the firearms seized, in-
stead of paying, no?”

“Indeed not!”

Punchinello again. But Kyo waited for what would
follow: what did the captain have at his disposal, to pre-
vent his men (and not those of the government) from
seizing the arms? Clappique contnued in 2 more muffled
voice:
hu:Those goods are sent by a regular contracror. I know

Ironically:

“He’s 2 traitor. . .

An odd voice in the dark, when there was no facial
expression to back it up. It rose, as if he were ordeting
a cockrail:

“A regular traitor, ver-ry dry! For all this passes
through the hands of a legation which . . . Not a word!
T'll take care of this. But to begn with, it’s going to cost
me a pretty taxi bill: the ship is 2 long way off. .
T've got lefr . . .*

He fumblcﬂ in his pocker, pulled out 2 single bill,
turned round so that the light from the sign-board would
fall upon it.

“, . . Ten dollars, my dear! That won't do. I'll no
dcubt be buying some of your uncle Kama's paintings
for Ferral before long, but in the meantime . .

”
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“Firfry—will thar do?”

“That's more than eaough.”

Kyo gave it to him.

“Yowlh let me know at my house as soon as it’s done.”

“Agreed.”

“In an hour?”

“Later than that, [ think. But as soon as [ can.”

And in the same tone as the Russian girl had said: “If
only alcohol didn’t make me sick . . . almost in the
same voice, as if all the creatures of this place had found
themselves in the depth of an identical despair:

“All this is no joke. . . "

He went off, head bowed, back scooped, hatless, his
hands in the pockets of his dinner-jacker.

Kyo called a taxi and hiad himself driven to the bound-
ary of the concessions, to the first side-street of the Chi-
nese city, where he had arranged to meet Katov.

Ten minutes after having left Kyo, Katov had passed
through several corridors, had got through gates, and
had come to a white, bare room, well lighted by storm-
lanterns. No window. Under the arm of the Chinaman
who opened the door to him, five heads leaning over the
table. Their eyes on him, on the tall figure known to all
the shock groups: legs apart, axms dangling, his blouse
unbutroned at the neck, nose uptumed, hair tousled,
They were handling different models of grenades. Tt was
a cl’on—one of the Communist comba organizations that
Kyo and he had created in Shanghai,

“How many men enrolled?” he asked in Chinese.

“Hundred and thirty-eight,” answered the youngest
Chinaman, an adolescent with a small head, 2 very prom-
inent Adam’s apple, and drooping shoulders, dressed as a
worker.
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“I absolutely need twelve men for tonight.”

“Absolutely” found its way into all the languages that
Katov spoke.

“When?”

"NDW."

“Here?”

“No: in front of the Yen T ang gang-plank.”

The Chinaman gave instructions: one of the men left.

“They’ll be there within two hours,” said the chief.

Judging by his hollow cheeks, his tall thin body, he
seemed very weak; but the resoluteness of tone, the
tensencess of the muscles of his face testified to a will-
power wholly sustained by nerves.

“How is the teaching progressing?” asked Katov.

“With the grenades we're doing very well. All the
comrades know our models now. With the revolvers—
the Nagans and the Mausers, at least—we’ll be all right
too. I've made them work with empty canridges. I've
been offered the use of a cellar that’s quite safe.”

In each of the forty rooms in which the insurrection
was being prepared the same problem presented itself.

“No powder, It'll come perhaps; for the moment let’s
not talk about it. And the rifles?”

“We're doing well with those too. It's the machine-
guns that are worrying me, if we don’t get a chance to
try them out with the blanks.”

His Adam’s apple rose and fell under his skin each
time he answered. He went on:

“And then is there no way to get more weapons?
Seven rifles, thirteen revolvers, forty-two charged gre-
nades! One man out of every two has no firearms.”

“We're going to get them from those who have them.
Perhaps we'll soon have some revolvers. If it's for to-
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morrow, haw many men will not be able to use their
firearms, in your section?”

The man reflected. Thought made him look absent-
minded. An intellecrual, thought Katov.

“When we've taken the rifles of the police?”

“Absolutely.”

“More than half.”

“And the grenades?”

“They all know how to use them; and very well,
1 have thirty men here who ate relatives of those who
were tortured to death in February. . . . if only . . 7

He hesitated, ended his phrase in an embarrassed ges-
ture. A deformed hand, but slender.

“lfonly ...?"

“Those bastards don’t use the tanks against us.”

“The six men looked at Katov.

“That doesn’t matter,” he answered. “You take your
grenades, six of them tied rogether, and you throw them
under che tank: at the count of four it'll blow up. If
necessary you can dig ditches, at least some going in
one directiont. You have tools?”

“Very few. But 1 know where to get some™

“Get hold of some bicycles, too: as soon as it begins
each section ought to have its contact agent, in addition
to the central one.”

“You're sure the tanks will blow up?”

“Absolutely? But don’t worry about it:; the tanks
wor't leave the front. If they leave it, T}l come with 2
special squad. That’s my job.”

“What if we're taken by surprise?”

“We'll sec them coming: we have look-outs close by.
Take a set of grenades yourself, and give one to each of
three or four fellows you are sure of. . , .”

Al the men of the section knew thar Katov, con-
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demned after the Odessa affair to detention in one of
the less severe prisons, had voluntarily asked to accom-
pany the wretches sent to the lead-mines, in order to
instruct them, They had confidence in him, but they
were still uneasy. They were afraid neither of riffes nor
of machine-guns, but they were afraid of the tanks:
they fele powerless against them. Even in this room to
which only volunteers had come, almost ail of them rela-
tives of men who had died by torture, the tank inspired
blind terror, like 2 supernarural monster,

“If the tanks come, don't worry, we'll be there,”
Katov went on.

How could he leave with such feebly reassuring
words? In the afternoon he had inspected some fifteen
sections, but he had not encountered fear. These men
were not less brave than the others, merely more precise.
He knew he would not be able to dispel their fear, that
save for the specialists under his own command the rev-
clutionary formations would run before the tanks, It
was probable that the tanks would be unable to leave
the front; bue if they reached the city, it would be im-
possible to stop them all with ditches, in these quarters
where there was such a criss-cross of small streets.

“The tanks will absolutely not leave the front,” he
said.

“How are we o atmch the grenades?” asked the
youngest Chinaman.

Katov showed him. The atmosphere became a lictle
less heavy, as if this manipulation were a token of furure
action. Katov, very uneasy, took the opportunity to
leave, Half the men would not know how to use their
arms. At least he could count on those whem he had
organized into combat groups charged with disarming
the police. Tomorrow. But the day after tomorrow?
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The army was advancing, was geteing nearer every hour.
Peshaps the fast station was already taken. When Kyo
senzrned they would no doubt be able 1o find out in one
of the information-centers. The lamp-dealer had received
no news since ten o'clock,

He waited some ume in the narrow street, Without
ceasing to waik; at last Kyo arrived. Each told the other
what he had done. They continued their walk in the
mud, on their crépe soles: Kyo smalt and supple as a
Japanese cat, Katov swinging his shoulders, thinking of
the troops wha were advancing, guns gleaming in the
rain, taward Shanghai glowing red in the heart of the
night. . , . Kyo, too, wanted to know if this advance
had not been stopped.

“The street where they were walking was the first one
in the Chinese city. Because of the proximity of the Eu-
ropean quarcer it was lined vath pet-shaps. They were
all closed: not a cresture gutside, and not a cry disturb-
ing the silence, between the siren-calls and the last drops
thar fell from the horned roofs into the puddles. The
animals were asleep. After knocking, they entered one
of the shops: that of 2 dealer in live fishes. The only
ligh, a candle fixed in 3 holder, was feebly reflected in
the phosphorescent bowls ahgned like thase of Ali-Baba,
and in which the Blustrions Chinese carps siept, invisible.

“Tomatrow?" asked Kyo.

“Tomorrow; ar one o'clock.”

At the back of the shop, behind a counter, an indis-
tinet husman being was asteep with his head in his elbows.
He had scarcely looked up to seply. This shop was one
aof the eighty posts of the Kuominang through which
news was transmitted.

“Dfficial?”
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“Yes. The army is at Ch'éng Ch'ou. General strike at
noon.”

Although nothing in the shadow had changed, al-
though the dealer drowsing in his cell had made no mo-
tion, the phosphorescent surface of all the bowls began
to stir feebly: soft, black, concentric waves rose in si-
lence. The sound of the voices was awakening the fishes.
A siren, once again, became lost in the distance.

‘They went out, resumed their walk, The Avenue of
the Two Republics again.

A taxi, The car set off at reckless speed. Katov, sit-
ting at the left, leaned over, looked at the driver closely.

“He is nguyen. Too bad. I'd abs’lutely like not to be
killed before tomorrow night. Easy, old chap!”

“So Clapplque is having the ship moved,” said Kyo.
“The comrades in the government outﬁmng-shop can
supply us with cops’ uniforms. . . .

“No need. I have more than fifreen of them at the

e

“Let’s take the launch with your twelve men.”

“It would be better without you. . . .

Kyo looked at him without spcaLm

“It’s not very dangerous, but it’s npt exactly child’s
play either, you know. It's more dangerous than this
idiot of a driver who's starting to speed again, And it’s
not the moment to ask you to get out.”

“Ner you either.”

“It’s not the same thing. I can be replaced, now, you
see. . . . I'd rather you would take care of the truck
which will be waiting, and the distribution.”

He hesitated, embatrassed, his hand on his Ches[‘ “T
have to give him a chance to think it over,” he was
thinking. Kyo said nothing. The car continued to speed

31n & state of craving (of opium addicss),
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berween streaks of light blucred by the mist, There was
no doubt that he was more useful than Katov: the Cen-
tral Commistee knew the details of everything ke ltﬂd
organized, but on index-cards, whereas for him the in-
surtection was a living thing; the city was in his skin,
with its weak points hike wounds. None of his comrades
could react 50 quickly as he, so surely.

“All right,” he said. .

Lights more and more numerous, . . . Again, the
armored trucks of the concessions, and then, once more,
the dark,

The car stopped. Kyo got out

“I'lt go get the uniforms,” said Katoys “Tl come and
fetch you when cverything is ready.”

Kyo lived with his father in a single-story Chinese
house; four wings surrounding a garden, He passed
through the first one, thea through the garden, and en-
tered the hall: right and lefr, on the white walls, Sung
paintigs, Chardin-blue phoenixes; at the end 2 Buddha
of the Wei dynasty, almost romanesgue in style. Phin
divans, an opium tible, Behind Kyo, the windows, bare
fike those of a work-shop. His father, who had heard
him, entered: for some years he had been suffering from
insomnia, was able to sleep only a few hours toward

dawn, and welcomed joyfully anything that would help
to pass the night.

“Good evening, father, Ch'en s coming to see you.”
B y
“Goad.”

Kyo's features were not his father’s, which were those
of an ascetic abbot, accentuated tonighe by a camel’s
hair dressing gown. His mother's Japanese blood ap-
peared to have softened their lines to form Kyo's
samurai face,
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“Has anything happened to him?"”
“Yeer

No further question. Both sar down, Kyo was not
sleepy. He rold him about the show Clappique had just
put on for him—without mentioning the firearms. Not,
indeed, thar he mistrusted his father; but he needed too
much to be solely responsible for his own Life ro confide
to him more than the general nature of his actions. Al-
though the old professor of sociology of the University
of Peking, dismissed by Chang Tso Lin because of his
teaching, had formed the best revolutionary cadres in
Northern China, he did not participate in action. When-
ever Kyo came into his presence, his own will to action
was transformed into intelligence, which rather dis-
turbed him: he became interested m individuals instead
of being interested in forces. And, because he was speak-
ing of Clappique to his father who knew hun well, the
Baron now appeared more mysterious than a while ago,
when he was looking at him.

“. . . he finally touched me for fifty dollars. . . .”

“He is disinterested, Kyo, . . .”

“Bur he had just spent a hundred dollars: I saw it.
Mythomania is always a rather distusbing thing.”

He wanted 1o know just how far he could continue to
use Clappique. His father, as always, was trying to dis-
caver what was profound or singular in the man. But
what is deepest in 2 man is rarely what one can use di-
rectly to make him act, and Kyo was thinking of his

uns:

“If he needs to believe himself rich, why doesn’t he
try to get rich?”

“He used to be the foremost antiguarian in Pe-
king. .. ."
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*“Why does he spend all his money in one night, then,
if not to give himself the illusion of being rich?”

Gisors blinked, threw back his fongish white hair; his
old man'’s voice, in spite of its weakened tone, took on
the sharpness of a line.

“His mythomania is a means of denying life, don’t
you see, of denying, and not of forgetting. Beware of
logic in these marters. . . "

He extended his hand uncertainly; his cestrained ges-
tares hardly ever went sideways but straight before him:
his motions, when he resorted to them to round out 2
sentence, did not seem to push aside, but to seize some-
thing.

“Everything has happened as though he wanted to
prove to himself this evening that, although he lived for
two hours like a rich man, wealth does not exist. Because
then poverty does not exist eitber, Which is essential.
Nothing exists: all is dream. Don’t forget the alcohol,
which helps him. . . "

Gisors smiled. The smile of his thin lips, drooping at
the comers, expressed his idea with more complexity
than his words. For twenty years he had used his intelli-
gence to win the affections of men by justifying them,
and they were grateful to him for 2 kindness which they
did nov suspect had its roots in opium. People atrributed
to him the patience of a Buddhist: it was the patience of
an addict.

“No man lives by denying life,” answered Kyo.

“One lives inadequately by it . , , He feels a need
to live inadequarely.”

“And he is forced 10
“He chooses a way of life thar makes it necessary—
his dealings in antiques, perhaps drugs, and the traffic of
firearms. . . . In conjunction with the police whom he
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no doubt detests, but whom he cobperates with in such
deals for a fair remuneration. . . .

It didn’t make much difference: the police knew the
Communists didn't have enough money to buy firearms
from the clandestine importers.

“Every man is like his affliction,” said Kye: “what
does he suffer from?”

“His affliction, don't you see, has no more importance,
1o more sense, touches nothing deeper than his lies, or
his pleasures; he really has no depth, and that is perhaps
what describes him best, because it’s rare. He does what
he can to make up for it, but that requires certain
gifts. . . . When you're not tied to a man, Kyo, you
think of him in order to foresee his actions. Clappique’s
actions . , .’

He pointed to the aquarium in which the black carps,
soft and lacy like streamers, rose and fell.

“There you have them. . . . He drinks, but he was
made for opium: it’s also possible to choose the wrong
vice; many men never strike the one that might save
them. Too bad, for he is far from being withour worth.
But his field doesn’t interest you.”

It was true, If Kyo was unable to think in terms of
action this evening, neither could he become interested
in ideas: he could think only of himself. The heat was
penetrating him lietle by little, as at the Black Cat a
while ago; and once more the obsession of the records
went through him like the weariness tingling through
his legs. He told of his astonishment at the records, but
as though he were referring merely to one of the voice-
recordings which had been made in the English shops.
Gisors listened, caressing his angular chin with his lefe
hand: his hands, with their slender fingers, were very
beautiful, He had bent his head forward: his hair fell
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wver his eyes, though his forchead was bald. He threw
it back with a toss of the head, but his eyes had a far-
away look:

“Pve had the experience of finding myself unexpect-
edly befote 2 mirror and not recognizing myself. . . "

His thumb was gently rubbing the other fingers of
his nghe hand, as though he were sprinkling a powder
of ies. He was speaking for himself, pursuing 2
line of thought which excluded his son:

“It's undoubtedly 2 question of means: we hear the
~voices of others with our ears.”

“And our own?"

“With our throats: for you can hear your own voice
with your ears stopped, Opium is also 2 world we do not
hear with our ears. ., *

Kyo got up. His father scarcely saw him.

“I have to go out again soon.”

“Can 1 be of any use to you with Clappique?”

*No. Thanks. Good night.”

“Good night.”

Kyo, lying down in an attempt to reduce his weari-
3¢, was waiting. He had not turned on the fight; he
did not move. Tt was not be who was thinking of the in-
sun:ccrjon. it was the insureection, living in so many
rains bike slecp in 50 many others, which weighed upon
him to such a point that there wag nothing lefr in him
but anziety and espectation. Less than four hundred
guas in all. Victory—or the firing-squad, with some re-
finements, Tomorraw. No; by and by. A marter of
speed: everywhere disarm the police and, with the five
hundred Mausers, arm the combat groups before the
soldiers of the governmental armored train entered into
action. ‘The masses were ready. Half the police, who
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were dying of starvation, would undoubtedly pass over
to the insurgents. Which left the other half. But the
insurrection was to begin at one o'clock—the general
strike, therefore, at noon—and most of the combat
groups had to be armed before five o’clock. “Sovier
China,” he thought. To conquer here the dignity of his
people. And the U.S.S.R. increased to six hundred mil-
lion men. Victory or defeat, the destiny of the world
hovered here close by. Unless the Kuomintang, once
Shanghai was taken, ted to crush its Communist al-
Jies. . . . He started: the garden door was being opened.
Recollection buried anxiety: his wife? He listened: the
door of the house shut. May entered. Her blue leather
coat, of an almost military cut, accentuated what was
virile in her gait and even in her face—2 large mouth,
a short nose, the prominent cheek-bones of the Germans
of the North.

“It’s really going to stare very shortly, Kyo?”

“Yes?

She was 2 doctor in one of the Chinese hospitals, but
she had just come from the section of revolutionary
women whose clandestine hospital she directed:

“Always the same story, you know. I've just left 2
kid of eighteen who tried to commit suicide with a razor
blade in her wedding palanguin. She was being forced
to marry a respectable brute. . . . They brought her in
her red wedding gown, all covered with blood. The
mother behind, a little stunted shadow, that was sobbing,
of course. . . . When I rold her the kid wouldn’t die,
she said to me: ‘Poor little thing! she would almost have
been lucky to die. . . .* Lucky. . . . That tells more
than all our speeches about the condition of women
here, . . [

German, but born in Shanghai, a doctor of Heidel-
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berg and Paris—she spoke French withour an accent.
She threw her béser on the bed, Her wavy hair was
drawn back, so that it would be easy to fix. He felc like
stroking it. Her very broad forehead, also, had some-
thing masculine shout &, but since she had stopped talk~
ing she was becommg more feminine~Kyo did not take
his eyes off her—because the release of tension softened
her features, because fatigue relaxed them, and because
she had raken off her bérer. It was her sensual mouth
and her eyes that animated her face~tier eyes, sufficiently
bright to make the iatensity of her glince seem ta come,
not from her pupils but from the shadow of her fore-
head over the wide orbits,

Attracted by the light, 2 white Pekingese came trot-
ung in. She called it with 2 tired voice:

“Lirde woolly dog?”

She caughe ic in her left hand, raised it caressingly to
her face:

“Rabbit,” she soid, smiling, “lidle rabbic. . .

“He looks fike you,” said Kyo,

“Doesn’t hes”

She looked in the mirror at the white head glued
against hers, above the little joined paws. The amusing
resemblanee was doe to her high Germanic cheek-bones.
Although she was barely pretry, he thoughe of Othelios
phrase, adapting it: “O my dear warrior. . |

She put down the dog, got up. Her half-open coat
now partly exposed her high breasts, which reminded
onc_of her cheek-bones, Kyo 1old her the night’s hap-
penings.

“At the hospital this evening,” she said, “some thirty
young women of the propaganda circles who had es-
caped from the White troops . . . Wounded. More and
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more of them are arriving. They say the army is very
near, And that there are many killed. . . .”

“And half the wounded will die. . . . Suffering can
have meaning only when it does not lead to death, and
that’s where it almost always leads.”

May pondered:

“Yes,” she said at last. “And yet that's perhaps 2 man’s
idea. For me, for a woman, suffering—it's strange—makes
me think of life rather than of death, . . . Because of
child-birth, perhaps. . . .

She reflected again:

“The more wounded there are, the nearer the insur-
rection s, the more people go to bed together.”

“Yes, it’s natural.”

“I have something to tell you which is perhaps going
to annoy you a lietle, , .

Leaning on his elbow, he gave her a questioning look.
She was intelligent and brave, but often clumsy.

“ finally yielded to Langlen and went to bed with
him, this afternoon.”

He shrugged his shoulder, as if to say: “That's your
affair.”” But his gesture, the tense expression of his face,
contrasted sharply with this indifference. She was watch-
ing him, haggard, her check-bones emphasized by the
vertical light. He too was watching her eyes, expression-
Iess in the shadow, and said nothing. He was wondering
if the expression of sensuality in her face was nor due
to the fact that the obliterated eyes and the slight swell-
ing of her lips, in contrast to her featres, violenty ac-
centuated her femininicy. . - » She sat down on the bed,
took his hand. He nearly withdrew it, bur yielded it. She
fele the impulse however:

“Are youa hurt?”
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“I have told you you were frec. . . . Don't ask to0
much,” he added bitterly. .

The dag jumped up on the bed. He withdrew his
hand, to caress it perhaps.

“You are free,” he repeated. “The rest doesn’t mac-
ter.”

“Anyway, 1 bad to tell you. For my own sake.”

“Yes.”

Neither of them questioned the necessity of her tell-
ing him. He suddenly wanted to get up: lying thus, with
her sitting on his bed, hke a sick man being nursed by
her. . . . But why should he? Everything was so fu-
dle, . . . He continued nevertheless to look at her, to
discover that she could make him suffer. For months,
whether he looked at her or nor, he had ceased to see
her; certain expressions, at times. . . . Their love, so
aften hure, aniting them like a sick child, the commen
meaning of theit fife and their death, the carnal under-
standing berween therm, nothing of all that existed before
the fatality which discolors the forms with which our
eyes are saturated. “Do Llove her less than 1 think 1 do?”
he thought. No. Even at this moment he was sure that
if she were to die he would no longer serve his cause
with hope, but with despair, as though he himself were
dead. Nothing, however, prevailed agaiase the discolora~
tion of that face buried in the depth of their common
fife as in mist, a5 in the earth, He remembered a friend
who had had to watch the disintegrarion of the mind of
the woman he loved, paralyzed for months; it scemed
to him that he was watching May die thus, watching the
formn of his happiness absurdly disappear like 2 cloud
absorbed by the gray sky. As though she had died twice
—from the effect of time, and from what she was telling
him.
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She got up, went to the window. She walked briskly
in spite of her fatigue. Choosing, through mingled fear
and sentimental delicacy, to say nothing more of what
she had just told him, since he would not talk, and wish-
ing to escape this conversation from which she felt none
the less they would not escape, she tried to express her
tendemess by saying whatever came into her mind, and
appealed instinctively to an animism of which he was
fond: in front of the window, one of the trees of Mars
had opened out during the night; the Light from the
room fell on its leaves that were still curled, 2 delicate
green against the dark background:

“It has hidden its Jeaves in its trunk during the day,”
she said, “and is bringing them out tonight while no one
sees it.”

She seemed to be talking to herself, but how could
Kyo have mistaken the tone of her voice?

“You might have picked another day,” he said none
the less between his teeth.

He saw himself in the mirror, also, leaning on his el-
bow~his face so Japanese between the white sheets. “If
I were not a half-breed . . .” He was making an in-
tense effort to push back the hateful or base thoughts all
too ready to justify and feed his anger. And he gazed
at her—gazed at her as though her face should have re-
covered, by the suffering it was inflicting, all the lLife it
had lost.

“But, Kyo, it's preciscly today that it had no impor-
tance ... and .. "

She was going to 2dd: “he wanted it so badly.” In the
face of death it mattered so liedle. . . . But she said
merely:

«, . . Lalso may die tomorrow. . . -

So much the better. Kyo was suffering from the most
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humiliating pain: that which onc despises oneself for
fesling. In reality she was free 1o sleep with whom she
pleased. Why, then, this suffering to which he claimed
no right, but which so insistently claimed a right to him?

“When you realzed that 1. .. was fond of you,
Kyo, you asked me one day, not seriously—just a rifle
perhaps~if ¥ thought 1 would be willing to go to prison
with you, and I answered you that I didn't know-that
the difficult thing no doubt was to stay there, . . . You
thoughr { would, none the less, since you were fond of
me too. Why not think 50 now?” )

“It’s always the same ones who go to prison, Katov
would go, even if he did not love deeply. He would go
for the idea he has of life, of himself. . . . It's not for
someone else that one goes to prison.”

“Kyo, what masculine jdeas . . "

He was thinking.

“And yet,” he siid, “to love those who are capable of
doing just that, to be laved by them perhaps, what more
can one ask of love? What madaess to ask them for ac-

counts besides? , . . Even if they do it for their . . -
morality, ., .7

“I¢’s not for morality,” she said sfowly. “For morality,
1 would surely be incapable of jr.”

“But” (he was speaking slowly too) “chis love did not
prevent you from going to bed with that fellow, at the
same time that you were !h'mking—you just said so—it
would . . . annoy me3”

"'qu, I'm going 1o tell you something strange, and
which is true just the same . . . up until five minutes
ago 1 thoughr it wonlda’t matrer to you. Perhaps it
suited me to think so. . . . There are arges, especially
when one is so neat death (it’s the death of others that

54



}’m used to, Kyo . . .), that have nothing to do with
ove, . . 7

Yer jealousy persisted, all the more obscure because
the sexual desire she aroused in him rested on affection.
His eyes shut, scill leaning on his elbow, he was trying—
wretchedly—to understand. He heard only May’s op-
pressed breathing and the scratching of the dog’s paws.
His wound was caused, first of all (there would, alas!
be other reasons: he felt them lying in wait inside him
like his comrades behind those daors that were still
closed) by his feeling that the man who had just had
intercourse with her (after all, I can’t call him her
Tover!) must despise her, He was an old cham of May's,
Kyo scarcely knew him. But he knew the fundamental
misogyny of almost all men. “The idea that having had
iritercourse with her, because he has had intercourse with
her, he can say of her: ‘That little bitch’ makes me want
to knock him down. Can it be that one is never jealous
ovane hnnssns € —ciloa o cecoeosmmon bin mehoan premearacd
AvuUw WulU aVE LU sudlil b e d Wit o o v
her, that was that, but he must not imagine that he pos-
sessed her. “I'm getting maudlin. . . .” But he could
not help himself, and that was not the essential, he knew.
The essential, what agonized him, was that he was sud-
denly separated from her, not by hatred—although there
was hatred in him—not by jealousy (or was jealousy pre-
cisely this?) but by a feeling that had no name, as de-
structive as time or death: he could not find her again.
He opened his eyes; this familiar athletic body, with its
averted profile: an elongated eye, starting ar the temple,
sunk between the exposed forchead and the cheek-bone—
a human being. . . . Who was she? A woman who had
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just had intercourse with a man? But was she not also the
one who tolerated his weaknesses, his afflictions, his out-
bursts of irritation, the one who had helped him nurse
his wounded comrades, watched with him over his dead
friends? . . . The sweetness of her voice, which lin-
gered in the air. . . . One does not forget what one
wishes. And now this body was being invested with
the poignant mystery of a familiar person suddenly
transformed—the mystery one feels before 2 mute, blind,
or mad being. And she was 2 woman. Not a kind of
man. Something else. . . .

She was getting away from him completely. And, be-
cause of that perhaps, the fierce eraving for 2a intense
contzet with her blinded him, for a contact, no matter
what kind—even one that mighe lead to fright, screams,
blows. He gor up, went over to her. He knew he was in
a state of crisis, that tomorrow perhaps he would no
longer understand anything of what he was feeling now,
but he was before her as before 2 death-bed; and as
towards z death-bed, instinee threw him towards her: to
touch, 1o feel, 1o hold back those who are leaving you,
to cling to them. . . . She was looking at him with 2n
-t T e = ewn paces from her. The

: ) 7 flashed upon him;
. . - ' ir body against this
frenzy in which he was losing her entirely; they did
rmt‘hzve 10 know each ather when they were using all
their strength vo hold each other in 2 tight embrace.

She suddenly tumed yound: someone had rung, Too

soon for Katov. Was the insurrection discovered? What

they had said, felt, loved, hated, was brutally submerged.

“The bell rang again. He taak his tevolver from under his

Pi.\luw, crossed the garden, went te opea in his pjamas:
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it was not Katov, it was Clappique, still in his dinner-
jacker. They stood in the garden.

“Well>”

“First of all let me give you back your document:
here it is. Everything is fine. The ship has left. Ir's going
to anchor up-stream off the French Consulate. Almost
on the other side of the river.”

“Any difficulties?”

“Not a word. The old confidence: if not, I wonder
how we would manage. In these matters, young man,
confidence is all the greater the less there 15 to justify
it. . .
An allusion?

Clappique lit a cigarette. Kyo could see only the spot
of square black silk on the indistinct face. He went to
get his wallet~May was waiting—came back, paid the
commission agreed upon. The Baron put the bills in his
pocket, in a roll. withont counting them.

“Generasity brings good luck,” he said. “My good
fellow, the story of my night’s adventure is a re-mar-ka-
ble moral tale: it began with charity and ends in wealth.
Not a word!”

Raising his forefinger, he leaned over towards Kyo's
ear:

“Fantdmas * salutes you!” then rurned and left.

As though he were afraid to return into the house, he
watched him disappear, his dinner jacket bobbing up
and down against the white wall. “Rather like Fantomas,
as a matter of fact, in that outfit. Did he guess, or sup-
pose, or . . .” Enough of the picturesque: Kyo heard a
cough and recognized it all the more quickly as he was

1A popular character in French detecuve fiction who plays the
tble of an elusive and clever criminal,
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expecting it: Katov. Everyone was hurrying tonight,

In order to be less visible, perhaps, he was walking in
the middle of the sureer. Kyo guessed his blouse rather
than saw it; somewhere, above it, in the datk, 2 nose in
the wind. . . . Especially he sensed the swinging of his
hands. He walked towards him.

“Well2” he asked, as he had asked Clappique.

“All's well. And the ship?”

“Qpposite the French Consulate. Far from the wharf.
In half 2n hour.”

“The launch and the men are four hundred meters
from there. Let’s go.”

“And the uniforms?”

“Don’t worry. The fellows are absalutely ready.”

He went into the house, dressed in a moment: trou-
sers, a sweater, rope-soled shoes (he might have to do
some climbing). He was ready. May offered her lips.
Kyo's spiric wanted to kiss her; his mouth, not—as
though it bore an independent grudge. He finally kissed
her, awkwardly. She looked at him with sadness, her
eyelids lowered; her eyes, in deep shadow, became in-
tensely expressive wh r the expression came from
the muscles. He left.

He was walking by Katov’s side once more. Yer he
could nat free himself from her. “A while ago she
seemed to me like a mad or a blind woman. [ don’t know
her. T know her only 1o the extent that I love, in the
sense in which 1 fove her. One possesses of another per-
son only what one changes in him, says my father. . . .
And then what?” He withdrew into himself as he ad-
vanced into the increasingly dark alley, in which even
the telegraph insulators no longer gieamed against the
sky. His corment returned, and he remembered the rec-
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ords: “We hear the voices of others with our ears, our
own voices with our throats.” Yes. One hears his own
life, too, with his throat, and those of others? . . . First
of all there was solitude, the inescapable aloneness be-
hind the living multirude like the great primitive night
behind the dense, low night under which this city of
deserted streets was expectantly waiting, full of hope
and hatred. “But 1, to myself, to my throat, what am I?
A kind of absolute, the affirmation of an idiot: an in-
tensity greater than that of all the rest. To others, I am
what I have done.” To May alone, he was not what he
had done; to him alone, she was something altogether
different from her biography. The embrace by which
love holds beings together against sohirude did not bring
its rehef to man; it brought relief only to the madman,
to the incomparable monster, dear above all things, thar
every being is to himself and that he cherishes in his
heart. Since his mother had died, May was the only
being for whom he was not Kyo Gisors, but an intimate
partner. “A partnership consented, conquered, chosen,”™
he thought, extraordinardly in harmony with the night,
as if his thoughts were no longer made for light. “Men
are not my kind, they are those who look at me and
jadge me; my kind are those who love me and do not
look at me, who Jove me in spite of everything, degrada-~
tion, baseness, treason—wze and not what I have done or
shall do—who would love me as long as I would love my-
self—even to suicide. . . . With her alone I have this
love in common, injured or not, as others have children
who are ill and in danger of dying. . . . It was not
happiness, certainly, Tt was something primitive which
was at one with the darkness and caused a warmth to
rise in him, resolving itself into a motionless embrace, as.
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of cheek against check—the only thing in him that was
as strong as death.

On the roofs there were already shadows at their
posts.

Four o’clock in the morning

Old Gisors crumpled the badly tom scrap of paper
on which Ch’en had wrirten his name in pencil, and put
it in us pocket. He was impatient to see his former pupil
again. His eyes {ell once more upon the man he was con-
versing with, 2 very old Chinaman with the head of 2
mandarin of the India Company, wearing the robe; he
was moving towards the door, with littde steps, his fore-
finger raised, and was speaking English: “It is well that
the absolute submission of woman, binage and the
institution of courtesans exist. I shall continue to publish
my articles. It is becanse our ancestars thought thus that
those beautiful paintings exist (ke indicated the blue
pheenix with his eyes, withour moving his face, 25
though he were ogling it)~you are proud of them, and
1 too. Woman is subject to man as man is subject to the
State; and it is less hard to serve man than to serve the
State. Do we live for ourselves? We are nothing. We
live for the Stare in the present, for the order of the
dead through the centuries i

Was he ever going to leave? This man clutching to his
past, even today (didn't the sivens of the battleships suf-
fice to il the night? . ..} in the face of China cor-
roded by blood bike its sacrificial bronzes, was invested
with a certain poetic quality, like some lunatics. Order!
Crowds of skeletons in embroidered robes, lost in the
depth of time in motionless assemblies: facing them,
Ch'en, the two hundred thousand workers of the spin-
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ning mills without embroideries, the crushing horde of
the coolies, The submission of women? Every evening
ne 4 ale e PR

shoulders.

As soon as he had heard the door shut, Gisors called
CRen and rerurned with him to the room with the
pheenixes.

Ch'en began to pace back and forth. Fach time he
» T, g . (el B .
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for Chen, “because of the resemblance.” It was true, in
spite of the kindliness which the thick lips seemed to
express. “In short, a hawk converted by Saint Francis of
Assisi,” he thought.

Chen stopped in front of him:

“It's ¥ who Lilled Tang Yen Ta,” he said.

He had seen in Gisors’ look something almost affec-
tionate, He despised affection, and was afraid of it. His
head which was sunk becween his shoulders and pushed
forward when he walked, and the curved ridge of his
nose, accentuated the resemblance to the hawk, in spite
of his squat figure; and even his parrow eyes, almost
withour lashes, made one think of a bird.

“Is that what you wanted to talk to me about?”

“Does Kyo know?”

“YCS."

Gisors pondered. Since he would not respond with
prejudices, he could only approve. He had nevertheless
same difficulty in doing so. “I'm getting old,” he thought.

Clen gave up walking.
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“P'm terribly alone,” he said, Jooking straight at Gisors
at lase.

“The latter was wpser. That Ch'en fastened himself 1o
him did not astenish him: for years he had been his
teacher in the Chinese sense of the word-a litde less
than his father, more than his mother; since they had
both died, Gisors was without doubt the only man Ch'en
needed. \What he did not understand was that Chlen,
who had undoubtedly met some terrarists again that
night, since be had just seen Kyo, seemed so remote from
them.

“But the others™™ he asked,

Chen saw them again, in the back-shop of the record-
dealer, plunging jnto the shadow or emerging from it
with the swinging of the lamp, while the cricker chirped.

“They don’t know.”

“That you did i?"

“They know that: no importance®

He again fell into silence. Gisars avoided questioning
him, Ci'en finally went on:

“. o . That it’s the first time.”

Gisors suddenly had the impression that he under-
stood; Chlen felt this:

“No. You don’t understand,”

e spoke French with 2 gurroral accentuation of one-
syllable words, which combined startlingly with certain
idioms he had picked up from Kyo. He was instinctively
bolding his amm close to his side: once mare he fele the
stbbed body which the spring-martress had caused to
rebound against the knife. That meant nothing. He
would do it again. In the meantime, however, he y:nmtd
for 2 refuge. Bur it was only for Kyo thar Gisors could
feel that deep affection which needs no explanation.
Ch'en knew it, How should he express himsel{?
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“You have never killed a man before, have you?”

“You know I haven’t.”

That seemed obvious to Ch'en, but today he had be-
gun to distrust such impressions. Yer it seemed to him
suddenly thar Gisors Jacked something, He raised his
eyes. The Jatter was looking up at him, his white hair
seeming Jonger because of the backward toss of his head.
Gisors was puzzled by his lack of gestures, This was
due to his wound which Ch'en had not mentioned; not
that he was suffering from it (a chum of his, an orderly,
had disinfected and bound it) but it hampered him. As
always when he was reflecting, Gisors was rolling an
invisible cigarette between his fingers:

“Perhaps. . . .”

He stopped, his bright eyes steady. Ch'en waited.
Gisors went on, almost brutally:

“I don’t think the memory of a murder is enough to
upset you so.”

“It’s clear that he doesn’t know what he’s tlking
about,” Ch'en tried to tell hmself; but Gisors had hit
the mark. Ch'en sat down, looked at his feet:

“No,” he said, “I don’t think the memory is enough,
either, There's something else, the essential. I'd like to
know what.”

‘Was that why he had come? .

“The first woman you ever slept with was a prosti-
tute, of course?” asked Gisors.

“I'm a Chinaman,” answered Ch’en with rancor.

No, thought Gisors. Excepr, perhaps, for his sexuality,
Ch’en was not Chinese. The emigrants from all countries
with which Shanghai overflowed had shown Gisors to
what extent a man becomes separated from his nation
in 2 national way, but Cl'en no longer belonged to
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Chim, not even in the way he had lefe it: 2 complete
liberty gave him over completely to his mind.

“What did you feel, afterwards?” asked Gisors,

Ch’en clenched his fists.

“Pride.”

“At being a man?”

“At not being a woman.”

His voice no longer expressed rancor, but a complex
contempt.

“1 think you mean,” he went on, “thar T must have
felr myself . , . apare?”

Gisors avoided an answer.

“ .. Yes. Terribly. And you are right to speak of
women, Perhaps one thoroughly despises the man one
kills. But less than the others.”

“Than the ones who don't kill?”

“Than the ones who don’t kill: the weaklings.”

He was pacing again. The two last words had fallen
tike a load that one drops, and the silence spread around
them; Gisors was beginning o feel, not without melan-
choly, the isolation that Cl'en was speaking of. He sud-
denly remembered that Ch'en had told him he had 2 hor-
ror of hunting.

“Didn’t you feel horror at the blood?”

“Yes. But not only horror.”

He had spoken these words while pacing away from
Gisors. He tutned raund on a sudden and, considering
the pheenix, but as directly as though he were looking
Gisors straight in the eyes, he asked:

“So what? 1 know what one does with women when
they want to continue to possess you: one lives with
them. Whart abour death?”

Even more bitterly, but without taking his eyes off
the phenix:
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“Live with it?™

The bent of Gisors’ mind made him inclined always to
help out those who came to him; and he felt affection
for Ch'en. But he was beginning to see the thing clearly:
action in the shock groups was no longer ¢nough for the
young man, terrorism was beginning to fascinate him.
Still ralling his imaginary cigaretre, his head bent for-
ward a5 though he were studying the carpet, a white
shock of hair beating against his slender nose, he said,
uying to give his voice a tone of detachment:

“You think you won’t get away from it. . . .
. But his nerves getting the better of him, he spluttered
in conclusion:

- . and it’s against that . . . torment that you've
come to . . . me for help.”

Silence,

“A torment> No.” Ch'en finally said, between his
tecth, “A fanality?”

Again silence. Gisors felt that no gesture was possible,
that he could not take his hand, as he vsed to. In his turn
he made a decision, and said with weariness, as though he
had suddenly acquired the habit of anguish:

“Then, you must think it through, and carry it to the
extreme. And if you want to lve with it. . . .”

“I shall soon be killed.”

Isn’t that what he wants above all? Gisors wondered.
™. . U e e bie o i

-ppeal

~ it the

meaning that others give to life. To die on the highest

possible plane. An ambitious soul, sufficiently lucid, suf-

ficiently separated from men or sufficiently afflicted to

ficslafise all the objects of his ambition, and his ambition
itself?
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“If you want to live with this . . . farality, there is

only one recourse: to pass it on.”

“1Vho would be worthy of it?” asked Ch'en, still be~

tween his teeth. i
“The air was becoming more and more weighted, as if
everything murderous that these words called forth
were present there. Gisors could say nothing more:
words would have sounded false, frivolous, stupid.

“Thank you,” said Cien. He bowed before him, with
his whole upper body, Chinese fashion (which he never
did) as though he preferred not to touch him, and left.

Gisors went back and sar down, began again to roll
his cigarette, For the first time he found himself face to
face, not with fighting, but with blood. And as always,
he thought of Kyo. Kyo would have found the universe
in which Ch’en moved unbreathable. . . . Was he really
sure of this? Chen also detested hunting, Ch'en also had
a horror of blood—before. How well did he know his
son at this depth? Whenever his love played no rdle,
whenever he could not refer to many memories, he fully
realized that he did not know Kyo. He was seized with
an intense desire to see him again—the desire one has to
sec onc’s dead a last time. He knew he had gone.

Where? Ch'en’s presence still animated the room. He
had thrown himself into the world of murder, from
which he would never emerge: with his passion, he was
entering upon the life of a terrorist as into a prison. Be-
fore ten years he would be caught—tortured or killed;
until then he would live like a man willfully obsessed, in
a world of decision and death, He had lived by his ideas;
now they would kill him,

And it was indeed this that made Gisors suffer. If
Kyo went in for killing, that was his réle. And if not, it
didn’t matter: what Kyo did was well done, But he was
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appalled by this sudden sensation, this certainty of the
fatality of murder, an intoxication as terrible as his own
was i He felt how inadequately he had brought
to Ch'en the relief which he sought, how solitary mur-
der is—how great 2 distance was growing, by virtue of
this torment, between himself and Kyo. For the first
time, the phrase he had so often repeated, “There is no
knowledge of beings,” artached itself in his mind to the
face of his son.

As for Ch’en, did he really know him? He did not at
all believe that memories enable one to understand men.
There was Ch'en’s early education, which had been re-
ligious; when he had begun to be interested in the adoles-
cent orphan—his parents had been kdled in the pillage
of Kalgan—Clen, insolent and taciturn, had just come
from the Lutheran college. He had been the pupil of a
consumptive intellectual who had reached pastorship
Inte in hfe, and who was struggling patiently a the age
of fifty to overcome, by charity, an intense religious
anxiety. Obsessed by the shame of the body which tor-
™ folad, i
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the appeal of the true religious life even more imperious
—this pastor had worked out in his anguished mind his
own image of Luther, on which he would occasionally
hold forth to Gisors: “There is life only in God; but
man, through sin, is degraded ro such a point, so ir-
remediably sullied, that to attain God is a kind of sacri-
lege. Whence Christ, whence his eternal crucifixion.”
‘Which left grace, that is to say limitless love or terror,
accarding to the stength or weakness of hope; and this
terror was a new sin, Which also left charity; bur char-
ity does not always suffice to dispel anguish.
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The pastor had become attached to Ch'en. He had no
suspicion tha the uncle in charge of Ch’en had sent him
to the missionaries only in order that he might Jearn Eng-
fish and French, and had put him on his guard against
their teaching, especially against the idea of hell which
the Confucian mistrusted. The child, who leamed to
know Christ, and not Satan or God—the pastor’s expe-
rience had taught him that men never become converted
except to mediators—gave himself over to love with the
wholcheartedness which he brought to cverything he
did. But the respect of the schoolboy for his master was
sufficiently strong—the only thing which China had
decply instilled in him—for the pastor's anguish to.be
comynunicated to him, in spite of the love he had been
taughe; and a hell was disclosed to him, more terrible
and more coavincing than the one he had been sup-
posedly forewarned against.

The uncle retumed. Appalled when he found what
his nephew had become, he manifested a delicate satis-
faction, sent little jade and crystal trees to the director,
to the pastor, to several others; a week later he sent for
Ch’en 10 come home and, the following week, sent him
to the University of Peking.

Gisors, still rolling his imaginary cigarette, his half-
open mouth expressing the bewilderment of one deep
in though, made an effort to recall the adolescent as be
had been at that time. But how could one separate him,
isolate him from the person he had become? “I think
of his religious spiric because Kyo has never had any,
and at this moment every profound difference between
them reassures me. . . . Why do I have the impression
of knowing him betrer than my son?" It was because he
saw more clearly the way in which he had modified him;
this essential modification—~bis work—was precise, with
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well-defined limits, and there was nothing about men
that he knew better than what he had given to them.

No sooner had he observed Clen than he had under-
stood that this adolescent was incapable of living by an
ideology which did not immediately become trans-
formed into action. As he was devoid of charity, a re-
figious calling could lead him only to contemplation or
the inner life; bur he hated contemplation, and would
only have dreamt of an apostleship, for which precisely
his absence of charity disqualified . In order to live
he therefore needed first of all to escape from his Chris-
tianity, (From half-confidences, it seemed thar the ac-
quaintance of prostitutes and students had made him
overcome the only sin that had always been stronger
than Ch'en’s will-power, masturbation; and with it, a
constantly recutring feeling of anxiety and degradation.)
‘When his new master had opposed Christianiry, not
with arguments, but with other forms of greatmness, faith
had sifted through Ch'en’s fingers, imperceptibly, with-
out crigis, like sand. His faith had detached hum from
China, accustomed him to isolate himself from the world
instead of submitting to it; and he had understood
through Gisors that everything had happened as if this
period of his life had been merely an inidation in the
sense of herotsm: what good 15 2 soul, if there is neither
Geod nor Christ?

At this point Gisors' train of thought brought him
back to his son, who had never been exposed to Christi-
anity but whose Japanese education (Kyo had lived in
Japan from his eighth to his seventeenth year) had also
imposed the conviction that ideas were not to be
thoughe, but lived. Kyo had chosen action, in a grave
and ptemeditated way, as others choose a military career,
or the sea: he left his father, lived in Canton, in Tientsin,
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the life of day-laborers and coolies, in order to organize
the syndicates. Ch'en—his uncle, taken as hostage at the
capture of Swatow, and unable to pay his ransom, had
been executed—had found himself withour money, pro-
vided only with worthless diplomas, with his twenty-
four years and with China before him. He was a truck-
driver when the Northern routes were dangerous, then
an assistant chemist, then nothing. Everything had
pushed him into political activity: the hope of a different
world, the possibility of eating, though wretchedly (he
was naturally austere, perhaps through pride), the grati-
fication of his hatreds, his mind, his character. This ac-
tivity gave a meaning to his solitade.

But with Kyo everything was simpler. The heroic
sense had given him a kind of discipline, not a kind of
justification of fife. He was not restless, His life had a
meaning, and he knew what it was: to give to each of
these men whom famine, at this very moment, was Jill-
ing off like a slow plague, the sense of his own dignity.
He belonged with them: they had the same enemics. A
half-breed, an outcast, despised by the white men and
even more by the white women, Kyo had not tried ta
witt them: he had sought and had found his own kind.
“There is 1o possible dignity, no real life for a man who
works rwelve hours a day without knowing why he
works.” That work would have to take on a meaning,
become 2 faith. Individual problems existed for Kyo
only in his privare life,

All this Gisors knew, “And yet, if Kyo were to enter
and tell me, like Cl'en a while ago: ‘It is T who killed
Tang Yen Ta,' I would think, ‘I knew it All the possi-
bilities within him echo in me with such force that,
whatever he might tell me, 1 wonld think, 1 knew
it . . /" Through the window he Jooked our at the
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motionless and indifferent night. “But if T really knew
it, and not in this uncertain and appalling fashion, 1
would save him.” A painful affirmation, of which he did
not believe 2 word. What confidence did he have in his
own mind?

Since Kyo's departure his mind had served only to
justify his son's actvity, an activity which at that time
was obscurely beginning somewhere in Central China
or in the Southern provinces (often, for three months on
end, he did not even know where). If the restless st-
dents felt his intelligence ready to help them, reaching
out to them with so much warmth and insight, it was
not, as the idiots of Peking then beleved, because he
found amusement in living vicariously in lives from
which his age separated him- it was because in all those
dramas that were so much alike he recognized that of
his son. When he showed his students, almost all of them
petty bourgeois, that they must 2lly themselves either
with the military chiefs or with the proletariat, when
he told those who had chosen: “Marxism is not a doc-
trine, it is a will. For the proletariat and those who be-
long with them—~you—it is the will to know themselves,
to feel themselves as proletarnns, and to conquer as such;
You must be Marxists not in order to be right, but in
order to conquer without betraying yourselves,”—when
he told them this he was talking to Kyo, he was defend-
ing him. And, if he knew that it was not Kyo's inci-
sive mind answering him when, after those lectures, he
found his room filled with white flowers from the stu-
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who would need them. That was why strength of char-
acter artracted him so much, why he had become at-
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tached to Ch’en. But, at the time when he had become
attached to him, had he forescen this rainy night when
the young man, speaking of blood that had hardly co-
agulated, would come to him and say: “It’s not enly
horror that I feel . . .2

He got up, opened the drawer of the Jow table where
he Lept his opium tray, above a collection of small cac-
tuses. Under the tray, a photograph: Kyo. He pulled it
out, looked at jt without any precise thoughts, sank bit-
terly into the certainty that, at the point he had reached,
no one knew anyone-and that even the presence of
Kyo, which he had so longed for just now, would have
changed nothing, would enly have rendered their sep-
aration more desperate, like that of friends whom one
embraces in a dream and who have been dead for years.
He kept the photograph between his fingers: it was as
warm as 2 hand. He let it drop back into the drawer,
rook out the tray, turned out the electric light and lic
the lamp.

Two pipes. Formerly, as soon as his craving began to
be quenched, he would plate men with benev-
?Icnge: and the world as an infinite of possibilities. Now,
in his innermost being, the possibilities found no place:
he was sixty, and his memories were full of tombs. His
ext.]ul.sxtc]y pure sense of Chinese art, of those bluish
paintings on which his lamp case only a dim light, of
the whole civilization of suggestion which China spread
around him, which, thirty years earlier, he had been
able to put to such delicate uses—his sense of happiness—
was now nothing more than a thin cover beneath which
anguish and the obsession of death were awakening, like
restless dogs stirring ar the end of their sleep.

Yet his mind hovered over the world, over mankind
with a burning passion that age had not extinguished.
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It had long been his conviction that there is 2 paranoiac
in evety man, in himself first of all. He had thought
once—ages ago—that he imagined himself a hero. No.
“This force, this furious subterranean imagination which
was in him (were I to go mad, ke had though, this part
of me alone would remain . . .) was ready to assume
every form, like light. Like Kyo, and almost for the same
reasons, he thought of the records of which the latter
had spoken to him; and almost in the same fashion, for
Kyo's modes of thought were born of his own, Just as
Kyo had nort recognized his own voice because he had
heard it with his throat, so he—Gisors—probably could
ot reduce his consciousness of limself to that which he
could have of another person, becanse it was not ac-
quired by the same means. It owed nothing to the senses.
He fele himself penetrating into 2 domain which be-
longed to him more than any other. With hus intruding
consciousness he was anxiously treading a forbidden soli-
tude where 1o one would ever join him. For a second he
had the sensation that it was that which must escape
death. . . . His hands, which were preparing a new
pellet, were slightly trembling. Even his love for Kyo
did not free him from this total solitude. But if he could
not escape from himself into another being, he knew
how to find relief: there was opium.

Five pellets. For years he had Limited himself to that,
not without difficulty, not without pain sometimes. He
scratched the bowl of his pipe; the shadow of his hand
slipped from the wall to the ceiling, He pushed back the
lamp a fraction of an inch; the contours of the shadow
became Jost. The objects also were vanishing: without
changing their form they ceased to be distinct from him-
self, joined him in the depth of a familiar world where a
benign indifference mingled all things—a world more
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true than the other because more constant, more lke
himself; sure as 2 friendship, always indulgent and al
ways accessible: forms, memories, ideas, all plunged
slowly towards a liberaced universe. He remembered 2
September afternoon when the solid gray of the sky
made 2 lake’s surface appear milky, in the meshes of vast
fields of water-lilies; from the moldy gables of an aban-
doned pavilion to the magnuficent and desolate horizon
e saw only a world suffused with 2 solemn melancholy.
Near his idle bell, 2 Buddhist priest leaned on the balus-
trade of the pavilion, abandoning his sanctusry to the
dust, to the fragrance of burming aromatic woods; peas-
ants gathering water-lily seeds passed by in a boat with-
out the slightest sound; at the edge of the farthest flow-
ers two long waves grew from the rudder, melted list-
lessly in the gray water. They were vanishing now in
himself, gathering in their fan all the oppressiveness of
the world, but an oppressiveness without bitterness,
brought by opium to an ultimate purity. His eyes shut,
carried by great motionless wings, Gisors contemplared
his solitude: a desolation that joined the divine, while at
the same time the wave of serenity that gently covered
the depths of death widened to infinity.

Half past four in the morning

Already dressed as government soldiers with warer-
proofs, the men were going down one by one into the
big Iaunch rocked by the eddies of the river,

“Two of the sailors are members of the Party. we'll
have to question them: they must know where the fire-
arms are,” said Kyo to Katov, Except for the boots, the
uaiform did not greatly modify the latter’s appearznce.
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His military blouse was as badly buttoned as the other.
But the brand-new cap solemnly sitting on his head,
which was usually bare, made him look foolish. “Aston-
ishing combination, a Chinese officer’s cap and such a
nose!” thought Kyo. It was pitch dark. . . .

“Slip on the hood of your waterproof,” he said never-
theless.

“The launch eased off from the wharf and sped into
the night, It soon disappeared behind a junk. Cruisers—
the shafts of light from the projectors, crossed like sa-
bers, swung in a flash from the sky to the chaotic port.

In the bow, Katov kept his eyes glued to the Shan-
tung, which seemed gradually to be approaching. While

the smell of stagnant water, fish and smoke from the
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snow against‘;he greenish dawn. “Communists, leave the
ranks!” Death, they knew. Two-thirds of the battalion
had advanced. “Take off your coats.” “Dig the pit.”
They had dug. Slowly, for the ground was frozen. The
White Guards, a revolver in each hand (the shovels
might become weapons), uneasy and jmpatient, were
waiting, to right and lefe—the center empty because of
the machine-guns leveled at the prisoners. The sleace
was limitless, vast as the snow that stretched out as far
as the eye could reach. Only the clods of earth fell with
a brittle sound, more and mote hurried. In spite of death,
the men were hurrying to get warm. Several had begun
to sneeze, “That’s good now. Halt!” They turned r_uund.
Behind them, beyond their comrades, women, children
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and old men from the village were herded, scarcely clad,
wrapped in blankets, mobilized to witness the example.
Many were curning cheir heads, as though they were
trying not to look, but they were fascinated by horrer.
“Take off your trousers!” For uniforms were scatce.
Many hesttated, because of the women. “Take off yout
trousers!” The wounds appeared, onc by one, bandaged
with rags: the machine-guns had fired low and almost
all were wounded in the legs. Many folded their trou-
sers, although they had thrown their cloaks. They
formed a line again, on the edge of the pit this time, t:;;c-
ing the machine-guns, pale on the snow: flesh and shirts.
Bitten by the cold, they were now sneezing uncon-
wrollably, one after the ather, and those sneezes were 50
intensely human, in that dawn of execution, that the
machine-gunners, instead of firing, waited~waired fot
Iife to become Jess indiscreer. At last they decided t0
fire. The following evening the Reds recaptured the vil-
lage: seventcen of the vietims who were still afive~
among them Katov—were saved, Those pale shadows
on the greenish snow at dawn, transparent, shaken by
convulsive sneezes in the face of the machine-guns, Were
bere in this rain, in this Chinese night, before the shadow
of the Shantung,

The hunch plowed ahead. The swell was heavy
eN0ugh 10 make the Jow gnd shadowy outline of the
vessel seem to rock slowly on the river; scarecly lighted,
it could be made oue only as a darker tmass against the
cloud-covered sky. The Shantung was undoubredly
guatded. A crujser’s search-light struck the lsunch, held
I a moment, left it. It described ¢ broad curve and came
* from the stern, veering slightly to sear-
ard, as though it were about to be headed towards the
neighboring ship. All the men wore sailors” waterproofs,
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with the hoods thrown back. By order of the port com-
mission the gangways of all the ships were down; Katov
Iocked at the one on the Shantung through his spy-glass
hidden by his waterproof: it swung four feet from the
water, barely lighted by three electric bulbs. If the cap-
tain were to ask for the money, which they did not have,
before authorizing them to go aboard, the men were to
jump from the launch one by one; it would be difficult
o hold it fast under the gangway. Everything would
therefore depend on that litdle ablique bridge. If they
tried to raise it, from the ship, he could fire on those who
warked the ropes: there was nothing to give protection
under the tackles. But the men on board would prepare
to defend themselves. The Jaunch veered ninety de-
grees, made for the Shantung. The current, which was
strong at this hour, caught it on the beam; the steamer,
very tall now (they were directly beneath it), seemed
to move off at full speed in the night, like a phantom
ship. The engineer put the launch at full speed: the Shan-
tung seemed to slow down, become motonless, recede.
They were approaching the gangway. Katov took hold
of it as they passed; jerking himself up, he found him-
self on the ste,

“The document?” asked the man 2t the cargo-porr.

Katov presented it. The man passed it on, remained ac
his post, revolver in hand. This meant that the captain
would have to recognize his own document; it was prob-
able that ke would, since he had done so when Clappique
had presented ir. Still . . . Below the cargo-port the
dark launch rose and fell.

‘The messenger retarned: “You may come up.” Katov
did not move; one of his men, who wore lieutenant’s
stripes (the only one who spoke English), left the
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launch, went up and followed the sailor acting 2s mes-
senger, who fed him to the caprain.

The latter, 2 crop-haired Norwegian with blotched
cheeks, was waiting for him in his cabin, behind his
desk. The messenger went out.

“We've come to take delivery of the arms,” said the
licutenant in English.

The captain looked at him without answering, stupe-
fied. The generals had always paid for the arms; up to
the time Tang Yen T, the go-between, had been sent,
the sales had been negotiated secretly by the attaché of
the consulare. If the generals no longer kept their agree-
ments with the clandestine importers, who would sup-
ply them? But, since he had to deal only with the Shang-
hai government, he could try to save his firearms,

“Well Here is the key.”

He fumbled in the inside pocket of his coat, calmly,
then with a quick move pulled out his revolver—at 2
Jevel with the lieutenant’s chest, from whom he was
separated only by the table. At the same moment, he
heard behind him: “Hands up!” Katov, through the port-
hole opening on the upper deck, had him covered. The
captain was now completely bewildered, for this fellow
was a white man: but for the moment it was no use in-
sisting. The cases of arms were not worth his life. “A
erip 1o be checked up to profit and oss.” He would see
what he could artempt with Ws crew. He put down his
revolver, which the lientenant seized.

Kartov entered and searched him: he had no other
‘weapon.

“Abs'lately 1o use having so many revolvers on board
and only carrying one on you,” he said in English. Six
of his men entered behind him, one by one, in silence.
Karov's heavy gait, robust air, upturned nose, his light
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blond hair were those of a Russian. Scotch? But that
accent. , . ,

“You're not from the government, are you?”

“Mind y'r business.””

The second officer was being brought in, duly tied
hand and foot, caught in his sleep. The men bound the
captain. Two of them stayed to guard him. The others
went below with Katov. The men of the erew belong-
ing to the Party showed them where the arms were hid-
den; the sole precaution of the Macao importers had
been to write “Unmounted Pieces™ on the cases. The un-
loading began, The gangway having been lowered, this
Wwas easy, for the cases were small. When the last case
was in the launch, Katov went out and destroyed the
wireless appararus, then went back into the captain’s
cabin,

“If you're in too much of a hurry to land T wam you
you'll be abs’lutely shot down at the first turn of the
street. Giood evening.”

Sheer bravado, but the ropes digging inta the arms of
the prisoners gave it some force.

The revolutionaries, accompanied by the two men of
the crew who had guided them, returned to the launch:
it fell away from the gangway and sped straight toward;
the wharf. Fossed about by the swell the men, 7.
umphant but anxjous, changed costumes: until flu
reached shore, nothing was certain,

There 2 stake truck was waiting for them, Ky, 4,’.'1,,%
beside the driver.

“Well”

“Nothing. An affair for b'ginners.”

The cases were transferred, and the truck Arga e,
carrying Kyo, Katov and fom: men, one of 4,4 1 F
kept his uniform. The others dispersed,



It rolled through the streets of the Chinese city with a
rumble that was drowned at each bump by 2 rautle of
un: the stakes were lined with gasoline cans. They
stopped at every impartant cb'on: shop, cellar, apart-
ment. A case was taken down; stuck on the side, a ci-
phered note made by Kyo indicated the distriburion of
the arms, some of which were to be passed an to the sec-
ondaty combat organizations. The truck would stop
barely five minutes at each post for it had to call ax more
than twenty posts.

They had only treason to fear: the noisy truck, driven
by a man in governmental uniform, aroused no suspi-
cion. They met a pawol, “I've become the milk-man
making his round,” thought Kyo.

Day was dawning.
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Part Two






Eleven o’clock in the morning

’II‘-IINGS are going badly,” thought Ferral.

His car—the only Voisin in Shanghai, for the President
of the French Chamber of Commerce could not use an
American model~was speedmg along the quay. To the
right, under the vertical banriers covered with charac-
ters: “A twelve-hour working day,” “No more employ-
ment of children under eight,” thousands of spinning-
mill workers were standing, squatting, lying on the side-
walk in tense disorder. The car passed a group of women
who were rallied round a banner~“Righr to sit down for
Wwomen-workers.” The arsenal itself was empty: the
snetal wotkers were on strike. To the left, thousands of
sailors in blue rags, without banners, crouched along the
Stream, waiting. On the quay-side, the crowd of dem-
onstrators filled the side-streets as far as the eye could
*each; on the river-side they clung to the landing-stages,
concealing the edge of the water.

The car left the quay, swung into the Avenue of the
Two Republics. And now it could advance only with
difﬁmlty, caught in the seething movement of the Chi-
nese crowd which was bursting from all the streets to-
wards the refuge of the French concession. As one race-
horse outdistances another, head, neck, shouldess, the
crowd was “closing in” on the car, slowly, steadily.
Wheelbarrows with babies® heads sticking out between
bowls, Peking carts, rickshaws, small hairy horses, hand-
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carts, trucks loaded with sixty-odd people, monstrous
mattresses piled with 2 whole houschold of furniture,
bristling with table-legs, giants with cages of blackbirds
dangling from the end of their arms which were strerched
out to protect tiny women with a Jitter of children on
their backs. . . . The chauffeur was at last able to turn,
to get into streets that were still obstructed but where
the din of the hom sent the crowd scurrying a few
meters ahead of the car. It arrived at the vast headquar-
ters of the French police.

Ferral climbed the stairs almost at a run.

In spite of his slicked-back hair, his informal tweed
suit, and his gray silk shirt, his face preserved something
of 1900, of his youth. He smiled at people “who disguise

themselves as caprains of industry,” which permitred
i £.-. x

gave his profile an expression of refined brutality; its
strength was in the combination of his aquiline nose and
his jurting chin, badly shaved this moming: the water-
service employees were on strike, and the limy warer
brought by the coolies gave the soap a poor lather. He
disappeared in the midst of the bows that greeted him.

At the far end of the office of Marrial, the chief of

police, a Chinese secret agent—a paternal-looking Her-
cules—was asking:

“Is thar all, Chief?*

*“Also, get busy disorganizing the syndi J ans d
Martial, whose back was turned, “And what's more,
you'll have to snap into it. The work’s been rotten. You
deserve to be fired: half your men can’t be trusted out of
sight! I'm not paying you to hire quarter-revolutionaries
who don’t dare to come out in the open and say what
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they are: the police is not a factory for furnishing alibis,
Fire alf agents who traffic with the Kuomintang, and
don’t let me have to tell you again. And try to under-
stand, instead of fooking at me Iike an idiot! A nice mess
it would be if I didn’t know my men better than you
know yours!”

“Sir. . ."

“That's that. Settled. Classified. Ger the hell out of
here. How do you do, Monsieur Ferral?”

He turned round: a military face: large, regular and
impersonal features, less revealing than his shoulders.

“Hello, Martial, Well?”

“To keep the railroad the government is obliged to
ke away thousands of men from other duties. You
can’t hold out against 3 whole country, unless you have
a police like ours at your disposal. The only thing the
government can count on is the armored train, with its
‘White officers. Thar’s sexious.”

“A minority still implics a majority of imbeciles. Well,
anyway .,

“Everything depends on the front. Here they're going
to try to revolt. It's going to be hot for them, maybe,
for they’re scarcely armed.”

Ferral could only listen and wait, which he thoroughly
detested. The parleys held by the chiefs of the Anglo-
Sazon and Japanese groups, himself, certain consulates,
with the go-berweens who filled all the big hotels of the
concessions to overflowing, still remained fruitless, This
afternoon, perhaps . . . i

Once Shanghai was in the hands of the revolutionary
army, the Kuomintang would at last have to choose be-
tween d and C: ism, D ies are al-
ways good customers. And 2 company can make profits
without depending on treaties. On the other hand, if the
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city became sovietized, the Franco-Asiatic Consortium~
and with it ol the French trade in Shanghai—would
crumble away; Ferral was of the opinion that the powers
would abandon their nationals, as England had done at
Hankow. His immediate objective was to prevent the
taking of the city before the arrival of the army, to make
it impossible for the C ists to do anything alone.

“How many troops, Martial, in addition to the ar-
mored train?”

“Two thousand police and a brigade of infantry,
Monsieur Ferral”

“And how many revolutionaries who can do some-
thing besides tallc>”

“A few hundred at the most, who are armed, . . . As
for the others, they're not worth considering. As there’s
no military service here, they don’t know how to use 2
gun, don't forget. In February there were two or three
thousand of those fellows, if you count the Commu-
nists. . . . They're no doubt a linle more numerous
now.”

But in February the government army had not been
destroyed,

“How many will follow them?” Martial went on.
“But you see, Monsicur Ferral, all thar doesnt gee us
very far. One would have to know the psychology of
the chiefs. . . . I know that of the men pretty well.
The Chinaman, you ses . .

Ferral was looking at him with an expression he had
seen before~on rare occasions—and which was enough
1o silence him: an expression less of contempt, of irrita-
tion, than of appraisal. Ferral did not say, in his cutting
and somewhat mechanical vaoice: “Is this going to last
much Jonger?” But he expressed it. He could not bear to
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have Martial pass off information obtained from his
agents as the fruit of his own perspicacity.

1f Martial had dared he would have answered: “What
difference does it make to you?” He was dominated by
Ferral; and his relations with him had been established
through orders to which he could enly submit. Even as
aman he fele him to be superior to himself; but he could
not endure his insolent indifference, his way of reducing
him to the status of 2 mechanism, of ignoring him when-
ever he wanted to speak as an individual and not merely
as a transmitter of information. Members of Parliament
on missions had told him about Ferral’s effectiveness at
the Chamber Committees, before his fall. Tn the sessions
he made such use of the qualities that gave his speeches
their clearness and their force that his colleagues de-
tested him more and more every year: he had 2 unique
talent for ignoring their existence. Whereas a Jaurds, 2
Briand, conferred upon them a personal life which, to be
sure, they ofsen did not possess, giving the illusion of
appealing to each one individually, of wishing to con-
vince them, of involving them in a complicity in which a
common experience of life and men united them—Ferral,
on the contrary, crected a structare of impersonal facts,
and would conclude with: “In view of these conditions,
gentlemen, it would thus obuiously be absurd. . . . He
got his way by force or by money. He had not changed,
Mardal observed.

“And what about Hankow?” asked Ferral.

“IWe had reporrs last night, There are 220,000 unem-
ployed there, enough to make a new Red army. . . "

For weeks goods from three of the companies con-
trolled by Ferral had been rotting on the sumptuous
quays: the coolies refused to transport anything.
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“What news of the relations berween the Communists
and Chiang Kai-shek?”

“Here's his last speech,” answered Martial. “For m?:
part, you know, I don’t beheve much in speeches. .« » - X

"L believe in them. In these at least. Tt doesn’t matcer.”

The telephone bell. Martial took the receiver.

“It’s for you, Monsieur Ferral”

Ferral sat down on the table.

“Hello? Yes"

« 1w

“He's halding ot 2 club to hit you with. He is hostile
to intervention, that’s obvious, It's only a guestion of
deciding whethter it’s better to attack him a5 2 pedersst
or accuse hisn of being bought. Thar's all.”

“It being perfectly understood that he is neither.
Moreover, I don’t like to have one of my collaborators
believe me capable of artacking a man for a sexuat devia-
tion which he might really have, Do you take me for 3
moralise? Good-by.”

Martial did not dare to guestion him, That Ferral did
not keep him posted on his plans, did not tell him what
he expected about his secret conferences with the most
active members of the International Chamber of Com-
merce, with the heads of the great associations of Chi-
nese merchants, appeared to him both insulting and

sharr_ciohead M

Republic as in the bosom of a family, his Qnemor)’ full

of kindly faces of old gentlemen—~Renan, Berthelot, Vie-

tor Hugo—the son of 2 great counselor-at-law, an agrégé

in history at ewenty-seven, at twenty-nine the editor of

the first collective history of France, 2 deputy at a very
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early age (favored by the epoch that had made Poincaré
and Barthou ministers before forty), and now President
of the Franco-Asiatic Consortium—Ferral, in spite of his
political downfall, possessed in Shanghai a power and a
prestige at least equal to those of the French Consul-Gen-
eral with whom, moreover, he was on friendly terms.
"The Chief was therefore respectfully cordial. He handed
him the speech:

“I bave spent eighteen million dollars in all, and taken
six provinces, in five months. Let the malcontents look
for anotber general-in-chief, if they awish, who spends
as little and accomplishes as much as1. . . ”

“Obviously the money question would be settled by
the taking of Shanghai,” said Ferral. “The customs
would give him seven million dollars a month, just about
what is needed to make up the army deficit, « . "

“Yes. But they say that Moscow has given the politi-
cal commissars orders to have their own troops beaten
before Shanghai. In that case the insurrection here might
end badly. ..

“Why those orders?”

“So that Chiang Kai-shek would be beaten, to destroy
his prestige, and to replace him by a Communist general
to whom the honor of taking Shanghai would then go.
It's almost certain that the campaign against Shanghai
has been undertaken without the assent of the Central
Commitree of Hankow. The same informers claim that
the Red staff is protesting against this policy. . . .”

Ferral was i d, though skeptical. He inued
to read the speech:

“Deserted by a considerable number of its members,
the Central Executive C ittee of Hankow h
less is determined to remain the supreme authority of the
Kuomintang Party. . . . 1 know thar Sun Yat-sen ad-
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smitted the Conmmusts as suxiliaries of the Party. I bave
done nothing agaimst thew, and | have often admired
their energy. But now, instead of being content te 7¢-
wain aunliaries, they set themselves up as masters and
violently and insolemly aspire to govern the Farty.
awarn them that 1 shall oppose these excessive preten-
sions, which go beyond «what awas stipulated ar the sinse
of their admission. . . "

Tt was becoming possible to employ Chiang Kai-shek.
The present governmen signified nothing, except by 1t
strength (which it Jost by the defea of jts amy) and by
the fear which the Communists of the revolutionary
atmy inspired in the bourgeoisic. Very few people had
any interest in its maintenance. Behind Chisng there was
2 victorious army, and the whole Chinese petry bour-

coisie.

“Naothing else?” he asked aloud.

“Nothing, Monsteur Ferral”

“Thank you."

He went down the stairs, met half-way down an au-
bum-haired Minerva in a tailored spore-suit, with superb
immobite features, She was a Russian from the Cavcasus
who was repured 1o be Martial's occasional miseress. “rd
like to see the expression on your face when you're mak-
ing love,” he thought.

“Pardon me, Madam.”

He passed her with 2 bow, climbed into his car which
began to be swallowed up in the crowd, against the cur-
rent this time. The horn shrieked in vain, powetless
against the force of the exodus, against the seething
thousands which Invasions stir before them. Pexry mer-
chamts with their two trays dangling like scales from
beams thar caoghe a0d swung wildly, carts, barrows
worthy of the T'2ng emperors, invalids, cages. .« . . Fer-
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ral was advancing in the opposite direction to all those
eyes which fear caused to look inward: if his checkered
life was to be destroyed, let it be in this uproar, amid
this frantic despair that came beating against the win-
dows of his car! Just as he would have medicated upon
the meaning of his life had he been wounded, sa now
tha his ‘prises were d he was medicati
upon them. He realized, moreover, where he was vulner-
able. He had had too Lrtle choice in this combat; he
had been obliged to undertake his Chinese affairs to give
new outlets to his production in Indo-China. He was
playing a waiting game here: he was aiming at France.
And he could not wait much longer.

His greatest weakness lay in the absence of a State.
The development of such vast affairs was inseparable
from governments. Since his youth he had always
worked for them: while still in Parliament he had been
president of the Society of Electncal Energy and Ap-
pliances, which manufactured the electrical equipment
of the French State; he had next organized the recon-
struction of the port of Buenos Ayres. Possessing the
kind of arrogant integrity which refuses commissions
and accepts orders, he had looked to the French posses-
sions in Asia for the money he needed after his fall; for
he did not intend to play the ssme game again; he was
going to change the rules. In a position to utilize lus
brother's personal standing, which was superior to his
office as director of the Mouvement Général des Fonds
Ferral-who had remained at the head of one of the pow-
erful French financial groups—succeeded in getting the
General Government of Indo-China to undertake a pro-

XA department in the Miaistry of Finance charged with the dis-
tribution of State funds.
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gram of public works involving an expenditare of four
hundred million francs. (Even his enemies were not
averse to furmishing him means of gercing out of
France,) The Republic could not refuse the brather of
one of her highest officials the management of this civ-
ilizing program; it was a great success, and caused sor-
prist in this country in which even big financial ven-
tores are carsied on haphazardly.

Ferral knew how to act. A good deed is never lost:
the group passed on to the industrialization of Indo-
China, Little by linle there appeared: twa credit estab-

Yist (Jand ities and agriculmral Joans); four
agricnltural devefopment associations—~mbber, cotton,
and sugar plantations and tropical culty ontralling
the immediste conversion of these rasw materials into

factured products; three mining it coal,
hosph gold, and a subsidi Jt-mining enterprise;

phosp
five industrial fitms: fight and energy, electricity, glass,
paper, printing; theee transport companies: barges, tug-
boass, streer cars. At the center, che Public Works Cor-
poration~queen of this vast organization of effort, ha~
tred and paper, mother or midwife of almost al the sister
societies engaged in living by profitable incests—was
able to abrain the contract for the construction of the
Cenrra) Annam railroad, whose tracks {who would have
thoughe i©?) passed through the greater part of the con-
cessions of the Ferral group. “Things sren't going 50
badly,” the vice-president of the administration councit
would say to Ferral, who s3id nothing, busy piling sp
his miftions in steps on which he could climb to a posi-
tion that would pue Parfs within his resch.

Even with the project for a new Chinese Company int
cach pocket, he thoughe oaly of Pasis. It was his dream
to reurs to France rich enough to buy the agence
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Havas™ o to negotiate with it; to get back into the po-
litical game and, having castionsly reached the cabiner,
to pit the combined forces of the cabinet and 2 bought
public opinion against the Parliament. There lay the
power. But today his dreams were out of the question:
the rapid growth of his Indo-Chmese enterprises had in-
volved the entire Ferral group in the commercial pene-
tration of the Yangtze basin, Chiang Kai-shek was
marching on Shanghai with the revolutionary army, the
crowd, more and more dense, was pressing against his
doors, There was not a single company owned or con-
trolled in China by the Franco-Asiatic Consortium which
was not affected: those for naval constructions, at Hong
Kong, by the insecurity of navigation; all the orhers—
Ppublic works, constructions, electricity, insurance, banks
—by war and the Communist menace. What they im-
ported remained in their warehouses in Hong Kong or
Shanghai; what they exported, in their Hankow ware-
Houses, sometimes on the wharves.

The car stopped. The silence—Chinese crowds are
usually among the noisiest—seemed to forbode the end
of the world. A cannon-shot. The revolutionary army,
sa near? No: it was the noon-day cannon. The crowd
scatrered: the car did not move. Ferral seized the speak-
ing-tube. No answer: the chauffeur, the valet were gone.

He remained motionless—stupefied—~in the motionless
car which the crowd circled elumsily. The nearest shop-
keeper came out, carrying on his shoulder an enormous
shutter; he tarned round, nearly smashed one of the
glass panes of the car: he was closing his shop. To the
Tight, to the left, ahead of him, other shopkeepers, other
artisans came out, with shursers covered with characters
on their shoulders. The general strike was beginning.

The leading French news-gathering and Publicicy syndicate.
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This time it was not the Hong Kong strike, slowly set
under way, epic, dismak: it was an army maneuver. As
far as his eye conld reach there was not 5 shop remaining
open. He must Jeave as quickly as possible; he got out,
called a rickshaw. The coolic did not answer him: he was
sunning at top speed for shelter, almost alone on the
street, now, wich the abandoned cor: the crowd had jost
surged back towards the sidewalks, “They’re afraid of
the machine-guns,” thoughe Ferral. The children, no
longer playing, were scurrying between legs, through
the i ination of the sidewalks. A silence full of
Tives at once remote and very near, like that of a forest
satorated with insects; the siren of a cruiser rose, then
became lost. Ferral walked towards his house as fast a3
he could, hands in pockers, shoulders and chin thrust
forward. Two sicens toak up in unison, an ocrave higher,
the cry of the one thar had juse died down, as if some
enarmaous creature, enveloped in this silence, were thus
announcing its coming. The entire city was on guard.

Onre o’clock in the afternoon

“Five minutes 10,” s2id Ch'en.

_Thc men of his group were waiting., They were all
spinung-mill woskers, clad in blue denim; he waore their
garb. All of them shaved, all fean, all vigorous: befare
Cfl'cm deach had made its selection. Tiwo were holding
fifles under one am, the barrels towards the ground.
Seven carried revolvers from the Shantungs one, a gre-
nade; a few others had some hidden in their pockets.
About thirry held knives, clubs, bayoners; cight or ten,
without weapons, were crouched beside piles of rags,
kerosene cans, rolls of swire. An adolescent was examin-
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ing large broad-headed tacks which he pufled ont of
sack as though they were seeds: “Surely longer than
horse-shoes, . , ”* A Court of Miracles,! but composed
of men united by a bond of hatred and decision,

& was not one of them. In spite of the murder, in
spite of his presence. If he were to die today, he would
die alone, For them everything was simple: they were
Ef’ing forth 10 conquer their bread and their dignity.

or him . . . he did not even know how to speak to
them, except of their pain and of their common bartle
At least he knew that the strongest of bonds is battle.
And the batdle was here.

They got up, sacks on their backs, cans in their hands,
wire under their arms, [t was not yet raining; the gloom
af this empty street which a dog crossed in two leaps,
a5 if some justinct had warned him of what was impend-
ing, was as deep as the silence, Five shots went off i 2
neatby sereet: three together, another, still another. “It’s
starting,” said Ch'en. The silence returned, but it no
longer seemed to be the same. Suddenly it was fiiled by
the clatter of horses’ hoofs, hurried, coming nearer and
nearer. And, like the vertical laceration of lightning af-
ter a prolonged thunder, while they still saw nothing, a
tumult suddenly filled the street, composed of mingled
cties, shots, furious whinnyings, the falling of bodies;
then, as the subsiding clamor was heavily cholung under
the indestructible silence, there rose a cry as of a dog
howling lugubriously, cut short: 4 man with his throat
stashed.

At 2 run they quickly reached a more important
streer. All the shops were closed. On the ground, three

L i e nd
G B B B e boncs 1 cotios o
filled the capical 1n the Middle Ages.
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“But if they're beaten, perhaps we'll be accused of
treason.”

“YWhar could we have done? We yielded to force, Wo
are all witnesses that we did not betray.”

They were reflecting, their necks drawn in—commo-
rants crwshed by thoughe.

“We are not responsible,” said one.

Al approved. They got up nevertheless and went t0
continue their game in 3 seighboring shop, the pro-
prictar not daring to put them out. Only 2 pile of uni-
forms remained in the center of the station.

Elated and wary, Chen, followed by his men, was
walking towards one of the central posts: “Alf is well,”
Hie was thinking, “bue those men are almost 25 paor 3§
we . . .” The White Russians and the soldiers of the
armored train would certainly fighr. The officers too.
Distant explosions, muffied as though the low sky had
weskened them, were beating the air near the censer of
the city,

At a street-crossing, the troop—ali the men asmed
now, even those carrying the cans—hesitated 2 moment,
Taoked about, From the cruisers and the steamships un-
able ro discharge their cargaes rose the oblique masses
of smoke which the heavy wind soartered in the diec-
tion of the insurgents’ path, as if the sky were partici-
pating in the insucrection. “The mext station was an ofd
red brick building, two stories highs there were two sen-
tinels, one on each side of the door, bayoners fixed 1o
their tifles, Ch'en knew that the special police had been
on the alere for three days, and that their men were
worn out by the uninterrupted vigil: There were of-
ficers here, some fifty Mauserists of the police~well
paid—and ten soldiers. To live, to live at Jeasr shrough
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<he niext weck! Chlen had stopped ac the comer of the
streer. The arms were no doubt in the racks on the
ground-floor, in the right-hand room, the guard-room,
which led to the office of an officer; Ch'en and two of
his men had gone in there several vimes during the week.
He chose ten men without guns, made them hide the re-
volvers in their blouses, and advanced with them. Once
beyond the corner, the sentinels watched them approach.
As they were suspicious of everyone, they had ceased to
be suspicions of anyone in particular; workers’ delega-
tions often came to parley with the officer, usually to
bring him tips, an operation which required many guar-
antees and persons,

“To see Licurenant Svi T'an,” said Cien. ;

While cight men were passing, the two last, as if
pushed in the stight shuffie, shpped berween the sentinels
and the wall. By the time the first ones were in the hall,
the sentinels felr the muzzles of revolvers in their sides.
They let themselves be disarmed: they were better paid
than their wretched fellow-policemen, but not suffi-
ciently to risk their lives. Fonr of Chen’s men who had
not joined the first group and who seemed to be passing
in the street, led them away along the wall. Nothing had
been visible from the windows.

From the hall Chen could see the racks filled with
sifles. 1n the guard-room there were only six policemen
2rmied with automatics, and those weapons were on theit
belts, in closed holsters. He threw himself in front of
the racks, revolver held our,

If the police had been resolute, the attack would have
failed. In spite of his detailed acquaintance with the
places where he was 1o operate, Ch'en had not had time
to designate to each of his men the one he was to cover
with his gun; anc or ewo of the police could have fired.
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But all put up their hands, They were immediately dis-
armed. A new group of Ch'en’s men entered. A new dis-
tribution of arms began.

“At this moment,” Ch'en was thinking, “two hundred
groups in the city are doing what we are doing. If they
all have as good Iuck . . .” Hardly had he taken the
third gun when he heard the sound of 2 headlong dash
coming from the stairway: someone was running up the
stairs. He went out. The moment he passed the doorway
a shot was fired from the floor above. Nothing more at
the head of the stairs. One of the officers, upon coming
down, had seen the insurgents, fired, and immediately
Tegained the second story.

The fighting was about to begin.

A door, in the center of the second-story landing,
commanded the stairway. Send a spokesman, Asiatic-
fashion? Ch'en hated all the Chinese good sense which
he recognized in himself. Attempt to take the stairs by
force>—as well commit suicide: the police no doube had
2 supply of hand-grenades. The instructions of the mili-
tary committee, transmitred by Kyo to all the groups,
Were to set fire in case of partial failure, to take position
in the adjoining buildings, and to call the special squads
for help. There was nothing else to do.

“Set fire!”

The men with the cans tried to pour out the oil in
splashes like water out of a bucket, but the narrow open-
ings only squirted derisive little jets. They were obliged
to pour it slowly, on the furniture, along the walls. Ch'en
looked through the window: opposite, closed shops, nar-
row windows commanding the exit from the station;
above, the rotten curled-up roofs of Chinese houses, and
the infinite calm of the gray sky now no longer streaked
with smoke, of the intimate low sky on the empty street.
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the next week! Ch'en had stopped at the corner of the
street. The arms were no doubt in the racks on the
round-floor, in the right-hand room, the guard-room,

which led to the office of an officer; Clien and two of
his men had gone in there several times during the week.
He chose ten men without gons, made them hide the re-
volvers in thewr blouses, and advanced with them. Once
beyond the corner, the sentinels watched them apprmch‘
As they were suspicious of everyone, they had ceascd 10
be suspicions of anyone i parncular; workess delega:
tions often came 10 parley with the officer, usually to
bring him rips, an operation which required many gust-
antees and persons. ’

“To see Lievtenant Sui T’an,” said Chven. .

While eight men were passing, the two last, 25 if
pushed in the slight shufRe, slipped becween the sentinels
and the wall, By the time the first ones were in the hall
the sentinels felt the muzzles of revolvers in their sides.
They let themselves be disarmed: they were beter pﬁld
than their wrerched fcllow»policemcn, but not -
ciendy 1o risk their fives, Four of Ch'en’s men who Y}ﬂd
hot joined the fisst group and who seemed to be passing
in the street, led them away along the wall. Nothing had
been visible from the ‘windows, .

From the hall C'en could see the racks flled with
rifles, n the guard-room there were only six polic:me'n
armmed with automatics, and those weapons were on thei
belts, in closed holsters. He threw himself in frant of
the rartre wacre v ve

If would have
faile. 4t ulldued acquattauce with "l\c
places where he was ro operate, Ch'en had not had time
to designate to each of bis men the one he was o COVer
with his gun; one of two of the police could have fired
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From the windows of the second story the besieged
poli were throwing hand-grenades. (How could
they open the windows without being fired on from the
street?) The first, the one that had thrown him down,
had exploded in front of the house, and the fragments
had flown in through the open doorway and the shat-
tered window, as if it had exploded in the guard-room
itself; terrified by the explosion, those of his men who
had nor been killed had jumped out, inadequately
shielded by the smoke. Under the fire of the policemen
at the windows, two had fallen in the middle of the
street, their knees doubled against their chests, like
hunched-up rabbits; another, with his face in a pool of
blood, seemed to be bleeding from the nose. The irregu-
fars had recognized their own men; but the gesture of
those who were calling Ch'en had been 2 signal to the
officers that someone was coming out, and they had
thrown their second grenade. It had exploded in the
street, to Ch'en’s left: the wall had protected him.

From the hall, he examined the guard-room. The
smoke was slowly curling down agzin from the ceiling.
There were bodies on the floor. Moans filled the room.
In the comer, one of the prisoners, a leg torn off, was
shrieking: “Stop firing!” His panting cries seemed to
pierce holes in the smoke which continued jts indifferent
curve above the suffering, like a visible fatality. Thar
man who was shricking, with his leg tom off, could not
remain with his hands tied behind his back. Yer wouldn’t
another grenade explode, at any moment? “It’s none of
my business,” thought Chen, “he’s an enemy.” But with
a hole of flesh at the end of his thigh instead of a leg,
with his hands tightly bound, the feeling he experienced
was much stronger than pity: he himself was thar man
bound hand and foot. “If the grenade explodes ourside,
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1'll throw myself on the ground; if it rolls here, I'll have
to toss it outside right away. One chance out of twenty
of gerting away. What in hell am I doing here? What in
hell am I doing, here?” To be killed—chat didn'e matter
much. What agonized him was the thought of being
wounded in the stomach; yet this fear was less intoler-
able than the sight of that bound and tortured erearure,
of human powerlessness in suffering. Unable to do other-
wise, he went towards the man, his knife in his hand, to
cut his cords. The prisoner thought he was coming to
Kill him; he wanted to shriek still louder: his voice weak~
ened, beczme a wheeze. Sarurared with horror, Ch'en
touched him with his left hand which stuck to the clothes
drenched with sticky blood, unable however to take his
eyes off the shatrered window through which the grenade
mighe fall. At last he felt the cords, slipped the knife
underneath, cut them. The man no Jonger screamed: he
had died or fainted. Ch'en, his eyes still fixed on the
jagged window, retumed to the hall. The change of
smell surprised him; as though he had just begun to hear,
he realized that the groans of the wounded had become
shrieks: in the room, the débris saturated with oil, see on
fise by the grenades, was beginning to burn.

) No water, Before the insurgents could take the sta-
tion the ded (now the pri no Jonger
he could only think of his own) would be burned to
ashes. . . . Out, out! First of all, think, and thereafter
make the fewest possible moves. Although he was trem-
bling, his mind fascinated by the idea of escape was not
without lucidity: he had te go to the left, where a cov-
ered porch would protect him. He opened the door with
his right hand, the left raised in a signal of silence. The
enemy above could not see him; the awitude of the in~
surgents alone could have warned them. He felt the eyes
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of 4l his men centered on this open door, on his squat
figure, blue against the dark background of the hall. He
began to sidle to the left, his back brushing the wall,
anms crossed, his revolver in his right hand. Advancing
step by step, he kept looking at the windows above him:
Ofte was protected by an iron plate placed as a screen, In
vain the insurgents fired on the windows, The grenades
were being thrown over the screen. “When they start
throwing again I'll se¢ the grenade and I'll surely see the
amm,” thought Ch’en, still advancing. “If I see it, T must
catch it like a package, and throw it again as far as pos-
sible. . . " He did not cease his crab-like walk, “I
won't be able to throw it far enough: if I'm not pro-
tected Tl ger a handful of shot in the stomach. . . .»
He was sull advancing. The strong burnt smell, and the
sudden absence of support behind him (he did not turn
round) told him he was in front of the window of the
ground floor. “If I catch the grenade, I'll throw it into
the guard-room before it explodes. With the thickness
of the wall, by getting beyond the window, I'm saved.”
What did it matter that the guard-room was not empty,
that the very man whose cords he had cut was there~
aud his own wounded? He did not see the insurgents,
not even through the clearings in the smoke, for he could
noe take his eyes from the screen; but he could still feel
the eyes trying to see him: in spite of L(h: &ring directed
aeatlllh e et laae melov, L

nnly-a small supply of grenades and that they looked be-
fore throwing them; immediately, as though the idea
WELE Do ~F ~ermm Smdmees = Jomad Amramend s dos sLa
screen—
cally, 2
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fired with an instantaneous aim, bounded ahead, reached
the porch. A volley went off from the windows, a gre-
nade exploded at the spot he had just left: the officer,
whom he had missed when he fired, had hesitated before
passing his hand holding the grenade under the screen,
fearing a second shor. Ch'en had received a blow in the
lefe arm: nothing but air-pressure from one of the ex-
plosions. But the wound he had inflicted on himself with
the dagger, before killing Tang Yen Ta, was sensitive
and was bleeding again, though it did not hurr. Making
the bandage tighter with a handkerchief, he joined the
insurgents by way of the courts.

Those who were directing the attack were assembled
in a dark passage.

“You couldn’t send scouts, could you!”

The leader of the ch'on, a tall shaved Chinaman,
whose sleeves were 100 short, watched his approaching
shadaw, slowly raised his eyelids, resigned:

“I bhad someone relephone,” was all he said. Then
added: “Now we're waiting for an armored truck.”

“How are the other sections getting along?”

“We've taken half the stations.”

“Not more?”

“That's pretry good for a srart.”

All that distant gunfiring came from their men who
were converging towards the North Seation.

Ch'en was panting, as though he had just come out of
the water into 2 strong wind. He leaned against the wall,
the angle of which protected them all, gerting back his
wind by degrees, thinking of the prisoner whose ropes
he had cut. “I should have left the fellow alone. Why
did I go and cut the rope? It couldn’t make any differ-
ence.” But he knew that he could not have done other-
wise, that even now he would not react differently to
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that man with his leg cut off, helplessly struggling. Be-
cause of his wound, he thought of Tang Yen Ta. What
2 fool he had been alf last night, ll this morning! Noth-
ing was easier than to kilf,

In the sution, the débris was sall burning, the
wounded were still shrieking before the approaching
flames; their repeared, constant clamer reverberated in
this low passage, rendered extraordinarily near by the
remoteness of the detonations, of the strens, of all the
sounds of war lost in the dismal air. A distane metallic
rumble became audible, drew nearer, submerged those
otfier sounds: the truck was arriving. It had been con-
verted into an armored truck overmght, very hastily:
the plates were inadequately joined, The brakes were
a}’P_Iiﬁd, the clatrer ceased, and the cries conld be heard
again.

Ch'en, who was the only one to have entered the sta-
tion, explained the sitvation to the chief of the msct]l:
PR - L e CRan e

even befare those dead comrades huddled up m tne huu
dle of the street, he knew thar ar al times he hated the
Chinese bourgeoisie; the prolerariat was at least the form
of his hope.

The officer knew his business. “The truck’s no use,”
b said, “it hasn't even & top. All they have to do Iy throw
a grenade inside to blow up the whole business; but T've
brought some grenades too.” Those of Ch’en’s men who
carried them were in the guard-room—dead?—and the
second group had not been able to get hold of any.

“Lets try from above.”

“Agreed,” said Ch'en.
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The officer looked at him with irritation: he had not
asked for his opinion; but he s2id nothing. Both of them
~he, a soldier, in spite of his civilian clothes, with his
bristling hair, his close-trimmed mustache, his blouse
gathered under his {ver-belt; and Ch'en, squat and
blue—examined the station. To the right of the door the
smoke from the flames which were crawling ever closer
to the bodies of their wounded comrades issued forth
with a mechanical regularity, hike their cries, whose con-
stanicy would have seemed childish but for their agoniz-
ing tone. To the feft, nothing. The windows of the sec-
ond story were veiled in smoke. From time to time an
assailant still fired at one of the windows, and bits of
wreckage sprinkled down to increase the dusty pile of
plaster, splinters, sticks, in which pieces of glass glis-
tened in spite of the dull light. Now the station was fir~
ing only when one of the insurgents lefc his hiding-place.

“How are the other sections doing?” Ch'en asked
again,

“Almost all the stations have been taken. The main
station, by surprise, at one-thirty. We seized eight hun-
dred guns there. We can already send reénforcements
against those who resist: you're the third squad we
have helped, They are not geting any more re¢nforce-
ments; we have already blocked the barracks, the South
Station, the arsenal. But we have to get through here: we
need all the men we have for the artack. And there will
still be the armored train”

The idez of che two hundred groups engaged in the
same activity as bis own both exalted and disrurbed
Ch'en. In spite of the gunfiring which the Jistless wind
brought from the entise city, violence gave him the sen-
sstion of sofitary activity.

A man pulled a bicycle from inside the truck, and lefe.
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Cl'en recognized him as he was getting on: Ma, one of
the principal agitators. He was going to make a reporr of
the situation to the Military Committee. A typographer,
who had devoted his whole life, since the age of twelve,
w0 creating Unions of printshop workers everywhere,
with the hope of organizing all Chinese typographers;
tried, condemned to death, a fugirive, still organizing,
Shouts of joy: the men had recognized him at the same
moment as Ch’en, and were acclaiming hum. He looked
2¢ them, The world they were prepating condemned
him~Ch'en—as much as did that of their enemics. What
would he do in the factory of the future that lay hidden
behind their blue blouses?

‘The officer distribured grenades, and ten men went up
aleng the roofs to take position on the station-roof. They
were going to give the police a dose of their own medi-
cine, throw the explosives in through the windows:
these commanded the street but not the roof, and only
one was protected by a screen. The insurgents advanced
from zoof to roof, elongated silhouettes against the sky.
The station kept up a steady fire. As if the dying alone
had divined this approach, their cries suddenly changed,
became moans. Now they could hardly be heard; they
were the stiffed cries of half-mutes. The silhouettes
reached the ridge of the steep station-roof, slowly
crawled down; it was harder for Chen to make them
out now that they no longer stood out against the sky.
A gutrural shriek, fike that of a woman in the agony of
childbirth, cut across the groans, which continued like
an echo, and then died away.

Despite the general commotion the sudden cessation
of cries gave the impression of a sinister silence: had the
flames reached the wounded? Ch'en and the officer
looked at each other, shut their eyes in order to hear
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better. Each, upon reopening his eyes, met the silent look
of the other.

One of the men, clinging to an crnament of the cor-
nice, raised his free arm over the street. threxw his ===
nade favesAet 0T N
secon: <+ wnacd 1t Wie room where the wounded
were. Yells burst from the window that had been hit;
no longer the same cries, bur the piercing shrieks of men
in the convulsions of death, the outbussts of inexhaustible
suffering. The man threw his third grenade and again
miissed the window.

He was one of the men who had come in the truck.
He had defily thrown himself back, through fear of the
explosion. He was bending over again, his fifted am
holding a fourth grenade. Behind him one of Chlen’s
men was crawling down. The arm was never lowered:
he was suddenly swept off the roof, and a moment later
a violent expl ded on the sidewalk; throngh
the smoke, a splash of blood 2 yard wide appeared on
the wall. The smoke lifted: the wall was spattered with
blood and shreds of flesh. The second insurgent, losing
his hold and sliding down the roof with his full weight,
had knocked the first man off. Both had fallen on their
own grenades, from which they had pulled the pins.

From the other side of the roof, at the left, men of ¢he
o groups—Kuomi; b is an W
work iously approaching, When the fall
occurred they had halted: now they were beginning
again to crawl down. The February repression had been
artended by too many tortures to allow the insurrection
to fail through lack of resolute men. From the right,
other men were approaching. “Make a chain!” Ch'en
shouted from below. Insurgents close 1o the station re-
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peated the order. The men held one another by the hand,
the top one taking a strong hold with his left arm on 2
solid roof-ornament. The throwing of the grenades was
resumed, The besieged could not fige back.

Within five minutes, three grenades entered through
two of the windows aimed at; another blew up the wron-
?Iate screen. Only the center one had not been hit.

“Now to the center one!™ shouted the cader. Cl'en

fooked at him. For him commanding was a sport, and
he gave himself over to it with a joyous enthusiasm. He
scarcely protected himself. He was brave, beyond a
doubt, but he was not attached to his men. Ch'en was at-
tached 1o his, but not enough,

Not enough.

He Iefe the cadet, crossed the street beyond the range
of the police fire. He climbed up on the roof. The man
who was holding on to the ridge was weakening: Ci'en
took his place. Even there, with his wounded arm locked
sound the cement and plaster ornament, his right hand
holding the hand of the first man on the chain, he did
not escape his solitude. The weight of three sliding men
was suspended from his arm; it passed through his chest
like an iron bar. The grenades were bursting inside the
station, which had ceased firing. “We are protected by
the attie,” he thought to himself, “but not for long. The
s0of will blow up.” In spite of the intimacy of death, in
spite of that fraternal weight which was pulling him
apart, he was not one of them. “Is even blood futile?”

The cadet, down there, was looking ar him withour
understanding. One of the men who had come up be-
hind Clven offered to take his place.

“All sight. I'll throw the grenades myself.”

He passed him the chain of bodies. In his streeched
muscles rose a limitless despair, His hawk-like face with
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its narrow eyes was tense, absolutely motionfess; with
stupefaction he felt 2 tear roll down his nose. “Nervous-
ness,” he thought. He pulled a grenade from his pocket,
began to descend by hooking himself to the arms of the
men forming the cham. But the chain was suspended
from one of the ormaments which capped the roof at
either end. From there it was almost impossible to reach
the center window. Reaching the edge of the roof, Ch'en
let go the arm of the gremade-thrower, clung to his legs
then 1o the eaves, swung over the edge and down by
means of a drain-pipe: though he was too far from the
window to reach ir, he was near enough to throw. His
comrades no fonger strred. Above the ground-floor 2
projection gave him footing. He was astonished that his
wound hurt him so little. With his lefe hand holding on
to one of the clamps which secured the drain-pipe, he
gauged the weighe of hus first grenade: “If it falls in the
street, under me, 'm as good as dead.” He hurled it with
as much force as his position permitred: it entered, ex-
ploded in the interior,

Below, the shooting began again,

‘Through the stanion doorway which had remained
apen, the policemen, dnven from the Jast room, rushe
out m 2 blind stampede, finng at random. From the
00fs, from the porches, from the windows, the insur
gents were shooting them down. The bodies fell onc
afeer another, numerous near the doorway, then more
and more scattered,

Tl_\c ﬁri_ng ceased, Ch'en climbed down, still clinging
to his drain-pipe: he could not see his feer, and landed
on a body.

The cadet was entering the station. He followed him,
pulling from his pocker the grenade which he had not
thrown. At each step he became more acutely conscious
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that the wails of the wounded had ceased. In the guard
room, nothing but corpses. The wounded were charred.
On the second story, more dead, 2 few wounded.

“And now, to the South Station,” said the officer.
“Let’s take all the guns: other groups will need them.”

The arms were catried to the truck; when they had alt
beent collected, the men hoisted themselves up on the
machine, stood tightly packed, sat on the hood, clustered
on the running-boards, clung to the rear. Those who
were unable to ride started off by way of the alley ata
rapid pace, The great abandoned splotch of blood on
the wall seemed inexplicable in the deserted street; at
the corner the truck, bristling with men, with its accom-
paniment of rattling iron, vanished towards the South
Station and the barracks.

It was soon forced to stop: the street was blacked
by four dead horses, and three corpses, already dis-
armed. They were those of the cavalry men Ch'en had
seen at the beginning of the day: the first srmox_-:d car
had arrived in time, On the ground, broken wmd‘ow-
glass, but nothing hving excepe an old Chinaman with a
beard Iike 2 paint-brush, who was moaning. He spoke
distinctly as soon as Ch'en approached:

“It is a very unjust thing and very sad! Four! Four!
Alast”

“Only three,” said Ch'en.

“Four, alas!”

Ch'en looked again: there were only three corpses~
one on its side as though casually chrown there, two on
their bellies—berween the two rows of houses, dead too,
under the heavy sky. )

“I'm talking about the horses,” said the old man, with
contempt and fear: Ch'en was holding his revolver.
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“1 was walking of the men. One of the horses helonged
10 you?”

No doube they had been requisitioned that maraing.

“No, But T used to be a coachman, I know animals.
Four lalied! And for nothing!”

The dniver of the truck stepped up:

“For nothing?”

“Ler's not waste time,” said Chlen.

With the help of two men he dragged the harses t
one side. The truck went on. At the end of the strect
Ch'en, seated on one of the running-boards, looked back:
the old coachman was still among the corpses, moaning,
na doubr, a black figure in the gray street.

Five o'clock in the afternoon

“The South Station bas fallen

Ferral hung up the receiver. While he was kecping
appoinuments (the International Chamber of Commerce
was hostile to all intervention, but he controlled the
greatest paper in Shanghai) the prog of the in-
surrection was striking him blow after blaw. He had
wanted to be alone ar the telephone, He came back into
his studio, where Martial, who had just arrived, was af-
guing with Chiang Kai-shek's envoy: the Iatter had been
unwillmg to meet the Chief of Police either at potice
headquarters or at his home, Even before opening the
door, Ferral overheard, in spite of the gon-fire:

“Now what do I represent here?~French intet-
ests ..

“Bar what support can 1 pramise?” answered the
Chinaman in a tone of nonchalant insistence. “The Con
sul-General himself tells me to await de-tails from you-
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B:TIat'xse you know our country, and irs people, very
well.”

The studio telephone rang.

“The Municipal Council bas fallen,” said Martial,

And, changing his tone:

“I'm not saying that I don’t have a certain psycho-
Jogical understanding of this country, and of men in
general. Psychology and action, that’s my job; and on
the basis ., 7"

“But if persons who are as dangerous to your country
as they are to ours, dangerous to the peace of cwiliza-
ti-on, seek refuge, as they always do, in the concession®
The internati-omal police . . .

“That’s what he’s after,” thougbt Ferral, who was
entering. “He wants to know if Martial, in case of a2
breaking-off of relations, would allow the Communist
leaders to find refuge with us.”

“. . . have promised us their ung
« « . What will the French police do?”

“We'll take care of it. But watch out for this: no
monkey-business with white women, except Russian
ones. T have strict orders about thar. But, as I told you:
nothing official. Nothing official.”

In the modern studio-on the walls, Picassos of the
rose period, and an erotic Fragonard sketch—the two
men were standing on either side of 2 very large Kuan
Yin in black stone of the T'ang dynasty, bonght on
Clappique’s advice and which Gisors believed to be false.
The Chinaman, 2 young colonel with a curved nose, in
civilian clothes, buttoned up to the neck, was Jooking
at Martial and smiling, his head bent back.

“I thank you in the name of my party. ... ‘The
C ists are very treach hey are betray-ing
us, their faithful allies. It was understood that we would
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collaborate rogether, and that the soci-al questi-on would
be put forward only when China was united. And al-
ready they are putting it forward, They do not respect
our contract. They do not want to build up China, .but
the Soviets. The army’s dead did not die for the Soviets,
but for China. The Communists are capable of anything.
And that is why 1 must ask you, Monsieur le Directeur,
if the French police would have any objecti-on to’think-
ing of the personal safety of the General.”

It was clear that he had asked the same service of the
international police. .

“Gladly,” answered Martial. “Send the chief of your
police to me. Is it still Konigs” .

“Sll. Tell me, Monsieur le Directeur: have you
studied Roman history?”

“Naturally.”

“At night-school,” thought Ferral.

The telephone again, Marrial took the receiver.

“The bridges bave been taken,” he said as he'put it
back. “In 2 quarter of an hour the insurrection will be
occupying the city.”

“My opinion,” the Chinaman went on as if he had not
heard, “is that the Roman Empire was destroyed through
moral corrupti-on, Don’t you believe that a technical

ganizati-on of prosticutizon, an occidental organiza-
ti-on, like that of the police, would make it possible to
get the betrer of the Hankow chiefs, who are not com-
parable to those of the Roman Empire?” '

“It’'s an idea . . . but 1 don't think it’s practical. It
requires a good deal of thoughe, . , ., -

“Europeans never understand anything of China that
does not resemble themselves.” :

A silence. Ferral was amused. The Chinaman intrigued
him: that head thrown back, almost disdainful, and at
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the sxme time, that embarrassment. . . . “Hankow

floaded by streams 'of prostitutes . . ." he thooghr.

“And he knows the Communists. And the possibility
PO PRRREN
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ing of the artful precepts of the Roman Empire. “Gisors
is right, they’re always trying to find tricks.”

Again the telephone:

“The barracks are surrounded,” said Martial. “The re-
_:nfnrccm:ms from the government have stopped com-
ng”™

“The North Station>” asked Ferral.

* “Not yer taken.”

“Then the govemment can recall troops from the
frone?”

“Perhaps, sir,” said the Chinaman; “its rroops and tanks
are falling back on Nanking. It may send some here.

¢ armored train can still give serious battle.”

“Yes, it will hold its own in the vicinity of the train
and the station,” Martial went on. “Everything they
have taken is immediately organized; the insurrection
surely has Russian or European cadres; the ‘revolutionary

ing points, lftom which the troops are directed agamst
the barracks.”

“The Chinese have a great sense of organization,” said
the officer.

“How is Chiang Kai-shek protected?”

“His car is always preceded by that of his personal
guard, And we have our secret agents.”

Ferral at last understood the reason for the disdainful
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angle of the Chinaman’s head, which was beginning to
annoy him (at first it had scemed to him that the officer
was continually looking over Martial’s head at his erotic
sketch): a white spot on his right eye obliged the officer
1o look downward.

“Not enough,” answered Martial. “Have to do some-
thing abour that. The sooner the better. Now, 1 have
to run along: there’s the matter of electing the Executive
Committee which will take the government in hand. 1
may be able to do something there. Also the marter of
the election of the prefect, which is not to be over-
looked. . . .

Ferral and the officer remained alone.

“So, Monsieur,” said the Chinzman, his head back,
“from now on we can count on you?”

“Liu Ti Yu is waiting,” he answered.

Chief of the Shanghai Bankers’ Association, honorary
president of the Chinese Chamber of Commerce, linked
with all the guild-masters, this man was in 2 position ©
act in the Chinese city, which the insurgent sections

vere no doube beginning to occupy~—to act even more,
effectively than Ferral in the concessions. The officer
bowed and took his leave, Ferral went up to the second
story. In one comer of a modern office everywhere
adomned with sculprures of the best periods of Chincs.c
art, Liu Ti Yu was waiting. He wore a white linen suit
over a collarless sweater that was as white as his bristlin_g
‘hair. His hands seemed glued to the nickeled tubes of his

armchair. His face was all mouth and jaw—an energetic
old frog.

Ferral did not sit down.

“You are determined to have done with the Com-
munists.” He was not asking, he was affirming. “We t00,
obviously.” He began to walk back and forth, shoulders
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thrust forward, “Chiang Kai-shek is ready for the break.”
Ferral had never encountered suspicion on the face
afa R T L £ L Ly H. tanded
. o ito

: . . the

t0 continue, Behind the army, in the rural districts, the
COY'nmlmis(s are beginning to organize the peasant
Ux.uons. The first decree of the Unions will be the expro-
priation of the creditors. (Fersal did not use the word
usurers,) An enormous proportion of your capital is in-
vested in the country, the best part of your bank deposits
is guaranteed by land. ‘The peasant soviets . . .”

“The Commaunists won't dare to form soviets in
China”

“Let’s not play on words, Mr. Lin. ‘Whether you call
them unions or soviers, the Communist organizations are
going to nationalize the land, and declare credits illegal.

hose two measures wipe out the essential part of the
guarantees on the basis of which you have obuained for-
¢ign credits. More than a billion dollars, counting my
Japanese and American friends. It's out of the question
to offer a paralyzed commerce as 2 guarantee for this
sum, And without even mentioning our credits, those
decrees alone are enough to break every bank in China,
Obviously.”

“The Kuomintang won't allow it

“There is no Kuomintang. There are the Blues and
the Reds. They have gotten along so far~though badly—
because Chiang Kai-shek had no money. Once Shanghai
is taken~tomorrow—Chiang Kai-shek can almost pay
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fror'n thc.ir owners. Chiang Kai-shek knows, and says
he:,s obliged to break now. Will you help him, yes or
nod”

- Liu spat, his head sunk into his shoulders, He shut his
cyes, opened them again, looked at Ferral with the sly
€yes of an old usurer:

“How much?”

“Fifty million dollars.”

He spar again.

“Just from us?™

“Yes.”

He shut his eyes once more. Above the splitting noise
of the firing, shots from the armored train could be
heard at minute intervals.

If Tin'e Friamdn maode o
i
¢ .

. i
one of the moments when the world’s destiny hangs in
the balance . . .» thought Ferral, with a pride in which
there was both exaltation and indifference. His eyes did
not leave his interlocutor, The old man, his eyes shut,
seemed to be asleep; but on the backs of his hands the
biue, corded veins quivered Ike nerves. “A personal
argument might be necessary,” thought Ferral.

“Chiang Kai-shek,” he said, “cannot let his officers be
despoiled. And the C jsts are d ined to assassi-
nate him. He knows it.”

" Tt had been rumored for several days, but Ferral
doubted it.

“How much time have we?” asked Liu. And immedi-
ately, with one eye shu, the other open, cunning on the
right, shamefaced on the lefe: '

“Are you sure he won't take the money without exe
cuting his promises?”

Ll FLian
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“There is also our money, and there is no question of
promises. He cannot do atherwise. And mark my word:
i’s not because you pay him that he is going to destroy
the Communists: it's because he is going to destroy the
Communists that you pay him.”

“I shall call my friends rogether.”

Ferral knew the Chinese custom, and the influence
of the one who speaks.

“What will be your advice?”

“Chiang Kai-shek may be beaten by the people of
Hankow. There are two hundred thousand unemployed
there,”

“If we dor’t help him he will surely be beaten.”

“Fifty million. . . . Tris . . . a greav deak . . "

He finally looked straight at Ferral,

“Less than you will be obliged to give a Communist
government.”

The telephone.

“The armored train has been cut off,” Ferral went on.
“Even if the government wants to recall troops from the
frone, it is now powerless.”

He held our his hand.

Liu shook it, lefr the room. From the vast window
full of shreds of clouds Ferral watched the car disappeaty
the roar of the motor drowning out the volleys for 2
moment, Even if he were victor, the state of his enter-
prises would perhaps oblige him to ask for help from the
French government which so often refused ir, which had
just refused it to the Industrial Bank of China; but to-
day he was among those through whom the fate of
Shanghai was being decided. All the economic forces,
almost all the cansulates were playing the same game 25
he: Liu would pay. The armored train was still firing.
Yes, for the first time, there was an organization on the
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other side. He would like to know the men who were
directing it. ‘To have them shot, too.

The evening of war was vanishing into the night,
Below, lights were appearing, and the invisible river was
drawing to itself, as always, what little life remamned in
che city. It came from Hankow, that river. Lin was right,
and Ferral knew it: there lay the danger. There the Red
army was being formed. There the Communists domi-
nated. Since the revolutionaries, Iike a snow-plow, had
thrown off the Northerners, all the Left dreamed of
that promised land: the home of the Revolution was in
the greenish shadow of those foundries, of those arsenals,
even before it had taken them; now it possessed them and
those wretched marchers who were disappearing out of
sight in the slimy mist where the lanterns became more
and more numerous were all advancing in the same direc-
tion as the river, as if they too had all come from Han-
kow with their ravaged faces—omens driven towards him
by the menacing night.

Eleven o’clock. Since Liu's departure, before and after
dinner, conferences with guild-master, bankers, directors
of insurance companies and river transports, importers,
heads of spinning mills. All of them depended in some
measure upon the Ferral group or upon one of the
foreign groups that had hnked their policy to that of

depended upon the bank —blood-vessels flowed like the
cangls towards the capital where the destiny Ff China
was being decided, The firing continued. Nothing o do
now but wait,

121






Up, every new dress, every new lover brings forth 2
new soul . , ”~with the appropriate smile.

He entered the room. She smiled at him from the bed,
her waved hair falling in a thick mass over the round arm
on which her head rested.

Smiles gave her that animation, both intense and
abanqoncd, which pleasure gives. Valérie’s relaxed ex-
Pression was softly melancholy, and Ferral recalled thar
the first time he had seen her he had said she had a
blurred face—a face which matched the softness of her
812y eyes. But whenever coquetry came into play the
smile which half opened her curved mouth, at the cor-
Rers more than at the center, harmonizing in an unex-
pected way with her waved masses of short hair and her
€yes which at sach moments grew less tender, gave her
In spite of the fine regularity of her features a puzzling
expression, like that of 2 cat wanting to be perted. Ferral
was fond of animals, Jike all those whose pride is tao
great to adjust itself to men; cats especially.

He took her in his arms. She offered her mouth.
Through sensuality or through horror of sentimentality
he wondered, while he was undressing in the bathroom.
The light-bulb was broken, and the toilet articles looked
reddish, lighted by the conflagrations. He looked out
through the window: in the avenue, a crowd n motion,
Uke millions of fish under the quivering surface of a
black sea; it seemed to him suddenly that the soul of
this mob had left i, like the mind of 2 sleeper in a dream,
and that it was burning with 2 joyous energy in those
harsh flames that lighted up the outlines of the buildings.

When he came back she was dreaming and no longer
smiled. Although he was used to this change of expres-
sion it gave him once again the sensation of emerging
from 2 spell of madness. Did he want merely to be loved
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by the smiling worman from whozm this unsmiling woman
separated him like 2 stranger® The armored_ train wis
firing ar minute intervals, as for o triumph: it was stil
in the hands of the governmental forces, as were the
bartacks, the arsenal and the Russian church,

“Have you seen M. de Clappique again, dear?” she
asked.

The whole French colony of Shanghai knew Clap-
pique. Valéric had mec hum at 2 dinner two days before;
his whismsicahity delighted her. N

“Yes. I commissioned him to buy me some of Kama's
wash-drawings.”

“Can you get them ar antique-dealers?”

“Not 2 chance. Bur Kama i juse returning from
Europe; he'll pass throagh here in 2 fortnight, Clappique
was twred, hie only told two 8o0d stories: one about 2
Chinese burglar who was acquired becavse he had wrig-
gled theough 2 Iyre-shaped hole into the pawn-shop he
was robbing; and this one: Eminene-Virue had been
raising rabbits for owenty years. His house stood on one
side of the internal revenues office, his hutches on the
other. On one oceasion the custosms-inspectors forgot to
tell the ather shife abont his daily trip, He arrives, his
basker full of grass under his arm, ‘Hey, there! Show
your basker.” Under the grass there were watches, chains,
flashlights, cameras, s thae what you feed your r2b-
bits?’ “Yes, Sir. And (assuming a menacing artitude to-
ward the rabbits) and if they don’t fike ir, they wont
ger anything else ta ear today, ., "

“Oh!” she said, “ip's 4 sclentific story; now | under-
stand. The belf-rubbis, the drum-rabbits, you know, ait
those charming litele cresrures who fare so well in the
moon and phices Fike that, and so badly in children’s
rooms, that's where they come fram, , , . Thesad story

124



of Eminent-Virte is another heart-rending injustice.
And the revolutionary papers are going to make a great
protest, I imagine: for you may be sure that the rabbits
ate those things.”

“Have you read Alice in Wonderland, darling®”

He despised women—though he could not do without
them—sufficiently to call them darling.

“What 2 question! I know it by heart.”

“Your smife makes me think of the ghost of the cat
which never materialized. All one could see was a ravish-
ing cat-smile floating in the air. Oh! why doesa woman'’s
intelligence always insist on choosing some other ficld
than its own?”

“Which is its own, dear?”

“Charm and understanding, obviously.”

She reflected:

“What men mean by that is a submissive mind. You
recognize in a woman only the kind of intelligence
which gives you its approval. It’s so—so restful. . . "

“To give herself, for a woman, to possess, for a man,
ate the only two means that human beings have of

d ing anything wh e

“Hasn't it occurred to you, dear, that women never
give themselves (or hardly ever) and thar men possess
nothing? It's a game: ‘I think I possess her, therefore she
thinks she is possessed. . . .7 Yes? Really? Listen, 'm
going to say something very wicked—but d_on’t you think
it's the story all over again of the cork which cox:sxdercd
itself so much more important than the bortle?”

Morsl license in 4 woman excired Ferral, but intellec-
tual license only jrritated him, He felt an urgent need to

arouse the only feeling which gave him 2 cestain power
over 2 woman: Christan shame, together with gratitade
for the shame endured. If she did nor guess this, she
12§







she would presently be thrown back, but bringing with
her the resolve not to forgive him.

Vﬂé_n: was sleeping. Her regular breathing and the
telaxation of sleep gently swelled her lips, and the wan-
fon expression which pleasure gave to her features lin-
gered like an afterglow. “A human being,” thought Fer-
2, “an individual life, unique, isolated, like mine. . . .
.H" imagined himself as her, inhabiting her body, feeling
in her place that enjoyment which he could experience
only 2s a humiliation; he imagined himself-tumself—
humifiated by this passive volaptuousness, by this
woman’s sex. “It’s idiotic: she fecls herself in terms of
her sex as 1 do in terms of mine, neither more nor less.
Shc4feels herself as a knot of desires, sadness, pride, 15 a
destiny. , ., Obviously.” But not at this moment: sleep
and her lips gave her over to a perfect sensuality, as
‘h?\lgh she had agreed to be no longer a free and living
being, but only the expression of gratitude for a physical
conquest. The great silence of the Chinese night, with
its smell of camphor and leaves, it too asleep far out into
the Pacific, covered her over, beyond the realm of time:
not a ship called; not a gun fired. She did not trail with
fier in her sleep memories and hopes which he would
never possess: she was nothing bur the other pole of his
own pleasure, Never had she lived: never had she beena
litle girl.

The cannon, once more: the armored train was again
beginning to fire.

The next day, four o'clock in the afternoon

From a clock-maker’s shop which had been trans-
formed into a post, Kyo observed the ammored train,
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Two hundred yards ahead of it and behind it the revo-
lutionaries had blown up the rails, torn up the level
crossing. Of the train which barred the street, motion-
less, dead, Kyo could see only two carriages, the one
closed like a cattle-wagon, the other gly fl d
out beneath its turret, from which a small-caliber gun
projected. No men: neither the besieged hidden behind
their blocked loop-holes nor the assailants, distributed in
the houses overlooking the tracks. Behind Kyo, in the
direction of the Russian church and the Commercial
Printing House, the volleys did not let up. The soldiers
who were ready to give up their arms were out of the
fight; the rest would die. All the insurgent sections were
now armed; the governmental troops, their front
smashed, were fleeing in the rain-drenched wind towards
Nanking by the sabotaged trains and the roads pitted
with mud-holes. The army of the Kuomintang would
reach Shanghai in a few hours: couriers were arriving
every moment.

_ Cien entered, still dressed as a worker, sat down be-
snch Kyo, looked at the train. His men were on guard
behind 2 barricade, 2 hundred yards from there, but
were not to attack,

The cannon on the train, at a right angle to where they
were, moved. Like very low clouds, wisps of smoke from
an extinguished fire trailed before ir.

“I don’t think they have much ammunition left,” s2id
Ch'en,

The cannon was emerging from the turret like 2 tele-
scope from an observatory, and was moving cautiously;
in spite of the steel-plates the hesitancy of its motion
made it appear fragile.

“As s00n 2s our own cannons are there . ., said
Kyo.
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The one they were watching came to position, fired.
In response a volley beat a tattoo against the steel-plates.
A clear spot appeared in the gray and white sky, just
above the train, A courier brought Kyo some documents.

“We are not in the majority on the committee,” said
the [atter,

The assembly of delegates secretly united by the
Kuomintang party, before the insurrection, had elected
2 central committee of twenty-six members, of whom
fifteen were Communists; but this committee in its tam
had just elected the Executive Commuttee which was
going to organize the municipal government. There lay
the power; there, the Communists were nio longer in the
majority,

A second courier, in uniform, entered, stopped in the
doorway.

“The arsenal has been taken.”

“The tanks?” asked Kyo.

“Off for Nanking.”

“Do you come from the army?”

He was a soldier of the First Division, the one which
contained the greatest number of Communists. Kyo
questianed him, The man was bitter: they were wonder-
ing what the International was good for. Everything was
given to the bourgeoisie of the Kuomintang; the families
of the soldiers, almost all peasants, were forced to make
heavy contributions to the war fund, whereas the bour-
geoisie was only moderately taxed. If they \vamedA to
seize the lands, superior orders forbade it. The taking
of Shanghai would change all that, the Communist 591-
diers believed; he, the messenger, wasn't so sure. ‘With
his one-sided information he produced bad arguments,
bur it was easy to draw better ones from it. The Red
Guard, Kyo told him, workers’ militias, would be created s
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in Shanghat; there were more than two hundred thou-
sand unemployed in Hankow, Every minute or two they
both stopped, listened. .

“Hankow,” said the man, “I know. . .. There Is
Hankow. . . "

Their deadened voices seemed to stick close to them,
held back by the quiverng air which scemed also “‘,. be
awsiting the cannon. Both thoughe of Henkow, “the
most industrialized city in alt China.” There 2 new Rcr%
army was being organized; at this very hour the waorkers
scetions there were learning to handle the guns. « « .

Legs apatt, fists on his knees, mouth open, Ch'et
watched the couriers and said nothing. '

“Everything is going to depend on the Shanghai Pre-
fect,” answered Kyo. “If he’s one of s, the majonty
doesn’t matter much. If he is on the Right . . "

Ch'en looked at the time. In this clock-maker’s shop
at least thuty clocks, wound up or run down, poimcd
to different hours. A ratrao of volleys gathered into 28
avalanche. Ch'en hesitated to look outside; he could not
derach his eyes from that vniverse of clock-movements,
impassive in the midst of the Revolution. The bustle of
the couriers who were leaving aroused him: he decided
at fast to look at his ewn watch.

“Four o'clock. We can find out. . . 7

Heop 3 the long-di tephone, put back the
seceives in a fury, tamed to Kyo

“The Prefect is of the Right.”

“First extend the Revolution, and then deepen it » «
answered Kyo, more a5 a question than as an answer
“The line of the International seems 1o be 1o Jeave the
power here to the bourgeoisic. Provisionally. . . . We
shall be robbed. T have seen couriers from the front:
all workers' movements are prohibired behind the lines.

130




Chiang Kai-shek has had strikers fired on—after taking a
few precantions. . . "

A ray of sunlight entered. The blue patch of sky grew
larger. The street filled with sun. In spite of the volleys,
the armored train seemed deserred in this light. Ir fired
again. Kyo and Ch’en observed it less attentively now:
perhaps the enemy was nearer to them. Greatly worried,
Kyo was looking vaguely at the sidewalk, which was
sparkling under the provisional sunlight, A great shadow
fell upon it. He raised his head: Katov.

“Before a fortnight,” he went on, “the Kuomintang
will prohibit our assault sections. I have just seen some
Blue officers, sent from the front to feel us out; they
slyly insinuate that the firearms would be berter off with
them than with us. They want to disarm the workers’
guard: they will have the police, the Commitree, the
Prefect, the army and the arms. And we shall have made
the insurrection for that. We must leave the Kuomintang,
isolate the Communist Party, and if possible give it the
power. In this whole matter it's not a question of play-
ing chess, but of thinking seriously of the proletariat.
What do we advise them to do>”

Chen was looking at his well-shaped dirty feet, naked
in his clogs:

“The workers are right to strike. We order them to
stop the strike. The peasants want to take the lands.
They are right. We forbid them to.”

“Qur slogans are those of the Blues,” said Kyo, “with
a few more promises. But the Blues give the bourgeois
what they promise them, whereas we do not give the
workers what we promise them.”

“Enough,” said Ch’en without even raising his eyes.
“First of all, Chiang Kai-shek must be killed.” ..

Katov listened in silence.
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“That’s in the fur're,” he said finally. “At present
they're killing our comrades. Yes. And yet, Kyo, I'm not
sure ¥ agree with you, you know. At the bginning of
the Rev’lution, when I was salf 2 socialist-rev’lntionary,
we were all againse Lenun’s wactics in Ukraine. Antonov,
the comm’ssar down there, had arrested the mine-owners
and had given them ten years of hard labor for sab’tage.
Without wial. Oa his awn authority as Comm’ssar of
the Cheka Lenin congraviated him; we all prieested.
They were real exploiters, y'knaw, the owners, and
several of us bad gone into the mines as convicts; that's
why we thought we should be p'riicularly fair with
them, to give the example. However, if we Fad lec themt
0, the profuariae would qot have understond, Lenin was
right, Justice was on onr side, but Lenin was right, And
we were also against the extc'ordinary powers of the
Cheka, We've got to think carefully. The present slogan
is good: extend the Rev'lution, and afrerwards deepen it.
Lenin didn't say right away: “The whole power to the
SO\'i!(SA, ”

“Bur he never said. Power 10 the mensheviks, No situ-
2000 can force us 1o surrender our anms ta the Blaes.

None. Because then that means that the Revolugion is
fost, and we have only o .,

An officer of the Kuomintang entered, smalf, siff, al-
most Japanese, Bows,

“The ammy will be here in half sn howr,” he said.
“We're short of amms, How v+ '
“Tt ,
“My povisient with the Hankew

overmuaiL, the officer answered,
Kyo and Ch'en smiled.
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“I'beg you to find out for yourselves,” he went on.

Kyo worked the telephone.

“Even if the order . . .’ Ch'en began, in a rage.

“T've got them,” Kyo exclaimed.

He was listening. Katov seized the second receiver.
They hung up.

“Very well,” said Kyo. “But the men are still on the
firing-line.”

“The artillery will be here shortly,” said the officer.
“We'll clean up these things . . .»

i He pointed to the armored train, grounded in the sun-
ight,

“. . . ourselves. Can you hand over anms to the troops
tomorrow evening? We need them urgendy. We are
continuing to march on Nanking.”

“I doube if it will be possible to recover more than
half the arms.”

“Why?"

“All the Communists won’t be willing to give them
up.”

“Even on orders from Hankow?”

“Even on orders from Moscow. At least, not imme-
diately.”

They fele the officer’s exasperation, although he did
not show it.

“See what you can do,” he said. “I shall send some-
one about seven.”

He went out.

“Are you willing that we should give up the arms?”
Kyo asked Katov. .

“I'm trying to understand. Before anything clse', we
must go to Hankow, you see, What does the Int’ational
wame? First of all, use the army of the Kuomintang to
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unify China. After that d'velop the Rev'lution by prop™
ganda and the rest. It must change of its own accord
A torl D aclcian a1 encialist Rev'iution”
. . Ch'en.

. \ rus 1o go as far
2 that,” answered Kyo, ignosing Chen’s remark. “He
cannot. He can maintain himself here only by drawing
on the customs and the contributions of the bourgeoisie,
and the bourgeoisic won't pay for nothing: he will have
to pay them back with the corpses of Communists.”

“All thar,” s2id Ch'en, “means nothing.”

“Leave us alone,” said Katov. “You don't think you're
going to try to kill Chiang Kai-shek without the consent
of the Central Commirte, or at Jeast the delegate of the
Int'rnational?”

A distant rumble gradually filled the silence.

“You're going to Hankow?” Chlen asked Kyo.

“Naturally.”

Ch'en was pacing back and forth in the room, beneath
all ¢he pendulums and balance-wheels of the various time-
pieces which went on ticking their measure.

“What I have said is very simple,” he said at last.
“The essential. The only thing to do, Let them know.”

“Will you wait?”

Kyo knew that if Ch'en hesitated instead of answenng,
it was not because Katov had convinced him. Tt was be-
cause none of the present orders of the International
satisfied the profound passion which had made him 2
revolutionary; if he accepted them, through discipline,
he would no longer be able to act. Kya watched that
hostile figure beneath the clocks: he had made the sacfi-
fice of himself and of others to the Revolution, and
now the Revolution would perhaps throw him back inta
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his solitude with his memories of assassinations. At once
with him and against hum, Kyo could no longer either
join him nor break with hum. Beneath the brotherhood
of arms, at the very moment when he was Jooking at thac
armored train which they would perhaps artack together,
he felt the possibility of a break as he would have felr
the threat of an attack in a friend who was epileptic or
insane, at the moment of his greatest lucidity.

Ch'en had resumed his pacing; he shook his head as
in protest, said finally: “Good,” shrugging his shoulders
25 though he were saying this to granfy a childish whim
of Kyo's.

The rumble became audible again, louder, but so con-
fused that they had to serain their ears in order to make
out what it was. It seemed to rise from the earth.

“No,” said Kyo, “they are shouts.”

They drew nearer, and became more distinct.

“Could they be taking the Russian chuech? . ..
asked Katov.

Many governmentals were entrenched there. But the
cries were approaching, seeming to come from the out-
skirts towatds the center. Louder and louder. Impossible
to make out any words. Katov threw a glance towards
the anmored train.

“Could they be getting reénforcements®”

“The shouts, still indistinguishable, were coming closer
and closer, as though some capital news were being
passed on from crowd to crowd. Vying with them, an-
other sound was making itself heard, and finally became
distincr: the rhythmic beating of footsteps on the
ground.

“The army,” said Katov. “They're our men.” P

Without 2 doubt. The shouts were acclamations. Diﬁ;.
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unify China, After that d'velop the Rev'lution by prop™
ganda and the rest. It must change of its own ac_cori
from a dem’cratic Rev'lution into a socialist Rev'lution.

“Chiang Kai-shek must be killed,” said Ch’en.

“Chiang Kai-shek will no longer allow us to go as far
as that,” answered Kyo, ignoring Chlen’s remark. “‘Ht
cannot. He can maintain himself here only by drawing
on the customs and the contributions of the bourgeoisie,
and the bourgeoisic won't pay for nothing: he will have
to pay them back with the corpses of Communists.”

“All that,” said Ch'en, “means nothing.”

“Leave us alone,” said Katov, “You don’t think you're
going to ry to kill Chiang Kai-shek without the consent
of the Central Committee, or at least the delegate of the
Int'rnational?”

A distant rumble gradually filled the silence.

“You're going to Hankow?” Ch'en asked Kyo.

“Naturally.”

Cien was pacing back and forth in the room, bencath
all the pendulums and balance-wheels of the various time-
pieces which went on ticking their measure.

“What I have said is very simple,” he said ar last.
“The essential. The only thing to do. Let them know.”

“Will you waie3”

Kyo knew that if Cl'en hesitated instead of answering:
it was not because Katov had convinced him. It was be-
cause none of the present orders of the International
satisfied the profound passion which had made him a
revolutionary; if he accepted them, through disciplint,
he would no longer be able to act. Kyo watched that
hostile figure beneath the clocks: he had made the sacri-
fice of himself and of others to the Revolution, and
now the Revolution would pethaps throw him back into
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his solitude with his memaries of assassinations. At once
fVith him and against him, Kyo could no longer either
join him nor break with him. Beneath the brothethood
af arms, at the very moment when he was looking at that
armored train which they would pethaps artack together,
he felt the possibility of a bresk as he would have felt
the threat of an attack in a friend who was epileptic or
insane, at the moment of his greatest lucidity.

A Chlen had resumed his pacing; he shook his head as
in protest, said finally: “Good,” shragging his shoulders
1s though he were saying this to gratify 2 childish whim
of Kyo’s.

The rumble became audible again, louder, but so con-
fused that they had to strain their ears in order to make
out what it was. It seemed to rise from the earth,

“No,” said Kyo, “they are shours.”

They drew nearer, and became more distinet,

“Could they be taking the Russian church? . . .
asked Katov.

Many governmentals were entrenched there. But the
cries were approaching, seeming to come from the out-
skirts towards the center. Louder and louder. Impossible
to make out any words. Katov threw a glance towards
the armored train.

“Could they be getting reénforcements?”

The shouts, still indistinguishable, were coming closer
and closer, as though some capital news were being
passed on from crowd to crowd. Vying with them, an-
other sound was making itself heard, and finally became
distinct: the rhythmic beating of foorsteps on the
ground.

“The army,” said Katov. “They're our men.”

‘Without 2 doubr. The shouts were acclaraations. Diffi-
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cult still to distinguish from yells of fear; Kyo had heard
similar shouts from a mob fleeing before a flood. The
hammering of footsteps changed into a ripple, then con-
tinued: the soldiers had stopped and were starting off
in another direction.

“They've been told that the armored train is here,”
said Kyo.

Those in the train no doubt did not hear the shouts
so well as they, but they could not help hearing the beat-
ing of the footsteps, transmitted by the of the
steel-plates,

A tremendous uproar took all three of them by sur-
prise: with every piece, every machine-gun, every ri{it.
the train was firing. Katov had been in one of the Siberiznt
armored trains; his imagination, getting the betrer of him,
made fim participate in the last moments of this onc.
The officers had given the command to fire at will
What could they do in their rurrets, a telephone in one
hand, a revolver in the other? Each soldier gucsscd no
doubr what that hammering of footsteps meant, Were
they preparing to die together, or to throw themselves
upon one another, in thar enormous submarine which
would never rise again®

The train was working itself into a frenzy. Sall
firing from every gun, shaken by its very panic, it
seemed to want to tear irsclf from its rails, as if the
desperate rage of the men it shelrered had passed into
the imprisoned armor, which was also struggling. What
fascinated Katov in this unbridled outburst was not the
mortal intoxication into which the men of the train wer¢
sinking; it was the quivering of the rails which resisted
all those roars: he made a forward movement with his
arm, to prove to himself that be was not pamlyzed-
Thirty scconds, and the uproar ceased. Above the dull

136




reverberation of the footsteps and the tictac of all the
clocks in the shop, a rumble of heavy iron became domi-
nant: the artillery of the revolutionary army.

Behind each steel-plate 2 man on the train heard that
noise as the voice of death irself.
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Part Three






March 27

H ANKOW was close by: the to and fro movement
of sampans almost covered the river. The chimneys of
the arsenal became detached from the bill behind it lile
by licele, almost invisible under their enormous smoke;
throush the bluish fight of the spring evening the city
With all its colonnaded bank buildings appeared at last
through the sharp black framework of the foreground
—’thc battlsships of the Western nations. For six days
Kyo had been ascending the river, without news from
Shanghai,

A foreign launch whistled against the ship’s side. Kyo’s
Papers were in order, and he was accustomed to clandes-
fime action, He merely took the precaution to move to
the forward part of the ship.

“What do they want?” he asked a mechanic.

“They want to know if we have rice or coal on board.
We're not allowed to bring in any.”

“In the name of what?”

“A. pretext. If we bring coal they say nothing, but
they arrange somehow to have the ship Jaid up in pore.

@ way of bringing provisions to the city.”

_Ove.r there were chimn:ys, cranes, reservoirs—the
allies of the Revolution. But Shanghai had taught Kyo
\‘{hzt an active port was Jike. The one he saw before
him was full of nothing but junks and torpedo-boats,
He took his field-glasses: a freighe-steamer, two, three.
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2 yard filled with enormous stone blocks: those of the
walls, leveled to the ground in sign of the liberation of
China. The ferry was close by,
_Another fifreen minutes on the river, watching the
city rise into the evening sky. At last, Hankow.
Rickshaws were waiting on the quay, but Kyo's
anxiety was too great to allow him to remain idle. He
preferred to walk. The British concession which Eng-
land had abandoned in January, the great world banks
shut down, but not occupied. . . . “Anguish--a strange
sensation: you feel by your heart-beats that you're not
breathing easily, as if you were breathing with your
heart. . . It was becoming stronger than lucidity. Ac
the comer of a street, in the clearing of a large garden
full of trees in bloom, gray in the evening mist, the
chimneys of the Western manufactures appeared. No
smoke. Of all the chimneys he saw, only the ones of
the Arsenal were operating. Was it possible that Han-
kow, the city to which the Communists of the entire
world were looking to save China, was on strike? The
enal was working; could they at least count on the
Red army? He no longer dared to run. If Hankow was
not what everyone believed it was, all his people were
already condemned to death. May too. And himself.
At Last, the building of the International Delegation.
,r The entire villa was lighted up. Kyo knew that Boro-
S I A S A

A guard in a rough-neck sweater examined Kyo.
Taking him for a Japanese he was already pointing out
to him the orderly in charge of directing strangers, when
his eye fell upon the papers Kyo was handing him; he
immediately led him through the crowded entrance to
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the section of the International in charge of Shanghai.
Of the secretary who seceived him Kyo only knew that
he had orgenized the first insurrections in Finland; 2
comrade, his hand held out across his desk, while e
gave his name: Vologin. He had the plumpaess of 3
ripe woman rather than of a man; was this impression
due to the delicacy of his features, both full ax‘xd ruddy,
slightly Levantine in spite of his fair complexion, or t0
the long strands of kair, wrning gray, cut to be brushed
back but which fell over his cheeks like stiff bands?’

“Things look very bad in Shanghai,” said Kyo
abruptly. “We're headed in the wrong direction.”

His own words surprised him: his thoughts were run-
ning ahead of himn, Yer his words said what he would
have wanted to say: if Hankow could not bring the h:!y
that the scetions were expecting from it, to give up their
arms would be suicide.

Valogin, ensconced in his armehair, drew his hands
up inco the khaki sleeves of his uniform and beat his
head 3 little forward,

“Sullf . . ." he murtered,

“Fisst of all, what's going on here?”

“Ga en: in what fespect are we pursuing the wIong
policy in Shanghai?”

“But why, why asen’t the manufactures running?”"

Wait 2 minute. Who are the comrades who're pro-
testing?™

*Those of the combat groups. The zerrorists t0o.”

“To hell with the terrorists. The others . 7

He looked at Kyo.

“What do they wanr2”

“To leave the Kuomintang, Organize an independent
Communist Party. Give the power to the Unions. And
sbove all, not surrender their arms, Above all.”
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“Always the same thing.”

Vologin got up, looked through the window towards
the river and the hills. His face was expressionless except
for a fixed intensity like that of 2 somnambubst, which
alone gave it life. He was short, and his plump back,
altost a5 round as his stomach, made him appear hunch-
backed.

Tl tell you. Suppose we leave the Kuomintang, What
will we do then?”

“To begin with, a militia for every workers’ union,
for every syndicate.”

“With what firearms® Here the Arsenal is in the hands
of the generals. Chiang Kai-shek now holds the one in
Shanghai. And we're cut off from Mongolia: conse-
quently, ne Russian arms.”

“In Shanghai it was we who took the arsenal.”

“With the revolutionary army behind you, Not in
front of you. Whom can we arm here? Ten thousand
workers, perhaps. In addition to the Commumnist nucleus
of the ‘Iron Army"; another ten thousand. Ten bullets
Per man! Against them, more than seventy-five thousand
men here alone. Without mentioning, of course—Chiang
Kai—shek, or the others. All too eager to make an alliance
against us, upon our first really Communist move. And
with what would we provision ouf troops”

“What about the foundries, the manufactures?”

“Raw materials have stopped coming.”

Sundingmr © * * 7 7 :
ening nighe, -

“Hankow N
capital of the unemployed. There are no arms; that’s all
the better perhaps. There are moments when I think:
if we armed them they would fire on us. And yet, there
are all those who work fifteen hours a day withe

145

I






form. By its very nature it must become socialist. We
maust let it find its own way. Our job is to safeguard its
birth. And not to abort ic.”

“Yes. But in Marxism there is the sense of 2 fanality,
and also the exaltation of a will. Every time fatality
comes before will I'm suspicious.”

“A purely Communist slogan, today, would bring
about the immediate coalition of all the generals against
us: two hundred thousand against rwenty thousand.
That’s why you must arrange to get along with Chiang
Kai-shek in Shanghai. If there is no way, give up the
arms.”

“According to that, it was 2 mistake to start the Revo-
lution of October: how many Bolsheviks were there?”

“The slogan ‘Peace’ gave us the masses.”

“There are other slogans.”

“Premature ones. What would they be?”

“Complete, immediate cancellation of farm-rents and
credits. The peasant revolution, without conditions or
Testrictions.”

The six days he had spent coming up the river had
confirmed Kyo in his idea: in those clay cities that had
squatted on the river-junctions for thousands of years
the poor would be as ready to follow the peasant as to
follow the worker, . §

“The peasant always follows,” said Vologin. “Either
the worker or the bourgeois. But he follows.” .

“No, A peasant movement lasts only by arraching
itself to the citics, and the peasantry by itself can 'only
produce 2 Jacquerie,* that’s understood. Bu_r there is no
question of separating it from the proletariat: the sup-
pression of credits is a fighting slogan, the only one
which can mobilize the peasants.”

A spontaneous, unorganized peasant uprising.
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“In short, the parceling of lands,” said Vologin.

“More concretely: many very poor peasants are lanfi-
owners, but work for the usurer. They all know it.
Moreover, in Shanghai we must train the guards of the
Workess’ Unions as quickly as possible. Allow them
to disarm under no pretext. Make of them our force,
against Chiang Kai-shek.” N

“As soon as that slogan is known, we shall be crushed.

“Then we shall be crushed in any case. The Com-
munist slogans are making headway, even when we give
them up. Speeches are enough to make the peasants want
the land, speeches won’e be enough to make them stop
wanting it. Either we must be willing to participate in
the repression with the troops of Chiang Kai-shek—does
that suit you?—to compromise ourselves irrevocably, or
they will have to crush us, whether they want to or not.

“Everyone in Moscow is agreed that it will be neces-
sary—in short, to make the break. But not so soon.” .

“Then, if it's above all 2 matter of being crafry, don't
give up the arms, Giving them up means sacrificing the
comrades.”

“If they follow instructions, Chiang won't make 3
move.”

“Whether they follow them or not will make no
difference. The Committee, Katov, myself, have organ-
ired the Workers' Guard. If you try to dissolve it the
whole proletariat in Shanghai will ery treason.”

“Let them be disarmed, then,”

*The Workers' Unions ace organizing of their own
accord in all the poor quarters. Are you going to pro-
hibit the syndicates in the name of the International?”

Vologin had retumned to the window. He dropped his
head to his chest, his double chin forming a cushion be-
tween them. Night was coming on, full of pale stars.
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“To break means certain defeat. Moscow will not
tolerate our leaving the Kuomintang at this time. And
the Chinese Communist Party is even more favorable to
an understanding with Chiang than Moscow.”

“The men at the top only: below, the comrades will
not give up all their arms even if you order it. You will
sacrifice vs, without giving Chiang Kai-shek tranquillity.
Borodin can tell that to Moscow.”

“Moscow knows ir: the order to give up the arms
was given the day before yesterday.”

Stupefied, Kyo did not answer immediately.

“And the sections have given them up?”

“Half of them-barely. . . .”

_ Just two days ago, while he was meditating or sleep-
ing, on the boat. . .. He knew, too, that Moscow
would maintain its line. His realization of the situation
suddenly invested Ch’en’s plan with an obscure value:

“Something else—perhaps the same thing: Ch'en Ta
Erh, of Shanghai, wants to execute Chiang.”

“Oh! It’s for that!”

“Whar?”

“He sent word, to ask to see me when you were here.”

He picked up a message from the table. Kyo had not
yet noticed his ecclesiastical hands. “Why didn’t he have
him come up right away?” he wondered. .

“Awery serious matter . . . (Vf)login was ’readm’;g the
message.) They all say ‘a very serious matter. . . .

“Is he here?”

“Wasn't he supposed to come? They're a'll the same:
They almost always change their minds. He's been here
for—in fact—two or three hours: your boat was delayed
considerably.” 5 -

He telephoned the order to have Ch'en sent up. ¥}
didn’t like interviews with terrorists, whom he ¢



sidered natrow, arrogant and lacking in political sease.

“Matters were even waorse in Leningrad,” he siid,
“when Yudenich was before the city, and we mansged
to pull through just the same. . . ,”

Ch'en entered, also weanng 2 sweater, passed before
Kyo, sut down facing Vologin. The noise of the print-
ing-press alone filled the sifence. In the large window at
2 night angle 1o the desk the darkness, now complets,
separated the profiles of the two men. Ch'en, his elbows
on the desk, his chin in his hands—stabborn, tense—~did
Dot move. “Man’s complete impenetrability takes o
something inhuman,” thought Kyo as he looked at him.
“Is it because we easily feel a sense of contact ;}E;ough
our weaknesses? . . % Once he had got past his sus-
prise he judged it inevicable thar Chen shonld be here,
thac he shoudd have come to affirm his decision bimself
(for he did nar imagine that he would argue). On “he
other side of the rectangle of starry night stood Vologin,
strands of his forelock falling over his face, his fat hands
crossed an his chest, alsg waiting, .

“Did e tell yous” agkeed Chien, indicoting Kyo with
3 motion of his head, .

“You know what the Incemmarional shinks of resvorict
215" Valogin answered, “I'm not going to make you—
in shore, 3 specch o that subject,” P

“The present case is special. Chiang Kai-shek alone
sufficiently popular and sufficiently strong to hold the
bourgeaisie united 2gainst us. Do you oppase this execy-
ton, yes or ng3" .

e semajned motionless, feaning on the desk wich his
elbows, his chig in his hands, Kyo knew the argument
had no essential validity for Ch'en, even though he had
come here. Destruction alanie could put him in sccord
with himself,
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{ s 1 '
“, .. is the moment, in short, well chosen?”

“You prefer to wait until Chiang has had our people
murdered?”

“He will make decrees and nothing more, His son is in
Moscow, don’t forget. And there’s also this: 2 number
of Galen's Russian officers have not been able to leave
Chiang’s staff. They will be tortured if he is killed.
.Neizh:r Galen nor the Russian staff will countenance
i...”
The question has apparently been discussed right here,
thought Kyo. There was something indescribably futile
and hollow in this discussion, which made lhim uneasy:
he found Vologin singularly more determined when he
ordered the arms to be given up than when he spoke of
the murder of Chiang Kai-shek.

“If the Russian officers are tortured,” said Ch'en, “it
can’t be helped. I also will be torured. Of no interest.
The millions of Chinese are surely worth fifteen Russian
officess. Good. And Chiang will abandon his son.”

“What do you know about it>”

y “And you? You undoubtedly won’t even dare to kill
im.”

“Undoubtedly he loves his son less than himself,” said
Kyo. “And if he does not try to crush us he is lost. If
he does not stop peasant activity his own officers will
leave him. So I'm afraid hell abandon the boy, after
obtaining a few promises from the European consuls or
some other such farce. And the whole petty bourgeoisie
which you want to rally, Vologin, will follow him the
day he disarms us: it will be on the side of force. 1
know them.” ’
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“Remains to be proved, And there fsn'c only Shang-
hai” ,
“You say you're dying of starvation. Once S}}anghﬁg
fias been Jost, where will you get provisions? Féng Yit
Hisiang sepatates you from Mongolia, and he will betrsy
you if we ase crushed, Therefore, nothing by the
yangtze, nothing from Russia. Do you think the peasants
0 whom you've promised the program of the Kvomin-
tang {twenty-five per cent reduction in farm-rents, 50
joking~ Oh, bur really, no joking!) will die of hx}ngﬂ
in order to feed the Red army? You'll put yourself in the
power of the Kuomintang even more completely that
you are now. To undertake to fight against Chiang
aow, with real revelutionary stogans, with the backing
of the peasants and the Shanghai proletariat, is risky but
not impossible: the First Division is almost cm'xrdyACOm'
fmunist, from the genesal down, and will fight with us-
And you say we've kept half the asms. Not to &7 is
simply vo wait placidly to have our throats cat”

“The Kuomintang is there, We haven't made it. Irs
there. And stranger than we are, for the sime being. We
can destroy it from below by introducing into it all the
Communist elements we have at our dispossl. An i
mense majority of s members are extremists.”

“You know as well as 1 do that numbers are acthing
in a democracy 2gainst the ruling apparatus.”

“We are d ing that the Kuomintang can be
used by using it. Not by arguinent. For two years we
have used it unceasingly. Every month, every day.”

“3s long as you have accepred its aims; not once when
it was a question of its accepting yours. You have fed it
to 2ccepn gifts whch it was dying vo get: officers, volun-
teers, money, propsganda. The soldiers’ sovicss, the
peasant unions~that's another matter.”
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“What about the exclusion of the anti-Communist
elemenrs?”
“Chiang Kai-shek didn’t yer have Shanghai in his
er?

“Before 2 month is up we'll have him outlawed by the

tral Commmittee of the Kuomintang.”

“After he has crushed us, What difference can it make
1o those generals of the Central Committee whether the
Communist militants are killed or not? They'll be just
that much ahead! Don't you think—really—that the ob-
session with economic fatality is preventing the Chinese
Communist Party, and perhaps Moscow, from seeing the
elementary necessity which is under our very noses?”

“That is opportunism.”

“Very well! According to you Lenin shouldn’t have
used the parceling of lands as a slogan (for that matter
it was fearured much more prominently in the program
of the socialist-revolutionaries, who dida’t have the re-
motest idea of how to apply it than in the program
of the bolsheviks), The parceling of Jands was the estab-
lishment of petty property; therefore he should have
advorared, not parceling, but immediate collectivization
~the sovkhozes. Since he was successful you can see
that it was a question of tctics, For us also it’s only a
question of tactics! You're losing control of the
wmasses, . , "

“Do you imagine Lenin kept it from February to
October?™

“He lost it at moments. But he was always with them,
moving in the same direction. As for you, your sloganx
g0 against the current. I¢’s not a matter of a mere side~
step, but of directions which will become more and
more divergent. To act on the masses as you expect to
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do, you would have to be in power. That doesn't happen
to be the case”

“All this 15 beside the point,” said Chlen. 3

“You won't stap the activity of the peasants,” Kyo
answered. “At the present moment we Commumsts’arc
issuing to the masses orders which they can consider
only as betrayels. Do you think they will understand
your waing slogans?”

“Even if I were a coolie in the Shanghai port I would
think that obedience o the Pasty is the only logical at-
titude—~in short—of 2 miitant Communist. And that all
the arms must be given up.”

Ch'en got up: .

“It's not through obedience that men go out of their
way to ger killed—nor through obedience thar they

dll. . ., Except cowards”

Volagin shrugged his shoulders,

“We mustn’t consider assassination—~after all—as the
chief path to political truth.”

Ch'en was leaving.

“Ac the first meeting of the Central Commireee I shall
propose the immediare parceling of lands,” said Kyo,
holding ouz his hand to Vologin, “the cancellstion of
credies.”

“The Commitiee won't vore them,” answered Volo-
gin, smiling for the first time.

‘en, a squat shadow on the sidewalk, was waiting.
Kyo jowned him after having abtained the address of his
friend Possoz: he was in charge of the harshor commis-
siots.

“Listen . . " stid Chen,
“The vibration of the printing-presses, transmireed by
the ground, controlied and tegular like that of 2 ship's
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engine, went right through them: in the slecping aty
the delegation building was awake with all its lighted
windows, across which black figures moved back 2nd
forth. They walked, their two similar shadows before
them: the same figures, the same effect of their sweater-
necks. The straw-huts glimpsed through the perspective
of the streets, with their purgatory silhouettes, disap-
peared in the depth of the calm and almost solemn night,
in the smell of fish and burnt grease; Kyo could not free
himself from that reverberation of maclunes transmitted
by the soil to his muscles—as if those machines for manu-
ﬁcfu’i"g truth were encountering, within himself, Vo-
Iogin's hesitations and affirmations. During his journey
Up the river he had consantly felt how poorly informed
be really was, how difficult it was for him 10 geta solid
basis for his activity if he no longer consented purely
and simply to obey the instructions of the International.
Bur the International was wrong. It was no longer pos-
sible to gain time, The Communist propaganda had
teached the masses Lke 2 flood, because 1t was what they
wanted, because it was their own. However cautious
Moscow might be, this propaganda could no Jonger be
stopped; Chiang knew ir and was henceforth committed
to crushing the Communists. There lay the only cer-
tainty, Perhaps the Revolution could have been con-
ducted in some other way; but it was t00 late. The Com~
manist peasants would take over the lands, the Commau-
nist workers would demand 2 different Iabor system, the
Communist soldjers would no longer fight unless they
!{ncw why they were fighting~—whethes Moscow wanted
It or not.

Moscow and the enemy capitals of the ‘\Vcsr could
Organize their opposing passions over there in the m‘ghz
and attempt to mold them into 2 world. The Revalution,
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so long in parturition, had reached the moment of its
delivery: now 1t would have to give bixth or die. At t’ht
same time that the fellowship of the night broughs Cea
closer 1o him, Kyo was sezed by 2 feeling of d:pmd-
ence, the angush of being nothing more than 2 man,
than himself; there came back to him the memory .Of
Chmese Mohammedans he had seen, on nights just like
this, prostrate on the plains covered with sun-scorched
favender, howlng those songs that for thousands of
years have term the man who suffers and who knows
he is to die. Why had he come to Hankow? To inform
the Internarional of the situation in Shanghai. The In-
ternationat was as determined a5 he had become, What
fie had heard, much more distinctly than the nrgufnﬂﬂfs
of Vologin, was the silence of the factaries, the distress
of the dying city, bedecked with revolutionary glory:
but dying none the less. They might as well bequeath
this cadaver to the next jnsurrectional wave, jnstead ©
feing it dissolve in crafty schemes. No doubt they
were all condemaed: the essential was that it should net
be sn vain, It was cerain that Cliven slso fele bound 10
him by a prisoner's friendship:

“It's ot knowing . . . ” said the Jarer, “H if's &
question of kifling Chiang Kai-shek, 1 know. As for
this fellow Vologin, it's all the same to him I guess; but
for him, instead of murder, it's ohedience, For people
who live as we do there must be a cermainty. For hitm
carrying out orders is sure, 1 suppose, as kitting is for
me. Something mst be sure, Mast be”

He was silent,

“Do you dream much?” he went on,

“No. Or at feast T don’t remember my dreams much

“] dreamn almost every nighe. There is also distr26-
tion~day-dreaming. When 1 let myself go, I sometimes

156



see the shadow of a cat, on the ground: more terrible
than anything real. Bat there is nothing worse than
dreams.”

“Than what kind of real thing?”

“I'm not the sort to feel remorse. In the business of
murder the difficult thing isn’t to kill-the thing is not to
g0 to pieces: to be stronger than . . . what happens
inside one at that moment.”

Bitterness? Impossible to judge by the tone of voice,
and Kyo could not see his face. In the solitude of the
street the muffled hum of a distant car died away with
the wind, which left the fragrance of orchards trailing
among the camphor odors of the night.

“ . . If it were only that. . . . No. It's worse. Crea-
tures.”

Ch'en repeated:

“Creatures. . . . Octopuses especially. And I always
remember,”

In spite of the vast reaches of the night, Kyo felt near
to him as in a closed room.

“Has this Jasted long?”

“Very. As long as I can remember. For some time 1t’s
been less frequent. And I only remember . . . those
things. I hate memories, as a rule. And I seldom have
any: my life is not in the past, it’s before me.”

Silence.

“ .. The only thing I'm afraid of—afraid—is going
to sleep. And I go to sleep every day.”

A clock struck ten. Some people were quarreling, in
short Chinese yelps, deep in the night,

“ . . or going mad. Those octopuses, night and day,
a whole life-time. . . . And one never kills oneself, it
appears, when one is mad, . . . Never,”

“Does killing change your dreams?”
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I dow't think so. 'l tell you ofter . . . Chisng.”™

Ky had once and for all accepted the fact that his
life was menaced, and that he was living among mfs
who knew that theirs was daily menaced: courage di
not astonsh him. But it was the first dime that he eo-
counsered the fascination of death, in this friend \s.rh:rg
he could scarcely see, who speke in an absent-minde
woice—as of his words were brought forth by the sarfnel
noctumal power as his own anguish, by the all-powerit
intimacy of anxiecy, silence and fatigue, . . . Howevts
his voice had just changed. e

“Do you think of it with .« . . with anxiety?

“No....Wih,.,)”

He hesitated; .

“I'm lookng for 2 word stronger than joy, There 18
no word. Even in Chinese. A . . . complete peace. A
kind of . . . how do you say it? of , . . I don't know-
“There is only one thing that is even deeper. Fasther from
man, nearer . . . Do you know opium?”

“Scarecty.”

“Then it's hard to explain. Nearer what you ot
ccstasy. Yes. But thick, Deep. Not light. An ecstssy
towards . . . downward?”

“And it's 3n idea that gives you tha?”

“Yes: my own death.” »

Still that distracted voice. “He will kill himsels
thought Kyo, He had listened to his father enough 10
know that he who seeks the absolute with such uncom-
proruising zeal can find it only in sensation. A cRvIng
for the absolute, a craving for immortafity~hence 2
fear of death: Ch'en should have been 3 coward; but he
felt, like every mysvic, that his absolute could be seiz
only in the moment, Whence no doube his disdaint for
everything that did not lead 1o the moment that would
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join him to himself in a dizzy embrace. From this human
form which Kyo could not even sec emanated 2 blind
force which dominated it—the formless matter of which
fanality is made. There was something mad about this
silent comrade meditating upon his familiar visions of
horror, but also something sacred—as there always is
about the presence of the inhuman. Perhaps he would
kill Chiang only to kill himself. As Kyo tried to make
out throngh the darkness that angular face with its
kindly lips, he felr in himself the shudder of the pri-
mordial anguish, the same as that which threw Ch'en
into the arms of the octopuses of sleep and into those of
death.

“My father believes,” said Kyo slowly, “that the es-
sence of man is anguish, the consciousness of his own
fatality, from which all fears are bom, even the fear (?f
death’. . . but that opium frees you from it: therein
lies its virrue.”

“One can always find terror in bimself. One only
needs to look deep enough: fortunately one can act;
Moscow gives me its approval, it's all the same to me; if
Moscow disapproves, the simplest thing is to know noth-
ing abou jt. I'm leaving. Do you want to stay?”

“I want to see Possoz before anything else. And you
won't be able to leave: you have no visa.”

“Pm Jeaving. Certainly.”

“How?”

“1 dorv’t know. But P'm leaving, I am sure of it. Ir was
necessary that 1 kill Tang Yen Ta, and it Is mecessary
that 1 leave. Certainly I shall Jeave.”

Indeed, Kyo felt that Ch’en’s will in the matter Played
a very small réle. If destiny lived somewhere, it Was
there tonight, by his side.
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*You find it important that it should be you who
carry out the plot against Chiang?” .

“No, . . . And yet I wonldn’t want to leave it to 3n~
other.” !

“Because you wouldn't trust anyone else?” X

“Because 1 don’t like the women 1 love to be kissed
by others.” 3

The words opened the fload-gates to all the suffesing
Kyo had forg, he suddenly fele himself sepacated
from Chen. They had reached the river. Ch'en cut the
rope of one of the skiffs moored to the wharf, and
pushed off. Already he was out of sight, but Kyo could
hear the splashing of the oars st regular intervals above
the lapping of water against the banks. He knew some
tervorists. They asked 1o questions. They composed 2
group: murderous insects, they lived by their bond of
union in a tragic narrow group. But Ch'en ..«

Pursving his thoughts without changing his pace Kyo
was heading towards the Harbor Commission, *His boat
will be stopped at the very start. . . . He reached
some large buildings guarded by aemy soldiers, almost
empty compared to those of the Incernational. In the
hallways soldiers were sleeping or playing “chirey-six.”
He found his friend withour any trouble. A kindly
apple-round face—the ruddy cheeks of a vine-growerh
the gray drooping mustache of a Gaul warsior—khaki
civihan garb. Possoz had been an anarchist-syndicalist
worker in Swizzerland, had gone to Russia after the
war and become a Bolshevik. Kyo had known him in
Peking and had confidence in him. They shook hands
quietly: in Hankow any ghost was 2 normal visitor.

*The stevedores are there,” s3id a soldier,

“Have them come in.”

The soldier went our. Possoz turned to Kyo:
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“You observe that I'm not doing 4 damn thing, old
fellow. When I was given the supervision of the pore
we estimated three hundred ships on an average: there
are’c ten, . . 7

The port slept beneath the open windows: no sirens,
nothing but the steady lapping of water against the
banks and the piles. A great ghastly light passed across
the walls of the room: the searchlights of the distant gun-
boats were sweeping the river. A sound of footsteps.

Possoz drew his revolver from its holster, placed ir on
his desle.

“They've atracked the Red Guard with iron bars,”
he said to Kyo.

“The Red Guard is armed.”

“The danger wasn’t that they would knock down
the guards, old fellow, it was that the guards would
Pass over to their side.”

The beams from the searchlights returned, cast their
enormous shadows upon the white inside wall, recurned
to the night at the very moment the stevedores were
entering: four, five, six, seven, In warking-blucs, one of
them naked to the waist. Handeuffs. A variety of faces,
hard to make out in the shadow; but, in common, a
glow of hatred. With them two Chinese guards, Nagan
pistols at their sides, The stevedores remained as if glued
to one another. Hatred, but also fear,

“The Red Guards are workers,” sud Possoz in Chi-
nese,

Silence,

“If they are guards, it’s for the Revolution, not for
themselves.”

“And to eat,” s2id one of the stevedores.

“It’s sight that the rations should go to those who
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fight. What do you want to do with them? Gamble
for them at ‘thirry-six’?”

“Give them to everyone.”

“Already there isn't enough for a fcw..The govern-
ment is determined to use the greatest [eniency towards
the proletatians, even when they are mistaken. If the
Red Guard were everywhere killed off, the generals and
foreigners would seize the power again as before~come,
now, you know that perfectly well, Well, then? Is that
what you want?”

“Before, we used to ear.” o

“No,” said Kyo to the workers: “before, we didn't
cat. I know—I've been a docker. And to die just for the
sake of dying—well, it might as well be in order to be-
come men.”

The whites of all those eyes which caughe the feeble
light grew imperceptibly larger; they tried to ger 2 bet-
ter Jook at this fellow in the sweater who had a Japanese
air, who spoke with the accent of the Northern prov-
inces, and who claimed to have been a coolie. )

“Promises,” answered one of them in a muffled voice.

“Yes,” said another. “We have especially the ‘_"‘ghf

He was raising his voice.

“Do you think the Russizn Revolution was aecom-
plished in 2 day?™ asked Possoz.

“The Russians did what they wanted.”

Uscless to argue: all they could do was to ty 0
derermine the depth of the revolt.

“The suack on the Red Guard is a counter-revolu-
tionary act, punishable by death, You know it.”

A pavse.
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“If we put you ar liberty, what wonld you do?”

They looked at each other; the darkness made it im-
possible to see the expressions on their faces. In spite of
the revolvers and the handcuffs Kyo sensed the atmos-
phere preparing for one of those Chinese bargainings
which he had so often encountered in the Revolution,

“If we get work?” asked one of the prisoners.

“When there is any.”

“Then, in the meantinte, if the Red Guard prevents
us from eating, we shall attack the Red Guard. I hadn’t
eaten for three days. Nothing at all.”

“Is it true thar they eat in prison3”

“You'll see for yourselves.”

Possoz rang without saying anything further, and the
soldiers led the prisoners away.

“That’s the worst part of it,” he went on, in French
this time: “they’re beginning to think that they're fed
in prison like roosters who are being fattened.”

“Why didn’t you try harder to convince them, since
you had them brought up?”

Possoz shrugged his shoulders in utter discourage-

ment.
“My dear chap, T had them brought up because I al-
ways hope they will tell me something else. And yer
there are the others, the chaps who work fifteen, sixteen
hours 2 day without coming forward with a single de-
mand, and who'll keep right on uatil we're quiet, come
what may. . . .”

He had just used a Swiss expression, which surprised
Kyo. Possoz smiled and his teeth, like the eyes of the
stevedores a minute before, glistened in the dim light,
under the obscure streak of his mustache.

“You're lucky to have kept your teeth hike that, with
the life one leads in the country.™
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“No, my dear chap, not at all: it's a set I got in Chang-
sha, Dentists don’t seem to have been affected h.y the
Revolution. And you? You're a delegate? What in the
world are you doing here?” i

Kyo explined to him, without speaking of Ch'en.
Possoz was listening to him, more and more uneasy.

“All that, my dear chap, is very possible, and all the
more pity. Listen—I have worked with watches for
fifteen years: [ know what gears are, the way they de-
pend on one another. If you don’t have confidence in the
International, mustn’t belong to the Party.”

“Half the International believes we should create the
soviets”

“There is a general line that disects us~must follow
it

“And give up our arms! A line that Jeads us to fire
on the proletariat is necessarily bad, When the peasants
take the lands, the generals now arrange to involve 2
few Communist troops in the repression. ‘Would you be
willing to fire on the peasants, yes or no?” .

“My dear chap, one isn't perfect: I'd fire in the aif,
and chat’s probably what the fellows arc doing. I'd pre-
fec it not to happen. But that's not the main thing.”

*“Try to understand, old man: it’s as if I saw a fellow
aiming at you, there, and we should be discussing the
danger of yevolver bullets. . . . Chiang Kai-shek can-
not do otherwise than massacre us. And afterwards
it'll be the same thing with the generals out here, our
‘allies™ And they will be logical. We'll all be massacred,
without even maintaining the dignity of the *Party,
which we lead every day o the whorchouse with 3
gang of gencrals, as if it were the place where it be-
longed, .. " ..
“If each one is going to act according to his taste, ItS
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all up with us. If the International succeeds everyone
will shout: Hurrah! and at that we won’t be wrong.
But if we fire ar its legs it will certainly fail, and the
essential is that it should succeed. . . . I know they say
Communists have been made to fire on peasants; but are
you sure of it, what I call sure? You haven’t seen it
yourself, and after all-1 know of course you don’t do
it on purpose, but just the same—it suits your theory to
believe it. , .

“The mere fact that it’s being said among us would
be enough. It's not the moment to undertake a six
months” imvestigation.”

Why argue? It wasn't Possoz that Kyo wanted to
convince, but those in Shanghai; and no doubt they were
already convinced now, just as he had been confirmed
in his’ decision by Hankow itself, by the scene he had
just witnessed, He now had only one desire: to leave.

A Chinese non-commissioned officer entered, all his
features elongated and his body slightly stooped, like
one of those ivory figures carved into the concave but-
tresses of battlements.

“We've just caught a man in a boat who was secretly
trying to get away.”

Kyo held his breath.

“He claims to have received authorization from you
to leave Hankow. He’s a merchant.”

Kyo recovered his breath.

“Have given no authorization,” said Possoz. “Doesn’t
concemn me. Send to the pohce.”

The rich who were arrested would claim a relation
to some official: they somerimes managed to see him
alone, and would offer him money. It was wiser than
to ler oneself be shot without trying to do something.

“Wait!”
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Possoz drew our a list from his folder, muttered some
names.

“All right. The fellow's even on here, We were look-
ing for him. Let the police take care of him!”

The officer went our. The fist, a sheet from a note-
book, remained on the blotter. Kyo was still thinking
of Ch'en.

“It’s the list of people we're locking for,” said Possoz,
who saw that Kyo's eyes remained fixed on the paper.
“We ger descriptions of che last ones by phone, before
the ships leave—when ships do feave. . .

“May I see i?"

Possoz handed it to hun: fourteen names. Ch'en’s was
not on jt. It was impossible that Vologin should not
bave understood that he would attempt to leave Hankow
as saon as possible. And, even on a chanee, to have him
watched in case he tried to leave would have been no
more than common precaution, “The International does
not want to take the responsibility for Chiang Kai-shel(s
death,” thoughe Kyo; “but pechaps it would accept such
a misfortune without despair. . . . Is thar why Volo~
gm’s answers were so vague? . . . He gave back the
1St

“I'm going ta leave,” Chen had said. Te was easy to
explain that depacture; buy the explanation was not suf-
ficient, Ch'en’s unexpected arrival, Vologin’s reticences,
the list, Kyo understood all that; bur each of Ch'en's
gestures brought him nearer again to murder, and things
themselves scemed to be pulfed along by his destiny.
Morhs flurtered about the litdle Jamp, “Perhaps Chien
is 2 moth who sccretes his own light—in which he wilt
destroy himself. . . . Perhaps man himself , , " Is it
only the fasliey of others that one sees, never one’s
own? Was it not like 2 moth that he himself now wanted
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to leave for Shanghai as soon as possible, to maintain the
sections at any price? The officer came back, which
gave him an opportunity to leave.

The peace of the night once more. Not a siren, noth-
ing but the lapping of the water. Along the banks, near
the street-lamps crackling with insects, coolies lay sleep-
ing in postures of people afflicted with the plague. Here
and there, little round red posters; on them was figured
a single character: HUNGER. He felt, as he had a
while ago with Ch'en, that on this very night, in all
China, and throughout the West, including half of Eu-
rope, men were hesitating as he was, torn by the same
torment between their discipline and the massacre of
their own kind. Those stevedores who were protesting
did not understand, But, even when one understood,
how choose the sacrifice, here, in this city to which the
West looked for the destiny of four hundred million
tmen and perhaps its own, and which was sleeping on the
edge of the river in the uneasy sleep of the famished—
in impotence, in wretchedness, in hatred?
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Part Four






April 11

Tavelve-thirty noon

LMOST alone in the bar-room of the little Grosve-
nor Hotel--polished walnut, bottles, mckel, flags—Clap-
?iqﬂcc was revolving an ash-tray on his out-stretched

oIS e e e
e

h

his friends,

“Does this Ilitde sun-bathed willage behold your
affairs prospering, my good man3”

“Hardly. But they’ll be all right at the end of the
month. I'm taking orders for foodstuffs. Only from Eu-
ropeans, of course,”

Shpilevsld’s curved slender nose, his bald forehead, his
brushed-back gray hair and his cheek-bones 2ll created
the odd i pression that he habitually disguised himself
2s an eagle. This in spite of his very simple white clothes.
A monocle accentuated the caricature.

“The question, you see, my dear friend, would nat-
urally be to find some twenty thousand francs. With
this sum one can make a very honorable place for him-
self in the food business.”

“Into my arms, my good fellow! You wanr a Llittle,
10, an bonorable place in the food business? Bravo! . . .

“I didw’t know you had so many . . . whatd’you-
call'ems . . . prejudices.”

Clappique regarded the eagle out of the corner of his
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eye: a former saber-champion in Cracow, officers’ sectiont.

“Me? I'm full of them, riddled with them! I burst
with them! Just imagine—if [ had that money, T would
use it to wmitare 2 Dotch high official in Sumatra who
every year, on his way home to caress his tulips in Hol-
land, used to pass along the coast of Arabia; my dear fel-
low, he got it into his head (I must tell you that this
happened in about 1860) to go and loot the treasures
of Mecea. It appears that they are considerable, and all
gold, in great black cellars where the pilgrims have
thrown them since the beginning of time. Well, it's in
that cellar that 1 would like to live. . . . Anyway, My
tulip-fancier gets an inheritance and goes to the Antilles
to gather a crew of freeboaters, to take Mecca by sat~
prise, with a lot of modern arms—double-barreled guns,
detachable bayonets, and what not. Embarks these fel-
lows—not 4 word!~takes them there. . . . 5

He pur his forefinger to his lips, enjoying the Pole's
cuticsity, which resembled a panicipation in the con-
spisacy. .

"Good! They muriny, meticulously murder him, l‘}d
with the ship they go in for an unimaginative piracy, it
any kind of an ocean, It’s a true story~2 moral one,
what's more. Bue, as { was saying, if you count on m¢
to find the twenty thousand francs—madness . . . mad=
ness, 1 tell you! Do you want me to go around and see
people, or something of thar kind? I'll do that, Besides,
since T have to pay your confounded police for every
deal § make, T'd racher it should be you than someone
else. Bur while the houses are going up in flames these
fetlows atc about as interested in opium and cocaine 5
that!”

He began onee more to revolve the ash-tray.

“1 am speaking abour it to you,” ssid Shpilevskd, “be-
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cause if I expect to succeed I naturally have to speak to
everyone, | should have, at least . . . waited, But . . .”
changing his manner *. . . T just wanted ta render you
a service when 1 begged you to come and offer me this
aleohol (it's synthetic), Listen: leave Shanghai tomor-
row.”

“Ah! Ah! Ah!” said Clappique, in a rising scale. An
automobile hom outside sounded an arpeggio like an
echo, “Because?”

“Because. My police, as you say, have their virtues.
Get out”

Clappique knew he could not insist. For a second he
wondered if perhaps there was not in this a hidden
maneuver to obtain the twenty thousand francs? O
folly!

“And I would have to ger out tomorrow?”

He looked at the bar, its shakers, its nickeled rail, as
at old friendly objects.

“At the Jatest, But you won’t leave. I see it. At least I
have warmed you.”

A hesitant gratitude ( d less by susp
than by the nature of the advice which was being given
him, by his ignorance of what threatened him) slowly
worked its way into Clappique’s consciousess.

“What? Better luck than I had expected?” the Pole
went on, noticing the change; he took his arm: “Leave!
There’s some story about 2 ship. . . .

“But I had nothing to do with it!”

“I.MVC."

“Can you tell me if Old Gisors is implicated?”

“I don’t think so. Young Gisors, more Likely.”

‘The Pole was obviously well informed. Clappique
Pplaced his hand on the one before him on the table.

“I'm terribly sorry not to have that money to pay for
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your groceries, my good fellow: perhaps you're saving
my life. . . . But Istill have a few adds and ends—two
or three statues: take them.”

“Ne. .., "
“Why not?”
“No>

“Ah! .. . Not a word? So be it. Just the same ¥'d
fike to know why you won't rake my statues.”

Shpilevski looked at him. A

“When one has hved as T have, how could one be in
this—whatd'yoncallit—profession, if one did not . .+
compensste once in a while?”

“I doubt that there are many professions which don't
oblige one to compensate. ., [’

“Yes. For mstance, you have no idex how poorly
guarded the shops ase. , . "

What connection® Clappique was on the point of ask-
ing. But he knew from experience that such npparcmly
di d sp are always i ing. And he
was really anxious to render this man a service, if only
by leuing him tatk. He was none the less embarrassed
to the point of discomforr:

“You watch the shops>”

For him the police were an organization of swindlers
and blackmailers, s body charged with raising clandes-
tine 1axes on opivm and gambling houses, The membess
of the police whom he had to deal with (and particu-
larly Shpilevski) were always adversaries who were
falf accomplices. On the other hand he loathed and
dreaded informers, But Shpilevski answered:

“Watch? No, nat exaerly. Whard'youeallit? . . . The
opposite.”

“Really! Individual reprisals?”

“It’s only for 10ys, you understand. I no longer have
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enough money to buy toys for my linde boy. It’s very
painful. All the more as I'm enly fond of the kid when
I make him—whard’youcallit~happy. And I don’t know
how to make him happy in any other way. It's difficult.”

“But look here—do take my starues. You don’t need
to ake everything, if you don’t want tw0.”

“1 beg you, I beg you. . . . So I go into the shops,
and Tsay ., . . (He threw back his head, contracting
the muscles of his forehead and his left cheek around his
monocle, in all seriousness.) ‘I am an inventor. An in-
ventor and manufacturer, narorally, I've come to see
your models.” They let me look. I take one of them,
never more. Sometimes they watch me, bur it’s rare.”

“And if you were found out?”

He pulled out his pocket-book and opened it in front
of Clappique, showing his policeman’s card. He shut
it again, and his hand described a curiously vague ges-
ture:

“I accasionally have the money. . . . Icould also lose
my job. . . . But anything may happen. . . i

Highly astonished, Clappique suddenly discovered
himself to be a man of seriousness and weight. As he had
never regarded himself as responsible for his own ac-
tions, he was surprised.

“I must wamn young Gisors,” he thought to himself.

One o’clock in the afternoon

CWen, who was zhead of time, walked along the quay,

2 brief-case under one acm. He encountered many Euro-

peans whom he knew by sight: at this hour almost all

of them were going to the bars of the Shanghai Club

or of one of the neighboring hotels for a drink and a
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chat. A hand fell gendy on his shoulder, from behind.
He started, put his hand to his inside pocket where his
revolver was hidden,

“It's been a long time since we've met, Chlen. .+ .«
Do you want to ., .

He tumed round; it was the pastor Smithson, his first
teacher. He immediael, gnized the hand:
now badly ravaged—face of the Amesican, which be-
trayed a strain of Sioux blood.

“ .. to walk along with me?”

Chien preferred to walk in the company of 2 white
man. It was safer, and it was ironic: he had 2 bomb in
his brief-case. The correct cost he was wearing gave
him the feeling that his very mind was under constraint;
the p of a compani leted the disgul
and, through an obscure superstition, he did not want
to hurt the pastar’s feclings. He had counted the vehicles
for 2 minute, a little while before, 1o find our (edd or
even) whether he would succeed: the answer was favor-
able. He was exasperated with himself, He might as well
ch{x: with Smithson, free himself in this way from his
feritation.

This irritation did not escape the pastor, but he mis-
interpreted ir:

“Are you suffering, Ch'en?”

“No¥

He still kepe his affection for his former rmaster, but
not without rancor.

The old man took Ch'en’s arm in his own.

“I pray for you every day, Ch'en. What have you
found in place of the faith you have sbandoned?”

He was looking at him with 2 deep affection, which
however was in no way paternal. Ch'en hesitated:
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“I am not of those whom happiness has any concern
with. . . .

“Happiness is not the only thing, Ch'en—there is

eace.”

“No. Not for me.”

“Forall, ., .”

The pastor shut his eyes, and Ch'en had the impression
of leading a blind man by the arm.

“P'm not looking for peace. I'm looking for . . . the
opposite.”

Smithson looked at him:

“Beware of pride.””

“Who tells you that I have not faund my faith?”

“What political faith can account for the world’s suf-
fering?”

“I am more anxious to diminish it than to account for
it. The tone of your voice is full of . . . of humaneness.
T don’t like 2 humaneness which comes from the con-
templation of suffering.”

“Ate you sure there is any other, Ch'en?”

“Wait—difficult to explain. . . . There is another, at
least, which is not composed only of that. . . il

“What political faith will destroy death. - . .

The pastor’s tone was not one of interrogation, t'mr
rather of sadness. Ch'en remembered his conversation
with Gisors, whom he had not seen since t_hc night of
the murder. Gisors used his intelligence in his own serv-
ice, not in God's. .

“Pve told you that T wasn’t looking for peace.

“Peace. . ., ” i

The pastor was silent. They continued wzllu?‘g-

“My poor little fellow,” he went on at last, “each of
us knows only his own unhappiness.” His arm pressed
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Ch'en’s. “Do you chink every really religious Tife Is pot
a daly comersion® -« "
They were both jookung at the sidcx_m\k. and seer
(o have contact oaly theough their interlocked 3
., . a duly conversion . - > the pastor repeated \\1I‘I'§
a weary emphass, 35 though those words were mesy
the echo of an obseswon. Chen did ot answers Ths
man was speaking of himself and he w3s relling the
truth. Like Chr'en, this man lived his idea: he wss 5}“‘“{‘
thing more than a restless bundle of flesh. Undgr s delt
arm, the bnef-case and the bomb; under his pght 3™
that arm tightly pressing his: . .. a daily mn\'u:

sion. . . > This confidence spoken in 2 wnelof'

made the pastor suddenly appeac in a pothenic tight. S°{
pear to murder, Chen was arruned to every Xind of
suffermng.

“FLach night, Chen, 1 shall pray God to deliver you
from pride. (1 pray especially at nights ic is favorable
o ceenserr Y 1§ He pranc you humility, you will be :ﬁ\:f[
b H “ . v temeand,

p . L * that

Chen had entered into commumian. 2nust e O
those words of a fisherman who hinks he feels the potl
of 4 fish, surred in him an anger which rase P""“‘“l ¥
without altogether banishing 3 furtive picy- He ws
completely baffled by his own feelings.

“listen.” he said. “Listen to this. In two hours 1 shalt
Kill 2 man” .

‘He looked straight into the cyes of s companion. thi
rime. Withaut reason, he raised 2 trembling hand to hiS
face, crumpled the lapel of his coat:

“Can you still read in my eyes?” .

No. He was alone. Sult alone. His hand released 1S
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coat, attached itself to the pastor’s coat-lapel as though
he were going to shake him; the latter placed his hand
on Ch'en’s. They remained thus, in the middle of the
sidewalk, motionless, as if ready to struggle; a passer-by
stopped. He was a white man, and he thought they were
quarreling,

“It’s 2 horrible lie,” said the pastor in a muffled voice.

Clen’s arm fell to his side. He could not even laugh.
“A lie!” he shouted to the passer-by. The latrer shrugged
his shoulders and went off. Ch'en made 2 sudden about-
face and left almost at 2 run.

He finally found his two companions, more than 2
kilometer away. “All dolled up,” with their creased hats,
their business-suits, which had been picked out to avoid
;macting attention to the brief-cases, one con('aining a

or . oA i eee

of

ing !

her

shell-rimmed ngass&ﬁ perhaps accentuated his youth.
They started off, reached the Avenue of the Two Re-
publics; with all its shops open, it was returning to every=-
day life.

Chiang Kai-shek’s car would reach the avenue by 2
narrow street thar came jnto it at 2 right angle. It would
slow down to make the rurn. They would have to see it
come, and throw the bomb as it slowed down. The gen-
eral passed every day berween one and one-fifteen on
his way to lunch. The one who was watching the little
street would have to signal to the other twao as soon as
be saw the car. An antique-dealer’s shop just across the
street was a good vantage-point; if only the man &d
not belong to the police. Ch'en himself would be the
look-out, He stacioned Pei in the avemue, close to the
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spot where the car would end its turn before picking up
speed; Suan, 2 linle farther on. Chlen would give the
sienal and throw the fisst bomb, If the car did not stop,
whether jt was hit ar not, the other rwo would throw
their bornbs in their wurn. If it stopped, they would rus
towards it: the streer was oo marrow for it to tum.
There Yay the possibility of failure. 1f he missed them,
the guards on the rnning-boards wonld open fire to
prevent anyone from approaching.

Ch'en and his compamons now had to separate. There
wete surely plain-clothes men in the crowd, along the
whole way traveled by the car. From a small Chinese
bar Pei was going to warch for Chien's signal; farther
off, Suan would wait for Pei to come out. At feast one
of them wauld probably be killed, Ch'en no doubt.
They were afraid to speak~afcaid of the finality of
words. They separated withour even shaking hands.

Ch'en entered the shop of the antique-dealer and
asked €0 see one of thase smalf bronzes found in excass-
sions. The dealer pulled a stack of purple satin bows
from 2 drawer. They rumbled in 2 pile on the countes,
and he began to spread them oue. He was not from
Shanghai, but from the North or from Turkestan; his
sparse, soft mustache and beard, the narrow slits of his
eyes, were those of a low-class Mohammedan, as was also
his obsequious mouth; but not his ridgeless face, which
resembled that of a flat-nosed goat. Anyone who de-
nounced a man found an the general's path carrying 2
bomb would receive a fat sum of maney and great estec
among his people. And this wealthy bourgeois was pes<
haps a sincere partisan of Chiang Kai.shek.

*“Have you been in Shanghai long?"” he asked Ch'en.
What sotr of fellow was this strange customer? His
embarrassment, his constrainy, his fack of curiosity in the
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objects displayed, made the dealer uneasy. The young
man was perhaps not used to wearing European clothes,
Ch'en’s thick lips, in spite of his sharp profile, gave him
2 good-narured look. The son of some rich peasant from
the interior? But the big farmers did not collect ancient
bronzes. Was he buying for a European? He was neither
2 houseboy nor an d if he was a coll him-
self, he was looking at the objects he was being shown
with very little love: he seemed to be thinking of some-
thing else.

For Ch'en was already watching the street. From
the shop he could see to 2 distance of two hundred me-
tess. How long would he be able to see the car? But
what chance had he to calculate while confronted with
this fool’s curiosity? First of all he had to answer. To
femain silent was stupid:

“T used to live in the interior,” he said. “The war
forced me to leave.”

The other was going to question him again. Ch'en
Foleehon e il T T e D T

o Aanlar crae novy

broke out; haw:\;er, the young man did not ask to look
at the finest pieces. Only bronzes or fox-heads, and of
moderate price. The Japznese like foxes, bur this cus-
tomer was not Japanese, He would have to try 10 draw
him out with other questions.

“No doubt you live in Hupei? Life has become very
hatd, they say, in the central provinces.”

Cl’en was wondering if he could not pretend to be
partly desf. He did not dare, afraid of sceming even
Stranger,

“I'don’t live there any more,” was all he answered.
His tone, the structure of his sentences, had something
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abrupt about them even in Chinese: he expressed him-
self directly, withont using the customary circumfocy-
tions, But it occurred to him to start bargaining.

“How much>” he asked, pointing to a clisp with 2
fox’s head such as are found in great number in tombs.

“Fifteen dollars.”

“1 should think ¢ight would be a good price. . . "

“For such a piece? How can you think . . . Consider
that 1 paid ten for it. . . . Pur my profit on it yourself”

Instead of answering, Ch'en was looking at Pei seated
at 2 lirtde rable in the open bar, his eye-glasses refiecting
the light; the lateer probably could not see him because
of the window-pane of the antique-shop. Bur he sould
see him come out,

“1 can't pay more than nine,” he said fically, as if ex-
pressing the resolr of careful reflection. “At that T caa’
really afford it.”

The formulas, in this realm, were traditional and they
came readdy to his lips.

“It's my first deal today,” answered the amiquc-dcaler.
“Perhaps Tl make this little sacrifice of a doflar, If you
make a sale with your first customer it's a good
omen, . , *

The deserved streer, A rickshaw, in the disrance,
crossed it. Another. Two men appeared. A dog. A bi-
eycle. The men wrned to the right; the rickshaw had
Smss:d. The streer once more deserted; only the

0. -\

“Just the same, couldn't you make it nine and 2
half? ..

“AR sight, to show my good-will.”

Another porcelam fox. More bargaining, Chen, since
his purchase, inspired greater confidence. He had eamns
the right to reflect: he was deciding what price ke would
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offer, the one which would subdy correspond to the
quality of the object; his worthy meditation must not
be disturbed. “In this street the car travels at forty Tilo-
meters~more than a kilometer in two minutes. Tl be
able 1o see it a linde less than a minute. Not very. much.
Pei must keep his eye right on this door. . . " No car
was passing in this street. A few bicycles. . . - He bar-
gained over a jade belt buckle, did not accept the deal-
e's price, said he would discuss it later. One of the
cletks brought tea. Ch'en bought 2 small crystal fox-
head, for which the dealer asked only three dollars. The
hop ! icton, had not pletely

pkeeper's

disappeared.

“Uhave some other very fine pieces, very authentic,
with some very pretty foxes. But they are pieces of great
value, and I don't keep them in the shop, We could ar-
range 2 meeting. . . -

Cllen said nothing.

“ . .1 might even send one of my clerks for
them. . . .”

“Pin mot jnterested in the very valuable pieces. Un-
fortunately I'm not ich enough.”

Apparently he was not 3 thief; he did not even ask
:o see them. The antiquarian went back to the jade belt

A R

~ Anlinamr nf ane who sDE~

different, distant. . . . Yet it was he who had prcked

out this buckle. Bargaining is 2 collaboration, like love;

the dealer was making love to a board. Why in the

world did this man buy? Suddenly he guessed: he was

one of those poor young men who let themselves be-

come childishly infatuated with the Japanes¢ prosututes
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of Chapei. They have 2 passion for foxes. His customer
was buying these for some waitress or cheap geishy;
he was not interested in them it was because he was
not buying them for himself. (Ch'en did not cease think-
ing about the arrival of the car, the speed with which
he would have to open his brief-case, pull out the bomb,
throw it.) Bur geishas don't like objects from excava-
tions. . . . Perhaps they make an exception in the case
of little foxes? The young man had also boughe a crystal
object and one in porcelain, . . .

The tiny boves, open or closed, were syread out on
the counter. The two clerks were looking on, leaning
on their elbows. One of them, very young, had puc o
elbow on Ch'en’s brief-case, Each time he shifted his
weight from one log to the other he pushed it a Hale
closer to the edge of the counter. The bomb was on the
ight side, three centimerers from the edge.

Ch'en could not mave. Finally he put out his am,
pulled the brief-case towards him, without the slightest
difficulty. None of these men had had the sensation of
death, nor of the failure of his plor; nothing-a brief-
case which a clerk has pushed towards the edge of the
counter and which its owner pulls back, . . . And sud~
denly everything seemed extraordinarily easy to Chlen
Things, even actions, did not exist; they were dreams,
nochung buc dreams which take possession of us becaust
we give them force, bur which we can just 85 easily
deny. . . . At this moment he heard the horm of 2 caft
Chiang Kai-shek.

He seized his brief-case like a weapon, paid, threw
the two litde packages into his pocket, went out.

The dealer was pursuing him, holding in his hand
the bele buckle which Ch'en had refused to buy:
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“These are picces of jade which the Japanese ladies
ace particularly fond of!”

Would he ever get rid of this fool?

“Tll be back.”

What merchant does not know the formula? The car
Was approaching, much faster than usual, it seemed to
Chen, preceded by the Ford of the bodyguard.

“Go to hell!”

The car, speeding towards them over the uneven
Butter-stones, was violently shaking the two detectives
on the running-boards, The Ford passed. Ch'en stopped,
opened his brief-case, and took hold of the bomb
Wapped in 2 newspaper. With a smile the dealer slipped
the belt buckle into the empty pocket of the brief-case.
In doing so he was barring Ch'en’s two hands:

“Pay me what you like.”

“Go to hell!”

Dumbfounded by this outburst, the antiquarian did
not budge, merely gaped at Ch'en whose mouth was
also open.

“Aten't you a lietle ill?” Ch'en could no longer sec
anything, limp as if he were going to faint: the car was
passing,> |

He had not been able to free himself in time from
.Lhe antiquarian’s gesture. “This customer is going to be
ill” the latter was thinking. He made a movement to
Support him. With one blow, Ch’en knocked aside the
w0 arms held vp to him and started off. The blow lefe
the dealer stunned for a moment, Ch'en was half ran-
Tung,

“My buckle!” shouted the merchant. “My buclde!”

It was still in the brief-case. Ch'en was at a loss. His
every muscle, his every nerve was expecting 2 detona-~
tion which would fill the street. Nothing. The car had
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tumned, had even passed beyond Suan no doubr, f\nd
this fool remained there. There was no danger, since
everything bad failed, Whar had the others been doing?
Ch’en began to run. “Stop, thief!” shouted the m}n—
quarian, Other dealers appeared in the doorways. Ch'en
understood. In sheer rage he wanted to run away witt
the accursed buckle, throw it somewhere, But more
onlookers were approachung. He threw it in the anti-
quatian’s face, and only then noticed that he had not
shut his brief-case. Since the passing of the car it had
stayed open, right before the eyes of that imbecile and of
the passers-by, the bomb visible, nor even protected by
the newspaper which had slipped aside. He finally closed
the brief-case with caution (he was on the point of
banging the flap down, he was stroggling with all his
might against bis nerves). The dealer was hurrying back
to his shop. Ch'en walked on.

“Well>” he said to Pei as soon as he joined him.

“What sbout youp”

“They looked at each other breathlessly, each wnmi\?g
the other to speak first. They staad there, outlined in
profile against the blurred background of the buldings—
fovering on the verge of speech, seeming to be s{uck
to the pavement, in postures full of hesitations. The light
of the carly afternoon sun, very strong despite the
clouds, set off Civen’s hawkdike profile and Pei’s round-
ish head. Among the bustling and anxious passczs-b)_’.
those two figures with trembling hands, planted on their
fore-shortened shadows, seemed completely isolated. All
three were still carrying their brief-cases. It would not
be wise to remain there too long. The restaurants were
not safe. And they had already met and separated t00
many times in this street, ‘Why? Nothing bad hap-
pened. . . .
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“To Hemmelrich’s,” said Ch'en finally.

They started off, picking their way through back-
streets,

“What happened?” asked Suan.

Ch'en explained. As for Pei, he had been uneasy when
he saw that Chen did not leave the antiquarian’s shop
alone. He had betaken himself to the spot where he
was to throw his bomb, a few meters from the coner.
The cars in Shanghai drive on the left side of the street;
ordimrily they make 2 short rurn, and Pei had tak:fx
his post on the left sidewalk, in order to throw .hxs
bomb at close range. As it happened, the car was going
fast; there were no carriages in the Avenue of the Two
Republics. The chauffeur had made a wide turn, thus
skirting the opposite sidewalk, and Pei had found him-
self separated from it by a rickshaw.

“So much the worse for the sickshaw,” said Ch'en.
“There are thousands of other coolies who can live
only by Chiang Kai-shek’s death.”

“I would have missed my aim.”

Suan had not thrown his grenades because neither of
the bombs had gone off~he had supposed that some-
thing was wrong, thar perhaps the general was not in
the car,

They were advancing in silence between walls tarned
toasickly pale shade by the yellowish sky, ina wretched
solitude fittered with rubbish and telegraph wires.

“The bombs are intact,” szid Ch’en in 2 muffled voice.
“We'll try again in a little while.”

But his two companions were crushed; those wh9 have
falled in an attempted suicide rarely try it again. As
they went on, their bewilderment gave way to despsir.

“It’s my fault,” said Suan.

Pei repeated:
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“I’s my faule”

"Encug;l,“ said Ch'en, cxasperated. He was reﬂect‘-
ing, as they pursued their wretched walk, Tt woulda's
do to start all over 3;ain in the same way, The plan \n;
bad, but ir was difficult 1o imagine :nmh.er.,HC has
thought that. . . . They reached Hemmelrich's.

From the back of his shop Hemmelrich heard 2 wfme
speaking 11 Chinese, and two others which were znm;fi;
ing. Their pitch, their excited rhythm, had mf‘dcmz o
attention. “Just yesterday,” he thought to himself, .
saw two chaps walking by, whose faces were ennf!%
to give you chronic hemorrhoids, and who c:\“mmly;
weren't there for their pleasure, . . 27 It was difficul
for him to hear distinctly: upstairs the child was waiting
incessantly. But the voices died away and short shzdo\:i‘s
on the sidewalk showed that three figures were stan :}
ing there. The police? . . . Hemmelrich got up 208
walked towards the door. There was nothing about hcl;
looks, he reflected—consciaus, as always, of his ﬂm_cn
nose and his sunken chest—that could inspire fc:f in 5':1
aggressor. But he recognized Chen even bcfor.c his h;mf
teached his pocker; he held it out to him instead ©
drawing his revolver.

“Let’s go into the back room,” said Ch'en.

All three passed in front of Hemmelsich. He was ex-
amining them. Each with 2 brief-case, not held care-
lessly, but squeezed tightly wnder his arm. &

“Listen,” said Chen as soon as the door was close ]
“'can you give us hospitality for 2 few hours? To usand
to what we have in our brief-casess”

“B('!mbs?" -

“Yes? o

“No2 R
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The child, upstairs, was still crying. His most painful
cries had become sobs, with occasional lirtle clucking
sounds, as though he were weeping for fun—which made
them 2ll the more poignant. The records, the chairs, the
cricket were so exactly the same as when Ch'en had
come there after the murder of Tang Yen Ta that Hem-
melrich and he both remembered that night. He said
nothing, but Hemmelrich guessed:

“The bombs,” he szid, . . . I car’t at this moment.
If they find bombs here they'll kill my wife and the kid.”

“Good, Let’s go to Shia’s.” He was the lamp-dealer
whom Kyo had visited on the eve of the insurrection.
“At this hour there’s only the boy.”

“Understand me, Ch’en: the kid is very sick, and the
mother isn’t in too good shape . . .”

He was Tooking at Chen, his hands trembling . . -

“You don’t know, Ch'en, you can’t know how lucky
you are to be free! . . .”

“Yes, I know.”

* The three Chinamen went out.

“God damn! . . . God damn!” Hemmelrich said to
himself, “won'’t I ever be in his place?” He was swear-
Ing to himself, calmly, ponderously, And he was slowly
c}imbing the stairs to the room. His Chinese wife was
sm.ing, her eyes fixed on the bed. She did nor turn round.

“The lady was nice today,” said the child, “she didn’t
hurt me hardly atall. . .

The lady was May. Hemmelrich remembered: “Mas-
toid. . . "My poor fellow, we'll have to break the
bone. ., Hardly more than a baby. ... All he
knew of life so far was suffering. Hemmelrich would
have to “explain to him.” Explain whar? That it was
advantageous to have the bones in his head broken so
that he wouldn’t die, so that he would be rewarded by a
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life as precious and delicate as that of his father? “Oh,
the harror of youth!” he had said for twenty years-
L5} . e weme @ e - .

v DL

located its paw, and they had had 1o hold it while the
Chinese vetermary set the bone back into place, and the
creature shneked and struggled; it didn't understand; he
felt that 1t believed it was being tortured. And the cat
was not a child, did not say: “He hardly hurt me. . .
He went downstairs again, The smell of the corpses, on
which the dogs were no doubt ravenously feeding close
by in the back-alleys, drifted in with the diffused sun-
light. “It’s not suffering that is lacking,” he thought to
himself.

He could not forgive himself for having refused. Like
a tortured man who has yielded secrets, he knew that
fie would do it again, but'he could not forgive himself.
He had betrayed his youth, his desires and his dreams.
How could he help betraying them? Some people
wanted only what they could have, But all the things
he wanted were things he could not have, He wanted
1o give shelter to Ch'en and go with him, Go, Offset by
viofence—any kind of violence~by bombs, this atrocious
life that had poisoned him since he was born, that would
poison his children in the same way., Especially his chil-
dren. He could aceept his own suffering: he had ac-
quired the habit. ., . . But not thar of the children. “He
has become very intelligent since he has been il May
had said. As if by chance, . . .

Go out with Chen, take one of the bombs hidden
in the brief-cascs, throw it, That was good sense, In fact
the only thing that had asense, in his present life. Thirty-
seven years. Another thirty years to live, pethaps. To
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live how? The sale of these records, whose wretched
profit he shared with Lu Yu Hsuan, by which neither
of them was able to live—and, when he was old . . .
Thirty-seven years. As far as memory goes back, peo-
ple say; his memory didn’t have to go back: from be-
ginning to end, it was only wretchedness.

A bad pupil ar school: absent one day out of every
two—his mother made him do her work so she could
get drunk in peace, The factory: a laborer. A bad char-
acter; during his military service, always behind bars.
And the war, Gassed. For whom, for what? For France?
He was not French, he was wretched. But in the war
one could eat. ‘Then, sent to Indo-China, demobilized
there, “The climate here makes manual labor impos-
sible. . , .” But it allowed you to die of dysentery,
especially those who were known as bad characters.
He had failed in Shanghai. Bombs, for God’s sake,
bombs!

‘There was his wife: hfe had given him nothing else.
She had been sold for twelve dollars. Abandoned by the
buyer whom she had ceased to please, she had come to
him in terror, to eat, to sleep; but in the beginning she
had nor been able to sleep, expecting every moment 2
display of the European wickedness and crueley that she
had always been told about. He had been good to her.
Emerging little by little from the depth of her frighe,
she had cared for him when he was ill, had worked for
him, endured his outbursts of impotent hatred. She had
clung to him with the love of a blind and persecuted
dog, suspecting that he too was 2 blind and persecuted
dog. And now there was the kid. What could he do for
him? Scarcely feed him, He had strength left only for
the pain that he could inflict; there existed more pain
in the world than stars in the sky, but the worst of all
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was the pain he could inflict upon this woman: to aban-
don her by dying. Like that starving Russian, down the
street, who had become a laborer and then, one 5!:)'
when his misery was too great, had committed suicide;
his crazed wife, in a blind rage, had beaten the corpse
that was abandoning her, with four youngsters in the
commers of the room, one of them asking: “Why do you
fight?” . . . He kept his wife, his kid, from dying. Th:j!
was nothing. Less than nothing. If he had had money, if
he could have left it to them, he would have been free
0 go and get killed. As if the universe had not trea.ted
him all his life with kicks in the belly, it now despoiled
him of the only dignity he could ever posscs—his death.
The smell of corpses was blown in upon the motionless
sunbeams by every gust of wind. He saturated himself
in it with a sense of gratified horror, obsessed by Ch'en
as by a friend in the throes of death, and secking—as
though it were of any consequence—whether the feeling

uppermost in him was shame, fraternity or an atrocious
craving.

Once more Ch'en and his companions had left the
avenue. The courts and the side-streets were not closely
watched, as the general’s car did not pass through them.
“We must get a new plan,” Ch'en was thinking as he
walked with bowed head, looking down at his smug
shoes as they advanced one after the other. Run into
Chiang Kai-shel’s car with another car driven in the
opposite direction? But every car mighe be requisi(iamd
by the army. To try to use the fanion of a legation to
protect the car—in case they were able to get one—was
risky, for the police knew the chauffeurs of the foreign
ministers. Bar the way with a cart? Chiang Kai-shek was
always preceded by the Ford with his bodyguard. Be-
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fore a suspicious obstruction both guards and the police
ont the mnning-boards would open fire on whoever at-
tempted to approach. Ch'en listened: his companions had
begun 0 talk,

L e T R B
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good terrorists,”

They both were. .

“An§ as for the generals who rm_lnin," added Pei,
“even if they build up a China that is opposed to us,
they will make a great nation, because they will have
built it with their blood.” .

“No!” said Cli'en and Suan, both at once. NcAn(herl of
them ignored how grear the number of . ?‘momhsts
among the Ce ists had grown, esp among
the intellecruals. .

Pei wrote, for periodicals that were qulc.kly Sgp-
Pressed, stories that revealed a painfully self—smsﬁ_:d ic-
temess, and articles—the last of which began in this
fashion: “Imperialism bemng sorely pressed, Chuna plans
to solicit its benevolence once more and a_sk itto subsu&
tute 2 nickel ring for the gold ring that it has 'fasl’ene
to her nose. . . ,* He was also preparing an ideology
of tecrorism. For him Communism was msrely the one
true way to bring abour the revival of Chmz;‘

“I don’t want to create China,” said Suan, “I wantI:'o
Create my people, with or without her. '{‘he pocr.h s
for them thar I'm willing to die, to Lill. For them
only. ., » .

It was Chen who answered:

“As long as we try to throw the bomb we'll hav: bad
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fuck. Too many chances of failure. And we must get
it over with roday." X

“There’s no ather way that's any easier,” said Pei.

“There is 2 way.”

The low, heavy clouds were advancing in the syme
direction a5 they, with the uncenain yer fordly move-
sment of destinies. Ch'en had shut his eycs to medinte,
but continued to walk, close to the walls as usal; his
comrades were waiting for him to speak, watching his
curved profile.

“There is 1 way, And 1 believe there is only one: W€
must not throw the bomb; we must throw ourselves
under the car with it.”

Lost in thought, they continued their watk through
the tom-up courts where children no Jonger played-

They arrived. The clerk led them into the back room
of the shop. They remained standing amid the lamps,
their bricf-cases under their anms; finally they pus them
down, cautiously. Suan and Pei squatted on the floor,
Chinese fashion.

K “Why ate you laughing, Ch'en?" asked Pei, with anx-
ety.

He was not laughing, he was smiling, worlds removed
from irony. To his amazement, he found himself pos
sessed by a radisnt exaltarion. Everything became sim-
ple. His anguish had vanished. He knew the tneasiness
o which his comrades were prey, in spite of their cour-
age: throwing bombs, even in the most dangerous ways
was adventure; the resolution to die was something else
—the opposite, pethaps. He began to pace back and
forth. In the back room these was only the light which
came through the shop~now livid, as before a storm- In
the diffused half-light the bellies of the storm lamps
glowed with a curiqus effect—rows of inverted question=
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matks, Ch’en’s shadow, too indistinet to be a sithouette,
was maving above the anxious eyes of the other two.

“Kyo is right: what we lack most is the sense of hara-
kiri, But the Japanese who kills himself risks becoming
a god, and thar’s the beginning of filth and corruption.
No: the blood must fall back upon men—and remain.”
Whenever Ch'en p d a passi iction in
Chinese, his voice took on an extraordinary intensity.

“I would rather try to succeed,” said Suan, “—to suc-
ceed—in several artemprs than to make up my mind to
dic in one attempt.”

Vet Suan fele beneath Ch'en's words a current towards
which he was being drawn. Where it led he did not
know. He was siting in rapt attention, vibrating to the
sound of Ch'en's words rather than to their meaning.

“I must throw myself under the car,” answered Ch'en.

They followed him with their eyes, as he came and
went, without turning their necks; he no longer tooked
2t them. He stumbled on one of the lamps standing on
the floor, canght his balance by putting his hands out to
the wall. The lamp fell and broke with a tinkle. But
there was no room for laughter. His righted shadow
stood out indistinctly against the last xows of Jamps.
Suan was beginning to und d what Ch'en expecred
of him. Nevertheless, either chrough mistrust of himself
or to put off what he foresaw, he said:

“What do you want?”

Chen suddenly realized that he did not lmow. He
felr himself struggling, not against Suan, but against
his idea, which was escaping him. At last:

“Thas this should not be Jost.” i

“You want Pei and me to make a pledge o imitate
you? Is that it?”

195



“It’s not a promise that I expect. I expect you to feel
—aneed.” 3

The reflections on the lamps were disappearing. It
was growing darker in the windowl doubt
the clouds were piling up outside. Ch'en remembered
Gisors: *“Close to death, such a passion aspires to be
passed on. . . ."” Suddenly he understood, Suan also
was beginning to understand: m

“You want to make 2 kind of religion of terrorism?

Ch'en's exaltation was growing. All words were hol-
low, absurd, too feeble to express what he wanted of
them.

“Not a religion. The meaning of life. The . . .7

His hand made the convulsive gesture of molding
something, and his idea seemed to pulsate.

*“. . . the complete possession of oneself. Total. Ab-
solute. To know. Not to be looking, looking, always,
for ideas, for duties. In the last hour I have felt nothing
of what used to weigh on me. Do you hear? Nothing-"

He was so completely carried away by his exalration
that he was no longer trying to convinee them otherwise
than by speaking about himself:

“I possess myself. But I don’t feel a menace, an an-
guish, as always before. Possessed, held tight, tight, as
this hand holds the other . . . (he was pressing it with
all his might) . . . it’s not enough—like . . .”

He picked up one of the pieces of glass from the
broken lamp. A large triangular fragment full of reflec-
tions. With one stroke he drove it into his thigh. His
tense voice was charged with a savage certainty, but he
seemed much more to possess his exaleation than to be
possessed by it. Not at all mad. Now the other two could
barely see him, and yet he filled the room. Suan began

to be afraid:
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“Lam less intelligent than you, Ch'en, but forme . . .
for me, no. I saw my father hung by his hands, beaten
on the belly with a rarran-stick to make him tell where
his master had hidden the money which he didn’t have.
It's for those to whom we belong that 'm fighting, not
for myself.”

“For them, you can't do better than to make up your
mind to die. No other man can be so effective as the
man who has chosen that. If we had made up our minds
10 it, we should not have mussed Chiang Kai-shek a
while back. You know it.”

“You—pcxhaps you need that. I don’t know. . . .»
H: was strugglmg with himself. “If I agreed, you see,
1t would seem to me that I was not dymg for all the
others, bur , , »

“Buea”

5 Almost completely obliterated, the feeble afremoon
light Engered without completely disappearing.

“For you.”

A strong smell of kerosene recalled to Ch'en the oil
cans for the burning of the station, the first day of the
msurrection, But everything was plunging into the past,
even Suan, since he would not follow him. Yet the only
thing which his present state of mind did not transform
o nothingness was the idea of creating those doomed
Execur . that race of This birth was tak-
ing place in him, like all births, with agony 2nd exalta-
tion~he was not master of it. He conld no longer en-
duze any presence. He got up. .

“You who write,” he said to Pei, “you will cxplam{’

They picked up their brief-cases. Pei was wiping his
glasses. Ch'en pulled up his trouser-Jeg, bandaged his
thigh withour washing the wound—what was the use?
Tt would not have time to get infected—hefore going out.
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“One always does the same thing,” he said to himself,
disturbed, thinking of the knife he had driven into his
arm.
“I'shall go alone,” he said, “and I shall manage alone,
tonight.”

“Lll organize something, just the same,” Suan an-
swered,

“It will be too late.” .

In front of the shop, Ch'en took a step to the left, Pei
was following him. Suan remained motionless, A second
step. Pei still followed him. Ch'en noticed that the
youth, his glasses in his hand—so much more human,
that youngster’s face, without glasses over his eyes—~was
weeping in silence.

“Where are you going>”

“I'm coming.”

Ch'en stopped. He had always believed him to be of
Suan's opinion; he pointed to the latter.

“I'shall go with you,” Pei persisted, .

He avoided speaking any more than was necessary, his
voice broken, his Adam’s apple shaken by silent sobs.

“Pledge yourself.”

He clutched Pei’s arm.

“Pledge yourself,” he repeated. .

He tumed away. Pei remained on the sidewalk, his
mouth open, still wiping his glasses, comical, Never had
Ch'en thought one could be so alone.

Three o’clock in the afternoon

Clappique had expected to find Kyo at home. But e

was still out. In the large room strewn with sketches

which a disciple in a kimono was picking up, Gisors was
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conversing with his brother-in-law, the painter Kama.

“Hello, old dear! Into my arms!”

He sat down quietly.

“Too bad your son isn't here.”

“Do you want to wait for him?” .

“Let’s try. I need to see him Iike the devil. What is
that new little c-cactus, under the opium-table? The
collection is becoming worthy of respect. Ravishing,
my dear friend, r-ravish-ing! I must buy one. Where
did you find it>” .

“It's a gift. It was sent me 2 Little before one o'clock.

Clappique was reading the Chinese characters traced
on the flat stake supporting the plane; 2 Jarge one: Fidel-
ity; three small ones, a signature: Ch'en T2 Erh. )

“Chen T2 Exh. . . . Chen. . . . Don’t know him.
Too bad. He's a fellow who knows cactuses.”

He remembered that the next day he would have to
be gone. He must find money to leave, and not to buy
cactuses. Impossible to sell objects of artinz 'hurry with
the city under military occupation. His friends were
hard up. And you couldn’t touch Ferral for money on
any pretext, He had commissioned him to buy some
of Kama’s wash-drawings when the Japanese painter
arrived, Thirty or forty dollars jn commissiens. - - -

“Kyo sh::l}:i be l::yre," said Gisors. “He had many
engagements today, didn’t he? . . .~ i

“He'd do betrer to miss them, perhaps,” Clappique
grunted, .

He did not dare to add snything. He had no idea
how much Gisors knew about Kyo's activity. But the
absence of any question humiliated him:

“You know, it’s very scricus.". o serions f

“Everything that has to do with Kyo is serious for
me.”
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“You haven's any bright idea about how to cam of
find four or five hundred dollars immediately?”

Gisors smiled sadly. Clappique knew he was poot:
and his works of art, even if he were to consent to sell
them . . .

“Well, let's eam our few cents,” the Baron thm{ghr
to himself. He came closer, looked at the wash-drawings
scattered on the divan. Although he was sufficiendy dlf-
criminating not to judge the traditional Japanese art 1n
terms of its relation to Cézanne or Picasso, he detested
it today: the taste for serenity is weak in hunted men.
Dim lights over a mountain, village streets dissolved by
rain, flights of wading-birds across the snow—that \vhol.e
world in which melancholy prepared one for happ-
ness. . . . Clappique imagined without difficulty, alas,
the paradises at whose gates he should remain, but was
irritated by their existence. .

“The most beautiful woman in the world,” he said,
“naked, aroused, but with a chastity belt. For Ferral, not
for me.” .

He chose four, dictated the address to the disciple-

*“Because you're thinking of our ar,” said Gisors:
“this does not serve the same purpose.”

“Why do you paint, Kama-San?” .

The old master was looking at Clappique with curr-
osity, the lighe emphasizing his bald head. He too was
wearing 2 kimono, (As Gisors was still in his dressing-
gown, Clappique was the only one in trousers.)

‘The distiple left the sketch, translated, answered:

“The master says: first, for my wife, because 1 love
her. . . .”

“1 don’t say for whom, but for what?”
“The master says it is difficult to explain to you. He
says: ‘When T went to Enrope, I saw the museums. The
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mote your painters paint apples, and even lines which
do not sepresent objects, the more they talk about them-
selves. For me it is the world that counts” ”

Kama spoke another phrase; an expression of gentle-
nesy, barely perceptible, flitted across his face, which re-
sembled an indulgent old lady’s.

“The master says: ‘With us, painting is what charity
would be with youn.

. Asecond disciple, a caok, brought bowls of sake, and
immediately withdrew. Kama spoke again. .

“The master says that if he were no longer to paint,
it would scem to him that he had become blind. And
more than blind: alone.”

“Wait 2 minute!” said the Baron, one eye open, the
other shut, his forefinger pointed. “If a doctor were to
33y to you: “You have an incurable illness, and you will
die in three months,’ would you still paint3™ .

“The master says that if he knew he was gomng to die,
he thinks he would paint better, but nor differently.”
“Why betrer?” asked Gisors. .
He did not cease thinking of Kyo. What Clappique
bad said ypan coming in was sufficient to worry bim:
today serenity vas almost an insult.

Kama answered. Gisors himself translated:

“He says: “There are two smiles—my wife's 2nd my
daughter’s—which 1 should then know 1 would neves
See again, and I should be even more inclined to melan-
¢holy, The waorld is like the characters of our writing.
What the symbol is to the flower, the flawer itself~this
one (he pointed to one of the drawings)~is to some-
thing. Everything is a symbol. To go from the symbol
Yo the:thing symbolized is to explore the depth and
Meaning of the warld, it is o seek God.' He thinks that
the approach of death . . . Wait. . . .»
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He questioned Kama again, resumed his translation:

“Yes, that's it. He thinks that the apptoach of death
would perhaps permit him to put into all things sufficient
fervor and melanchaly, so that all the forms he would
paint would become comprehensible symbols, so that
what they symbolize—what they hide, also—would be
revealed.”

Clappique experienced the atrocious sensation of suf-
fering in the presence of a creature who denied suffer-
ing. He was lutening with attention, without taking his
eyes from Kama's face, while Gisors was translating.
Wik Bl ahennbiad 1ot Lo ont . [T
‘ . . -
way,” said Gisors. ° )

He spoke a very shore phrase in Japanese, Up to this
point Kama had answered almose immediately. He pon-
dered,

“What question did you just ask him?” Clappique
asked in a low voice,

.“\’tht he would do if the doctor condemned his
wife,”

“The master says he would not believe the doctor.”

The cook-disciple came back and took away the
bowls on 2 tray. His European gatb, his smile, his defer-
ence, and his gestures which betrayed an extravagant
gayety—everything abour him seemed strange, even to
Gisors. Kema said samething under his breath which
the other disciple did nat translate,

“In Japan these young men never drink wine,” said
Gisors. “He feels hurt because this disciple is drunk.”

His cyes looked away into space: the outside door
opened. A sound of steps. But it was not Kyo. His look
onee more became precise, and met Kama's firmly:
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“And if she were dead>™

Would he have ‘pursued this conversation with a Eu-
fopean’ But the old painter belonged to another uni-
verse. Before answering he smiled 2 long, sad smile, not
with his lips but with his eyelids: X

“One can communicate even with deach. . . . Ir's
most difficulr, bue perhaps that is the meaning of

He was taking his leave, was retuming to his room,
followed by his disciple. Clappique sat down.

“Not 2 word! . . . Remarkable, my dear, r-remark-
able! He left Like a well-bred phantom. Do you know
that young phantoms are very ill-bred and that the old
ones have the greatest trouble teaching them to make
People afraid—the young ones don’t know any Ian%unge,
and all they can say is: Zip-zip. . . . Which . .. .

Hle stopped: the knocker, again, In the silence, guirar-
notes began to strum; soon they became ordered mto a
slow fall thay spread outward in its descent, down to
the gravest notes, held in suspense and lost at length in
2 solemn serenity. . .

“What does it mean, but what does it mean? .

“He plays the samisen. Always, when something 1}1125
Upset him: away from Japan, it's his defense. . . . He
told me, when he came back from Europe: ‘T know now
that I can find my inner silence no matter where I
am, ,  o»

“A bluff?” . ndedive

Clappique had asked the question absent-min: ehay,
he was listening. At this hour when his hfe was per {JS
in danger (although it was rare that he was 'suﬁicxcm ly
interested in himself to feel himself really i danger)
those exquisitely pure notes, bringing back to h‘:nhuﬁog
their current, along with the love of music which ha
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filled his youth, that youth itself and all its vanished
happiness, upset him too.

Once more the sound of a foot-step: already Kyo
was in the doorway.

He led Clappique into his room. A divan, 2 desk, 2
chair, blank walls: @ deliberate austerity. It was bot in
there; Kyo threw his coat on the divan.

“Listen,” s3id Clappique. “I've just beea given a Mittle
tip-you'll be making 2 big mistake if you don’r take
it seriously: if we don’t clear our of here by tomorrow
night, we're as good as dead.”

“What's the source of chis tip? The police?”

“Bravo. Useless to tel] you that I cant say anything
more about it. But ic's serious. The affair of the ship is
known, Lay low, and ger out within forty-eight hours.”

Kyo was about to say: it’s no longer an offense since
we have trivmphed. He said nothing, He was too well
prepared for the repression of the workers' movement
to be surprised. Thus meant that the break had come,
which Clappique could not guess; and if the latter was
being prosecuted ir was because, the Shantung having
been taken by the Communists, he was believed o0 be
allied with them.

“What do you expect to do?” Clappigue went on.

“To think, first :? all” i

“Profound idea! And have you the cash 1o get out?”

Kyo shrogged his shonlders with 2 smile.

“l have no intention of getting ont. . . . Your in-
farmation is none the less of the greatest importance to
me,” he continued after 1 moment.

“No intention of getting out! You prefer to be
Lilled?"

“Pestiaps. But you want to Jeave, don't you?”

“Why should 1 stay?”
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“How much do you need?”

“Three hundred, four hundred. . . .»

“Perhaps I can give you part of it. I should like to
help you. Don’t imagine I think I'm repaying you in this
way for the service you're doing me. . . "

Clappique smiled sadly. He was not taken in by Kyo’s
delicacy, but he appreciated it.

“Where will you be tonight?” Kyo continued.
“Where you like.”

“ND."

“Let’s say at the Black Cat, then. I must find my few
P-pennies in various ways.”

“Agreed: the dive is on the territory of the conces-
sions, so there'll be no Chinese police. Less danger ?f
kidnaping than here, even: too many people. . . . I'll
be there between eleven and eleven-thirty. But not later.
Thave an appointment after that. . . "

Clappique tumed his eyes away.

“Which I don't want to miss. You're sure the Cat
won’t be closed?” i X

“Preposterous! It will be full of Chiang Kag-shck's
officers; their glorious uniforms will be mt:rtfvmed in
dance with the bodies of fallen ladies. In gracious gar-
Lands, 1 tell you? So I shall be waiting for you, while w
tentively contemplating this necessary spectacle unti
around eleven-thirey.” i con b

“Do you think you could get more information by
tonighs”

“TI ey

"Youu;ynight be doing me a great service. G’x,'cat:r than
you can imagine. Am 1 designated by name?

“YCS.”
*“And my father?™
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“No. I would have warned him. He was not involved
in the Shantung affair.”

Kyo knew that it wasn'c the Shantung that had to be
thought about, but the repression. May? Her role was
00 unimportant to make 1t necessary to question Clap-
pique. As for his ions, if he was d, so
were they all,

“Thanks,”

They returned together to the pheenix-room. May was
saying to Gisors:

“I¢s very difficult: if the Women's Union grants
divorce to mistreated women, the husbands will leave
the revolutionary Union; and if we don't grant it to
them, they will lose all confidence in us. I don’t blame
them. , ,

“Pm afraid,” said Kyo, “it’s either too eatly or too
Iate to organize.”

Clappique was Ieaving, without listening.

“Be munificent as usual” he said ro Gisors: “Give
me your cac-tuss.”

“I have a great affection for the Jad who sent it to
me. . . . Any other, gladly, , .

It was a small hairy cactus,

“Oh, well, never mind.”

“So long.”

“So. ... No. Perhaps. Good-by, my dear, The only
man in Shanghai who does not exis;—not 2 word: who
absolutely does not exist!—~salures you.”

He went out.

May and Gisors were lcoking at Kyo with dismay;
he immediately explained:

“He has just learned from the police that I'm on their
black list; he advises me not to stic from here, except to
get out within two days. Moreover, the repression is im-
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minent. And the last troops of the First Division have
left the city.”

It was the only division on which the Communists
could count, Chizng Kai-shek knew it: he had ordered
15 general to join the front with his troops. The latter
had proposed to the Communist Cengral Committee the
arrest of Chiang Kai-shek. He had been advised to tem-
porize, to pretend illness; he had quickly found himself
faced with an ultimatam. And, not daring to fight with-
out the consent of the Party, he had left the city, trying
9"‘1)’1‘? leave a few troops there. They in their turn had
Just lefr,

“They're not yet far off,” Kyo continued; “and the
division may even rerurn if we hold the city long
enough.”

The door opened again, a nose was stuck in, and 2
€avemous voice said: “Baron de Clappique does mot
exist.”

The door shur,

“Nothing from Hankow?” asked Kyo.

“Nothing,”

Since his return he had secretly been organizing com-
bat groups against Chiang Kai-shek, like the ones he had
organized against the Northerners. The International had
Tejected all the slogans of opposition, but accepted the
Daintenance of the Communist shock groups; Kyo
Wanted to make the new groups of militants the or-
ganizers of the masses which were now every day join-
ing the Unions; but the official speeches of the Chinese
Communise Party, the whole propaganda of union with
the Kuomintang, were paralyzing him. The Military
Committec alone had joined him; all the arms had not
been given up, but Chiang Kai-shek was demanding this
very day that the Communists surrender these stifl in
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their possession. A last appeal from Kyo and the Mili-
tary Committee had been telegraphed to Hankow.

Old Gisors—fully informed this time—was worried.
He was too much inclined to see in Marxism 2 kind of
fatality to regard questions of tactics without suspicion.
Like Kyo, he was sure that Chiang Kai-shek would at-
tempt to crush the Communists; like Kyo he believed
that the murder of the general would have struck the
reaction at the point where it was most vulnerable. But
he detested the plot-like character of their present ac-
tivity. The death of Chiang Kai-shek, even the seizure
of the Shanghai government, led only to adventure. To-
gether with some of the members of the International,
he favored the return to Canton of the Iron Army and
the Communist fraction of the Kuomintang: there,
backed by a revolutionary city, by an active and well-
supplied arsenal, the Reds could entrench themselves
and await the moment that would be propitious to a new
Northern campaign, which the imminent reaction would
prepare from below. The generals of Hankow, eager
for lands to conquer, were less eager to venture into
the south of China where the Unions, faithful to those
who represented the memory of Sun Yat-sen, would
have driven them to 2 constant and rather fruitless
guerilla warfare. Instead of having to fight the North-
erners, and then Chiang Kai-shek, the Red army would
thus be leaving the latter the task of fighting the former.
‘Whichever enemy the Red army would then encounter
at Canton would be greatly weakened, “The donkeys
are too much fascinated by their carrot,” said Gisors of
the generals, “to bite us ac this moment if we don’t place
ourselves berween it and them. . . ." But the majority
of the Chinese Communist Party, and perhaps Moscows
judged this point of view “liquidational.”
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Kyo, like his father, thought that the best policy was
that of a return to Canton. He would have liked, more-
over, to prepare the mass emigration of the workers, by
40 intensive propaganda, from Shanghai to Canton—
they possessed nothing. It would be very difficult, but
‘L’°_‘ impossible: the outlets for the Southern provinces

ol P .- - e e

¢ . y for

' ' v illed,

and 1o train new workers would mean forming new
revolutionaries, unless the wages were raised—“an hy-
pothesis which is excluded,” Ferral would have said, “by
zeason of the present state of Chinese industries.” To
empty Shanghai for Canton's benefit, like Hong Kong in
1925 . . . Hong Kong is five hours from Canton, and
Shanghai five days: a difficule enterprise, more difficult
perhaps than to let themselves be Lilled, but less stupid.

Since his return from Hankow he was convinced that
the reaction was under way; even if Clappique had not
warned bim, he would have considered the siruation, in
the case of an atrack on the Communists by the army
of Chiang Kai-shek, so desperate that any incident, even
the assassination of the general (whatever its conse-
quences) would be a favorable oe. The Unions, if they
were armed, could conceivably attempt to give battle to
2 disorganized army. .

The bell again, Kyo ran to the door: at last, the mail
which brought the answer from Hankow. His father
and May watched him return, without saying anything.
* “Orders to bury the firearms,” he said.

The message, torn up, had become 2 ball in the hollow
of his hand. He took the picces of paper, spread them out
on the opium table, picced them together, shrugged his
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shoulders at his childishness: it was indeed the order to
tide or to bury the arms.

“I have to go over there right away.” i

“Over there,” was the Central Committee, This meant
that he had to leave the concessions. Gisors knew that he
could say nothing. Perhaps his son was going to his
deathy; it was nor the first time: it was the jusrificarion of
his ife. He had only to suffer and be silent. He took the
information given by Clappique very seriously: the lat-
ter had saved Konig's life~the German who was now
directing the police of Chiang Kai-shek-—by" waming
him that the corps of caders in Peking to which he be-
longed, was to be massacred. Gisors did not know
Shpilevski. As Kyo's glance met his he tried to smile;
Kyo also, and they did not turn their eyes away: both
knew they were lying, and that this lie was perhaps
their most affectionate communion.

Kyo returned to his room, where he had left his jacket.
May was putting on her coat.

“Where are you going?"

“With yoy, Kyo.”

“What for?”

She did not answer.

“It is easiet to recognize us together,” he said.

“I don't see why, If you're spotted, it doesn't mat-
ter . .2
“You'll do no good.”

“What good will 1 do here, during that time? Men
don’t know what it is to wait. . . *

He rook a few steps, stopped, turned towards her:

“Listen, May: when your freedom was in question, I
granted ir.” i

She understood what he alluded to and was afraids
she had forgatten it. Indeed, he added in a dulier tonc:
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“.. And you managed to take advanage of it. Now
it's mine that js involved.”

“But, Kyo, what's the connection>” . )

“To recognize the freedom of another is to a.cknowI-
edge his right to it, even ar the cost of suffering, as
know from experience.”

“Am I ‘another, Kyo?”

He was silent once more. Yes, at this moment she was
another, Something between them had been changed.

“Then,” she continued, “because . . . anyway, bc;
cause of that, we can no longer be in danger together?
» + « Consider, Kyo: it almost looks as though you were
taking revenge, , . .7 »

“Ti be ab%e to no longer, and to try when it’s useless
amounts to the same thing.”

“But if you held it ngai%ls[ me as much 2s that, alll yol'x
had to do ‘was to take a mistress. . . . But after all, no.I
why do I say that? Ir isn’t true—I didn’t take a lover,
went to bed with a man. It's not the same tl_nng, and’ you
know very well you can have anyone you like, . . <

“You satisfy me,” he answered bitterly. e of

His look asronished May: it shou'zed a mxﬁg ing N
many emotions. And—most disquieting of 2 —}::;‘ e
face the fearful expression of a Just which he
W3S unaware of, N

“At this m;)rfnem, as well as two weeks ago, d‘“ ‘:’;n;
on, “I'm not looking for someone to go to bex owall m»‘e‘
don't s2y you are wrong; I say that I want to '[g‘h e
The freedom you allow me is your fr.eedum- change
dom to do what pleases you. Freedom is not an €xt
~it is freedom.”

“It’s a desertion.”

Silence.



“Why do people who love each other face death,
Kyo, if not to risk it together?” i "

She guessed that he was going to leave without fur
ther discussion, and placed herself in front of the door.

“You shauld not have given me this freedom,” sh¢
said, “f it is going to separate us now.”

“You did nor ask for ie.”

“You had already recognized it

You should not have believed me, he thought. It W’;
true, he had always recognized ic. Bue chat she shoul
at this moment be discussing a question of rights sep
arated her from him all the more. .

“There are rights that one gives,” she said bireezlys
“only so that they shall not be used.” d

“If T had given them only in order thar you coul
Ezng on to them at chis moment, it woulda’t be 50

ad. L. N

This instant separated them more than death; ey clids,
mouth, temples, the place of every caress is visible on tbs
face of a dead worman, and those high cheek-bones
those elongated eyelids now belonged to 2 foreign world.
The wounds of the deepest love suffice to create 3 rather
substantial hatred. Was she withdrawing, so near ©
death, from the threshold of that world of hostlity
which she was glimpsing® She said:

“Pm hanging on to nothing, Kyo. Let's say I'm wrong,
th_nt T have been wrong, anything you like. But nows at
this moment, right away, I want to go with you. T ask
of you”

He said nothing,

“If you did not love me,” she went on, “ic would b
all the same to you to let me go with you. . « well,
then? Why make us both suffer? . . . As if this Wer
the time for it,” she added with weariness.
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Kyo felt some familiar demons stirring within him,
which rather thoroughly disgusted him. He had an urge
tostrike her, to strike directly at her love. She was rights
#he had ot foved her, what would it mater to him
that she should died Perhaps it was the fact that she was
forcing this realization upon him at this moment that he
Tesented most,

Did she feel like crying? She had shut her eyes, and
the constane, silent trembling of her shoulders, in con-
trast with her motionless fearures, seemed the complete
expsession of human distress. It was no longer his will
1_lnnc which separared them, bur grief, And, since the
sight of grief brings rogether as much as grief iself sep-
221, he was thrown towards her once more by the ex-
Pression of her face, in which the eyelids were slowly
lifting—as when she was struck with susprise. . . .
Above her closed eyes, the movement of her brow
ended, and that tense face in which the eyelids remained
lowered became suddenly a dead woman’s face.

Many of May’s expressions had no effect on him: he
knew them, e always had the feeling that she was copy-
Ing herself. But he fad never seen this death mask—pain,
and nor sleep, on closed eyes—and death was so near
that this iflugion acquired the force of a sinister prefigura-
tiont, She operted her eyes withour looking at him: her
ghance remained Jost on the blank wall of the room;
without 2 single muscle moving, a tear rolled down her
TNose, remained suspended at the comer of her mou(.h‘
2etaying by jes inexpressive animation, poignant 2s pain
0 animals, 3 mask which was as inhuman, as dead as it
had been 2 moment ago.

“Open your eyes.”

She fooked at him,

“They are open,”
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“1 had the impression you were dead.”

“Well2" .

She shrugged her shoulders and went on, in a voice
of weary sadness:

“If I 3m to die, ] am willing ro have you die. . .

Now he understood the real feeling that urged him:
he wanted to console her. But he could console her only
by agreeing to let her go with him. She had shut her
eyes again. He took her in his anms, kissed her on the
cyelids. When they separated:

“Are we going?” she asked.

o

“Ni
‘Too honest to hide her impulses, she returned to hE:
desires with a cat’s stubt , which often exasp

Kyo. She had moved away from the door, bur he per-
ceived that he had been anxious to pass only as Jong a5
he had been sure he wouldn’t pass. "

“May, are we going to part on a misunderstanding?

“Have 1 lived like a woman who neteds protec-
tion? .. 7

They stood there facing each other, not knowing
what else to say and not accepting silence, both knowing
thar that moment, one of the gravest of their lives, was
ruined by the time which was passing: Kyo's place w2
not here, but at the Commitree, and impatience Jurked
under his every thought,

She indicated the door with a motion of her head.

He looked at her, took her head berween his tw0
hands, pressed it gendy without kissing her, as though
he were putting into that caress the mingled tendemess
and violence of which all the virile gestures of love are
capable. At last he withdrew his hands.

The two doors closed behind him, May continued t©
listen, as though she were waiting for a thied door=
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which did not exist—to close in its turn. With her mouth
open and quivering, drunk with grief, she was becom-
ing aware that, if she had given him the sign to l:avF
alone, it was because she thought she was making in this
way the last, the only move which might have made him
decide to take her along.

Kyo had scarcely taken a hundred steps, when he met
Katov,

“Isn’t Ch'en there?”

He pointed to Kyo's house.

"NO."

“You abs’lutely don’t know where he is?”

“No. Why?” ]
Katov was calm, but his face was conchtcd :md
pale as though he were suffering from a violent head-

ache, . ., .

“There are several cars like Chiang Kai-shel’s. Ch’;r}
doesn’e know it. Either the police have be’cn qpped off,
or they’re ¢spicious. If he jsn’t wamned he's going tohgct
caught and throw his bombs for nothing. I've been chas-
ing him for a long time, you see. The bombs were t;
have been thrown at one o’clock. Nothing has happenes
~we would have known.”

“He was to do it near the Avenue of the Two Repu:l;:
lics. The best thing to do would be to go to Hemmi
ﬂch’s."

Katov starred off immediately- .

“You have your cyanide?” Kyo asked him as he
tumed to go.

“Yes”

' i leaders,

Both of them, and several other revolutionary e
carried cyanide in the flat buckle of their belts, which
opened like a box. s



The separation had not freed Kyo from his torment.
On the contrary: in this deserted street May was cven
stronger—having yielded—than right before him, oppos-
ing him. He entered the Chinese city, not without beiag
aware of ir, but with indifference. “Have 1 lived )ike’z
woman who needs protection? . . .* By what sight did
he exercise his pitiful protection on the woman who had
even consented to his going? In the name of what was he
leaving her? Was he sure that chere was in his attm.xdc
no element of revenge? No doube May was still sirting
on the bed, crushed by a despai that was beyond words
and thoughe, . . .

He retraced his steps on the run,

The pheenix-room was empty: bis father had gone
out, May was still in the bed-room, Before opening !W
stopped, overwhelmed by the bratherhood of death, dis-
cavering how derisive the flesh appeared before this
communion, in spite of its urgent appeal. He understood
now that the willingness to lead the being one loves to
deach itself is pechaps the complete expression of love,
that which czanot be surpassed.

He opened the door.

She hursiedly threw her coat aver her shoulders, and
followed him without a word.

!
Quarter past three in the afternoon

For 2 long time Femmelsich had been looking at his
records. No S knocked ding t0
the signal agreed upon,

He opened. It was Katov.

“Have you seen Chen?”

“Walking remorse!” Hemmelrich grumbled.
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“Whars”

“Nothing. Yes, T've seen him. Aboutr one or two
o'clock. Daes it concern you?”

“1 abs’lutely must see him. What did he say?”

From another room one of the child’s cries reached
them, followed by the indistinguishable words of the
mother trying to calm him.

“He camne with two chums. One of them was Suan.
Don’t know the other one, A felfow with glasses, looked
Ike anybody clse. A noble sir, Bricf-cases under their
arms: you understand?”

“That’s why I've got to find him, you see.”

“He asked me to stay here for three hours.”

“OR! Good! Where is he?”

“Shut up! Listen to what 'm telling you. He told me
to sty here. | haven’t sticred, Do you hear?”

Silence.

“I told you 1 haven’t stirred.”

“Where can he have gone?” .

“He didn’t say. Like you. Silence is spreading to-

»

Hemmelrich was standing in the middle of the room,
hunched over, with 2 look almost of hatred. Katov said
calmly, withou looking at him: i

“You're damning yourself too much. That way you're
flﬂ_l'ﬂg to get me to 3ccuse you S0 you can defend your-
self.”

“What do you know sbout it? And what damn busi-
ness Is it of yours anyway? Don't stand there lacking at
me with that Jock of hait like a cockscomb and your
bands open, like Jesus Christ, Waiting for someone to
drive nails through them. . . il .

Without closing his hand, Katov placed it or‘l ‘Hem-
melrich’s shoulder.
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“Things still bad, upstairs?” .

“Not quite so bad, But bad enough. Poor kid! ...
Vith his skinny body and his big head, he looks ke 2
skinned rabbir. . . . Leaveme. . . "

The Belgian freed himself savagely, stopped, then
walked to the other end of the room with a curiously
childish movement, as if he were sulking. |

“And that’s not the worst of it,” he said. “No, t‘l_oﬂ t
act like a fellow who's got flea-bites and stands squima-
ing and looking embarrassed: I haven’t tipped off xh’e’
police about Ch'en. It's all right, Not yer, at Jeast. .« .« -

Katov shrugged his shoulders glaomily.

“You'd better tell me all abour iv.”

“ wanted to go with him.”

“With Ch'en?”

Katov was sure, now, that he would no longer b'c able
to find him. He spoke with the calm, weary voce of
someone who has been beaten. Chiang Kai-shek would
not return before night-fall, and Ch'en could atrempt
nothing until then.

Hemmelrich pointed with his thumb, over his shoul-
der, in the direction from which the child’s cry had
come:;

“And there you are. There you are. What do you e
pect me to do?”

“Waie, .. "

“Because the kid will die, T suppose? Listen: half the
day 1 wish for it. And if it happens, I shall wish h“::
to remain, not to die, even sick, even an jnvalid. « + «

“T know. , , »

“What?” said Hemmelrich, as if he were being lO?b‘g;
*“What do you know about it? You're not even married!

“I've been married.”

“I'd like to have seen that, With your looks. . « No,
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they're not for us, all those cute lirtle strutting cunts we
see passing in the street. . , "

He felc that Katov was thinking of the woman who
was watching the child, upstairs.

“Devotion, yes. And everything she can. The rest—
what she hasn’¢ got—is all for the rich, When Isee people
who look as if they're in love, I feel like smashing them
in the face”

“D'votion is a lot. . . . The main thing is not to be
alone.”

“And thav's why you're staying here, isn't it? To help
me?”

“YCS‘"

“Through pity?”

“Not through pity. Through . . * .
But Katov could not find the word. And perhaps ic
did not exist, He tried to say what he meant indirectly:

“I've felt ie—or almost. And also your kind of R
rage. How do you expect anyone to understand things,
gxeepe through mem'ries? . . . That's why you don't
irritate me.”

He had drawn near and was speaking, his head be-
tween his shoulders, with his voice that swallow'ed the
syllables, looking ar him out of the comer of his eye;
both of them, their heads lowered, looked as though they
were getting ready to fight, right there among the rec-
ords, But Katov knew he was the stronger, although he
&id not know in what way. Perhaps it was his voice, his
calm, his friendship even, that were telling. ,

“A man who's reached the point where he doesn’t
give a damn about anything, if he really commes across
d'votion, sacrifice, anything of that sort, he’s done for.

“No fooling! Then what does he do?”
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“Becomes a sadist,” answered Katov, looking at him
quietly.

“Sadism with pins,” he went on, “is rare; with words,
far from rare. But if the woman is abs'lutely submissive,
if she can survive it - . . 1 knew a fellow who took and
gambled the money which his woman had saved up for
years to go to the san'torium. A matter of life or death.
He lost it. (In such cases you always lose.) He came
home all in pieces, abs'lutely broken up like you now.
She watched him come over to her bed. She understood
right away, you sce. And then, what? She tried to con-
sole him. , . '

“Easier,” said Hemmelrich slowly, “to console others
than to console yourself. . . .” And, suddenly raising
his eyes:

“Were you the fellow?” .

“Thar’ll do!” Katov banged the counter with his fist.
“If it was me, I'd say so.” But his anger fell immediately-
“f haven’t gone that far, and it isn’t necess’ry to £0 that

ar. . . . If you believe in nothing, especially because
you believe in nothing, you're forced to believe in the
virtues of the heart when you come across them, no
doubr about it. And that’s what you're doing. I jt hada't
been for the woman and the kid you would have gonss I
know you would. Well, then?”

“And as we live only for those virtaes of the heart,
they gee the better of you, Well, if you've always £9°
to be licked, it might as well be them. . . . Bur all that’s
absurd. I's not a matter of being right. I can't stand the
idea of having put Ch'en out, and T couldn’c have stood
to have kept him.”

“We can only ask the comrades o do what they &2
I want comrades, and not sainss, No confidence n
saints. . . .
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“Is it true that you voluntasily went with the fellows
10 the lead-mines?”

“I was in the camp,” said Katov, embarrassed: “the
mines or the camp, s all the same thing, « « <7

“All the same thing! That's not true.”

“What do you know about it?”
© “It’s ot true! And you would have kept Ch'en.”

“I have no children. . . .

“T have a fecting it would be less . . . hard for me,
even the idea that they’ll kill him, if he wasn’e sick. . . -
I...T'm domb. Its true I'm dumb. And I guess I'm
not much of 2 worker either. I feel like a Jamp-post that
everything free in the world comes and pisses on."

He pointed once again to the floor above \w't_h amove-
ment of his flar face, for the child was crying 2gaid.
Katov did not dare to say: “Death will frec you” It was
death that had freed bim, Since Hlemmelrich had begun
10 speak, the memory of his wife stood berween them.
Having returned from Siberia without hope, beaten, his
medica] srudies shattered, and having become 2 factory
worker, convinced that he would die before secing the
Revolution, he had sadly proved to himself that he sl
possessed a remnant of life by treating 2 liutle working-
girl who foved him with deliberate brutalicy. But hardly
had she become resigned to the pains he inflicted on her
than he had been suddenly struck by the overwhelming
quality of the tenderness of a creature who could share
his suffering in spite of his bruality. From that moment
he had Tived only for her, continuing his revolutionary
activity through habit, but carrying into it the obsession
of the limitless renderness hidden in the heart of that
slightly feeble-minded girk: for hours he would caress
her hair, and they would lie in bed together for days on
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end. She had died, and since then . . . That, in any c3s¢,
stood between Hemmelrich and himself. Not enough.
Through words, he could do almost nothing; but be-
yond words there were the things which gestures, Iooks:
mere presence were capable of expressing. He knew
from experience that the worst suffering is in the s'ohmde
which accompanies it. To express it also gives relief; but
few words come less readily to men’s tongues than those
of their deep griefs. To express himself badly, or to lie,
would give Hemmelrich a fresh impulse to despise him-
self: he suffered above all from himself. Katov looked
at him without focusing his eyes on him, s:ldly—".struck
him once more how few and awkward the expressions of
manly affection are : e
“You must understand without my saying anything,
he said. “There is nothing to say.” .
Hemmelrich raised his hand, let it fall again heavily:
as though he had to choose only between the d,;[{ess
and the absurdity of his life. But he remained standing
before Katov, deeply moved. .
“Soon I shall be able to leave and continue looking
for Ch'en,” Katov was thinking.

Six o'clock in the evening

“The money was delivered yesterday,” said F“‘ml ©
the colonel, who this time was wearing a uniform. “How
do we stand>”

“The Military Governor has sent a lengthy note ©
General Chiang Kai-shek to ask what he should do in the
eventuality of an uprising.”

“He wants 1o be covered?” .

The colonel looked at Ferral over the white spot 18
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his eye, answered merely: “Here is the tranglati-on.

Ferral read the document.

“I even have the answer,” said the colonel. . .

He handed him a photograph: above Chiang Kai-
shel’s signature, two characters.

“Which means?”

“The firing-squad.” .

Ferral looked up at the map of Shanghai on the \vallx:
with large red parches which designared the masses o
workers and wretches—the same ones. “Tﬁree t‘!xousand
men of the syndical guards,” he was thinking, perhaps
three hundred thousand back of them; but will they dare
to budge? On the other side, Chiang Kai-shek and the
amy N

“I}‘,Ie will begin by having the Communist chiefs shot
before any uprising?” .

“Certainly. There will be no uprising: d,lc, Comn;‘u-
nists are practically dissrmed and Chiang Kaj-shek d;xs
his troops. The First Division is at the front: it was the
only dangerous one.”

“Thank you. Good-by.” - .

Ferral was going to Valérie’s. A “boy” was wa.mng
for him beside the chauffeur, with a blackbird in # gilde
cage on his knees. Valérie had begged Ferral to bring her
this bird. As soon as his car had starred off, he pull;d a
letter from his pocket and reread it. '\Vhat he had ;lctr;
feating for 2 month was happening: his American €I
were about to be cut off. £ Indo-

The orders from the General Government ah nf o
China no longer sufficed to keep in operation £1¢ d’ed
tories created for 2 market which was to have exp_nr;; d
from month to month and which now was s};‘rmcu;gA
from day to day: the industrial enterprises of the ;n_
sortium showed a large deficit. The scock pncez,z;n



tained in Paris by Ferral’s banks and the French financial
groups which were associated with them, and bolstered
up by the inflation, had been steadily dropping since the
stabilization of the franc. Bur the banks of the Consor-
tium derived their only strength from the profits on its
plantati ially its rubber plantations. The Ste-
venson Plan? had raised the price of rubber from 16
cents to $1.12. Fernal, who by virtue of his rubber plan-
rations in Indo-China was a producer, had benefited by
the rise without having to restrict his prodaction, since
his was not a British enterprise. And the American banks,
knowing from experience how much the Plan was cost-
ing the United States, the principal consumer, had been
eager to open credits guaranteed by the plantations. But
the native production of the Dutch Indies, the menace of
Anterican plantations in the Philippines, Brazil and Li-
beria were now leading to the fall of the rubber price;
the American banks were thus withdrawing cheir credits
for the same reasons that had induced them to grant
them, Ferral was hit all at once by the crash of the enly
raw material that sustained him—he had been given cred-
its, he had specufated, not on the value of his production
but on that of the plantations themselves~by the srabili-
zauion of the franc, which brought sbout the devaluation
of all his stocks (a major portion of which were held by
his own banks benrt on controlling the marker) and by
the cancellation of his American credits. And he wos
fully aware that, as soon as this cancellation became
known, all the speculators in New York and Paris wo'

take a short position on his stocks; a position that W3S

+'The zestriction of rubber production i the entire Britsh EmPi®
{the world's greacest mdu«f). for the purposc of raising the price
of zubber which at that time hid sunk below production €05t
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di o safe. . . . He could be saved only for moral rea-
sots; hence, by the French government.

'!'he threat of bankruptey brings to financial groups
20 intense national consciousness. When their entetprises
i distant corners of the world are suddenly dhreatened
“"ﬂ‘_ disaster they remember with mingled pride and
gﬂur?d: the heritage of civilization which thetr country
bas given chem and which they in tumn have helped to
P25 on to colonial peoples.

Tt was Ferral's experience that governments are indul-
get sask-masters, that they treat theis favorite children,
the hig financial groups, with commendable lenjency.
But while governments are accustomed to seeing the
mreasucy tobbed, they do not hike to sec it robbed of all
hope, A treasury that expects, with the tenacious hope
of a gambler, to recoup its Josses some day is 2 treasury
1}3‘1’ consaled. Franice had suffered a severe loss by refus-
fng 3id 10 the Industrial Bank of China. It was not likely
that France, so soon after, would in turn abandon the
Consoreium and risk the wrath of 2 whole pew army of
mvestors.

! But if Ferral were to ask her for help it wa3 essential
that his position should no appear hopeless; ir was essen-
vial firse of alf that Communism should be crushed in
Chinz, Chiang Kai-shek as master of the Pravinces meant
the canstruction of the Chincse Railway; the anticipated
loan amounted fo three billion gold francs, which
equaled many million paper francs. To be sure, he would
not be the only one to receive orders for materials, sy
more than he was alone today in defending Chiang Kai-
shek; but he would be in on the game. Moreover, the
Ametican banks feared the triumph of Communism i
Chinz; irs fall would modify their policy. As a French-
mman, Ferral enjoyed privileges in China; it was 20 2=
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cepted fact that the Consortium would participate in the
construction of the railroad.” To maintain himself he
was justified in asking the govemment for a loan which
it would prefer to a new crash; while his credits were
American, his deposits and his stocks were French.

his cards could not win during a period of acute crisis in
China; but, just as the Stevenson Plan had in ics time
assured the life of the Consortium, so the victory of the
Kuomintang was to assure it today. The stabilization of
the franc had worked against him; the fall of Commu-
nism would work for him, . . .

Wauld he, afl his life, never be able to do more than
<wait, in order to take advantage of them, for the passage
of those great tidal sweeps of world economy that began
like offerings and ended Like blows below the beli? To-
nigh, in case of cither resistance, victory or defear, he
felt himself dependent upon all the forces of the world.
But there was this woman upon whom he did not de-
pend, who would presentdy depend on him; the avowsl
of submission on her face at the moment of pcsscs'lon.
Iike a hand plastered over his eyes, would conceal from
him the network of constraints on which his Iife rested.
Hc had seen her again in several drawing-rooms {she had
jost reurned from Kyoto three days before), and each
time he had been thwarted and irricated by her refusal of
all submissiveness, whereby she stimulated his desire,
though she had consented to go to bed with him tonight

In his ‘Iimirltss craving to be preferred—one admires
more easily, more completely, from one sex to the other
—he called upon eroticism to revive a wavering admira-
tion. That was why he had looked ar Valéric while he
was lying with her: there is a grear deal of certainty in
lips swollen with pleasure, He detested the coqumish'
ness without which she would not even have exiseed in
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his eyes: that in her which resisted him was what most
irritated his sensuality. All this was very obscure, for it
was from his need to imagine himself in her place 2s soon
2 he began to touch her body that he derived his acute
f‘fﬁng of possession. But a conquered body, to begin
with, had more appeal for him than an offered body—
mare appeal than any other body.
) He left his car and entered the Astor, followed by the
b0y” who was carrying his cage in his hand with an
air of dignity, There were millions of shadows on earth:
the women whose love did not interest him—and one liy-
ing advcrsary: the woman by whom he wanted to be
!Dvefi- The idea of complete possession had become fixed
in him, and his pride called for a hostile pride, as a pas-
stonate player calls for another player to oppose him, and
ot for peace, At least things were well started tonight,
since they would begin by going to bed.

© moment he reached the lobby a European em-
Ployee came up to him,

“Madame Serge left a message to tell Monsieur Ferral
that she will not be jn tonight, but that this gentleman

L explain,”

Ferral, dumbfounded, looked at “this gentleman”—
seated, with his back turned, next to a screen. The man
turned round: the director of one of the English banks,
Who had been paying court to Valérie for the last
month, Beside him, behind the screen, a “boy,” wit}z no

ess dignity than Ferral’s, was holding a blackbird in 2
c2ge. The Englishman got up, bewildered, shook Ferral’s
hand, while saying:

©ou were to explain to me, Mr. . . . i

They both realized at once rhat they were being made
fools of, They looked at each other, in the midst of the
sly smiles of the “boys” and the gravity, too great to be
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naural, of the white employees. It was the cockrail hour,
and all Shanghai was there. Ferral felt himself to be the
more ridiculous: the Englishmart was almaost 2 yauz}: i

- 11 2eien

very essence of human stupidity, UL s :
glue, which weighs on one’s shoulders: the creatures
who were looking at him were the most despicable fools
on earth, Nevertheless, having no idea how much they
knew, he imagined that they knew everything and felt
himself stricken, in the presence of their sly amusement,
by a paralysis shot through with hatred.

“Is it for a bird show?” his “bay” asked the other.

“Don’t know.”

“Mine is a male.”

“Yes. Mine is a female.”

“It must be for that.”

"The Englishman bowed before Ferral, went up to the
porter. The latter handed him a letter. He read it, Eook
out a visiting card from his pocketbook, attached it €
the cage, said to the porter: “For Madame Serge,” and
went out.

Ferral tried 1o bring himself to think, to defend him-
self. She had struck him at his most sensitive point, 38
though she had put his eyes out during his sleep: she
denied him. Whar he might think, do, want, did not
exist. This ridiculous scene s, nothing could prevent
its having happened. He alone existed in 2 world of phan-
toms, and it was he, precisely he, who was being ovt-
raged. And to make matters worse—for he did not think
R Srraman Bes ae s wanes Blow i 8 SUC

. st
. .ot gto
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bed with her. More and more intent on avenging himself
on that ironic body, he stood there alone, facing those

poops and the expressionless “boys” with their
cages dangling from their arms, Those birds were a con-
stnt insult. But he must by all means remain, He ordered
a cocltail and lighted 3 cigaretee, then remained motion-
less, busy breaking up a match between his fingess in his
coat-pocket, A couple attracted his eye. The man had
the charm which gray hair gives to a youngish face; the
wom t, but a litle flashy—was looking ar him
with an amorous gratitude born of tenderness of sensnal-
ity. “She loves him," thought Ferral caviously. “And
he's undoubredly some obseure fool who perhaps is de-

pendent an one of my enterpsises. . . . Hesent for the
porrer,

“You have a Jetter for me, Gire it to me.”

The porter, ished but maintaining fus

5

handed him the letter.

“Do you knotw, dear, that Persian wwomen beat their
busbands with shelr mailed slippers noben they are angry?
They are irresponsible. And then, of course, they after~
weards return to everyday life, the life in which to weep
ith a man does not commit you, but in which to go 18
bed axith bim puakes you a slave, the e in which one
“bas® women. 1 anr not a woman to be had, @ stupid {mdy
in which you may find your pleasure by telling lies o5
20 cbildren and invalids. You know a good many tbm.gr,
dear, but you will probably die without jts ever baving
occurred to you that 4 woman is also & buman being. 1
bave aluays met (perbaps 1 shall never wmeet 273 wbo
are different, but 5o wmich the wworse~you can’t Enow
ot thoroughly I mean so wruch the arorsef’) men wbo
bave credited me asith a certain amount of ebarm, who
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bave gone to touching lengths to set off my follies, but
who have never failed 10 go straight to their nren-friends

b it was a question of hing really bumam
{except of course to be consoled). I tnust bave my
whims, not only to please you, but even to make you
listent when | speak; I wwant yot to knoww what 1y charm-
ing folly it worth: it resembles your affection. If any un-
bappiness could bave resulyed from the bold you wmted
10 bave on me, Yyou would not even bave noticed it. . . .

“I bave met enough men to know how to regard &
passing affair: notbing is withone importance 10 4 man
the moment it involves bis pride, and pleasure allows bim
fo gratify it most quickly and most often, 1 refuse to be
regarded as a body, just as you refuse to be regarded as
a check-book. You act with me as the prostitutes do with
youi ‘Tatk, but pay. . . 2 1 gm also that body awhich
You want me 10 be wholly; I knouw it. It is not always
easy for me to protect myself from the idea people have
of me. Your presence brings me efose 1o my body ~with
disgust, as springtime brings me close to it nrith joy.
Speaking of spring, bave a good time npith the birds.
And, by the way, the mexy time do leave the electric
switches alone,

«pp

He told himselt that he had builc roads, transfarmed
2 counary, tom from their straw-hots the thousands of
peasants now housed in the cabins of corrugated iran
sheets around his factories—[ike g feudal lord, fike a dele-
gate of empire; in irs cage, the blackbird seemed to be
making fun of him, Ferrals energy, his lncidity, the as-
dacity which had transformed Indo-China and whose
crushing weight he haq just felt upon reading the letter
from America, led 1o nothing bur this ridictlous bird-
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ridiculous a5 the universe—which was undeniably mak-
ing fun of him, “So much importance given to 2
woman.” The woman had nothing to do with ir. She was
nothing but 2 bandage torn away from his eyes: he had
thrown himself with all his might against the boundaries
of his will, His thwarred sexual excitement fed his anger,
threw him into the choking state of hypnosis in which
tidicule calls for blood. One can get quick revenge only
on bodies, Clappique had told him 2 gruesome story
ﬂl}ouz 2 Afghan chief whose wife, after having been
violated by a feighboring chief, had rerurned with a
lester, Saying: “I am rerurning your woman, she is not
%0 good as she is said to be”; and who, having caught the
offender, had tied him in front of the naked woman to
tear out his eyes, saying: “You have seen her and de-
spised her, bur You can swear that you will never see her
again.” He imagined himself in Valérie’s room, with her
tied to the bed, screaming till her exhausted cries became
c“”""‘“% sobs, so close to cries of pleasure, bound \'Vlth
cords, writhing under the possession of suffering, since
1twas not under that of sex. . , . The [porter was wait-
ing. “Umust remain unmoved, fike this 1diot—Td like to
box his ears, just the same.” The idiot did not berray the
slightest smile. He was saving it up for later on. Ferral
s2id: “PYl rerurn shortly,” did not pay for his cockrail,
Ieft bis hat and weat out,

“To the biggest bird-dealer,” he said to the chauffeur.

It was near by. But the shop was closed. 5

“In Chinese city,” said the chauffeur, “street of bird-
dealers,”

“Go ahead,” L

As the car drove along there ran through Ferral’s mind
the confession, which he had read in some medical book,
of 2 woman seized with an uncontrollable desire to be
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flagellated, making an assignation by letter with 2n un-
known man 2nd discovering with terror that she wanted
to Tun away at the very moment when she was lying
on the hotel-bed and the man armed with thg whip was
completely paralyzing her arms under her lifted skirt.
The face was invisible, but it was Valérie's. Srqp at !!IC
first Chinese brothel? No: no flesh would give him nt!le
from the outraged sexual pride which tormented him.

The car was forced to stop before the barbed-wires.
Ahead, the Chinese city, very black, unsafe. So muck
the worse. Ferral left the car, slipped his r:vol_ver into
his coat-pocket, hoping for some assault: one Kills what
one can, . o

The street of the pet-shops was asleep; the "’bcy
quietly knocked ar the first shuteer, crying “Buyer”™ the
shopkeepers were afraid of the soldiers. Five minutes
later someone opened. In the magnificent russet half-
light, around a lantern, a few smothered leaps of cats of
monkeys and beatings of wings announced the awaken-
ing of the animals. In shadows beyond the radius of_ the
light, were long splotches of dull red: macaws chained
0 perches,

*“How much for all those birds?”

“Just the birds? Eight hundred dollars.”

He was a small dealer, and he had no rare birds. Ferral
pulled out his check-book, hesitated: the dealer would
want cash. The “boy” understood. “He is Monsieur Fet-
ral,” he said; “his car is over there.” The dealer went 006

saw the headlights of the car, scrarched by the barbed
wires.

“That’s all right” "
"This confidence, a proof of his anthority, exasperate
Ferral; his power, obvious to the point that his hlm;
was known to this shopkeeper, was absurd since he col
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not use it, Pride, however, helped by the acovity in
which he was engaged and by the cold night-air, came
10 his rescue: sadiseic anger and imaginings were break-
ing up ineg disguse, even though he knew he had not
done wwith theyy,

“Talso have 2 kangaroo,” said the dealer.

Ferral shrugged his shoulders. But already 2 young-
ster, who had also been awakened, was approaching with
the kangaroo in his arms, Tc was a small, furry creature,
and it Jooked at Ferral with the frightened eyes of a

cer.

“Fine.”

Another check,

Ferral recurned slowly to the car. It was necessary
#bove all dhar, if Valérie told the story of the cages—
she would nor fail to~he would only have to tell the end
in order o escape ridicule, The dealer, the youngster
and the “boy” were bringing the small cages, arranging
them in the car, and returning to ferch more; ﬁm}ly, the

t ones, the kangaroo and the parrots, brought in large
Found cages. Beyond the Chinese city, 2 few shots. Very
good; the more they fought the better it would be. The
€ar starred off again, before the bewildered eyes of the
post,

At the Astor Ferral sent for the manager.

“Will you please come upstairs with me to Madame
Serge’s room. She i away and I want to give her a sur-
Prise,”

The manager concealed his astonishment, and cv‘c\n
Mare his disapproval: the Astor was dependent onhl 3
Consortium, The mere presence of 2 white man to whom
he could talk detached Ferral from lus“umvcrsz 0"f h}‘:-
miliation, helped him to return among ‘the others' {) the
Chinese dealer and the night had left him in his obses- )
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sion; he was not entirely freed from it yer, but at Jeast it
no Jonger domnated him wholly.

Five minutes later he was having the cages arrangf:d
in the toom. All the precious objects were put away in
the closets, one of which was left open. He picked up 2
pair of pajamas that lay spread out on the bed, but the
moment he touched the warm sitk it seemed to him chat
this watmth became communicated through his arm t0
his whole body and that the material he was grasping had
exactly covered one of her breasts: the dresses, the p1-
jomas hanging in the half-open closer, held within them
something more sensual, perhaps, than Valéric's body
itself. He had an impulse to bury his face in those pa-
jamas, ta press or tear, as though he were pmc(rating
them, those garments stifl saturated with her presence.
He would have taken the pajamas with him, if he had
been able. He threw them into the closet, and the “boy”
closed the door upon them. As the pajamas left his hand,
llfe legend of Hercules and Omphale brusquely seized
his imaginarion—Hercales dressed s 2 woman in soft,
flimsy garments like these, humiliated and content in his
humiligtion, Tn vain he tried to summon the sadistic
scenes that had insistently come before him awhile ago:
the man worsted by Omphale and Dejanira weighed
upon his whole mind, drowned it in 2 humilisting satis-
f:fctmn. A sound of steps approached. He put his hand to
his revolver in his pocker: if she had entered at that mo=
ment he would undoubredly have killed her. The steps
passed by the door and grew fainter. Ferral's hond
changed pockers and he nervously pulled out his fand-
kerchief. He had 1o act, do samething, escape from this
state of mind: he had the parrats and cockatoos un-
chained, but the timid birds took refuge in the corncts
and in the curtains, The kangaroo had jumped on the
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l?ed and remained there. Ferral turned out the center
Ilghr.‘left only the night-lamp: pink and white, with the
magnificent curved flashes of their ornate wings, remind-
ing him of the pheenixes of the East India Company, the
cockatoos began to stir about with a clumsy and rest-
less flutrer,

Those boxes full of excited little birds, scattered about
on all the furniture, on the floor, in the fireplace, both-
ered him. He tried to discover why, could not imagine.
Went out. Came in again, immediately understood: the
Toom seemed devastated. Would he escape idiocy to-
night? In spite of himself he had left here the blatant
‘migc of his anger.

uoPcn the cages,” he said to the “boy.”

The room will get dirty, Monsieur Ferral,” said the
Manager,
. “Madame Serge will change her room. Don't worry,
it won't be tonight. You'll send me the bill.”

‘Flowers, Monsieur Ferral?”

“Nothing bur the birds. And ler no one come in here,
not even the servants,”

e window was protected from mosquitoes by 2
sereen. The birds would not fly away. The mansger
‘;Pti'led the casement to prevent the room from smelling

out.

And now, on the fumiture and the curtains, in the
corners of the ceiling, the island birds were wildly flut-
tering, their coloss dull in this feeble hghr, like those of
Chinese frescoes. Through hatred he would have offered
Vialérie his handsomest gift. . . . He tumed out the
light, turned it on again, turned it out, then on. He was
using the bed-side switch; e remembered the last night
he had spent with Valéric in his apartment. He had an
impulse to tear off the switch so that she would never be
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able 1o use it—with anyone. But he wanted to leave no
trace of anger here.

“Take away the empty cages,” he said to the “boy.”
“Have them burned.”

“If Madame Serge should ask who sent the birds,”
said the manager, looking at Ferral with admiration, “is
she to be told>”

“Won't ask. It’s signed.”

He went out. He must have a woman tonight, How-
ever, he had 110 desire to go to the Chinese restaurant im-
mediately. It was enough~for the time being~that he
was sure there were bodies at his disposal. Often, when
he was awakened with a stare from a nightmare, he
would feel the desire to continue his sleep in spite of the
nightmare which would seize him again, and at the same
time, the desire to escape it by becoming completely
awake; sleep was the nightmare, but it was bimself;
awakening was peace, but the world, Tonight Just was
the nightmare. He finally made up his mind to awaken
from it, and had himself driven to the French Club: t0
talk, to enter into relation again with a human being, i
only through conversation, was the surest awakening.

The bar was crowded: troubled times. Close to the
half-open window, a beige cape of rough wool over his
shoulders, alone and almost isolated, Gisors was seated
with a sweet cockeail before him; Kyo had telephoned
him that all was well and his father had come to the bar
to pick up the rumors of the day, often absurd but at
times significant: they were not so tonight. Ferral went
up to him amid the greetings. He knew the narure of his
lectures, but attached no importance to them; and he did
not know that Kyo was in Shanghai at the present (in):.
He considered it beneath his dignity to question Martial
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sbout persons, and Kyo's rdle did not have a public
chanacter, 4 ©®P

Al those idiors who were looking at him with timid
disspproval believed the bond berween him and the old
man was opium. They were wrong. Ferral pretended to
smoke—one, two pipes, always less than would have been
necessary for him to feel the effect of the opium—be-
cause he found in the atmosphere of smoke-sessions, in
the pipe that passed from mouth to mouth, 2 means of
making advances to women. Having 2 horror of court-
ship, of the exchange in which he paid by atwibuting im-
portance to a woman for what she gave him in the way
of Plessure, he eagerly seized everything that enabled

to dispense with it,
R Was 4 more complex impulse which, not so long ago,
i Peking, had occasionally made him come and stretch
2ut o old Gisors’ couch. The pleasure of scandalizing,
10 begin with. And then, he did not want to be mercly
the President of the Consortium, he wanted to be dis-
unet from his activity—a way of considering himself su-
perior to it. His almost aggressive love of art, of thought,
f the cynicism which he called lucidity, was a defense:
Ferral had the backing neither of the “families” of the
great credic establishments, nor of the Ministry of Fi-
fance. The Ferral dynasty was too closely linked to
‘!\E history of the Republic to make it possible to con-
sider him'as 2 mere upstart; but he remained an ama-
teur, no matter how great his authority. Too clever to
attempr to fill the ditch that surrounded him, he widened
it. Gisors’ grear culrure, his intelligence which was al~
YO

Worre ae wta ot [ JONNE R

own when Ihe had left him, brought them fogcrl1er more
237



than all the rest separated them; with Ferral, Gisors
talked politics only on the philosophical level. Ferral
said he needed intelligence, and, when it was not the
kind that offended him, this was true.

He looked around: at the very moment he sat dowat,
almost all eyes turned away. Tonight he would gldly
have matried his cook, for no other reason than to force
this crowd to aceept her. It cxasperated him to have all
those idiots pass judgment on what he was doing; the
less he saw them, the better: he suggested to Gisors that
they go out for a drink on the terrace overlooking the
garden. I spite of the coolness the “boys” had brought
out a few rables,

“Do you think it is possible to know-really know-
2 human being?” he asked Gisors. They sat down near a
small famp. its halo of light was absorbed by the dark-
ness which was gradually filling with mist.

Gisors looked at him. “He would have no taste fot
psychology if he could impose his will.”

“A woman?” he asked.

“What difference does it maked”

“There is something erotic about a mind which ap+
plies itself to elucidating a woman. . . . To want ©
know 2 woman, it seems to me, is always a way of pos-
sessing her or of taking revenge on her. . . .

A lictle tary at the nexe table was saying to anothes:
“They can't fool me thar easy. I'll gell you: the woman
is jealous of my style
_ “Ithink,” Gisors went on, “that recourse to the mind
Is an attempt to compensate for this: the knowledge of
a person i5 a negative feeling: the positive feeling, 1he
reality, is the torment of being always a stranger to what
one loves.”

“Daoes one ever fove:"”
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. “Time occasionally causes this anguish to disappear,
ame alone, One never knows 2 human being, but one
Cecasionally ceases vo feel that one does not know him.
(Tam thinking of my son, of course, and also of . . .
stother Jad.) To know with one’s intelligence is the
furile nempt to dispense with time, . . ." .

“Tke function of intelligence is not to dispense with
things.”

Gisors looked at him:
- “What do you mean by ‘intelligence’®”

“In generaiz”

“Yes.

Ferral reflected:

“Thc Possession of the means of coercing things or
men.”

Gisors smiled itmperceptibly. Each time he asked this
Question the other person, no matter who he was, would
aaswer by producing the image of his desire. But Fer-
™l suddenly became more intense. .

“Do you know what was the torture inflicted on
Women for infideliry to their masters in this country dur-
Ing the firee empires?” he asked.

“Well, there were several, weren't there? The most
€ommon one, apparently, consisted in tying them to a
taft, their hands cut off at the wrists, eyes gouged, and
n,.»

While he was speaking, Gisors noticed the growing
atention and, jt seemed, the satisfaction with which
Ferral Istened, .

“a Iem’ng them drift down those Fndlcss rivers,
ll they died of hunger or exhaustion, their lover bound
beside them on the same rafr. . . .*

“Their lover?” . o i his

How was it possible to reconcile such a slip wi!
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concentrated attention, with his look? Gisors could not
guess that, in Ferral's mind, there was no {over; buc the
latter had alteady caught himself,

“The most curious thing abone it,” Gisors went on,
*is thar those brutal codes seem to have been drawn up,
until the fourth century, by men who were wisc, hu-
mane and gentle, from all we know of the private
lives, , . »

“Yes, they were undoubredly wise,”

Gisors looked at his sharp face, The eyes were closed;
the ficele lamp cast it Jight upon him from below, lide
gleams catching in his mustache. Shots in the distance.
How many Lives were being destroyed out there in the
night mist? He was tooking at Ferral’s countenance,
tense with bittemess over some humiliation that rosc
from the depth of his being, defending itself with the
derisive force of hutman rancor; the hatred of the sexes
hovered over his humiliation, as though the oldest ba-
treds were being reborn from the blood that continued
to flow upon the already gorged eanth.

New shots, Very near this time, caused the glasses on
the table to tremble,

Gisors had grown used to those shots that came daily
from the Chinese city. In spite of Kyo's telephone call
these, suddenly, made him anxious. He did not know the
extent of the political réle Played by Ferral, but he knew
this réfe could be used only in the service of Chiang
Kai-shek. He considered it natural 10 be sitting next 10
him~he never found himself “compromised,” even it
his own eyes~but he no longer wished to be of help t0
hirn, New shots, farther away,

“What's going on?” he asked, )

“I don’t know. The Blue and the Red leaders have
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mide a preat Pproclamation of union. Things seem to be
sraightening ouy.”

“He lies,” thought Gisors: “he is at least as well in-
formed as 1 g

“Red or Blue,” said Ferral, “the coolies will continue
10 be coolies just the same; unless they have been killed
off. Don't you consider it a stupidity characteristic of
the human race that a man who has only one life should

¢ willing to lose it for an idead”

‘It is very rare for a man to be able to endure~how
shall [ say it?~his condition, his fate as a man. . . .

He thought of one of Kyo's ideas: all that men are
w’Ili"E to die for, beyond self-interest, tends more or less
Oscurely to justify ‘that fate by giving it 2 foundation
0 dignity: Christianity for the slave, the nation for the
Citizen, Communism for the worker. But he had no de-
sire to discuss Kyo's ideas with Ferral. He came back to
the lareer:

“There is always a need for intoxication: this country
has opium, Islam has hashish, the West has woman. . . .
Perhaps love is above all the means which the Occidental
USes to free himself from man’s fate. . .

Under his words flowed an obscure and hidden coun-
ter-current of figures: Ch'en and murder, Clappique and
his madness, Katov and the Revolution, May and love,

imself and opium. . . . Kyo alone, in his eyes, resisted
these categortes, X o

“Far fewer women would indulge in copulation,” an-
Sweted Ferral, “if they could obtain in the verrical p'os}-‘
ture the words of admiration which they need and whic
demand a bed.”

“ men?” 5 X

"g:? x:::.V;:“zxd must deny woman: action, action
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alone justifies life and satisfes the white man. What
would we think if we were told of a painter who makes
no paintings? A man is the sum of his actions, of what
he has done, of what he can do. Nothing else. T am nac
what such and such an encounter with a man or womzn
may have done to shape my life; 1 am my roads,
my ..

“The roads had to be built.”

Since the last shots, Gisars had resalved to play the
justifier no longer. i

“If not by you, then by someone else. It's as if 2 gen-
eral were to say: ‘with my soldiers I can shoot the towi.
But if he were capable of shooting ir, he wonld notbea
general. . .. For that matter, men are perhaps. ll.ldlf-
ferent to power. . . . What fascinates them in (?us idez,
you see, is not real power, it's the illusion of being able
t0 do exactly as they please. The king’s power is the
POWET to govem, isn't it? But man has no urge to gov-
erm: he has an urge to compel, as you said. To be more
than a man, in 2 world of men. To escape mm':s .fﬂ(c» I
was saying, Not powerful: all-powerful. The visionary
discase, of which the will to power is only the inteflec-
tual justification, is the will to god-head: every man
dreams of being god.” L.

What Gisors was saying disturbed Ferral, but his mind
was not prepared to welcome it. If the old man did not
justify him, he ceased to free him from his obsession:

“In your opinion, why do the gods possess mostal
women only in human or bestial forms?”

As if he had scen ir, Gisors felt 2 shadow settling nest
to them; Ferral had got up,

“You need 1o involve what is most essential in your-
self in arder to feel its existence more violently,” said
Gisors without fooking at him,
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Ferral did not guess that Gisors' penetration had its
source in the fact that he recognized elements of his
9%n pessonality in those he spoke to, and that one could
have made the most subdle portrait of him by piecing to-
gether his examples of perspicacity.

“A.g"d can possess,” the old man went on with 2
Yaowing smile, “but he cannor congquer. The ideal of a
80d, I believe, is to become 2 man while knowing that
he can recover his power; and the dream of man, to be-
come god without losing his personality. . . .

Ferral absolutely had to have 2 woman. He left.

“A curious case of elaborate self-deception,” Gisors
was thinking: “It’s as if he were looking at himself
through the eyes of 2 romantic petty bourgeois.” When,
sh"‘l}’ after the war, Gisors had come into contact with
“:he economic powers of Shanghai, he had been not a
liccle astonished to discover that the idea he had always

d of a capicalist corresponded to nothing. Almost all
those whom he met at that time had regulated their love-

¢ according to one pattern or another—and almost 'al-
Ways the pattern was marriage: the obsession which
Makes the great business-man, unless he is just another
heir, can rarely adjust itself to the dispersion of irregular
Sexual experiences, “Modern capiralism,” he would ex-
Plain to his seudents, “is much more 2 will to organiza-
tion than to power. . . . 3

Ferral, in the car, was thinking that his relations with
Women were always the same, and always absurd, Per-
haps he had loved, once. Once. What dead-drurik psy-
chologist had had the idea of giving the name ot" love to
the feeling which now poisoned his life? Love is an ex-
alted obsession; his women obsessed him, y:sfhkc a de-
sire of vengeance. He went to women to be judged, he
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who countenanced no judgment. The woman who
would have admired him in the giving of herself, whom
he would not have had to fight, would not have existed
in his eyes, Condemned to coguettes or ro whores. There
were their bodies. Fortunately. Otherwise , . . “You will
die, dear, without having suspected that 2 woman isa
buman being. . . .” To her, perhaps; not to him, A
woman, a human being! She is relaxation, a voyage, b
enemy. . . .

He picked up 2 courtesan on the way in one of the
houses on Nanking Road: 2 girl with a gentle, pleasing
face. Beside him in the car, with her hands resting mod-
estly on her zither, she looked like a T ang statuette.
They arfived at his place at last. He strode up the steps
ahead of her, his usual long step now falling heavily.
“Let’s go and sleep,” he was thinking. . . . Sleep was
peace, He had lived, foughe, created; beneath all those
appearances, deep down, he found this to be the only
seality, the joy of abandoning himself, of leaving upon
the shore, like the body of 2 drowned companion, that
creature, himself, whose life it was necessary each day
to invent anew. “To sleep is the only thing I have always
really wanted, for so many years. . . 7

What better could he expect than a soporific from the
young woman whose slippers resounded sharply at each
step behind him on the stuirway? They entered (‘he
smaking-room: 2 small yoom with divans covered with
Mongolian rugs, more supgestive of sensuality than 0'(
revery. On the walls, 3 grear wash-drawing of Kama's
first period, a Thibetan banner, The woman p\ac:d her
zither on a divan. On the tray, the ancient jnseruments
with jade handles, ornamental and impracdcal. were
clearly not in use. She put our her hand rowards them:
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he stopped her with a gesture, A distant shot shook the
needles on the tray,

:‘D° You want me to sing?”

ot now.”

N He locked at her body, both suggested and hidden
by the sheath of mauve silke. He knew she was stupefied:
155 not the custom to embrace a courresan before she
h’_s sung, chatted, served food, or prepared pipes. Other-
Wise, why not choose a prostitute?

“Dor’t you want to smoke either?”

‘No. Get undressed.”

He denied her dignity, and he knew it. He had an

Urge to demand that she rake off all her clothes, to make
<rstand completely naked, but she would have refused.

He had [efe only the night-lamp rumed on. “Lust,” he
thought, “is the humiliation of onesclf or of the other
Person, perhaps of both, An idea, obviously. . . .” She
was, ,f"r that matter, more exciting as she was, with her
clinging Chinese chemise; but he was barely aroused, or
Perhaps he was aroused only by the submission of this
bod_y that was awaiting him, while he did not move. He
derived his pleasure from putting himself in the place of

¢ other, that was clear: of the other, compelled; com~
Pelled by him. In reality he never went to bed with any~
one but himself, but he could do this only if he were not
lone, He understood now what Gisoss had only sus-
Pected: yes, his will to power never achieved its object,
lived onfy by rencwing it; but if he had never in his life
Possessed a single woman, he had possessed, he would
Possess through this Chinese woman who was awaiting
h&m. the only thing he was eager f(:r: himself. He needed
B 3N AL O T e,

45



world over which travelers were wandering, two exactly
similar skeletons were embracing each other in a trance.
He went toward the woman.

Half past tem at night

“If only the car doesn't delay much longer,” thought
Ch'en. In the complete darkness he would not be so sure
of his act, and the last street-lights would soon go out.
The desolate night of the China of rice-fields and
marshes had reached the almost deserted avenue. Dim in
the mist, the lights that passed between the slits of the
partly open shutters, went out one by one; the Jast re-
flections clung to the wet rails, to the telegraph insu-
lators; they gradually grew fainter; soon Ch'en could

see them only o~ - - 1o amncad iy
gilt characrers. 3 , d
he was satisfied. * - e

in a blinding flash that would lluminate this hideous ave-
nue for a second and cover a wall with a sheaf of blood-
The oldest Chinese legend came to his mind: men are
the vermin of the earth. It was necessary that terrorsm
become a mystic culr. Solitude, first of all: let the terror-
ist decide alone, execute alone; the police derive their
whole strength from informers; the murderer who op-
erates alone does not risk giving himself away. The ulti-
mate solitude, for it is difficult for one whao lives jsolated
from the everyday world not to seek others like him_sclﬁ

Chen knew the objections that are made to terrorism-
police repression of the workers, the appeal to fascism-
Bur the repression could not be more violent than it was
already, nor fascism more obvious. And perhaps Kyo
and he were not thinking of the same men. The problem
was not to maintain the best clements among the op~
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pressed masses in their class in order to liberate it, but to
BWe 2 meaning to their very oppression: let cach one
assume 2 responsibility and appoint himself the judge of
28 0ppressor’s life. Give an immediate meaning to the in-
dividual without hope and multiply the attempts, not by
I organization, but by an idea: revive the martyss. Pei,
witing, would be listened to because he, Ch'en, was
8ong to die: he knew how much weight an idea ac-
quires through the blood that is shed in its name.
Everything that was not identified with his resolute
gesture was decomposing in the night in which the car
that would soon artive remained hidden. The mist, fed
by the smoke from the ships, was gradually obliterating:
the streets ar the end of the avenue: bustling passers-by
were walking one behind the other, rarely passing each
other, a5 if war hag imposed an all-powerful order upon
the city, The prevailing silence made their movements
al.mosvz fantaseic. They did not carry parcels or baskets,
did mot push cares; tonight it seemed as if their activity
had ng Purpose. Ch'en looked at all those shadows flow-
Ing noiselessly towards the river, with an inexplicable
2nd constant movement; was not Destiny itself the force
that was pushing them towards the end of the avenue
Where the archway on the edge of the shadowy river,
illuminated by indistinguishable signs, was like the very
Bates of death? The enormous characters disappeared in
confused perspective, into that blurred and tragic wr.uld
25 if into the centuries; and, as if it, too, were coming,
7ot from general headquarters but from a remote past,
the military horn of Chiang Kai-shek's car began to
sound faintly at the end of the almost deserted street.
Ch'en gratefully pressed the bomb under his arm.
The headlights alone emerged from the mist. And al-
most immediately, preceded by the Ford of the guard,
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the entire car pierced through; again it seemed to Ch'en
that it was coming extrzordinarily fast, Three rickshaws
suddenly obstrucred the streer, and the rwo cars stowed
down. He tried to regain control of his breathing. Al-
ready the way was clear. The Ford passed, the car was
coming: a huge American automobile, flanked by the
two body-guards on the running-boards; it gave such
an impression of force that Ch'en felr that if he did not
advance, if he waited, he would jump aside in spite of
himself. He took his bomb by the neck, like a milk-
bottle. The general's car was five meters away, enor-
mous. He ran towards it with an ecstatic joy, threw him-
self upon it, with his eyes shut.

He came to a few seconds later: he had neither felt
nor heard the cracking of bones that he expecred: he
had sunk into a dazzling globe. No more coat. With
his right hand he was holding a piece of the car-hood
full of mud or blood. A few meters away 2 pile of red
wreckage, a surface of shartered glass on which shone
a Jast reflection of light, some . . . already he was un-
able to make out anyrhing further: he was becoming
aware of pain, which in less than a second went beyond
consciousness. He could no longer see clearly. He felt
nevertheless thar the square was seill deserted. Did the
police fear 2 secand bormb? He was suffering with all his
flesh, from a pain that could niot even be focalized: noth-
g was left in him bue suffering. Semeone was ap-
proaching. He remembered that he was to seize his 5¢-
volver. He felt for his trouser-pocket, No more pocket,
no more trousers, no more leg. , . . Hacked flesh. The
other revolver, in his shirt-pocker, “The button had come
off. He seized the weapon by the barrel, turned it round
without knowing how, instinctively pulled the trigger
with his thumb, He opened his eyes at last, Everything
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¥ tuming, slowly and inevitably, along a great circle—
aad yer nothing existed but pain. A policeman was near
by. Ch'en wanted 1o ask if Chiang Kai-shek was dead,
but he wanted to know this in another world; in this
Would, that death itself was unimporeant to him.

With a violent kick in the ribs, the policeman turned
Kim over, Chven shrieked, fired straight ahead, at ran-
doms, and the rebound rendered the pain, which he be-
eed limidless, even more intense. He was going to faint
or die. He made the most terrific effort of his Life, man-
12¢d to get the barrel of the revolver int his mouth. Fx-
pecting the new rebound, even more painful than the
preceding one, he no longer moved. A furious kick from
another officer caused 2l his muscles to contract: he
fired withoue being aware of it.
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Part Five






P LowiNng through the mist, the car entered the
Jong sandy driveway that led to a gambling-house._ “I
bave time 1o g0 up,” Clappique thought, “before going
10 the Black Cat.” Ee wwas devermined not to miss Kyo,
bc-m"f” of the money he expected from him and because
t’?ls time, perhaps, he would not only warn him, but save
Ye Jfe. He had had no trouble obtaimng the informa-
201 Kyo had asked him for: the spies knew that a move-
et of Chiang Kaicshel's special troops was planned
for eleven ocloek, and thae all the Communist Commit-
f2es would be surrounded, It was too late now to say:
"The reaction is imminent.” The order must be: “Don’t
8% 0 any of the Committees tonight.” He had not for-
gonen that Kyo was 10 leave at eleven-thirty. Some
i meeting, then, was planned for tonight,
“hich Chizng Kaishek intended to crush. What the
Police kney vas occasionally inaccurate, but the coinci-
dence was rog obvious. If Kyo were wamed he could
Pt off the meeting, or, if it was too late, not go there.
“I he gives me one hundred dollars, I will perhaps
haye entough money: a hundred, and the hundred nn_d
seventeen I collected this aftemnoon in congenial and uni~
formly, illegal ways, two hundred and seventeen. . - »
U perhaps he won't have anything. This time there
Nt any firearms to turn the trick, Let's first uy to
Manage by ourselves.” The car stopped. Clappique, who
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was wearing his dinner-jacket, gave two dollars. The
driver, bare-headed, thanked him with 2 broad smile: the
fare was one dollar.

“The purpose of this iberality is to permit you to buy
a Little Derby hat”

He raised his forefinger, a symbol of truth:

“1 say: Derby.”

The driver was driving off.

“For from the plastic point of view, which is that of
all worthy minds,” continued Clappique, standing in the
middle of the gravel driveway, “that fellow requires 2
Derby.”

The car was out of sight, He was addressing only the
night; and, as though it were answering him, the fra-
grance of the wet boxwood and spindle-trees rose from
the garden. That bitter fragrance was Europe. The
Baron put his hand to his right pocket, and instead of his
waller, felt his revolver: the walfet was in the left pocket
He Jooked at the datk windows, which could barely be
made out. “Let’s think. . . * He knew he was merely
trying to prolong the moment when the game was not
yet begun, when flight was still possible, “The day after
tomorraw, if it has rained in the meantime, this same fra-
grance will be here; and I shall perhaps be dead. ..~
Dead? What am I talking about? Madness! Not 2 word;
1 am immortal.” He went in, climbed the stairs to the
second floor. The sound of counters and the voice of
the croupicr seemed to rise and fall with the layers of
smoke. The boys were sleeping; but the Russian de-
tectives of the private police, their hands in the pockets
of their coats (the right clasped round a Colt), leaning
against the door-cases or walking about perfunctosilys
were wide awake. Clappique went into the large hall: it
a haze of tobaceo-smoke through which the scroll-oms3~

254



mments on the walls shone dimly, alternate splotches~
black dinner-juckets, bare white shoulders—were leaning
over the green table,

“Hello, Toto!” several voices shouted. .

The Baron was often called Toto, in Shanghai. Yet
he bad come to this place only a few times, to accom-
peny friends: he was not a gambler. Opening his arms,
asuming the air of a fond-father-who-joyfully-finds-his-
lost-children, he shouted: o

“Bravo! It moves me deeply to be able to join this
Hintle family-party. . . )

But the croupier was starting the hall; the attention
lefe Clappique. He lost his value, here; these pcqplc did
not need distraction. Their eyes were all magnetized by
that ball, in an absolute discipline,

He had 2 hundred and seventeen dollars. To play
straighe on the numbers would have been too dangerous,
He had decided, beforehand, to play 0dd or even.

“A few congenial Llistle counters,” he said to the man
who was distriburing these.

“At how much?”

“Twenty dollars.” .

He decided to play one counter each time; always
even. He had to win at least three hundred dollars.

He placed his counter. Number 5 came up. Lofri

either important nor interesting, He placed again, st
even. The 2. Won. Again. The 7: lost. Then, the 9: l*?s:i
The 4: won. The 3: lost. The 7, the 1: Jost. He ha
lost eighty dollars. He had only one more counter.

His last chance.

He tosscdhit with his right hand; he no longer moved
the left one, as if the morionlessness of the ball x;:rc
somehow holding it tied. And yet this hand seemel to
be drawing him. He suddenly remembered: it \vn; not
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his hand that was disturbing him, it was the watch he
was wearing on his wrist. Eleven twenty-five. He had
five minutes to reach Kyo. .

“The rime before the Jast he had been sure of winning:
even if he was to lose, he could not lose so fast. He had
been foolish to attach no importance to his first loss; 1t
was cersainly 2 bad omen. But one almost always wins on
the lasg stake; and the lase three times the number had
come out odd. Since his arrival, however, there had been
more odds than evens, since he was losing. « « - Should
he change, play odds? But something was now urging
him to remain passive, to submit: it seemed to him that
he had come just for this. Any gesture would have been
a sacrilege. He left the stake on 2n even number.

The croupier started the ball. It began to go round,
slowly as always, seemed to hesicate, Since the begin-
ning, Clappique had seen neither red nor black come out.
Those points now had the best chance. The bal} con-
tinued its course. Why had he not played red? The ball
slowed down. It stopped on the 2. Won.

He must put the forty dollars on the 7, and play the
number. It was obvious: henceforth he must play his
own game. He placed his two counters, and won. When
the croupier pushed fourteen counters jn his directions
he discovered with stupefaction that he could win: It
was not something he was imagining, 2 fantastic lottery
with unknown winners. It seemed to him suddenly that
the bank owed him money, not because he had staked
on the winning number, not because he had lost in the
beginning; but from the beginning of time, because of
the capriciousness and freedom of his mind—it seemed
to him that this ball was placing chance in his service
to pay all fate’s debts. However, if he played 2 number
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again, he would fose, He staked two trondred dollars
on odd~and Jost.

Ontraged, he left the table a moment and went over
10 the window.

Quiside, mght. Under the trees, the sed talllights of
the cars, Tn spite of the window-panes he could hear a
great babble of voices, laughter, and suddenly, without
Being able to make out the words, something said in 3
tone of anger, Passions. . . , All those crearures who
were passing in the haze, what weak, swpid lives did
they lead? Not even shadows: voices in the nighe, It was
in 1his hall that blood flowed fast into fife, Those who
did not gamble were not men, Was ot fis whole past
but one fong folly? He rerumed to the table.

Ee suked sixry dollaws on even, once more, That balt
which was slowing down was 3 dessiny—bit destiny. He
Was not struggling with a creature, but wigh 2 kind o
god; and this god, at the same time, was himself- The
ball starred off again.

Y immediately recovered the passive furoil be was
seeking: agoin he had the feeling of seizing bis life, of
bolding it suspended to the whim of that absurd ball
Tharks 1o it hie was able for the Srst vime to grarify st
once the two Clappiques that composed ity che one
who wanted to live and the one who wanied 1 be de-
stroyed, Why Jook ac the warch? He threw Kyo back
into 2 world of dreams; it seemed to hist chat he was sus-
taining thar ball, no longer with counters, but with his
o life—by not meeting Kyo he lost all chance of gets
Ying any more money—and with the life of another; and
the face that the other W3S whotly unaware of it gave
10 the ball, which was again slowing down, the living
reality of conjunctions of planes, of chronic diseases,
of everything by hich mea believe their destinies to be
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governed. What did that ball, hesitating on the edges of
the compartments like a dog's muzzle, have to do with
money? Through its agency he was embracing his own
destiny—the only means he had ever found of possessing
himself! To win, no longer in order to take flight, but
to remain, to risk more, so that the stake of his con-
quered liberty would render the gesture even more ab-
surd! Leaning on his forearm, no longer even looking
at the ball which continued to roll, more and more
slowly, the muscles of his calves and shoulders trem-
bling, he was discovering the very meaning of gambling,
the frenzy of losing.

5.

Almost everyone was losing; smoke filled the room to-
gether with a dismal relaxation of nerves and the shuffle
of counters gathered by the rake. Clappique knew he
was not through. Why keep his seventeen dollars? He
pulled out the ten-dollar bill and staked it again on even.

He was so sure he would lose that he had not playtd
everything—as if to prolong the sensation of losing. As
soon as the ball began to hesitate, his right hand fol-
lowed it, but the left one remained atrached to the table.
He understood now the intense aliveness of gambling
instruments: that ball was not a ball like any other—like
those that are not used for gambling; the very hesitancy
of its movement lived: that movement, both inevitable
and passive, wavered thus because lives were linked to it.
‘While the ball turned none of the players puffed at his
lighted cigarette. The ball entered 2 red comparrment,
Ieft it, strayed again, entered that of the . With his lefc
hand resting on the table, Clappique made an imper-
ceptible gesture of pulling it away, Once more he had
lost.
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Five dollars on even: the last counter agai.

The ball was describing wide circles, nor yet alive.
The watch, however, distracted Clappique’s eyes from
it He did not wear it on top of his wrist, but under-
neath, whese che pulse is taken. He placed his hand flat
‘m!h{ table and managed to concentrate on the ball, He
was discovering that gambling is  suicide without death:
all he had to do was to place his money there, to look
atthe ball and wait, as he would have waited after hav-
Ing swallowed poison; a poison endlessly rencwed, to-
gether with che pride of taking it. The ball stopped on
the 4. Won.

Winning hardly martered. Yet, if he had lost « . He
won once more, lost ence. Again he had forty dollars
Ieft, but he wanted to recaver the sensation of turmoil
of the last play. The stakes were piling up on the red
which had not come out in 2 long time. This compart-
Ment, on which almost all eyes were converging, fa5-
+cinated him too; but to quit the even pumbers would be
Ike giving up the bartle, He stuck to even, staked the
f‘,’"}' doliars. No stake would ever be worth 1his one:
Kyo had perhaps not yet left: in ten minutes be would
sutely no longer be able ro catch him; but now perhaps
he could. Now, now he was playing his last cent, DS
life and thar of another, especially that of another. He
Inew he was sacrificing Kyo; it was Kyo who was
chained to thar ball, to thar table, and jr was he, Clap-
pique, who was that ball, which was master of everyone
and of himself-of himself who was nevertheless footdng
at it, living as he had nover lived, outside of himself, hedd

p 1k, d and breathke: by an overps ing €.

He went out at one o'clock: the “club® was closiog:

He had rwenty-four dollats Jefe. The outside aic soothed
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him like that of a forest, The mist was much lighter
than at eleven. Perhaps it had rained: everything wis
wet, Although he could see neither the boxwood nor the
spindle-trees in the darkness, he guessed their datk fo-
Tiage by their bitter fragrance. “It is r-remarkable,” he
thought, “how people can say that the player’s sensa-
tion is caused by his hope of winning! It’s as if they said
that men fight duels to become fencing champions. . » >
But the serenity of the night seemed to have put to
flight, together with the fog, all the anxieties, all the
griefs of men. And yet . .. volleys in the distance.
“They've begun firing again. . . .” .

He lefe the garden, making an effort not to think of
Kyo, began to walk, Already there sere fewer trees,
Suddenly, through what was left of the mist, a lusterless
moonkght appeared upon the surface of things. Clap-
pique raised his eyes. The moon had just emerged from
a rattered bank of dead clouds and was slowly drifting
into an immense, dark and transparent hole like 2 lake
with its depths full of stars. Its light, growing more in-
tense, gave to all those sealed houses, to the complete
desertion of the city, an extra-terrestrial life as if the
moon’s atmosphere had come and sertled in the great
sudden silence together with its light. Yer behind that
scene of 2 dead planer there were men. Almost all were
asleep, and the disquieting life of sleep was in harmony
with the desolation of a buried city, as if this life too
had belonged to another planet.

“In the Arabian Nights there are intle ciies full of
sleepers, abandoned for centuries with their mosques
under the moon, slceping-cidcs.of—(hc-dcscrt.'. ..
Which doesn’t alter the fact I'm perhaps going t0 die.”
Deach, even his own death, was not very real in d i
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atmosphere, so inhuman that he felt himself an intruder.
And those who were not sleeping? “There are those who
read. Those who are gnawed by their conscience.
(Lovely phrase!) Those who make love.” The life of
the futurc trembled behind all that silence. Mad hu-
manity, which nothing could free from itself! The smell
of corpses from the Chinese city was borne on the wind
which was again rising. Clappique had to struggle for his
breath: anguish was returning. He could endure the idea
(?f death moré easily than its smell. The latter, Little by
ltele, was taking possession of the scene which concealed
the madness of the world beneath the appeasement of
serenity; the wind still blowing without the shghtest
murmur, the moon reached the opposite bank, and all
fell back into darkness. “Is it a dream?” But the terrific
Ddo.r threw him back to lfe, to the anxious mght in
which the street-lights, just now blurred by mist, formed
large lous circles on the sidewalks where the rain
had blotred out the footprints.

Where now? He hesitated. He would be unable to
forger Kyo if he tried to sleep. He was now passing
through  street of small bars, tiny brothels with signs
written in the languages of all the maritime nations. He
entered the first one.

He sat down near the window. The three girls on
duty—one half-breed, two white women—iwere sitting
with clients, one of whom was getting ready to leave.
Clappique waited, looked outside: nothing, not even a
sailor. In the distance, rifle-shots. He started, on purpose:
3 squarely-builr blond girl, disengaged, had just sat down
beside him..“A Rubens,” he thought, “but not perfect:
she must be by Jordaens. Not 2 word. . . .7 He rwirlfd
his hat on his forefinger, rapidly, threw it up in the air,
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eaught it dexterously by the brim and placed it on the
knees of the woman: s

“Take good care of this l-little hat, my dear girl. It ’s’
the only one in Shanghai. What's more, it's tame. . .

The woman’s face broadened into a smile: he was 3
funny guy. And gayety gave a sudden animation to her
face, stolid up to this moment.

“Shall we have a drink, or go upstairs™ she asked.

“Both.”

She brought some Schiedam. “It's a specialey of the
house.”

“No fooling?” said Clappique.

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Do you suppose I give a God damn?”

“Are you in trouble?”

She looked at him. With the funny guys you had to
be on your guard. However, he was alone, he wasn't try-
ing to show off; and he really didn’t seem to be making
fun of her.

“What else can you expect, in this sort of life?”

“Do you smoke?”

“Opium is too high. You can use the needle, of course,
but I'm afraid: with their dirty needles you get abscesses,
and if you've got boils they throw you out of the house.
There are ten women for every job. And besides . - i

Flemish, he thought. . . . He cut her short:

“You can get opium pretry cheap. I pay two dollars
and seventy for this.”

“Are you from the North too?”

He gave her a box without answering, She was graté-
ful to him—for being 2 compatriot, and for the gift.

“Even so it's too much for me. . . . But this on¢
won'’t have cost me much. I'll chew some tonight.”

“You don't like to smoke?”
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“You think I've gor 2 pipe? How do you get that
way?"

She smiled bitterly, still pleased however. Bur the ha-
bitual suspicion returned:

“Why do you give me this?”

“Never mind. . . . I enjoy it. I've been ‘in the
game!” . .,

As 2 marter of facr, he didn't look like 2 man who
pays for his pleasures. But he surely hadn’t been “in the
game” for a long time. (He occasionally fele the need
of inventing whole biographies for himself, but rarely
when a sexual adventure was involved.) She sidled over
to him on the bench.

“Just try to be nice. Il be the last time I have 2
Wwoman.”

“Why is that?”

She was slow, but not stupid. After having answered
she understood: “You're going to kill yourself>”

He wasn’t the first one. She took Clappique’s hand
between her own, and kissed him, clumsily and almost
maternally.

“That’s too bad. . . .”

“Do you want to go upstairs?”

She had heard that men sometimes had such an urge
before death. But she didn’t dare to get up first: it would
be like hastening his suicide. She had kept his hand in
both of hers. Siumped on the bench, legs crossed and
arms held tightly to his sides like 2 delicate insect, nose
pushed forward, he looked at her from afar, in spite of

the contact of their bodies. Although he had scarcely
" R 1 Aotk Lic T with this heat,

he said he

) . + was say-

ing; but, since she believed it, he was entenng 2 wortd
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where truth no longer existed. It was neither true nor
false, but real. And since neither his past which he had
just invented, nor the elementary gesture, presumably
so close, upon which his relation to this woman was
based-since neither of these existed, nothing existed.
The world had ceased to weigh npon him. Liberated, he
lived now only in the romantic universe which he had
just created, strengthened by the bond which all human
pity establishes before death. His intoxication was 50
strong that his hand trembled. The woman felt it and
thought it was due to anguish:

“Isn’t there a way of —fixing it2”

“No»

The hat, poised on the corner of the table, seemed to
be looking at him ironically, He pushed it over on the
bench 50 35 nor to see it

“A love affair?” she went on asking.

A volley of shots burst in the distance. “As if there
weren't enough who are going to die tonight,” she
thought.

. He got up without answering. She thought her ques-
tion brought up memories in him. In spite of her curi-
osity, she felc like begging his pardon, but did not dare.
She got up, too. Slipping her hand under the bar, she
pulled out a parcel (a syringe, towels) from benween
two glass jars. They went upstairs.

When he went cut—he did not tum round, but knew
she was following him with her eyes through the win=
dow~neither his mind nor his sensuality had been
quenched. The mist had rerorned. Afeer walking fifteen
minutes (the cool night air did not calm him) he stopped
hefore a Portuguese bar, Its windows had not lost their
polish. Standing apart from the clients, a slim brunette
with very large eyes, her hands on her breasts as if to
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protect them, was looking out into the night. Clappique
looked at her without moving. “I am like a woman who
doest' know what a new lover is going to get our of
ber, . . . Let’s go and commit suicide with this one”

Half pust eleven at might

In the din of the Black Cat, Kyo and May had waited.

The five Jast minutes. Already they should have left.
It astonished Kyo that Clappique had not come (he had
collected almost two hundred dollars for him), although
he had half expected it: each time Clappique behaved in
this way he was so much himself that he only half sur-
prised those who knew him. Kyo had at first considered
him a2 rather picturcsqu: eccentric, but he was gratcful
to him for having warned him, and was beginning little
by little to feel a real friendship for him. However, he
was beginning to doubt the value of the information the
Baron had given him, and his failure to keep his appoint-
ment made him doubst it all the more.

Although the fox-trot was not over, there was 2 great
stir in the direction of one of Chiang Kai-shek's officers
who had just come in: couples lefe the dance, drew near,
and, although Kyo could hear nathing, he guessed that
some important event had occurred, Already May was
moving in the direction of the group: at the Black Cat
1 woman was suspected of everything, and therefore of
nothing. She recurned very quickly. "

L S T D e L e Chinny Kai-shek’s cary
he car.”

She returned towards the group, eaue vack fo.Uowed
by a fellow who insisted on her dancing with him, but
who left hier as soon as he saw she was not alones
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volunteers armed with Europestt wegpons and having
the advantage of atrack?

Last month the whole city was for the unjted revola-
tionary atmy; the dictaror had represented the foreigner,
and the city hated foreigners; the immense petty bour-
geoisie was d ic, but not C ist; this time
Be amy was there, menacing, pot in flight towards
Nanking; Chiang Kai-shek was not the executioner of
February, but » national hero, except among Commu-
nusts, All against the police Jast month; the Communists
againt the army today. The city would be neutral,
rather favorable to the genesal. Scarcely would they be
able to defend the workers' quarcers; Chapei perhaps®
And then? . , . 1f Clappique had been smsinformed, if
ﬂjt reaction delayed a month, the Muliary Comumitee,
Kyo, Katov would organize two hundred thousand men-
The new shack groups, composed of thoroughgoing

mmunists, were talang the Unions jn hand; but at
least 2 month would be necessary to ereate an organiza-
tion sufficiently strong to maneuver the masses.

And the problem of firearms remained unsolved.
What he wanted to know was not whether the two of
theee thousand guas they possessed ought to b_e sar~
"‘f!‘def:d‘ bue how the masses were to be arm;d in cﬂ::
of an attack by Chiang Kai-shek. As Tong a5 discussions
continued, (heymm wfum be disarmed. And if the Aili-
tary Committee, on the one hand, imsisted on Deing grven
arms, no marter what happened, the Central Con‘tmmehe.
knowing thar the Trowkyist theses were ateacking the
Uninn with the Kuomintang, Was rerrified by an)i{ a{tl&
mdchwhich might, righey or wrongly, secm f e linke:
to that of tl ssian Opposition- o

Nothyl:cI;:x‘I; juss PP Ve out the din ].ght; of ;lh°
Military Committee headquatters through the ‘Zg that
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had not yet lifted, and that abliged him to walk on the
sidewalk to avoid the passing cars. Opaque mist and
night: he had to light his cigarerte-lighter to see his
watch, He was a few minutes late. Deciding to hurry,
he slipped his arm into May's; she pressed gently against
him. After a few steps, he felt in May's body a jerk and
a sudden limpness: she was falling, slipping in front of
him. “May!” He stumbled, fell on all fours, and, the
moment he was starting to get up, received 2 violent
blow from a bludgeon in the nape of the neck. He fell
forward on top of her, full length.

Three policemen stepped out from a building and
joined the one who had struck the blow. An empty car
stood parked a short distance away. They bundled Kyo
into it and drove off, binding him only after they were
under way.

When May came to (the jerk that Kyo had felt had
been caused by a blow below the ribs) a picket of Chiang
Kai-shek’s soldiers was guarding the entrance to the
Mulitary Committee headquarters; because of the mist,
she perceived them only when she was almost up to
them. She continued to walk in the same direction (she
was breathing with difficulty, and was suffering from
the blow), and hurried back to Gisors’ house.

Midnight

As soon as he had learned that 2 bomb had been
thrown at Chiang Kai-shek, Hemmelrich had run to get
news. He had been told that the general was killed and
that the murderer had gotten away; but, before the over-
turned car, the torn-off hood, he had seen Ch'en’s corpse
on the sidewalk—small and bloody, already drenched
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by the fog—, .
X ém;‘zitﬁ:l'd::eb); a soldier seated nearby; and had
seemed 10 b gh ral was ot in the car: Absurdly, it
selrees iny that his having refused to give Ch'en
the Ccm";s one of the catses of his death; he had run to
spent o h""'“ post of his quartes, in despair, and had
Cian Kn9ur there vainly discussing the attempt upon
"Tf U"fhek's life. A comrade had entered.
has ]us:b nion of the spin;xing»mill workers at Chapei
Dy cen closed by Chiang Kai-shel’s saldiers,”
“n 7't the comrades resist?”
the mil‘thq protested were immediately shot. At Chapei
Pumned dtxnm are also being shot or their homes 2re
been diy own. . . . The Municipal Government has just
No og:sr;(}. All the Unions are being closed.”
comrades o :’:\z :;e Clcntral Commuttee. The 'xnarped
and chy iately run home, to save their wives
Thc dren through flighe.
volle e m})ment Hemmelrich stepped outside, he heard
muszys of gon-fire; he risked being recognized, but he
b at all costs get the child and the woman off 10
- ty. Before him, through the fog, passed owo armored
Inmhsnd}mcks Toaded with Chiang Kai-sheles soldiers.
byt ¢ distance the volleys continued; and others, close
) No soldiers in the Avenue of the Two Republics, nor
in the street where he had his shop. No: o 71072 soldiers.
¢ door of the shop was open- e ran in: on the floor,
beaps of smashed records scattered in large pools of
blood. The shop had been “cleaned” with grenades, tike
2 trench, The woman was slumped against the counter,
almost crouching, her whole chest the color of 2 wound.
In a corner, a child’s arm; the hand, thus isolated, ap-
peared even smaller. “If only they are drn(}!" thought
Hemmelrich. He was especially afraid of having to stand
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by and warch a slow death, powerless, only able to suf-
fer, as usual-more afraid even than of those cases rid-
dled with grenade fragments and spatrered with red
spots. Through his shoe-soles he could feel the stickiness
of the floor. “Their blood.” He remained motionless, no
longer daning to stir, looking, looking. . . . He discov~
ered at last the body of the child, near the door which
tud it. He was scarcely breathing, overwhelmed by the
smell of the spilt blood. In the distance, two grenades
exploded. “No question of burying them. . . .” He
locked the door with a key, stood there before the shop.
*If they come and recagnize me, I'm done for.” But he
could not feave.

He knew he was suffering, but a halo of indifference
surrounded his grief, the indifference which follows
upon an illness or 2 blow in the head. No grief would
have surprised him: on the whole, fate this time had dealc
him a better blow than usual. Deach did not astonish
him: it was no worse than life. The thing that nppa[lcd
him was the thought that behind this door there had
been as much suffering 2s there was blood. This time,
however, destiny had played badly: by rearing from
him everything he still possessed, it freed him.

He entered the shop again, shut the door, In spite of
the catastrphe, of the sensation of having the ground
give way under his feet, leaving nothing but empty
space, he could not banish from his mind the atrocious,
weighty, profound joy of liberation. With horror and
satisfaction he felt it rumble within him like 2 subter-
ranean river, grow nearer; the corpses were there, hi
feet which were stuck to the floor were glued by their
blood, nothing conld be more of a mockery than these
murders—especially that of the sick child: he scemed
even more nnocent than the dead woman;~but now,

270



he was .
e yhonges impotent. Now, be t00 could kil T
of contact bc:‘“ denly that le.: was not the only mode
the best; thar l:: :c':::;:iml:n beings, that it was ot even
I mote completely mow them, love ! her_n, possess
ke Became ayar, f)’ In vengeance than in life. Again
0d tottered: me of his shoe-soles, stuck to the floor,
a0 intense c;mlmtdcs were not aided by thoughr. But
powerfol that b on was overwhelming him, the most
10 s Frigheny e now; he abandoned him-
“One can kiun %Vi‘;“ll intoxication wath entire consent.
Pested, strikingr b e With love, by God!” he re-
riverse, e the counter with his fist—against the
nd, h;s p::r 2ps. . . . He jmmediately withdrew his
cony throat tight, on the verge of sobbing: the
fter was also bloody. He looked at th
o0 bis hand which y. ooked at the brown blot
attack of ich was trembling, as if shaken by an
wanted m’;ﬂ'vcs: litle flakes were falling from it. He
Plessure g ah“,gh» to weep, to find relief from the awful
mense ind"]ﬂ’ is chest. . . . Nothing stirred, and the im-
the \Janl erence of the world sentled, together with
blood, Th""mg light, upon the records, the dead, the
of th; e : “The hed off the b
brain, i"r"cﬂms with red-hot tongs,” rose and fell in his
be hog Was the fist time ic came back to him since
meant ¢ }:’ead it at school; but he felr thar it somehow
away, at he must leave, that he too must tear himself
PO‘:FB{W, without his knowing how, departure became
mr‘ e. He was able to go out, and began to walk in 2
of l:n(:f oppressive well-being which covered over eddies
" itless hatred. When he had gone thirty meters he
opped. “I left the door open on them.” He retraced
kn steps. As he drew near, he felr sobs rising, becoming
otted in his chest below his throat, and remaining
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there. He shut his eyes, drew the door shut. The lock
clicked: locked. He started off again. “It's not finished,”
he said hoarsely as he walked. “It’s beginning. It's begin-
ning. . . ” His shoulders thrust forward, he pushed
ahead like a barge-tower towards a dim country of
which he knew only that one killed there, pulling with
his shoulders and with his brain the weighe of all his
dead who, at last! no longer prevented him from ad-
vancing.

His hands trembling, his teeth chattering, carried away
by his terrible liberty, he was back at the Post in ten
minutes. It was 2 two-story building. Behind the win-
dows, mattresses were undoubredly piled up: in spite
of the absence of blinds, no luminous rectangles were
visible through the fog, but only vertical slits, The calm
of the street, hardly more than an alley, was absolute,
and those slits of light took on the intensity, both tiny
and sharp, of spark-plug flashes. He rang. The door
opened 2 fraction of an inch: he was known. Behind,
four militants holding Mansers watched him pass. Likea
nest of insects, the vast hall was alive with an activity
whose meaning was obscure but whose movement was
clear—everything came from the cellar; the ground-floor
was deserted. Two workers on the landing of the stairs
were installing a machine-gun which commanded the
hall. Te did not even glisten, but it attracted actention like
the tabermacle in a church, Students, workers were run-
ning. He passed in front of bundles of barbed wires
(what use could they be?), mounted the stairs, circled
the machine-gun, and reached the stair-head. Katov was
coming out of an office, and looked at him question-
';‘nzglg. Without a word, Hemmelrich held out his bloody

ng.
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“Wounded? There are bandages downstairs. You've
bidden the kid>™

Hemmelrich eould not speak. He stubbornly showed
ks hand, with 2 stupid sir. “It's their blood,” he was
thinking. Bu it could not be said.

“Ihave 1 knife,” he said at last. “Give me 2 gun.”

“There aren’t many guns.”

“Grenades.”

Katov hesitated,

“Do you think Pm scared, you son of 2 bitch?”

“Ga downstairs. There are grenades in the cases. Not
may, ., , Do you know where Kyo is?”

“Haven'r seen him. I saw Ch'en: he’s dead.”

“I know.”

Hemmeltich went down. With their arms buried up
o their shoulders, des were r ging in an open
case. So the supply was nearly exhausted. The mungled

odies were moving about in the full light of the lJamps—
there were no vent-holes—and the volume of those dense
bodies around the case, encountered after the shadows
that passed back and forth under the dimm;d hghe-

ulbs in the corridor above, surprised him 25 if, in the
face of death, these men had acquired a sudden right 10
2life more nvense than that of the others. He ﬁ!l;d his
Pockets, went upstairs again. The others, the shadov;‘sc,
bad finished installing the machine-gun and places h‘ e
barbed wires behind the door, back just far cr:loug b:u
allow it to open. Every minute of tWO the | ooS;r“t
Tang. He looked through the peep-hole: the mxsz;i"ing'
Was still calm and empty. The comrades were pmiviogs
formless in the fog like fish in stirred water, in ¢ aereak
of shadow cast by the roofs. He was tumm.g‘dn;' e
80 and look for Katov: suddenly, ™0 hurri o, 3




shot, and the pieccing gasp of someone being strangled,
then the fall of 2 body.

“Here they are!” several of the men guarding the
door shouted at once, Silence fell upon the corridor, sub-
dued by the voices and the rattle of arms that rose from
the cellar. The men were taking their fighting-posts.

Half past one in the morning

Clappique, emerging from his Jie as from a fit of
drunkenness, was stalking through the lobby of s Chi-
nese hotel where the “boys,” slumped on a round teble
under the call-board, were spitting sunflower seeds at
the spittaons. He knew he would not sleep. He open
his door mechanically, threw his coat on the familiar
copy of the Tales of Hoffrnanm and poured Himself some
whiskey: alcohol would sometimes banish the torment
"vhich seized him ar moments. Something was changed
in this room. He strove not to notice it: the ir\cxplicﬂbIc
absence of certain objects would have been too alarming.
He had managed to escape almost everything UPOR
which men base their lives—~love, family, work; but not
fear. It rose in him, Jike an acute consciousness of his
solitude; to banish it he usually ran to the neatest Black
Cat, sought refuge in the women who open their thighs
apd their hearts while thinking of something else. Impos-
sible tonight: worn out, fed up with lying and provi-
sional intimacies. . . , He saw himself in the mizfoh
went up to it;

“After all, my good fellow,” he said to the Clappique
in the mirror, “why run away? How long js all this
going o las® Youve had a wife: let's forget it ot
let's forger it! Mistresses, money; you can always think
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his face, he withdrew with horror and sat down, Pﬂnfm;-
There was a pad of paper and a pencil on the arm-chair.
If be went on in this way he would really go mad. To
protect himself from the frightful mirror he began wnt-
ing to himself: .

You would end up as a king, my old Toto, King: .g‘ooﬂ
and warm in a cozy insane-asylunr, thanks to t:l:hrmm
tremens, your only friend, if you keep on drinking. But
at this moment, are you drunk or sober? . . . You who
imagine so many things, what are you waiting for 10
fmagine yourself bappy? Do you think . . .

Someone knocked,

He tambled down to carth. Rescued bur dumb-
founded. The knocking was repeared.

“Come in.” .

A wool cloak, a black felt har, 2 head of white hais:
old Gisors.

“Butl...T... Clappique splutered.

“Kyo has just been arrested,” said Gisors. “You know
Konig, don't youd” ,

“I ... But P've got nothing to do with it. . . "

Gisors studied him carefully. “If only he isn't 00
druak,” he thoughe.

“You know Kénig,” he repeated. .

“Yes, 1., . know him. I have . . . done him 2
service, Great service,”

“Can you ask him to reurn it?”

“Why not? But what?” o

“As the chief of Chiang Kai-shel’s secrer police he
can have Kyo released, Or, at least, prevent his being
shot: you understand it's most urgent. . . .

“Yeyes. . . . All right.” .

He had so licele confidence in Kopig's gratitude, how-
ever, that he had considered it useless and pethaps i
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prodent to go and see him, even after Shpilevski's wam-
ing. He sat down on the bed, his nose pointed straight
down to the floor. He did not dare to speak. The tone
of Gisors' voice convinced him that the latter did not
suspect that he was responsible for Kyo's arrest: Gisors
$2W in him the friend who had come to warn Kyo that
‘f“l"fwon. flot the man who was gambling at the hour
"f kis appointment. But Clappique could not convince
himself of this. He did not dare to Jook at him and could
10t calm himself. Gisors was wondering from what
¢rama or what extravagance he was emerging, not guess-
8 that his presence was one of the causes of his panting
:jl:zh. It seemed to Clappique that Gisors was accusing

“You know, old man, that I'm not . . . anyway that
Im not a5 mad as all thag; L1...”

. He could not stop stammering; it seemed to him at
times that Gisors was the only man who understood
him; and at times that he took him for 2 buffoon. The
Oli man was looking at him without speaking.

T... Whar do you think of me?”

Gisors was more inclined to take him by the shoul-
ders and lead him to Konig’s than to talk to him; but
beneath what he taok to be his intoxication he discerned
such 2 turmoil that he did not dare to refuse to enter
into the pame,

"Thﬂf:g:xrr:: those who need to write, those who need
10 dream, those who need o talk. + - « It all the same
thing, The theater is not serious, but the bull-fight is;
.“"(":ds aren’t serious, but mythomania is-

dappique got up. i

:'Hfgeqyoughmpyoué arm?"', asked Gisors.

“A twist, Not a word. - . « . .

Clappique had awkwardly turned his arm to ::;je his



wristwatch as if this watch which had shown him the
time in the gambling-hall would have betrayed him. He
perceived by Gisors” question that this was idiotic.

wrn o, © e

. . - . » said
G . A ) . hap-
pen. ...

Clappigue was only too glad. Not through remorse
(had he been at the game again he would have stayed
again), tut by way of compensation.

“Let’s tun, old dear. . . "

The change which he had noticed in the room upon
entering again made him uneasy. He locked carefully,
was stupefied at not having seen it before: one of his
Taoist paintings—"to make one dream”—and his two
finest statues had disappeared. On the table, 2 letter
Shpilevski’s handwriting, He guessed. Bur he did not
dare to read the letter, Shpilevski had warned him that
Kyo was in danger: if he were to let himself go to the
point of talking about him, he would be unable ta avoid
telling everything. He took the letter and put it in his
pocker,

As soon as they were ourside they encountered ar-
mored cars and wrucks loaded with soldiers.

C_.lzppxque had almost recovered his calm; to hide the
anxiety from which he could not yet free himself, he
played the fool, as usual:

“L'would like to be a wizard, to send the caliph 2 ual-
comn-—a sun-colored unicorn, 1 rell you—which would
appear in the palace, shou(ing: ‘Know, Caliph, that the

t sultana is wofaithful to you!” Not a word! 1 would
be grand a5 2 unicorn myself, with my nose! And of
course, it wouldn't be true. Apparentdy nobody realizes
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bow voluptuous it is to live in another person’s eyes an
dtogether differen life from his own. Especially a
womans. ., [

“What woman has not invented a life-history for at
lest one of the men who have accosted her on the
streerd”

“You . . . think everyone is 2 mythomaniac?”

Clappique’s eyelids flickered nervously; he walked
more slowly,

"No, listen,” he said, “tell me frankly: why do you
thisk they aren'ee”

He now fele an urge, curiously foreign to himself

It very strong, to ask Gisors what he thoughr of gam-
Bling; and yer, if he spoke of gambling he would surely
onfess everything. Was he going to speak? Silence
would have forced bim to; luckily Gisors answered:

“Perhaps I'm the person least capable of answering
FOu. ., Opium teaches only one thing, which is that

#side from physical suffering, there is nothing real”
i Anx

« g o
Suffering, ‘yes. . . . And . . . fear.”
“Fears”

“You are never afraid, with o-opism?”
“No. Why?”

“Ah, »

In truth, Gisors believed that if the world was with-
OUt reality, men—even those who are most opposed to
the world—have an intense reality; but that Clzppxqued,
Precisely, was one of the rare beings who h'nd none. An
this conviction rormented him, for it was into those un-
substantial hands that he was giving over Kyo’s fate. Be~
neath the atritudes of every man there is a base that can
be touched, and thinking of his xfﬂ:gnon‘ cmh:lcs. one to
have an inkling of its nature. Clappique’s afftiction was
independent of bim, like that of a child: he was not re-
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sponsible for it; it could destroy him, it could not modify
him. He could cesse to exist, disappear in a vice, in 2
monomanis; he could not become a man, “A heart of
gold, bue hollow.” Gisors perceived that at the base of
Clappique there was neither affliction nor solinude, as in
orher men, but sensation. Gisors sometimes gauged other
men by imagining their old age: Clappique could not
grow old. Age did not bring him human experience, but
an intoxication—lust or drugs—in which all his means of
ignoring hfe would at Jast merge. “Perhaps,” the Baron
was thinking, “if I told him everything, he would find
it quite normal. . . .” Shots were now firing every-
where in the Chinese city. Clappique begged Gisors t0
leave him ar the boundary of the concession: Ki:in'ig
would not receive him. Gisors stopped, watched his thin,
Ioose figure disappear in the mist.

The special section of Chiang Kai-shek’s police was
quartered in 2 plain villa buile abour r920: suburban
style, but with windows framed in extravagant blue and
yellow Portuguese oraments. Two sentinels and more
orderlies than usua; all the men armed; that was all. On
the card which a secretary handed him Clappique wrot¢
“Toto,” leaving the occasion of his visit blank, and
waited. [t was the first time he found himself in a lighted
place since he had left his room: he drew prilcvskl’s
Jetter from his pocket:

Aly Dear Friend:

I bave yielded to your insistence. My scruples weré
well founded, but 1 bave thought it over: you enable me
in this way to recover my peace of mind, and the profiss
wwhich uty venture promises are so great and so certunt
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tha 1 will surely be able to repay you, within ¢ year,
ith objects of the same kind, and finer. The food busi.
ess, in this ity . . .

Th:xc followed four pages of explanation.

*Tt doesn’t look very good,” thought Clappique, “not
g°°5 2tall .. " But an orderly was coming for him,

I\dm'g was waiting for him, seated on his desk, facing
the door, Thick-set, dark, 2 crooked nose in a square
face. He came towards him, shook his hand in 2 brisk,
ﬁ“‘} manner that separated rather than united them.
“How are you? Good. I knew I would see you today.
) glad I'was able to be of use to you in my tun.”

You are for-r-midable,” answered Clappique, hal{
Playing the buffoon. “I'm only wondering 1f there isn't
:i misunderstanding: you know I'm not interested in polis

cs. ., "

“There’s no misunderstanding.”
“His itude is rather d ding,” thowght

«

Clappique,

“You have two days to get out. You did me a scrvig
once. Today I've warned you.”

“Whwhat? You? . . .» ,

“Da you think Shpilevski would have dared? )llH’M
deling Svith the Chinese Secret Service, but the (lifje.,
27 no longer directing it. Enough of nonsense,

Clappique was beginning to admire Shpilevsl, by g
without irriration,

“Well,” he went on, “since you are gog\l Eauy oy
Temember me, allow me to ask you something sty je

e d much hope: gl
Clappique no longer had much NOPE: ey yuyy g0,
SPOHSEPO? Konig's showed him that the fiflyfi, 1
which he counted did not €xist OF 10 fnyy, (b 0
%



If Kanig had warned him, he no Jonger owed him a0y~
thing. It was more to relieve his conscience than with
any hope of success that he said:

“Couldn’t something be done for young Gisors? i
don't suppose you give a damn about all that. . . J

“What is he?”’

“A Communist. Important, [ believe.” N

“First of all, why is that fellow a Communist? His
father? A half-breed? No job? That 2 worker should be
a Communist is idiotic enough, but he! Well, what?”

“It’s not easy to summarize. . . .

Clappique was reflecting:

“Because he's a half-breed, perhaps. . . . Buthe could
have adjusted himself: his mother was Japanese. He
dida't try. He says something ke this: a will to dig-
nity. ..

“Dignicyt”

Clappique was stupefied; Konig was yelling st bim-
He did not expect that one word to produce such 2 vio-
Ient effect. “Have I made a blunder?” he wondered.

“First of all, what docs that mean?” Konig askeds
shaking his forefinger s though he had been talking
w}thm:t being understood. “Digniry," he repeated. Clap-
pique could not mistake the rone of his voice: it was that
of hatred. He stood a little to the right of Clappigues and
his niose, which had 2 sharp curve at this angle, strongly
accentvated his face.

“Tell me, my Jitle Toro, do you believe in dignity?”

“Inothess. . , »

“Yes?”

His tone said: “Is this going to go on much fonger?”

“You know what the Reds did to the officers who
were taken prisoncrsl" X

Clappique was careful not to answer. This was geting
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:e:;‘:“‘?:ghh}? CI} that rhi.s f]umfon was a preparation—
aswer, Gnig was giving himself: he expected no
I“: fg;mﬂ, 1 was an intespreter in 3 prisoner’s camp.
vy ¢ to get away by serving in the White army,
e ;‘nenoff. Whites or Reds—they were all the same
e R‘e i wanted to return to Germany. I was caught by
A fiss. 1 was half dead of cold. They beat me with
fell. Thrs' c;_‘“‘“g me captain (I was a Jieutenant), till I
i ey lifted me up. I was not wearing Semenoff’s
orin with lirtle skulls and cross-bones. I had a star on
cxch epaulette.”
m:-:; ;‘OPECd‘ “He might refose without making so
Volce i uss, thought Clappique. Breathless, heavy, the
o implied a need which he nevertheless was secking

b nderstand.

m}z“)’ drove a nail into each shoulder, through each

H ong as a finger. Listen carefully, licle Toto.”

He took him by the arm, Jooking steadily into fus eyes,
W‘f‘h the look of a man in love.

@ Twept like a woman, like a calf. . -
N‘m- You understand, don’t you? Let’s leave 1t 2

o one will lose anything by jag
d That lustful Jook enlightened Clappique. The confi-

enice was not surprising: it was 0ot 2 confidence, it was
 revenge, Beyond a doub he told this stoRf-or told it
to himself—each time he had a chance T© i, as if this
tale could rub into the limitless ‘humiliation which tor-
tured him unul it bled-

“Listen, little fellow, it would be better 1ot to walk to
me 00 mach sbout dignity- - + = MY dignity is to kill
them. Do you think I give a damn about China! Yeah!
China, no fooling! ' it the Kuomintang only to kill
them off, I live as I used co-like a man, like anybody,
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like the lowest of the riff-raff that pass in front of that
window—only when I'm killing them. 1t's like oprm
smokers with their pipes. A rag, that's all. You came 10
ask me to save his skin? Even if you had saved my lifc
three times . . .7

He shrugged his shoulders, continued passionz(ely:

“Da you even have an idea what it fs, my poor Tt
to see one’s life assume 2 mesning, an absolute meaning:
disgust you with yourself . . . ¥ .

e ended the sentence berween his teeth, his hands in
his pockets, his hair quivering as he snapped out the
words, .

“There is forgerfulness . . Y said Clappiquc in alow
voice,

“{t’s more than a year since T've had womat! Is that
enough for you? And . . "

He stopped short, went on in 2 lower voice: .

“But 1 say, litde Toto. Young Gisors, yOUﬂng"
sors . . . You were speaking of 2 isund 2
you still want to know why you're wanted? T eell you-
irs you who handled the matrer of the guns o7 the
fbmuﬂg, isn'e i? Do you know whom the guns wert

or?”

“One asks no questions in that game, not 3 word!”

He was raising his forefinger to his lips, in accordance
with his purest traditions. He was immediately embas
rassed by the gesture,

“For the Communists, And as you were risking your
Tife, you might have been told. And it was 2 swindle-
They used you to gain time: that very night they phao
d"“:l the ship. If I'm not mistaken it was your presest
protégé who launched you in this affair?” ,

Clappique was on the point of answering: “[ gor m
commission just the same.” But Konig's face expres
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such gloating satisfaction at the revelation he had just
made that Clappique had no longer any other desire than
o leave. Although Kyo had kept his promises, he had
made him risk his Jife without telling him. Would he
have risked it> No. Kyo had been right to prefer his
“ase to him: he would now be xight to disinterest him-
“lf’_" Kyo. All the more so since in truth he could do
norhing. He simply shrugged his shoulder.

oI have forty-eight hours to get out?”

Yes. You don't insist, You are right. Good-by.”

H‘A“)’s he hasn't had a woman in a year, thought
Qappique 25 he went down the stairs. Impotence? Or
vhat> | would have thought that kind of . . . experi-
€t . . . would make a man an erotomaniac. He must
mlk.e sach confidences, as a rule, to those who are about
1o die: in any case I'd better get out. He could pot get
over the tone in which Konig had said: “To live a5 2
man, asanybody . . .” He remained dazed by that com-
plete intoxication, which only blood could satisfy: ‘hc
bad seen enough wrecks from the civil wars of China
d Siberia ta know that a deep humiliation calls for a
Violent negation of the world; only drugs, neuroses, and
bloed insistently shed, can feed such solitudes. He under-
Stood now why Konig had liked his company, as he was

B0t unaware that in his presence all reality varpshed‘ He
Worneeeatle e 4 et en find (Ricors Wait-

«. What
atience,
g from
witha
fright-

1t was

Lo
Bloomy but calm. 5



Clappique shook his head and said nothing.

“Well. Tl try to get another friend to do something.”

Upon seeing Clappique come aut of the mist, he had
realized his own folly. The whole dialogue he had imag-
ined berween them on the Baron’s retumn was absurd:
Clappique was neither an interpreter nor 2 messenger—
he was a card. The card had been played—he had lost,
as Clappique’s face showed. He would have to find an-
other, Gorged with anxiety, with distress, he remained
lucid beneath his desolation. He had thought of Fernal;
but Ferral would not intervene in a conflict of this n1-

ture. He would try to get two friends to intercedc in his
behalf, . .,

Konig had called a secretary.
“Tomorsow.—Young Gisors—here. As soon as the
councils are over.”

Five o’clock in the morning

i Above the shorr flashes of the gun-shots, y:llowish
in the fading night, Katoy and Hemmelrich, through the
\Yindows of the second story, saw the first feaden reflec
tions of dawn on the neighboring roofs. The outlines of
the buildings were becoming distinct. Pale, with theit
hair disheveled, they could begin to distinguish each
other’s fearures, and each knew what the other ¥
thinking. The last day. Hardly any ammunition left. No
popular movement had come to their rescue. Volleys i
the direction of Chapei: comrades besieged like them-
selves. Katov had explained to Hemmelrich why there
was no hope: ar 2ny momenr Chiang Kai-shek's ment
would be bringing the small-caliber guns which the gen-
eral’s guard had at their disposal; as soon as on¢ of those
286



cannons could be set up in one of the houses facing the
post, matcresses and walls would fall as at a country-fair.
The G ists” ine-gun still ded the door
of that house; when it ran out of ammunition it would
cease to command it. Which would be very soon.

For hours they had been firing furiously, egged on by
the anticipated vengeance. They knew they were
dootned, and killing was the only means of making their
last hours count. Bur they were beginning to be weary
of that too. Their adversaries, better and better sheltered,

. i ol A o if the

- T thr [o 1 .
shadow, were bringing their freedom, as the night had
brought their imprisonment.

The reflection of dawn, on the roofs, was turning pale
gray; above the suspended batdle the hght seemed to be
inhaling large segments of the night, Teaving only black
rectangles in front of the buildings. The shadows grew
shorter: looking at them helped to avoid thinking of the
men who were about to die here. The shadows were
contracting as on any other day, with their eternal move-
ment, which today had a savage majesty because they
would never see it again. Suddenly all the windows
across the street were Iighted up, and bullers came beat-
ing about the daorway like a volley of pebbles: onc of
their men had swung outa coatat the end of a stick. The
enemy were satisfied to remnain on the watch.

“Eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen . - " said Hem-
melrich, He was counting the corpses now visible in the
street.

“All that's 2 joke,” answered Katov almost ina whis-
per. “All they have to do js to wait. Daylight is in their
favor.” .
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There were only five wounded Iying in the room:
they were not groaning: two were smoking, hing
daylight sppear between the wall and the maturesses. Be-
yond, Suan and another combatant were guarding the
second window. The volleys had practically ceased.
Were Chiang Kai-shelcs troops waiting everywhere?
Victors the month before, the Communists had known
their moves hour by hour; today they knew nothing, like
those who had then been the vanguished.

As if to confirm what Katov had just said, the door of
the enemy building opened (the two halls faced each
other); immediately the crackling of a machine-gun ea-
lightened the Communists. “They brought it by way of
the roofs,” thought Katov.

“Qver here)” g

Tt was his machine-gunners who were calling. Hem-
melrich and he ran out, and understood: the enemy ma-
chine-gun, no doube protected by an armor-plate, was
firing steadily. There were no Communists in the corri-
dor o.f the post, since it was under the fire of their own
machine-gun which, from the top steps of the stairway,

d the ad ies’ . But now the latter
were protected by the steel plate, Nevertheless it was im-
perative to maintain their fire, The marksman had fallen
on his side, killed, no deubt; it was the feeder who had
shouted. He was both feeding and firing, but slowly
The bullets caused splinters of waod from the steps and
bits ‘;fdpl;s"! ;’rom the wall to bounce out, and occz-
sional deadened sounds, forming imperceptible gaps in
the terrific uproar, indicated tha[gA £ c\fr \vc?: entering the
flesh of the vine ae st sy wr, i o By
rushed ¢ ~ . - )
a blow - et Coee
jumped to the post of the gunner. The encmy was now
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ﬁmg alittle lower. Not for long. “Are there any more
anridge-belis?” asked Hemmelrich. Tnstead of answer-
dmog;‘ th; feeder plunged head forward, rolling Limply
P n the whole length of the steps. And Hemmelrich
g:?"md that he did not know how to feed a machine-
. ‘H° fushed up the stairs ajain, felt himself hit in the
7e 20d in the calf. In che hall, above the angle of the
eaemy’s fire, he halted: his eye had been hit merely by a
Plece of plaster detached by a bullet; his calf was bleed-
‘g-another buller, which had made a surface wound.
eady he was in the room where Katov, propped

2dinst a wall, was pulling a materess towards himself
‘;;trh one hand (not to protect himself but to hide from
e enemy), and holding in the other a bundle of gre-
nades: the grenades alone, if they exploded right against
1, could be effective against the steel plate.

They had to be thrown through the window into the
aemy corsidor. Katov had placed another bundle be-
tund hitn;, Hemmelrich seized it and threw it at the same
time a5 Katov over the mattress. Katay found himself on
the flaor, mowed by bullets, as if by his own grenades:
When their heads and arms had passed above the martress,
the enemy had fired on them from all the windows.
Hemmelrich, who had ducked in time, was wondering
if thar splitting of matches, so close to him, did not come
from kis own legs. The bullets continued to pour in, but

€ two men were protected by the wall now that they
had fallen: the opening of the window was three feet
aboy . T L
had
had ceaseu w116 seon - .
towards ](“:;:_ ‘gvha did not stir; he pulled him by the
shoulders. Out of range of the firing, they looked at each
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other in silence: in spite of the mattresses and other pro-
tection which obstructed the window, broad daylight
now flooded the room. Katov was fainting. On his thigh
was a large red spot which was spreading on the floor as
on 2 blotter. Hemmelrich heard Suan shout: “The can-
non!” then an enormous, deafening explosion, and, just
as he was raising his head, a blow at the base of his nose:
in his turn he fainted.

Hemmelrich was coming to, little by little, rising from
the depths towards that surface of silence which was so
strange that it seemed to revive him: the cannon was no
fonger firing. The wall was torn away obliquely. On the
floor, covered with plaster and wreckage, Katov and the
others, unconscious or dead. He was very thirsty, and
feverish. His wound in the calf was not serious. He
crawled to the door, and in the hall got up on his feet,
heavily, leaning against the wall, Except for his head,
where a piece of the masonry had hit him, his pain was
diffused; clutching the banister, he went down, not the
swreet-stairway, where the enemy were undoubtedly still
waiting, but that of the court. The firing had ceased.
Against the walls of the entrance hall there was a row of
niches, which had formerly held tables. He slipped into
the first one, crouched down, and looked out upon the
court.

To the right of 2 building which seemed deserted (but
he was sure that it was not), a sheet-iron shed; in the dis-
tance 2 house with curve: -up gables and a row of tele-
graph poles that ded, in diminishing perspective, to
wards the open country which he would not see again-
The nerwork of barbed wires in front of the door made
b‘hck s.(r:nks across that dead scenc and the gray day-
Iight, like cracks in 2 poreelain dish, A shadow appeared
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ousside, a kind of bear: a man facing in his direction, his
sk stooped; he began to climb through the barbed

o }j"“mdrid} had no more bullets. He was watching
w0 dmass passing fn:)m one wire to another. The wires
b out sharp against the light, but without perspec-
o S0 thz_t he was unable to gauge the progress it was
back g. Like an enormous insect, it hung to a wire, fell
do attached irself again. Hemmelrich drew nearer,
ﬂﬁsﬂg the wall. It was clear that the man would pass; at
wkhm"m!nf, however, he was entangled, and was trying
‘hlth: strange grunting to free himself from the barbs
h d caughe his clothes, and it seemed to Hemmelrich
that the monstrous insect might remain there forever,
£normous and knotted, suspended agawmst the gray light.

It one hand reached out, black and sharp, to seize an-
other wire, and the body resumed its movement.

is was the end. Behind, the street and the machine-
8un. Up there, Katov and his men, on the floor. The de-
sertad L. . [ S T S
by
our.
pris .
b?“ﬂv the knce-capsd. . ). At least he would perhaps
L this one.

. The monster—man, bear and spider combined—con-
Unued to disentangle itself from the wires. Alongside o'f
the black mass a line of light marked the ridge of his
Large pistol, Hemmelrich felr himself at the bottom of a
hole, fascinated less by the creature that was moving so
slowly, approaching like death jtself, than by everything
that followed it, everything that was once more going
10 crush him, like a coffin-lid screwed down overa fiving
Pperson; it was everything that had choked his “'"Y"’YA
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life, which was now returning to crush him with on¢
blow. “They have beaten me for thirry-seven years, and
now they're going to kill me.” Tt was not only his own

= RS 54 o olar of hic wife

SLIas fe e

. . . .
. . S
Aggain, without fooking st it, he felt the blood-sran o nis
Teft hand, nejther as a burn nor a5 3. discomfors: he sim~
ply knew dhat it was there, and that the man would
finally emerge from his barbed wires. It was not for
money that this man who was the first to pass was com
ing to kill those upstairs who were st alive, it was for
an idea, for a faith; Hemmelrich hated this shadow that
had now stopped before the barrage of wires—-hated
everything it stood for: it was not enongh that the race
of the forcunate should assassinate them, they also had ©
believe they were right. The silhouetre, jts body now
wpright, was prodigiously stretched sgainst the, g3y
court, against the telegraph wires that vanished into the
limitless peace of the rainy spring moming. From 2 win®
dow came a shout, which the man answered; his resposst
ﬁﬂcd the corridor, enveloped Hemmelrich. "The line of
light on the pistol disappeared, buried in the holstes and
replaced by a flat bar, almost white in the dim light: the
man was pulling out his bayoner. He was no longer 2
man, he was everything that Hemmelrich had sufféred
from unil now. In this black corridar, with the machine*
gunners lying in ambush on the other side of the 4ot
and this enemy who was approaching, the Belgian be-
came crazed with hatred, “They have made us starve all
our lives, but this one s going to ger ir, be's going t0 £
it + 7 The man vas approaching, siep by step b
bayonee held out. Hemmelsich crouched, and the sil
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bouette immediarely grew larger, the torso diminishing
above legs that were strong as posts.
_ The nstant the bayonet passed over his head, he
]',":P‘d upy Stlz'ed the man’s neck with his right hand,
:g:hmfd his grip. The bayonet was knocked to the floor
hfnd,e impact. The man’s neck was too Jarge fora single
with and the fingers plunged convulsively into the flesh
Lo E_fﬂfly checking the respiration, but the other
T  oiates fana, was seized
» Hemmel-
Stagper L . he man was
P ui‘;“"g- Instinctively he backed up against the wall
head oning all his strength, Hemmelrich smashed the
2d against that wall, then bent down a second; the
trar n fc_lt an enormous body entering into him,
b his intestines: ¢he bayoner. He opened botft
nds, brought them back to bis belly with a piercing
Ei“;:“ and fell, shoulders forward, between Hemmel-
blc s legs. He straightened out with 2 jerk; a drop of
9od fell from the bayonet on his open hand, then an-
;lther, And as if this hand that was being spattered with
1 ood had avenged him, Hemmelrich dared at last 1o
ook at his own, and understood that the blood-stain had
Tubbed off hours before.
diAnd he discovered that perhaps he was pot going t©
N °~LHe undressed the officer with feverish haste, sm.;d
e ki had come to bring him
1¢ clothes did not
. though the latrer

were holding on to them. Finally, dressed in the China-

man's gnifem, e showed himself ac the window, his

bent-over face hidden by the visor of the cap. The

enemy, across the courtyard, opened their wmd?ws wus:

shouts of jubilation. “[ must g€t out before they're here.
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He went out on the street-side, turned to the left as the
man he had killed would have dene to rejoin his group.
“Any prisoners?” shouted the men ar the windows.

He made a vague gesture towards those he was sup-
posed to rejoin. That no one fired on him was both
stupid and natural: there was no astonishment left in
him, He again turned to the left and headed in the direc-
tion of the concessions: they were guarded, but he knew
all the buildings with double entrances on the Avenue of
the Two Republics.

Oge after the other the men of the Kuomintang were
ccmmg out.
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Part Six






Ten o'clock in the morning

EA(P ORARY,” said the guard.

Kyo understood that he yyag being incarcerated in the
COmmon.)ay, prison.
" S901 25 ke entered the prison, even before he was
2He to loat 2round, he was stunned by the frightful
Sell; slangheer iy use, dog-Jennel, The
oor thr ough which he had just passed opened on 2 cor-
idor similay 20 the one he was leaving; right and left, up
- the celling, enormous wooden bars, Within the
fw 0den, €ages, men. In the center, the warder seated be-
¢ 2 Small table, o vwhich lay a whip: 2 short handle,
“13 ! thong, broad as hand, thick as a finger—a weapon.

Sty there, son of 4 pig.” he said. B

€ man, aceustomed 1o the dim light, was writing

outa description of the prisoner. Kyo's head seill ached,
il;!d Standing seill made him feel faint; he leaned against
the bary,

hh;How. how, how are you?” someone called behind

A distusbing yoice, fike that of a parrot, but a human
e, The Plfce swas too dark for Kyo to make out his
frce; e coutg see only enormous fingers clutching the
AIS~not very far from his neck. Behind, lying down or
Standing, swarmed shadows that were too elongated for
human Pproportions: men, like worms. .
“Could be better,” he answered, moving away, )
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“Shut that, son of a turtle, if you don’t want my fist in
your face,” said the warder.

Kyo had heard the word “temporary” several times;
he knew therefore that he would not remain here long.
He was resolved not to hear the insults, to endure every~
thing thar could be endured; the important thing was 10
get out of there, to resume the struggle. Yet he felt the
nauseating humiliation that every man feels before some~
one upon whom he depends, powerless against that foul
shadow with a whip—shorn of himself.

“How, how, how are youd” the voice called again.

The warder opened a door, Juckily in the bars on the
Jeft: Kyo entered the stall. At the back, a low bench on
which a solitary man was lying. The door shut.

“Political>” asked the man.

“Yes. And youd”

“No. Under the empire, T was a mandarin. . .

Kyo was getting used to the darkness. Indeed, the man
was well along in years—an old white cat, almost without
2 nose, with 2 thin mustache and pointed ears.

"« « Lsell women, When things are good, I give
money to the police and they leave me alone. When
things are bad, they think 1 keep the money and they
thraw me in prison, But as long as things are bad T pre-

gcr to be fed in prison rather than die of hunger in free-
om. , . ”

“Here!”

“You know, one gets used toit. . . . OQutside, it’s 0O
50 good, when you're old, like me, and feeble. - - .”

“Haw 15 it that you're not with the rest?”

T sometitmes give money to the clerk at the eatranct.
Also, every time T come here 1 get the same fare 25 the
‘temporaries.’

The warder was bringing the food: he paxscd between
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the b:
docughmmtwo small bowls filled with a mud-colored
He diy dasl:‘““dmg a steam as ferid as the atmosphere.
i Pmli; I:s Izdlc_ into 2 por, tossed the compact por-
0 the a bowl with a “plop,” and thereupon passed it

w OP:!‘SOMKS in the other cage, one by one.
moxmw.’fe my uking any,” said a voice: “it’s for to-
.(“i“ execution,” said the mandarin to Kyo.)

give memoyd said anothe'r voice. “So you could very well

hungry,:"a ouble portion, couldn’t you? It makes e
“Dy .
war d:r. you want my fist in your face?” asked the
’_mﬁl;oldi.er entered, asked him a question, He passed
P right-hand cell, kicked a limp body:
T € stirs,” he said. “No doubt he's still alwve. . . .
he soldicr left,
o W)}'l? looked with concentrated attention, tried to see
o ich o_f those shadows belonged those voices so close
Y cath~like himself, perhaps. Impossible to make out.
hose men would die without having been anything to
m but voices.
“g“n't you eating?” asked his companion.
o

“In the beginning ir's always that way. - . .

_HC took Kyo’s bowl. The warder entered, gave him a
violeny slap in the face and went out again carrying the
b°“:V1, without a word.

“‘Vhy didn’t he touch me?”
"1 was the only guilty one,
political prisoner, temporarys and

_"s going to try to get money out of you of your
friends, But that doesn’c prevent . . » Wait. . . .

Money pursues me even into this hole, thought K, ~
295
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asked Kyo in 2 low voice.
but it’s not that: you're a
you're well dressed.



So true to the legend, the warder’s vileness did not seem
to him altogether real; and, at the same time, it scemed to
him a foul fatality, as if power were enough to change
almost every man into a beast. Those obscure beings who
stirred behind the bars, disturbing like the colossal insects
and crustaceans in his childhood dreams, were no more
human. Complete solitude and humiliation, “Look out,”
he thoughe, for already he felt himself weaker. He felt
certain that, had he not been the master of his death, ter-
ror would have gotten the better of him in this place. He
opened the buckle of his belt, and slipped the cyanide
into his pocker, '

“How, how, how are you?” called the voice again.

“Enough!” came a chorus of shouts from the prisoners
in the other cell. Kyo was by now used to the darkness,
and the number of the voices did not astonish him: there
were more than ten bodies lying on the bench behind
the bars.

“Are you going to shut up?” shouted the warder.

“How, how, how are you?”

The warder got up. .

‘:Is ita joke, orishe pig-headedy™ asked Kyoina fow
voIce.

“Neither,” answered the mandarin: “crazy”

“Boe why ., » .

Kyo did not finish. His neighbor was stopping up his
ears. A sharp, raucous exy, both of terror and pain, fille
the whole place, While Kyo was looking at the man-
dasin, the warder had entered the other cage Wit hiS
whip. The thong cracked, and rhe same cry rose again-
Kyo did not dare to stop up his ears, and waited, clutch-
ing two bars, for the dreadful cry which was about to
run through him again, and make his finger-nails tingle-
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“Beat him up good and plenty,” said a voice, “so he'll
leave @ in peace!”
“Puta stop to it,” said four or five voices, “we want to
sleep!”
The mandarin, with his hands still stopping up his ears,
leaned towards Kyo:
“It’s the eleventh time he has beat him in seven days, it
" seems. Pve been here two days—it's the fourth time, And
in spite of everything, you can’t help hearing it a lirtle.
«+ . Tean’t shut my eyes, you see: it seems to me that by
}’?u‘;‘hﬂg at him I'm helping him, that I'm not descrting

Kyo was also looking, hardly able to sec anything.
+ + « “Compassion or cruelty?” he wondered, terrified.
Wit is base, and also what is susceptible to fascination
in every man was being appealed to with the most savage
vehemence, and Kyo was struggling with his whole mm_d
sgainst human ignominy—he remembered the effort it
had always required of him to get away from tonu.rcd
bodies seen by chance: he had literally had to tear him-
s¢lf away. That men could stand by and watch the ﬂf:g-
ging of a harmless lunatic, who, judging by his voice,
was probably old, and approve such torture, called f9nh
in him the same terror as Ch'en’s confidences, the mght
in Hankow—*“the octopuses. . - " Katov had told him
what a constraint the medical student must exercise upen
himself the first time he sees an abdomen cut npcln al:g
the living organs exposed. It was the same paralyZl
horror, qguite%iiﬁeren}: from fear, an all-powerful horrof
even before the mind had appraised it, and all the more
Upserting as Kyo was excruciatingly aware of hnsc;w:
helplessness. And yet his eyes, much less accustomed ¥

the gloom than those of his companion, could make out
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only the flash of the leather, coming down like 2 hook,
tearing out agonizing howls. Since the first blow he had
not stirred: he stood clinging to the bars, his hands level
with his face. .

“Warder,” he shouted.

“You want some, too, do youd”

“I want to speak to you.”

“Yesa™

While the warder was furiously securing the enor-
mous lock, the prisoners he was leaving were roaring
with delight. They hated the “political” prisoners, who
were not of them.

“Go to it! Go to it, warder! Let’s have some fun.”

The man was in front of Kyo, his figure cut vertically
by a bar. His face expressed the most abject anger, that
of a fool who thinks his power is being contested; but
his features were not base~they were regular, anon-
ymous, . , .

“Listen,” said Kyo. !

They were looking each other in the eye, the warder
taller than Kyo, whose hands he saw still clutching the
bars on each side of his head. Before Kyo knew what
was happening, he felt his lefe hand paralyzed by an un-
bearable shot of pain, The whip, held behind the ward-
er's back had come down with full force, He could not
help crying out,

“Good work!” bellowed the prisoners on the othet
side. “"Not always the same ones.”

Both Kyo's hands had pulled back and fastened them-
selves to his sides, without his even being aware of whit
he was doing.

“You stilt have something to say?” asked the wardet.

The whip was now between them. Kyo clenched his
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he was slowly lifting them, the man drew back imper-
ceptibly to give himself room..The whip cracked—on
the bars this time. The reflex had been too strong for
K}'?: he had withdrawn his hands. But already he was
raising them again, with an exhausting tension of his
s}'?“lfl"& and the warder understood by his look that
this time he would not withdraw them, He spat in his
fac“e and slowly raised the whip.

T you . .. stop flogging the idiot,” said Kyo, “Tll
8ive .. . you fifty dollars . . . when I getout.”

The warder hesitated.

‘All right,” he said finally.
. He tumed away and Kyo felt such a release of ten-
sion that he thought he would faint. His left hand was
50 painful that he could not shut it. He had raised it at
the same time as the other to the level of his shoulders,
and it remained there, extended. New bursts of laugher.

“You want to shake hands?” asked the warder, also
making fun of him.

He shook it. Kyo felt that in his whole life he would
not forger this clasp, not because of the pain, but because
life had never imposed upon him anything more hideous.
He withdrew his hand, fell back in a sitting posture on
the low bench. The warder hesitated, tossed his head,
then began to scratch it with the handle of the whip. He
returned to his table. The idiot was sobbing.

Hours of monotonous abjection. At last soldiers came
to fetch Kyo to take him to the Special Police. ltlo do.ub:
he was going to his Jeath, and yet he Iefr \yxrh a joy
whose violence surprised him. It seemed to him that he
was leaving behind a loathsome part of himself.
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“Come in?”

One of the Chinese guards pushed Kyo by the shoul~
der, but gently; whenever they had 1o deal with for-
cigners (and to 2 Chinaman, Kyo was Japanese or Elu'?-
pean, bue certainly a foreigner) the guards were afraid
of the brutlity to which they considered themselves
obliged. Upon a signal from Knig the guards .rcfmmc_d
outside. Kyo stepped forward to the desk, hiding his
swollen left hand in his pocket, and looking at this man
who was alsa looking him straight in the eye—-an angfgﬂ
face, clean-shaved, nose awry, hair close-cropped. “A
man who is no doubt about to have you put to death
lacks quite like any other.” Knig extended his hand to-
wards his revolver lying on the table: no, he was taking
a box of cigaretres, He held it out 1o Kyo.

“Thanks, I don’t smoke.”

*“The prison-fare is vile, as it should be, Will you have
funch with me?”

On the table, coffee, mitk, rwo cups, slices of bread.

“Only bread. Thanks.”

Konig smiled:

“It’s the same coffec-pot for yau and for me, you
know, . . » .

Kyo was determined to be cautious; for that marer
Kdnig did not insist. Kyo remained standing in front of
the desk (there was no seat), biting into his bread like 2
child, After the abjectness of the prison everything had
an unreal lightness. He knew that his life was at stakes
but even dying was easy for one who returned from the
place where he had been, The humaneness of @ chl.tf of
police inspired him with lirdle confidence, and Kémg re-
mained distant, a5 though he were separate from his tor
diality—the latter held, as jr swere, at anm'’s length before
him. However, it was nor impossible that this man was
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counteous throngh indifference: belonging to th.e white
Tce, he had perhaps come into this job by accxdcmf or
throughy cupidity, Kyo hoped this was the case. He felt
2o Lking for him, bur he would have liked ro relax, 10
free himself from the tension of the prison, which had
completely exhausted him; he had just discovered that to
be obliged to seek refuge entirely in oneself is almost un-
carable,

The relephane ran, . .

"Helln!"Pszid Kiin?g. “Yes, Gisors, Kyoshi.t Ecﬁ;cd)::
He's here with me. . . . I'm asked if you are still alive,
hesaid 10 Ky,

“Why did you send for me?” ding”

“Ithink we're going to come to an understanding.

The telephone again,

“Hello! };\Io. I was just telling him that lw:c“{’:un::
furely come to an understanding. Shot> Call m
Well see 3

Since Kyo had entered, Konig had not taken his eyes
off him,

“What do you think of it>” he asked, hanging up the
Teceiver,

“Nothing.” A N
Kénig Jowered his eyes, raised them again:
“You want to live?””
“Ie depends how.” . .
“One ‘can also die in various wa}:(;ice. .
oo dorsn't]have ﬂc‘;:osa one’s way of liv-
*Do you think one always
%o . ing of himself, Kyo was dct:x_'mgn:d
fo I;ii?t‘ilgn:g;sk:: :ssl(:?l%ﬂ‘;, but he had no desire to irritate
him:

TKyo Is an abbrevistion. 505



“I don't know. And you?” X

“I've been told that you are a Communist through dig-
nity. Is that rue?”

Kyo at first did not understand. Tense in the expecta-
tion of the phone-call, he was wondering what this
strange exzmination meane. Finally:

“Does it really interest you?” he asked.

“More than you ean imagine.”

There was a menace in the tone, if not in the words
themselves. Kyo answered: .

“I think that Communism will make dignity possible
for those with whom I am fighting. What is against it,
at 2ny rate, forces them to have none, unless they possess
a wisdom a5 rare among them as among the others—
more perhaps, for the very reason that they are poor,
and that their work separates them from their lives. ’Vh}’
do you ask me this question, since you aren’t even listen-
ing to my answer?”

“What do you call dignity? It doesn’t mean aay-
thing.” i

The telephone rang. “My Jife,” thought Kyo. Kénig
did nor pick up the receiver.

“The opposite of humiliation,” said Kyo. “When one
comes from where I come, that means something.”

The phone was ringing amid the silence. Konig put
his hand on the instrument.

“Where are the arms hidden?” he asked.

“You can leave the phone alone, At last I understand:
That call is merely stage-business for my benefit”

Kyo ducked his head: Kénig had been on the point
of throwing one of the two revolvers—no doubt empty—
in his face; but he put ic back on the table.

“T've got something betrer,” he said. “As for the tele-
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h .
;;1:“1 you :Vlll soon see if it was a fake, little fellow.
Inehiyo“ Ve seen ten tortured?”
gt P:;kﬂt, Kyo was trying to press his swollen
be g :fgraidm The cyznide was in this left pocker, and
oot of dropping ir if he were to lift it to his

b“‘:l‘l\‘:\iit:wv; seen men who had be_cn tortured: T've
2t where g1 2} war, What puzzles me is why you asked
You will kn: IS are. You know where they are, of

“The 0 w it So what?”

::It's po;?;i:_“’fms have been crushed everywhere.”
“s';::?' have been. Think carefully: if you work for

aze saved, and no one will know it. I'll help you

©gtaway, .
Msg};ﬂt show he should begin,” thought Kyo. Nervous-
the & ;e h’m wit, int spite of humnself. Bo he knew hat
Hn\wf: ice did nor content itself with vague promues.
come Ve, the proposal sarprised him as thougls, by being

ventional, it ceased to be true.

9"1Y I will know it,” Konig went oft

that's necessary. . . .”
wWhy . Kyo wondered, did he se

?rds_- “Thar’s alf that's necessary '?

“Lshall not enter your service,” he ssid, afinest absent-
Rindedty,

“Look out; 1 can lock you up with a dozen innocent
men, elling chern that their fate depends o Yo that
they \gill remmain in prison if you G9R°t spedk and thar
they are free o choose their O¥T mesns. « v ¢

“It's simpler with evecationess”

“The gltemnate entreates and torrares are worse,
don’c kniow—not y¢&, at least.

Don't talk aboue what you
307
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“1 have just seen a funatic practically tortured. A
lunatic. You understand?”

“Do you fully realize what you are risking?”

“I have been in the civil war, I tell you, I know. Qurs
also have tortured: men will need a good many pleasures
to compensate for all this. . . « Enough. I shall not
serve you.”

Konig was thinking that, in spite of what Kyo was
saying, he had not understood his threar. “His youth
helps him,” he said to himself. Two hours before he
had questioned a prisoner who had been 2 member of
the Cheka; after ten minutes he had felt a bond of
brotherhood: the world in which they both Jived was
no longes that of men; henceforth they belonged else-
where. B Kyo was immune to fear through lack of
imagination, patience . . .

“Aren’t you wondering why 1 haven't yet sent this
revolver flying into yous face?”

“I think 1 am very close to death: that kills curiosity.
And you ’havc already said, ‘I've got something bet-
er, .. 0"

Kanig rang.

“Perhaps Il come tonight and ask you what you
think of uman dignity. . . . To the prisomynrd, series
A," he said to the goards who were entering.

Four o’clock in the afternoo®

Clappique mingled in the stir thar was pushing the

crowd of the concessions towards the barbed wires: i

the Avenue of the Two Republics the executioner m}

passing, his short saber on his shoulder, followed by hS

escort of AL ists. Clappi i Jiately ramed
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‘Ct:’:);:nd ‘:"de for the concession, Kyo arrested, the
e ﬂlstd efen.se crushed, a great number of sympa-
1d ,;Tlurhfxcdm.thc European city itself. . . . Konig
Pmtcgclt :d“ f"" until evening: he would no longer be
e &xﬁa ;cr that, Gun-shots here and there on cvery
were com by the wind, jt seemed to him that they
don't w‘m’"g nearer to him, and death with them. “1
ant to ;.t to die,” he said berween his teeth, “I don’t
runin ie.” He became aware of the fact that he was
N g. He reached the docks.
ﬁck; passpotr, and not enough money left to get 2

smm;e srcax_nships, one of them French., Clappique
ungep ed running. Stow away in one of the life-boats
nd l'hlhc tarpaulin? But he would have to get aboard,
Ay man at the gangway would not let him pass.
{yuay, the idea was idiotic, The harches? 1diotic,
b :‘Cv idiotic. Go and find the captain and try €© bloff
h:‘ He had gotten out of scrapes in this way before;
m‘ this time the captain would take him for a Com-
sh;!m“' and would refuse to take him on board: The
hl’ was leaving in two hours: a bad moment to disturb
the captain. 1f he were discovered on board once the
ship was out at sca, he could manage; bu the trick was
© get aboard.

He could just see himself hidden in some comner,
crouched in a barrel; bue this time his imagination did
N0t save him, He scemed to be offering himself, as if
to the mediators of 2n unknown god, to those enormous,
bristling steamships, charge inics, indifferent
10 the point of hatred. ‘He had stopped before th
ship, He was thinking nothing, fooking, fascinated by
the gangplank, at the men who were getting on and of
(none of whom was thinkiog of him, nor guessed hi
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torment and whom he would have liked to kill for this),
who showed their tickers as they passed the bulwarks.
Make a false ticket? Absurd.

A mosquito stung him. He brushed it away, touching
his cheek as he did so: he needed a shave, As though any
act of attention to one’s personal appeatance were propi-
tious to departures, he decided to go and get a shave, but
without going far from the ship. Beyond the sheds, among
the bars and curio-shops, he discovered a Chinese barber-
shop. The proprietor also ran 2 wretched café, and the
two businesses were separated only by a hanging mat.
While waiting for his turn, Clappique sat down near the
mat and continued to watch the gangway of the ship. On
the ather side, peaple were talking:

“It’s the third one,” said a man's voice.

“Wich the baby, nobody will take us. What if we tried

one of the rich hotels?”

A woman answered:

“Dressed as we are? The fellow ar the door would
throw us out before we even reached it.”

*“There they don’t mind if the children make a noise.
«« « Let’s try some more~anywhere.”

“As soon as the managers see the kid, they’}l refuse.
Only the Chinese hotels would take us in, but the kid
would get sick from their dirty food.”

“In a2 poor European hotel, if we conld manage t0
get him in without thejr noticing it, perhaps they
wouldn't dare to throw us ont, once we were there. » » -
In any case, we'd be gaining time, We'd have to wrap Up
the fittle fellow, so they would think it was linen.”

“Linen doesn’t cry”

“With the bottle in his month he wons ery. . «

“Perhaps. 1 could make arrangements at che desk, 208
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{:u could come in afterward. You could just pass by
es Aflcrk without stopping.”
- :! :!:’cfep ;ljﬁplquc was looking at the gangway- A

i ) . »umer him like
this, )
en for his
whe o
5 m
oot as gemng
T UL LI UAIDEL $ LiLt, Lab s s a sign to

g.’PP“l“C. who got into it, still keeping his eye on the
C[l b :I'he gangplank was deserted, but scarcely was
appique’s face covered with lather than a sallor went
on board, carrying two new pails (which he had perhaps
P
just bought) and brooms on his shouldes. Clappique’s
;)_’u followed him, step by step—he would have identified
imself with a dog, if the dog were climbing the ga08-
];lank and leaving with the ship. “Che sailor passed in
ront of the man at the bulwark without 2 word.
Clappique paid for the shave, throwing the coins oft
the washstand, tore off the towels and ran our, his face
full of soap. He knew where he could find some second~
hand dealers. People were looking 2t him: after taking
ten steps, he went back, washed his face, started off
“gain,
He had no tronble in finding 2 blue sailor-suit at the
first dealer's, He hurried pack 1o B hotel, c!mnged
clothes. “ ought to have 2 few brooms, T son'\’e(l'ung Iike
that.” Buy some old broomms from the “boys”? Absurd:
Why would 2 sailor be pmding abous on Jand \w:n‘h his
brooms? To look more ‘handsome? Complerely idiotic.
¥ he crossed the gangw3y with brooms, it would be
because he had just ‘bought them o land. They must be
new. . .. Let's go and buy SO@me - L .
He entered the shop with his usual Clappique-air. Be-
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fore the disdainful look of the English salesman, he ex-
claimed: “Into my arms!” put the brooms on his shoul-
der, turned round, knocking down one of the bras
lamps, and went out. '

“Into my arms,” in spite of his deliberate extravagance,
expressed what he felt: up to that point, he had been
playing an uncomfortable comedy, through an obscure
prompting of his conscience and through fear, but with~
out frecing himself from the unavowed sense that he
would fail; the salesman’s disdain—although Clappique,
forgetting about his costume, had not assumed the man-
net of a ssilor~proved to him that he could succeed.
With the brooms on his shoulder, he was walking
towards the steamer, warching all eyes as he went, to find
in them the confirmation of his new status. As when he
had stopped before the gangplank, he was stupefied to
discover how indifferent his fate was to others—it ex-
isted only for him. The travelers, awhile ago, had gone
aboard without noticing the man feft standing on the
quay, pethaps to be killed; the passers-by were now look*
ing indifferently at this sailor; no one came out of the
crowd to express astonishment or to recognize him; not
even a curious face. . . , Not that there was anything
:lbouf an assumed life to astonish him, but this time it
was imposed upon him, and his real life pcxhaps‘ de-
pended on it. He was thirsty. He stopped at a Chinese
bar, put down his brooms. As soon as he started to
drink, he realized that he was not thirsty at all, thac ke
had merely wanted to try himself out once more, The
manner in which the man behind the counter gave him
back his change was enaugh to enlighten him. Sinct he
had changed his costume, the world around him had be-
come transformed. He tried to discover how: it w#5
the way people fooked at him that had changed. The
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h‘bk':l single witness of his tmychomania had become 3
crow
At the same time—pleasure or a defensive instinct—the
geeral acceprance of his new civil status pervaded ‘him,
o0, He had found, suddenly, by aceident, the most
ing success of his Life, No, men do not exist, SinCe
# testume s enough to enable one to escaps from ane-
1o find another life in the eyes of others. Te was the
saue feeling of srrangeness, of happiness thac had seized
bim the fire tiene he had found himself in 3 Chiness
erowd-but niow the sensation had not only surface, but
dcpd\: “Now ¥'m living 2 story, not merely telling one!”
bis brooms like guns, he crossed the gang-
Plauk, passed the man at the bulwark (he felt his knees
ﬂm.“ giving way), and found himself on the deck, He
bucried forward among the passengers of the bridge, put
s broorss on a coil of rope. He was safe, at Yeast until
they sepuck the first port. However, he was far from
feeling ar esse. One of the deck passenger & Rossian,
e up to him:
You belong 1o the crew?”
ﬁgd. without waiting for an answ:x:
o you like the life on board ship?”
“Say, my dear fellow, you have 1o jdeal A Frenchman
o t0 travel, thar's a fact: not 3 word THe officers ar¢
sans of bitches but no worse than the ownes and you
dow't sleep very well (I don's like hamm "‘S-zv“;h“‘“"'
of taste) bt you eat well. And yoo s¢ things. d ";‘C
¥is in South America, the missionaries had M3 =d: e
savages Jearn Hirde Larin canticles by h“‘f".“"“gh‘ b c's
day and ight, The bishop arrives, the missionary P
¢ time: sione—the savages are Suck dumb hwx_m“.
spect. But not 2 word! the caatdicle come all by iell:

the parrors of the forest, MY g-good mam w};c:}hzve



never heard anything else, sing it with reverence. . . .
And just imagine, in the Sea of Celebes, ten years ago, 1
came across some Arabian caravels, adrift, sculptared
tike cocoanuts and foll of corpses—victims of the plague
—~with their arms hanging like this over the bulwarks,
und-= « b, eI ot . Alootoate. "

H‘!I - ' e .
Tve to .

“You must introduce the means of art into life, my
g-good man, not in order to make art-Ged, nol—bur o
make mare life. Not a word!” i

He tapped him on the belly, and turned away pru-
demtly: a car which he recognized was stopping at the
end of the gangplank~Ferral was rerurning to France.

A cabin-boy was beginning to pace the first-class deck,
ringing the bell of departure. Each stroke resounded in
Clappique's chest.

“Europe,” he thought; “the feast is over. Now, Eu-
rope.” It seemed to be coming towards him with the bell
that was approaching, no longer as one of liberation, but
as of 2 prison. Bur for the menace of death he would
have gone back on land, .

“Is the third-class bar open®” he asked the Russian.

“Been open for an hour, Anyone can go there till we
are at sea.”

Clappique took him by the arm:

“Lev’s go and get drank. . .

Sir o'clock in the evening

In the large hall-formerly 2 school-yard—two hun-

dred wounded Comnmunists were waiting to be taken o0t

and shot. Katov, among the last ones brought in, w3s
314



mﬁﬁ” on onc elbow, laoking. All wese serched
narily ,cg“glr;;““d' Maay were moamng, in an extraotrdi-
Boseof e oo, cud dhe w were smolng, a5 had dooe
ward 1o tl: ost, and the wreaths of smoke vanished up-
Eorapesn C‘EE’I’“E- atready dark in spie of the large
fog. e s:t,:n ndows, ‘}“km:d by the evening and the
Although d:dyv ;ry high, above nl} those prostrate med.
Fhere was oy ight had not yet disappeared, the atmas
Kator won;: of r‘x:ght. Is it because of the wounds,”
B0 3 stay c?d, or begusc we are all lying down,
wher ion? It is a station. We shalt leave it for no-

5 e, and ?ha[’g ..,
mm:“rthhmese sentries were pacing back and forth
s Ifﬂ: wounded, with fixed bayonets, and their bayo-
shove au“;d the weak light srangely, sharp and straight
Y‘nbwixhtl‘osc formless bodies, Ontside, deep i» the fog.
be warchi ights—street-lamps 0o Joubt—alse seemed 0
case icaisng them. As if it had come from them (be-
Tose t also came from out there in the fog) 2 whstle
oc and' suhmerged the marmurs and groans: that of 2
‘_mm:““"t‘. they were near the Chaper station. In that
was all there was something atrociously 1ensSs which
b h’.“" the expectatian of death. Kato¥ was elightened
bz is awn throat: it was sharse—and hunger: Wich his

ek against the wall, he was Jooking from
many faces that he knew, for 2 8
wounded were fighters of the cboms Along one 0 the
Mrrower walls, @ free space: hree metess wade, Wis
Feserved, “Why are the wounded lying on top of each
ather,” he asked alowud, winsread of gomg OVEr there”
Tt was among the last prought in- L caning against the
wall, he began to raise fumsclf 9P; slchough he suffered
from his wounds, it seemed € i that he would be
able to hold himsel wprights but he stoppeds still bent
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over: although not a single word had been 52id, he
sensed around him such a startling terror that it made
him motionless. In the Jooks? He could scarcely make
them out. In the attitudes? They were, above all, the
attitudes of wounded men, absorbed in their own suffer-
ing, Yer, however it was transmitted, the dread was there
~not feat, but terror, that of beasts, of men who are alone
before the inhuman. Katov, without ceasing to lean
againse the wall, straddled the body of his neighbor.

“Ate you crazy?” asked a voice from the level of the

00T,

“Why?” A

It was both a question and a command. But no one
answered. And one of the guards, five meters away, in-
stead of knocking him down, looked at him with stupe-
faction.

“Why?” he asked again, more fiercely.

“He doesn’t know,” said another voice, also from the
ground, and at the same time, another, siill Jower: “He'll
find out. . . »

He had uttered the second question very loudly. The
hesitancy of the crowd was terrifying—both in rself and
!:ecau:e almosc all these men knew him: the menace hang-
ing over that wall weighed upon them all, but particu:
larly upon him,

“Lie down again,” said one of the wounded.

Why did no one call him by his name? And why did
the sentry not interfere? He had seen him, awhile 380,
knock down one of the wounded with the burt of his
gun, when he had tried to change places. . . . He 3
proached the last one who had spoken and lay down
alongside of him.

*Thav's where they put those who are to be torrured:”
said the man in a low voice,
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could feel each man stiffening. The officer, over there,
incorporeal, a shadow between the flickering light of the
fantern and the twilight behind him, was giving orders
to a sentry. The latter approached, sought Katov, found
him. Without touching him, without saying a word,
with respect, he simply made Katov a sign to gec up.
He gor to his feet with difficalty, faced the door, aver
there, where the officer continued to give ordess. The
soldier, with 2 gun on one arm, the lantern on the other,
came and stood on his lefr. To his right, there was
only the free space and the blank wall. The soldier
pointed to the space with his gun. Katov smiled bircerly,
with a despainng pride. But no one saw his face, and
all those of the wounded who were not in the throes of
death, followed him with their eyes. His shadow grew
upon the wall of those who were to be rortured. '

The officer went out. The door remained open.

. The sentinels presented arms: 3 civilian entered. “Sec-

tion A,” shouted a voice from without, and therenpon
the door was shut. One of the sentinels led the civilian
towards the wall, grambling os he went; when he was
quite close, Katov, with stupefaction, recognized Kyo.
As‘h: was not weunded, the sentinels upon secing him
atrive berween two officers had taken him for one of
t}}{ foreign counselors of Chiang Kai-shek; now recog-
nizing their mistake, they were abusing him from a dis-
tance. He lay down in the shadow beside Katov.

“You know whar's shead of us?” the latrer asked:

“They've been careful to advise me~1 don’t care:
Lhave my cyanide. Have you yours3” .

“Yes
“Are you wounded?”
“In the legs. But I can walk.”
“Have you been here fong?”
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“No. When were you caught?”

“Last night, Any way of geting out of here?”

“Not 2 chance. Almost all are badly wounded. Sol-
diers everywhere outside. And you saw the machine-
guns in front of the door?”

“Yes. Where did they get you?”

Both nieeded to get away from ¢this death wake, to talk,
1w talk: Katov, of the raking of the Post; Kyo, of the
prison, of his interview with Konig, of what he had
leamed since; even before he reached the temporary
prison, he had found out that May had not been arrested.

Katov was lying on his side, right beside him, sepa~
tated from him by the vast expanse of suffering~mouth
half-open, lips swollen under his jovial nose, fus eyes
‘I’{‘OSI shut~but joined to him by that absolute friend-
ship, without reticence, which death alone gives: 2
doomed life fallen next to his in che darkness foll of
menaces and wounds, among all those brothers in the
mendicant order of the Revolution: each of these men
fad wildly seized as it stalked past him the only great
ness that could be his.

The guards brought three Chinamen. Separated from
the crowd of the wounded, but also from the men
against the wall. They had beent arrested before the fight-
ing, summarily tried, and were 10w waiting to be shot.

“Katav!” one of them called. .

It was Lu Yu Hisiian, Hemmelrich's associate.

“Whar?”

“Do you knaw if they’re sh
or near by?” . "

 dan't know. We can’t hear it, in any case.

A voice said, a lirtle beyond:

“Geems that the executionts,
gold teeth.”

ooting 1S far from here,

afterwards, pilfers your
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And another:

“I don’t give a damn. I haven’t any.”

The three Chinamen were smoking cigareutes, puffing
away stubbornly.

“Have you several boxes of matches?” asked one of
the wounded, a little farther away.

“Yes”

“Throw me one.”

Lu shrew his. s

“[ wish someone could tell my son that I died bravely,’
he said in 2 low voice. And, even a litle lower: “It is not
easy to die.”

Katov discovered in himself 2 lusterless joy: 1o
wife, no children,

‘The door opened.

“Send one out!” shouted the sentry.

The three men were pressing close to one another.

“Come on, now,” said the guard, “make up your
minds. . . "

He did not dare to make a choice. Suddenly, one of
the two unknown Chinamen took a step forward, threw
down his scarcely burnt cigarerre, lir another after break-
ing two matches and went off with a hurried siep
towards the door, buttoning a5 he went, one by one, 3ll
the butrons af his coat. The door again shut.

One of the wounded was picking up the broken
marches. His neighbors had broken jnto small fragments
those from che box Lu Yu Hsiian had given them, and
were playing 2t drawing straws. In less than five minutes
the door again opened:

“Another!”

Lu and his companion went forward together, hold-
ing each other by the arm. Lu was reciting in 3 lov
voice, without resonance, the death of the hero in @
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famous play; .
destroy Si.y' bue the old Chinese solidarity was indeed
“W{; : no ane was liscening,
Th ich one?” asked the soldier.
gyl 14 ot answer,
Wi;h ;Bmonnc of you B}ﬁng 1o come®”
WIS nearer mv;l;; S: rifle-bute fie scyammd them. Lu
shoulder, 1 the other; he ook him by the
Lu ¢ B
parion i:: h:i shoulder, srepped forward. His com-
o e o b Pl o down.
e 1o die gw rusch more difficult it would be for this
remained al‘ an for those who had preceded him: he
with him Bone. As brave a5 Lu, since he had steod up
e 2 hungg ut now his manger of lying on the ground,
loudly p:au:]lg'_dog‘ his arms held tight around his tiody.
i, he W’s‘:’}c‘}dfcﬁ_f- Tn fact, when the guard touched
200k hold of h{lt with 2 nervous attack. Two soldiers
head of him, ane by his feet, and the other bY his
P and carried him aut.
o I:;Ichcd our full length on his
POSmr:hf&' Kyo shut his eyes:
mmimﬂ;s tl;: dead. He knaginfd himself, suctchc.d out,
serertivy ol IS eyes clo_std, his face composed it the
co ity which dearh dispenses for a day to almost all
mpses, s though the digny ©
:’Y:zchcd had to be asserted. e had seen yuch of
ﬂ“‘h, and, helped by his Japanese educadon, he had
ways thoughe chat it 35 fine to die by onc’s oWl fead,
2 deathy that resembles one’s Life. And to die is passivity,
but o kill oneself is sction-
fetch the firse of their group s
with full consciousness. H remesmbered—his heart
stopped beating—the phonognph records. A time when
hope stilt had reaning! ¥l would not see May again,
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and the only grief tha left him valnerable was her grief,
as if his own death were a fanlt, “The remotse of dying,”
he thought with a contracted irony. No such fecling with
regard to his father, who had always given him the im-
pression not of weakness, but of strength, For more than
a year May had freed him from all solitude, if not from
afl bitterness. The memory of the poignant flight into the
ecstasy of bodies linked for the first time burst forth,
alas! as soon as he thought of her, already separated from
the living. . ., “Now she must forget me. . . * To
write her this would only have heightened her grief
and atrached her all the more to him. “And it would be
telling her to love another.”

O prison, place where time ceases~time, which con-
tinues elsewhere, . . . NO! It was in this yard, sepa-
rated from everyone by the machine-guns, that the Reve-
lution, no matter what its fate or the place of its resur-
fection, was receiving its death-stroke; wherever men
Iabor in pain, in absurdity, in humiliation, they were
thinking of doomed men ke these, as believers pray:
and, in the city, they were beginning to love these dying
men as chough they were already dead. . . . T all of
the carch that this last nighe covered over, this place of
agony was no doubt the most weighted with virile l?v;-
He could wail with this crowd of prostrate men, jount
this sacrificed suffering even in its murmur of com-
plaine. . . .

_And an inaudible chorus of lamentation prolongtd
this whispeting of pain into the depth of the night: hike
Hemmelrich, almost all these men had children. Vet the
fatafity which they had accepted rose with the munmur
of these wounded men like rhe peace of evening, SPreac
over Kyo—his eyes shur, his hands crossed upont his
abandoned body—with the majesty of a funeral ¢hante
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He had .

deepest f:]‘:ghf for what in his time was charged with the
among [hosem"_g and the greatest hope; he was dying
ke W:s e \Vll!}]l{ whom he would have wanted to livcb;
givena niea g, like e:}ch' of these men, because he had
value of 3 H’f“‘}g to h.ls life. YWhat would have been the
w dies Tr is: or \vhxc!: he would not have been willing
A death mmeasy to die when one does not die alone.
asenbly of ;atcrl with this brotherly quavering, an
reeognine [h:_ e vanquished in which multitudes would
golden 1, cn(;sr martyrs, a bloody legend of which the
could he gﬂ are 3n§dc! How, already facing death,
ing to him hto hear (}lis murmur of human sacrifice cry-
good  ref that the virile heart of men is for the dead as

He had uge as the mind?
the wmid"P_Cn:d_ the buckle of his bele and was holding
would die e in his hand. He had often wondered if he
ol him“lﬂ]y- He knew that if he made up his mind
svage ind'sf; f, he would kill humself; but knowing the
selves, h ;1 erence with which hfe unmasks us to our-
ment ’whe ad ot been without anxjety about the mo-
Weigh en death would crush his mind with its whole

ight and finality.

No, dying could be an e
f X;“,“’" of a life which this
an it was an escape from those two soldiers who were
h_Pl;Proachmg hesitantly. He crushed the poison berween

teeth as he would have given command, heard Katov

still question him with anguish and touch him, and, 2¢
he wanted to cling to

"," moment when, suffocatings
him, he felt his whole strength 89 outward, wrenched
from him in an all-powerful convulsion:

The soldiers were coming 1@ fetch two prisoners in
the erowd who could pot get 8- Ne doube being burned
alive entitled one t© specml, although limited, honnrs;

1

xalted act, the supreme ex-
death so much resembled;



transported on a single stretcher, almost on top of each
othier, they were laid down at Katov's left; Kyo, dead,
was lying at his right. In the empty space which seps-
rated them from those who were only condemned to
death, the soldiers crouched near their lantern. Little
by lirtle, heads and eyes fell back into the darkness, now
emerging only rarely into this light which marked the
place of the condemned.

Katov, since the death of Kyo—who had panted for
at least 2 minute—felt himself thrown back into a soli-
tude which was all the stronger and more painful as be
was surrounded by his own people. The Chinaman whom
they had had to carry out in order to kill, shaken by 2
nervous attack, obsessed him. And yer he felt in this
complete desertion a sense of repose, as if for years he
had been awaiting just this; a repose he had encountered,
found again, in the worst moments of his life. Where had
he read: “It was not the discaveries, but the sufferings of
cxplyrcrs which 1 envied, which attracted me. . . .2
As if in response to his thought, the distant whistle
reached the hall for the third time. The two men on his
lefestarted. Very young Chinamen; one was Suan, whom
he knew only through having foughe by his side in the
Post; the second, unknown, (It was not Pei,) Why were
they not with the others?

::Orgznizing combat groups?” he asked.

‘Atcempt at Chiang Kai-shel’s life,” Suan answered.

“With Ch'en?”

“No. He wanted to throw his bomb alone, Chiang Wi
not in the car. I was waiting for the car much further
on. They caught me with the bomb.”

The voice which answered him was so choked that
Kam\" serutinized the two faces: the young men were
weeping, without a sob. Suan tried to move his shoulder,
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and hi i i
y d,l:s ﬁ;‘: contracted with pain—he was wounded also
N Burned,” he said. “T'o be bumned alive. “The eyes, t00
=H°_Y¢S, you understand . . "
B (A; comrade was sobbing now.
i\ sne can be 'bumed by accident,” said Katov.
Yot eemed as 1f they were speaking, not to each other,
*t to some invisible third person.
“Il's not the same thing.”
“I_RJ: it’s not so good.”
- e eyes to0,” the young man repeated in a lower
. ce, “the eyes . . . each finger, and the stomach, the
omach . .

“Shut up!” said the other with the voice of 2 deaf

but could not- His

He would have liked to cry out
ds, causing the

}l‘:;g-i' clutched Suan close to his woum
ter's muscles to contract.
K I:Iuimm dignity,” Katov murmured, thinking of
yo's interview with Konig- The condemned men Were
10 longer speaking. Beyond the lantern, in the darkness
t was now complere, the murmur of the wounded
continued. . , . He edged still closex
companion. One of the guards W
story: their heads close together, thef
Tantern and the eondemned” e lageer could 1
even see one another. I spite of the hum, 17 spite of all
these men who had fought 2° fie hads !_(zmv was _alone,
alone between the body of his dead friend =x_1d his two
terror-stricken companions: alone berween this wall and
that whistle far oft in ¢ night. But 2 man could be
stronger than this solirude and €7€R perhaps, than that
atrocious whistle: f€2f sroggled in HiM against the most
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serrible temptarion in his life. In his turn he opened the
buckle of his belr. Finally:

“Hey, there,” he said in 2 very Jow voice. “Suan, put
your hand on my chest, and close it as soon zs I touch
it: 'm going to give yon my cyanide. Thereis absTutely
enough only for two.”

He had given up everything, except saying that there
was D“l)' - - i Latetache
cyamde : . '
surrounded Liein Wilh @ Uil LA, DUl Suus sy b
move? Impossible to see anything; Katov was making
this pift of something that was more precious than his
Iife ot even to bodies, not even to voices, but to the
warm hand resting upon him. Tt grew taut, like an ani-
mal, immedistely separated from him. He waited, his
whole body tense. And suddenly, he heard one of the
two voices:

“I’s lost. Fell.”

A voice scarcely affected by anguish, as if such 2
f:utas}rophc. so decisive, so tragic, were not possible, 25
if !’hl‘ngs were bound to arrange themselves. For Karov
also it was impossible. A limitless anger rose in him, but
fell again, defeated by this impossibility. And yet! To
have given that only to have the idiot lose it!

“When?” he asked, ' .

. “Befare my body. Could ot hold it when Suan passe
it: 'm wounded in the hand t00.” '

“He dropped both of them,” said Suan.

They were no doubt looking for it in the space be-
tween them. They next looked between Katov and Svan,
on whom the other was probably almost lying: for
}xzx.ov, without being able to see anything, could fetl
beside him the butk of two bodies. He was looki ,
trying to control his neivousness, to place his,
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i regular intervals, wherever he could reach, Their
bands brushed his. And suddenly one of them took his,
pressed it, held it.
“Even if we don't find it . . . said one of the voices.
Katov also pressed his hand, on the verge of tears,
held by that pitiful frarernity, without a face, almost
without a real voice (all whispers resemble one another),
which was being offered him in this darkness in return
for the greatest gifc he had ever made, and which
perhaps was made in vain. Although Suan continued to
Iock, the two hands remained united. The grasp suddenly
ecame 2 tight cluech:
“Here!”
O resurrection! . . , But:
“Are you sure they are not pebbles?” asked the other.
There were many bits of plaster on the ground.
“Give it 1o me!” said Katov.
With his fingertips, he recognized the shapes.
He gave them back—gave them back—pressed more
strongly the hand which again sought his, znd waited,
B e R ine 91F anly the

. d
his, and] a5 though he were communicating through it
with the body lost in the darkness, he felt that the Lat-
ter was stiffening. He envied this convulsive suffocation.
Almost at the same time, the ather one: 2 choked cry
which no one heeded. Then, nothing. . .

Katov felr himself desered. He turned over on his
belly and waited. The trembling: of his shoulders did not
“f;-the middle of the night, the officer came back.. In
a clatter of rifles striking against one another, six 5_oldms
were approaching the condemned men. All the prisoners
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had awakened. The new lantern, atso, showed only
long, vague forms—tombs in the earth already turned
over—and a few reflections in the cyes. Katov managed
to raise himself, The one who commanded the squad
took Kyo's arm, felt its stiffness, immediately seized
Suan’s; that one also was stiff, A rumble was spreading,
from the first rows of prisoners to the last, The chief
of the squad lifted the foot of one of the men, then of
the other- they fell back, stiff. He called the officer. The
fatrer went through the same motions. Among the
prisoners, the rumble was growing. The officer Tooked
at Katow:

“Dead?”

Why answer?

“Tsolate the six nearest prisoners!”

“Useless,” answered Katov: “I gave them the cyanide.”

“And you?” he finally asked.

.“Th:rc was only enough for two,” answered Katov
wnz};lt;lcep joy. "

‘m going to get a rifle- i ace,” he thought
© himscﬁ,) g to get a rifle-burt in my fac 4

The rumble of the prisoners had become almost 2
clamor.

“Come on, let’s go,” said the officer merely.

Katov did not %orgct that he had bcen’::ondemnfa
to death before this, that he had seen the machine-gun$
lsvelcd 3t him, had heard them fire. . . . “As soon 2
I'm ourside, I'm going to try to strangle one of them, and
to hold my hands tightened to his throat long enough $0
they will be forced to kill me. They will bum me, but
dead.” At that very moment one of the soldiers scized
h}m by the waist, while another brought his hands b:hing
his back and tied them. “The licele fellows were lucky.”
he said to himself, “Well? let's suppose I died in a fire
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He began to walk. Silence fell, like a trap-door, in spite
of the moans. The lantemn threw Karov's shadow, now
very black, actoss the great windows framing the night;
he walked heavily, with Gneven steps, hindered by his
wounds; when the swinging of his body brought him
closer to the lantern, the silhouette of his head vanished
into the ceiling. The whole darkness of the vast hall was
alive, and followed him with its eyes, step by step. The
silence had become so great that the ground resounded
each time his foot fell heavily upon it; all the heads,
with a slight movement, followed the rhythm of his
walk, with love, with dread, with resignation, All kept
their heads raised: the door was being closed.

A aneed o F Aol Lomialine oho cama ne thae of sleen.

all these who were not yet dead were waiting for the
whistle.

The next day

For more than five minutes, Gisors had been looking
at his pipe. Before him, the lighted lamp (“which doesn’t
mean that T will use it”), the lirrle open box of opium,
the clean needles. Outside, the night; in the room, the
Light of the small lamp and 2 great bright rectangle at one
end~the open doorway to the next room, where they
had brought Kyo’s body. The yard had been cleared for
new victims, and no one had objecred to the removal of
the bodies thrown outside. Katov’s had not been found.
May had brought back Kyo's, with the precautions she
would have taken for one scver:ly'woundcd. H.e .lay
there, stretched out, not serenc as Kyo, before killing
himself, had thought he would become, but convulsed
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by the suffocation, already something else than a man.
May was combing his hair before the preparation of
the body for burial, speaking with her mind to the last
presence of this face with horrible maternal words that
she did not dare to pronounce, afraid herself to hear
them. “My love,” she murmured, as she would have
said, “my flesh,” knowing full well that it was something
of herself, not foreign, which was torn from her; “my
Tife . . " She perceived that it was to the dead that she

was Saying this. Bur she had long been past tears.
B N N 1 e onm ehinly

advance his hand. He believed in no survival, had no
;‘csp;ct for the dead; but he did not dare to advance his
and.

She came towards him, her mouth distorted by grief,
her eyes staring into space. . . . She placed her fingers
gently on his wrist.

“Come,” she said in an anxious voice, almost a whispet.
“It seems to me he feels 2 lirtle warmer.”

!{c looked up into her face, so human, so grief-
stricken, but betraying no delusion. She was looking 3t
him calmly, less with hope than with the attitude of
prayer. The effects of poison are always uncertain; ’{“d
sl"w was a doctor, He got up, followed her, guarding
hireslf womaiomae - Leey LD, T N eewee-den him bt

- ut

NN . ad

never be touched by wrinkles: it was cold, with the

special coldness of death. He did not dare to withdraw

his fingers, to meet May's eyes, and he kept his own €y

fastened upon Kyo's open hand, in which the lines had
already begun to disappear, . . .
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“_"NO." he said, rerurning to his distress. He had not
e it He realized that he had not believed May.
Ch . . " she said merely.

\VSh};c watched him return into the other room, hesitant.

t was he thinking of? As long as Kyo was there,
every t.hought belonged to him. This death demanded
Wn}nhmg of her, 2n answer which she did not know, but
which existed none the less. Oh, the abject good fortune
of others, with their prayers, their funeral flowers! An
answer beyond anguish which tore from her hands the
paternal caresses which no child had received from her,
with the frightful urge that causes one to speak to the
dead with the most affectionate gestures of hfe. “This
mouth which only yesterday had said to her: “ thought
you were dead,” would never speak again; it was not
With the derisive remnant of life—a body~it was with
death irself that she must enter into communion. She
stood there, motionless, wrenching from her memories 50
many agonies beheld with resignation, all tense with
passivity in the vain welcome that she wildly offered
to nothingness.
. Gisors was once more stretched out on the divan.
‘And presently 1 shall have to wake up. 7 How

much Jonger would each morning bring this death back
ce. Advance his

minutes, think of

paralytic who might wish to harm n
Tonger be able to reach him; it would lose its hold on him
and would gently dissolve into the universal serenity.
Liberation was there, within Tis reach. No help cn be
given to the dead. Why continue to suf.fer?.ls grief an
offering 1o love, or 10 fear? . . » He still did not dare

to touch the tray, and anguish, a5 well as desire and re-
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pressed tears, choked him. He picked up st random the
first pamphlet which his hiand fell on (he never touched
Kyo's books, but he knew he would nat read it). It was
2 copy of the Peking Politics which had fallen there
when they had brought in the body and which contained
the speech for which Gisors had been dismissed from
the University. In the margin, in Kyo's handwriting:
“This speech is my father's speech.” Kyo had never
even told him that he approved him. Gisors folded the
pamphlet gently and looked at his dead hope.

He opened the door, threw the opium into the night
and came back and sat down, his shoulders drooping,
waiting for the dawn, waiting for his grief 1o be reduced
to silence, to become exhausted in its dialogue with
itself. . . . In spite of the suffering which half opencd
his mouth, which cast over his grave face a deforming
expression of bewilderment, he did not lose all control.
Tonighr, his Life was going to change: the power of
thought is niot great against the metamarphasis to which
death can oblige a man. He was henceforth thrown back
upon himself. The world no Jonger had any meaning, no
fonger existed: the irretrievable immobility, there, be~
side z_baz body which had bound him to the universe,
was like a suicide of God. He had expected of Kyo
neither success, nor even happiness; bue that the world
s!:ould be without Kyo . . . “I am thrown outside of
ume't-, the child was the submission to time, to the flow
of things; no doubr, deep down, Gisors fele hope, as he
felt anguish, hope of nothing, expectation, and his fove
had to be crushed in order that he should discover that.
And yet! All that was destroying him found in him 20
avid welcome: “There is something beautiful in being
dead,” be thoughe, He felt the basic suffering trembling
within him, not thar which comes from creatures OF

33



from things, but that which gushes forth from man him-
«lf and from which life atvempts to tear us away; he
could escape ir, but enly by ceasing to think of it; and
be plunged inro it deepes and deeper, as if this terrified
wntemplation were the only voice that death could
bear, as if this suffering of being a man which pesvaded
bim, reaching down 1o the very depth of his heart, were
the only prayer that the body of his dead son could hear.
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Part Seven






F Paris, July
ERRAL, fanmng hxmsclf wn(h the newspapcr in

LAt I

of the Monvement Général des Fonds—Ferral's brother
had wisely fallen ill the week before—the representative
of the Bank of France, the representative of the prin-
cipal French business-bank, and those of the credit estab-
lishments. Ferral knew them all: one son, one son-in-
law, and former officials of the Mouventens Général des
Fonds; the link between the State and the Establishments
was too close for the latter not to consider it in their in-
terest to atrach to themselves officials, who were favor-
ably received by their former colleagues. Ferral observed
their surprise: ordinarily he would have been the first
one there; not seeing him there, they had thought he
had not been invited to be present. That he should per-
mit himself to come last suprised them, Everything
separated them: what he thought of them, what they
thought of him, their manner of dress: almost all were
dressed with an impersonal carelessness, and Ferral was
wmmg h:s \vtmkled tweed smt and the gray silk shirt

o Fon QLaanhonl T ranac,
wi'

;! : X * 15 that facial
expression which recalled another age due to his whirfj
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hair, thick Iike thar of the wigs of the Regency? Thatdel-
1cate face with its bright cyes, that open smile~he was
an old Parfiamentarian~accorded with the tradition of
minssterial courtesy; a tradition which ran paralle] to that
of his brusqueness when he was bitten by a Napoleonic
fly. While everyone was raking his seat, Ferral thought
of a famous anecdote: the minister~then Minister of
Foregn Affairs—on one occasion upon pulling the coat-
uil of the French envoy to Morocco, had cavsed the
seam suddenly to rip up the back; he rang for the door-
keeper: “Bring one of my coats for Monsieur!” then
rang again just as the door-keeper was leaving: “The
oldest onet He doesn't deserve another!” His face would
have been very ateractive but for the expression of the
eyes which scemed to deny what his mouth promised: he
had one glass eye.

They were all seated: the director of the Mouvement
Giénéral at the right of the minister, Ferral at his left;
the representatives, at the other end of the office, on 2
couch.

“You kmow, gentlemen, why I have called you. You
have no doubt examined the question, T leave M. Ferral
to summarize it for yon and to present his point of view.”

The representarives patiently wwaited for Feml 10
tell them fantastic tales, as nsual,

“Gentlemen,” said Ferral, “it is customary in 4 cot-
ference like this to present an optimistic picoure. You
have before you the report of the Taspection of Finance.
The siruation of the Consortium is, practicaly speaking,
worse than this repart would lead one to assume. [ sub
mit o you neither exaggerated items nor uncertain
credits. The liabilities of the Consortium you knows
obviously; I wish to call your atteation to two points It
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the assers which no balance-sheet can indicate, and on
the strength of which your aid is requested.

“The first is that the Consortium represents the only
French enterprise of its kind in the Far East. Even
though it showed a deficit, even though it were on the
verge of bankruptcy, its structure would remain intact.
Its network of agents, its trading-posts in the interior of
China, the connections established between its Chinese
buyers and its Indo-Chinese production companies, all
that exiszs and can be maintained. I don’t exaggerate in
saying that, for half the merchants of the Yangtze,
France means the Consortium, as Japan is the Mitsubishi
Company; our organization, as you know, can be com-
pared in its scope with the Standard Oil. Now, the Chi-
nese Revolution will not be eternal.

“The second point: thanks to the bonds that unite the
Consortium to a great part of Chinese commerce, I have
partcipated in the most effective way in the seizure of
power by General Chiang Kai-shek. It is now definitely
settled that the share in the construction of the Chinese
Railways promised to France by the treaties will be given
to the Consortium. You know its impostance. It is upon
this poin that L ask you to base your decision in granting
to the Consortium the aid which it requests of you; it
is because of its presence that it appears ta me defensible
to wish that the only powerful organization which repre-
sents our country in Asia should not disappear—even
though it were to leave the hands of those who have
founded it."

The represenmivcs were carefully examining the
balance-sheet, with which, for that matter, they were
already familiar, and which could tell them nothing new:
all were waiting for the minister to speak.

“It is not only to the interest of the State,” said the

339



Iatter, “but also to that of the Establishments that eredit
should not be endangered. The fall of such important
organizations as the Industrial Bank of China, as the
Consortium, cannot buat be a serious blow to all, ..

He was speaking nonchalanely, leaning back in his

armchair, looking off into space, tapping the blotting
paper in front of him with the tip of his pencil. The
representatives were waiting for his attirude to become
more precise. .

“Will you allow me, Sir,” said the Representative of
the Baok of France, “to submit to you a somewhat
different opinion. I am the only one here who does not

P a credit establish and T am thescfore im-
partial. For several months the crashes have caused the
deposits to diminish, it is true; but, after six months, the
sums withdrawn automatically return, and precisely in
the principal establishments, those which offer the most
guarantees. Perhaps the fall of the Consortium, far from
being prejudicial to the establishments which these geo-
:‘}‘“’"“ represent, would on the contrary be favorable to

em. , . ."”

“Except for this, that it is always dangerous © phy
with credits: fifteen provincial bank failures would not
be profitable to the Establishments, if for no other reason
than that of the political measures which they would
call for.”

All this means nothing, thought Ferral, if not thar the
Bank.o( France is afraid of being involved and having t0
pay if the establishments pay. Silence, The guestioning
fook of the minister met that of one of the representi-
tives: the face of a cavalry liemtenant, a piercing Jook
ready to reprimand, o sharp voice:

T must confess that T am a litele less pessimistic than
M. Ferral on the agpregate of the jtems in the balance-
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sheet which we have before us. The situation of the
banks of the group is disastrous, it is true; but certain
companies can be maintained, even in their present
form.”

“It is the whole enterprise which I am asking you to
Maintain,” said Ferral. “If the Consortium is destroyed,
its affairs lose all meaning for France.”

“On the contrary,” said another representative, with
slender, delicate features, “M. Ferral seems to me to be
optimistic, after all, as to the principal asset of the Con-
sortium, The loan has not yet been issued.”

He was looking as he spoke at the lapel of Ferral’s
coat; the latter, puzzled, followed his look, and under-
stood; he alone int the room was nat decorated. Putposely.
‘The man who spoke was a Commander of the Legion of
Honor, and regarded this disdainful button-hole with
hostility. Ferral had never wanted consideration except
for his own power.

“You know that it will be issued,” he said; “issued and
covered. That concerns the American banks 2nd not
their clients, who will take what they are told to take.”

“Let’s assume it. The loan covered, who guarantees
that the railroads will be buile?”

“But,” said Ferral with 2 lirtle astonishment (his
questioner could not help knowing what he would
answer), “there is no question of giving the major part
of the funds to the Chinese government. They will go
directly from the American banks to the enterprises en-
gaged to manufacture the rollingstock, obviously.
Otherwise, do you think the Americans would issue the
loan?”

“To be sure. But Chiang Kai-shek may be Lilled or
beaten; if Bolshevism rises again, the Joan will not be
issued. For my part, I don't believe Chiang Kai-shek can
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maintain himself in power. According to information we
have received, his downfall is imminent.”

“Yhe Communists have been crushed everywhere,”
answered Ferral. “Borodin has just left Hankow and is
returning to Moscow.”

“The Communists, no doubr, bur nor Communism.
China will never again become what she was, and, after
Chiang Kai-shek’s triumph, new Communist waves are
to be feared. . . .”

“My opinion s that he will still be in power in ten
)t:‘;:xs. But there is no business that does nor iovolve
sk,

(Only Jisten to your courage, he was thinking, which
never tells you anything. And Turkey, when it did not
reimburse you one cenr and was buying war-implements
with your money? You never have carried out 2 single
great enterprise by yourselves. When yau‘tc through
prostituting yourselves to the State, you take your
cowardice for wisdom, and believe that to be 2 Venus de
i_\iil;) all you need is to be armless—which is going a firde

ar.,

“If Chiang Kai-shek maintains himself in the govern-
ment,” said the soft voice of a young repr:scnt:rivc with
cutly hair, “China will recover the autonomy of its cus-
toms. What is there 1o guarantee thar, even granting Me
Ferral all he assumes, his activity in China will not lose
all its value on the day when Chinese Jaws will suffice to
reduce it to nothing? Several answers can be made t©
that, T know, ., »

“Several,” suid Ferral,

“A\'(_me the less the fact remains,™ answered the repre-
sentative who looked Kike an officer, “that this under-
taking is uncertain, or, even admitting that it involves 50
risk, the fact semains thar it involves 2 long-term credit
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2nd, in truth, a participarion in the activity of an enter-
prse. . .. We all know thar M. Germain neatly
brought about the ruin of the Crédit Lyonnais through
ving become interested in Anilin Dyes, which was
fevertheless one of the best French ventures. Our func-
ton 8 not to participate in business ventures, but to lend
foney on guarantees, on short terms. Anything else is
outside our field, it’s 2 matter for business banks.”

Silence, again, A long silence.

Ferral was wondering why the minister did not inter-
vene. All of them, including himself, spoke a conven-
tional and ornate language, Iike the ritual languages of
Asia: there was no doubt, for that matter, that all this
had a considerable Chinese flavor. That the guarantees
of the Consortiym were insufficient was indeed obvious;
otherwise, why was he here? Since the war, the losses
suffered by the French Reserve which had subscribed
1 the stocks or obligations of commercial enterprises
I ded by the Establist and the great com-
mercial banks, amounted to about forty billions—ap-
preciably more than the cost of the Treaty of Frankfort.
A bad venture paid a higher commission than 2 good
one, that was all, But 2 bad venture, to be accepted, had
to be submitted by one of them-not by an outsider,

. They would not pay, upless the ‘minister formally
intervened, because Ferral was not one of them. Not
married: stories abour women that had become known.
Suspected of smokmg opium. He had turned down the
Legion of Honor. Too much pride to be either a con-
formist or a hypoctite. Perhaps great individualism cla_uh.i
be fully developed only on a dung-heap of hypocssy:
Borgia was not a pope by accident. . - « Tt \vaanat ai:
the end of the eighteenth century among the Frenc

tevolutionaries, drunk with virtue, that the great in-
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dividualists would be found, bur in the Renaissance, in
a social structure which was Christianity, obviously. . ..

“Monsieur Je Ministre,” said the oldest of the delegates,
swallowing both his syllables and his short mustache,
white Jike his wavy hair, “it goes without saying that we
are dispased to come to the aid of the State. That's
understood. You know it.”

He removed his monacle, and the gestures of his hands
with slightly parted fingers became the gestures of 2
blind man.

“But after all, we would have to know how far we
were going into it! I don’t say that each of us could not
involve himself to the extent of, say, five million. Good.”

‘The minister shrugged his shoulders imperceptibly.

“But that’s not the question, since the Consortium
must reimburse at 2 minimum 250,000,000 in deposits.
And then, what? If the State believes a crash of this
magnitude would be serious, it has its own means of
obtaining funds; to save the French and Annamite de-
positors, the Bank of France and the General Govern-
ment of Indo-China are after all the ones who should be
called upon rather than we, who also have our depositors
and our stockholders. Each one of us is here in the name
of his Establishment, . , .»

(e being und d, Ferral was thinking, that if the
minister made it clear that he wants the Consortiom to
be refloated, there would no fonger be either depositors
or stockholders.)

“ . . Who among us can affirm that his stockholders
would approve a loan made for no other purpose than
1o maintain 2 tottering enterprise> What these stock-
holders think, Sir—and nor they slone—we Jmow very
well; they think thar the market must be made sound,
that enterprises that are not viable must blow up; that
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t0 maineai U
render :;‘:nthem artificially is the worst service one can
o, wiich What becomes of the efficacy of competi-
doomed :m’s She very life of French commerce, if
oy friensprg,e: ax: automatically maintained?”
mandid 2 th" _twug t Ferral, yz_)ur.l“smblishmcnt de-
Stte, just m‘:f’ym ;1‘ per cent saise in tariffs from the
doube) nth; to facilitate free competition, no
“..AndsPy 0 T oo
antees, as has ver o
weswhich M. Fer. - BT
s elf, Will the State substirute for M. Ferral in
wil r: and give us t‘hc guarantees against which we
Wordgs nt t:c “Consortium the funds it needs? In other
Dﬁerin’ is the State appealing to our Joyalty without
ad m;g 3;\2’ compensation, or does it ask us—the State
T"asur[y . Ferralto facilitate an operation of the
cone even on a long term? In the first case, of
bound it can count on our loyalty, but after all we are
ol to consider our stockholders’ interests; in the
Xﬂd‘ what guarantees does it offer us?”
v complete ciphered language, Ferral was thinking.
kmc were not engaged in playng 2 comedy, the min-
- W?uld answer: “[ appreciate the comic value of the

ord ‘Jevotion.” Your principal benefits come from
your gelations with the State. You live on commissions,
which determine the importance of yout establishment,
and not on independent activities. The State has given
you this year one hundred million, in one form or an-
?ther; it is taking back cwenty—bless its name, 2nd call-
ing it quits.” Bue there is no danger of that.

"Fhe minister pulled ovt from a drawer of his desk a
box of soft caramels, and passed i around- Each ate one,
except Ferral. He Lnew now what the delegates of the
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Esablishments wanted: pay, since it was impossible to
leave this cabiner without granting the minister some-
thing, but pay as lictle as possible. As for the latter . . .
Ferral waited, assured that he was busy thinking: “What
wauld Choiseul have appeared to do in my place?” Ap-
peared: the minister did not ask the great lords of the
kingdom for lessons in will, but in behavior or in irony.

“The Vice-Director of the Aowvement Général des
Fonds he said, tapping the table with his pencil, “will
tell you as I do chat I cannot give you these guarantees
without a vore of Parliament. T have called you together,
gentlemen, because the question we are debating con-
cerns France’s prestige; do you think chat bringing this
question before public opinion is a good way to defend
in”

“No dlour, no dlout, bur pelmit me, monsicur le
Ministle . . »

Silence; the represcatatives, chewing their caramels,
sought refuge from the Auvergnar accent in a medi-
tative air. They suddenly felc thae by opening their
mouths they would be exposing chemselves to an unseen
menace. The minister looked 2t them withaut smiling,
one after the other, and Fi erral, who saw him in profile—
rhe.sidc with the glass eye—looked upon him as a great
white Carolina parrot, motionless and bitter, in the midst
of other birds.

“I sce, then, gentlemen,” the minister went on, “that
we are agreed upon that poine, In whatever way we look
upon this problem, jt js necessary that the deposits be
reimbursed. The Genersl Government of Indo-China
would participate in the refloating of the Consortium t0
the amount of ane-fifeh. Whay shate could you offer?”

Now each one sought refuge in his caramel, “Just 2
small pleasure,” said Ferral to himself. “He wants 2 lirtle
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d‘_s‘mcﬂon, but the resulc would have been the same
without the caramels. . . .” He knew the value of the
argument put forward by the minister. It was his brother
‘g}" ’had answered those who asked the AMonvement
. énéral for a conversion without vote of Parliament:
“Why shouldn’t I after that give two hundred millions
on my own authority to my little girl-friend>”

Silence. Longer than the preceding ones. The repre-
sentatives were whispering among themselves.

MO{\SIEur le Ministre,” said Ferral, “if the healthy
enterprises of the Consortium are, in one form or an-
other, to be continued; if the deposits are, in any €asé,
to be reimbursed, don't you think there is occasion to
wish for a greater effort, from which the maintenance
of the Consortium should not be excluded? Does not the
existence of so extensive a French organization have in
the eyes of the State an importance equal to that of 2
few hundred million in deposits?”

“Five million js not a serious figure, gendlemen,” said
the minister. “Must I appeal in 2 more urgent way to the
d:v?don of which you have spoken? 1 know you are
anxious, that your Boards of Directors are anxious 1o
avoid the control of banks by the Stare. Do you think
the fall of enterprises like the Consortium will not arouse
public opinien to the point of demanding such control
in a manner that might become imperious, and perhaps
urgent?”

‘More and more Chinese, thought Ferral. This merely
means: “Stop proposing to me fve ridiculous millions.”
The control of the banks is a0 absurd threat when it is
made by a government whose policy is directly opposed
to such measures. And the minister has no more desire
really to have recourse to it than the reprcs:nmive who _
holds the Havas Agency among his cards desires to:
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launch a p paign against the minister. The State
can no more play seriously against the banks than the
banks against the State, They are accomplices in every
way: a common personnel, common interests and psy-
chology. A struggle berween the department heads of
the same firm~by which, for that matter, the firm sub-
sists, But poorly. As at the Astor, not so long ago, he
could save himself only by not weakening and by show-
ing no trace of anger. But he was beaten: having made
personal effectiveness his essential value, nothing could
compensate for the fact that he was now facing these
men, whose persons and methods he had always de-
spised, in this humiliated position. He was weaker than
they, and by that very fact, in his own system, all that
he might think was of no avail.

“Monsieur le Ministre,” said the oldest delegate, “we
are anxious to show our good will to the State once
again; bue, if there are no guarantees we cannot, in view

of our kholders, consider ding to the Con-
sortium a credit beyond the sum total of the deposits to
be reimbursed, and g d by the resumption of the

healthy affairs of the group. God knows thar we have
no desire for this resumption, that we are undertaking
'st through respect for the superior interest of the

tace, . L

This geUc\v. Ferral was thinking, is really extraordi-
nary, with his air of 2 retired professor transformed into
a blind (Edipus. And all the numbskulls, including
France, wha come to his agency-directors foradvice, and
to whom State funds are thrown like asses” skins when
it'sa matter of buxlding strategic railways sn Russia, in
Poland, in the North Pole! Since the war, that skewer
sieting on the couch has cost the French reserve billions
in State funds alone, Very well, As he used to say, ton
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years ago: “Any man who asks advice about investing
his money from a man he does not know intimately, de-
serves to be ruined.” Eighteen billions. Without men-
tioning the forty billions in commercial enterprises. Nor
myself,

“Monsieur Damiral?” said the minister.

“I can only endorse, Sir, the words you have just
heard. Like M. de Morelles, I cannot involve the estab-
Iishment which I represent without the guarantees which
he mentioned. T could not do so without violating the
principles and the traditions which have made this estab-
Eshment one of the most powerful in Europe, principles
and traditions which have often been attacked, but
which enable it to prove its devotion to the State when
the latter appeals to it, as it did five months ago, 25 it
is doing today, as it will perhaps do tomorrow. Tt is the
frequency of these appeals, Monsieur le Ministre, a_nd
the tesolution we have made to hear them, which oblige
me to ask for the guarantees which these principles and
traditions require that we assure to our depositors, and
thanks to which—as 1 have allowed myself to tell you,
Sir—-we are at your disposal. We can no doubt dispose
of twenty million.” .

The representatives looked at one another in conster-
nation: the deposits would be reumbursed. Fe{ml now
understood what the minister had wanted: to give satis-
faction to his brother without committing himsclf; have
the deposi imbursed; make the Establishments pay,
but as little as posib.lc.; be able to d:aw -Ff a s:msfact.ory

::gzlrcti. b’:n::stroycd; but its annihilation m.am-.red Yinde
if the deposits were reimbursed. The Establishments ob-
tained the guarantee which they had demanded (they
would lose, nevertheless, but very Tinde). A few
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prises, which would be maintained, would become the
affitiates of the Establishments; as for the rest . . . All
that had happened in Shanghai was about to be dis-
solved, here, in 2 complete meaninglessness, He would
have preferred to see himself despoiled, to see his work
go on living complerely out of his hands, conquered of
stalen. Bur the minister would see only his own fear of
the Chamber; he would tear no jackets today. In his
place, Ferral would have begun by banishing himself
from the Consortium, which would thereby have been
rendered more healthy, and would then have maintained
it at any price. As for the Establishments, he had always
affirmed their i ble avarice. He bered with
pride 2 phrase of one of his adversaries; “He always
wants a bank to be a gambling house.”

The telephone rang, close by. One of the atrachés
entered:

“Monsieur le Ministre, the President of the Council
on the private wire.”

“Tell him matters are being satisfacrorily ar-
anged. . ., No, Tl go myself.”

He went out, returned a moment fater, gave the dele-
gate of the prncipal commercial bank (the only one
which was here represented) 2 questioning look.
straight mustache, parailel to bis glasses, bald head, wear-
Iness. He had not yet said a word.

“The maintenance of the Consortium does fot in any
Way Inwerest us,” he said slowly. “A share in the build-
ing of che Railways is assured to France by the treatics.
IE the Consortium falls, anather enterprise will b
fm:md. or will develop, and will succeed it. o « "

f\nd_thxs new corporstion,” said Fernal, “instead of
having industriafized Indo-China, will distribure divi-
dends. But, as it will have done nothing for Chiang Kair
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shelr, it will find irself in the situation in which you
would be here, if you had never done anything for the
s‘““;_ and the treaties will be manipulated by some
A:mencm or British society with a French screen, ob-
viously, To whom you will lend, for that matter, the
money which you refuse me. We have created the Con-
sortium because the policy of the French banks of Asia
maintained a policy of guarantees that would have led
}hcm to make loans to the English in order to avoid mak-
ing Joans to the Chinese. We have followed a policy of
sk, itis L L 2

“Idid not dare to say so.”

“. ., obvious. It is narural that we should reap the
consequences. “The savings will be protected (he smiled
with one corner of his mouth) to the extent of 2 fifty-
eight billion franc loss, and not fifty-eight billion and a
few hundred million. Let us now examine together, gen-
tlemen, if you wish, the manner in which the Consortium
will cease to exist.”

Kobe

In the full light of spring, May~too poor to hire a
carriage~was walking up the hill towards Kama’s house.
If Gisors® baggage was heavy, they would have to bor-
row some money from the old painter to get back to
the ship. Upon leaving Shanghai, Gisors f}afi told her
he would seek refuge with Kama; upon arnving he had
sent her his address. Since then, nothing. Not even when
she had informed him that he had been appointed pro-
fessor in the Sun Yat-sen jnstitute of Moscow. Fear of

olice?
th:AJsaS:l: :s;:lgcd <he was reading a letter from Pei which
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had been delivered to her upon the arsival of the ship
at Kobe, when she had had her passport visaed.

. . . and all those who awere able to flee Shanghai
are awaiting you. 1 bave received the pamphlets. . .

He had published two y of Chlen’s
death, one according to his heart: “The murder of the
dictator is the duty of the individual towards himself,
and must be separate from political action, which is de-
termined by collective forces . . . ,” the other for the
traditionalists: “Even as filial duty~the faith which our
ancestors have in us—enjoins us to seek what is noblest
in our lives, even so it requires of each of us the murder
of the usurper.” The clandestine presses were already
publishing these pamphlets again,

“ «« Lsaw Henomelrich yesterday. He thinks of you.
He is a mounter in the electric plant. He said to me: ‘Be-
fore, 1 began to live awhen I left the factory; now, I begin
to five when I enter it. If's the first time in my life that
1 .'worlc and know why 1 work, not merely waiting pa-
tiently 2o die. . . Tell Gisors that ave are waiting for
him. Since I bave been bere, 1 bave been thinking of the
lecture where be said:

“*A civilization becomes transformed, you st
when its most oppressed element—the humiliation of
the slave, the work of the modern worker—suddenly
becames 2 valire, when the oppressed ceases to attempt
to escape this humiliation, and seeks his salvation in it,
when the worker Ceases to atrempt 1o €5Cape this
work, and seeks in it his reason for being. The factorys
which is still only 2 kind of church of the catacombs
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must become what the cathedral was, and men must
see in it, instead of gods, human power struggling
against the Earth, . . 77

Yes; no doubt the value of men lay only in what they
d transformed. The Revolution had just passed
through a terrible malady, but ic was not dead- And it

oo T o cmeiched oF BOY,

! . rwor: 1 shall
";“’ be a pure Commmnist. Nothing is pmished over
there. Perbaps we shall meet; 1 bave been told that your
vequest bas been granted. . .«

A newspaper clipping fell from the lecter; she picked

it up:

Work must become the principad

weapan of the classseroggle: The it
S atsialzation plan 1 the wortd
= ax present being studisd the sfm 2
B efom the entire USSR it
five years to make ic one of the Tesd
fog indusuial powers in Europe, and
g ich up, with and surpass the
e e Staces.  This gigntic €meX
prise « -

Gisors was waiting for her, in the doorway. In @
Kimono. No baggage in the hallway- .

“Did you receive my \erter?” the asked, entermg @
bare room—mats and peper—whose panels were drawn
aside, revealing the entire bay.

“Yes ;

“Le’s hurry. The ship is

“I'm not leaving May.” . .
She looked at hum, “Useless to question him, she
353
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thought; “he’ll explain.” But it was he who questioned
her.

“What are you going to do?” .

“Try to serve in one of the sections of women agi-
tators. It’s practically arranged, it appears. I shall be in
Vladivostok the day after tomorrow, and I shall im-
mediately leave for Moscow. If it can’t be arranged, I
shall serve as a doctor in Moscow or in Siberia. I hope
the first thing succeeds. . . . I am so weary of nurs-
ing. . . . To live always with sick people, when it isn’t
for a combat, requires a kind of special grace—and there
is no grace left in me of any sort, And besides, the sight
of death has become almost intolerable to me now. . -
Well, if Tmust . . . Tt is still 2 way of avenging Kyo.”

“Revenge is no longer possible ac my age. . . .

Indeed, something in him was changed. He was dis-
tant, isolated, as if only a pare of himself were there in
the room with her. He lay down on the floor: there
were no seats. She lay down too, beside an opium tray.

“What are you going to do with yourself?” she asked.

He shrugged his shoulder with indifference.

. “Thanks to Kama, I have been made professor of Oc-
cidental art. . . . I rerurn to my first profession, as
yousee. ..

She soughe his eyes, stupefied:

“Even now,” she'said, “when we are politically beaten,
when our hospitals have been closed down, clandestine
groups are forming again in all the provinces. Qur peo-
ple will never forger that they suffer because of other
men, and not because of their previous lives. You used
to say: ‘They have awakened with a start from a sleep
of thirty eenturies, ro which they will never rerurn’
You also used to say that those who have given a con-
sciousness of their revolt to three hundred million
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wretches were not shadows like men who pass—even
beaten, even tortured, even dead, . . i

She was silent for a moment:

“They are dead, now,” she said finally.

“[ srill think so, May. It’s something. else. . . . Kyo’s
death is not only grief, not only change-it 5. . - a
metsmorphosis. I have never loved the world over-much:
it was Kyo who attached me to men, i was through him
that they existed for me. . . . I don't want to go to
Moscow. T would teach wretchedly there. Marxism has
ceased to live in me. In Kyo's eyes it was 2 will, wasn't
i Bur in mine, it 5 a fatality, and I found myself in
harmony with it because my fear of death was in har-
mony with fatality. There is hardly any fear left in
me, May; since Kyo died, I am indifferent to death. T
am freed (freed! . . .) both from death and from life.
What would I do over there?”

“Change anew, perhaps.”

“J have no other son to lose.” 5

He drew the opium tray towards him, prepared 3 pipe.
Without speaking she pomted with her finger to one of
the nearby hillslopes: attached by the shoulder, some
hundred coolies were pulling 2 heavy weight which
could not be seen, in the centuries-old posture of slaves.

“Yes” he said, “yes.”

“And yer,” he went on after 2 moment, “note this:
these men are ready to die for Japan.”

“For how much longer?”

“Longer than I shall five” .

Gisors had been puffing steadily at his pipe. He opened

his eyes:
“One can

always makes us what W

old man is a confessions

fool Lfe for a long time, but in the end it

s ¢ were intended to be. Every

believe me, and if old age is
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usually so empty it is becanse the men were themselves
empty and had managed to conceal it. But that in tself
is unimportant. Men should be able to learn that there
is no reality, that there are worlds of contemplation—
with or without opivm—where all is vain. . . "

“Where one contemplates what?”

“Perhaps nothing other than this vanity. . . . That’s
a great deal.”

Kyo had told May: “Opium plays a great réle in my
father's life, but § sometimes wonder if opium determines
his life, or if it justifies certain forces that make him un-
easy. ..

“If Ch'en,” Gisors went on, “had lived ourside of the
Revolution, don't forget that he would ‘undoubtedly
have forgotten his murders. Forgotten . . .

“The others have not forgotten them; there have been
two terrorist attempts since his death. He did not ke
women, and I therefore scarcely knew him; but I don’t
think hie would have Jived out of the Revolution even 2
year. There is no dignity that is not founded on suffer-
ing.”

E{c had barely fistened to her,

Forgotten . . . he continued, “Since Kyo died, T
hn\“c discovered music. Music alone can speak of death.
1 listen to Kams, now, whenever he plays. And yet,
without effort on my parr (he was speaking t0 himse)f
as much as to May), what do 1 still remembes? My de-
:;‘li?:d‘ff\)"__nnguish. the very weight of my destinys

(Bur while you are freeing yourself from your life,
she was thinking, other Katovs are burning in boilers,
other Kyos . . )

Gisors’ eyes, s though they were continuing his ges-
wures of forgetfulness, looked away, became absorbed in
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:)hf: :;:di ;utssxde: geyand the r?zd, the t.h?usand sounds
tow:u—dP . cemed to be setting out with the waves
- s the radiant sea. Those noises marched the daz-
wxd% '];P’-*;:ise springtime with all the efforts of men,
Ma e ships, ‘the clcva'tors, the cars, the active crowd.
Wi({l was thinking of Pei's lerter: it was in work pursued
Jd, _Warhhke energy, released over the whole Russian
beo in the will of a multitude for whom this work had
\vasOme life, that her dead had found refuge. The sky
m;}’:klmg like the sun in the spaces between the pine-
over, ; e wind which gently stirred the branches glided
windt eir xech{nng bodics. It seemed to Gisors that this
i, Wads passing throt.lgh him like 2 river, like Time
s i:_“ for the first time ¢he idea that the time which
Him d}'mglng. him closer to death was flowing through
b _1d not isolate him from the world, but joined him
0 it in 2 serene accord, He looked down at the bristling
cranes on the edge of the city, the steamships and the
ff‘lbuats on the sea, the men—black specks—on the road.
hAn §uﬂ':r.” he thought, «and each one suffers because

¢ thinks. At bottom, the mind conceives man only in
fhe eternal, and the consciousness of life can be noth-
ing but anguish, One must not think Xife with the mind,
but with opium. How many of the sufferings scattered
al?om in this light would disappear, if thought were to
disappear. . . 7 Liberated from everything, event from
being a man, he caressed the stem of His pipe with grad-
tude, contemplating the bustle of all those unknown
creatures who were marching towards death in the daz-
zling sunlight, each one nursing his deadly parasite in 2
secret recess of his being. “Every man is 2 madman,” he
went on thinking, “but what is 2 homan destiny if not
2 life of effort to unite this madman and the uni-
verse. . . »» He saw Ferral again, lighted by the Jow
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lamp against the background of the night full of mist.
“Every man dreams of being god. . .

Fifty sirens at once butst upon the air: today was the
eve of a festival, and work was over, Before any change
was visible in the port, tiny men emerged, like scouts,
upon the straight road that led to the city, and seon the
crowd covered it, distant and black, in a din of automo-
bile horns: foremen and laborers were leaving work to-
gether. Tt was approaching, as if for an atrack, with the
great vneasy movement of every crowd beheld from 2
distance. Gisors had seen the dash of animals towards
watering-holes, at night-fall: one, several, then all,
thrown in the dircction of the water by a force that
seemed to fall from the darkness; in his memory, opium
gave to their cosmic rush a savage harmory, and the men
lost in the distant clatter of their wooden clogs all
seemed mad, separated from the universe whose heart
hgnﬁng somewhere up there in the shimmering light
seized them and threw them back upon solitude, like the
grains of some unknown harvest. Very high up, the light
clouds passed above the dark pine trees, and little by
lirtle became absorbed in the sky; and it seemed to him
thar one of their group, precisely the one fie was looking
at, expressed the men he had known or loved, and who
were dead.

Humanity was dense and heavy, heavy with flesh,
with blood, with suffering, erernally clinging to itsell
like all that dies; but even blood, even flesh, even suffer-

18, even death was being absorbed up there in the light
fike _music in the silent night; he thoughe of Kama's
music, and human grief seemed to him to rise and to lose
irself in the very song of earth; upon the quivering re-
Tease hidden wwithin him Jike his heart, the grief which he
had mastered slowly closed its inhurman arms.
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“Do you smoke much?” she repeated.

She had already asked this, but he had not heard her.
His eyes returned to the room:

“Do you think I don’t guess what you are thinking,
and do you think 1 don’t know it better than you? Do
you even think it would not be easy for me to ask you
by what right you judge me>”

He looked at her:

“Have you no desire to have a child?”

She did not answer. this always passionate desire now
seemed to her a betrayal. But she was contemplating his
serene face with terror. It was in truth returning from
the deep regions of death, foreign like one of the corpses
in the common ditches. In the repression that had beaten
down upon exhausted Chuna, in the anguish or hope of
the masses, Kyo's actvity remained incrusted like the
inscriptions of the early empires in the river gorges. But
even old China, which these few men had hurled irrev-
ocably into the darkness of the past with the roar of
an avalanche, was not more effaced from the world than
the meaning of Kyo's life from the face of his father.
He went on:

“The only thing I loved has been torn from me, you
see, and you expect me to remain the sime. Do you
think my love was not as great as yours~you whose life
has not even changed?”

“As the body of a living person who becomes 2 dead
one does not change. . . .7

He took her hand:

“You know the phrase: ‘It takes nine months to make
2 man, and a single day to kill him.” We both know this
as well as one can know it. . . . May, listen: it does not
take nine months, it takes fifty years to make a man,
fifty years of sacrifice, of will, of . . . of so many
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things! And when this man is complete, when there is
nothing feft in him of childhood, nor of adolescence,
when he is really a man—he is good for nothing but to
die.”

She looked at him, stunned: he was looking at the
clouds.

“I loved Kyo as few men Jove their children, you
know that. . .

He was still holding her hand; he drew it towards him,
took it berween his two hands:

“Listen to me: one must love the living and not the
dead.”

T am not going to Moscow to love.”

He looked out upon the magnificent bay, saturated
with sunlight, She had withdrawn her hand.
. “On the road of vengeance, little May, one finds

€ ..

“That’s not a reason for secking it

She got up, gave him back her hand for 3 good-by.
But he took her face between the palms of his hands and
kissed her. Kyo had kissed her in this way, the last day,
;xz;rly in this way, and never since had hands held het

ead.

“1 hardly ever weep any more, now,” she said with
a bitter pride.
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