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who was killed in action...

A CALL FROM HEADQUARTERS

There was no home-work that evening and we had come out for awak round town. Petka
Maremukha was bouncing along in his short leather jerkin that smelt of sheep. SashaBobir had put on a
pair of shiny new galoshes over his battered boots and fastened al the buttons on hislong
brownish-yellow "raglan,” which someone had made for him out of a British army grest-coat. | had
struggled into my grey chumarka. It wastight across the shoulders and short in the deeves and the hooks
would not fasten properly. Aunt had made it for me out of my father's old coat the year beforelagt, but |
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was dtill very proud of it because dl the active Komsomol members went about in chumarkas like mine.

It was Saturday and there were alot of people about in town. Not al the shopsin Post Street were
open, but the brightly lit windows splashed long shafts of light on the narrow pavements.

We could have joined the noisy stream moving adong those narrow pavements, of course, but we
didn't want to. Asusua on Saturday evenings, besides girlsand chaps from all didtricts of the town, there
werealot of young profiteers about on Post Street. Komsomol members and young workers had
another haunt—the avenue near the Komsomol club.

We kept to the middle of the road. It had thawed during the day and the sun had shonejust likein
spring, but towards evening the frost had set in again. The puddles were coated with ice and long
gleaming icicleshung from the rusty drain-pipes.

"Fancy, putting gaoshes on, Bobir! Seehow dry itidl" | said to Sashaand dug my hedl into afrozen
puddie.

"Don't mess about!" Sasha squeded, jumping away. "Cal that dry!"

A stream of mud had spurted over his shiny galoshes. Sasha stared down at them bitterly. He looked
S0 dismd standing in the middle of the road that Petka.and | couldn't help laughing.

"Isthat your idea of ajoke!" Sashasnorted, looking even more annoyed. "And you're amember of
the committee!. . . Setting an example, | suppose!™ And taking an old scrap of newspaper out of his
pocket, he started wiping off the mud.

Aswe waked on, Sashakept glancing down and grunting with annoyance. | knew he was touchy
and often lost histemper for nothing, so | did not tease him.

"Don't get sore, Sasha,” | said soothingly, "1 didn't do it on purpose. | didn't think there was any mud
there

"Huh—didn't think!" Sasha grunted.
But we were interrupted by a shout from Petka:
"Quiet, chaps.. . . Hear that?"

Not far away, on the other side of the boulevard, a machine-gun had opened up. One burst was
followed by another, then one more, then after a short silence we heard fiverifle shotsfired in quick
successon.

It wasthe darm signd. Every Communist and Komsomol member knew that signd. Inthoseyearsadl
the Communists and older lads among the Komsomol members belonged to the Specid Detachments,
and five quick rifle shots was the signa for them to report at once to headquarters. Wherever we
happened to be—in the hogtd, in the foundry at the factory-training school, at a Komsomol meeting, or
smply out for a stroll—as soon aswe heard it, we had to rush off to the well-known house in Kishinev
Street, where Specia Detachment Headquarters was Situated.

We knew wdl enough that we lived only fifteen versts from the frontiers of capitdist Poland and
Rumania, and that such an darm might be followed by red invason. Then dl of us"specids” together
with the frontier guards, would have to hold our little town againgt the first ondaught until the regulars
arived.

Sashawasthefirst to bresk the dlence. "It'sthedarm... Isn'tit, Vasil?!
"Itis" | sad. "Comeon, chaps! Let'srun!™

... At the door of headquarters we were met by Polagutin, the Specid Detachment Chief. The long
holster of his Mauser was unfastened and we could tell from the anxiety in hisface that the Stuation was
serious.



"What group?" Polagutin asked.
"Factory-training school!" Sasha gasped out.
Polagutin checked our cards and said: "Get your guns.”

We ran down thelong corridor to the armoury. There we received rifles that had been issued to us
sometime ago and severd rounds of ammunition.

"Shall weload here or outside?' Petka asked, shoving the cartridgesinto histrousers pocket. Hewas
rather pale. "Better wait for the order,” | advised. "I'veloaded mine dready," said Sasha, tossing an
empty clip onthefloor.

"Put the safety catch onl" Petkawhispered anxioudy. Sashapointed hisrifleinthear and sarted
pulling the safety catch back. But the safety catch was oily and Sasha's fingers were numb with cold. The
rifle wobbled in his hands. Any moment, it seemed, one of Sashas fingerswould catch on the trigger and
abullet would shatter the dim lamp hanging from the celling.

"Giveit here, you cripple!™ Petka shouted and grabbed Sashastifle. "Watch me."
But the spring in Sashasrifle was new and stiff and Petka had ahard job with the safety catch too...
The big room where every group came on Sundays to clean their rifles was crowded with specials.

"How did you get here so quick?' Polevoi asked us. He had norifle, but arevolver hung at hisside,
over hiswadded jacket.

"Wewere out for awalk," Petka began, "and suddenly we heard. . ."
"The other chaps must be till running!™ Sasha chimed in complacently.

Komsomol members from our school—the "Polevoi Guard,” as the chapsin other groups caled
us—began to appear in the room. They were al hot and red in the face and their coats and jackets were
undone. Beads of swest gleamed on their foreheads.

"Well done!" said Polevoi, glancing over the new-arrivas. "A quick turn-out... But where's Tiktor?'
Everyone looked round for Tiktor. "Tiktor's been seen drinking, Comrade Polevai," afactory school
trainee caled Furman began.

But just at that moment Polagutin appeared in the doorway and called sharply for attention.
The room grew quiet at once.

"Thisisthe Stuation,” said Polagutin. "The Petlura gangs that Pilsudski and the Rumanian boyars have
been sheltering across the border are getting active again. They were seen in daylight today approaching
our frontier. . . Itisquitelikely, comrades, that those gangs will be sent over our Sidetonight. It isyour
job and that of the frontier guardsto give them a proper reception..." And raising hisvoiceto asharp
tone of command, Polagutin said: "All except those from the factory-training schoal, fal int Commander
of the factory school group, report to me!”

We crowded back from the door. Holding their rifles high, the chaps from the town groups filed past
us. Asthe room emptied, my heart sank. "What about us? What are we going to do? They'll go out of
town to patrol the forests on the border, but just because we're abit younger welll be kept behind as
usual to guard hay at thefood stores, or else well have to stay right in town to guard the fortress bridge,
in case some spy or other triesto blow it up. What fun wasthere in guarding alot of wooden barnsfull of
hay or lying in ambush where everyone could see you, on the busy brightly-lit fortress bridge!

An dderly specid in arailwayman's cap ran into the room and shouted: "All present and correct,
Comrade Commander! The district secretary's arrived.”

"Kartamyshev here dready?" Polagutin exclaimed joyfully. He turned to Polevoi and shook his hand



firmly: "Good luck! Keep a sharp look-out, you've got abig responshbility. . . Good-bye, comrades!”
And hewaked out of the room.

"We're staying here. It will be our job to guard the headquarters and stores of the Specia
Detachment,” Polevoi announced solemnly. "Fall in!"

A DANGEROUS POST

In front of me stands aline of posts with barbed wire stretched tight between them. Beyond the
barbed wire are dlotments—abig stretch of lumpy frozen ground, most of it hidden in darkness. Some
distance away, near the road, thereis another line of barbed wire, but you can't seeit from here. All the
time | keep thinking that distant barbed-wire fence has been cut and bandits are cregping towards me
across the black, frozen earth. My ears are cold, very cold, but so asto hear better | purposely keep my
collar down, and my fingers gripping therifle are siff and frozen.

So thisispost No. 3 that I've heard so much about from chaps who have stood guard here before!

Behind me risesthe cold brick wall of the shed that stands between me and theinner yard. The
projecting edge of the roof sticks out just above my head. The narrow passage for the sentry with barbed
wire on one side runs along the shed wall for about thirty paces. It comesto adead-end at the high brick
wall of the next house, which joinsthat of the shed a right angles.

"The chicken run"—that's what the Specia Detachment men call post No. 3. A sentry on duty here
fed s cut off from his comrades, cut off from the wholeworld...

Ever since H had been on duty | had been unable to take my eyes off ablack hump that was sticking
up on the dlotment about ten paces away. It waslike the head of a man crouching on the ground. | was
very sorry | hadn't asked the previous guard, a student from the farming ingtitute, whether he had noticed
that hump. Suddenly the hump seemed to move and creep nearer. Shivering, | poked the barrel of my
rifle through the barbed wire and was just about to fire, when | stopped myself. Suppose it was not a
man at al! 1t might be aball of weed blown about by the wind? Or a heap of potato-tops? Or smply a
pile of earth that someone had |eft after digging up their potatoes?

What then?... Then | should look afool. The chapswould never let meforget it. My first dangerous
post and | made aboob! They'd say I'd lost my nerve. ..

The wind blew and the iron roof above me made a harsh whistling sound. That wasn't someone
walking over the roof, wasit?... Craning my neck, | peered up under the eaves of the shed expecting to
see the black head of abandit pop out at any moment. He could easily have jumped from the roof of the
house on to the barn.

Suspicious thumping noises sounded overhead. Surely they weren't footsteps?... | stood on tip-toe.
Faint sounds reached my ears—aknocking in Kishinev Street, arustling on the alotment, the creak of
westhercock on the roof. My head swam from looking up &t the mass of stars glittering above meinthe
cold frosty air.

The thumping noises on the roof grew louder. | took afirm grip on my rifleand pointed it in the
direction of the noise. A distant star glinted at me from behind atall chimney-pot.

"Earslike axed" Polevoi had said as he marched usto our posts. "Y ou are guarding the arms store
for the Communists and Komsomol members of the whole district!

Specid Detachment Stores are avery tempting target for capitalist spies.”



And evenif he hadn't said that, we dl knew what aresponsible job it wasto be guarding Specid
Detachment Headquarters. In the cellarstherewas alot of dynamite, TNT, and ammunition. And we
were guarding it dl for thefirg time.

"Earslike axes! Earslike axes!" | repesated Polevoi's favourite saying to myself and my frozen ears
began to fed asif they were growing longer and longer and getting as thin and sharp as axe-blades.

Theroof was quiet again.

That noise must have been the wind romping with aloose sheet of iron. But wait! Where was that
black hump?

| had forgotten about it... | searched for the black shape that had made me so uneasy. It was ill
there on the dlotment and hadn't moved an inch.

... | paced dowly to and fro aong the shed, trying to laugh at my fears. |1 reflected that dawn was
near and soon | should have nothing to worry about. Why should anything specia happen during my
watch? Plenty of watches passed without anything happening at dl. 1t would be the same with mine. But
no one would be able to make fun of me for being the youngest in the group. And they didn't even know
| had put an extrayear on my agejust to get accepted for the Special Detachment! Now | would come
back off my watch ared fighting man, and for long afterwards | should be proud of having stood guard
a post No. 3. They wouldn't have put a dacker here, however much he asked!

When he brought meto the post, Polevoi had said briefly and smply: "If you see anyone on the
alotment, just let him haveit! There€'s no chance of a passer-by or adrunk wandering in here..."

"Just let him haveit!" There was something grim and terriblein that order.

...Again the wind began to howl in the bare, icy branches of the trees; last year's weeds and
potato-tops rustled against the barbed wire; the iron rumbled on the roof; the weathercock creaked
behind thewall of the house.

And suddenly, in afresh gust of wind, | caught the sound of Sasha's voice:
"What do you want?... Halt!... Halt! ... Hands... Hey, thisway, chaps!"

For amoment everything was quiet, then | heard a piercing whistle. Doors banged in the guard-room.
On the other side of the shed, men were running about the yard... Then | heard Sasha shouting again:

"Therel... Over therel... Catch him.. ."
"Get aladder! Quick!" came Polevoi'svoice.

How | longed to run and help the other chaps and see what was going on! But | could not leave my
post. Evenif thewhole place was on fire, | had no right to move from here.

Stll ligtening to what was happening in theyard, | stared hard into the surrounding darkness. And so
that nobody could make agrab a me from behind, | stood with my back to the wall of the shed.

My heart thumped, the rifle trembled in my hands. | was expecting something terrific to happen...

A shot thundered just above me, in the attic of the shed. Then another. | heard afaint groan some
distance away. Then everything was quiet again.

About five minutes passed. Quick footsteps crunched in the narrow passage that led from the yard to
my post. | jumped back into the corner and prepared to shoot...

"Halt!" | shouted wildly as a shadow appeared round the corner of thewall.
"Youdl right, Mandzhura?' Polevoi asked with anxiety in hisvoice. "Everything dl right here?'
"Everything'sdl right,” | answered and a once redlized that | had made amistake in not asking



Polevai for the password.

Polevoi walked up to me. He was out of bresth and bare-headed.

"No oneran through here?!

"No one. Someone groaned on the other side of the shed, and there were shotsin theaattic...”

"l know that mysdlf. But out here," Polevoi pointed with his revolver towards the alotment, "you
haven't noticed anything?'

"No, nothing."

"Very strange! How did he get through?"

"Who was that shooting?" | asked.

"Keep avery sharp look-out, Mandzhura. Now particularly. If you see anyone, let him haveit
sraightaway! Understand? It won't be long now beforeit getslight. I'll be round again soon.” And
Polevoi strode away quickly, back to the yard.

Two hours later, when | came off duty, | learnt from the chapsin the warm guard-room what had
happened during that anxious night.

Whilethe sentries at the outer posts were freezing in the icy wind, Sasha had been having amuch
nicer time. Shielded from the wind by the sheds and the main building, he swaggered about theyard in his
shiny galoshes. The smooth dry paving ssoneswere well lighted by eectric lamps hanging at the corners
of themain building.

But soon Sasha's feet began to ache. He climbed the wooden steps of the shed, that lay in the
shadow of alittle balcony above. Sasha swore to Polevoi that he did not sit there for more than five
minutes. But no one believed him, of course. Sashamust have dozed off on the steps.

As he waked down into the yard again, Sasha heard lafaint sound behind him. He turned round —
and froze to the spot.

A granger was climbing over the balcony rail, gpparently with the intention of diding down the post
into the yard. How he came to be up -there was amystery.

Sasha should havefired a once. He should have got the intruder while he was ill on the balcony.
But Sashalogt hisnerve.

"What do you want?. . . Halt!. . . Halt!. . ." he shouted in aquavering voice,

The stranger immediately darted back through the narrow door leading into the attic. Hewas il in
range of abullet. Sasha suddenly remembered hisrifle. He hugged the buitt to his shoulder and pulled the
trigger, but nothing happened. When he took up his post, Sasha had forgotten to release the safety catch.
Hearing Sashas shout, Petka who was guarding the ammunition cdllar thumped on the guard-room door
with hisrifle, and Nikita standing guard in Kishinev Street blew hiswhistle,

"There... there... Theresabandit up there!" Sashaburbled at Polevoi as he rushed out into the yard.

In asecond the guards had aladder against thewall. Polevoi wasthefirgt to climb on to the roof.
Anxiousto catch the bandit but wary of being ambushed, Polevoi darted across the roof and climbed in
the last attic window.

When he got insde the attic, Polevol noticed afaint gleam of light far away in the darkness. It wasa
gap inthe wal and aman was struggling to get through it. Polevoi fired twice. The unknown man
groaned, but struggled through the gap and crashed over the roof of the next-door house.

Polevoi ordered the two guards who had followed him to chase the stranger over theroofs. He
himsalf jumped down into the yard, checked my post and sent another three guardsto inspect al the



yards round headquarters, and the side-road that ran into Kishinev Street. But the bandit managed to dip
away before our patrol reached the side-road. After squeezing through the gap on to the roof of the
house next door, which was a hostel for chemistry students, the stranger leapt unhesitatingly into abig
heap of dung in the hostel garden and dipped out through ahole in the fence into the side-road. Here the
trail broke off.

He must have cut across the side-road and made his way through the yardsto the Market Square. It
was adifficult route, specialy for awounded man; he would have had to climb severa fencesand get
through the barbed wire between the yards, and, after al that, run out on to the well-lighted Market
Square. There was awatchman on the square. He sat by the co-operative grocer's wrapped in a
sheepskin, with a shot-gun in his hands. Perhaps the watchman had been adeep? Not very likely. At any
rate he swore he hadn't dept awink. Only ten minutes before the incident hiswife had brought him a
bowl of meat and buckwhest porridge for supper. The mea was still warm when the guards ran up and
asked him if he had seen anything. It was hard to imagine how the wounded man could have dipped
acrossthe Market Square without the watchman—an old, experienced soldier—noticing him.
Neverthelessthetrail did lead to Market Square. The barbed wire round the red-brick house on the
other side of the street had been pulled apart. On one of its spikes there was a scrap of cloth that must
have been torn from the clothing of aman crawling through in a hurry. Apart from the scrap of cloth on
the barbed wire there were no other traces of the stranger.

Farther away, on the steps of the large building where the staff of the district education department
lived, adrop of dried blood was discovered.

One of the few lucky oneswho were dlowed to leave the guard-room and take part in the pursuit of
the bandit was Furman, once ajuvenile delinquent and now a pupil at the factory-training school. At the
sght of the blood on the steps Furman was overjoyed. He thought it was the bandit's blood. But the wife
of thedirector of digtrict education who lived in the house said it came from a chicken she had killed the
previous Friday. Bitterly disappointed, the unlucky deuth wandered away.

It could only be supposed that the bandit had got out on to the lighted square, dipped past under the
very nose of the deepy watchman and crossed the bridge into the old part of the town. From there he
could make ether for the Polish or the Rumanian frontier.

In the attic of the shed at headquarters, the bandit had dropped abundle of fusewireand a
detonator. Apparently he had intended first to do away with the sentry, then make hisway to the
ammunition cellar and blow it up, headquarters and al. When he came out on the bal cony and saw no
oneinthe yard, he must have concluded that the sentry was ad eep. Sashawould have had abad time if
he hadn't come out of hisnook and looked round. Asit turned out, Sasha had been quite unarmed while
he was on guard.

PEELING THE SPUDS

Relieved from his post, Sashalay down on the couch in the guard-room and pretended to be adeep.
No onein the guard-room was deeping after the excitement of the night. We kept telling each other over
and over again what had happened and making all kinds of wild guesses. Furman, alittle, thin fellow,
ingsted that the bandit had dressed himsdlf up as awoman while he was in the garden, and dipped
across the Market Square in disguise. Only Sashatook no part in the discussion.

The chaps said that when Nikitaran into the yard he had started to put Sasha through it. Sasha had
tried to make excuses, but Nikita had cut him short:



"You'rejust afunk, that's what you are! Taken unawares, were you? Weren't expecting it, were
you?... | supposeif they start dropping bombs on you from an aeroplane, you'll be taken unawares again
and gtart shouting, 'l say, gentlemen, what do you want? Halt! Halt!...' Cal yourself amember of the
Komsomoal."

Nikital's words must have had avery strong effect. Sasha could think of nothing better than to pretend
hewasill. Helay on the couch muffled up in his"raglan” coat. Fie was very ashamed of himsdlf for his
part in the night's happenings. And who wouldn't have beenin hisplace! ... Sashas"illness’ sarted like
this. When he came into the guard-room, he complained that hislegsfelt weak and he had aterrible
headache. Then ydllow circles started floating before his eyes...

And now, as he listened to our excited talk, Sashatried to pretend he wasin afever. He made his
teeth chatter, kicked hislegs about and moaned pitifully. Actually his moanswere more like the whining
of apuppy that had been outside on acold night. Anybody could see he was longing to get properly ill.
Sashawould have given alot at that moment for adose of scarlet fever, say, or "flu.”" Instead of laughing
a him, everybody would have been sorry and said it was because he had been ill. But Sashawasfit asa
fiddle. We knew that, and we knew quite well what was the matter with him.

Nikitacamein from the yard. He was carrying a smoky iron pot.

"Wdl, young people,”" he began solemnly, "in spite of the serious happenings of last night the demands
of Nature must be satisfied. | am not mistaken, | trust, in saying that we are al hungry. To put thingsina
nutshell, there are spuds behind the stove. Well ped as many aswe can in this pot, then well imagine the
aromaof szzling fat, and soon we shdl have amodest but satisfying med. Who's againg?'

No onewas againgt Nikita's suggestion. "Who'sfor?" Nikitaasked. Everyone except Sasharaised
their hands. "Mgority in favour! The debateisover!" Nikitaexclaimed cheerfully, and going over to
Sasha, he ripped off his overcoat: "Wake up, Sasha, old man, the dicky-birds are snging. Come on,
spuds need peding!” "I can't.. . | fed awful," Sashamoaned. " Sasha, our dearly beloved Comrade
Bobir!" Nikitasaid very tenderly, winking at us. "Weal know you areill, very serioudy ill, we dl know
very well what has caused your illness, neverthelesswe al beg you not to act asif the end of the world
had come, and wish you arapid recovery. Y ou mustn't let yoursalf be captured by that aien spirit
Melancholy... Dearly beloved Sasha," Nikitawent on, posing like an orator, "we beg you in al sincerity
to overcome your sadness and pedl the potatoes, for sooner or later you will get hungry yoursdlf, and, as
'tissaid, he who does not work, neither shall he edt... Asfor thereal cause of your maady, Sasha, old
man, you mustn't be too angry with me for those harsh words that were hurled at you on the threshold of
this mansion. Even Homer sometimes nods, you know. Wereal young ill, we dl make mistakes, and
everyone except a hardened nitwit learns something from his mistakes, Why be sad and spoil your own
vauable nerveswith grieving?'

Rocking with suppressed laughter, we listened to Nikita's speech, trying to understand how much he
meant jokingly, and how much was serious.

Sashatried to keep it up; he clutched his head and rubbed his red freckled face, but at last he got up
and with a shiver took his seat on the bench.

Nikitapulled a sack of potatoes out from behind the stove and, dumping it down in the middle of the
guardroom, said: "The host requests his honoured quests to present themsalves at dinner!™

We set to work on the muddy potatoes.

Penknives and cobblers knives with corded handles gleamed in our hands. Furman produced areal
Finnish dagger with an antler haft, which he had kept since the days when he had been ajuvenile
delinquent. At ordinary times Furman kept histreasure in agreen box under his bed, only taking it out
with him when he was on guard. It was his boast that when he had thisknife with him there wasn't a
bandit in the country he was afraid of!



Nikita spread out an old newspaper on the floor near the stove. Soon curly potato peelings were
redling off our knives and falling with arustling sound on the sheet of newspaper.

"But who wasit?' Petka muttered, still shaken by the events of the night.

"Now, that isaquestion!" Nikitaexclaimed grinning. "Anybody would think you came from the
convent we used to have in thisancient town. It's clear enough who it was... Don't you remember what
the papers said last autumn about the frontier guards nabbing a spy? We're on the frontier too, and
you've got to be on the look-out.. ."

"But what do these spieswant here?' Petka asked again. "What have they |eft behind?’

"Oh, they'veleft agreat ded behind, old chap,” Nikitareplied, serioudy now. "In thetime of thetsar,
nearly the whole Donbas wasin their hands. Think of Krivorozhye, and theiron ore! May be when
you'vefinished training you'll find yourself in those parts. Notice the old names of the factories
there—Providence, Dumot, Bafour... The foreign capitdistslost millions of rublesin those factories.
Soviet power has trodden on their corns good and proper! Did you think they supplied Denikin and
Wrangel and Petlurafor nothing? They thought those bandits would get them back dl they had lost. They
didn't spare the cash either. And it al went down thedrain...”

The door opened and Polevoi entered the guard-room.
"What'sthe news?' Nikitaasked, glancing & him inquiringly.

"None so far. Seemsto have vanished into thin air..." Polevoi glanced at the sack of potatoes: "Going
to do some cooking? Do me afavour, chaps, will you?' he went on, pulling off his wadded jacket.
"When the spuds are ready, leave afew for me. In the meantime I'll have forty winks..". Y ou take over as
guard commander, Kolomeyets."

"Yes, Comrade Polevoi!" Nikitaanswered smartly, jumping to hisfet.

Our director nodded and lay down on the couch. But before he had time to stretch himself out, there
was awhistle from the yard summoning the guard commander. Polevoi jumped up, but Nikita grabbed
hisrifleand said: "No, have arest. The new guard commander is aready on thejob!" And so saying, he
ran out into the yard.

We stopped pedling the potatoes and listened to the voices outside the door.
Polevoi listened too. His lean sunburnt face with its sparse young stubble was serious and strained.

Only afew minutes ago Polevoi had seen off V ukovich the OGPU representative from the frontier
guard detachment. From the Komsomol members at the district OGPU we had heard that VVukovich was
aways entrusted with the most difficult cases. Polevoi had shown V ukovich where Sasha had first
spotted the bandit and how the bandit had got into headquarters. From the attentive manner in which this
tall fair-haired security man in the green-topped cap of afrontier guard listened to our director, we
redlized that V ukovich attached great importance to Polevoi's opinion. He questioned Polevoi in aquiet,
camvoice. Any of uswho watched him from afar would have given alot to know what wasin
Vukovich'smind at that moment.

He and Polevoi sat together for along timein the atic. They must have examined every inch of that
dusty attic floor. Then, following the path of the fugitive, they squeezed through the gap and, using a
ladder brought by Fur-man, climbed down from the roof of the hostel into the little garden, and thus
worked their way, step by step, right asfar asthe Market Square. V ukovich questioned the grocery
store watchman at great length, then returned to headquarters, where he left Polevai.

"Hell haveto use hisnoddle thistime!” Nikita had said when Vukovich left. "Thisbusnesswill come
before the Didrict Party Committee. Kartamyshev himself will go into everything...”

Now, aswe listened to the voicesin the yard, we con- « eluded it was VV ukovich, who had come



back. The thought was too much for Polevoi, who threw hisjacket round his shoulders and strode to the
door. But hewas just reaching for the handle when the door opened and Nikita camein.

He was ruffled, and from the way he thrust hisrifle into the rack, we realized that the conversation he
had just had at the gate, had annoyed him.

"What wasit?' Polevoi asked.

Sitting down and starting to ped a potato, Nikitaanswered unwillingly:
" Appearance of amangy sheep not even concerned with guard duty!”
"What €lse? Make yoursdlf clear!” Polevoi said more severely.

"Tiktor turned up. He wants to guard headquarters with the rest of the Komsomol members, you
know. Says he only just found out that our group was on duty. Pretending to be innocent asalamb, and
reekslike avodka gtill!" Nikita snapped angrily, carving athick dice of ped off alarge potato.

"What then?' Polevoi indsted.
"Then | told Tiktor we could do without him and his conduct would come up for discussion later.”

"How did he have the cheek to look you in thelacel” Polevoi said, lying down again. "You'll bea
wesk-minded lot, lads, if you forgive Tiktor for the way he acted last night.”

But even without Polevoi's saying it, we dl redized that Nikitawould not forget how Y asha Tiktor
had not answered the call from headquarters because he was drunk.

AN UNWELCOME VISITOR

How many times at Komsomol mestings, in the hoste, in the school workshops had Nikitasaid to us;

"Behave yoursaveswell, chaps. The whole town hasits eyes on you, remember. You are
workers-to-be, the best chapsin town, future Party men."

Nikitahad a good reason for saying that. In those days, young workerswere few in our little
town—some apprenticesin theloca print-shop, two pupils at the power gtation, five young railwaymen,
and eight gpprentices at the Motor Factory, which, although considered the biggest in the district, had
little more than a hundred workers atogether. Y oung workers who were Komsomol members often had
no Komsomol group at their place of work and belonged to groupsin other organizations. But we
factory-school trainees worked together, in one body, and our group was considered a strong one. We
set an exampleto every boy and girl in town. At al youth conferences our delegates sat on the platform,
and took part in the debates, and their opinion—the opinion of abig body of young workers dways
carried alot of weight.

The chaps who belonged to our group had fire and courage. They read alot and thought about the
future; they put loyalty to their work, and to their mates at work above everything.

We had Nikita Kolomeyets to thank for much of this. Besides being our group Secretary and political
ingtructor, he was agood friend. He wasn't above singing a song with us, but when it cameto work, he
was gtrict and exacting, and never let thingsdide.

At that time, factories were springing up al over the country. Factory schools were being opened to
train the new generation that was to take the place of the old workers. Thousands of young fellows from
working familiesjoined these school s, anxious to become turners, mechanics, foundry men, smiths,
milling-machine operators.



It wasall right for the youthswho lived in the big industria centres. But in the little townsit was more
difficult. Take us, for example. We had heard about these factory schools asfar back as 1923, and, of
course, the boys and girlswho had lost their parents during the Civil War and had been brought up at the
children's home were keen as mustard on theidea. But for along time 'not a single factory school was
opened anywhere in the whole digtrict, not to mention our little border town. Many of the chaps even
thought of moving to other towns.

What hope was there that atraining school would ever be founded at the Motor Factory, which only
made straw-cutters for the countryfolk and showed no signs of expanding! New workers were not
needed there—it had quite enough already.

But Nikita Kolomeyets, Dmitry Panchenko and other members of the District Komsomol Committee
made up their mindsto get afactory-training school started in our town.

Their proposal was supported by the Digtrict Party Committee. Nikitaand the other activists were
ableto prove that a school-come-workshop of this kind would quickly repay the cost of organizing it. On
Hospitd Square, next to the Motor Factory, stood a big, half-ruined house which before the Revolution
had been a Jewish religious school for students of the Tamud. The house and its empty out-buildings
were given over to the factory school. All ownerless machinery was put at itsdisposdl. Inan old didtillery
Nikita discovered more than ten turner'slathes. Y ou can imagine how glad the chaps were when they
found out they could become skilled workmen without leaving their home town!

Now, under Zhora K ozakevich'singtruction, H was becoming quite an expert at moulding axle-boxes
for carts, gearsfor separators, and once even, just for practice, | cast abust of the Austrian Emperor
Francis Joseph, using asamodel an old bust of the emperor that | had found washed up on the
river-bank after aflood. True, the emperor's moustache and side-whiskers did not come out properly,
and the bronze didn't get asfar asthetip of hisnose, but even so that bust landed me in hot water! Y asha
Tiktor seized his chance and started calling me a"monarchist,” because, as he put it, | was "fabricating
images of tyrants." The accusation was o stupid that Nikitadid not agree to have it brought up at the
group meeting, but al the same, to have done with the affair, | cast the snub-nosed monarch to another
shape.

My friendsin the other shops were getting on well too. Petkawas turning out handles for
straw-cutters and sickles. He had also learnt how to make good draughtsmen on hislittle turner's
lathe—he just used to red them off ready to play with. Sashatinkered about al day with motorsand only
ran over to us when we were casting, to watch the pigs for piston rings taking shape.

And so we went on learning and hoping that when we finished our training in Sx monthstimewe
should go and work at factoriesin the big industria towns.

Everything would have been fineif Pecheritsa, the new digtrict education chief, had not appeared on
the scene.

Within amonth of hisarrival, anew saying wasal over the school: "Nothing waswrong till Pecheritsa
camedong.”

Ourswas one of the town's schools that Pecheritsa decided to inspect.

The day before he came, we had been casting. We were unloading the full moulds, knocking the dry
sand out of them and sfting it, tapping the cinders off the still warm fly-whedl swith chisels and hammers.
The foundry was hot and dusty.

We were making such adin and clatter that we did not notice alittle man with amoustache, in
riding-breeches, tal yellow boots and arichly embroidered shirt, enter the foundry. Thelittle fellow had



an amazing moustache—agreat drooping ginger thing.

Throwing us acareless glance, but without saying hullo, the man with the moustache went into the
next room and started fingering the gleaming, freshly painted mode of an axle-box. He glanced
frowningly at agap in the roof made by ashell and, walking past a cast-iron fly-whed, kicked it asif to
test how strong it was. The burnished fly-whed let out a clang and swayed dangeroudy. The man with
the moustache steadied it with his hand, then, without saying aword to anyone, clasping abright yellow
brief case under hisarm and looking asif he owned the place, walked out of the foundry on the Hospital
Square.

"Next time don't let anyone in without my permission. We get dl sortsof outsders strolling in here,
and then we find the models are missing,” said Zhorawhen he heard about thisvisit.

Zhorawas afraid somebody might walk off with the gear-whedl modes made of ash that wasa
hundred years old. He had borrowed them from the Motor Factory, where he used to work.

... Two hours later we were attending asocia studies class. Nikitawas telling us about the country's
socid system and, as part of the lesson, was reading out an article from the newspaper Molodoi
Leninets.

The door opened and in walked the man in the embroidered shirt who had been round the foundry
that morning. Thinking the stranger was merely passing through the class-room to get to the schoal office,
Nikitapaid no attention to him and went on reading the article.

Then the man with the moustache went up to the blackboard and, planting himsdlf in front of Nikita,
sadto himloudly in Ukrainian:

"When the person in charge of you comesinto the room, it isyour duty to report to him what you are
doing."
But that was not enough to put Nikita off. He merely went a shade paler and snapped back: "People

in charge usualy say good morning when they comeinto aclassroom. . . Asfor your coming in here, |
samply don't know you."

The stranger tried anew line of attack.
"Why are you teaching in Russan?'

"l am not teaching in Russian, | am reading an article from a Russian newspaper and everyone
understands perfectly well what | am saying.”

"Areyou not aware that dl teaching in the Ukraine must be given exclusvely in the Ukrainian
language?’

"| repeset: | am not teaching, | am reading an article.”

"Thisisn't Moscow! The peoplewho live in the Ukraine are Ukrainians...”

"Comrade Stalin says there are more Russians than Ukrainiansin the towns of the Ukraine. Intime, of
course, they will acquire Ukrainian culture, but | don't ssewhat harm it will do if 1l read now in
Russ an—everyone understands me. Come here tomorrow and you will hear us reading an article from
the newspaper Vigt, in Ukrainian. Y ou are quite welcome.”

"Enough of that waffle! Y ou're too young for that! Before you start teaching, you had better learn the
date language.”

"Before you start making your remarks and interrupting our studies, you had better say who you arel™
Nikitaretorted in purest Ukrainian, to prove that he knew it perfectly.

"Perhaps you will ask meto leave the room, young man?' the stranger inquired, grinning dyly.



"Yes, | will'" Nikitashouted unexpectedly. "Listen to me! Either you tel mewho you are, or the
whole classwill show you the quickest way out of herel” And red in the face, Nikitanodded at the
window.

"1 am afraid you will soon have to gpologize to mefor that!" the man with the moustache said
ominoudy, and with aproud toss of his ginger mane, he walked out of the room.

"Yes, that's the best way!" Nikitashouted after him, and lowering hisvoice a once to anormal tone,
went on reading the paper.

It turned out that this was the notorious Pecheritsa.

A few days before hisvisit, Kartamyshev had come to the school. The Secretary of the Digtrict Party
Committee had gone round all the workshops examining everything with genuine care. He talked for a
long time with the trainees, told the foreman off because there was no drinking water in the hot shop and
the chaps gauntlets were torn, then he came down to the foundry himsdlf. It was he who inssted the shell
holein the celling should be patched up before the autumn rains began, and a ventilator ingtalled.

That day one of the chapswasill and had stayed in the hostdl. He told us how, after looking round
the school, Kartamyshev had visited the hostel aswell. It was plain that Kartamyshev wanted to know
what our living conditions were like aswell as how much we were learning. He made the cook show him
exactly how much food we were given and hauled the hostel warden over the coals because our blankets
were rather thin and threadbare and we had no sheets. Kartamyshev was ared father to us.

We respected him and there was genuine affection in our voices when we mentioned his name. But
Pecheritsa had succeeded in rubbing us up the wrong way right from the sart...

The next day, Polevoi was summoned urgently to the Department of Education.

Pecheritsaflatly demanded that Polevoi should dismiss Mikitafrom school. He said Nikita had
"undermined his authority.” Just exactly what passed between them we never knew, but Furman came
back from the Digtrict Komsomol Committee with a story that in reply to Pecheritsals complaint Polevoi
had sapped out: "The authority of ared Bolshevik can never be undermined. A Bolshevik winshis
authority by hisconduct.” | don't know whether that was exactly how Polevoi put it, but one thing was
clear— he had stood up for Nikita. But athough the battle was won, everyone redlized that Pecheritsa
would bear the factory-school trainees a grudge for some time to come.

Pecheritsa soon made his presence felt in our deepy little town. On hisway out to the country districts
he often drove through the steep streets of thetown in histall yellow cabriolet drawn by two glossy black
horses. Muffled in agrey tarpaulin coat with the hood thrown back, Pecheritsalooked down on the
passers-by, carelesdy acknowledging the bows of teacherswho knew him.

Soon the town learnt that the new director of education was agreeat lover of singing. For severd
evenings running, Pecheritsagathered al the school and student choirsin the big drill hall and taught them
alot of songs. After awhile he arranged for the choir to perform publicly in the town thegtre, at a
ceremonia evening. Thelads stood in asemi-circlein astrakhan hats, embroidered shirts and blue
sharovary tucked into high top-boots. The girlstied ribbons of different coloursin their plaits. Their
blouses were dso embroidered and gay sashes hung down their skirts. In aglare of flood-lightsthe
chorigtersfilling the whole stage of the theatre made avery pretty picture.

We, trainees, sat. in the gdlery. The curtain went up after the interva and in the expectant hush we
gazed at the dazzling display of singers. No one thought that Pecheritsawould dare conduct such ahuge
chair. It didn't seem tofit in with hisway of carrying on.

But after keeping the singers standing motionless on the stage for afew seconds, he strode up to the
footlights and with a shake of hisflowing ginger mane announced:

"Revolutionary for Ever, asong by Ivan Franko!"



Someone in the audience gave alast cough so as not to interrupt later on, then there was silence.

Pecheritsaturned his back on the audience, poised himsdlf on tip-toe and, whipping alittle stick out of
his boot, swept it high above his head. The sllence seemed to bresk in half. The young ringing voices
burst forth so confidently that we listened spell-bound. Now, lat asign from the stick, the choir would die
away and the soloist would continue the song; now the basses—a picked group of tal, strapping fellows
standing separate y—would comein, and a thunderous but pleasant roar would fill the hal; now the
descants would ring out, as a hundred girls voices took up the melody. The theatre seemed to grow
lighter; you fdlt like jumping up and singing too.

Andin front of the Singers, on asort of box, now rising on tip-toe, now crouching, now swayingin
time with the melody, stood the imposing figure of Pecheritsa, whom Nikitahad so boldly turned out of
our class-room.

Pecheritsawas a fine conductor. He had the whole choir, so recently assembled, under perfect
control. And as| listened to the singers and watched how cleverly the ginger-moustached Pecheritsa
conducted them, |1 began to take aliking to him.

Then the choir sang 0, the poor lasses of Galicia. The melody went rollicking along. Pecheritsa
conducted with specia gusto, whirling his baton like a cavalryman cutting down practicetwigs. The
audience listened to the quick marching song about the lasses of Galiciawho were sorry because their
"gunner-boys" had marched away to the Ukraine and because there would be no oneto kissthem "on
their scarlet lips, hazel eyes, and black brows," and | tried desperately to remember where | had heard
those words before.

The song sounded strange and out of place in our Soviet times. In those days the young people used
to sing the Carmagnole, Racing on Ahead, Weve Dug our Graves Oursalves, The Reapers Regp upon
the Hill, Rumbling Guns, The Mist is Creeping O'er the Field, and now, al of a sudden, Pecheritsahad
dug up this ditty about the scarlet lips of the sorrowful lasses of Galicia. Only asthe choir sang the last
couplet, did | remember that it was this song that the Galician "gunner-boys' had sung in 1918 when they
marched across our fortress bridge. Their grey uniforms were the same as those of their Austrian officers
and they burnt and pillaged as ruthlesdy astheir masters. They smashed up Orlovsky's mill under the dliff,
stole the peasants grain and carted it off to Austriawhile the people of our town were starving. | listened
to the song and just could not understand why the choir should be singing it in our Soviet times.

But, as though sensing my doubts and desiring to banish them, Pecheritsas choir struck up with Taras
Shevchenko's Commandment, then the Internationae that we all knew and loved so well. In those days
al our meetings ended with our standing up and singing the Internationae and the Y oung Guard. But it
was one thing for usto sing the hymn of the workers of the world in our little group, or a the Komsomol
club, in thin untrained voi ces, and something quite different to hear the Internationdering forth from the
lips of thisenormous choir. That evening | began to fed that Nikita had done wrong to turn Pecheritsa
out of the room. The new director of education may have acted arrogantly. But what a conductor!

The next day, however, | was again disgppointed in Pecheritsa.

We had adrawing master caled Maxim Y akovlevich Nazarov. Thislittle grey-haired old man, an
engineer by professon, came from the town of Sormovo, on the Volga. Maxim Y akovlevich used to tell
us much that was new and interesting about the Red Sormovo Plant, where he had worked nearly al his
life. The old man had seen alot, working in shops where there were more people than in forty factories
like our Motor. Our school badly needed men like Maxim Y akovlevich with long experience of industry.

The day after the concert Pecheritsa summoned all the teachers and instructors from our school to
test their knowledge of the Ukrainian language. Obvioudy our drawing master, who had only recently
come from Russiato live with his daughter—the wife of afrontier guard—could neither write nor read
Ukrainian.



In front of everyone, Pecheritsatold Polevoi to dismissthe old man from school. Our director did all
he could to defend Maxim Y akovlevich, but it was no good.

Later, when hewasteling us about hisinterview with Pecheritsa, Polevoi said: "'l told Pecheritsa,
"Y ou want to force a Russian to give up his native language and go over to Ukrainian straightaway. Why,
he hasn't been living in the Ukraine five minutes. Give him time, don't force him to distort hisown
language and talk God knows how just for your sake. Compel ling him like that will only make him hate
the Ukraine...""

But Pecheritsa could not be persuaded. He sent round acircular flatly stating that al school-teachers
inthe Ukraine must teach children only in Ukrainian.

"But look here, what children have we got at this school?' Polevoi argued heatedly. "Our youngsters
are quite grown-up. And besides, oursisatechnica school. We study trades.”

"That has nothing to do with me," Pecheritsaanswered coldly. "Y ou live in the Ukraine, here arethe
instructions, please obey them. Asfor the type of school you are running, that is quite absurd. What on
earth isthe use of afactory-training school when thereisn't afactory within ahundred miles of you!™

"Thetimewill comewhen factorieswill spring up heretoo, asthey have in the Donbas, and people
will thank usfor being firdt to train the workers that will be needed to run them!" Polevoi replied.

"Rubbish!" Pecheritsa snapped back. "No one will et you soil the blue sky of Podoliawith factory
smoke."

"We shdll see!” Polevoi said stubbornly and, as Nikitatold uslater, even gritted histeeth to stop
himsdf curang.

"Otherswill see, not you!" the ginger-moustached Pecheritsaflung at our director. ™Y our job isto be
adisciplined worker in my system of education, and to obey my ingtructions without wrangling.”

Polevoi was obliged to ask Maxim Y akovlevich to leave the school. We collected al the money we
had |eft from our small grants and presented the old man with agood set of drawing instrumentsasa
memento. Furman fixed a brass disc on the case and nestly scratched an inscription: "To our well-loved
teacher Maxim Y akovlevich, in parting, but not in farewdl. From his pupils.”

Asamatter of fact, Nazarov did not lose much by Pecheritsa's order. There were very few good
engineersin the town and he was snapped up by the transport office at once. He started drawing plans of
new roads |eading to the border.

The steam-rollersfor these roads were repaired at our school, and so Maxim Y akovlevich sometimes
cameto see us.

"A-aah! Maxim Y akovlevich, victim of the Pecheritsaregime!™ Zhora gregted him one day. "Well,
hasn't he got asfar asyour office yet?'

"That road's barred to him," Nazarov replied. "We're on military work now. Mikhail Vaslyevich
Frunze of Moscow isinterested in what we are doing. He doesn't care what language aman speaks, as
long ashe's Soviet at heart!..."

As Petkaand | walked back to the hostdl after our guard duty, Petka said to me: "What a pity we
didn't catch that bandit, Vasl! Just let him dip through our fingers! I'm afraid Pecheritsamay get to know
about it. If he does, helll useit against Polevoi. 'Look at the blunderers he'strained,” helll say. Then helll
dart dinging mud a Polevoi.”

"Don't worry, Petka. Kartamyshev won't |et anything happen to Polevoi. He's known Polevoi since
the time when they were at the Party School. Polevoi used to be the Secretary of the Party group there.
He's an old Bolshevik, and aworker... But Sashas a sap, that's afact. Think how smashing it would
have been if Sasha had nabbed that bandit!"



"Not half!" Petka said despondently.

TIKTOR GETS TOUGH

After the night of our vigil at headquarters, the westher had changed. For three daysit had been
snowing heavily. The drifts were up to the windows, and every morning, before starting to cast, we had
to clear the path leading from the road to the foundry with wooden shovels.

One morning Zhoratold meto prepare the mould cores for the next day's casting.

| was starting on my second lot, when Tiktor came up to me. | glanced up and saw his blonde
forelock dangling right in front of my nose. Tiktor squatted on his heels and lit acigarette, blowing acloud
of blue smoke into the grate of the stove. | watched him silently out of the corner of my eye, knowing that
he wanted to talk to me. Since the evening when Tiktor had not turned up at headquarters, he had kept
away from us, speaking to no one and going straight home after school. He lived with hisfather in
Tsganovka, aremote suburb not far from the ation.

Taking alast pull at his cigarette, Tiktor tossed the stub on the blazing dabs of coke and, walking past
me, sad offhandedly:

"Well, member of the committee, when are you going to try me?"

"Y ou want to know when the committee will go into your affair?'

"lan't that the samething!" Tiktor grunted, dragging over atin of grgphite and dtting onit.
"If you want to know when the committee will meet, | can tel you—on Thursday.”

"Of course, it's better for you to keep the Komsomol full of twerpslike Bobir who can't even hold a
rifle, just because they're friends of certain committee members, and chuck out young workers who
happen to make adip..."

| guessed whose window Tiktor was throwing stones at.
"What you did wasn't adip."

"But that'sjust what it was. | just had adrink... then gave aprofiteer adap on the jaw, and you make
dl thisfuss. . ."

"Not just aprofiteer. Hewas your client Bortanovsky."

Tiktor made a puzzled face. "My dlient? That's afunny thing to say!"

"Whose client is he then—mine? Don't make yoursdf out afool. The committee knows dl about it.”
"What do you mean?'l don't get you. . . Someone's been making things up to spite me, and you. . ."

Thiswas too much. Not content with refusing to admit his mistake frankly, as a Komsomol member
should, Tiktor wastrying to come the innocent!

| said grimly: "The committee knows, Tiktor, that you cast machine partsfor Bortanovsky's private
businessin working hours, you sold them to him, you..."

"Wdl, what about it?" Tiktor brokein. "I did it al with my own hands, out of my own aduminium, and
it wasn't inworking hoursat al."

"That's not true, it was! Why tell lies about it?"
"You'relying yoursdf! | stayed behind after work, when you'd gone home, and did the casting then.”



"Did you? What about the sand, and the tools, and the models, whose were they? Don't they belong
to the gate? Just you tell me what you were doing that day when K ozakevich took the fly-whedl model
to the locksmithsto have it changed. If | remember, you were casting a gearwhed for amotor-bike."

Tiktor was cornered.

"l had nothing else to do then," he mumbled. "That's different. | wanted ajob, so | started on that
gear-whedl. Y ou could cast that blood-sucker of an emperor, couldn't you? Well, | was practising, too,
on agear-whed."

"Practising to get money from aprofiteer afterwards and buy vodkawithit..."

"Look hereyou," Tiktor shouted threateningly, "don't try and scare me with your talk of profiteers! |
hate profiteers more than you do. Besides, you can't prove Bortanovsky isaprofiteer. Hes aprivate
craftsman, true, but he's a craftsman and he works himself. And in Odessa he used to work &t the
October Revolution Factory. Y ou don't find craftsmen like him al over the place. Who overhauled
Pecheritsa's motor-bike? Bortanovsky! And you call him aprofiteer!”

"Hold on, Tiktor," | said very camly, "only aminute ago you yourself caled Bortanovsky a profiteer.”
"l did?... Nothing of thekind!" Tiktor exclaimed indignantly.

"Yes, youdid! You said yoursdf you gave ‘aprofiteer adap on the jaw.' I've got agood memory.
Y ou'vetold onetoo many..."

"Drop that, Mandzhura, don't try scaring me!" Tiktor bawled, growing furiousin his confusion.
"You're abit too green to talk to melike that, kid! I'm aworker born and bred. | know why you're all
against me—because | earn more than you! Y ou'd take on jobs from Bortanovsky yoursdlf, but he
wouldnt give 'em to you, evenif you did them free. Y our handiwork wouldn't suit him! They makedo on
their mingy grants, and if | don't want to live like a beggar—they start persecuting me. Chuck me out of
the Komsomol! Y ou can go and stuff yourselves! I'm not a climber, I'm aworking chap!”

"Now | seethat you must be expelled from the Komsomol!" | told Tiktor, looking him straight in the
eye. "If you can say thingslikethat..."

"Now, you young people, what's al the jawing about in working hours?* Zhora asked sternly coming
into the room. "Finished cleaning the cores, Mandzhura?. . . Arethesethem? That'll be about enough for
today. Now listen, get dressed and fly over to the schoal. In the forge they'll give you some ramsfor us.”

Worked up after my quarrel with Tiktor, | flung out into the yard without even buttoning my
chumarka

It was wonderfully quiet and snowy al round. My eyes pricked as | looked at the deep drifts on the
dlotment and in the foundry yard. The trees were fluffy with snow. A tomtit with ablack comb fluttered
past me knocking atwig with itswing and agreat pile of snow showered slently off the tree.

A narrow path had been trodden across Hospital Square. | walked dowly. It was like going down a
crowded corridor and the hem of my chumarka brushed the snowdrifts. The roofs of the little houses
round the square were piled high with snow; lilac and jasmine bushesin their gardens poked out of the
snow like birch-brooms; even the tdl, narrow chimney on the Motor Factory was caked with
snow-flakeson one side.

"We don't need ahooligan like you!" That had been agood reply to Tiktor. He had gone abit too far
with hisrotten conduct and dl the dirty things he had said about the Komsomol, and now he would
complainthat it wasal our fault. If he had been adecent, honest chap, who would say anything against
him! H hadn't told him off for personal reasons—I was thinking of our organization. Why couldn't he
understand that! If he started swindling and robbing the state, working against the people when he was
young, what would become of him later? We had advised him last year to stop going with 'Kotka



Grigorenko. "Mind you don't dip up," Petkaand | had told him. "We've known that Kotka ever since he
was akid. Hisfather was all for Petlura, he betrayed our friends, and his son's got a bad streak in him
too. Surdly he's not the kind of fellow for you to go with, ishe?' But did Tiktor listen to us? What a

hope! "Y ou can't teach me anything, I'm not green like you!" He and Kotka used to go staggering down
Pogt Street arm in arm, and to parties and weddings with kulak ladsin the neighbouring village, and then
Kotkaran away to Poland. He must have done something pretty bad, if he had to resort to athing like
that. And then Tiktor wasin amess, twice he, a Komsomol member, was summoned by the security men
and given a serious talking-to because he had been a close friend of Kotka's. After that he had moped
about looking sorry for himsdlf, and now it was starting al over again. ..

Turning these thoughts over in my mind | crossed the snowy expanse of the yard and entered the
forge.

The ramswere not ready, and while | was waiting for them to be forged, | went up into the
locksmiths shop, fit was dinner-time and everyone had gone out. The workshop was amazingly quiet.
No one stood at the benches sprinkled with filings. | went to the club and found our chaps crowding
round the glass-fronted case on the wall reading the latest newspaper. Our Red Cordon was attracting
particular attention today, | squeezed closer.

"An Absurd Schoal," it read in big letters across the top of the page and knew in aflash what it was
about. The article, sgned "Dr. Zenon Pecheritsa," said that the director of the factory-training school,
Polevoi, was sabotaging the spread of Ukrainian culture, that for along time he had kept at his school a
teacher who could not speak Ukrainian; when the teacher was eventually dismissed, Polevoi had
organized acollection to buy him a costly present. Pecheritsa concluded his article by remarking that the
very existence of afactory-training school in our little town where there was no industry was absurd...

Footsteps echoed down the corridor. It was Polevoi coming from his office. He was wearing his
khaki jacket. His cap wastilted on the back of his head, exposing his high sunburnt forehead. We made
way for Polevoi to go up to the newspaper, but he smiled and said, "Read it yoursalves. | know
everything that's written there.”

Sasha Bobir darted up to Polevoi.
"Nestor Varnayevich, what does 'Dr." mean?' he asked unexpectedly.

A laugh went up and even Polevoi hid asmile.

" 'Dr." Wel, | suppose it means 'Doctor.

"But how can Pecheritsabe adoctor?' Sashainssted. "Doctors go round hospitals curing people, but
he conducts a choir and orders teachers about. Are there doctors like that?"

"Thereared| kinds of doctors," Polevoi replied. "They're not all doctors of medicine. Pecheritsaisa
Galician. | ought to tell you that in Galiciathey're very fond of showing off abit by putting ‘Doctor’ in
front of their names. Nearly every officer in that legion of Galician riflemen who fought with the Austrians
againg the Russan army called himsdlf adoctor. Therewereall kinds: doctors of law, philosophy,
philology, veterinary science... Perhaps Pecheritsais a doctor of music.”

"If the Galicians fought againgt us with the Austrians, why do we let them come here? Haven't we got
enough Petlurahangers-on, asitisl” Sashainssted.

"Never spesk likethat again, Bobir!" Polevoi exclamed. ™Y ou must never judge awhole people by
itsrenegades... The Galicians are agood, hard-working, honest people, they're our blood brothers. They
gpesk the same language as we do, their country's been Ukrainian for centuries.”

And Polevoi reminded us how not long ago, at the Fourteenth Party Congress, Comrade Stalin had
said it was only because the Treaty of Versailles had carved up many states that our Ukraine had lost
Gdiciaand Western Volyn.



"If anybody knowsthe Galicians, | should," Polevoi went on. "When Peremyshl was captured, | was
badly wounded out there, in Gdlicia... The army retreated and | was left lying on the ground,
unconscious. Well, do you think those people gave me away to the Austrians? Nothing of the kind! | lay
for over ayear in a peasant's cottage, in the village of Kopysno. They brought a doctor to me secretly
from Peremyshl. He operated on metwice. | might have been aGalician mysdf the way those Galicians
looked after me... Yes, it would be good to meet some of those people again. Just think, the little Zbruch
isdl that dividesud! It's not the fault of the Galician working folk that they're under foreign domination
and have been suffering under it for years."

... When we came out of school and went to the hostel to have dinner, Petka, who adored Polevai,
pounced on Sasha: "Couldn't you ask your questions another time?'Y ou could see he was upset by that
rotten article, but you had to start worrying him: 'What's "Dr." mean? Do you want to know what it
means? 'Dr." means daft like you!"

"All right, don't shout,” Sasha grunted. "Perhaps| did it on purpose to cheer him up, | wanted to take
his mind off things. How about that?' And Sasha smiled complacently.

I remembered how Polevoi had been liked and respected by the students at the Party School when
he was group secretary there.

One day, when hewas till at the Party School, Polevoi had dropped in to see us. Father was
out—he was printing the school newspaper Student's Voice in our little print-shop. Polevoi noticed a
poetry album on my table. We till had the high-school boys habit of keeping such dbums. Thegirlsin
our classwould gtick picturesin their dbums and draw flowersall round them—narcissuses and tulips
usualy—then write sentimental verses there about beautiful flowers, white-winged angels, harps,
forget-me-nots, and so on.

| am ashamed now to admit it, but | had such an abum too. It was full of verses and good wishes
from friends. To my amazement, Polevoi leafed through my abum, chuckled to himsdlf, then, ditting down
at the table, picked up apen and wrote on a clean page:

Far beyond the stormy present

Lies the Future's happy shore
Where the sky is clear and pleasant
And the tempest roars no more.

It is only the courageous

Whom the waves will carry there.
Forward, friends! The tempest rages,
But these sails it cannot tear!

I had not asked him to do it. He just wrote, then got up and left the room without aword.

| was very surprised, | remember. At fird, | thought it was an acrogtic. | read thefirst letters of each
line from top to bottom, but couldn't make any sense of it.

Polevoi's action pleased me. lit was nice to fed that he didn't mind having to do with ayoungster like
me...

At the factory-training school everyone knew that Polevoi was rather rough and strict on the outside,
but avery kind man at heart. He spent al day at the schoal trying to make usinto skilled workers and



good citizens.
Weall liked our director and Pecheritsas article staggered us. Although Polevoi gave no sign of being
hurt, we guessed it was only in front of usthat he was so cam; underneath he must be feding very bitter.

After dinner | left the forge with two rams under my arm and headed for the school gate. Just as| was
going through the gate | heard a shout from Nikita:

"Specid committee meeting after school!”

"Oh, good! Tiktor's been asking..."

"l don't suppose well havetime for Tiktor today. There's something moreimportant,” said Nikita.
"What'sup?'

"Don't you know?"

"No. What isit?'

"Pecheritsawants to close down the school "

"You don't mean it?'

"Of course, | do!"

"But what about us?'

"Private tinkering, labour exchange, or get your Mum and Dad to keep you,” Nikitasaid, twisting his
faceinto agrin.

I thought for amoment he was pulling my leg. "But they can't do that! Surdly, you're joking, Nikita?"
"Never been more seriousin my lifel Mind you come," Nikita answered shortly.

BAD NEWS

Never since we started school had we held such astormy committee meeting as we held that evening.
Thelast light had gone out in the windows of the neighbouring houses, theiron shutters of the shopsin the
old part of the town had rumbled down long ago, but still we argued and shouted about what we should
do...

Onthetablelay Pecheritsa's order to close the school.

No one could resign himself to the ideathat in two week's time, when we still had another month and
ahdf at school, we should just be kicked out.

While we argued and fumed and racked our brainsfor away of softening Pecheritsa's heart and
making him withdraw his order, Polevoi, our director, and the only Party member in the whole schoal, sat
quietly in acorner and said nothing. Apparently, he wanted to hear what we had to say, and then, asa
representative of the Party, tell us hisopinion. At length, when everybody had had his say, Nikitalooked
inquiringly at thedirector.

"It'safoolish pogtion that I'min, avery foolish one, lads, and | don't know whether you'll understand
me properly,” Polevoi said rising to hisfeet. His voice trembled as he spoke and the room grew so quiet
that we could hear the snow on the pavement outside crunching under the feet of some belated
passer-by. "As| look at you, the young, hot-headed lads you are, | just can't imagine how we can part.
In the time we've been together we've becomerred friends, and | believe that al of you will make good.
Asamember of the Party, here, at this Komsomol committee mesting, | can tell you frankly: thewhole



thing iswrong from beginning to end. 'It's unjust that you shouldn't be alowed to finish thislast Sx weeks.
It'sunjust of them to close the school. That decision isagaingt the Party line. . ."

Polevoi rummaged in histunic pocket and, taking out a scrap of paper, went on: ". . . it contradicts
the directives of the Fourteenth Party Congress. All right, suppose what he saysis true—at the moment
there aren't any suitable factoriesin our digtrict that we can send you to when you finish school. But there
are such factoriesin other towns of the Ukraine. Then why won't Pecheritsa get in touch with the
government and arrange something for us? The long and the short of it isthat he doesn't believein the
future of our industry. He doesn't want the blue sky of Podolia soiled with factory smoke!... But without
that we shan't be able to maintain Soviet power! If we don't build factories al over the country, we shall
be finished, and not only that—we shan't be able to help any of the peopleswho are waiting for our aid.
That's as clear astwo and two makes four. Only this perishing conductor doesn't-want to understand the
obvioustruth. . . And I've got avery definite feding that Pecheritsas tactics are playing right into the
hands of the Ukrainian nationalists, if Kartamyshev had been in town, | would have got this order
cancelled today. But Kartamyshev caught achill during the darm and hislungs are bad -again, so he's
goneto Yadtafor treetment. His place has been taken by Sokorenko—a new man to our organization.
Sokorenko's heard that Pecheritsawas sent here from 'Kharkov and he's afraid of pulling him up. | shall
have to talk to Sokorenko, and explain thingsto him. But it seemsto me that there's no need for you to
stand aside. While I'm protesting here, on the spot, why shouldn't you go and stir them up in Kharkov?
Weve not only got to fight to keep our school going, we've got to make Kharkov find jobs at factories
for our first lot of trainees, for al of you. Y ou have every right to them.”

And we decided to fight.

A resolution was carried that immediately after the general Komsomol meeting apupils delegation
should be sent to the Digtrict Party Committee. It was aso decided that | should be sent to Kharkov to
see the Central Committee of the Komsomol.

That wasthe last thing | had expected! When dl the chaps shouted, "Mandzhural Mandzhura ought
to go!" | could scarcely believe my ears.

| tried to make excuses, but Nikita said confidently: "Never mind that, Vasil. It'sal bunk about your
never travelling on atrain before and losing yourself and al therest of it. Y our tongue will get you
anywhere and Kharkov's not far away. Are we the kind to get scared over such journeys! Who knows,
we may haveto take atrip to Berlin or Paris one of these days. And you're afraid of going to Kharkov,
to one of our own Soviet towns! But you're quite a brave chap on the whole and were sure you'll find
your way about there al right. So get cracking on thelong trail and stick up for our interests! Get justice,
or diel That'sdl."

The meeting was declared closed.

Tired and excited, we walked back to the hostel through the quiet snowy streets of our little town. Of
wasin adaze. The decision to send me to Kharkov had hit me like an avalanche. But it was good to fedl
that my friendstrusted me, and | swore to myself that | would do my best.

AN UNEXPECTED TRAVELLING COMPANION

No one came to see me off at the station, not even Pet-ka. That evening there wasto be a pupils
conference. Pecheritsawas expected to attend. After two invitations, he had condescended to "drop in."
Everyone wanted to hear what this ginger-moustached bureaucrat had to say besdeswhat wasin his
order. Wl over haf the school's pupils were preparing to speak. They intended to give Pecheritsaared
fight and demand that he cancdl the order. But thetrain left at seven fifteen in the evening. | had told the



chaps mysalf not to see me off. They had better stick together and give that bureaucrat a hiding.

| arrived at the station half an hour before the train was due to leave and saw that no one was being
alowed on the platform yet. With one hand in my pocket fedling the hard little ticket that we had clubbed
together to buy, and the other gripping abrief case, | strolled about the station, glancing up at the clock.

Firmly pinned with two safety-pinsin the insde pocket of my jacket were forty-three rubles sixty
kopeks. At dinner-time we had been given our grants and most of the chaps at school had contributed a
ruble each for my journey. That was how | had come to possess such alarge sum, | had never had so
much money beforein my life. My papersfor thejourney werein the brief case that Nikitahad forced on
me. He had gone specidly to the District Komsomol Committee and borrowed it from Dmitry
Panchenko, the head of the ingtructors department. Afraid of being laughed at, | tried to refuseit, but
Nikitawas adamant.

"Try to understand, old chap," he said persuasively, "when abrief caseis necessary, it's nothing to be
ashamed of. There's no reason why it should be asign that you've turned into a bureaucrat. If you haven't
got abrief case, what will you do with al your papers, the school estimate, the lists of pupils? Stuff them
in your pockets? Y ou'll get everything crumpled. And where will you put your towel, soap, tooth-brush?
Therésnowhere, isthere? But it dl goesfineinto abrief case. Suppose you go in to seethe chief of
education himsalf. Do you want to fish alot of crumpled papers out of your pocket?... You'l fee much
better with abrief case.”

| tried every excuse | could think of to get out of taking the brief case, for | knew that the Komsomol
memberswho carried brief cases were called bureaucrats. And if one of these brief case owners went so
far asto put atie round his neck, he was sure to be dubbed a petty bourgeois or an upstart. Before | left
the hostd, | wrapped the brief casein old newspapers and carried it under my arm, like aparcel. Not
until 1 reached the station did | glance round and throw the newspaper into the ditch.

Therewas no onel knew at the tation. In the buffet a samovar was steaming and an ederly waiter
with awhite overd| over hisfur jacket was pouring the hot water into thick glasses. In theluggage
department customs men were checking the passengers luggage for contraband.

| strolled dong the corridors, crossed the entrance-hall several times and surveyed the passengers,
trying to guess who would be with mein my compartment. Then | went out on the platform. Soon the
platform grew empty as the passengerstook their seatsin thetrain. Only the stationmaster paced dowly
over theice-coated platform, glancing at hiswatch. At last, he straightened up, assumed adignified air,
put hiswatch away in his pocket and struck three ringing notes on a brass bell.

| showed the conductor my ticket and scrambled up the steep steps into the warm sooty-smelling
carriage. It looked asif no one esewould get in and | should haveto travel done. !l waked through the
empty carriage to the last compartment and took a seat by the window.

Behind the wooden wall, in thetoilet, | thought | heard someone cough, but paying no attention toit, |
started examining the cosy compartment, which reeked of tobacco smoke.

What athrill it had been afew years ago, when we were kids, to climb into the long, green carriages
like these standing in the Sdingsl Why, only afew days ago, if someone had told me that | should soon
enter such acarriage asared passenger, | should never have believed him.,

In the hush before the train started | could hear two greaserstalking to each other by the Sation
warehouse, then behind the wall someone coughed again, more clearly thistime, and a last, from the
head of the train came the cheerful whistle of the engine.

It had given asimilar cheerful whistle severd years ago, when Petkaand | had seen Y uzik
Starodomsky, "Weasd," off to Kiev from this same station. How we had envied Y uzik hislong train
journey! And now I, Vasily Mandzhura, was setting out on along journey too!... A jerk.



Gazing out of the window, T watched the places | knew gliding past. How many timeshad | run
barefoot over those paths and tracks! The willow pond near the candle factory flashed by. How dismd it
looked in the snow! Nothing like as good asin summer. What big crayfish you could catch under its
steep banks with abit of old mesat or adead frog. Half the pond was overgrown with tal bul-rusheswith
brown cat'stails on their dender stems.. .

The door behind me gave aloud click.
| turned round.
Within two paces of me, holding alittle suit-case, stood —Pecheritsa.

"Now it'sal up,” | thought. "Pecheritsa's found out everything, he knows I'm going to the centre, and
he's decided to beat meto it. Now, of course, helll try to scare me. He may even order meto go back at
once."

Inthefirst shock of mesting, | had not noticed that Pecheritsa had shaved off his moustache.
Clean-shaven, he looked younger and not quite so bad-tempered as before. | was very: surprised to see
that Pecheritsawas not dressed in hisusud clothes. He was wearing an old Budyonny hat with the star
taken off and along cavary . great-coat that reached to his ankles.

| hadn't the courage to look straight at Pecheritsafor long, so | turned away and pretended to be
looking out of the window, now and then glancing at him from thetail of my eye. Huddling against the
wall of the compartment, | waited for the questioning that | was sure would come. But glancing over his
shoulder, Pecheritsasaid kindly, and what was more, in Russian: "Going far, [ad?’

"To'Kiev," | lied, making up my mind not to confess on any account. "Hereésaswindler,” | thought to
myself. "He sacks other people for speaking Russian, but as soon as he getsin the train, he goes over to
Russan himsdlf! Why should he be alowed to when others aren't?!

"So weretravelling together,” Pecheritsasaid camly.

He raised the top bunk and tossed hislittle suit-case on to it. Wiping the bunk with hisfinger to seeif
it was dusty, Pecheritsa asked:

"Who sent you adone on such along journey?"

Noticing that he was paying rather alot of attention to my brief case, | lounged back and, without
appearing to do so on purpose, covered it with my elbow.

"I'm going to see my aunt. I've got an aunt in Kiev who'sill."

"Everyonesgetting ill now," Pecheritsaagreed readily. "It's arotten time of the year—spring's
coming. I'm not well mysdif, shivering and coughing al thetime. | just don't want to do anything but
deep.” And he coughed.

| realized that it was he who had been coughing and fiddling about there, behind the carriage wall,
before the train Sarted.

When his spell of coughing was over, Pecheritsaleaned towards me and asked in an even more
friendly tone: "Y ou're not going to deep yet, are you, laddie?"

“"No, | want to read for abit."

"Then I'll ask you afavour, old chap. Heres my ticket and travel warrant. If they come round to
check up, just show it to them, will you? I'll get up on my bunk now and have asnooze. Don't et them
wake me. If they ask anything, just tdl them I'm your uncle and I'mill and you've got my ticket.
Understand?'

"All right,”" | said, and taking Pecheritsasticket and the travel warrant wrapped round it, | put it away
in my jacket pocket.



Pecheritsa climbed on to the bunk, turned hisface to the wall and, placing the little case under his
head, quickly fell adeep with one hand thrust into the pocket of hislong greeat-codt.

And thuswetraveled, my new "uncle’ and 1.

Needlessto say, | was even rather pleased things had turned out asthey had. | congratulated mysalf
for tricking Pecheritsa so cleverly. | had expected him to worry me and keep asking whether | wasthe
delegate from the factory-training school who had been sent to Kharkov; but it had not been like that at
al, we had just cometo aquiet family agreement. "Wheré's he going to, then, the old blighter?" |
wondered, glancing up at the belt of Pecheritsa's great-coat dangling from the bunk.

| opened my brief case and took out Voinich'swonderful novel The Gadfly. | had promised mysdif |
would read this book in the train and even make asummary of it, so that | should be able to speak about
it at the next "What new books have we read?' evening at school.

Our Komsomol group often held such meetings. And mock trials were even more popular. Whom
didnt we put on trid in those days! Therewas Vanderwelde, the tricky Belgian Foreign Minigter, and
Don Quixote who wasted histime fighting windmills, and Lord Curzon who sent dl those haughty notes
and ultimatums to the young Soviet land...

... | could not read properly. The noise of the wheedls put me off. The pencil | was using to make
notes kept jumping all over the place. And Pecheritsa's presence did not make things any eesier. |
wanted to have apeep at histravel warrant, but | was afraid he had not fallen properly adeep.

The ingpector did not come round until it was quite dark, after we had passed Dunayevtsy, and asif
to show that he was not to be wakened, Pecheritsa started snoring so loud that the ingpector could
hardly make his voice heard.

The candles had not yet been lighted and only the feeble gleam of the ingpector's lantern reached my
corner. Theinspector pulled out hiskey and was about to tap on the bunk to wake Pecheritsa, when |
sad hadtily: "Don't wake him up, he'sill. I've got histicket. Hereyou are.”

"Pretty loud snorer for asick man," grunted the inspector, checking the tickets.
The conductor standing behind him stared at Pecheritsals boots.

"Wheredid heget in?' hesaid in surprise. "l don't remember him. | thought you were my only
passenger, young fellow. Where did he come from?”

"Weve been heredl thetime,” | mumbled.
"Change a Kiev," theinspector said curtly and handed methetickets.

Thinking that there might be abilker hiding on the upper banks, he swung hislantern up to the luggage
rack. Thelight flickered on the ceiling. There was no one e se in the compartment. Having set hismind at
rest, the ingpector went on down the carriage.

Lulled by the monotonous drumming of the wheds. | dozed off...
A hoarse voice wakened me. "Have they checked the tickets?"

Thetrain had sopped. A lamp hanging from a post outside shed a greenish light through the carriage
window and | could see Pecheritsa's head above me.

IIYSIII
"Then I'll have abit more deep. If they come round again, just show them the tickets, old chap.”

| nodded silently, looked at the window for aminute and closed my eyes. It was warm and cosy. The
gentle swaying was nice. | lay down on the seet in my chumarkaand, putting the brief case under my
head for a pillow, soon fell adeep. How long | dept, | don't know. | was awakened by the light of a



torch shining on my face.
"Ticketd"

"Therestwo here, mineand his. . ." | muttered, groping in my pockets. "He'sin the bunk on top. He's
not well."

The ingpector turned the beam away and took the tickets. Behind him stood aman in awadded
jacket, who also looked at the tickets.

"Shall | wake him?' the ingpector asked quietly and flashed the torch on Pecheritsas back. Pecheritsa
had rolled himsdlf inaball and was Hill fast adeep.

"WEIl haveto," said the man in the wadded jacket, but then checked himsdlf: "Wait, hereésthe travel
warrant!" And detaching the long white dip of paper from the tickets, he Started examining it intently.

Blinking at them deepily, | could not make out what it was al about. | wished they would go away.

"Y ou needn't wake him," the man in the wadded jacket said quietly, folding the warrant and handing it
back to the ingpector. "He's not theone. . . Let'sgo on.”

The ingpector gave me back both tickets wrapped in the warrant. The two men went away. | fell
adeep a once, and so soundly that by the time | awoke we had reached abig station. A truck rumbled
aong the brightly-lit platform, people were running about with bottles and tea-pots.

The gtation lamps shed their light right into the compartment. | noticed that the upper bunk was
empty—Pecheritsa had gone.

Pressing my face to the window, | read the name-board on front of the ation:

ZHMERINKA

We had come agood way!

Knocking the legs of deeping passengers, | waked to the door.

The carriage had filled up and the air was heavy with the smdll of shegpskin and makhorka tobacco.

What had become of Pecheritsa? Perhaps he had gone to the buffet?. . . Fine chap to travel with!
Couldn't even wake me up. And afraid to leave his case behind! Must think I'm athief.

At the end of the corridor | felt the tang of the frosty night. The puddles on the platform wereiced
over. Starstwinkled below the rim of the station roof.

A new conductor in aleather cap with a smart badge on it was walking up and down beside the
carriagewith arolled flagin his hand.

"Will we be here much longer, Comrade Conductor?' | asked.

"That we shal!" the conductor replied cheerfully. " A long time yet. The Odessa express has got to
comethrough.”

"Have | got timeto go to the station?’

"Plenty. We shan't be moving for over an hour.”

"Nobody will take my place, will they?"

"If they do, welll make them give it back to you. Y ou've got a seet ticket, haven't you?..."

| walked al over Zhmerinka Station. Huge and clean, in those days it was spoken of as the best
gation in the Soviet Ukraine. | even went down the famous white-tiled tunndl.

Passing the firgt-class buffet, | glanced at the pink hams, at the white sucking pig that lay
spread-eagled on a bed of buckwheat porridge, at the fried chickens and green pess, at the plump,



glistening pies stuffed with meset arid rice, a the dark-red dices of smoked tongue, at the stuffed perch
that seemed to be swimming initstrembling coating of jdly. | was so anxiousfor just ataste of these
ddicaciesthat | logt al sdf-control, | had adice of cold pork and a salted cucumber, drank three glasses
of cold rich milk with fresh pies, then | ate two custard tarts and washed it &l down with aglass of
dried-fruit sdlad.

But as soon as | came out of the station into the fresh air, | began to repent. Fancy throwing money
away likethat! With an appetite that Sze I'd never get to Kiev. And | felt specially ashamed because 'l
had alowed mysalf such abourgeoisfeast a atime when our chaps had so little to eat. Cabbage soup
and lentils—that was the usual dinner at our hostel. And beans, beans, beans! Beansfor supper, beans
for breskfast. Even the afters on Sundays was beans with akind of sickly treacle sauce. Nikita
Kolomeyetstried to console us by saying that therewas alot of phosphorusin beans and they would
make us much cleverer, but there wasn't a single one among us who wouldn't have given al hisrotten
beans for aportion of good mest rissoles or a peppery goulash and fried potatoes. Tortured by remorse,
| climbed into the carriage and returned to my seet.

Pecheritsawas not there.

After my med the warmth of the compartment made me deepy and | did not fed like going outside
again. | just fet like gtting back on the hard seat and dozing.

The express from Moscow rumbled in on the main line amid clouds of steam. The station became
noisy. Fighting with deep, | peered at the lighted windows of the carriage that had stopped by us.
Covered with sheets and blankets the passengerslay in their comfortable bunks. "Made themselves at
home, haven't they!" | thought envioudy.

The express only stopped for afew minutes, then moved on smoothly. The red light on the end
carriage flashed past the window and again | found mysdlf staring &t the yellow walls of the station.

Soon we moved on too.
Pecheritsahad not returned. | sill had histicket and travel warrant.

When it got light, | took alook at the warrant. The first thing | noticed wasthat it had been made out
not for Pecheritsa, but for a second-year student at the agricultural ingtitute, Prokopy Shevchuk. Across
the bottom of the warrant ran the flowery signature of the director of district education Pecheritsa. Hum,
something underhand about that! Pecheritsawas the only man in our town who had the right to issue
warrantsfor freetravel on therailways. | remembered how even before Pecheritsahad ordered the
closing of the factory-training school, we had asked him to send afew of the very best pupilsfor atrip
round the factories of the Donbas during the holidays. Pecheritsa had refused. " The factory-training
school won't get asingle warrant out of me. They are only for students.™ And the blighter wastravelling
with one himsdlf! | made up my mind that as soon as| got back | would show Pecheritsaup, if only on
this score.

But where had he got to! The destination on the warrant was Millerovo. . . If | was not mistaken, that
was the other side of Kharkov. He couldn't have missed the train— we had stopped too long in
Zhmerinka There had been time to have breakfast and dinner aswell. All | could think of was that
Pecheritsa had bought a fresh ticket and changed on to the express.

IN KHARKOV

The line was snowed up in places and our train did not reach Kharkov until evening, ten hourslate.
Crossing the street with some care, H walked down Y ekaterinodav Street towards the centre of the



aty.
Lighted tramsrolled past, scattering greenish sparks from their collector-arms.

"Evening Radio! Evening Radio! Latest report - from Rome! Mussolini dill divel" alittle news-boy
was shouting &t the top of hisvoice,

The shop signs dazzled me. The windows were hegped with nuts, ginger, hegps of pastila, baskets of
Caucasan salad, sultanas, dates, Antonovka apples, oranges and lemons wrapped in tissue-paper. On
the door of a shabby two-storey house | noticed awooden placard: Eva Kapulskaya's Delicious Dinners
Home-Cooked in Pure Buitter. Tasty. Simple. Cheap!!!

Delicious odours of roast lamb and garlic steamed through the open window of the cook-shop.

"Ofor somedinner!” | thought, and licked my lips. It wastwo days since | had esten ahot medl. All
the journey ;I had fed on sausage and cold milk—except for my little treet at Zhmerinka, of course.
Today | had hardly had anything to est snce morning... But on the very threshold of Eva Kapulskaya's
faryland | changed my mind. | didn't know yet what "cheap" meant. What was cheap for her, aprivate
restaurant-keeper, might not be a al cheap for me. | must not waste public money. Who could tell how
many days| might haveto stay herel

Perhgps from hunger, my legsfdt light asair and my head swam asif | had just come out of hospital.
| strode on, not knowing the way, but guessing that Y ekaterinodav Street would bring meto the centre.
Splashes flew from under my feet—the pavement was covered with melting dush. What agood job | had
borrowed Sashas new galoshesfor the journey!

The narrow side-street brought me out on to a broad square and before me | saw the yellow
columned building of the All-Ukrainian Central Executive Committee. It was surrounded by little
snow-sprinkled fir-trees that seemed to guard it. Now and then a hooting omnibus drove past; dedges
with bear-skins thrown over the seats trotted by, their bellsjingling. In the distance | could read sparkling
letters in the sky—V I STI—the biggest government paper in the Ukraine in those days.

At that moment | remembered our little far-off border town and the school hostel on its quiet
outskirts. Perhapsright now the chaps were talking about me, hoping that | would bring them good news.
Perhaps they were gl stting on the long benchesin the Komsomoal club in Kishinev Stregt. Of course,
they would be there now! Tonight they were holding ashow. They had been rehearsing it along time.
And what was more, there was going to beamusica scene called "Troika' with my friendsinit—Gaya
Kushnir, Monka Guzarchik, Furman the " philosopher,” and even Sasha Bobir.

| felt sad at the thought of not seeing the performance of our dramatics circle, and missing a chance of
laughing with the other chaps at Sashas acting. But as| stood there, on the square of this strange city, |
knew that even though they were having agood time, my friends would be sure to remember me.

Peeping at the lighted windows, | wandered on to the next square—Rosa L uxemburg Square, it was
caled.

The latest edition of a Kharkov newspaper was pasted on aboard near the House of Ukrainian
Trade Unions.

A amdl head-line caught my eye:
MUSSOLINI ATTACKED

At 11 am. today an unknown elderly woman fired arevolver amost point-blank at Mussolini. He
was coming out on to the ; Capitol Square from the building where the 5 International Congress of
Surgeonsis being held. The bullet grazed Mussolini's nogtril.

The woman who fired the shot has been arrested.



"What ashot!" | thought. "No better than Sashal Fancy getting that closeto adirty fascist like
Mussolini and not finishing him off! She shouldn't have taken the job on, if she couldn't shoot. Grazed his
nostril! ... So that's why the kid was shouting ‘Latest report from Rome!" | wonder if there's anything
more abouit it."

Next to the report from Rome there was a column about the outrages committed by the Bulgarian
fascists on the Communist Kabakchiev. Below it | read that the airship Norway would soon be flying
from Italy to Leningrad. In the centre of the next page, | saw apicture of aman with abeard. Above the
picture was ahead-line:

CURRENT TASKS OF THE PARTY

From the Concluding Speech of the Generd Secretary of the Centrd Committee of the Communist
Party of the Ukraine a the Plenary Mesting.

| scanned the portrait of the Generd Secretary and noticed hiskind, smiling eyes. Hadn't | seen him
somewhere before? But of course—on the cover of the magazine Vsesvit in our hostel.

| strolled dong the pavement, swinging my brief case. "I'm in Kharkov! I'm in Kharkov!" the thought
drummed in my temples. People hurried past me and | tried to be like them in every way. | marched on
confidently, showing no surprise a anything, and little by little | began to fed | was an old inhabitant of
thislarge, capitd city...

Ever sncel had left thetrain, | had been pursued by the thought that Pecheritsa would suddenly pop
up in front of mejust as unexpectedly as he had appeared in my compartment.

A sreet Sgn wasflashing on abuilding ahead of me:

New American Thriller!

SHARKS OF NEW YORK

Both partsin one programme

Nervous people and children not admitted

At the sight of thisenticing notice| lost my head for the second time since | started on my journey.
Forgetting dl about my hunger, | made a bee-linefor the cinema. When should | get a chance of seeing
such aninteresting filmin our little town!

The box-officewasin adark, damp-smelling archway. From the commotion that about half adozen
lads were making round the box-office | redlized that there were very few ticketsleft. A bit of shoving
and pushing got me aplacein the queue.

Clutching my brief case under my arm, | unfastened the safety-pins with trembling fingers. It would be
my turn soon.

"Next! What row?" the ticket-saller snapped at me from her box.

At last | got the second pin undone. Glancing over my shoulder dl thetime, | pulled the wad of
money out of my pocket. As| took two ruble notes out of thewad, | felt someone was watching me.



Two suspicious-looking fellowsin check caps pulled low over their eyes were lounging near the
box-office.

"Pickpockets!" | thought and pushed the wad of notes degper into my jacket pocket. Thrugting the
changeinto the pocket of my chumarka and grabbing thelittle blue ticket, | charged after the lad who had
beenin front of mein the ticket queue.

"Hurry up, dearie—it'sjust starting!" said the ticket-woman, tearing my ticket with one hand and
releasing the wooden turnstile with the other.

Assoon as| got into the buzzing hall, the lights went out and a bluish beam from the projector pierced
the darkness. | trod on someone's foot. " Good-heavens, what abear!” A voice hissed irritably. Trying
not to look at the owner of thevoice, | plumped down in thefirst vacant sedt. . . Ten minutes passed... |
forgot | wasin Kharkov, | even forgot it was dark outside and | had nowhere to spend the night.

... The New Y ork gangsters—terrible hairy fellows, with brutal faces, broken noses and square
jutting chins, roamed about the screen with huge Colts and Brownings. They filed through stedl bars,
cracked open fire-proof safes, chased each other on expresstrains, aeroplanes, speed-boats and cars,
shooting down their rivals point-blank in apractised way that made you think they even enjoyed doing it.

| felt asif | had been shot through in ten places, and by the time the terrible spectacle was over |
could scarcely understand why | was not dead. Only when | got outside, hot and excited and glad to be
gill dive, did | remember that | had nowhereto stay the night.

It was dl because of that train getting into 'Kharkov so late! If it had arrived earlier, when it was il
daylight, | could have gone to the Komsomal club and they would have found me abed in ahostel. But
now where could | go?

Thelight under the archway had dready been extinguished and the people were feding their way out
in darkness, treading on one another's hedls.

"Stop pushing for God's sake!" said a voice behind me and at that moment someone gave me a
tremendous shove in the back.

"Wheat are you pushing for?' | said, turning to alanky fellow in acap pulled down over hiseyes.

"Beg your pardon, it wasn't me, it was him," and the lout, grinning impudently, nodded to his
neighbour.

Then someone shoved me again. And what ashove! | nearly dropped my brief case. And suddenly
someone crushed my foot with hished. | jumped with pain.

But deciding that | had better not make trouble, | gripped my brief case firmly and struggled out of the
dark archway into the- lighted Strest.

What abunch of loutsl Must have learnt their tricks from those American gangsters! That'swhat they
cameto thefilmfor. . . Spoiling other peopl€'s galoshes!

The gtation buffet was till open and | decided to have a snack and then doze on a bench until dawn.

Theair of Kharkov had made me ravenous, and as | went up to the glass counter | was already
groping in my jacket pocket. Suddenly | remembered that after buying my cinematicket | had not pinned

my pocket up again.

Oh! | felt my legs sag under me. The glass chanddier hanging from the stuccoed ceiling swam before
my eyes. . .

My pocket was empty!

"Steady," | told mysdlf. "The main thing isnot to panic. Pull yoursdlf together!™



With sad, hungry eyes:I gazed at the grinning mouth of a pike on asalad dish, then crept miserably
away from the counter.

"Steady on, don't get excited!" | tried to reassure myself. "Y ou'vejust got your pockets mixed.”

Going over to thewindow-sill, | tossed my brief case on to it and rummaged through my pocketswith
trembling fingers. But al in vain—the money had gone, gone with the Sharks of New Y ork.

In the pocket of my chumarkal found the crumpled ruble and coinsthat the ticket-sdller had given me
for change. But what were these in comparison with the wealth that had been stolen fromme! 1t must
have been those scoundrelsin the check capswho had taken it!

But how should | get home?
"Keepit up dong the degpers” | remembered the words of along-forgotten song.

Y es, dong the deepers. . . There was nothing for it. | would do aday'swork here and there for the
kulaks on the road. | would work as afarm-labourer and get back!

Perhaps| could sdll my chumarka?. . . But who would buy aragged old thing like that?

When we were in atough spot Nikita had advised usto remember the old sea saying: "Rub your nose
and you'l get over it." | scratched my nose so hard that | nearly took the skin off. But it didn't help a
bit!...

Should | send Nikitaateegram asking for help? Just one word—"robbed!" and the
address—"Kharkov Station —To be cdled for"?... But what arow it would cause at school! "L ook at
that!" they would say. "Weve sent afool! Instead of sticking up for us, he's been wasting our money!
Just awool-gatherer!" And wouldn't Tiktor gloat!

No, | mustn't send atelegram.

I must find my own way out of the mess. It had been my fault and | must take what was coming to
me! Now | redlized the truth of Nikita's advice, when he used to tdl us: "Mind you never have anything to
do with those Harry Pedls and Rudolph Vaentinoes. They're poison. Those films are a school for
bandits. They can't lead aman to any good!"

How right he had been! What on earth had made me go and see those "Sharks'!. . . It wouldn't have
mattered if | had never even heard of them!... What could | do? How could | get out of this mess? And
the money they had stolen! A smdl fortune!

| started to count the change that the thieves had left me. A ruble forty kopeks. Not very rich! But it
was enough for bread and sodawater. | would stick it out for a couple of days somehow, get everything
done, then bilk my way home. | would creep under the carriage seat and lie there quietly so that the
conductor wouldn't notice me. Or perhaps | could jump agoodstrain.

SPRING MORNING

Day came. The porters sarted cleaning the station and | went out into the street. Seepy and hungry, |
felt | should scarcely be ableto last aday on bread and sodawater. Thelong journey, the lack of food,
the worry and excitement of it all had drained my strength. | swayed as| walked down the street.

The trams had not started yet, but there were plenty of people about. Janitors were opening gates.
Housewives with shopping-bagsin their hands were hurrying off to market. They were dl heading in one
direction, so to kill time | wandered after them.

"Blagbaz," the famous Kharkov market, was thefirst place to wake up.



Stalswere opening one after the other. Miserable and unwashed, | walked round "Blagbaz" until a
pungent appetizing smell struck my nodtrils. It even ousted the smells of salted cabbage and cdlery.
Nostrils quivering, like ahound on the scent, | made in the direction of the smell. A lean-faced market
woman, in awadded jacket, was bustling about by two smoking braziers on which stood two huge pots.

"Hot flachkies! Hot flachkies! Buy up, buy up, good people! Very tasty, very chegp! You'll never find
such tasty flachkies anywhere e se, not evenin fairyland! Oh, they'relovely! The best chegpest food you
can get intheworld! Buy my flachkied .."

... If any of you have ever sood in amarket, beside ablazing brazier, with aclay bowl in your hands,
and arough wooden spoon—it must be awooden spoon—and standing thus, eaten fresh, hot, peppery
tripe cutlets, or flachkies asthey are called in the Ukraine, with cream and spice, and onions, and garlic,
and red pepper, and grated cheese, al scented with laurel leaves and pardey, you will understand just
how hard it was for me not to bresk into my last ruble.

Even three hours later, when the offices opened and | walked up to the tall building on the corner of
Karl Liebknecht Street, my mouth was still burning with the red pepper.

Those flachkies hadn't been so cheap, after al. Half aruble gone aready! Now what? Suppose the
head of the Centrd Committee's education department was away and | had to wait for him?

Enough! No more luxury today! Until tomorrow 'l must not spend asingle kopek. No sodawater for
me. | could drink from the tap—it was free and just as good. | must save my money, so that | could at
least buy a scrap of bread to keegp me going on the road back, when | should be dodging the inspectors.

| had no trouble getting into the building. My Komsomol membership card and other paperswere
inspected and returned to me with a pass.

| waked into the spacious entrance-hall and handed the pass to the sentry. The sentry checked it and
showed me whereto go. Assoon as | entered the hall, | began to fed timid. When | had to take my coat
off, | felt worse. At the cloak-stand, together with my hat, galoshes and chumarka. | seemed to lose half
my courage.

"What floor, comrade?’ the liftwoman called out to me. | had heard before that in the capital there
were machinesthat carried peopleright to the top of buildings, but it wasthefirst timel had ever seena
lift.

"l want Room 246," | said to the liftwoman, looking a my pass.
"Getin, I'll takeyou up."

"No thanks," said | and walked off hurriedly down the carpeted corridor to the stairs. Stairswere
sdfer!

At acautious pace | mounted the stairs. During my travels, my feet had got used to the warm
gaoshes and now, as'l walked aong in my thin-soled shoes, | felt asif | had nothing on my feet at all.

Wondering at the cleanliness and quiet everywhere, | turned into acorridor at the top of the stairs. Al
the doors had little numbers on them, but | could not find the education department.

A shortish, thick-set man in top-boots was walking down the corridor towards me with steady,
ddiberatetread. | could not see his face—the sun from the windows was shining in my eyes.

"Please, comrade, can you tel me..." | began, hurrying up to the man.
"l canindeed,” he said and stopped in front of me.

But | could ask no more. . , Before me stood the very man whose photograph 'l had seen the evening
before in the newspaper.

In my surprise | forgot the number of the room | waslooking for.



To hep me out of my confusion, he asked cheerfully:

"Got lost? Where are you from, lad?' "'I'm from the border. . ." "From the border? A visitor from &far,
eh? What's your business?'

And at that moment a daring thought flashed into my head—wheat if | told the Generdl Secretary
himself dl about our troubles?

"May | speak to you?' | asked.

As soon as we entered the big, light office with itslarge square windows looking out over agarden,
he offered me achair, and | suddenly felt my courage return. It was asif my old acquaintance
Kartamyshev were sitting in front of me. Still alittle nervous and glancing a the bunch of telephones
assembled on the end of the big desk, but speaking quite calmly, | explained why my mates had sent me
to Kharkov.

The Secretary of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of the Ukraine heard me out very
atentively.

Twice he picked up abig green pencil and noted something on his pad. When he did this, | would
stop, but then he would nod and | would go on again.

When | began to narrate how Pecheritsahad in-, suited Polevoi with that article in the paper, the
secretary asked: " So Pecheritsainssted on the dismissa of an ingtructor merely because he had not learnt
Ukrainian soon enough?"

"Yes, that'sit! Andtheway heinssted! He caled Polevoi achauvinist. But how can hebea
chauvinist when he's been a Bolshevik right from the start of the Revolution! And why force Nazarov to
learn Ukrainian in such a hurry, when he hasn't been in the Ukraine ayear yet?" | asked hotly.

The secretary smiled, and encouraged by his smile, | went on: "And now what's happened?—they're
going to close the school. Well, it's not so bad for a chap who's got amother or father living in town, they
can help him until he getsfixed up somewhere. But what about the chaps who came to usfrom
orphanages—what are they going to do? The Petlura men killed their fathers, and there's nobody in town
they can turn to. They won't even have anywhereto live. They used to live in the factory-school hostd,
but now, as soon asthe schoal is closed, Pecheritsawants to put the musical college sudentsinto the
hogtel. They're hisfavourites, they sing in hischoir. But what will happen to the chaps from our school ?
And our training hasn't cost the state athing—the school paysitsway entirely. We make straw-cutters
ourselves and sdll them to the peasants and live on what we make out of it. It's good for us, and the
peasants get the machines they need. It brings town and country together. We thought we would finish at
school, become workers and be sent to factoriesin the Donbas, and other chaps would be taken on at
the school. And suddenly this happens... And al because of Pecheritsa. . ."

The secretary smiled again and said: " Steady on, don't get so upset. The Situation isn't half so bad as
youthinkitis"

"But justimagineit!" | said, spurred on by his encouragement. " They've got enough unemployed at the
town labour exchange asit is, and now Pecheritsawill push us on to them. After dl that training... And
even if the exchange sends us out as pupilsto private craftsmen, what shal we be doing? Mending

saucepans or soldering wash-tubs! Was that what we hoped to do when we started at the
factory-training school ? Isit our fault there aren't any big factoriesin our district yet?. . ."

The secretary interrupted me with aquestion concerning what | had told him earlier.
"Isthat what he actudly said: 'No one will dlow the blue sky of Podoliato be soiled with factory



smoke? Or did you just makethat up for effect?”
"What, do you think I'm making dl thisup?' | said offendedly. "That'sjust what he said.”

"Curious... very curious... | didn't know he was working so openly. What alandscape-painter, eh!
Luckily for us, the people of the Ukraine won't ask him whereto build their factories. We shdl build them
where they are needed. WEl soil the sky abit here and there, and the air will be dl the fresher for it."

"Polevoi dwaystdlsusthat our country can't live without industridization becausethe foreign
capitdistswould swalow usup,” | agreed.

"Does he now! Good! Y ou are lucky to have such agood director. Everyone who'sin charge of even
the smdlest undertaking should look at the future from arevolutionary point of view. Tell me, how many
fine young chapslike you arethere a your school ?'

"Fifty-two... And we dl belong to the metal-workers trade union.”
"Many Komsomol members?’

"Over hdf."

"And when isyour course dueto finish, according to plan?"

"In May. Very soon. That's the whole point!"

"Will al your chaps want to go away to other towns?'

"Not half they will! They'd go on foot! What do you think we studied for? When we started at school
they promised uswe all should get jobs at big factories ...”

"When did you arrive—today?" the secretary asked unexpectedly, again writing something on his
pad.

"Y esterday evening. | would have got here yesterday, but the train waslate.”

"Where did you spend the night?*

"At the station. | got a bit of deep on one of the benches..."

"At the gtation?. . . Why didn't you go to ahotel? Or the peasants hostel? Y ou know, the big building
in Rosa Luxemburg Square.. ."

"Wdl, er. . . It wasn't bad at the station. . ."

"What's come over you dl of asudden? Y ou were rattling away just now. Come on, confess. you
didn't have enough money?'

"l did, but..."
And little by little| told the secretary my troubles.

Shaking his head sympathetically, the secretary smiled, then bresking into alaugh, said: "Those
Sharks of New Y ork let you down, lad! Y ou're fedling hungry now, | bet?"

"Oh, no ... no, thanks, I've had breakfast. . ." "Well, listen to me, lad," said the Secretary of the
Central Committee, risng. "l am quite sure that decison will be rescinded. I'll make enquiriestoday and |
think your hopeswill cometrue. Not one of you will be left stranded —that's certain. Very soon we shall
be needing young intelligent workers like you everywhere. Both in the Donbasand in Y ekaterinodav. At
ameeting in Moscow last year, Comrade Stdin put it quite plainly: "We need fifteen or twenty million
industria proletarians, we need the dectrification of the principal regions of our country, the organization
of agriculture on co-operative lines, and ahighly developed metd industry. And then we need fear no
danger. And then we shdl triumph on an international scale” And isn't it the duty of our young peopleto
help the Party carry out that task? Of courseit is. Don't you worry, the Party won't let you down.. . As



for your persond troubles, they can soon be put right. Go to Comrade Kirillov in room thirty-two. He
will find you accommodation and al the other things. Take thisnote.™

He scribbled afew words and handed me a sheet from his note-pad.

"Have arest today and go to the theatre in the evening. Go and see Saksagansky acting. Therésa
redly great Ukrainian artist for you! One of these days, when you grow up, people will envy you that you
saw him acting in person. You'll find it alot better in al ways than those'Sharks." Spend the night here
and leave tomorrow. . . Yes, and give Kartamyshev my regards. Tell him to keep a close eye on that
frontier. Well, good-bye, lad!" And the secretary offered me his hand.

| said good-bye and sped joyfully out of the room, nearly tripping over the carpet as| went.

As| closed the door behind me, | heard the secretary spesking into one of histelephones: "A
comrade who's come here on avisit will be dropping in to see you. He's been robbed. We shdll haveto
help him. . . Yes, from the fund for Communistsin need of assstance. . ."

I don't know how long | spent at the Central Commit tee. Maybe an hour, maybe more. Thetime
flew past with out my noticing it. When | came out from under the arch, the sun shone brightly in my eyes.
The morning mist had drifted away, and on the bare treesin the university square opposite, the crows,
sensing the gpproach of spring, were cawing loudly. The roofs were dripping, and the snow, dark and
crumbly like sugar soaked in tea, melted before my eyes.

Herewasluck! | ill couldn't get over my good fortune. | had thought | should haveto stay herefor
about three days, arguing and going al over the place, but after one talk—everything was settled! And so
quickly! 1t wasredlly amazing. Perhaps | had dreamt it all? Of course not! | fingered the crisp new notes
inmy pocket. They were from Kirillov. Just in case they might be needed | had given him thelist of pupils
and our letter to the Central Committee of the Komsomol. | had never expected to get any money when
| went to see Comrade Kirillov. 'l had just gone in and shown the secretary's note to an elderly manina
navy-bluetunic, and after asking me afew questions and having agood laugh, he had handed me awhole
fifty rubles. He had dso given me apassto the hostdl for visting Party workers, in Artem Street, asif |
were dready amember of the Party.

With agreat load off my mind and rgjoicing for my friends at school, | skipped gaily across the street
and wandered into the deserted park covered with melted snow.

The last snow of winter, grey and thin asjelly, dithered about under my feet. Here and there, black
patches of sodden earth covered with dead |eaves and frozen grass showed on the mounds. What afine
park it was on that glorious sunny morning! And no one else about except me, who scarcely knew
whether | was on my head or my hedlsfor joy!

| turned round. Through the bare trees'l could see the familiar outlines of atal building. For a
moment | fancied | could see someone smiling in the sunlight and waving to me from abig window—the
Genera Secretary of the Communist Party of the Ukraine, atrue friend of Comrade Stdin. Inmy joy |
stamped my foot so hard that | cracked the hard trampled coating of ice on the foot-path and sunk
ankle-deep in snow. | stood like that and listened.

Far away the trams were clanging, crows were flapping about in the birches, in the next street a
motor-horn quacked like aduck, but al these sounds were drowned by the beating of my heart.

Spring was coming and the sun was warm, and that spring morning | quiteforgot | wasin abig,
drangecity...

BY TORCH-LIGHT



Swaying torches blaze in the spring breeze. Tails of sooty smoke weave above the heads of the
Komsomol column marching down the cobbled road leading from the station into town. Beyond the
roadside ditches filled with the water of the thaw stretch black, desolate alotments. How quickly the
snow has vanished while | have been away in Kharkov! Very likely the deep gulliesthat run down to the
Dniegter, right on the border, are the only placeswhere the lagt, dirty snowdriftsremain.

At the head of the column ataut canvas sheet strainsin the wind. The marchers feet srikefirmly on
the cobblestones. A single clear voiceissinging in the front rank:

In the storm of October
An army was born

Of the Komsomol, daring and brave and young.. .

Then the ranks pick up the familiar chorus.

The oppressorsto crush,

The oppressorsto crush...

Thefresh spring air helps on the song. | sing, too, hugging my brief case, which is now once again
wrapped in newspaper.

... Theyoung raillwaymen's Komsomol group had aready formed up with lighted torches on Station
Square when the train steamed in to the platform and I, jumping off before the train stopped, ran out on
to the station steps. Panchenko of the District Committee, in ashegpskin hat, was pacing about with the
group secretary in front of the ranks.

"Hullo, Mandzhural" he said as he passed. " Got back? Fall in with us. We're holding a demonstration
to get Kabakchiev, the Bulgarian Communig, out of jail. Hurry up—werelatel”

| fdl in quickly and we stepped off a once, carrying ared calico banner on which was written:

WE DEMAND THAT THE BULGARIAN FASCISTSLIBERATE THE HEROIC
REVOLUTIONARY FIGHTER KHRISTO KABAKCHIEV

"I'll march with them asfar as Soviet Square and join up with my own chapsthere” | thought, picking
up the song.

White cottages, the first buildings of the town, loomed out of the darkness.

My hometown! | fdt its evening stillness shattered by the boisterous songs of the marchers. They
were songs that frightened the musty representatives of the old world who till lived among us—former
tsarist officids, priests, private traders and al those who hoped for the return of the tsarist regime one

day.

Lowering storm-clouds gather above us,

Snister forcesthreaten us still. . .



the marchers struck up afresh song.

How | longed to tell the fellows beside methat | had just come back from Kharkov where | had
talked with no less a person than the Secretary of the Centra Committee himsalf. How | longed to tell
everyone that the secretary had called Pecheritsaa"landscape-painter.” If only | could have related how
| had seen Saksagansky acting in aplay cdled Vanity! But my neighbours went on singing and took no
notice of me.

Even Panchenko had not asked about my trip. From the way he had greeted me you would think |
had been to the next village, not the capitd... Panchenko was marching at the side of the column. | could
make out his deep, soft voice among the other voices.

Along the other side of Hospital Square, near the dark building of the factory-training school, another
torch-light column was moving towards the centre of the town.

Wasit the factory-school chaps? Of courseit was! Only our group had such bright torches.

"Cheerio, chaps! Thanksfor your company! I'm off to my own group!” | shouted to the railwaymen
and, breaking away from the column, | sped across the square.

My feet dragged in the muddy clay. What afuss Sashawould makeif | lost his galoshes! Splashes of
ice-cold water flew out on dl sides. My trouser-legs were wet through aready. Nearer and nearer came
thelight of the torches. | gasped for bregth. Everything would be dl right aslong as| didn't get caught on
the barbed wire! There was agap in it somewhere round here. Yes, hereit was. . . Onelast spurt and |
was running adong the firm road, overtaking the rear of the column.

"Hey there, chaps! Hurrah!" | shouted, waving the heavy brief case so joyfully that the paper flew off.
But who cared! No one would call me abureaucrat now. "Pugu!” | shouted like a Cossack, spotting
Sashds ginger mop. " Take your galoshes, Sashal”

"Vadl'sback. . . Mandzhurds herel" came excited voices.
"Fal in here, with me" Nikita shouted from the head of the column.
I pushed into the front rank and gripped our secretary's hand firmly.

Therewerefamiliar faces dl round me—Sasha Bobir, fatty Maremukha, Furman the know-dll. |
glanced back and saw the degjected face of Y asha Tiktor in the rear.

"Well, what'sthe news?' Nikitasaid, glancing into my face.

"Everything'sal right, Nikital" | answered smply. "WEell be going to the Donbas. Ligten..." Choking
with excitement and trying not to trip over, | told Nikita hurriedly about my visit to the Centra
Committee. A drop of tar from atorch dripped on my nose. | rubbed it off with my fist and gasped out
my story in bits and pieces. The ranks were very close together and it was difficult to march. Trying to
hear what | was saying, the chaps kept treading on my heels and pushing me from behind.

"Isthat what he said, 'your dreamswill come true”?’ Nikitainterrupted me.

"That'sright. And then the secretary said: 'V ery soon young intelligent workers like you will be
needed everywhere—both in Y ekaterinodav and in the Donbas. "

"Splendid! Sothere'sjusticein theworld after al Polevoi was right, wasn't he? See what aclever
bloke his?' Nikitasad triumphantly, and turning to the rest o| the column, he shouted: "WEell soon be
going to the Don-f bas, chaps! What did | say? Let's have a song to mark the occasion—our school
song!" In one voice we struck up with the trainees song composed by ayoung worker-poet Teren
Masenko. "Wed tossyou, Vasll, but it'sabit too muddy," Nikita shouted. "We're so grateful, we might
drop you—you'd get yoursdlf dirty if you fell, you know." Proud and happy, | sang with the others. "Is
Pecheritsaback yet?' | asked Nikita. "Try and find him!" Nikitaflung back grimly. "What, have they



sacked him already? By telegraph, | suppose?

"He's sacked himsdlf.” "When | waswith himinthetrain..." "Where?" Nikitaexclamed, fixing hiseyes
on me. "Where? Why, we travelled together asfar as Zhmerinka, then..."

"What'sthat?' Nikitasnapped, very dert suddenly. ™Y ou went asfar as Zhmerinkawith Pecheritsa?’

Before | had timeto tell how | had met Pecheritsain thetrain, Nikita swung round and shouted right
inmy face: "You assl Don't you redize thisisvery important! Why didn't you say anything about it
before? Come with me... Furman, take charge of the column!™

We dipped out of the ranks. The group marched on with their blazing torches towards the stands on
Soviet Square carrying abig portrait of Kabakchiev. Nikitaand | dashed off at top speed to the housein
Seminary Street.

A CALL FROM MOSCOW

| had dways known that Nikitaliked making amystery of things.

Y ou would ask him about something that interested you. All he had to do wasto tell you the answer
without keeping you on edge. But no! Nikitawould keep you beating about the bush for goodness
knows how long, and then, when you fairly were burgting with impatience, hewould camly start telling
you about something quite different.

And that was more or lesswhat he did now.

Not athing would Nikitatell me dl theway to the district OGPU office. His only answer to my
questionswas. "Wait abit!"

Clutching our blue passesin our hands, we climbed the stairs. Anyone could see that Nikita had been
here before by the bold way he climbed the gairs. | followed him.

We reached the top landing. Nikitawalked confidently down adark corridor and stopped at an oak
door. He knocked loudly.

"Comein!" said avoicefromingde.

Heavy curtains on the windows. Two glass-fronted bookcases. A big, fire-proof safe stlanding in the
corner. In an acove, amap dotted with flags, half covered by a cur-lain. Below the map, which must
have been of the frontier, in the shadow cast by atablelamp sat Vukovich, thetal fair-haired frontier
guard chief, who had spent so long scouring about round headquarters with Polevoi after that anxious
night when Sasha let the bandit get awvay.

"Hereésalad who'sjust got back from Kharkov. He says he saw Pecheritsain Zhmerinka," Nikita
flashed out Sraightaway.

"Near Zhmerinka," | corrected him. "That'sinteresting!” said VVukovich and offered us a set.

... When my story was nearly over, Vukovich asked: 'But just which station was it where you saw
Pecheritsalagt?'

"| was adeep when he got out.”
"| understand that, but when did you see Pecheritsalagt?!
"After Dunayevets... No, haf amo'... That was where the tickets were checked first time.”

"Where was the second check-up? Y ou know, when this chap in the wadded jacket read the
warant?'



"l don't know... Thetrain was moving and they woke me up."

"Just aminutel™ And Vukovich glanced at his notepad. "'Y ou said Pecheritsa asked whether the
tickets had been checked."

"That'sright.”

"Where was that—when the train was moving or a astation?'

"Thetrain had stopped... At agtation, | think." "Now, what station wasit? Didn't you see any
notices?'

"l just can't remember.. . If I'd known.. . You see, it wasthe firs timel'd been on atrain... "

"Perhapsit was Derazhnya?'

"No... | don't think so..."

"Chorny Ogtrov?'

"No..." "Kotuzhany?' "No."

"Wasit light on the platform?’

"Uh-huh."

"What kind of light?"

"Same as usud. Y ou know, not very bright.”

Vukovich frowned. "No, wait amoment. That's not what | mean. Wasit electricity or kerosene
lamps? Or gas, perhaps?’

"A sort of greenish light from alamp—alamp with around glass, and aburner insde. It was hanging
from apost. Y ou remember, we used to have lamps like that in Post Street, near Shipulinsky'scafe. . "

"Gaslamps?’
"That'sit—gaslampd"

"The station wasn't on ahill by any chance? Stone steps, and the platform al rutted? If it had been
raining thered be alot of puddles about? Isthat anything likeit?"

"Yes, | think 0. Thetrain comesin along way from the station.”

"And you are sure that Pecheritsadidn't get out there?' Vukovich continued with greet interest,
dropping the last trace of formdity in his manner.

"Of course! It waslater on that the conductor checked up again and read hiswarrant, after that
gtation, and he was ill adeep on the bunk."

"Sure he was adeegp?”

"Y es, he must have been. Although ... he might have been faking, who knows. All | remember isthat |
saw himthere”

"So then you went to deep yoursdlf, and when you woke up you were in Zhmerinka?”
"Uh-huh.".

"And Pecheritsawasn't there?'

"Uh-huh."

"Areyou sure of that?'

"Dead sure.”



"Yourealucky fellow! Y ou got off lightly. With atravelling companion like him, in an empty carriage,
you might have gone to deep and never woken up again,” VVukovich said rather mysterioudy, then with
another glance at his pad where he had been making notes, he asked: "What struck you about
Pecheritsa's appearance?’

"Well, his coat was sort of ragged... I'd never seen himin acoat like that before.”
"And what else?'

"Oh, yesl He hadn't got a moustache.”

"Noneat al?'

"Not ahair left. HEd shaved it right off."

"Aha, Comrade 'Kolomeyets," Vukovich said triumphantly, "o it was his moustache we found in a bit
of paper outside the Digtrict Education Department. | said it was Pecheritsa’ s moustache, but
Dzhendzhuristy wouldn't haveit. 'No," he says, ‘that blighter wouldn't give up his moustache. That's one
of the nationaists traditions—abig bushy Cossack moustache. Hed rather shave off his beard!" Just
shows you how people come to expect the usud thing! Why, any enemy in Pecheritsa's shoes would
throw away every tradition he ever heard of. Y ou can't bother about traditions when your lifé's at stake!™
And turning to me, VVukovich went on: "Y ou're telling the truth, aren't you, Mandzhura?”

"Why should | tell lies?' | said indignantly. "Only people who're afraid and have guilty consciencestell
lies. | want to help you catch that snake mysdif.”

"That'stheidea, Mandzhura," V ukovich praised me smilingly. "It'sthe duty of al young workersto
help us. We are dangerous only to the enemies of the Revolution, and the better we work, the sooner we
shdl get rid of them dtogether.”

"You'vegot abigjob on,” Nikitaput in.

"Y es, to make the whole country free of parasites,” V ukovich assented. "Just aminute.” And helifted
the telephone receiver. " Shemetova? V ukovich speaking.., Isthe chief there? Well beroundina
moment, tell him werre coming, please.”

The office of the chief of the frontier guard detachment and the district OGPU department glowed in
the soft light of bowl lamps hung close to the ceiling. How strange to find people here, &t thislate hour,
when all the other officesin town had closed long ago!

The arm-chairs were soft and comfortable; aglass of strong tea steamed on the edge of the big
wanut desk. The chief nodded to usto sit down and with a telephone pressed close to his ear went on
ligening atentively.

Soon he got an answer.

"Isthat the commandant's office, Vitovtov Brod?' the chief shouted into the telephone. "What's
become of you down there! ... Yes, what happened?... Yes... Yes... Steady, Bogdanov, not so fast, let
me get it down." The chief picked up asharp pencil and, pressing the receiver even harder to his ear with
his left hand, jotted notes on apad with hisright. "Who led the group?. . . What? That bandit again? Yes,
goneto theright place! Lesswork for the revolutionary tribunal... Who stopped him?... | see... Yes...
Splendid! Thank him officidly on my behadf... What?... Of course... To headquarters at once!...

What?.

Ligtening involuntarily to this one-sided conversation, | glanced round the big room and, | must admit,
began to fed rather timid. It wasthefirst time | had seen the security chief at such close quarters.

I had seen him before, from a distance, when he rode round the ranks of frontier guards and convoy
troops on hiswhite horse. His face reminded you of ;K otovsky, who had been murdered only a short



time ago. Lean and erect, aborn horseman, pistol belt strapped tight across his body, he would bring his
hand up to the shiny peak of his green frontier guards cap and greet the troops in a cheerful ringing voice,
and the troops of the garrison would answer with a shout that drowned the chiming of the clock on the
old town hall.

And now he sat before uswithout his cap, dressed in awdl-cut field tunic of good cloth. Hisfair hair
was combed back from ahigh, dightly bulging forehead.

When he had finished speaking, the chief put down the receiver, surveyed Nikitaand me with aquick
glance and said cheerfully to Vukovich:

"Another attempt to crossthe border, at Zhbinets. Nine smugglers. And not one of them got through.
The commander of that post, Gusev, isagood man. Dedt with them with his own forces without calling
up the emergency group. Got the ringleader with a grenade.”

"What werethey bringing over?' VVukovich asked. " Saccharine again?'

The chief looked at his pad and said dowly: "Not much saccharine. Only—thirty pounds. A lot of
other trash— scarves, stockings, gloves, razors, ties, and even awhole bae of Hungarian furs.”

"Who wants Hungarian fur when the winter's nearly over?' VVukovich said smiling.

"Oh, perhaps some profiteer's wife wanted it for her bottom drawer,” the chief said. "But something
elsewas found, more important. In awalking stick that the leader of the gang threw away as soon asthe
shooting started, Gusev discovered seventy hundred-dollar notes.”

"Seven thousand dollars?' VVukovich replied, making aquick caculation. "Not abad sdary for
someone..."

"WEll get to the bottom of it," said the chief and, abandoning the subject, looked inquiringly in our
direction. "These comrades from the factory-training school," V ukovich reported, "have some important
information about Pecheritsa... Go ahead, Mandzhura" The chief nodded.

| told my story quietly, without hurrying. The chief watched my face keenly with hislight penetrating
eyes. Suddenly he raised his hand and stopped me:

"And Pecheritsagooke Russian to you dl thetime?' "All thetime. That'sthe funny thing! After kicking
our ingtructor Nazarov out of school just because he spoke Russian!”

"And he spoke it well, fluently, without an accent?' the chief asked.

"Yes, just likeaRussian. If | hadn't known he was a Ukrainian, I'd never have guessed it from the
way hetaked."

"We shdl haveto bear that in mind," the chief said to VVukovich. "That means he may be anywherein
the Soviet Union by now. Go on, young man.”

| related how | had discovered Pecheritsas disappearance, and the chief said to Vukovich: "There,
you see? Dzhendzhuristy's theory that he made a break for the border turns out to be wrong. He's not the
kind of enemy that puts his head in the noose straightaway. Perhaps he hasthree or four other tasksto
carry out. Hethinks helll lie doggo for abit and let usforget about him..."

A bell rang sharply outside the door. Shemetova appeared.
"Moscow on theline, Comrade Chief!"

"Now then, ook sharp with those latest reports on anti-contraband work!" the chief ordered and
picked up the receiver.

A minute of slence,
"Digtrict chief of frontier security spesking,” the chief said in aloud clear voice. "Hullo, Felix



Edmundovich..." And he Sgned to Vukovich for usto leave the room.

... Long ago the marchers had returned to their homes. Long ago their torches had cooled in the club
store-rooms. Silence reigned over the steep white streets of our little town. Cocks were crowing far
away acrosstheriver.

"Y ou know who that was on the telephone?* Nikita said impressively, stopping in the middle of the
road. "Felix Edmundovich Dzerzhinsky! Do you redize that, Vas|? Dzerzhinsky himsdlf! The top security
man of the Revolution! ... On anight like thisyou don't want to deep at dl... Areyou very tired after your
journey, Vasil?If you arent, let'sgo for awalk round town."

... | shal never forget that calm spring night on the cliff near the Catholic church.

Tired after walking al over the town, we sat down to rest on the oak rails of the old stairway that led
steeply down the dliffsto theriver. Here and there the moon was reflected in the little puddles on itsworn
steps.

The dark silhouettes of the Catholic saints on the portals of the church rose up behind us. They
seemed to be petrified for ever in some strange ecstasy that was incomprehensible to us. The deepy
crows cawed quietly on the bare branches aready swelling with the sap of spring. A motor purred down
at the power gtation. Far below, the river Smotrich glistened at the bottom of the cliff. A trembling bar of
moonlight lay acrossit. Beyond the hamlet of Dolzhok afaint gleam on the horizon signified the gpproach
of dawn.

"That'show it is, Vadl..." said Nikita, asif thinking doud. "All over theworld aterrible, desperate
struggleis being waged between the oppressed and the oppressors. And you and | arein that struggle.
Our country has been the first in the world to show the oppressed the right path to a better life. We ought
awaysto be proud of that. Weve got cunning and clever enemiesto fight. But we shal win, the working
peoplewill win. | am sure of that.”

Thefamiliar chimes of the town hall clock came to us from behind the old houses of the town.

"Three" said Nikita "Threeinthemorning... Yes, Vadl, wereliving & avery interesting time. Believe
me, none of our descendants will see asmuch in their youth asyou and |, because it's not only our youth,
it'sthe youth of the whole Soviet land... And one day well be telling them about it, perhaps even about
tonight. "Yes,' you'll be saying, 'l used to livein alittle town on the border. The Civil War had only just
finished. Therewere ill alot of bandits about—the last remnants of the old order who were up in arms
againgt us. There were quite afew people who hated Soviet power in those days, because it had trod on
their corns pretty hard. Soviet power had said: "Enough! Y ou've done enough grabbing to last your
lifetime, enough squeezing of blood out of honest working folk, now come on, and get down to work
yoursalves" But they wouldn't haveit, the snakes! They weredl for back-diding, for squirming off the
path of labour and equdity, and every day they longed for Soviet power to be overthrown... And once,
you will say, ‘afriend of mineand | went on important business to the headquarters of OGPU (you'll have
to explain to them what OGPU was, you can be sure of that) and just when we werein the chief's office,
the chief had atelephone cal from Mascow, from Felix Edmundovich Dzerzhinsky. That same Felix
Edmundovich Dzerzhinsky who was aterror to al enemies of the Revolution and saved tens of thousands
of homeless children from typhus and starvation, from lice and scab, to make them into hedthy, happy

people...'"
Taking advantage of Nikitasfdling silent for aminute while helit acigarette, | asked himtotdl me
just why Pecheritsa had run away from our town. | had wanted to ask Vukovich, but | hadn't dared.

Nikita explained to me that any idle talk could only hinder the search for Pecheritsa. | promised
faithfully not to tell anyone anything about it and said that if anyone should hear what he was about to tell
meit would only be twenty years after thisnight.

"Not until twenty years have passed? Do you give me your word?' Nikitaasked.



"l giveyou my word," | said in atrembling voice. "The word of a Komsomol member! Y ou can be
sure of that!"

"Well, be careful," said Nikitaand began his story, every detail of which | strove to remember.

THE PRIEST'S SON FROM ROVNO

It turned out that when Pecheritsas wife told Furman she had killed a chicken on her front door-step
she had been deceiving him. But she did not deceive Vukovich.

When Polevoi said to Vukovich: "Why, think of that, we nearly mistook chicken's blood for human!™”
the security man had pretended to agree. And what was more, to cover hisrea opinion, hereplied
loudly, so that the tenants who had come out on to the porch should hear: "That bandit isn't fool enough
to hang about herefor long!"

When he got to the square, V ukovich gave the watchman a sound dressing-down for letting such a
dangerous crimina dip through hisfingers. The watchman swore by dl that was holy that no bandit had
been anywhere near him, but V ukovich refused to believe his protestations and returned to headquarters.
There helearnt that a big Petlura gang trying to cross the border that night had been routed by
frontiermen in the region of Vitovtov Brod. " So that Gdician refugee, alabourer from Okopy village, was
right when he warned the frontier guards that bandits were assembling near Zbruch!" V ukovich thought to
himsdlf.

While telephoning the frontier posts, Vukovich still did not forget about the woman who had chosen
such an unsuitable place to kill her chicken. Who had ever heard of people killing chickens on their front
door-step, and certainly not at the main entrance to a building where such cultured, educated people
lived! Usudly housewiveskilled their chickens, geese, turkies, and other livestock in woodsheds and
out-of-the-way corners, where no one could see, but not in full view under their neighbours windows.

By the evening of the same day V ukovich knew the woman who said she had killed a chicken on her
front doorstep aswell asif he had been acquainted with her since childhood. One thing he learnt about
her was that she was the daughter of the owner of a sugar refinery who had been condemned to death in
1922 for working with the Angel gang.

Everyone knew that Doctor Pecheritsaand hiswife lived in athree-room flat in the red-brick building
in Trinity Street. It was agood flat, light and warm, but with one shortcoming—it had no kitchen. The
reason was that before the Revolution the whole second floor of this large house had belonged to the
lawyer Veikaoshapko. Together with the Pilsudski men the lawyer had run away to Poland in 1920, and
soon afterwards the town housing department had divided his seven-room apartment into two separate
flats. Thelarger of them had the kitchen. The housing department had not had timeto fit up akitchenin
the three-room flat that Pecheritsa had been given on hisarriva.

But Pecheritsa had not inssted that they should. "We're birds of passage,” he had told the engineers
who came to measure up hisflat. "Here today and gone tomorrow. If they send meto Mogilyov, | shal
go to Mogilyov, if they send meto Korsun, | shal go there. The Peoples Commissariat of Education
plays about with you. | don't intend to build ahome. What's the point of making kitchens when you'reon
the march, it'sjust wasting peopl€stime! Well manage as we are, without a kitchen!™

Twice a day—afternoon and evening—Pecheritsals wife Ksenia Antonovna, atal, dark-haired
woman, would carry her shining aluminium dinner-pansto the Venice Restaurant by the fortress gates.
Martsynkevich himself, the head cook, served Pecheritsals wife with dinners and suppers.

She carried the food home in her little dinner-pans and warmed it up on asmal spirit stove; and that
was how she and her husband lived. They kept themsdlves to themsalves and never had any guests. Even



Pecheritsas colleagues at the Education Department had never visited hisflat.

They had neither kerosene stove, nor primus—just alittle spirit stove burning with ablue flame on
which Ksenia Antonovna boiled her husband's black coffeein the mornings. Pecheritsawas very fond of
that simulating drink.

Onlearning dl this, Vukovich became even more surprised that Pecheritsals wife had killed a chicken.
Where had she roasted it? On the little spirit ove? But why should people who took their mealsfrom a
restaurant go to al that unnecessary bother?

Vukovich dso learnt that the day after the night dlarm at headquarters, on Sunday, Pecheritsals wife
started taking three dinners and three suppers from the Venice Restaurant. She hadn't enough
dinner-pans, so she brought earthenware potsin astring bag for the third, extramed.

"Y ou must have some guests?' the extremely polite head cook asked sympathetically.
"Oh, itsonly my sster from Zhitomir..." Ksenia Antonovnareplied, rather hadtily.

It was rather strange, however, that none of the neighbours ever saw this sster. Moreover, having
investigated Ksenia Antonovnas past, V ukovich knew quite well that she was the only daughter of the
sugar manufacturer.

Vukovich also knew that Pecheritsa had no servants, but that every Monday the education
department's messenger, Auntie Pasha, cameto scrub the floors.

When he arrived at work on Monday morning, Pecheritsa said to Auntie Pasha: ™Y ou needn't come
to ustoday, Auntie. My wife's not very well. Come next Monday."

After thisingtruction from her drict department chief, Auntie Pashawas very surprised when going
home from work to meet the "sick” Ksenia Antonovnaon New Bridge. Pecheritsals wife was walking
quickly acrossthe bridge, on the other Sde, carrying her dinner-pans.

'Ksenia Antonovnawas in such ahurry to get home that she did not notice Auntie Pashaand did not
answer her when the messenger bowed and said: "Good evening, Maam!"

At exactly six thirty in the evening on the day when | |eft for Kharkov, Doctor Gutentag- burst
agitatedly into the duty officer'sroom at digtrict security headquarters.

Gutentag said he must see the chief at once. The duty officer sent Gutentag up to Vukovich and the
surgeon told him thefollowing story.

That morning, when Doctor Gutentag was still in bed, Pecheritsa'swife had rushed into see him and
said that her hushand was serioudy ill. Ksenia Antonovna said that Pecheritsamust have appendicitisand
begged him to go with her to their flat.

Gutentag knew Pecheritsa. A short time previoudy he had cut atumour out of his neck. Besides,
Gutentag was very fond of music and singing and enjoyed listening to the concerts that Pecheritsa
conducted. And 0, in spite of the early hour, Gutentag promptly got ready and set off for Trinity Street.

What was his surprise when the sick man himsdlf opened the door to him! Inviting the doctor into the
empty dining-room, Pecheritsasaid:

"Listentome, friend! | could, of course, play blind man's buff with you, | could invent some story
about my poor relative who was accidentaly shot during ahunting trip, but | have no desire or intention
of doing anything of the kind. Y ou and | are grown-up people and we're too old for fairy-tales. Besides,
| know you are aman of the old schoal. Y ou studied at the medicd faculty in Warsaw, and | don't think
you have any particular liking for Soviet power. To put it in anutshel, behind that door lies awounded
man. He hasabullet in hisleg. His condition is getting worse; the leg is swollen and he may have
blood-poisoning dready. That man isbeing searched for. No one must know that you have helped him.



If you do your duty as adoctor and save my friend, it will be good for you and it won't be bad either for
your chemigt brother who livesin Poland, in Pilsudski Street in the town of Rovno.”

Even before Doctor Gutentag's story was over, V ukovich redized that he had done the right thing that
day inissuing awarrant to search Pecheritsasflat.

About five minutes after the doctor had finished his story, two groups of mounted security men rode
out of headquarters.

One group led by VVukovich turned in the direction of the red-brick’ building in Trinity Street.

Auntie Pasha, whom the security men from the second group found at the Education Department
office, said that Pecheritsahad run into his office about five minutes ago. He had brought asmall
Suit-case, put some papersinit out of the office safe, asked Auntie Pashafor atowe and told her that he
had been summoned urgently to the border village of Chemirovtsy. Before leaving the building he had
dipped into the wash-room where he had remained for two or three minutes.

Security Officer Dzhendzhuristy rang up at once from the education department and ordered a party
of mounted security men to be sent after Pecheritsato Chemirovtsy.

The hands of the station clock pointed to past seven when the security men arrived at the Sation. By
that timethe train taking me to Kharkov had dready passed thefirdt little station of Balin.

Meanwhile the group led by V ukovich surrounded the big house in Trinity Street.

Vukovich knew that Pecheritsa's flat had no back door but he also knew that afire escape reaching
from the ground to the roof passed near one of the bed-room windows. At the very moment when one of
the security men walked up to the front door with ametal plate bearing the name"'Doctor Zenon
Pecheritsa’ and pulled the brass bell handle, V ukovich was cautioudy climbing this narrow, dippery
ladder.

As he had expected, no one opened the door. The security men knocked louder. Still no answer.
There was afaint sound as someone tip-toed up to the door, moved the brass cover of the spy-hole and,
having made sure who was knocking, went back into the flat. Then the security men decided to break the
door down.

As he climbed the rickety ladder, VVukovich heard aman's angry voice coming from the open
window:

"I tell you we must fight, Ksenia Antonovnal”

"Everything'sfinished!" thewoman sad.

"Ksenia Antonovna, you must believe mel™ the man shouted.

"It'stoo latel" Pecheritsa'swife replied and a shot rang out in the room.

"Hysterical fool!" Pecheritsas guest muttered, crawling to the window, but at that moment Vukovich
legpt to him from the window-silI like awhirlwind.

Taken by surprise, the man crawling across the floor missed hisaim and the bullet flew wide.
V ukovich kicked the heavy Mauser pistol out of his hand and at that moment the door gave way under
the blows of the security men.

At first the bandit denied that it was he who had intended to blow up Specid Detachment
Headquarters and its ammunition stores. But when Doctor Gutentag came to the prison hospital and
removed the bullet from the bandit's leg, it turned out to be abullet from aWebley Scott revolver.

It waswith arevolver of thisrather rare pattern that Polevoi had fired at the bandit on that memorable
night when Bobir had made such an ass of himsdf.



At the second interrogation the bandit gradualy began to confess, and soon it came out that he and
Kozyr-Zirka, the notorioudly ruthless ataman of aregiment of Petlura storm-troopers, were one and the
same person.

In the year when the Pilsudski and Petluramen fled for ever from the Ukraine, it was on
Kozyr-Zirkas orders that the cut-throats of the "Carefree Soul” regiment had daughtered over haf the
innocent population of the hamlet of Ovruch, including the parents of one of our trainees, Monus
Guzarchik. . . It was Kozyr-Zirkawho was rumoured among the frightened inhabitants of the Ukrainian
border villagesto be either the Count of Belaya Tserkov or arunaway convict from Galicia... It was he,
Kozyr-Zirka, who when surrounded by a partisan detachment in the village of Privorotye had murdered
hisorderly, atal, dark fellow like himself, and, to hoodwink the partisans, thrust his own papers, sgned
by Petlura, into the pockets of the murdered man. The partisans had thought they had killed the redl
Kozyr-Zirka and he had managed to escape.

V ukovich conducted the investigation himself.

It turned out that Kozyr-Zirka was neither acount nor arunaway convict, but avery ordinary son of
apriest from the town of Rovno.

Having run away from the Red Army to Poland after the unsuccessful aliance between Pilsudski and
Petlura, Kozyr-Zirka spent a short time in a Polish concentration camp at Kalish. The camp wasvisited
twice by awell-dressed man in civilian clothes, who wore a black Homburg hat and carried a heavy
walking stick. Hewas lean and dark and spoke excellent Russian. Kozyr-Zirka, like many inhabitants of
the part of Volyn that had once belonged to the Russian Empire, dso spoke Russan. He and the visitor
talked together for along time, and K ozyr-Zirka became quite convinced that the visitor must be some
important Russian whiteguard, one of those who had joined the notorious terrorist, and enemy of Soviet
power, Boris Savinkov, in Poland.

Great was Kozyr-Zirka s surprise when soon after these visits he was summoned before the camp
commandant, the Pilsudski man Naegcz-Bukojemski, who said to him: "Congratulaions, alaman! Y ou
have found favour with Captain George Sidney Railey of the British Intelligence Service. Captain Railey
isan old enemy of the Bolsheviks. He knows Russaaswell as| know this camp and he was very
pleased after his conversation with you. By permission of Marshd Pilsudski, Captain Railey istouring all
the camps where Petlura troops have been interned. It is hismission to select the bravest and most
experienced supporters of the independent Ukraine. At Captain Railey's persond request, | am granting
you leave to go hometo Rovno for aholiday. Have arest and get your weight back. Y ou will be found
when you are needed. In the meantime you had better forget about our conversation.”

Kozyr-Zirka had other thingsto think about besides getting his weight back on the free medsat his
father'svicarage. Thanksto the dark Englishman, his days of imprisonment behind barbed wire were now
over, and Kozyr-Zirka began to seek out the friends who had served with him under Petlura.

At that time, after the Red Army's defeat of Petlura, many ex-commanders of the Petluraforces found
themselvesin emigration. Some had run away to Czechodovakia, othersto Canada, othersto Austria
and Germany, but most of them were till skulking in Poland, particularly in the largest city of the Western
Ukraine—Lvov. It was these men whom the former Austrian-paid Colone of the Gdician riflemen,

Y evgen Konovalets, began to ropein and register in his secret lists. Konovalets was known in the Soviet
Ukraine as the ruthless butcher of the workers of Kiev. He and hisriflemen had suppressed the
revolutionary uprising of the Arsena workers, who had shown no desire to support what Petluracalled
"independence.”

Finding it hard to seek out his old ataman friends by correspondence, Kozyr-Zirka decided to go
himsdlf to Lvov, which at that time was svarming with Petluramen and former "gunner-boys." At that
time Konova ets was banding together those traitors of the Ukrainian peopleinto his crimind UMO
(Ukrainian Military Organization).



When the leaders of a secret counter-revol utionary organization admitted Kozyr-Zirkato their ranks,
he did not tell them the real reason why he had got out of Kalish so quickly. Kozyr-Zirka had taken good
heed of the camp commandant's advice to forget about their conversation and the dark Englishman's
repeated visits to the camp. True, Kozyr-Zirka doubted whether he could be found and made to repay
the favour he had received. Captain Railey, however, had taken good note of the bandit with the
raven-black hair and dashing side-whiskers, and through his secret agents found Kozyr-Zirkaevenin
Lvov.

In the summer of 1925, arriving one day in Lvov, Kozyr-Zirka stopped at the Peoples Hotel.
Scarcely had he taken hisbath arid dried his tiff blue-black hair, when a porter knocked at the door and
said that someone was asking for ‘the gentleman from Rovno” on the telephone. A woman's voice asked
him to come at once to the neighbouring Hotel |mperiale where an important and intimate matter awaited
his attention. Very intrigued to think that anyone should have been ableto find him so quickly in Lvov,
'Kozyr-Zirkagot dressed, performed a hasty toilet and went, as the unknown woman had suggested, to
the Hotel Imperiale, afavourite stopping-place for merchants from the out-of-the-way townships of
Gdida

He was very surprised when on knocking at the appointed door aloud man'svoice told him to enter.
As soon as Kozyr-Zirka crossed the threshold, an immaculately dressed Pilsudski officer rose to meet
him.

Thiswas Mgor Zygmunt Florek, aveteran officer of Polish military intelligence, who wasworking in
Lvov smultaneoudy for Marshd Pilsudski and aforeign intelligence service.

"And so we have found you, my dear ataman!" said the mgjor. "Forgive mefor asking you to cal on
me. | am rather well known in thistown and if | had paid you avisit rather alot of people would have got
to know about it. Y our organization has been accused often enough aready of being in league with the
Polish authorities™

Taken aback by the mgjor'sfirst words, Kozyr-Zirkawas even more surprised when Florek told him
that Captain Railey sent him persona greetings and wished him successin hisfirst and rather dangerous
misson.

Major Florek told Kozyr-Zirkathat governments all over the world were preparing for war with the
Soviet Union,. Anxious to convince the priest's son from Rovno that this was so, Florek produced from
his bag arecent copy of an English newspaper and trandated part of an article which declared that
Bolshevism would be smashed that year, and that Russiawould return to the old life and open her
frontiers"to those who wish to work there."

"And she will open them to you too, my dear ataman!" Florek said. "Do you know who wrote that?
Henry Detterding, the biggest oil manufacturer in the world. He has dready sacrificed millions of rublesin
gold to crush Bolshevism and hell give as much again to see it accomplished. Y ou can trust what he

seys”
Having offered Kozyr-Zirkaafine position in the Ukraine when Soviet power was crushed, Forek
asked him to carry out an important task.

Major Florek instructed Kozyr-Zirkato cross over, to the Soviet side and blow up Specia
Detachment Headquartersin our town, and dl its stores. Mg or Florek was speaking the truth when he
told Kozyr-Zirkathat war with the Soviet Union was imminent. Egged on by foreign imperididts,
Pilsudski's generd s were preparing to make war on the Soviet Union that year. Their hired agents
nated the Communist Pyotr Voykov, Soviet plenipotentiary in Poland, on the platform of a
Warsaw gtation. The Polish generd staff began massing troops on the Soviet frontier. Bombs were
thrown into the Party club in Leningrad.

Magor Zygmunt Florek offered Kozyr-Zirkaahandsome reward in cash from himsdf and from



Captain Railey if the headquartersin Kishinev Street was blown up. "The whole world will hear the roar
of that explosion and your name will go down in the annds of history, my dear ataman!” said Florek in
farewdl, giving him alist of addresses and contacts for use on Soviet territory.

Kozyr-Zirka crossed the border at a place he knew well. Lieutenant Lipinsky himsalf, commander of
the Rovno "frontier-defence corps,” saw him off asfar as Zbruch and wished him luck when they
parted...

"Writeit dl down," Kozyr-Zirkasaid to Vukovich at the interrogation. "The game's up. I've nothing to
lose now.” Kozyr-Zirkamade no bones about telling VVukovich hiswholelife-story, joking cynically
about the many blunders he had made and recdling his crimes with a sneering grin. He smoked cigarette
after cigarette, tapping them with hislong swarthy fingers and drawing deep, asif hefelt every cigarette
might be hislast. The cardboard holders, scarred with the marks of his sharp teeth, he tossed cardlesdy
into an enamd spitting-bowl.

"What's the point of my hiding anything from you, gentlemen?’ Kozyr-Zirkarepeated at the
interrogations.

"Y ou've got my heart on aplatein front of you. Why should | keep back one rotten little murder or
raid I've done. It'sal the sameto me. Y ou know yourselves | won't be getting any more dollars or
pounds. If your frontier guards have shot my chief, that Englishman Sidney Railey, somewhere up near
the Finnish frontier, what's the use of my trying to diddle you! The world can cometo an end when I'm
gone, for dl | care. Believe me, I'm confessing to you here, as before God himsdf on judgement day!"

But VVukovich redlized that, athough Kozyr-Zirkawas confessing to crimes that the OGPU knew
nothing about, he was redlly making alast bid to get hisrevenge on the Soviets by leaving hisfriends at
liberty.

Vukovich was certain that when Maor Florek sent Kozyr-Zirka across the frontier he must have
given the bandit at least afew addresses. Without them the bandit would have been quite helpless.

At the interrogation the bandit flatly denied that it was Pecheritsawho had helped him to find hisway
on to theroof of the shed at headquarters.

"I didit dl mysdlf," Kozyr-Zirkainssted. "1 took afew bricks out of the wall and nosed around a bit
to see how things stood in the yard. We're lone wolves of the top class, you know, and we always work
aone. That'swhy our skinisworth more. If everything had come off as| had planned it, I'd be having a
good timein Paris by now, and even my dear old Dad wouldn't know where | got al the money from."

The only offence Pecheritsa had committed against Soviet power, according to Kozyr-Zirka, was that
he, had taken pity on aman who was bleeding to degth, given him shelter, and called a doctor.

"l had never set eyes on Pecheritsabefore,” Kozyr-Zirkainssted. "If you ask me, he'sacompletely
loyd Soviet citizen. The only thing ishe'sabit soft-hearted, | grant you that. I'm very sorry | got himinto
suchamess”

According to Nikita Kolomeyets, who told me the whole story, Kozyr-Zirka was very put out when
Vukovich cdledin Polevoi and told the bandit it was our director who had winged him in the attic.

"Widll, I'd never have thought it!" the bandit confessed. "I thought it was atrap you, security men, had
laid for me. Shot by acivilian! Why, it'sridiculous I'll be ashamed till the end of my dayd"

"Y ou haven't many more days |eft!" Polevoi remarked, stung by the bandit's words. ™Y ou're going to
answer for your singl”

Kozyr-Zirkalooked savage for amoment, then recovered himself and, smiling, continued to testify in
hisformer cynica manner, asif neither Polevoi nor Kolomeyets were present.

The day after Kozyr-Zirkas arrest someone made an attempt on Doctor Gutentag's life.



Coming home from an evening at the theatre with his daughter, the doctor switched on thelight and
went to the window to close the shutters. A shot rang out from the bushesin the garden and a bull €,
piercing the window-pane about an inch from Gutentag's head, crashed into an antique Chinese vase
gtanding on the shelf behind him.

The n got away, but this shot told V ukovich that there must be someone elsein town
connected with the people who had sent Kozyr-Zirka.

A littlelater VVukovich learnt from a peasant refugee who had fled from the Western Ukraine that at
about that time the chemist Tomash Gutentag had been murdered by unknown banditsin the town of
Rovno. The murderers had shot him in his shop and stolen much of the medicine.

On the night of the unsuccessful attempt on Doctor Gutentag'slife, frontier guards at aremote postin
the village of Medvezhye Ushko, twenty versts from our town, detained a haf-witted old beggar, who
hed tried to dip away to Poland. In the collar of hislice-ridden shirt the guards found arolled dip of
paper containing the following code message,

"Dear Mum,

"The doctor sold the bull to strangers, I'm taking back the deposit. Gogus has moved to another flat,
God damn him. Find him yoursdf and have abusinesstak with chemist G.

"Y our son, " Yurko."

Lying in the prison hospital until hiswound hedled, Kozyr-Zirka knew nothing of the capture of this
beggar, who wasin redlity amessenger for aspy group working on Soviet territory. Kozyr-Zirkawas
aso firmly convinced that Pecheritsa's wife, before putting abullet through her head, had burnt al secret
documentsthat might incriminate her husband.

Indeed, when the security men seized Kozyr-Zirka, V ukovich, who at once opened the brass door of
the stove in Pecheritsals study, discovered a hegp of charred papers smoking in the grate. But before his
sudden flight from the town Pecheritsa had apparently forgotten to warn hiswife about something that
was hidden in the left-hand drawer of their wardrobe. Or perhaps K senia Antonovnain her panic had
forgotten about the drawer?

At the bottom of the drawer, which wasfull of clean linen marked with theinitialsK-P. and Z. P,,
Vukovich discovered a neatly-folded handkerchief.

It was very well ironed and embroidered at the edges with light-blue thread. Beside it, at the bottom
of the drawer lay severd other handkerchiefs of the same kind. To VVukovich, however, it seemed that
this particular handkerchief was dightly different from the others. The materid wasthe same and the
embroidery was the same, but the handkerchief itself seemed alittle thicker.

When V ukovich unfolded the handkerchief, he found that it contained adocument printed on afine
piece of cambric.

"The bearer of this document, Cossack Lieutenant Zenon Pecheritsa has remained behind during the
withdrawal of our troopsto Gdiciato perform work which isto the advantage of the sovereign and
independent Ukraine. We request dl military and civil ingtitutions, when our army returnsto the greater
Ukraine, under no circumstances to accuse Zenon Pecheritsa of Bolshevism.

"Colone Y evgen Konovaets, "Commander of the Galician Rifle Corps.”
That was all. No further trace of Pecheritsaremained.
True, thanks to the message taken from the sham beggar, V ukovich was able to guessthat Pecheritsa



and the "Gogus' who had changed hisflat were one and the same person.
My encounter with Pecheritsain the train might help VVukovich to solve the other riddles.

The records concerning Pecheritsathat remained in thefiles of the Digtrict Education Department
showed that he had been born in Kolomya, had served first in the legion of Gdician riflemen, thenina
detachment of the so-caled "Ukrainian Gdician Army." When agroup of officersand men from thisarmy
had refused to return to Galicia, which was then under Pilsudski rule, Pecheritsa had remained with them
in Proskurov, and then moved to Zhitomir.

The questionnaires, the testimony of his fellow-officers, the good references of organizationsin which
Pecheritsa had worked before coming to our town al tended to confirm this. But the forgotten fragment
of cambric with its printed message and, above dl, the persond signature of Y evgen Konovaletsin
indelibleink made V ukovich think otherwise.

Vukovich waswell aware that Colonel Y evgen Konovalets had been working ever sncethe First
World War for German miilitary intelligence and had been supplied with German marks. When he
withdrew his men from the Ukraine, Konovalets had |eft behind quite a number of secret agents with
ingtructions to conced their true function by pretending to be revolutionaries and supporters of Soviet
power. A few of them had even succeeded in ataining very high positionsin the People's Commissariat
of Education. Later on, in the thirties, these spies were unmasked:

Y evgen Konovalets did not give every agent such protective authorizations. One had to have served
under this pro-Polish commander in more than one of his bloodthirsty campaigns through the Ukraine to
win histrust and be given one of those strips of cambric.

People who had stored away these cambric stripsfor yearsin hope of using them one day had friends
and helpers. There could be -no doubt that the fleeing Pecheritsa also had such friends. Otherwise he
could never have discovered that Doctor Gutentag, having performed severa urgent operations at the
hospital, had gone straight to security headquarters. It was these friends and assistants of Pecheritsa’s
who had sent the old mad-looking beggar to Maor Florek in Poland. When he was questioned, this
beggar smply muttered alot of nonsense. Left donein hiscell, he suddenly started singing Cossack
ballads and dancing the gopak in the middle of the night. He did everything he could to make people
think he was mad.

Vukovich, however, waited patiently for the beggar to give up his pretence. V ukovich guessed that
besides this beggar Pecheritsas friends had sent yet another messenger , to Poland who had been the
cause of the mysterious desth of the chemist Tomash Gutentag in the town of Rovno.

It was obvious that some of Pecheritsa's associates had remained in our town. The most convenient
way of tracing them, of course, would have been to enlist the aid of Pecheritsahimself. But Pecheritsa
had "moved to another flat..."

All thiswastold to me by Nikita Kolomeyetsthat night, after we had been to district OGPU
headquarters. Not everything, of course, that Nikita told me then had the same shapethat | giveit
in-retelling his confused story today. There was much that Nikita could- till only guess at, and many of
the details were supplied by his own suppositions, and | too, it must be confessed, have been helping him
al these twenty years, investigating quite anumber of black spotsin the biographies of the priest's son
from Rovno and of Doctor Zenon Pecheritsa, making inquiriesin what isnow Soviet Lvov to discover
for sure whether everything redlly happened as we thought in those far-off days of our youth.

Thereisonething | will confess. Thisworld of secret war into which Nikita K olomeyets had plunged
me on that long-to-be-remembered night when we sat until dawn; on therails of the cliff stairway seemed



to me very terrible and dangerous.

Until then | had been very smple-minded. | had never thought that among us there could be
scoundrels who, like Pecheritsa, lived the crooked double life of spies. | just could not imagine that
among those who rubbed shoulders with us every day there were dinking creatures who while pretending
to be sncerdly in favour of Soviet power were only awaiting its downfal and looking out dl thetimefor a
chance to stab usin the back. How great, how noble, and how dangerousis the work of the frontiermen,
who, like VVukovich, at therisk of their lives, penetrate that dark terrible world where these crimes are
plotted, and manage to thwart the enemy just when heisleast expectingit!

And Nikitas gory dso madeit clear to me how much the world capitalists and their agents hated us,
Soviet people, and | realized that we must be on our guard against them.

A LOW TRICK

Three days later, not long before the dinner-break, K ozakevich, our ingtructor, walked into the
foundry. The weather was so warm - that he had been across Hospital Square to the office without a
cap. He had even left his heavy metal-scorched tarpaulin jacket behind in the foundry.

The deeves of hisfaded blue blouse were rolled up showing hisbig muscles.

"Mandzhural A message of vital importance for you!" he said with awink, handing me afolded dip of
paper.

From the tone of hisvoice | concluded that K ozakevich wasin avery good mood.
| took the note and read it.

It was from Petka Maremukha

"Vadl, mind you come and see me a dinner-time today. Something important has happened.
"Solong,
"Petka."

| worked harder with my dippery tamper. Now | smply must get this fly-whed moulded before
dinner. | packed the damp sand tightly into the wooden mould, forcing it in with awedge. The job was
nearly done. Somewhere under the tightly-packed layer of sand lay the cold, damp fly-whedl. Tossing my
tamper aside, | swept the loose sand off the mould-box. Where was the vent wire? Ah, thereit was. |
snatched up the sharp-pointed length of wire and started punching holesin the mould. The wire crunched
into the solid sand, bending when it struck the iron modd of the flywhed.

Finished! Now | could open the mould.

There were no other chaps about. Only K ozakevich wasin the foundry, carefully arranging his new
freshly-painted models on the shelves.

"Canyou givemeahand?' | said to theingructor.

K ozakevich strode across the sandy floor to the place where | was working.
"Knocked the wedges in, made your vents?'

"Don't worry, everything'sal right.”



"I'm not worrying, but people forget sometimes. Specialy you. Since you went to Kharkov, you've
been going about in adream. Come on, then!" And Kozakevich bent down and grasped the handles of
the mould.

We both heaved together. We turned the mould over and stood the top half on its side by the
window. Pushing back his deeve, Kozakevich looked down at the lower haf of the mould. The fly-whed
modd had |eft around black hollow in the greyish sand. Soon we should fill that hollow with metd and a
new fly-whedl would spin on some peasant's straw-cuitter, giving speed to the flashing blades.

In one place the mould had " caked" asthe foundry men say. A little clot of sand from the upper half
of the mould had stuck to the mode!.

"Put that right,” Kozakevich said, pointing to the break.

The Motor Factory's hooter sounded in the distance. It. was dinner-time,

"Can | doit afterwards, Comrade K ozakevich? | want to dip over to the schoal.”
"Well, I'm not making you to work during your dinner-hour, lad. Go whereyou like."

The path, which had been wet and streaked with puddlesthe day before, had dried in the warm
sunshine. It was good to run across the square without a coat after being muffled up al the winter. And it
would be even better when the grass grew on the square and we started kicking afootba | about there!...

Here was the school. Taking two steps at atime, | dashed up to the third floor. Furman was coming
down the stairs, apacket of food in his hand. Must be going out into the yard. Every spring, as soon asit
got abit warm, the trainees, just like beetles, came out into the yard during the lunch-hour to et their
food in the spring sunshine, sitting on rusty boilers and broken-down field kitchens. "Maremukha il
upstairs?' | asked Furman. "Y es, he's making some draughts for the club,” Furman replied, clumping
away downgtairsin his heavy boots.

Petka's lathe stood just by the door. Assoon as| ran into the joiner's shop, | saw his broad back.
Pedalling the lathe with hisfoot, Petka was paring down alength of birch. Fine ydlow shavingswere
curling off the blade of the cutter and dropping on the floor. There was no one else about except the
joinery ingructor, Galyasfather, sitting a the far end of the shop eating hislunch and staring thoughtfully
out of the window. Therewas anice smell of fresh wood shavingsin theair.

"Eat that," said Petka, pedalling away at hislathe. "That's your roll on the window-sl and there's
sausage in the paper.”

"What about yoursdf?'

"I've had mine dready. It'sdl yours."

"Y ou old spendthrift, Petkal Y our grant will be al gonein acouple of days, then you'll bein afix like
you were last month.”

"What's S0 terrible about it! Well be finished with grants soon anyway and earning wages,” Petka
retorted confidently, dicing the length of birch in two.

What agood chap Petkawas, when you cameto think of it! Saving lunch for melikethis. Redly
generous. Not like Tiktor, chewing sausage in a corner and looking round al thetime afraid that someone
might ask him for abite! Petkaaways shared what he had.

The well-baked bread was crisp and fresh, one of the specid rolls that Madame Podnebesnaya,
widow of the former ingpector of taxes, used to sell at the school gatesfor the first day or two after we
had been given our monthly grants.

The bits of sausage—"dog's joy"—we bought at the grocery stall. Those odd scraps of
sausage—with the posh co-operative store name "Prime Assorted'—were the goods! They were very



cheap and just about astasty as anything you could buy. The point was that in aquarter of apound, say,
you got so many different sorts—nobs of liver, fat rings of Cracow sausage, ends of sdame with the
string round them. One day Sasha Bobir even got agreat lump of the best ham.

Munching roll and sausage, | watched Petka. How had he learnt to work so fast?... Suddenly Petka
stopped hislathe and said solemnly:

"Youandl, Vasl, areold friends, aren't we? Remember the vow we made in the Old Fortress over
the grave of Sergushin? There can never be any secrets between us, can there? Well, | must tdll you this
then: Tiktor istrying to get you into trouble.”

"Asif I'd never heard that before! What trouble?!
"Y ou needn't laugh. It's no laughing matter. Y esterday he reported you to the Komsomol committee.”
"Don't try to scare me, Petka. What could he have reported me for?"

"I'm not trying to scareyou, Vasll. I'mtelling you the truth. In hisreport Tiktor wrote that you should
be expeled from the Komsomoal."

"Me? Expdled from the Komsomoal?... Petkal ... Y ou can't pull my leg like that. I'm not Bunya
Khokh..." (Bunya Khokh was the town half-wit.)

"Vadl," said Petkain athick voice, "people don't joke about things like that. I'm giving you afriendly
warning, as an old comrade, and you think I'm playing thefool likeakid!"

"Hold on, Petka, what does he say about mein his report?*
"Do you think | know? | never read it mysdlf, but | saw Tiktor giveit to Kolomeyets."
"To Kolomeyets? To Nikita?... But what makes you think it was about me?"

"Ligten. Yesterday | dipped in to get amagazine off Nikita, and Tiktor waswith him. Thisiswhat |
heard him say to Nikita. 'l didn't want to get mixed up in this dirty business, but when you're aworker
like me your conscience won't let you stand aside. Thisisimportant. I've put it all down on paper. Read
it. I don't know what you'll think, but | think Mandzhura ought to be chucked out of the Komsomol for it.
Peoplelike him only stain our fine reputation!” "

"And you actualy heard Tiktor mention my name?'

"I'm not deaf, Vadil... Then he gave Nikita a sheet of paper. What did | do? | tried to have alook, of
course, but Tiktor noticed and covered it with hishand. 'What do you want, young fellow? he says.
"When we need you well ask for you.' | didn't know what to do, so | took the magazine and went away."

"And you didn't read the report?’

"But how could 1?1 say, Vasil," Petkalooked a me sharply, "you haven't done anything, well,
suspicious-ooking, lately, have you?'

"What could | have done? Y ou're an ass, Petkal"

"But there are dl kinds of things... Perhaps you recommended some rotter for the Komsomal..."
"Since | seconded Sasha's application last year, | haven't recommended anybody.”

"What about Kharkov?'

"Kharkov? But I've told you about that!™

"Perhgps you did something, you know..."

"But what? What could | have done? | can't makeit out!”

"Wdll, you know ... perhaps you started arow somewhere. . . Or got drunk, God forbid ... or



clipped someone on the ear.., Perhaps you broke a shop-window?"

"What are you talking about, Petka? I'm not Tiktor... | bought some flachkies off aprofiteer at the
market, I'll admit that, and | got robbed, and | saw that American, picture Sharks of New Y ork, darn the
rotten thing, but there wasn't anything else.”

“Nothing a al?"

"Not athing!"

"l wonder what that twerp has got against you?"
"l don't know."

"Look here, Vasil," Petka said solemnly, "go and see Nikitaand ask him straight out what you've
been accused of "

"Nikita?... Why go and ask Nikita? | won't go of my own accord. If | start asking questions mysdlf,
itll look asif | know I've done something wrong and am afraid. What have | got to be afraid of ? It's
daft!"

"Yes, perhapsyoureright,” Petkasaid dowly.
"Y ou could ask if you wanted to, Petka.”

"Do you think | haven't already?' Petkaanswered quickly. "As soon as Tiktor left, | went up to
Nikita. "What was that complaint Tiktor handed in? | said. 'It's an accusation, an accusation on a pretty
big scale,’ says Nikita. So | asked him what it was about. 'It's areport of apolitical nature against
Mandzhura,' says Nikita. ‘But for the time being, he says, 'let's keep quiet about it, Maremukha. Not a
word about this until the next committee meeting!" Well, | wouldn't let it go &t that, so | kept on & him,
'Must be something very important,’ | said. "Well, how should I put it? says Nikita. ‘A dirty trick of the
first water. Human nature at itsworgt, | should cal it." "

IIE,]?I
"Human nature at itsworst!" Petka repeated.
"Who does he mean by that?' | asked, my voice trembling.

"Do you think 1 understood? Y ou know our philosopher! He likes words no one else can
understand... | advise you to speak to him persondly al the same."

"But | can't, you know! ..."

At that very unsuitable moment Galya Kushnir ran into the shop. She was wearing ablue working
overal and her hair wastied up under awhite-spotted kerchief.

Before the factory-training school started, | had been very much in love with Galya, and had even
kissed her onthewall of the Old Fortress one cold autumn day. | had written lettersto her from thefarm
on the Dniegter. | was il in love with Galyawhen we started at the factory-training school. When some
of the other chaps began taking an interest in her, | felt very bad about it. Someone noticed thisand
chaked anctice up intheforge: "Vasl Mandzhurais pining for Galya Kushnir something terrible!” Under
the inscription there was a drawing of a heart—more like a cabbage than anything else. It was pierced
with an arrow, and from it poured astream of blood like molten metal pouring from the furnace. This
notice certainly lowered my authority asamember of the committee in the eyes of the other chaps. It's
very bad when your persona fedlings become public property. "Love should be the grestest secret in the
world!" | had learnt the phrase by heart from anove | had read, and even written it down on the margin
of my political lecture notes. When he was checking my notes, Nikita spotted it. "Where did you get that
middle-class twaddle from, Vasi|?' he asked. | could not bring myself to say that the words had been
spoken by atsarist generd, so | avoided the point. "It's from Comrade Kollontai's book," | said. "Wéll,



itsamiddle-class prgudice al the same," Nikitaretorted, and | had to tear the page out of the notes. But
| could have forgotten even the notice in the forge and gone on loving Galya as before, had it not been for
her own conduct.

Shetook sideswith Tiktor in the row about my casting of Francis Joseph! | told her Tiktor had
dubbed me a"monarchist™ and Galya answered coldly:

"Do you think it's the right thing for a Komsomol member to portray tyrants and despots?’

"But | did it for practice, Galya ..." | said inavoicefull of reproach, thinking that she would take her
words back.

But thistime her reply was even colder, asthough | were a complete stranger to her:

"If it were practice you wanted, you could have cast amodel of abird or something. Theré'sabrass
hawk on Dad'sinkstand. If you had asked me, | would have taken it off and brought it to you."

"Thank you very much... You can takeit to someone else" | answered rudely, and since then we had
had nothing more to do with each other.

True, something of the old fedling lingered in us both. We could not talk camly to each other and felt
awkward when we met.

And now, too, when she saw me standing by Petkas lathe, Galya stopped short. But she overcame
her embarrassment and waked up to us. A dight flush had appeared on her cheeks.

"The boys are talking about you outside, Vasil," Gayasad. "They're saying Tiktor has reported you
and he's boadting that you're in for trouble. What have you done, Vasil?'

"What have | done? ... Nothing!" "What is the report about then?' "Go and ask him."

"He's not telling. He saysit mustn't be announced until the committee meeting. But when the church
bellsring, there must be..."

"l don't care two pins about his report! And you can keep your church out of it!" | snapped. "He can
report on me until hesbluein theface, | haven't done anything!”

"Have you spoken to Kolomeyets?' Galyaasked sympathetically.
"What for?'

"Well, | should have thought you would," Galyasaid in surprise. "After al, he's our secretary, and a
member of the Digtrict Committee, and he'sknown you along time..."

By thistime Galya's concern had made me thoroughly angry. What was the point of dl thidl ...

The chaps came in from the yard one by one. Lunch-time was over. So that no one should think me a
coward, | said ascamly as| could:

"Well, I'm off to the foundry, I've got amould that needs attending to there."

NIKITA ISSILENT

That day Tiktor seemed to be round me al the time. Now he would cometo fetch ashove from my
corner, now hewould snatch up achisd under my nose. Then he would go and tinker about in the next
room for alittlewhile, but as soon as | glanced up again—there were Tiktor's stiff, rusty-looking boots
clumping about round me in the wet sand. Now it was the wire brush he needed! Therewasacunning
gleam in hiseyes and hismop of hair was swept back like aDon Cossack's. Gay and pleased with
himsdlf, Tiktor looked asif he had won the day. All the time he kept humming apopular little tune. In



Bataviatheresalittle house that sandsaonein thefidds...

When Y asha came near me, | pretended to be engrossed in my work. He needn't think | was afraid
of him, the longhaired busybody!

... Knocking-off timeat last! | washed my hands quickly and dipped out into the Street.

| walked past fences and gardens where the trees were gtill bare. The market square was alive with
noise and bustle. | walked on to Proreznaya Street, not knowing myself what took me there. For along
time | wandered about the deserted avenues of the boulevard. Theriver, sill yellow and muddy from the
recent thaw, flowed past below, washing the foot of the cliffs and flooding the alotments of the old part
of the town. On the boulevard, which was dry now, they were burning last year'sleaves. Here and there,
heaps of leaves and twigs were smoking like little vol canoes; the smoke hung low over the doping
avenues and the steep diff, and its bitterish smell reached me even on the edge of the boulevard. In the
distance, beyond alittle gate, | caught sight of alonely bench. | walked over to it and sat down. My
fingerswandered over the familiar letters V" and "G." Before the days of the factory-training school,
when | was madly in love with Galya Kushnir and she was going with my riva Kotka Grigorenko, who
had now fled the country,

I had come here on aquiet summer's morning and, gritting my teeth with anger, carved those letters
with a penknife on the hard oak plank.

How trivia the disappointments of those years seemed in comparison with what confronted me now!

Tiktor's mysterious report pursued me everywhere. The words of warning that | had heard from
Petka and Galya made me even more worried. Already the whole school knew about this mysterious
report. As| was coming out of the gate today | had run into Monka Guzarchik. Monkawas akind,
rather ungainly lad with red, watery eyes.

In our first year at the factory school, Monka quite unexpectedly received an inheritance from his
grandmother. He had never seen his grandmother, who had immigrated to New Y ork long ago, in the
time of thetsar, but when she died she had left Monkadl her savings.

Monkawas found through anotary by some distant relatives, and one fine day he received three
hundred and twenty-five rubles cash down, in Soviet money. Of course, the smplest thing would have
been to donate it al to the Children's Friend Society, or to hand it to Sasha Bobir, who collected money
for the Aviation and Aeronautics Society of the Ukraine. But the amount was so large that it turned
Monka's head and as soon as he came back from the bank on Saturday he took a party of our chapsto
the Venice Restaurant. "' want to enjoy mysdlf!" he announced, showing the manager hismoney. "We
must have the whole restaurant to oursalves!™”

What they did there, how exactly they enjoyed themsalves, | don't know. Most of uswere at the club
attending alecture called "What came firs—thought or speech?' The only-thing | do know isthat on the
following day the revellers and their generous host looked very much the worse for wear. They dl felt
sck. After stuffing themsalves with cakes and pastries, they had eaten every dish on the menu— sdted
herrings, biscuits, caviare, pork, souffle, beef-stegks, sturgeon... and washed it al down with wine of the
most outlandish sort they could order. The whole inheritance had been spent in one evening.

At that time the incident caused quite a sensation in town, and when Monka applied for membership
of the Komsomol, we did not accept him. ™Y ou may be aworking lad, but you're a playboy. Y ou're
petty bourgeois at heart, my lad!" Nikitatold Monkaat the committee meeting. "The sons of therich
used to guzzlelike that and you're following in their footsteps. Y oull have to wait abit and well see.”

Now Monka Guzarchik lived on his grant and liked to refer to himself ironicdly as"amember of the
non-Party layer of society..."
When he had met me at the gate today, M onka had whispered: "Poor old Vasyal | hear Tiktor's



sarted something againgt you. Isthat so? He wantsto get you expelled from the Komsomol, doesn't he?
Poor old chap! So you'll be one of us."

I must have sunk pretty low if even Monkawas sorry for me!

Sadly | gazed at the far bank of theriver, at the fortress bridge linking the two dliffs, at the Old
Fortress. So far | had kept the vow that Petka, Y uzik Starodomsky and | had made over Sergushin's
grave; | had worked aswdll as| could for the cause of the Revolution. But why this report, and why
were my friends so sorry for me before there was need? ...

Thewaterfal thundered out of the low tunnel under the bridge, swooping downwardsin athick
ydlow flood; only when it struck the rocks below did it break into white foam. '

I remembered the old legend that many years ago, when the Turks quit our town for ever, they had
thrown from the bridge an iron chest full of ducats, rubies, gold bracelets and huge glittering diamonds as
big ashen'seggs.

Before sinking to the bottom, the heavy chest, swept on by the raging current, had been thrown
several times againgt sharp rocks which had split it open. People said that every year, after theice had
gone down theriver, the turbulent spring floods brought up gold coins and precious stones from the
river-bed. Once, so it was said, in the time of the tsar, Sasha Bobir's grandfather had found a fragment of
the ruby-studded crown of some Turkish vizir who had fled before the advancing Russian and Ukrainian
army. Besde himsdlf with joy, Sashas grandfather went to atavern and scratched aruby out of the piece
of crown. In return for the ruby the tavern-keeper gave him so much vodka that when he drank it he no
longer knew what he was doing. Sasha's grandfather woke up at the other end of town, by Windy Gate,
without his. crown. It had been stolen by vagrant horse-thieves. The disappointment sent the old man out
of hismind and he ended his daysin an asylum, where he used to wander about the shady garden with a
crown of burdock leaves on his head.

When Sashawas admitted to the Komsomol he related even this sad story about his grandfather, and
Nikitadid not missthe opportunity of saying: "Y ou see, chaps, what wedth doesfor you! We of the
young generation must be free of the power of money and possessong!”

The old folk of our town, however, reated the story of the crown rather differently. According to
them, it was on this bridge that the Turks had strangled the young Y urko, son of Bogdan Khmelnitsky,
and thrown him into the waterfal with astonetied to hisfeet. Before his death, Y urko had cursed the
Turksand dl their treasure.

How many times had we, Zarechye chaps, ignoring the hetman's curse, wandered aong the river
when it wasin flood, our eyesfixed on the muddy bank, hoping to find among the-bits of wood, wet hay,
and melting ice, just asmall coin to buy dagtic for our catapultd!...

It was not Y asha's report that worried me. Certainly not! Having thought it over, | had firmly decided
that the report did not matter at dl. Tiktor could have written anything he liked againgt me—that | wasa
supporter of Petlura, that it was me who had planned to blow up Special Detachment
Headquarters—and | shouldn't have minded. False accusations can away's be exposed sooner or later.

| was not frightened. What depressed me was the sympathetic remarks of my friends, and above al,
the strange slence of Nikita Kolomeyets.

"If someone sendsin areport against amember of the committee and you are the secretary, you
ought to come and tell the chap straight out what he has been accused of. Find out whether it'strue or
not, but don't pretend to be dumb, don't let a chap torture himsdlf for nothing,” | reasoned as | walked up
and down dong the diff. And | fet surel wasright.

Nikitas sillence—that was what surprised, worried and offended me.
Y esterday we had been together in the hostel dll the evening and he hadn't said aword! Although



Tiktor's report was dready lying on his desk.
When he sent me to Kharkov, Nikitahad said: "Y ou go, youre alad of spirit!"
Didn't that mean he trusted me? Of coursg, it did!
Now Nikitawas slent. Putting people off with vague phrases! "Human nature at itswordt..."

Evening was gpproaching. A cold wind with atouch of frost in it blew from theriver. Again | went up
to thelittle bench on which those familiar letters V" and "G" were carved. The bench stood on a
hummock and the wind whistled round me. | don't know why | dipped my hand in my pocket and took
out my Zauer. Even when | went off to work at the factory-training school, | took the pistol with me.
Nikita often pulled my leg about it.

"What do you want with agun at work, Vasl?"

"But wherecan | put it?"

"Leaveitinthe hostd.”

"That'sal right for you, you've got alocker that locks. But mine's aways open.”
"Ask thelocksmiths, they'll put alock onit for you."

"What's the use of alock? Locks can be broken.”

"Vadl, youreincurable! You've got used to guns. You'd like to beliving in the period of War
Communism dl thetime! Vasly Mandzhura can't adapt himself to peace-time conditiond!™

| knew that Nikitawasjoking, but his jokes nettled me alittle. Fine peace-time conditions with what
wasgoing on al round usl

It was not ayear since the Pilsudski men had attacked the Soviet frontier post near Y ampol and killed
the commander. Quite recently enemies of our republic had murdered the Soviet diplomatic courier
Theodor Nette. And the murder of Kotovsky? ... | ought not to be the only one with agun—all the
young workerswho lived on the border should be armed and ready for anything. And | went on bringing
my pistol to work with me...

| took aim at one of the battlemented towers of the Old Fortress, but it was already rather dark and
the sghtswere blurred.

But what was this mysterious report of Tiktor's? ...
| shoved the pistol into my pocket and wandered back to the hostel, utterly fed up.

Our hostdl was unusualy quiet. But, of course—there was afilm on at the club. All the chapswould
bethere. Pity | waslate.

There weretwo lights on in the dormitory, one on the celling, the other by Nikita's bed.

Our secretary lived with us. There was a heap of books on his bedside locker. Asusua, Nikita had
gayed a home. "I'll have my fun, when I'm old," he used to say, "now, while my eyesaredl right, it's
better to read books." "To read books ato exchange hours of boredom for hours of delight.” "A book is
afriend of man that will never betray him," Nikita often repeated to us the dictums of certain philosophers
known only to himsalf. And he read like a man bewitched—on the way to the hostel, walking blindly
aong the pavement with an open book before his eyes, at homein the hostel until late at night, and during
the lunch-hour, Stting on arusty bailer in the school yard.

Obvioudy Nikitahad no intention of going out anywhere this evening. He waslying on his bed
undressed; his clothes lay neetly folded on achair beside him.

| walked silently over to my bed and took off my cap.



Nikitalooked round and said: "There's aquestionnaire for you under your pillow, Mandzhura. Fill it
up and hand it in to mein the morning.”

My heart sank. Now it was starting!

It must be aspecid, tricky sort of questionnaire.

"What'sit about?' | asked in awhisper.

"For your pistol,” Nikitareplied, not taking his eyes off the book. " Specid Detachment papers aren't
vaid any more, we've got to make personal applicationsfor permisson to carry fire-arms.”

A pagerudtled. Nikitafelt for the pencil on hislocker and marked something, asif to show that the
conversation was over.

All right! I'm not going to beg you to talk...

It was very till. The sound of spring streets floated in through the open window. That specia sound
of spring! Have you noticed that in spring every noise comesto you asif you were hearing it for thefirst
time? A cock crowed in the next yard and it seemed to me | had never heard such afine, full-throated
crow inmy life..

In the stillness of the room, | examined the printed questionnaire that | had tofill in for theright to
carry lapistol. | was expecting Nikitato say something about Tiktor's report.

"Oh, yes, Vadl, | nearly forgot," Nikitamurmured, looking round. "Therésaparce for you in your
locker. | Sgned for it." And again he buried himsdlf in his book.

The square heavy parcd, criss-crossed with packing thread, smelled of bast matting and apples.
Across the bottom was written in inddlible pencil: " Sender: Miron Mandzhura, Cherkassy, Didtrict State
Printing-House."

Now that he had goneto work in Cherkassy, my father sometimes sent me parcels. Everything they

contained was shared round the hostel—an applefor one, alump of glistening salted pork for another.
The other chaps parcels were shared out in exactly the same way.

Therewerealot of tasty thingsin that parcel. And | was hungry. But | could not openit. If | started
treating Nikita now, without waiting for the other chapsto comein, he might think | had heard about the
report and was trying to get round him—trying to bribe him with home-made poppy cakes.

And sad though ‘it may seem, | had to leave Dad's parcel where it was, in the locker by my bed.
| undressed and lay down to deep, listening to the rustle of pages as Nikita went on reading his book.

CLEARED!

The committee assembled the following evening in the locksmiths shop at school. The long room
seemed much too large for such asmall mesting, specidly in the evening, when the school was so quiet.

We seated ourselves on the benches. Tiktor, whistling quietly, sat, or rather lounged on the bench
opposite me. There was atriumphant sneer on hisface, hisblonde locks hung luxuriantly over hisbig
forehead. He felt good.

"Let's start, comrades!" Nikitanodded his head and walked forward between the benches. "There's
not much on the agendatoday, so well havetimeto prepare for the tests aswell. We have two questions
to discuss. Thefirst concerns the conduct of Komsomol member Y asha Tiktor, the second isto
investigate Tiktor's report on the conduct of Komsomol member Vasily Mandzhura, whoisdso a



member of our committee. If anybody's got anything el se they want to bring up, well 'discussthat aswell
of course. Arethere any objections?’

"l want my report to be discussed first," Tiktor grunted.
IIWry?l

"Because | gaveit intwo daysago.”

"What difference does that make?"

"l write areport and you want to discuss my conduct! What do you mean by it? What grounds have
you got for that?"

"What grounds?"' Nikitafrowned, knitting histhick black brows. "All right then, Y asha, you and | will
go aong to Centra Square and I'll show you the broken window in the pub—it still hasn't any glassin
it—and the chaps will wait for us here.. . How about it, chaps, do you agree? Will you wait for us?"

The chapslaughed and Tiktor'sfacefell. "Don't try your gameson me!™ he said threateningly to
Nikita. "Let'stake avoteonit.”

"That'sdways possble" Nikitareplied with surprisng cam. "All we have to decideiswhat we are
going to vote about. | think we should discuss these questionsin order, in chronological order, so to

Tiktor looked bewildered. "What d'ye mean?' "Just this. On the evening of the twenty-first of
February, Komsomol member Y asha Tiktor went to Barenboim's pub, got himsalf roaring drunk, started
afight, smashed awindow, failed to turn up after an alarm from Specia Detachment Headquarters...”

"There's no more special detachments, so that doesn't matter!” Tiktor interrupted.

"It does matter, alot!" Nikitasaid sharply. "There are no more specia detachments, they've been
combined with the other security organizations, that's true, but we have dways had, and we il have,
grict military discipline, which is obligatory for every Communist and Komsomol member. | repest, on
the evening of the twenty-first, of February, Komsomol member Y asha Tiktor did not act as befitsa
member of 'the Komsomol. That'sthe first point. The second isthis. On the night of the fifth of March,
Komsomol member Vasily Mandzhuratravelled in the same carriage as the escaping
counter-revolutionary Pecheritsaand, in Tiktor's opinion, intentionaly refrained from detaining him. Let us
discuss both questionsin that order.”

Nikitas harsh words rang out with terrible suddennessin the quiet, dimly-lit room: "... travelled in the
same carriage as the escaping counter-revol utionary Pecheritsaand, in Tiktor's opinion, intentionally
refrained from detaining him.”

So that wasthe trap Tiktor had laid for me! "The rotten scoundrel!™ | nearly shouted the words aloud.
"Let'svote," Nikita continued. "Who isfor Tiktor's proposa to discuss hisreport first?'

The members of the committee sat in silence. Their faces were stern and thoughtful .

"Who isfor the proposed order of discusson?'

"Why bother to vote, Comrade Kolomeyetsl" Galyacalled out. "It's quite clear!”

" Perhaps someone has refrained from voting?* said Nikitaand started counting hands.

Petka, who had been about to raise his hand, suddenly remembered that he was only a candidate for
the committee and had no right to vote. He snatched his plump hand away behind his back, asif he had
burnt it.

"The mgority, | think .. . Shall we proceed?’



"Ganging up onme, asusud! ... All pastogether, aren't you?" Tiktor mumbled, lowering a Nikita
"Did you say something, Yasha?' Nikitaasked, going pae.

"He meant ... he meant to say he ought to be called to order!" Petka suddenly blurted out in avery
squesky, excited voice.

"Quiet there, Maremukha, | didn't give you permission to speak,” Nikitasaid, and turning to Tiktor,
he went on quietly and very camly: " Speak up, Tiktor, say dl you've got to say, don't be afraid, speak
s0- that you needn't complain afterwards that Kolomeyets suppressed your criticism. | believe you'd
even go to that length too...”

"What's the use of me saying anything—you'vegot it al pat like an exercise-book. Get on withit and
gart running me down'!" Tiktor flung out idly, lounging back on the bench kicking hislegs.

Keeping afirm grip on himsdlf, Nikitaignored Tiktor's last words and began quietly:
"When a Komsomol member drinks and actslike ahooligan, he..."
"What | drank | paid for with my own money and that's none of your business!” Tiktor shouted.

And then something happened that startled everyone. Never in al our school life had we seen Nikita
Kolomeyets blaze up as he did on that quiet evening in the locksmiths shop.

"Scoundrel!" Nikita shouted so loudly that he could have been heard in the turners shop next door.
"Y ou've got the nerve to boast that you drank on your own money! Who gave you that money you cdl
your own?Who taught you atrade? Whao's making you into a citizen? Who's trying to make you live
your life decently, for the good of society? Did our fathersfight for your freedom so that you could
disgrace the name of the Komsomoal in thefirst pot-house you could find, so that you could hobnob with
al kinds of scum—prafiteerswho only livefor the day when well be dead? People who ought to have
beeninjail long ago! They try to get you in their clutches and you drink with them and kow-tow to them.
Where's Bortanovsky now, your client, that 'honest craftsman,’ asyou called him?Injail for smuggling.
Go and see the Komsomol membersin the militia, talk to Granat, the crimina investigation man, about
your friend. HE'sin charge of that case. Did the best peoplein Russiadiein exile, in tsarist prisons, on the
gallows, so that aworking man's son, Y asha Tiktor, should deep in apuddiein Proreznaya Street, when
his mates, with riflesin their hands, were defending their town from Petlura's thugs! 'And even that wasn't
enough. You acted like apig yourself and now you've tried to smear your dirt on someoneelse. ‘Let's
seeif | can tir up abit of trouble,’ you thought. ‘Perhapsit'll help me to save my own skin." Y ou poor
fool! Do you think we can't see why you made that re port against Mandzhura? What do you think we
are—kids? Couldn't we guess why you suddenly found the energy to write areport of three pages. And
with eleven spdlling mistakesinit! Yasha, Yasha, it wasacrude bit of work, that'safact..." Nikita
paused and his voice became softer. "We haven't come here to punish you. Y ou're our comrade and we
want to say thisto you: Think what you're doing, Tiktor! You can liveafinelife, alifewith senseinit.
Clean off that scum of the past! Don't wallow indirt!" Growing visibly calmer, Nikitawent on: "Another
chap in your place would have said, 'Y es, | made amistake, | got tied up in that rotten spider'sweb. I'll
try and see it never happens again.’ And that would be the end of it. But you kick up arow and try to
make out you're in theright and al the other Komsomol members want to put you wrong..."

"Don't tart your propaganda, we've heard if al beforel™ Tiktor growled.
"What did you say?' Nikitaasked. "I didn't quite hear. Do you mind repesting it?"

"Ask the cuckoo in Proreznaya Street to repedt it, there's one been flying round there alot lately. I'm
not going to cuckoo for you!" And Tiktor tossed his hair back challengingly.

Pde and tight-lipped, Nikitalooked Tiktor straight in the eye.
Tiktor sneered.



"Let me spesk, Nikita," said GalyaKushnir with acatch in her voice..
| thought Galyawas going to reason with Tiktor. Everyone thought so.
"Goon, Gaya," Nikitasad.

"| think the best thing, comrades, would be for Tiktor to put his Komsomol card on the table here and
now," Galyasaid clearly. "l am very ashamed he ill hasacard in hispocket." And shelooked at Y asha
with such contempt that he quailed under her glance and, lowering his eyes, sarted fumbling in the
breast-pocket of his blouse.

"Hereyou are, Miss," he said, pulling out his'Komsomol card in a cardboard cover, and offered it to
Gdya

"Wait amoment, Kushnir,” said Nikita, and put the question to the vote: "Who isin favour of relieving
Tiktor of thisdocument?"

All handswereraised. And, then Y asha, it seemed, saw that he had gone too far.
"WEIl see what the generd meeting hasto say about that,” he said, trying to sound hopeful.
"Of coursewe shdl, Tiktor," Nikitaresponded. "L et's go on to the next question.”

Y ashajumped noisily off the bench. Straightening hislesther jerkin, and dusting off the shavings, he
made for the door.

"Where are you off to, Tiktor? We're just going to discuss your report,” Nikitacalled out.

"Y ou can do without me. What's the good of telling you anything! Y ou wouldn't believe me anyway."
And Tiktor shrugged his shoulders.

"Y ou can stay at the meeting while we go into your report,” said Nikita

"Thanksalat! I'd rather take awak—the air's fresher outside!" And with ashow of cheerfulness,
Tiktor left the room.

In case we should think he was frightened, Tiktor struck up asong as he clumped away through the
dark turners shop.

Gay nights of Marsallles In the Vagabond Inn...
Wewaited until the outside door dammed shut behind him, then Nikitalooked at us and sighed.
"Yes... Let'sgo on to the next question,” he said bitterly.

But the question no longer existed now that 'Y asha had gone. No one thought of supporting his
accusation against me.

After themeeting | drew Nikitaasde.

"Look here, Nikita," | said, "why did you hide that report from me? I've been so worried. . ."
"Mehideit fromyou? Y oure very much mistaken.”

"AmI! Youdidnttdl meathing."

"Why talk about alot of tripe beforeit's necessary. | didn't want to worry you over anything. The
point isthat Tiktor showed himsdf up with that report. | kept it back for abit so that al the chaps should
understand just how low Tiktor has sunk. It happens like that sometimes. Father aproletarian, araillway
worker, but the son getsinfected by the petty-bourgeois atmosphere in our town..."

MAPWANTED



Our town's a pretty place, specidly in spring, when the willows blossom on Old Boulevard, and the
town gateways, the ancient, mossy walls of the Old Fortress, and the watch-towers perched on the cliffs
above theriver wear amantle of leaves and flowers. From every crack young shoots reach out towards
the sun; on every ledge, where the winds of centuries have piled soil in plenty, the colza blooms, and
tender, touded dandelions sway on their thin hollow stems; here and there festoons of bluishivy cling
stubbornly to the overhanging walls. Swest, juicy grass grows even on the battlemented tops of the
towers, where no one goes, except perhaps a stray goat which has climbed up there by way of the
fortresswall and crops the green shoots, heedless of the precipice below.

When you go through the gates, even if the day is sunny, thereis often a cutting wind. Y ou ook round
and there, above you, rise the mighty walls of the Stephen Bathori Tower built at the order of the king of
Poland. How gloomy it looks, specidly on the shady side. Surely nothing grows there. But no—look, on
aledge four stories up, by some miracle theré's abush of doe, or isit hawthorn? And swaying on its
branches two robins are chirping merrily—and so they should too, with al the town spread out below
them. On theriver-banks, still muddy from the spring floods, the pussy willows are the first to bloom.
Their golden catkins appear on the branches |ong before the sticky buds throw out their first glistening
leaves. And when the willow has bloomed, it is nice to wander along Old Boulevard of an afternoon and
listen to the cones cracking on the fuzzy branches of the pines.

Y ou walk aong the avenues of Old Boulevard and al the time, now here, now there, you hear that
faint snapping sound, asif abushy-tailed squirrel is scraping away somewhere in the tree-tops, and
suddenly abrown cone comes tumbling down from a branch, bounces once or twice on the gravel path
and rollsinto the young grass. Now and then the warm breeze shakes a cloud of yellow pollen from the
trees.

And if you get tired of walking about under the pines, you can Sit down and gaze at the yellow
clusters of dandelions on the fortress bastions, or the bright patches of colza on the battered rounded
walls of the defence towers that once withstood the siege of Turkish raiders from Constantinople. And
just by the end of the bridgeit looks asif someone has hung out alot of gay flags on the bridgerail. But
they are not flags, they are the bunches of flowersthat the cottagers of Privorotye have come out to sl
to thetownsfolk. Their baskets are full of tulips—red, white, yellow, pae-pink; and they have bunches of
whitelilies of the valey too, wrapped in damp cloths to keep them fresh. Y oung shoots of pale-blue
periwinkle have long since appeared on the gravestones of the ancient cemeteries, the dlotments round
the clay-walled cottages of Podzamche are green aready and the first soft tendrils of beans, sweet pess,
and mauve bindweed are curling round the wicker fences, so that by June they will be ableto look out
into the Street.

It issad to think that in the midst of such awonderful spring-time we shdl be leaving our home town...
Asyet, however, there had been no news from Kharkov.

Sometimes | would wake up at nights and lie in the moonlit dormitory listening to the steady snoring of
my neighbours and thinking worriedly about the end of term.

Kharkov was dlent.

At times | began to think | had never been there at dl, that instead of talking to the Genera Secretary
inhisofficein Karl Liebknecht Street, | had only seen his picturein amagazine.

One of my troubles had been disposed of on the evening of the committee meeting. How wrong | had
been to suppose that Nikitathought badly of me and was planning something against me. When he had
read Tiktor's report out to the meeting, Nikita had said for everyoneto hear:

"Thisiswhat Tiktor writes: 'In view of the fact that Vasily Mandzhura helped Pecheritsato escape, |,
as a politicaly-conscious young worker, consder that the only thing for usto do isto expd Mandzhura



from the Komsomoal.' Wdll, chaps, | think you know what vaue to put on accusations of that kind.
Mandzhura let Pecheritsa get away, not because he wanted him to escape, but because he did not know
what type of fellow Pecheritsawas, and why he was leaving town. | don't know about you, but
persondly | trust Mandzhuracompletely.”

And two days | ater, at an open meeting of the Komsomol, Nikita had said:

"Mandzhuradid his duty. He has been to Kharkov and fixed things up so that when we finish our
training we shall go and work at factories.”

"But we haven't gone yet, have wel" came Tiktor's surly voice from the back of the hall.

"As| was saying, we trust Mandzhural" Nikita shouted. "So far, dl we have seen of you has shown
that you aren't to be trusted!"

But athough Nikita had said in front of everyone that he trusted me, that he believed we should go to
the big factories of the Ukraine, | was very much afraid that he might have to say something elselater on.

"Of coursewell go!™ Furman said to Petka one day, not redlizing thet | was standing behind him.
"Well go and cart dung in some village or other!”

One more week till the end of term.

It was Saturday and we had no home-work that evening. Some of the chaps and | werewalking
through the town towards the waterfal. The river had long since returned to its green banks and now that
the rubbish had gone was dready attracting swimmers.

We wanted to seethelast of the chestnutsin bloom on Old Boulevard and, added to that, Sasha had
boasted at dinner today that he might go for aswim. Of course, we knew that Sashawould not jump off
the wooden bridge over the waterfal, as some of the early bathers did; he wasn't that crazy. Sashawould
creep in at the calmest spot he could find. Even so, he had tried hard to go back on hisword, but Petka
and | weren't having any. Now it was decided: Sashawasto go for aswim while we watched him.

That Saturday evening the old part of the town was very crowded. There were so many people about
in Post Street that it was hard to make your way adong the pavement.

Not long ago Petka had bought a new blue shirt with apocket in front. Today he was wearing it for
thefirgt time. The blue sateen fitted well over hisbroad chest.

In hislast parcel, Father had sent me afawn shirt with ahigh, embroidered collar, and apair of
striped trousers. | had decided to try out my new clothestoo.

Sasha Bobir, who had been saving up for along time, and had not eaten white bread for two months,
had at last splashed out and bought agrey suit—coat, vest and trousersin Cheviot tweed. Thefirg time
he saw Sashain this outfit, Nikitasad:

"Do you know what's missing, Sasha, old boy? First you need lagold watch-chain to give you asolid
appearance, and then you need atie. Y ou can't run to agold chain, of course, and | don't think you'd
take atieif it was offered to you free. Y ou know the difference between real culture and petty-bourgeois
snobbery, and you don't want usto put you through it at the next self-criticism meeting. That's so, isnt i,
Sasha, old chap, our dearly beloved Comrade Bobir?..."

From the street vendor by the fortress bridge we bought pop-corn and strode on gaily down the
middle of the road. Banishing my gloomy thoughts, | too began to smile, as| thought of our Sasha
creeping into theicy water.

By thistime, we had reached the town hall. Light streamed from the basement windows of the town's



first model Komsomol cafe. The cafe had been opened quite recently by Komsomol members of the
food-workers group in the building that had once housed Barenboim's tavern. Hard-pressed by the
finance department's high tax on private enterprise, Barenboim had surrendered, and the whole tavern,
the cdllars of which extended "far under the town hall, had been handed over to the youth of. the town.
Komsomol members from the town power station had put in new wiring, the public utility groups had
painted the walls and put the floorsin order, joiners from our school, under their ingtructor's guidance,
had made fine tables for the new cafe; even we, foundry men, had cast anew stovefor it, in our school
foundry.

The firs Komsomol cafe was the pride of every Komsomol member in our town, and not only
because we had taken part in the making of it; we saw that this was the way to deal with the private
traders and drive them for ever out of Soviet trade.

Aswe passed the cafe window, we noticed with pride the young waitresses in white gprons going to
and fro between the tables we had made, taking the customers glasses of fragrant Chinese teg, coffee
with whipped cream, and flavoured sodawater in blue sphons. The cleanliness and order, and aboveadl,
the knowledge that no one would fleece you, attracted many customersto the cafe. Nearly al the tables
were taken.

While we lingered near the cafe, the door opened and V ukovich and hiswife came out. | raised my
cap.

Vukovich smiled and gave me avery smart salute, not just a caredlesswave, but ared saute, with his
fingers straight and touching the shiny pesk of hisfrontier guard's cap.

"Who'sthat, Vas|?' Sashaasked curioudy.
"That's. . . Comrade Vukovich," | answered carelesdly.

"Y ou mean the Vukovich?' Sashaexclamed, staring after the frontier guard envioudy. "And | never
knew. .. But hesaluted you. . ."

"What of it? He knows mewel."
"Didn't you see him when we were on duty a headquarters?’ Petka asked.
"Er, no. .. | didn't," Sashamumbled.

And suddenly | remembered how Sasha had pretended to beill, while VVukovich and Polevoi were
trying to find out what could have happened to the unknown bandit. All the chaps had peeped out of the
guard-room window to have alook at V ukovich; only Sashahad lain on the couch, making histeeth
chatter and pretending he had an attack of fever...

"| say, chaps, what about going to the river tomorrow morning?' Sasha said suddenly. "The water will
be even colder in the morning.”

"Will it redly!" Petkajeered. "So you've lost the bet! All right, come on and treat us to some pop.
With adouble dose of syrup init, mind you!"

"Hey, chaps!”
Jumping over anear-by fence, Furman and Guzarchik came running towards us.
"Is. that how you've been getting ready for your tests!" Petka demanded.

"What testd" bawled Guzarchik, who seemed to be madly excited about something. "Tell uswhere
we can find amap of the Ukraine."

"There's one at school, you asses. In the cupboard in the office," said Petka.
"What do you want amap for?' Sasha asked.



"I know it'sin the cupboard,” Guzarchik shouted, ignoring Sasha, "but the clerk’'s got the key to the
cupboard and he won't be heretill the day after tomorrow.”

"But what do you want amap for?" | asked. "Y ou're taking mechanics.”

"Wheat for! Areyou joking? Don't you know?" And clapping his hand to hisforehead, Monya
shouted: "But you don't know anything, you duffersd Were going!!!"

"Going where?' Sashaexclamed.
"Going, going, going!!! Hurrah! Vivat!" Monkaroared, tap-dancing on the pavement.
"Tak sense, can't you!" | shouted at Guzarchik.

"We were Sitting there swotting away at mechanics and suddenly we saw the postman. And in his
hand therewas aletter. A greet big thing, with seals al over it. 'Wheresyour director? he says. 'I've got
aregistered letter for him.' So we took the postman to Polevoi's room. Polevoi signed for it, but we
didn't go away. We stood there waiting. Just asif we knew what wasin it. 'Let's open it up quick,
Comrade Polevoi,' | said. So we opened the letter and there were the passes!™ And Furman, having
babbled out the news, burst out coughing with excitement.

"Specia meeting at the school in an hour'stime!™ Monkaput in. "Everyone's got to bethere.”
"Where are the passes for?' Sasha demanded inquisitively.

"Tofactoriesdl over the Ukraine. For usl Understand? From the Supreme Council of National
AEconomy!" Furman rummaged in his pocket and dragged out along dip of paper. "I've copied them dll
down... Read it out, Guzarchik!"

"Odessa—two places...” Monka boomed with as much pride asif he himsalf had written out the
passes and sent them to us.

"I'm going to Odessa, that's definite!” Sashachimed in.

"Just the man they'rewaiting for!" said Furman sarcastically. "They make soap there out of softieslike
you."

"Don't you get cheeky!" Sasharetorted huffily.
"Keep quiet, Sashal" Petka begged. "Let afellow read, can't you? ... Go on, Monka"

"... The Toretsky plant, Druzhkovka—three places, Enakievo—four places, Grishino—two places...
Furman, do you know where Grishino is? Y ou never spent anight under arailway truck there, by any
chance, did you?'

"Noidea" Furman grunted olidly.

"... Makeavka—five places, Alchevsk—four places, Lugansk—oneplace. . . | say, Lugansk isabig
town, | think, why are they sending only one there? Queser..."

"Go on, go on!" Petka said, nudging Guzarchik.

"All right... Kramatorsk—two, Zaporozhye—four, Mariupol—five... That's somewhere by the seg, |
think."

"Of course, itis," our know-all Furman grunted, "but the seals very shallow there; you keep wading
out, but it never gets deeper than your knees."

"... Savyansk—two places, Kiev—five places... Look at that, even to Kiev! That's awonderful
town! ... Bolshoi Tokmak—four..."

"Look here, it'sawagte of timereading likethis" Petkainterrupted. "Weredl in the dark... Thething
isto go and find out what Bolshoi Tokmak isand whereit is. Y ou might choose, then.



"No on€ll let you choose yoursdlf," said Furrnan.

"All the same,.. | want to know beforehand where I'm being sent,” retorted Petka. "Let's go and find
amap. Perhapsthere's onein the Komsomol club? Let's go to the club, chaps! Well have time before
the mesting.”

The five of us rushed off to the club. We strode past the fading chestnut-trees, past the dense,
shadowy park. Someone was singing to the soft notes of aguitar:

We'll dance the "Carmagnole," and may the fight go on!

WEe'll dance the "Carmagnole," and may the fight goon. . .

How good | felt marching aong to the tune of that song, knowing that al my fears were over!

The other chapstalked and joked. Only | had nothing to say. But my joy was greater than anyone's.
Wewalked on past the shadowy park and | remembered Kharkov, the spring morning amid the melting
snow on the university square, the bright sun dazzling my eyes, and now, just asthen, my heart beet
merrily. . .

"The man who setshimsdlf noaminlifeisgood for nothing,” thus Polevoi began his speech at the
specia pupils meeting in our locksmiths shop. " Such people,” Polevoi went on, "arejust guzzlers of
society's bread. But you, lads, are the reserve of the working class, the only force that is capable of
remaking the world in anew way. So every one of you, if hewantsto be area man, must keep on
setting himself new amsinlife. Who says| can't!" That'swhat you should tell yoursaves whenever you
runinto difficulties. Train yoursdf to hate failure. And failures you will encounter, of course, on your path
through life. Y ou have known them here dready. We were within ahair's breadth of being closed down.
The enemies of the Ukrainian people—the nationdists, the hirelings of world capitdlism-tried to harm the
country's cause even here. And what happened? We found justice in Kharkov, at the Central Committee
of the Communist Party. And hereistheresult." Ashe said this, Polevai lifted the bundle of passesfrom
histable. "These are the blue-prints of your future. But they may turn out to be nothing but useless scraps
of paper if you ever let yoursdlf dide, if you say to yoursdf: 'Enough! I've got everything | want, now I'll
St back and take it easy!’ Don't give up, | repeat, when you meet with failure. Don't takeit lying down.
Clench your teeth and go on ahead again!... Y ou are transformers of the world, remember that! To
whom, if not to you, the youth of the Soviet land, doesthe future belong! Y ou, my boys, arethefirst
shoots of the Revolution. The great Lenin was deeply interested in your future. Be proud of it! Y ou spent
your childhood in the old world. Many of you still remember the policeman—that symbol of the past—
who used to stand at the corner of Post Street. That past will ill try to trip you up. But you must cast off
that old rottenness. Y ou have a great future before you, you are in step with the youth of thewhole
country. Be proud of it!

"| should very much like to meet you, my friends, ten years from now, when instead of young workers
you will have become skilled craftsmen, engineers, commanders of production, and what is
more—Communigs

"Prepare yourselves for entering the Party right from the start, as soon as you begin work at the new
factories. In moments of difficulty and joy raly round the Party. Even before you are Party members,
fogter in yourselves the qualities of Bolsheviks...

"Y esterday you read the speech made by Mikhail Ivanovich Kalinin to the graduates of Sverdlovsk



Universty. That speech contained a splendid phrase: 'The most valuable thing for a Party worker isthat
he should be able to work joyfully and well under ordinary, everyday circumstances, that he should be
ableto conquer one difficulty after another, day in day out, that the difficultieswhich practical life sets
before him every day, every hour, that those difficulties should not swallow up his enthusiasm, that those
dragging, everyday difficulties should develop and strengthen hiswill, that he should seein this everyday
work thefind ams, and never lose Sght of thosefind amsfor which communismisfighting.

"And repesting those words to you, I, for my part, advise you, lads, to work joyfully and well,
regardless of obstacles, dways seeing before you the bright future—communism.

"At the new places where you are going to work, waysfoster in yourselves agreet desireto find out
things that you did not know before. Don't stop. Never stop! Fear only two words: 'dackness and
‘complacency.’

"Otherswill come &fter you. It will befar easer for them, but they will envy you, for none of them will
see the things that you are now to see and experience... Soon, very soon, you will leave this school. We
shdl giveyou travel warrants and you will go away to the big factories. There a gresat task awaits you.
Love your work, carry out your responsbilities honestly. . . Good luck! ..."

Aswe listened to Polevoi's warm speech, we redized that he was very sorry to part with us. His
words were dow and hdting, asif he were thinking aloud, and sometimes his voice trembled, but we
knew he was speaking from the heart. The words that stuck in my memory were: "Y ou are thefirst
shoots of the Revolution!" There was something wonderfully beautiful about that. Before me there
seemed to stretch, asfar -asthe eye could see, abroad green field of whest, sown in early spring by the
hand of some great man. Thefirst spring ssorms had swept over it, the ears were beginning to form on the
dender supple stems, and now they were shooting up higher and higher towards the sun shining overhead
in adeep-blue sky. . .

The meeting was soon over.

Now that Polevoi had told us the glad news that the passes had been received, only oneriddlie
remained to be solved: who wasto go where?

Too excited to stay indoors, we again went out for alast wander round the town. Already, it seemed,
we could hear the whistle of thetrain that wasto carry usaway ...

IN THE NEW TOWN

We walked out on to the station square and at that moment a strong gust of wind carried away the
straw cap of acabman who had been sitting on his break waiting for passengers from the station. The
cap bowled away across the square like alittle wooden hoop.

In aflash the stocky sunburnt cabman had legpt down from his seat and was chasing after it.
"Goit, Volodya Catchit!" the other cabmen shouted laughing.

Driven by the gusty wind, the cap zigzagged across the square and V olodya had to pounce for it, like
aman after achicken.

Although it was nearly the end of May, the westher here was unusualy grim and cold. A damp sea
wind sashed across the puddles that gleamed on the square. The low, white-trunked acacia-bushes
bowed in the wind and black, rain-filled storm-clouds raced low across the sky, amost touching the
dtation roof.

In these first minutes of getting to know the new town, | remembered very clearly our little border



town, now so far away, with its steep cliffs and mantle of green, and its warm sunshine tempered by the
breezes from the Carpathian Mountains. | remembered our find preparationsfor the journey, the station
platform, the meeting we had held there, and the farewell words of our Komsomol secretary Nikita
Kolomeyets. "Before you lie the broad vistas of the bright future. Stick to the Party, chaps, asyou aways
have done, and do al you can to help the cause.”

Nikita's words were drowned by the squedling whistle of the engine. All the chapsfrom the
factory-training school stuck their heads out of the carriage windows and, squeezed between other
passengers, struck up our favourite song: "When we're watching on the border. . ."

How clear the sky had been aswe watched the familiar station buildings gliding past. How sunny !...
And now, here we were—tossed into the middle of autumn al of* a sudden. And we were supposed to
be in the South!

The cabman Volodyaran up to us, shaking drops of water from his cap.

"What about aride, lads?" he shouted. "Count of Bengd's carriage a your service!" And he dapped
the varnished hand-rail of hisbreak.

No one had mentioned taking acab in the train. We glanced at one another.

Making little puzzled noises with hislips, Petka, our treasurer, kept hishand in histrousers pocket
where the public money was stored. Sasha Bobir, of course, was ready to go without giving the matter a
second thought, and eyed the break with pleasure. Breaks of this kind were unknown in our little town,
where we only had old-fashioned phaetons.

Tiktor stood alittle gpart from the rest of us, holding a heavy suit-case. Wrinkling hiseyes, he
surveyed the squarein front of him, pretending that the cabman's proposa was no concern of his.

"Wdl, what about it, Vas|?' Petkasad rather timidly.

"Shdl wetakeit?'

"Prapswe could walk?' | said.

"Wak where?' Sashaburgt out indignantly. "It'salong way."

"All right, let'sride,” | agreed. "1 wonder how much helll charge though. Ask him, Petka"
"What'sthefare?' Petkainquired.

"Nothing to worry about!" the driver grunted and, running up the steps, grasped Petka's basket and
whitetin kettle. "Jumpin, jJumpin, lads! | won't skin you. Isthisal the stuff you've got?' And he pointed
to therest of our things.

"No, hold on, we're not going likethat!" | said, stopping the driver. "Tdl us how much first.” And |
thought to myself: "We know your games!. Y ou're nice and kind now, wouldn't think of skinning us, but
wait until we get there—then well bein for it!"

"Four of you?" the driver asked, glancing round. "Where are you bound—for the holiday resort or
KobazovaHill?'

"The centre" | said firmly. "How much will you charge for four?'
"Count me out, I'm not coming,” said Tiktor.
"Why not?' Petka asked.

"Driving in cabsisabourgeois luxury. We ought to find somewhereto livefirst, then think about riding
around," Tiktor snapped. And swinging his suit-case on to his shoulder, he walked dowly down the steps
on to the square.



"Wait, Tiktor, let's. . ." Petkabegan, but | checked him: "Let him go... HEs up to hisold game again.”
"Bit of ahandful, that lad!" the driver said indignantly, shaking his head. " '‘Bourgeoisluxury!’ | like that!
Why | wouldn't drive abourgeois for amillion rubles. | was a partisan mysdf once..."

"Well, how muchisit to the centre?' | interrupted him. "Oh, I'll take you for fifty apiece.” "Too much,”
| sad. "Try some bargaining, Petkal" "How much will you pay then?" the driver asked hurriedly.

"Twenty kopeks each,”" Petka grunted.
"All right, itsadedl," thedriver agreed. "Better than nothing!"

He put Petka's basket and kettle in the break and was about to pick up my wooden case, when |
stopped him and said to the chaps. "Why should we take our things? Let's |leave them at the station. Then
weéll have our handsfree.”

"Won't they get stolen?" Petka asked.
"Wholl sted them, fat head! The state will be looking after them,” | assured him.

The receipt for our luggage was entrusted to Petka, and our treasurer remembering how | had been
robbed in Kharkov, plunged the precious document deep info his pocket, glancing warily at the swarthy
driver.

We took our seats and the break clattered gaily over the cobbles.

Stone gutters brimming with yellow water stretched adong both sdes of the road. Low white cottages
with red or grey tiled roofs stood back from the road in clean little yards sprinkled with sand and small
seashdls.

Here and there we glimpsed grape-vines, apricots and young cherry-trees through the fences.
Flower-beds blazed with nasturtiums and peonies.

We dtared curioudly at thefirst street of the town where we wereto live and work.

On asign-board fixed to a corner house | read: " Avenue of the Thirteen Communards,” and again |
was reminded of our border town and the specia detachments.

"Been having alot of rain?' Petka asked the driver. "Ever snce the storm started. Must be the third
day," said Volodya, checking the bay horse. "Y esterday we had hail. Great big stuff. Morelike
buck-shot than hail! Knocked the young grapes about.”

"But before that wasit hot?"

"Africal’-' the driver replied. "l wasin the seamost of the day. Sweltering it was. Look how brown |
The driver'swords cheered us up. So thewind and the puddlesin the street were temporary things. If

we couldn't find aplaceto live, it wouldn't be so bad to deep the night on a park bench.

Thefamiliar figure of Tiktor loomed ahead. He was waking into town with long, heavy strides,
carrying his green suit-case on his shoulder.

He had inssted on walking just to show that he did not want to have anything to do with us. But all
the samewe felt bad about it. He was one of us and there he was, plodding aong on foot, carrying his
luggage. Weredlly were likealot of pot-bellied old businessmen jogging dong in this flashy bresk!
Petka, who was more soft-hearted than any of us, could not help whispering:

"Let'swhigtle him, chaps, shdl we?'

"Wecanwhigtlehim,” | said, "but helll only show off al the more. Forgotten what he was like on the
journey? Hewants usto lick hisboots. Nothing doing!"



"Vadl'sright," Sashaagreed. "Y ashathinks he's the only pebble on the beach.. . Let him ask for alift
himsdf, if hestired.”

But Y asha had no intention of stopping the break. He walked on with his head high. Thewind ruffled
his blonde forelock that bunched out proudly under his grey cap. His eyes were narrowed fiercely. Tiktor
pretended not to notice us at all.

Volodyaspat. " 'Bourgeois|uxury!" Bah! Theyoung devil! ThinksI'll get rich on histwenty kopeks!
Carry your luggage, you skinflint... Do you come from the same place ashim, lads?"

"Round about there," | answered evasively, reluctant to tell a stranger about our personal relations.
"Cometo stay at the holiday home, | expect?' the driver asked, whipping up hishorse.
"What makesyou think that?' Sashasaid in surprise. "Savages, eh?"

"What do you mean, 'savages?' | asked indignantly. "That's what we cdl ‘em. Holiday-makerswho
don't book anything in advance. Y ou'll rent aroom in some private house, | suppose, and lie on the
beach sunning yoursaves for amonth or two. Isthat it?"

Embarrassed by the driver's curiosity, | said sternly: "We've come here to work. We passed out from
afactory-training school in our own town and have been sent to work at the Red Lieutenant Schmidt
Works. Isthere a place of that name here?”’

" 'Coursethereis! Used to be the John Caiworth Works. But they haven't taken anyone on for along
time. Our own folk are -at the office every day asking for work."

We exchanged glances.
"Unskilled, | suppose?' Petka asked worriedly.
"All kinds. Unskilled and skilled. But if you've been sent, may be..."

"And do you know who sent usl" Sasha boasted. "The Supreme Council of Nationa Economy in
Kharkov. Felix Edmundovich Dzerzhinsky of Moscow gave the order himsalf. And our passes say were
to be taken on straightaway. Show him my pass, Petka."

"Not likey!" Petka snapped back a him. "Think I'm going to fiddle about with our papersin this

wind!"
Bobir isasilly chap, | thought. Even dragsin Comrade Dzerzhinsky to make himsalf sound more

important. Fancy wanting to show such important papers to aman he's never seen before!

The bresk bowled along down the long Avenue of the Thirteen Communards. Now and then
Volodyagavethe silky flanks of hisbay alazy flick with thereins.

The street was quite deserted. Here and there we noticed a chance passer-by. The town seemed
very quiet. Not much work going on.

"If thelocd people can't find work, what will happen to us?' | thought. "After dl, we're srangers and
we're not very experienced. Such along way from home and from Polevoi and Kolomeyets and
Panchenko... Therell be no oneto help usif something goeswrong!" And the more | thought about it the
less happy | became.

"Where were you thinking of staying, lads?" the cabman asked suddenly.
"We don't know yet..." Sashavolunteered.
"What areyou herefor, just aspell of practical training, or permanent?”



"If they take uson, well be herefor alongtime,” | explained.

"Well, lisgen to me, young fellows," said the driver triumphantly. "I've got aflat for you. Just the thing!
A red dream! Thetown park'sjust round the corner, music playing al the summer. If you climb on the
roof, you can see a cinemashow every Thursday. The place belongsto my aunt. And it'satreet, believe
me. The sed's on your very doorstep.”

"We don't need aflat. One room would do for us," | said doubtfully.
"Why don't you want aflat, Vasl?' Sashaasked. "If theré'stwo little rooms..."

"Of course! Perhapsyou'd like agrand piano and a separate drawing-room!" Petka snapped at
Sasha. "If youwant aflat, find it yourself. One room will be enough for Vasil and me. Wont it, Vasl?'

"l should think so!" | grunted, redlizing that it would be hard enough for usto scrape up enough
money for one room, let alone two.

"That'sjust what my aunt will giveyou," said Volodya. "My aunt'sanice old soul. Livesaonewith the
whole house to hersdf. Makhno's men killed her son, and she. . ."

"But will your aunt teke us?'

"Why not! I've only got to recommend you. Y ou'll suit her alot better than these newly rich. They
come here, to the seaside, to get rid of their fat, and then make afuss. 'Oh, upstaird! It'stoo high, I've got
abad heart...' No end of trouble they are. But you'll suit my aunt just right.”

"Y our aunt's got atwo-storey house of her own, has she?' | asked.

"That'sright. Two storeys," VVolodyareplied airily. "But there's no furniture—that's the only trouble.
What do you care though? Y ou're young. Y ou can buy yoursdlf tropica furniture for thetime
being—orange boxes and that kind of thing. It's not far from here... Gee-up, Sultan!" And with these
wordsthe driver swung off to the left.

The break turned off the road and rolled smoothly down anarrow dusty lane.
Thiswasanicething! Going to live with a private householder. In atwo-storey house!
| began to look grim. Why the dickens had we got tied up with this gas-bag of a cabman!

But the break drew up sharply in aquiet street, heavily puddled after the rain of the night before, and
we jumped stiffly down on the damp sandy earth, and when Volodyaintroduced usto hisaunt, athin old
lady in along skirt, she turned out to be quite smple and homely-looking.

Shewas called Maria Trofimovna. Her grey hair peeped out from under asimple, black-spotted
cotton kerchief. She came out to us with agleaming spade in her hands—the old lady had been digging
her garden hersdlf.

"I've brought some lodgersfor you, aunt. Make them welcome!” Volodya said gaily, cracking hislong
whip.

NO MORE WORRIES

The"two-storey house of her own™ turned out in fact to be alittle yellow-tiled cottage tanding in a
smdl yard planted with flowers. Farther back, behind the cottage, we noticed the trees of the park and a
blue-painted bandstand.

A smal dark kitchen and a clean, whitewashed bedroom, the ‘door of which led straight into the front
passage, made up the whole of the "mansion's’ firgt floor.



From the front passage, which was cluttered with baskets, wooden tubs, and kitchen things, arather
steep and creaky ladder without any rail led up into what appeared to be an attic.

Aswe climbed up the ladder after the mistress of the house, | expected the two doping beams that
held the rungsto collgpse a any moment and send the five of us tumbling down amid the lumber in the
passage.

The one and only room upstairs took our fancy a once. Sometime ago, by the look of it, it had been
converted from an ordinary loft. The ceiling was doping and the window led straight out on to the roof.

Volodyastood hiswhip in the corner and, asif he were the owner of the place, flicked back the catch
on thewindow. The dusty little window opened with a cresk.

"If you climb out here," said Volodya, "you'll see the screen aswel asin the front row, even better. |
saw Beast of the Forestslast week. No queuing, no charge, and a nice breeze to keep you cool! What
more do you want?'

And indeed, even without climbing out of the window, we had avery good view of the white cinema
screen in the town park. | leaned farther out of the window and saw the roof doping away below me, the
neighbour's garden on the other side of the fence, and farther away till, beyond the railway line—the sea.

The driver had not midead us; the Azov Sea, large aslife, and pretty dirty near the shore because of
the storm, pounded the beach not more than a hundred paces from Maria Trofimovna's cottage. From
the window | could see the white caps on the waves. A fishing smack with bare mast wastossing in the

bay.

Theold lady watched us anxioudy aswe examined her room. She seemed very willing tolet it and
Sasha Bobir accordingly acted like an experienced lodger. Where he learnt histricks, | don't know.

He swaggered about the room, stamping on the cracked floor-boards and poking his nose into every
nook and cranny. For some reason he even opened the door in the chimney of the little stove. Noticing a
cross outlined with candle smoke above the door, he ran hisfinger over it with an air of stern
disapprova. Findly he examined the ladder; from above, it looked even more steep and dangerous.

"Why no hand-rail?" Sasha asked severely. "If you have to get out of bed in the night, you might
break your neck going down there."

"1 kegp an icon-lamp burning al night in the passage,” the old lady answered obligingly.
"What?. . . Anicon-lamp? They causefired" Sashasaid impressively.

"Oh, surdy not, dear! Heaven forbid!" The old lady |ooked worried.

"What about fue in winter?' Sashawent on relentlesdy.

"Well, if you'll be working at the factory,” the old lady said, "you'll have enough fudl. The factory
workers dways get aration of cod. Volodyawill bring it herefor you and well storeit in the shed where
| keep the goat.”

"But suppose we aren't working at the factory," | thought. " Suppose they don't take us on and we
have to go away dtogether?

"Thislittle attic suits me down to the ground, chaps" said Sashaemphaticdly, asif hisopinion
clinched matters. "Pity it'srather bare, of course.”

"But | told you, lads" thedriver put in hatily, "buy yoursalvestropica furniture for the time being, and
later on, when winter's getting near and you've made some money, you'll be able to have dl the luxury
you want."

"But what are we going to deep on?' Sashaobjected. "Y ou can't get much deep on an orange box."



"Y ou can buy 'put-you-ups—camp-beds—but they're a bit dearer, of course," Volodya suggested
not quite so confidently.

"But can't we just deep on the floor?' Petkabrokein suddenly. "I like deeping on thefloor in
summer. It'sgood for you. Haven't you got any straw, Gran?"

"l can let you have some hay. There's someleft over from what | bought for the goat last winter.”

"Hay breedsflees," Sashasaid, wrinkling hisnose. "Hay and sawdust. Let Genera Denikin degp on
hay. Well buy ourselves 'put-you-ups." Now..."

"Hold on, Sasha," | cutin. "Y ou've done enough talking." And turning to Maria Trofimovna, | said: "If
yourewilling, | think welll be staying here. But what about the deposit—do you want usto pay now or
later?’

"l don't know, I'm sure. . ." Theold lady said helplessly. "Perhaps VVolodya could say."

"Listentome, ladd" said VVolodya, thumping the floor with the handle of hiswhip. "Weredl friends
together, aren't we? No one wants to diddle you. I've introduced you to my aunt, now you stick to her.
Shélll be amother to you. A bit of washing, abit of cooking when you need it—shéll do it for you. You'll
be your own masters entirely, and Auntie, here, will get her keep out of it, won't she? Y ou can discuss
the cash later. Now, listen to me, I'm aman of experience. Y ou pop off now to the works, show them
those passes you've got from Comrade Dzerzhinsky and find out how you stand. Otherwiseyouredl in
the dark, so to speak. Do you know what grade they'll give you, how much they'll pay you? Y ou don't
know anything, do you? But when you've been to the works, you'll be alot wiser. And in the meantime,
Auntie, here, will put her thinking cap on and work out how much to charge you, so that shewon't fed!
the pinch and her nephew, VVolodya, will have something to wet the bargain with. Well, shal we be
gettingamoveon?.. ."

Of course, we shouldn't have wasted aminute on thisfirst day of our arriva in the new town. We
ought to have taken Volodya's advice and rushed off at once to the works. But we were very keen to
discover what the sealooked like at close quarters. We had never seen it before, except in pictures.

The biggest river we had ever seen back home was the Dniester, and that was agood fifteen versts
away, along country roads. And in the Dniester, you could only bathe near the bank—if you swam out to
the middle, you might get potted at by a Rumanian gendarme.

L eaving the cottage, we turned down alane leading to the sea, crossed the harbour railway lines, and
stopped at the seawall.

This strange seathat we had never seen before was hurling itsdlf furioudy at the shore. Foaming
waves thundered againgt the foot of thewall, then rolled back defeated carrying away pebbles, shellsand
dead seaweed and making room for fresh wavesto repesat the assault. The seawas dl hills and dales,
and not acam patch anywhere.

A cloud of cold spray swept over us. With agrimace of distaste, Sasha wiped hisfreckled face and
stepped back.

I must say | had not imagined the seawas like this. What | had expected to seewas agreat cam
expanse of clear blue water.

Once | had given Galya a photograph of mysalf with the inscription: "My love, boundless asthe sea,
the shores of life o'erflows.

I had heard these words at the thegatre, in aplay about seven prisoners who were hung by the tsarist
police. | had learnt them by heart and often thought of them. Galya asked me once, | remember, if | had
composed them mysdlf. It wasabit too much totell alieand say "yes' straight out. So | had to put her
off by replying: "What, don't you like them?'



Now, as| gazed at the sea, | remembered the time, not so long ago, when we were still at schoadl. |
remembered my friend, Galya; and the line about love being "boundless as the sed" took me back to our
far-off town.

Another thing that disappointed me was that the sea here was not boundless by any means. On the
left it was bounded by anarrow spit of sand curving to the south-west. At the end of the spit, straight
ahead of us, there were some buildings, and farther out stood asort of pyramid rising quite high out of the
water, probably alighthouse.

The harbour gatesto our right were protected by agrey stone breakwater. It seemed to run out of
the harbour mole and, from where we were, looked very low, though it must have been quite high redly.
Only now and then did awave foam over the massve stone dabs, and these were waves from the open
seq, even fiercer than those that thundered on the shore below us.

Buffeted by the damp seawind and saty spray, deafened by theroar of the waves, we did not hear a
girl come up behind us.

We only saw her when she took a running jump on to the wall. The wind wrapped the hem of her
blue, white-flowered dressing-gown tightly round her legs. On her feet she worelittle pink beach-shoes.

We dtared at the stranger.

Taking no notice of us, she stood on the concrete parapet, dim and supple, taking in deep breaths of
the stormy air. After alittle, she turned and, surveying us keenly, asked loudly:

"Will you be staying here for awhile, boys?*
"Yes, just for abit,” Sashareplied awkwardly.

"In that case, do you mind looking after my thingsfor me, please!” And without waiting for areply,
the girl took ajeweled tortoise-shell comb out of her thick hair, thrust it into her dressing-gown pocket,
and dropped the dressing-gown on the top of thewall, just in front of Sasha.

Now wearing only a bathing costume, the girl put her foot on the steps and started to go down.

We thought the girl would just take adip in the surf at the bottom of the wall then run back shivering
with cold. That was how most of the women bathed back home, in the Smotrich. But thisgirl plunged
headlong into an oncoming wave, asif she had been doing it al her life. In aminute or two we saw the
unknown girl far out at sea. Now her yellow costume showed above the waves, now it disappeared
atogether. Ingtead of turning away from the advancing waves, the girl thrust into them headfirst. Huge
walls of water towered over her, but she plunged boldly under them, only coming up again for asecond
to take breath before meeting another attack of the pounding sea. Now and then she turned towards us
and languidly swept the hair back from her face. It wasthick and wet and kept getting in her eyes.

"Gosh, ared circus princess!” Sashaexclaimed delightedly. "The way she divesinto those waves! ...
Could you do that, Petka?' And Sasha sat down on the top of the wall beside the girl's dressing-gown,
his eyesfixed on the sea.

"I'd haveto find out what the water was likefirst," Petkareplied evasvely: "If it'sredly saty, why not!
They say it'seasy to swimin sdt water; it holdsyou up.”

"It may hold you up, but look at thewaves! Can't you seethem?’ I-said. "If awavelike that hit you,
you'd go to the bottom like a stone... How will she get out, | wonder?'

"Shélll have a hard time getting to the shorel" Sasha agreed.
"Whereis she, chaps?' Petka shouted suddenly. "I can't see her.”
The girl ssemed to have vanished.

"Perhaps she's on the breskwater aready,” Sashasaid dubioudly.



"She couldn't have got there so soon,” | said, then heaved asigh of relief: "There sheis, you asses!”

Gripping the anchor chain of the fishing smack, the unknown girl was climbing aboard. A wave threw
her up and with afina pull she jumped on to the heaving deck. Clinging to the mast with one hand, she
graightened her hair with the other, then, like acabman out in asharp frost, started flapping her arms
round her body. She seemed to be enjoying her rest out there. But now | began to take alessfavourable
view of her bathing. She had asked usto look after her clothesfor abit, and now, by the look of things
she would be swimming right out to the breskwater!

"You're an ass, you know, Sashal" | said to Bobir. "What made you say wed stay here! Theresheis
out there, enjoying herself, and we ought to be a the factory. A finevolunteer!. . ."

"All right, then, let'sgo," Sasha suggested glancing round.

"If we go now, someone may pinch her dressing-gown and shell think it was us," Petkaremarked
thoughtfully.

"Come on, Petka, let's go and leave thisladies man to stand guard!” | threatened Sasha

"I'm not staying here done. Catch me!" Sasha grunted and hastily moved away from the
dressng-gown.

Asif senang our impatience, the girl dived negtly off the smack into the foaming sea. Re-appearing on
the crest of awave, she struck out firmly for the shore. The seahelped her on, pushing her from behind.
But near the shore the girl was caught in the backwash of the waves. The foaming rubbish-strewn water
rolling back from the foot of the wall swept her to and fro without | etting her get any nearer. The girl
looked tired. She was swvimming dowly to recover her strength.

But just at that moment a huge breaker came roaring towards the beach. Asit swept her forward, the
girl made agrab for the iron steps, which nearly gave way under the force of the wave.

Somehow the girl climbed up on to the seawall. She swayed on her feet. Her hair was stuck together
and hung down like wet rope. Specks of dirt marked her sunburnt legs.

"Merci for looking after my things," she said breathlesdy.
And catching up her dressing-gown she darted away, leaving little wet foot-marks on the concrete.
"Let'sgo, chaps" | sad, turning away from thewall.

When saying good-byeto us, Volodya had pointed out atall brick chimney risng a thefoot of a
digant hill with ared flag flying from the lightning conductor.

"That'sthe Lieutenant Schmidt Works," he said. "Keep on towards that chimney and you'll come
draight to the office.”

Thetown was very clean and surprisingly flat, not abit like our home town with its steep cliffsand
gullies

"Pretty good swimmer, that princess, chaps," said Sashawith envy in hisvoice. "l wouldn't have gone
intothe seain astorm likethat. | can il hear it roaringin my ears.”

"That's just because you're not used toit,” said Petka. "Wait until we get fixed up here. Well be
bathing dl the summer. This storm's nothing to the oneswell be svimming in. One day well be swvimming
out to that lighthouse!™

"Some hopes” |- said. "It'sagood ten versts away."



"But I'm glad welve got a place right by the sea, aren't you!" Petka said, finding it hard to keep up
with us. "Think how fineitll bein the morning. Just run down to the beach and straight into the seal Then
off to work. We shan't even have to wash. Tiktor will be sorry he didn't come with us.”

"Don't count your chickens before they're hatched, Petka," | said, remembering what the driver had
told us about people without work in the town. " 'Straight into the seal Mind you're not mistaken. We
don't know yet how they'll greet us at the factory."

"How do you think they'll greet us? What'swrong!" Sashaexclaimed. "Weve been sent therel”

"All thisguessing'sno good anyway!" | said. "Let's' walk fagter!” And just then | caught mysdlf
thinking about that girl in the flowery dressng-gown.

Some pluck!

THE TEST

The smdl of rough cod told usthe factory was near. We knew that smell from our daysin the
foundry at schoal.

Somewhere near by we could hear amotor chugging. The street lined, with yellow acaciasaong
which we were walking, led into another street running acrossit. Aswe turned into this new street, we
saw that it was blocked at one end by agreen fence. In the middle of the fence there wasasimilar,
green-boarded gate. Above it hung asmart semi-circular sgniniron lettering.

LIEUTENANT P. P. SCHMIDT
ENGINEERING WORKS

Aswe stood at the corner of the street, the gates suddenly opened and along line of regpers drove
out of theyard. Thedrivers sat on pringy side-seats, urging on their horses. The windmill-like sails of the
reapers were motionless. All the reapers were brand new. We could see they had only just been painted
with red and black enamd.

As| listened to the rattle of the reapers broad iron wheels on the hard road and watched the
sunburnt driversin stiff tarpaulin jackets bobbing up and down on their high seets, | could not help
remembering the distant Sate farm above the Dniester, where | had worked three years ago. We had
harvested the farm's wheet with just such machines asthese.

The machines that we had used on the state farm, however, had been old and rickety, with foreign
trade-marks on them; the ate farm had taken them over from the former landlords. But these that were
driving past us now were new, Soviet ones. Though the sun was still hidden in the clouds, these regpers
shone. Their broad sails were glossy with paint. Now their sharp blades were clicking to and fro like
hairclippers, with nothing to cut, but you felt that if any wheet or rye got in their path, they would dash it
downinnotime.

"Do they make them here?' Petkaexclaimed in athrilled voice. "Look how big they are! A bit
different from our straw-cutters"

"Of course they were made here. Can't you see the trade-mark!" And the sharp-eyed Sasha showed
Petka the works trade-mark on the side of one of the reapers. "UAMT Lieutenant P. P. Schmidt
Engineering Works"



"But what doesUAMT mean?' Petka asked. "Is that the station where they're being sent?’

"Can't you guess!” | said, remembering the same letters on our passes. "UAMT means 'Ukrainian
Agriculturd Machinery Trugt."

"What machines!" Sasha crowed. "They take some putting together, | bet. Trickier than amotor-bike
engine! | am glad they sent ushere!...”

The gate-keeper directed usto alittle house at the back of the works yard. We stopped hesitatingly
at ablack oilcloth-covered door marked " Personndl Department.”

"Who's going" to do the talking?' Sashaasked, glancing at us.
It was a decisive moment and he looked worried.

"Vadl's our team-leader, let him speak,” Petka muttered hadtily.
"Givemethe passes” | said.

A typewriter was clattering in the long, low-ceilinged room. Beside atypist with blonde wavy hair
stood ayoung man in agrey checked suit, chewing acigarette and dictating. His hair was glossy with
hair-cream. | was struck at once by his huge lemon-coloured shoes, with long pointed toes. In the stiff
collar of his starched shirt he wore a black bow-tie. His trousers were modishly narrow, well pressed
and o short that his ankles showed. Many other people besides me must have thought, "Here'sa
dandy!" and fdlt accordingly suspicious of this dressed-up young man.

"... Thusthe number of personnd at the plant isgradualy increasing,” the hair-creamed young man
was dictating nasally to the typist. Then, seeing us, he asked in surprise: "What do you want?"

"Good morning!" | said, striding up to the dandy. "Here!™ And | held out the passesto him.

He frowned, took the mangled cigarette out of his mouth, silently read al the passes and, returning
them to me, said in an affectedly deep voice:

"Altez!"

"What?' | said.

"Not needed,” the dandy replied, making a scornful face.

"They were given to us by the Supreme Council of National Economy,” Sasha burst out.

"l can read,” said the young man with asidelong glance a Bobir. "And | repesat: we do not need
workerswith your qudifications”

"But we've been sent to your plant, comrade!” | said, looking the dandy straight in the eye.

"Wdl, | didn't inviteyou!" And he spread hisarmslike an actor. "How can you complain! | don't
understand! Why, only a half an hour ago, | accepted a student from your place. Leokadia Andreyevna,
what was that blonde fellow's name? Y ou know, the one you said was like your friend, Comrade
Kuchkov."

"Tiktor," thetypist replied languidly, glancing at a sheet of paper. "Hewasn't like my friend, hewas
like the Don Cossack Kuzma Kuchkov!" And so saying, the typist turned away from the dandified young
man and stared indifferently out of the window.

"Y ou see, there wasroom for one, so | took Tiktor on. And incidentaly, | did so at my own risk,
because if the town labour exchange getsto know about it, | may collect a nice raspberry. Weve got
enough local people queuing up, asitis. Evenfootballersl... But you, young people... Alas" And again
he made that theatrical gesture with hisarms.

"Werefifth graders" Petkaexclamed. "We've been studying along timeand. . ."



"l know and | understand,” the young man interrupted Petka and tossed his cigarette out of the
window. "I come from the working class mysdlf and | quite understand your awkward position, but
there's nothing we can do about it!"

Encouraged by the sympathetic tone the young man had adopted, | asked:
"What shdl we do?'
He shrugged his shoulders.

"Takethetrain to Kharkov. You'll get there tomorrow morning. Get the Supreme Council of National
Economy to send you somewhere else. To the Don has perhaps. It's al the sameto you.”

"What do you mean—'dl the sameto ug!' " Petkaburgt out indignantly. "Where do you think well
find the money to go to Kharkov? It cost usthe last of our grantsto come here."”

"Wel, | can't hdpit," the dandy replied, and looked out of the window, obvioudy anxiousto finish
this unplessant conversation. | looked at the carefully pressed lgpels of hiswaisted jacket, at histough,
sunburnt, bull neck, and at the fastidioudy knotted bow and thought: “What can we do? What elsecan I'
say to this dressed-up noodle? He smply doesn't want to understand what ahole werein.”

Redlizing-, however, that it was foolish and pointlessto say anything, | turned to my friendsand
muttered:

"Well... Let'sget going, if that'stheway thingsare..." "Au revoir," the dandy caled and moved closer
to the typist to continue his dictating.

Coming out into the yard, | sat down on the cold stone step. Two workersin rust-stained tarpaulin
jackets were pushing atruck of small but for some reason rusty castingsalong arailway line. | gazed a
the workers with envy, dthough the work they were doing was rough and demanded very little skill.

"What shdl we do, eh, Vas|? What are you stting there for? Can't you hear?' Petka mumbled,
gtanding over me. "We were foolsto go with that cabman! That was my fault! We ought to have come
sraight here with Tiktor. And now he's been taken on and we're left out in the cold,” Sasha admitted,
very upset.

Sasha'swords, his distressed, frightened face spotted with freckles, brought me to my senses.

"The driver's got nothing to do with it, Sasha. Suppose we had dl four come here together? There
was only one place going. Then what? They might have taken you on, but what about us?'

"Don't get peeved, Vasl! Think of something. Y ou went to Kharkov, you got these passes..." Sasha
sad very peacefully.

Suddenly | remembered the farewell words of our director at the factory-training school Polevoi:
"Don' give up when you meet with failure. Don't takeit lying down. Clench your teeth and go on ahead
agan!"

These words and the memory of al the other things Polevoi had said made me even more furious with
that hair-creamed bureaucrat in the office.

"WEll haveto go to the very top... That's what we must do!... To the director... And if he doesn't
help us— to the Party Committee!” | said firmly.

... Thedirector of the works turned out to be ashort grey-haired man in blue overdls. At first we did
not believe that he was the owner of the well-lighted office cluttered with machine parts, cultivators,
castings, test-tubes of sand and copper filings...

The director's office was more like alaboratory, or an assembly shed. Had it not been for the
diagrams on the walls, the comfortable leasther arm-chair, and the big oak desk with itstelephones and
inkstand, we should have thought we had made a mistake.



When we filed into the room, the director was standing at avice with ahammer and chisdl in his
hands. The vice was clamped to the window-sil1. It held apiece of rusty metal.

Scarcely looking down, the director was cutting through the metal with firm, heavy blows, likea
regular mechanic.

Noticing us, he put the hammer down on the window-sill and wiped his hands.
"What can | do for you, young people?'

He looked like an old craftsman and reminded me alittle of thefitters instructor at the factory-training
school.

The very tone of the director's voice told us that he was a calm, considerate man. True, he did not
read al the passes. He glanced at thefirst and, when | told him what afix we werein, he asked:

"All of you from Podolia?"
"Yes, dl from the sametown,” Petkasaid.

"Y ou've come along way then. From the Carpathiansto Tavria | know your town abit. We
marched through it on the way to the Austrian front. Some big cliffs and precipices round your way,
aren't there? And afortress standing on the top of the dliffs.”

"That fortressis till standing there!” Sasha exclaimed, and we al cheered up abit.
"But | must say | don't recall there being any industry there," the director said. "Where did your
factory-training school spring from?

"Theres afactory-training school, but not much industry yet," I" answered, athough | knew the
workers of the Motor Factory, who considered themselves a big plant, would have been mortally
offended had they heard me. "That'swhy they sent usto you, because there's nowhere to put us a home
yet. The Secretary of the Centrd Committee of the Communist Party of the Ukraine told usthat young
workers like us would soon be needed everywhere— in the Donbas and in Y ekaterinodav and... herel™ |
added.

Thedirector raised his shaggy eyebrows and looked a me shrewdly.

"Y ou don't need to tell methey've sent you, | can seethat for mysdlf..." he said dowly. "But they
never asked beforehand whether we needed you just now. Where am | going to put you to Start
with—that's the question.”

He picked up the passes from the desk, looked through them again, and shook his head.
"Which of you isMaremukha?'

"Herel" Petka shouted, asif he were answering roll-cal at the Specia Detachment Headquarters, and
stepped up to the director..

"Wdl, what can you do, Maremukha?"

"I'majoiner and ... and aturner. | can turn wood."

"Wood?' the director said in surprise. "1 thought bread was your specidity. You look asif you knew
how to put it away."

Sashaand | laughed at Petka's confusion. Plump and rather clumsy, he stood at attention before the
worksdirector like asoldier. Histrousers were badly crumpled from deeping in them during the long
journey.

"Well, Maremukha, your luck'sin," said the director. "Good joiners are just what we happen to be
short of. And | don't suppose there are any down at the labour exchange. Now which of you is



MandzhuraVasly Mironovich?'
| stepped up to the director.
"What areyou, a'Galician?’ the director asked.
"Why?' | said, taken aback.

"The names Gdician. . . But you're not far from Gdiciain any case. Almost the same people asyou,
they are. Only the Zbruch in between... Well, what has Vasily Mironovich Mandzhura got to say for
himsdf?'

"I'mafoundry man!"

"A foundry man?' The director walked over to the little table, picked up the first piece of metd that
cameto hand, and holding it out to me, asked: "What metal wasthis cast from?"

"Pigiron,” | said, looking at the broken length of metd.
"Oh, wasit?' Thedirector puckered hiseyes dyly, giving me apiercing glance.

Without another word, he went over to the vice, took out the old, battered piece of metd, put in the
piece he had just shown me, and gave it aresounding blow with his hammer. The metal bent like proper
iron, but did not even crack.

"Wel, isit pigiron?' the director asked and glanced at me even more dyly from under his shaggy
brows.

"That'snothing,” | said dowly. "Theresdl kinds of pig iron. Madleable, for ingtance...”

"Y ou mean ductile, don't you?"' the director corrected me, livening up noticeably.

"Yes ductile”

"And how do you make pig iron ductile?’

"You haveto ... put abit moreironintoit ... and adrop of stedl..."

"Sted ? Steady on, that'll make the casting more brittle! Everyone knowsthat stedd makesiron brittle.”

"Y ou haveto cast the metd firdt, then anned it in specid ore... Manganese ore, | think,” | said,
remembering what our instructor Rozakevich had told us.

"Ah, annedl it!" the director grew even morelively, and a pleased smile spread over hisface. "That's
the answer to the mystery! I've been struggling with that annegling for over ayear now, counting from the
time when the workers e ected me director of the plant. We took this plant away from the foreign
capitaigts after the Revolution, and when they ran away with the Whites, they took dl the production
secrets with them. They thought we'd be done for without their help. But little by little were finding things
out oursalves. Now we're getting down to the secrets of annedling by scientific means, so to peak, so
that we won't have to do our founding by rule of thumb. | mean to give the pig iron at thisworksthe
same ductibility asironitsalf. Get it? So that if a peasant starts harvesting his whest with one of our
regpers and happensto run against a stone, nothing will go wrong. So that the teeth won't break! And
those teeth, lad, are agreat thing. They save the blades from al sorts of devil'stricks. Get it? And | want
the Ukrainian peasant to fed thankful to usfor our regpers! 1t's not enough to blather about bringing town
and country together. Those teeth are the thingsthat'll do it!" And the director stroked the rusty piece of
metd asif it were afavourite kitten. "Well, young man, what did they teach you?' he asked, swinging his
gaze on SashaBobir.

"They put mein thefifth grade as afitter," said Sasha, "but thething | like mogt istaking enginesto
pieces.
Thedirector eyed Bobir, chuckling dyly. "Y ou take engines to pieces! That's the spirit! And who puts



them together again after you?"

"1 can put them together mysdlf, if there's need. Depends on the engine. If it's a Sunbeam motor-bike,
| candoit easy aspie," Sasha could not help boasting.

"I'll haveto put you into RIP then,” the director decided.
"How do you mean, 'RIP?" Sashas voice trembled dightly.

"That's what one of our departmentsiis called—the Repair, Instrument, and Power department. We
cal it RIP, becauseit'seasier to say. RIP catersfor al the other departments.”

Going through our passes again, the director said: "Well, you, young people, for right or wrong, I'm
going to take you on at the works. Why do | make such afavour of it, you'll ask. Because in our country
thereis till unemployment. We've got lots of people and, asyet, not many factories. But that will pass,
I'm sure. Very soon we shdl get rid of unemployment, just asweve got rid of other troubles. Well build
new factories and maybe, one day, no one will believe that there ever was such athing as unemployment
in Soviet times. But at the moment it exigts... All right then, go round the works today, get your papersin
order, and tomorrow, at the sound of the hooter, report to the foremen. If you'd been local lads, I'd have
sent you to queue up at the labour exchange. But sometimes, | repeet, we have to make exceptions. But
mind you work well, to the best of your ability! -Get it? No shirking or turning up late! Thisisa Soviet
works. Get it? Weve sent the old owner, John Caiworth, packing, and taken the business we built for
him into our own hands. It's to our own advantage to run the works properly. We value and respect
workers who treat the works astheir own.. . Any Komsomol members among you?"

"All of us," Sashaput in hastily. "And Vas| was even on the committee!"

"All the better!" the director said gladly. "Those Komsomol lads are agreat help to us. When you've
signed up in your shops, go to the works Komsomol committee and see Golovatsky. Put your names
down there and start your new life."

GETTING SETTLED

Our landlady gave usthree long canvas sacks. Petkaand | stuffed them with dry, prickly hay and,
after sawing them up, propped them againgt the shed where the goat was bleating to be milked.

Maria Trofimovna wanted to wash the floor in our room herself, but we had got used to the job while
living at the hostel, and we decided we could manage without her help. Petka carried up buckets of cold
water from thelittlewell in the yard, while, barefooted and with my trousersrolled up to the knees,
scrubbed the cracked boards with awet rag. Then | cleaned the window. When | had polished it, the
window let alot more light in, and we were both glad to see our little room so spick and span.

In the tree-surrounded house next door, which faced the sea, someone was playing the piano. The
windows of the house were open and the sounds of the piano floated into our room, mingled with the
bleating of the goat and the boom of the near-by sea, which as evening approached wasfaling into a
cam.

"What awindow! So clean you can't even seethe glass” said Petka, surveying my handiwork.
"Bring up the mattresses!” | commanded, encouraged by hispraise.

And while Petka went for the mattresses | worked out where we should spread them. | decided to
put mine right under the window. "I1t'll be chilly at night, but I'll get the fresh air. And-I'll bethefirst to
hear the works hooter in the morning,” | thought.

The room smelt fine of freshly scrubbed boards and hay.



Asl ligtened to the sounds of the piano, | found mysdf wondering anxioudy how | could kill time until
tomorrow morning—thefirst morning at our new place of work!

The only thing | could remember about the works—not counting our conversation with the director,
of course—wasthelong and dusty dley in the foundry, down which | had walked to reach the foundry
office. What with the distant glare of iron being poured from the furnace, the clatter of the moulding
machines, the clang of the Sgnd bell, the screech of the tackles which the foundry men used to lift heavy
moulds—I had been so stunned by it dl that | had not even noticed how my future matesin the foundry
worked.

How little this huge foundry with itslow glass roof resembled the tiny foundry at our factory-training
school, which was always quiet and fairly cool, and where even on casting days there was no noise to
speak of .

Fedorko, the shift foreman, whom | met in the foundry office, alittle man of about forty, with ared
weather-beaten face and sparse scorched eyebrows, showed no surprise when | gave him the note from
the director. Perhgps the management office had rung him up before | arrived.

Fedorko put my name down on the foundry register and gave me aworker'sticket and atemporary
pass.
“I'll put you on amachine tomorrow," he promised.

"But I've never worked on amoulding machine before,” | told the foreman with agulp.
"Youll get usedtoit,” the foreman said shortly. "Two weeks probation isalong time.”
And that was dl. The only thing for meto do wasto say "good-bye" and leave the office.

With difficulty | sought out the little house near the management building where, as apassing worker
told me, the Komsomol felows "hung out.”

Finding adoor bearing the notice "Works 'Komsomol Committee,” | pushed it open.

A tall man was standing with his back to me on achair in front of alarge map, swishing aruler about
over theterritory of China. The room was barely furnished with adesk, bookshelves, a cupboard, and
about ten chairs. Maps covered thewalls.

The tall man turned round, and to my surprise | noticed that he was wearing aneetly-tied crimson tie,

"Who are you looking for?" he asked, surveying me closely. His eyeswere grey and rather clever.

"l want to see the secretary of the Komsomol," | said rather surlily. "I'll comein later."

| was about' to go, when the man with the ruler jumped noisily to the floor.

"How do you do!" he said loudly, holding out abig sinewy hand. "1 wasjust sudying the Situationin
China"

Although the stranger wore a Komsomol badge in the lapel of his handsome dark-brown suit, | had
aready been put off by his smart appearance, particularly histie, and was anxiousto get away.

“I'll comein tomorrow," | muttered.

"Why not today?'

"When today?'

"Why not stay here now? I'm the secretary. Let's get to know each other. My name's Golovatsky.
Who areyou?"



Something seemed to choke me and for aminute | could not say aword. Thiswasnews! The
secretary of the works Komsomol organization wearing atie!l Who had ever heard of such athing! The
main point in al the debates we had ever held about culture and petty-mindedness was that the more
attention ayoung man paid to his appearance and al that nonsense of creased trousers and particularly
the wearing of atie, the sooner helost touch with his mates and became a grubbing bureaucrat who did
not understand the needs of the working class. Nevertheless | had to tell Golovatsky what had brought
me here,

"Wheat do you think of the opposition?" he asked me guardedly, obvioudy trying to sound my attitude.
"What, have you still got opposition supporters here?' | countered.

"They weren't our own. A lot of riff-raff came here, got themselves jobs and tried to stir up the
workers. It didn't come off. The day before yesterday, when the district Party active debated the
decisonsof the April Plenum of the Party Centrd Committee, everyone voted unanimoudly for the
Centra Committeg'sline. Our people stuck together well and those traitors didn't get alook in. Now you
answer me, what isyour persond attitude to the opposition?’

"My attitude?' | said more calmly, redlizing that | was dedling with ared, decent sort of fellow. "I
think it's high time that Trotskyite riff-raff was kicked out of the Party and the Komsomol. Weve got
enemies all round uswho want to strangle Soviet power. We must stick together and rally round the
Party. Those opposition supporters want to Spread disagreement among us.”

"Well, I'm very glad you've been put in the foundry!" said Golovatsky. "They're good ladsthere, |
know, and last year when we smashed the Trotskyites who had wormed their way into the management
workers Komsomol group, the Komsomol foundry men were thefirst to come out for the Party line.
They got the whole works round them and didn't let those traitors dig themsalvesin. But Since then, some
of the chaps have gone away to the Navy, on the Baltic, and there are not so many active members now.
And well soon be holding re-elections. . . Now tell me, whet have you got aleaning for?"

"l don't drink," | said gruffly.

The secretary frowned. "I didn't mean that. What Komsomol work did you do before? What are you
keen on?'

Little by little| told Golovatsky about our Komsomol club and about the evening debates on such
subjects as"'What came firs—thought or speech, the chicken or the egg?” | told him about the mock tria
of Don Quixote, and about the evenings of sdlf-criticism, at which every Komsomol member went
through the mill for his shortcomings. | aso said aword or two about the discussons on culture and
petty-mindedness, staring at the secretary's crimson tie, as| did so.

"Oho!" Golovatsky exclaimed joyfully. "Y ou've got some sound working experience behind you,
good experience too.

That'sfine. Everything flows, everything changes. Every Komsomol member ought to keep hismind
dert and active. That'sthe only thing that can save usfrom the danger of turning into human cabbages. I'll
take account of everything you've told me." And he made quick notes on apad. Y ou've obvioudy got a
leaning for culturd work with the masses. We may even entrust you with the job of organizing aTime
League society in the foundry. That's an important job, you know." Golovatsky glanced at hiswatch.
"But for thetime being, old man, I'll ask you to concentrate al your energy on the fight against defective
output. Your department is on piece-work. But piece-work under acapitaist isonething, andit'squitea
different thing under our Soviet system, when we are working for oursalves and are interested not only in
quantity but quality. Some of the foundry men don't understand that. They bash away as hard asthey can
go, and give us alot of spoilage. Pay specid attention to these castings.” And Golovatsky took down
from the bookshdf a cagting just like the one the director had shown us. "That must be the most perfect
cagting of thelot," hewent on. "All the other castings must be perfect aswell, of course. But thisone



particularly. And you, as a'Komsomol member, must wage acampaign against bad workers. Find out
wherethetroublelies..."

"But I've never worked on amachine beforel” | interrupted the secretary, repeating what | had said to
the foreman. "I worked on the moulding-bed. I can do fly-whedl s even without the bottom moul d-box."

"You'l catch on,” said the secretary, and he seemed to know something about the foundry. "Where's
your card?. . ."

And now, as | stared through the clean glass of the window, | remembered the cold, abrupt words of
the foreman, "you'l catch on," and my conversation with Golovatsky, and | thought, " Suppose things go
wrong? Suppose | still haven't learnt to work on amachine after two weeks and they tell meto get out!
What will happen then?!

| beganto fed asif | had never been to afactory-training schoal, asif thefifth gradethat | had
qudified for there meant nothing, asif | didn't know anything at dl and should have to start tomorrow
right from the beginning again. And since| did not know what awaited me on the following day, | felt
even more worried.

There was acresk on the stairs and Petka appeared. He was carrying asmall round table with along,
thin centreleg.

"Look at thig" Petka said, puffing with exertion and pride.

"Did Maria Trofimovnagiveit you?'

"That's right! ‘Until you've got your own furniture, you can usethis,’ shesays, 'l dont needit.'”
"Now weve only got to get hold of some stools and well bedl st.”

"Maria Trofimovnawas asking me what to cook for dinner tomorrow—uvegetable borshch or cold
cherry soup?'l don't know,' | says, 'let the other chaps decide." What do you want, Vasil?'

"Wheat does shethink thisis—arestaurant?’ | replied frowning.
"Well, if she'sagreed to give usfull board, let her get onwithiit."
"We don't know yet what wages well be getting.”

"Don't worry, well get our due," Petka said confidently. "When | was Signing up, one of the joiners
told me that none of them get less than a hundred, even the third-graders!”

"It'sdl right for you, Petka, you'll be doing work you know. That's easy! But I've got to requaify.
Blowed if | know how you use one of those moulding machines! I've never even seen them before.”

"Don't worry, Vasl! If you'rein aspot, you can dways count on Sashaand me."

"Where's Sashagot to?' | said, glancing at the old darm-clock that our landlady had put on the
stove-ledge. "What's become of him?It's over an hour since he left.”

"It's quite away to the station, you know. He's got to find VVolodya and get the things. Then he's got
to buy some grub. Our landlady won't start cooking for ustill tomorrow, you know,"

We had sent Sashato the station to get our luggage. While he was away it had been our job to stuff
the mattresses, wash the floor and get the room ready for deeping.

"Did he make anote of the address?" | asked Petka. " Perhaps he's been wandering al over town and
can't find the way back."

"What for? We agreed that hed get hold of VVolodya at the station and V olodya would bring the stuff



back free."
"Ohyes, that'sright,” | said. "Well, wevefinished our job, let'sgo for agroll.”
We walked past the landlady, who was ironing our sheetsin the kitchen, and opened the gate.
"Let'sgo left, Petka," | suggested.

We walked adong Primorskaya Street towards the harbour, passing the house from which the music
had been coming alittle while ago.

Now the piano was quiet and aclink of glasses could be heard from the house—it must be their
teartime. Theyard in front of the house was a mass of hollyhocks, young vine bushes, tearoses, purple
carnations, and mauve wistaria. The sweet tobacco was not out yet, but the scent of flowers, freshened
by the recent rain, seemed to pour over us from behind the low fence. Roses of akind that | had never
seen before climbed under the eaves of the roof, weaving aflowery archway round one of the open
windows.

In the corner of the garden, just by the fence, stood a summer-house, covered with dark green ivy
and mauve convolvulus,

Aswe passed the summer-house, | heard the sound of voices and could not help glancing in.

Ontherall of the summer-house, swinging her sunburnt legs, sat the girl whose dressing-gown we had
minded on the sea-front. Knedling on one knee beside her, pumping abicycle tyre, was the dandy from
the personnel department. | stared at the girl asif | had never seen anyone like her before. Noticing my
glance, sheraised her eyes and freed her hair from the ivy with a pettish shake of her head. | felt
awkward. Blushing, | gave asort of half nod. As| turned hurriedly away, | noticed that the girl was
amiling. "Did you see who that was, Vasil?' Petka asked, nudging me with hiselbow. "Who?"

"The princessthere?' And mimicking the girl, Petka squesked: "Do you mind looking after my things,
please?..." "Didn't you recognize the lanky fellow?' | said. "What lanky fellow?" "The one who was
pumping thetyre." "No. Who was he?'

"That toff who wouldn't take uson at theworkd" "-Redlly?' Petkaexclaimed. "Y ou don't mean to
say they're our neighbours?’

"I'm surethe girl in the dressing-gown il "And he's her brother,” Petka declared. "Why should he
be! Her boy friend most likely!" For some reason | didn't liketo think that the dandy knew the girl next
door and might tell her how we had begged him to give usajob.

Petka and | wandered dowly down Primorskaya Street. The railway lines leading to the harbour
gleamed on our left. Beyond them the sea stretched away to the horizon.

Thewind had dropped completely and the seawas cam. Instead of thundering against the wall, as
they had in the morning, the waves rolled up the sandy beach with arustling sound. A wooden fenceran
aong therailway line. Above it swayed the tops of masts. The flags on them scarcely stirred. A scarlet
sunset gleamed in the west, where the sinking sun was still wrapped in clouds.

On the whitewashed fence there was ancticein big letters:

LIFE-SAVING SOCIETY BEACH

A bicycle bdl rang behind us.

We pressed againgt the fence and the dandy flashed past on hisbicycle with the girl on the cross-bar
infront of him. He rode awkwardly, but at a good speed.



"lan't the street wide enough for him?" Petka grunted.

"Don't you seethe puddieson it? Hes afraid of dirtying hispants,” | said with unconcealed
annoyance, staring after the rapidly disappearing couple.

The back whed of the bicycle grew smdler and smaller, leaving afaint pattern on the sandy path.

By thetime we had finished staring through the railings at the sdings and anumber of long,
corrugated-iron warehouses in the harbour yard, Sasha Bobir had brought back our cases and unpacked

everything.
Wefound him getting supper ready. Sashawas carving abig dry roll that had been |eft over from the
journey into three big hunks.

"Where have you been dl thistime?' Sasha cried when he saw us. "Do you know who | met?'

"The Count of Bengd?' | asked sarcadticdly. | didn't like Sasha's habit of yapping at you asif you
were akid.

"Y ou can joke!" Sasha snapped. "I've seen Pecheritsal”

"Pecheritsa?’ Petkarepeated. "L ook out, Vasil, he's sarting again. Where's the thermometer? It's
timeto take histemperature. Feding shivery, Sasha, old chap?'

"What thermometer! What do you need athermometer for!" Sashagave a positive screech of
indignation. "I'mtdling you the truth, you laughing loond™

"Hold on, Sasha, old pal," | said. "Who did you say you saw?"'
"Pecheritsal"

"Redly?"

"Of course!”

"Where did you seehim?"

"Near the station.”

"Near the station?" Petka asked more serioudly.

"Y es, near the sation," Sasharattled on. "He was drinking buza."
Thiswastoo much, and Petkaand | yelled with laughter.

"Hear that, Vasi|?' Petkaasked gurgling. "He saw Pecheritsa, Pecheritsawas drinking buza, and the
buza went to this freckle-faced boozer's head, and he's come back here to booze us up too..."

"All right!" Sasha shouted, by thistime thoroughly put out. "'If you don't want to believe me, you
needn’t! But I'm not making anything up. Buzaiswhat people drink round here, it's made of millet. It'son
sdea dl thedadls. I'vetried it, and if you don't know about it, it's not my fault. . ."

Much aswe should have liked to spare Sashas fedlings, we could not restrain our laughter.

Sashawas not the only factory-school trainee who had dreamed of catching Pecheritsa. When we set
off for our various destinations in the Ukraine, we had made avow that if any of usran into Pecheritsa
we should not let him dip through our fingers.

But the one among uswho longed most of dl to nail Pecheritsawas Sasha Bobir. By catching
Pecheritsa he hoped to make amends for the unfortunate blunders he had committed back in our town.
After atime, our hot-headed Sashasmply started seeing things. He imagined he saw Pecheritsa



everywhere.

On hisway here, to the Azov Sea, Sasha had twice been on the point of catching Pecheritsa. Once,
when the train stopped a Fastov, Sasha, who was |ooking out of the window, suddenly shouted
hoarsely: "There heis, chaps! Grab him!" and made adash for the door.

The man strolling about the platform whom Sasha had taken for Pecheritsa bore little resemblance to
the runaway.

He turned out to be alittle hump-backed old man in atarpaulin coat. Only hisbig ginger moustache
made him look anything like Pecheritsa

InY ekaterinodav, when we were having dinner in the station buffet, Sashanearly upset aplate
brimming with rich Ukrainian borshch, and croaking "Look!" pointed with his spoon at the newspaper
kiosk.

A man" in agrey rain-coat was buying postcards. Thistime Sasha had decided that he was
Pecheritsa. As soon asthetraveller in the grey rain-coat looked up from the kiosk, we -all saw at once
that he was ayoung lad agood head taler than Pecheritsa...

Now, knowing theillusionsthat Sasha had suffered from the journey, could we be expected to take
hiswords serioudy?

| said: "All right, Pecheritsawas standing there drinking buza. Whet did you do?"

"l just took alook and dashed back here."

"Why didn't you grab him?'Y ou ought to have grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and laid him flat."
"All very well for you to talk! What about the things?"

"What things?'

"Our things, of course! | was afraid to leave them. Suppose he ran away and | went after him,
someone might have nabbed our stuff.”

"What about Volodya, where was he?

"l didn't go with VVolodya, you see. Another driver brought me here. Volodya let us down.”
"Wait, had he got amoustache?' | asked, deciding to test Sasha

"A moustache?... No, not amoustache. . . Just little bristles, like aglue brush.”

"Hegot it trimmed at the barber's to please Sasha," Petka remarked sarcastically.

"Goon, go on, laugh if you're so cheerful!™ Sasha grunted huffily. "But I'm going to report thisto the
proper place.

"All right, giveit arest for abit, Sasha, old chap,” | said gently. "Better tell uswhat you've bought for
supper.”

"Here's some goat's cheese," Sasha said quite subdued, and unwrapped a piece of grease-proof
paper inwhich lay a piece of goat's cheese that must have weighed well over apound.

"Isthat all?" Petka snorted.

"No, why? Heré's somefish | brought... Don't touch that, they're radishes. Thisisthefish." Sasha
unwrapped an oily package. "Look how small they arel" And helifted three strings threaded with tiny
smoked fish out of an old newspaper. Thefish had littlefat bellies and were gligening with oil. "They're
caled tulkal" Sashaannounced proudly, and hung astring of fish on hiswrig, like abracelet.



"Couldn't you have found something smaller!" Petka grunted disapprovingly. "What trashy stuff!
Who's going to clean ‘'em?”

"Why clean 'em!" Sashaexclaimed. "They don't need cleaning. Y ou eat ‘em whole. Look, they
showed me at the stall.”

Our "quartermagter” pulled acouple of aily fish off the string and popped them in his mouth. After
munching for abit, Sasha opened his mouth like a conjuror, then boldly swallowed the tulkas, heads,
tals and all.

"You'll be getting appendicitis next!" Petkasaid. For some reason, Petka was more afraid of
gppendicitisthan of any other illness. He was even frightened of swallowing a cherry-stone.

But Sasha's bold example made Petka forget the iliness that threatened him. He carefully broke one
fish off the tring and started nibbling it.

"Tagtesdl right. . ." hemurmured. "Y ou can't even fee the bones. Kamsa, isn't it?’
"Not kamsa, tulkal" Sasha corrected him pompoudly.
" "Tulka, tulkal"" I mimicked Sasha. "Y ou didn't bring back some buza, by any chance?"

"l hadn't got abottle," Sashareplied, thinking | was serious. "But if you want some, we can go and
have aglass after supper. There'sakiosk round the corner that sdllsit.”

"Ligten, Petka," | commanded. "Buzz downgtairs and get some hot water and abowl from the
landlady. Weve got to soak the cheese.”

While we polished off the tulka, the marble-like goat's cheese, rid of some of its salt and bitterness by
the boiling water, grew soft and very good to taste.

We cut it with an old sheath knife and ate it with our tea.

When we had had supper, we took the crockery downstairs and spent along time washing oursalves
by thewell in the yard. Then, refreshed and contented, we climbed up into our attic and lay down on the
bulging mattresses.

The window was still open. Outside, it was dready dark. Now and then ayoung moon peeped
through the ragged, scurrying clouds and the room grew lighter.

"lan'tit quiet here, chaps?' said Petka, breaking the silence. "No shooting, not even awhistle. Makes
al the difference when the frontier'salong way away! Only a couple of militiamen in the whole town,
probably, and | expect they're adeep..."

Maria Trofimovna clattered some pots and pans downgtairs. A primuswas hissing in the kitchen. Our
landlady must be making breskfast for us overnight.

"We're daft, you know!" Petka spoke again. "When we started at the factory-training school we
ought to have dl gonein for onetrade. Then we'd al be working together in one shop. It'd have been
much more fun. Now were split up...”

And again no one answered Petka. | redlized that Sasha, too, who had been making himsalf out very
brave, must be wondering how hiswork would go tomorrow.

It grew darker and darker outside. Again the sky was wreathed with clouds and the moon showed no
more. The steedy besat of the waves|ulled usasif wewere dill inthetrain...

AT THE MACHINE



"Heresanew mate for you, Naumenko!" said Fedorko, the shift foreman, leading me over to an
elderly worker who was busy adjusting two moulding machines.

Theworker turned round. He was over fifty. Tal and grey, wearing arough homespun shirt with short
deeves, helooked in surprise at Fedorko.

"Show him the ropes,” the foreman said, nodding at me. "Y ou'll get the average whileyou're
indructing."

"Now look here, Alexal Grigorievich! Put him with someone elsel” the old man protested.

But the foreman interrupted him, waving hisarms:

"You've got to doit, Naumenko! Y ou're an old operator and it's your duty to teach the youngsters.”
And the foreman vanished behind awall of empty iron mould-boxes.

We were |eft done. Naumenko eyed me sourly. Evidently it would have suited him far better to
mould aone, than to bother with a pupil and have to answer for hiswork.

When the foreman was gone, my teacher spat deliberately at the ground and said to the moulders
working behind the barrier opposite: "Just my luck! First they give me adrunkard to put right, now I've
got to teach milksops!"

The men laughed. One of them, tall and thin, with close-cropped hair and dark prominent
cheek-bones, looked like aMongol. The other, with sharp, prickly eyes, was short. He went on packing
hismould and said: "Not haf, Uncle Vasya, you certainly do pick "em!"

"But | mean it!" My teacher complained to his neighbours. " Things were going fine today, | thought I'd
have fifty moulds ready by dinner-time, and now I'll have to start again from scratch.” And turning to me
he asked gruffly: "What are you looking down in then mouth for? What's your name?"

"Vagly Mandzhura"

"Hey, what are you moaning about, Uncle Vasya, you've got anamesake! Y ou'll be ableto celebrate
your name-day together, think how much you'll savel" shouted the nimble little man with sharp eyes,
working fast at hismould.

"Ever worked "em?" Naumenko asked, nodding towards the machines.

"Never seen one before. | dways used to work on the moulding floor, | didn't have anything to do
with machines”

"Oho, Uncle Vasya, you've got an expert on artistic casting!” cried the sharp-eyed worker. "H€ll
soon be teaching you to cast sculpturesin your old age!™

"Wherewasit you worked on amoulding floor | wonder?* Naumenko asked with evident curiogity.

| redlized that hand moulding was va ued much more highly here than machine-work. | had to relate
how | had cometo be in thistown.

Naumenko heard me out patiently.

"All right, welve done enough chin-wagging,” he said at last. "Get to your place!™ And he nodded to
the left-hand machine.

| had to make my way to the machine along anarrow passage past atall sove, nearly the height of a
man, which stood between the two machines. Also between the two machines stood a deep box of
specid moulding sand, which the men here caled "mixture.” On my left and on Uncle Vasyasright
towered awall of empty iron mould-boxes piled one on top of the other.

My feet snking in the dry sand | went up to the machine. There was a babbitt model of some kind of



bushfitted toiit.

"Y ou take the bottom, understand?’ Naumenko called to me. "These bushes are called 'sausages.”
You'll pack the bottom and I'll do the top. Watch and see how it'sdone.”

At firgt | could not take my eyes off the machine. | pulled the mysterious iron bars sticking out at the
corners and touched the two gleaming dippery conica bolts soldered to the modd.

"Hi, younggter, ook thisway!" Naumenko shouted angrily.

With aswift heave he planted agleaming iron frame with wing-nuts at the Sdes on smilarly gleaming
pins, then without looking round, he took amould-box off the back row, placed it in the frame and deftly
tightened the screws. When the screws held the box firmly in the frame, Uncle Vasyatook abag off a
shelf and shook it over the model. The babhbitt "sausages’ were powdered with an even coating of sand.
Stll without looking round, my ingtructor dipped his hand in the box and, taking ahandful of the mixture,
gorinkled it over the modd.

The next moment Naumenko had ashove in his hands. He plunged it into the heap of sand that lay
between us and began tossing the sand into the mould. Steam rose from the scattered heap. Apparently
the sand had not yet cooled from yesterday's casting.

| watched him closely, trying to remember every movement.

Naumenko smoothed the damp, hot sand with his gnarled but supple hands, picked up ashort tamper
and started ramming the sand down.

The musclesrippled in Naumenko's rugged old arms. The sharp wooden wedge on the end of the
tamper plunged into the sand with such violence it seemed Naumenko wanted to smash the machine, or
at least driveit through the floor.

The tamper crushed and forced the sand into the grooves of the modd. More and more sand went
into the mould-box, until it was hard as a cart-track. Naumenko went over the uneven surface of the
mould with asquare tamper, removed thetin top and levelled off the mould with aniron ruler. Then with
along vent wire he pricked the ventilation holes. After tapping the bottom of the mould with amalet to
loosen themode inits sandy casing, Naumenko with a deft swing gently raised the packed mould with its
iron frame on the four corner bars. For about aminute, my ingtructor changed from energetic pounding to
gentle, cautious, dmost delicate movements, while he took the model out of the sand.

The rounded babbitt bushes of the moded had done their work, leaving a clean nest for the future
cadting in the tightly-packed sand.

With & hook Naumenko made agroove in the sand for the pouring lip. Before | noticed where he
had taken it from, arubber hose-pipe with abrass nozzle, like the nozzle of a sodasiphon, appeared in
my instructor's hands. Naumenko pressed the lever on the nozzle and a stream of compressed air hissed
over the mould. After cleaning the frame, he tossed the hose away behind the machine.

“"Now well st it. Follow me," he said.

With an effort helifted the rather heavy mould-box in its frame off the machine. Holding it in front of
him, he ran quickly to the moulding floor.

Four moulds that Uncle Vasya had packed before | came dready stood on the dry sand of the
moulding floor, behind our machines. The lower haf of afifth mould lay like apillow on the soft sand. In
it there were four cores that would form the holesin the iron "sausages.”

Treading gently, Naumenko walked to the fifth mould and covered it with the moulded top haf that 11
had just seen him make on the machine. The smooth, black-leaded pins of the upper framefitted tightly
into the holes of the lower frame, so that the upper mould rested exactly over the lower mould, joining the
channd s aong which the iron would flow, and the edges of the future castings.



Although everything | had just seen was new to me, the experience | had already gained helped meto
imagine how the dry coreswere neatly encased in the grooves of the upper mould, and how the finished
iron "sausages' would dip out of the mould after casting. And | pictured at once those important parts of
amachine which at harvest-time would ply to and fro over the broad fields of our country. And again |
felt glad that | had chosen such an interesting and skilled trade.

Meanwhile, Uncle Vasya, making sure not to shift the mould, carefully unscrewed the frame, lifted it,
took it gpart and threw me the bottom half.

"Catch!" he shouted.

The rather heavy iron frame was hard to catch without practice. Using both hands, | managed to grab
it just beforeit hit the ground, and one of the wing-nuts jabbed into my knee.

"Now gotoit yourself!" Naumenko said, taking a packet of cigarettes out of his pocket. "And well
have asmoke."

Trying not to make amistake, | repeated the movements he had worked out and tested through long
years of practice. Having screwed on the frame, | dipped my hand into the box and without looking,
tossed ahandful of mixture over the modd. Then | started plunging the sharp shovel into the sand. |
danced about round the machine, packing the sand with such fury that my armsfdt asif they would fly off
my body.

It made me sore to think that Naumenko looked upon me as anuisance. | redized that from his point
of view, asan old and experienced moulder, he might beright. Of course, it was alot nicer for him to get
on with his moulding aone than to teach abeginner. Asyet | did not know what the foreman had meant
when he said, "Y oulll get the average for ingtruction,” but | concluded Naumenko stood to lose by being
givenamatelikeme.

As| packed inthe sand, | felt the sweat break out on my forehead. Asusud, | waswasting alot of
energy for nothing. There was sand in my boots, and my teeth felt gritty. Now and then | felt Naumenko's
eye on me. He was watching me suspicioudy, distrustfully, checking every movement.

"Canl liftit now?" | asked.
"Try," said my teecher evasively.
"Right," | said and, after tapping the mould with the mallet, pulled the lever.

Before | could clean the mould with the hose and take it off the machine, the men on the other sde
darted laughing.

"What'sthe bit o' cake you've left on your modd, youngster?' thetall, dark fellow shouted.

| glanced under the mould—and felt utterly wretched. A big lump of sand had stuck to the moddl.
Some cake! Naumenko stood behind me laughing.

"Finejob o' work, eh?' Naumenko said to the nimble little man, whose name was L uka, nodding at
me. "Forgot your sprinkle—that's where the cake comesfrom," he explained to me.

But | had dready redlized my mistake. In my hurry | had forgotten to dust the mode with dry sprinkle
from the bag on the shdlf. "Buit that old devil'sanice specimen too!” | thought. "Saw | had made a
mistake and didn't say anything, so that he could make alaughing-stock of me!™

When | had knocked the sand out of the mould, Naumenko said: "Yes, and | expect your model's
cold by now. It'ssometimesince| gaveit any heat. Take the tongs— behind the box there—and come
aong tothe grate.” Carrying the long forge tongs and not knowing really what | should need them for, |
followed Naumenko down the main dley of the foundry.

My teacher strode on with long steady strides. His head was dightly bowed. | trotted behind him like



aguilty schoolboy, guessing that he was not in the best of tempers. "Giving me akid to train from Podolia
somewherel” Naumenko must be thinking. "Now I've got to fiddle about teaching him instead of getting
the work done mysdif!"

We crossed the long foundry shed.

Now from one side, now from another came the banging of a malet. Mountains of empty
moul d-boxes towered behind the machines. Near them, finished moulds stood ready to receive their

cadtings.
Powerful ventilators hummed monotonoudy. They forced air into the cupolafurnaces, fanning the
dabs of coke and mdting the chunks of iron. The molten metal oozed down over the hot cokein white

streams and gathered at the bottom of the furnaces in a seething mass, ready to pour out as soon asthe
furnace man tapped the furnace with his sted bar.

"L ook, Naumenko's got a new lap-dog!" someone shouted from the back of the shed.

The shout came from afoundry man with abronzed surly-looking face. His head was wrapped in a
red handkerchief, like awoman.

"Vasya, old man, how do you like your new assistant?" he shouted even louder, thinking that
Naumenko would stop for a*chin-wag'"; but my teacher went on al the faster.

Aswe passed the next machine, | caught sight of Tiktor. He must have recognized me, but he looked
at measif | wereastranger.

Tiktor was throwing sand confidently into a mould-box. He was working as mate to the man who
wore the handkerchief on his head.

The"grate" was outsdein the yard, alittle way from the foundry, lit was around brazier filled with hot
coke. The ends of meta dabsthat were hegating in the coke bristled from its grated sides.

"Remember where | put oursl” Naumenko said, and pushed two heavy dabsinto the glowing coke.
"Do you haveto come out here every time?' | asked.

"Of course!" Naumenko gave me alook of surprise and annoyance.

"Butitssofar!”

"If you want a clean mould you'll keep your dab heated. There's no other way!" Naumenko snapped.

He took the tongs and pulled out the dabs which he had put in earlier, and which were now white hot.
| falt surethat if we had not come for them at that moment the dabswould have mdted liketheironin the
furnaces.

"Now buzz off and put them under the machine!™ Naumenko ordered, handing me the tongs.
Holding the tongs out in front of me, | raced back to our working place.

"It'sabig place but the way they manage these dabsisn't much good!" | thought, as| pounded along
through the shop. "Surely they could put that brazier somewhere nearer?" '

The dabswere ill abright red when 11 pushed them into the dots under the machine. Soon the wet
sand on the babbitt turned grey and dried out. The models got so hot that it was hard to keep your hand
on them for long. Still Naumenko did not appear. So as not to waste time, 'l started packing the bottom
mould on my machine.

Now that | was aone with the machine, | felt more at ease. No one was standing over me. Our
neighbours were busy somewhere behind their machine, and there was no one el se about.

"Let the old fellow go for awak round the shed,” | thought, "1 know athing or two without him telling



me”

The second mould came out nicely. No sand stuck to the model, asit had first time, and | even took
the risk of setting the mould on the moulding floor without waiting for ingtructions. It did out of my hands
gently on to the sandy pillow.

Then | shot back to the machine. After cleaning the well-heated modd with air from the pipe, |
screwed on the spare frame and started packing another bottom mould. 'l had no hopes of catching up
with my teacher, but | wanted to have alittle work in hand.

| became s0 absorbed in moulding that | did not notice Naumenko's return.
"Who's going to do the cores? Y our uncle?’

Naumenko's stern voice at my elbow made me start. The heavy tamper missed itsaim and came
down hard on my |eft thumb.

It was an awful wallop. Tears started to my eyes. " Good-bye to my thumb-nail!” | thought.

| wanted to shout and hop about and writhe with the pain, | wanted to hurl that darned iron tamper as
far awvay as| could, | wanted to turn the air blue with curses! But | realized that if | did so | should only
cal forth fresh jeers, and to smother the pain | bit my lip until it bled. Keeping my face averted so that
Naumenko should hot see my tear-filled eyes, | said quietly, through clenched teeth:

"I'll just finish this bottom one, then I'll do the cores.”

By dinner-time my thumb had swollen and turned blue. The bone felt asif it was broken.

"Who thought of making tampers heavy asthat?' | thought to mysdlf. "It might crock achap up for
good... But if it'stoo light, it won't pack the sand in properly. I'll have to be more careful next time."

When |1 had to take a mould-box off the machine, | tried desperately to smother the pain. Hiding my
fedings from Naumenko, | undid the screws somehow, grabbed the frame and dashed back, trying to
save every minute | could. There wasn't even time to shake the sand out of my shoes.

"Y ou're wearing the lad to afrazzle, Naumenko!" Luka shouted to my teacher.

"Why don't you knock off for abit!" advised Gladyshev, Lukas mate, the moulder who looked like a
Mongoal.
Although their words stung me, | tried not to show it. Y ou can joke! | thought...

The signa was given to knock off for dinner. Since the works hooter could not be heard amid the din
of thefoundry shed, when dinner-time came round, the furnace men banged on the iron bar that hung
near the furnaces.

Ignoring thesignd, | kept working a my moulds.

One &fter the other the malletsfdll sllent. Only the furnaces by thewall kept up their ceasdlessroar.

"Right. Pack in. Let'sgo for dinner!” Naumenko said gernly. "Come and wash your hands.”

Cold water from the tap splashed on my dusty hands and the pain immediately relaxed alittle. Seeing
my teacher take a handful of coarse sand from atin, | did the same. The coarse sand mixed with clay
cleaned the dirt off well. Soon | saw my red, work-scarred palms, with the beginnings of fresh cornson
them.

In slence| followed Naumenko back to the machine, picked up the lunch that our landlady had
prepared for me, and sat down near my teacher.



With dow dignity Naumenko unwrapped his lunch— three eggs, adice of smoked chebak,
curly-topped radishes, ahunk of home-baked bread with butter on it, and a bottle of strong tea.

"Never mind, lad!" Naumenko said suddenly in akindly tone. ™Y ou and I'll earn our bread
today—that's afact. And tomorrow well get enough for borshch, and after that, before you know where
you are, you'll be having cutlets. . . It'saways hard to start with... I've got aboy too, just abit older than
you. Used to work here, in thefoundry. Now he'sin Y ekaterinodav, studying at the mining indtitute. At
first hisletterswere dl moans and groans. 'I'll never stick it! I'm coming home!" he says. 'It's much easier
at the works!' But now, he's not doing so bad. Got into the swing of it. Looks asif he's rumbled this
science business. Getting cheeky too: "When I'm amine manager, Dad,’ he says, 'you can count on ajob
astime-keeper,' ... Hey, what's happened to your finger?* And looking a my hand, Uncle Vasya
frowned.

Now that | had washed the black-lead dust off my hands, the congealed blood under my battered
thumb-nail showed up well.

"Just gaveit aknock," | sad lightly.

"Just aknock! Why, your finger's swelled up like apriest a Easter. Why didn't you show me before?
Off you go to the first-aid room. They'll give you a certificate.”

"No firgt-aid room for me!" |1 said as cheerfully as| could. "Fancy bothering adoctor with alittle
scratch likethid"

"You'reafire-eater, H see, lad!" said Uncle Vasya, shaking his head. "Want to stick it out. Well, you
know best. But they'll dways give you a certificate for athing like that.”

There was anote of respect in hisvoice. He spoke to me asif | had been his partner for along time.
That was something worth far more than any direct praise.

A LADY WAKESME

My friends were not back yet—their shops stopped work later than the foundry. Unlike the day
before, the weather was blazing, but in Maria Trofimovnas half-dark little kitchen it was surprisingly cooal;
and even in our little room, though we wereright under the roof, the air was fresher than out of doors.

The beach was crowded with people. Some were bathing, their wet limbs glistening in the sun. Others
were lying motionless on the sand.

As| watched the scene from the window, | felt like going out mysdlf to liein the sun until Sashaand
Petka arrived, and at the same time to have awash after work.

Jdid not think for long. Kicking off my working boots, | rolled my clean clothesin abundle, put on
my cap, and after telling the landlady where | could be found if | was needed, ran out barefoot into the
yard.

Il had only been insde the house for afew minutes, but when | came out the sunshine dazzled me and
| walked to the gate blinking. Thetall hollyhocks seemed to tremblein the hest.

The sun had made the concrete top of the seawall nearly red-hot. When | had run afew pacesaong
it, | had to jump down on to the sand. But that was even worse. Thetop layer of sand was so hot that it
seemed someone must have warmed it up purposaly on ahuge frying-pan. Bathers were lying about
everywhere, basking in the sun. | did not envy them in the least.

Tired but proud after my first day'swork at the factory, | consdered them loungers. "While they twist
and turn about here, dl for nothing, covering their noses with bits of tissue-paper and lilac leaves” |



thought, "we, foundry men, carry about heavy ladles of molten metal.” And | felt | had a better right than
anyoneto rest on the beach.

Near the, water's edge | found alittle vacant bench. Somebody's clothes lay at one end, covered with
afolded blanket. I undressed dowly and, pushing my working clothes under the bench, walked down to
the weter.

During the night the seahad falen back, leaving a stretch of smooth sand at the water's edge. The
beach doped evenly into the water, asif it had been rolled specialy for the convenience of bathers. Faint,
clear ripples lapped the shore—the last sighs of the storm-tossed Azov Sea.

| swam about for a bit near the shore, then came out on to the sand and flopped down onit. And only
then, as| lay with closed eyes on the soft sand and listened to the soft lapping of the waves, did | redize
how tired the day'swork had made me. And athough | lay completdly relaxed, |etting my whole body
res, | dill felt asif | had atamping iron in my hand and was plunging it up and down in the black
moulding sand that till Seamed from the previous night. " Fagter, fagter! Kegp going! Y ou mustn't get
behind Naumenko!" | muttered to mysdf. A shove jumped into my hands. Then thesgnd bell rang inthe
distance. "Our turn!" Naumenko's stern voice seemed to come from the sky. "Drop everything. Come
and get theiron!™

... Weplod through the dry sand of the main dley. Strong hands behind him, gripping the ring of the
ladle, Naumenko leads the way. Hiswrinkled neck is red with exertion. His swest-soaked shirt clingsto
hisback. | plod dong behind, gripping the handles of the ladle and feding that | shall fal at any moment.
My strength is ebbing. | can hardly drag onefoot after the other. My eyes arefixed on ablob of sticky
brown dag. It floats gently in the ladle, surrounded by awregath of glaring molten metdl.

| can't goon. It'still along way to the machines. If only we could get there soon! If only we could
put the heavy ladle down on the dry sand, rest alittle, wipe away the salty sweet that is streaming down
our foreheadsinto the corners of our eyes! Relax our grip, if only for aminute!

"Fagter! Faster!" | think, but | fedl the ground giving way under my feet. . . A hole! Theholedugin
the centre of the moulding floor where the foundry men pour the metal that'sleft over!...

| try to stop, but Naumenko strides on ahead. | fall. Theladle dips out of the handle. Molten metdl
flows over my chest, over my legs. I'm so hot...

Losing consciousness, | utter adeep groan, and just at that moment thereis laughter above me and
the touch of something cold. . .

Heavy drops of cold water were faling on my chest. They quickly scattered the remnants of my short
but terrible dream.

Without opening my eyes, | tried to remember where | was. | had quite forgotten that | had fallen
adeep on the beach. It seemed to methat | had dozed off while waiting for my friendsin our room, and
that Sasha, finding me adeep, was playing the fool as usua and pouring cold water on my chest.

"Stop playing about likeakid!" | grunted peevishly, and rubbing my eyes, blinked up a someone who
was not Sashaat al.

The girl from next door stood over me holding my towe. She was glistening wet from head to foot.
"It's bad to deep in the sun, specidly for fair-skinned people. You'l get burnt!" she said.
Still in adaze, | legpt to my feet. The people lying round me looked like alot of ghogts.

"l didn't mean to make you wet, | was going to cover you with the towd. I'm sorry."



"It'sdl right. Thanks!" | muttered, and ashamed of being found adeep by thissmiling girl, | saggered
away and plunged into the sea.

Burrowing into the rippling waves, | swam away asfast as| could. But the water seemed icy. Soon |
turned and swam back to the shore.

The girl was Sitting on the bench. Now, since she had made the first advance, | had every right to talk
to her, but | hadn't the faintest ideawhat to say. Should | ask her where she had learnt to swim so well?
No, that would sound silly. My mind was a blank. It was even hard to cough. But asif anxiousto help
me out, the girl spokefird:

"Andit'snot very good to run into the sealike that dl of a sudden ether. The water's till cold, and
you're overheated. Y ou'll catch achill.”

"Oh, come..." | murmured.

"Yes, you will. I've been living at the seaside for along time. Y ou've only just arrived, thereésalot you
don't know yet. Y ou ought to listen to people who know better.”

"What makesyou think I've only just arrived?"
"Nothing. | know you have."

"That's queer, how do you know?" And seizing the chance of prolonging the conversation, | went on:
"Well, you're quite wrong, asit happens. I've been living here along time, in Matrosskaya Settlement.”

"Y ou can't fool me. | know dl about you.”
"Well, what do you know?"

"That you've just come here.”

"Who's been telling you that?"

"A magpietold me. The bird with atail, you know." '.: "There aren't any magpies here. Magpieslivein
woods, hereit'sal seaand steppe.”

"Well, acormorant then... Stop beating about the bush. I'm your neighbour and | saw you cleaning
your teeth by thewell only yesterday evening. Besides, Maria Trofimovnatold us that she had some new
lodgers, very nice young men.”

"Y ou don't mean to tell me you know Maria Trofimovnal™ | exclamed. It wasthe firgt thing that came
into my heed.

"But of course! We've been buying goat's milk off her for the last two years or more. Daddy has
trouble with hislungs and the doctor makes him drink goat's milk."

"Goat'smilk doesalot of good,” | declared. "A friend of mine, SashaBobir, who'sliving with me
now, wasarea consumptive. His mother made him drink amixture the doctor made up of goat's milk
and melted fat..."

"Did he get better?'

"Strong as a horse. Only grinds histeeth a bit when he's adeep.”

The girl laughed and, after a pause, asked: "Why did you come here?"
"Towork."

"But where?'

"At the Lieutenant Schmidt Works."

"And what are you doing there, if it'snot a secret?’



"Working in the shops. 'I'm in the foundry, for instance, and my pasare working in other
shops—Maremukhain the joiners shop, and Bobir in..."

"Technicians, '| suppose?' the girl interrupted me.
"Why technicians? Workers!"

"Workers? Just ordinary workers?'

"Yes. What's so surprising about it?"

"Oh, nothing. | wasjust asking... And afterwards you'll be going to the ingtitute, will you? | suppose
you haven't been working long enough yet to quaify for entry?"

Now | could see quite plainly that the girl thought we were the sons of profiteers or something.
"Cometo another town, to make up their working record,” she must be thinking. I should have been
offended at the mere suggestion, but keeping my fedingsto mysdlf, | said stolidly:

"Well see about that later on, when we've done somework. It'stoo early to make plans yet.”
"Y ou must have theworst time of the lot, in the foundry?"
"Why? Nothing unusud about it."

"It'sthe most unhedthy shop in the whole works. Therés dwaysthat stinging smoke. And it smells of
sulphur. Theroof isso low!"

"They're going to make the roof higher soon. The supports have been put up outsde aready.”
"But when will that be? I'm very sorry for you."
"How do you cometo know all about the foundry?"

"Daddy took me round once. To show me how iron was made. H had to shampoo my hair for ages
afterwards, to get the dust out.”

"Fancy them letting you in. . . No outsders are admitted to the works usudly."”

"They let mein,” the girl said cardesdy. "And I'm not an outsider anyway. My father is chief engineer
there. Y ou must have seen him about.”

"l haven't yet," | admitted. "It'sonly our first day.”

"Ohyes, | forgot.. . What's your name?"

"Vadl."

"Whll, let'sintroduce oursdlves. My nameis Angdika My friendscall meLika" "Good," | grunted.

"Oh, but how strange you arel™ the girl burst out laughing. "A red crusty character! What do you
mean 'good'? When people are introduced, they shake hands. Now then?'

"Why am | crusty? Talking to each other's the same as being introduced, if you ask me. Butit'sup to
you, if you want to!" And | avkwardly offered Likamy wet hand.

She pressed it with her dim fingers, and just at that moment | heard Sasha's indignant voice behind
me

"Blow you, Vasil! Weve been caling you and caling you, Petka even climbed out on the roof, and
you..."

Il jerked my hand away, asif it had been scalded.

Before us sood Sashaand Petka. They seemed to have been running. Sasha gazed in astonishment,
now at me, now at Lika



Our neighbour, without atrace of confusion, surveyed my friends.

"Come and have dinner!" Petka blurted ouit.

"These are your friends, arethey, Vas|?' Likaasked. "Why don't you introduce us?'
"Get to know each other, chaps..." | mumbled, utterly embarrassed. "Thisis... thisis..."

Taking mattersinto her own hands, our neighbour got up from the bench and, stepping towards my
friends, sad:

"Angdika"
That took them properly by surprise. Petka clutched the girl's right hand, Bobir, her left, and both
pronounced their names.

"So you are Bobir!" Angelikasaid curioudy, looking the subdued Sasha straight in the eye. "It'syou
who grinds histeeth a night, isit?"

Nothing could have wounded Sasha more. He stared at me indignantly. What scorn and reproach
werein that glance! 1t sounded asif H had been telling talesto this girl about Sashain order to shamehim
and rase mysdlf in her eyes. But | had never intended to humiliate my friend. It had just dipped out...

Conversation between the four of uswas obvioudy afailure, so we left Angelika on the beach and
walked home.

"Look at that... indudist!" Sashaexclaimed, tripping up again over that difficult word. "There were we
shouting oursalves hoarse, and what was he doing—holding hands with his beautiful damsel beside the
Azov waves! And only yesterday he made dl that fussjust because | offered to mind her clothes. . ."

Should | tell them how it had redlly happened? They would never believe me. No matter how | tried,
they would never believe me! And | decided to say nothing.

THE CABMAN TELLSHISSTORY

In the centre of the town, near the market, several buildings stood jammed together in asmall square.
Thiswas the place where every evening the youth of the town took their walks. And athough al four
pavements belonged to different streets, the aimless wandering round and round the square was known
as"grolling down the avenue." The gtrollers dawdled dong past the lighted shop-windows, just asthey
did back home, down Post Street! And as soon as we mingled with theidle stream, 11 realized that every
town hasits Post Street. True, the eveningsin this seaside town were much warmer than back home, in
Podolia. Bronzed young men sauntered adong the pavementsin white, loose-fitting "gpache’ shirts, light
trousers, and with sandals on their bare feet.

Ht was very stuffy, and Bobir, who had decided to cut a dash in his Cheviot tweed, soon discarded
hisjacket and carried it on hisarm.

Severd timeswe stopped by the brightly-lighted entrance to the watermen's club, where acomic film
The Cigarette Girl, sarring Y uliaSolntsavaand Igor 1lyinsky, was being shown. But every time we talked
each other out of it and turned back. \We considered that we could not afford to spend money on the
cinemayet.

Today Petka had earned three rublesforty kopeks, I, two ninety, and Sasha, though his boasts
reached the five-ruble figure, seemed uncertain just how much was due to him. But in any case we should
not get the money until pay-day. .

We had finally decided to take the cheapest seats, when | overheard someone near the box-office



say that the film would be shown next week in the open-air cinemain the town park. And that put our
minds at rest. Fine! Wewould go out on the roof and seeiit free.

"Hi, lads, come over here!" afamiliar voice shouted from the boulevard that ran aong the other side
of the gireet, in front of the watermen's club.

We crossed the street and caught sight of V olodya the cabman. He was sitting on a bench with two
other people, smoking. Volodya was wearing aworn pea-jacket and a broad-brimmed straw hat. When
we drew nearer, | saw that his companions were the men who worked on the machine next to
me—L uka Turundaand Gladyshev.

"Move up!" Volodya ordered his companions and they made room for us on the bench. "Sit down
and tell usadll about it. Well, did they take you on at the works?"

"Y ou're behind the times, old man," Lukaremarked, as he moved down the bench. "Vadl isour
next-door neighbour on the machines, so to speek.”

"Which of youiscdled Vas|?' Volodyaasked. | pointed at my chest.

"Werethe others taken on aswel?' the driver inquired. "Of course!” Petkasaid, for al theworld asif
the question had never been in doubt.

"So I'minluck, eh!" Volodyaexclaimed cheerfully. "Come on, lads, get ready to wet that bargain of
ourd"

"Wetting the bargain can wait,” Sashacut in firmly. "Where did you get to yesterday? Why didn't you
turn up at the station as you said you would?*

"l went to Mariupol,” said Volodya, "an engineer asked meto take him there. | went off with him
draightaway after | introduced you to Auntie.”

"Can't you go there by train?' | said in surprise. Y ou can, but there's an awkward change at
Volnovakh. Y ou haveto wait dl day for thetrain. This engineer had to get to Mariupol quick, so off we
went for along ride.”

"And empty all theway back?' Petka asked.

"Very nearly," Volodyareplied, warming to histae. "I'd just fed Sultan and had a bite to eat myself in
theinn there. 'Well,' | thought to mysdlf, ‘well take it easy on the way back.' Suddenly up pops acove
with a suit-case and says. "Won't you take me with you? 'Why not? | says. 'I'll take you anywhere for a
couple of tens.' | thought held start bargaining, but no, he didn't—fishes out the money without amurmur!
That'sdl right,' he says, 'but makeit quick." Well, for asum likethat | didn't mind raising the dust.”

"Did you redly get twenty rubles?' Gladyshev inquired.

"Think I'm having you on? Two crisp and crackly tens, herethey are, the darlings.” And VVolodya
tapped his breast pocket tenderly. "Lovely journey! Sang songsal the way."

"Profitable job you've got, Volodya," Lukasaid. "Money and songs a the sametime!™

"Ohyes, to be surel" Volodyaretorted. "I've got more money than afrog's got feathers. Comesin
one pocket and goes out the other... | shouldn't fed enviousif | were you though. That wasjust abit of
luck today. Sometimes you stand about outside that tation and fed asif you'd do anything to get a

passenger.”
"But you are out in thefresh air,” Gladyshev said. "Y ou don't swallow dust dll thetime, likeusin the
foundry."

"Never mind, Artem, when they make our roof higher, we won't have so much trouble from dust,”
Lukaremarked, and | realized that everyonein the foundry waslooking forward to the day when the
roof would be raised.



"You tak about fresh air, Artem,” VVolodya murmured, haf to himsdlf, "but I'd give up dl my fresh air
for ajob at the works any day, if it wasn't for my hand.”

"Did you work at the plant too?" | said in such afrank tone of surprisethat Lukaand Artem burst out
laughing.

"What do you think!" VVolodyasaid hotly, and | saw that my incredulity had touched him on the raw.
"I haven't dways been acabman, my lad. |1 did twelve years a the works, starting asaboy. Theforeign

owners squeezed what they could out of me. If it wasn't for my hand, who knows, | might be aforeman
by now."

"What's wrong with your hand?" Sashaasked quickly, staring a V olodyas sunburnt hands resting on
his knees. They looked sound enough at first glance.

"Well, it wasaslly busnessredly," Volodyasaid. "My friends here know it (he nodded at Lukaand
Gladyshev). Perhapsit might do you, new lads, abit of good to know it too. Just as abit of instruction
for you.

"In 1922, when that bandit Makhno pushed off to Rumania, quite afew of his cronieswere | eft
behind here, in thistown, | don't know whether it was because they were afraid to run away to strange
parts with that shaggy blighter they had for aleader, or whether he left them here, in Tavria, to stir up
trouble—but the fact remains, the place was swarming with them, specidly in the colony behind the
gtation. Therewas hardly ahousein that' colony that wasn't owned by kulaks. Well off they were
too—good, brick houses, big vineyards, private boatsin the harbour, and nets drying on the shore all the
way from the lighthouse to Matrosskaya Settlement. If it was abad year for the grapes, they made their
money out of fishing. Well, when the famine started, we, armed workers, were off right-away to havea
look inthose kulaks cdllars and seeif they were hiding any grain. And quite right we weretoo. There
wasred faminein the town. The children were dl swollen, every nettle from the streets, every bit of grass
from the cemetery had been plucked for food. But when you crossed the railway line—it was another
world. Plenty of everything in the colony, even smoked ham and vodka on holidays. Y ou'd wak aong
the Street, ready to drop from hunger, and when you got awhiff from their kitchensin your nogtrils, it'd
make you fed like tearing those bloodsuckers to pieces! The whole people stricken with hunger while
they made merry with their gramophones blaring out ‘two-steps for them to dance to!

"Of course, those kulaks didn't like us coming round searching their cellars and taking over their
stores. They started shooting at us. And on top of that there were still some foreigners|eft at the works.
John Caiworth and hisfamily had hopped it straightaway, but held |eft his overseers behind. They were
gill in hispay and they used to get arms from somewhere and smuggle them into the colony secretly at
night.

"WEell, one evening we went to the house of alocal merchant. Buchilo, his name was. No sooner had
we shut the door behind us than we heard footsteps and two of his neighbours came in after us. The
Varfolomeyev brothers— kulaks 'from the colony too. Both of 'em were wearing lesther jerkins, Kuban
hats, purple velvet trousers. And they were both keeping their handsin their pockets. 'Wdll,' | thinksto
mysdlf, ‘we're going to have ahot time of it!" | knew amost for certain that both brothers had served
under Makhno. Then another camein, one of their servants, by the look of him. Kashket they used to
cdl him, he.. "

"Just asec, Volodya," | interrupted the cabman, "doesn't he work in the foundry now? Wears ared
kerchief on hishead?"

"That'sthefdlow!" Volodyaaffirmed readily. "Wdll... | looked round and there's the merchant himsdlf
standing by hisbed, grinning. He wasn't afraid of a search now that he'd got a body-guard. Well, those
Varfolomeyev brothers, his neighbours, stationed Kashket at the door and came up to me. And Il was
aone, or very nearly. My mate, Kolya Smorgunov, was asmart lad and he knew how to use acarbine,



but the famine had drained all the strength out of hisbody. He couldn't even have handled the younger
brother. It looked asif I'd have to face the music on my own.

"Big Varfolomeyev comes up to me and says. "Well, Volodya, you dirty rat, if you've cometo see us,
you might aswell gt down.'

" "Thanks,' | says, 'l think | will." And | sat down on the edge of achair.
" 'Wdll, give the honoured guests something to eat,’ saysthe older Varfolomeyev to the merchant.

"And Buchilo comes forward carrying glasses and vodka and boiled bacon. And there are his
daughters gitting in the corner, asif they're going to be betrothed. Both of 'em were engaged to the
Varfolomeyevs. They werelooking very pde—they must have known something was brewing.

"l looked Varfolomeyev straight in the eye. | felt scared, but | didn't show it, | knew 1'd got Soviet
power to back me up. Y oung Varfolomeyev whispered something to Buchilo and | tried to hear what he

was saying.
"And meanwhile, Luska Varfolomeyev pours me out aglass of vodkaand says. 'Have adrink, old
man!'

" 'Why should | drink first? | says. 'Perhapsit's poisoned. Drink it yourself.'

" 'What do you mean!" Luska hisses. ‘Are you scared? And you dare to insult the master of the
house! We make you welcome, you dirty tramp, and you..." And he whipped out aknife.

"] saw what was coming, o | gave Kolya Smorgunov awink. But instead of taking apot at him, he
smashes the lamp with the butt of hisgun! Well, when that happened, | knocked big Varfolomeyev
backwards over the table and heard him crash to the floor. The glassesrolled off the table, the girls
screamed, and it was black as pitch al round. 'If only the others come soon!” | thought. And 11 pulled out
my Browning to fire at the window. But just then astool whizzed past my ear. '‘Aha,' | think, ‘the heavy
artillery'sgoneinto action!" And | started crawling towards the door. | could hear someone breathing
close by and then | got awhiff of leather. So it was someone in aleather jerkin beside me. 'Here, take
that!" | thought to mysdlf. And | lashed out with the butt of my Browning. It [anded right on the back of
his head. There was a groan from one of the brothers. 'Hold the door, Kashket,” someone shouts. "Well
show him!" And he letsfly at the ceiling. Then he stopped being shy too and let ‘'em have it with the
Browning, into the corner where the shot had come from... Then there was screaming and firing and a
smell of kerosene from somewhere. And Smorgunov shouts out from the door: ‘Go it, Volodya, get their
gunsoff 'em! | won't let 'em out!" It was dl right for him to say 'get their gung!' There were four of them,
not counting the daughters, and | wasaone! |1 went on crawling towards the door. Suddenly | heard
someone coming a me and caught the smell of vodka. | crouched down and covered my head with my
hand. And just as| did so—zip! Something smacked into my hand!

"Atfirg | didn't fed any pain, you know. Even though the knife had cut right through the snews and
touched my skull! 'l pulled my hand away and tried to find a handkerchief! But | knew | wasin abad
way—my fingers wouldn't ‘work. | covered the wound with my other hand and felt the swest breaking
out on my forehead. | began to fed very wesk.

"With the last strength | could muster | yelled out to Kolya Smorgunov: 'Let 'em haveit, the kulak
blood-suckers, I'm wounded!" And just then Kashket swept the vases off the window-sill, smashed the
window with his head and jumped out into the snow. Kolya saw him off with ablast from his carbine.
Then our mates arrived. They'd heard the shots and they arrested both the VVarfolomeyevs and the
merchant. But asfor me, | was crippled. | can hardly lift aglass of water. The food was bad in those
days and the snews didn't heal up properly. Even now my hand's sort of pardysed..."

"Look here, Volodya," Gladyshev asked. "Why does Kashket swank that he got wounded &t the
front when he was defending Y ekaterinodav from the Whites?"



"At thefront?' Volodyalaughed. "Haven't you ever been swimming with him? No? Wdll, try it when
you get the chance. Y ou'll see where the bullet hit him. People don't get wounds like that at the front,
except the deserters who try to run away when no one'slooking..."

The dandy we had met in the personnel department strolled past our bench in hislong sharp-pointed
shoes.

"Why, thereés Zuzya" Volodyasad loudly.

"Hullo there!" The dandy turned and waved to the driver as he passed.

"That Zuzyadidn't want to take us on a the works!" Petkaremarked grimly.

"Isthat s0!" Volodyaexclamed.

"Yes, itis" | said, supporting Petka.

"Queer!" Gladyshev said. "Surely Zuzyaisn't getting uppish? I've been told he's pretty decent towards
theworking class.”

"Decent!" Sashacried indignantly. "Why, if it hadn't been for the director of theworks... Just listen to
this..." And he recounted how Zuzya had spoken to usin his office.

"A red bureaucrat, livesonred tape!” | putin.
"And was thinking of asking him for ajob in the transport department!” Volodyasaid.

"If held only explained things, advised usabit! 'Allez!" he says. 'Go to Kharkov,' " Sashawent on
indignantly. "Not like the director! He asked about everything like a human being, tested us on how much
weknew..."

"No flieson our director,” Lukasaid. Y ouwon't find adirector like him all the way aong the coadt,
from Sevastopol to Rostov! He's been asked to take over the Ilyich Works and the Ukrainian Trust, but
he wouldn't go. 'Let me get thisworks into shape,' he says. 'l want to introduce proper working methods
here and get rid of thelegacy the foreignersleft us.' It was hisideato raise the foundry roof. ‘L et the most
harmful shop have the most fresh air," he says. Haven't you seen the fettling shop weve built snce he's
been director?It'salovely sight! In the old days, under Caiworth, people working in that fettling shop
used to die of consumption by the hundred. They used to clean the castingsin little huts, dl the dust used
to get intheir lungs. But now it'sapleasureto look at. It'slight, it's clean, and al the dust is sucked out by
pipes... And the pasting he gave those Trotskyites last year! He made their feathersfly al right! Don't try
to compare Ivan Fyodorovich with Zuzya, lad."

"What is he, does he come from the working class?’
"lvan Fyodorovich?'

"No, Zuzya"

"He'safootbaler," Lukasad camly.
"What'sfootball got to do with it?' Petkaput in.

"Just this," said Luka. "Zuzyawas the best centre forward in the whole of Zaporozhye, but at the
Communard Works they didn't think much of him—used to work as la stoker, or something. But our
chief engineer, he's crackers on football. He went to Zaporozhye once and watched Zuzya playing.
When he saw Zuzyawas anippy felow, he got him to come here. Of course, as soon as Zuzya arrives,
he gets promoted—assi stant manager of the personnel department. Now he draws a decent sdary,
enough to feed himself up for kicking that bal about..."

"The chief engineer—he'sagrey-haired man, isn't he?' | asked cautioudy, remembering what
Angdlikahad said about her father.



"That'shim," VVolodyaaffirmed, "your neighbour. Rather aqueer chap, but he likes football.”

"His daughter's agood-looker," Petka put in with some satisfaction. "Vasil knows her aready.
They've been holding hands on the beach.”

"Wdll, I'm blowed!" Volodyalooked at me with surprise and respect. "Y ou're afast-worker, | see,
don't let the grass grow under your feet! But watch your step—if Zuzya getsto know about, helll break
your shinsfor you. Hiskick's like acannon-ball, lad. He can break a cross-bar with one of his shots..."

Not far away, in the harbour, aship gave asharp blast on its Siren. Then another, and athird.
"The Dzerzhinsky's off to Yata," Lukasad.

We had never seen ared steamer in our lives, only in pictures. | very much wanted to run down to
the harbour and watch the ship leave, but Petkawould go on trying to take the rise out of me. Nudging
Bobir, he asked Volodya: "Is Zuzyaafriend of the engineer's daughter?”

"Sure heid He'saways going round there taking her out on hisbicycle. One of the family."
" think they must like him because he'safootballer,” Lukaremarked.
"Y ou don't mean to say the engineer's daughter playsfootball?' Petka gasped.

"Shel'safootball fan! If you ever go to amatch, don't St in front of her," Lukaadvised, "shell punch
your back till it's black and blue. Footbd|'s the only thing she cares about, like her old man.”

"Now, now youregoing abit too far. . ." Gladyshev, who had been slent until now, cameto the
defence of my acquaintance. "If you ask me, she knows her own mind al right, that girl does. She'sread
alot of books. Asfor being keen on football, what's wrong with that? Who of usisn't! Somego in for
pigeons, others prefer football. The chief doctor down at the sanatorium, is he afan? Of course, heidl
The harbour master, Captain Sabadash? Of course! Madame Kozulya? Not half! That one from the
dancing-schoal... what's her name.. . Madame Roga e-Piontkovskaya? Nuts on the game! Even
Lisovsky the priest, as soon as there's amatch, he shuts up his church and goes off to the ground with his
old woman.. . Our town's such acrazy place!"

Gladyshev had mentioned a name that took me back at once to the old days, in far-off Podolia
"That Roga e-Piontkovskaya you mentioned, sheisn't acountess by any chance, isshe?' | asked.

"Goodness knows whether she's a countess or not, but she's certainly the queerest fish in this part of
theworld," Gladyshev replied.

"Rules the roost up at the dancing-school,” Luka added.

"Wdl, why are we gitting here, friends, talking ourselves dry?' Volodya exclaimed suddenly. "What
about going to Chelidze and having aglass of beer, eh?’

"Wed better go, hadn't we, Vasil?' Sashawhispered to me. "They'll be offended if we don't.”

"Komsomol members going to apub?’ | thought. "Isthat right? On the other hand, our new friends
may really think were too soft for their company, or too tight-fisted! And after all, what's aglass of
beer!"

But my tired limbs had the last say, and remembering that | had to be at work again in the morning, |
replied: "Were not sure... Tomorrow..."

"Don't bother the lads, Volodya," Lukaintervened unexpectedly. "They're young, they haven't got
used to thework yet. If they aren't careful, they redlly will overdeep. Let ‘'em go home! And you, lad,”
Lukaturned to me, "don't be too scared of your mate. He grumbles and barks, but on thewhole he'sa
fair old chap, he's not chasing you for nothing. Y ou'll be dl the better for it, tougher!... Well, so long till
tomorrow!"



We parted, and Volodya, who was thefirst to go out of the garden into the street, struck up a song.

A few paces from the crowded "Avenue," the town was as deserted and quiet asavillagein the
middle of the night. The flowers were smelling sweetly, and in one of the garden hedges, just by the road,
aquail beganto twitter. *

"Does your sweetheart know you used to play football for the factory-school team, Vasil?' Petka
asked dyly.

"Who are you talking about?"

"None of that!" Petka chortled. "Asif you didn't know!"
"What's her name, Vasil?' Sashaasked.
"I'veforgotten.”

"He's forgotten aready, hear that, Petka?' Sashamocked. "I think 1'd better remind you, asyou're so
forgetful. An-ge-li-kal Make anote of it, please."

"What kind of nameisit—An-ge-li-ka?' Petkadrawled, revelling in my confusion. "Never heard of it
before. Very queer name! Must be foreign.”

"Of coursg, it'sforeign,” Sashasaid, taking hiscue | from Petka. "Why do you think she said 'merci’
tous?'

"Yes, dl bourgeoistypes say 'merci' and ‘pardon,”
Petka agreed.
| walked on in slence, listening patiently while my friends ripped my reputetion to bits.

Far out at sea, the red and green running lights of the Felix Dzerzhinsky rose and fell asthe ship
steamed away round the breskwater. If only | had known then whom that ship was taking acrossthe
dark Azov Seato Ydtal... Had | but known, | should have dashed off to the harbour long ago...

AT TURUNDA'’S

Themore | wasdrawn into the life of the works, theless | worried about that phrase "you'l catch on.”
Timeflew past quickly land something new happened every day. Today, afew minutes before
dinner-time, Golovatsky had come up to my machine. It was strange to see him amid the dust and noise
of the foundry in awell-fitting suit— not to mention that tie of his. If | had been secretary of the works
'Komsomol organization, | should have thought twice about gppearing in the foundry in such aget-up.
Here were men doing physica work, and he turned up looking like atailor's dummy! But Golovatsky
seemed quite at ease as he shook hands with Naumenko and nodded a greeting to Luka and Gladyshev.

"Cometo see your charge, Tolya?' Luka asked.

"How's he taking to things? Facing up to the job?" Golovatsky replied, and gave me a searching look
with hiskeen grey eyes.

"Hot stuff! Soon be catching up with Uncle Vasyal" Lukasaid hurriedly, and picking up afinished
mould, darted off with it to the moulding floor.

Turning to Gladyshev and Naumenko, Golovatsky said: "I told him held catch on, but he looked abit
put out when he heard we did our moulding by machine." And with another glance a me, he said
confidingly: "Comein and see me a dinner-time, Mandzhura...”

"Y ou seem to know Golovatsky very well," | said to Lukawhen the secretary disappeared behind the



piled mould-boxes.

"He's one of us. We brought him up herein the foundry. We accepted him for the Party here, when
Lenindiedin 1924," Lukasaid, and | redlized that my neighbour was a Communi<t.

"Y ou mean Golovatsky used to work in the foundry?!

"He did that! What are you surprised a? On the cementation furnaces. Until he came, therewasn't a
dirtier-looking crowd in the whole works than those cement boys. The rust from the ore even used to get
inther hair. You could tell alad from the cement furnaces amile away. But now, why, they come avay
from work clean as you could wish! And why? On Party Committee instructions Golovatsky got the
Komsomol memberstogether for voluntary work and they fitted the place up with hot showers and two
cupboardsfor every worker to keep his clean and dirty clothesin. Now, as soon asit's knocking-off
time, they're under those showers. To see them going home, when they've washed and put on clean
clothes, you'd think they'd been reading books dl day instead of casting meta in those furnaces...”

L uka's words made a deep impression on me. | went to see Golovatsky at the Komsomol officeina
friendly mood, not at al expecting him to greet me with areproach.

"It'savery good thing that you've caught on to things and got to know al about machine-moulding so
quickly, but why hold yoursdf aoof from the other young workers?"

"How do you mean—aoof?' | asked, sitting down on acresky chair.

"Well, itsasplain asdaylight. Half the chgps smply don't know you yet, they just haven't any idea
what sort of afellow you are. And | don't mean chaps outside the Komsomol. Even the Komsomol
members don't know you've got |la Komsomol membership card in your pocket. Last time you werein
here, you gave me aglowing account of your social work at school and | was very pleased. 'Herésa
smart lad cometo give usahand,’ | thought..."

"But | had to get therun of things" | said guiltily, feding that therewas alot in what the secretary said.
"Y ou've got the run of things now, | hope?*
"Yes, | have now..."

"Well, that's something,” Golovatsky said more gently. "And now I'd advise you to set about getting
to know all the young workersin the foundry as soon as possible. Find out their likes and didikes, what
they'reinterested in. . . Y ou see, because of its casting, the foundry isthe only shop in the works that
often finisheswork long before the genera knocking-off time. What does that mean? It meansthat the
young fellowsin the foundry get more free time than anyone e se. But do you find many of them at the
meta workers club of an evening? Very few! It'sadisgrace, but unfortunately it'safact. But at Madame
Rogale-Piontkovskayas hops there are masses of them...”

It was the second time recently that | had heard that familiar name and | could not help interrupting
the secretary.

"Who isthis Madame Piontkovskaya?"

"A chip off something that's been smashed for ever," Golovatsky said, drumming hislong fingerson
thetop of hisdesk. "A few years ago she used to run acafe called The Little Nook." Then when
Madame got tired of paying taxes, she sarted her own dancing-class. Madame's daughter got married to
an Englishman, one of the shop foremen, in the time of the Whites, and went off to London. But her
mother's stayed behind, and now she'sluring our youth into her net.”

Straining my memory, | asked: "Hasthis Madame Rogale-Piontkovskaya been living herelong?'
"Ever since the Revolution. She came here with her daughter. From somewhere near Uman.”
"What about her husband?'



"No one's ever seen her hushand. She must have buried him back therein Uman, or ese he'srun
away."

"And the chaps from the foundry go to her classes?’

"l wish it was only the foundry chaps! They go there from the other shopstoo. Our Komsomol
organization hasn't succeeded in organizing any recreation for them and Madame takes advantage of it.
And bear thisin mind, Mandzhura, some of the chapsin your shop have very little education. No more of
this standing aoof! It'stime you made friends with some good chaps and got into harness with them.
GrishaKanyuk, for ingtance, or Kolya Ziakabluk..."

"I'll do everything, Tolya," | promised.

"Everything's about half what you've got to do," Golovatsky said with agrin, and gripping my hand he
sad: "Off you go, you've only got three minutes before the hooter..."

Back in the days of the tsar, when we lived in Zarechye, under the walls of the Old Fortress, the
edtate of the Countess Roga e-Piontkovskaya had covered awhole district on the outskirts of the town.
The ydllow manson with its columned portico lay haf-hidden among treesin alarge, shady garden. A
gravel drive bordered with flowersled up to the house from tall wrought-iron gates, on which hung a
heavy, rusty padlock that was hardly ever opened.

One day, however, the gates of the mansion were flung open with the willing consent of its owner.
That wasin 1919, when Ataman Petlura and his men seized our town. The remnants of hisforceswere
dinging to therailway. Only afew smal towns and villages of Podoliaand VVolyn remained in their hands.
But athough the Petlurafront was crumbling on al sides, the ataman ceremonialy declared our town the
capita of "Petluria," and chose as his residence the half-empty mansion of the Countess
Rogd e-Piontkovskaya.

Petlura s car was greeted at the gates by the countess hersdlf, a gaunt woman in a black flounced
dresswho held alorgnette to her eyesdl thetime. Pegping over the wall of the neighbouring churchyard,
we, youngsters, saw the blue-uniformed Petluradight from his car, kissthe countesssthin, bgjewdled
fingers and walk up the drive with her to the yellow mansion.

While helived at the mansion Petlura held conferences with officers from Konovaetss Gdician rifle
corps and from Denikin'sforces. Later, foreign military missonstook up their resdence with the
countess. These officers of the Entente, which was helping Petlura, paced the shady avenues of the
countesss garden in uniforms we had never seen before. We never had a chance to look at them very
closgly, however, for the gaiduks who guarded Petluraand his suite drove al passers-by away from the
gates.

Only once my friendsand | climbed on to the stone coping of the railings and tried to see what was
going on round the mansion. As we stood barefoot on the rough sun-warmed granite, pressing our faces
againg theiron railings, atal, gaunt man in along grey jacket popped up out of the garden and lashed at
me with a black slver-embossed walking-stick.

We scattered like frightened sparrows, afraid that the tall man might call up the Petluraguardsto ded
with us. They would give us ataste of something worse than awalking-stick—their long whips tipped
with bits, of lead.

| well remembered the face of the stranger—cruel and scraggy and covered with yellow wrinkles. He
was said to be the brother of the countess, who had fled from somewhere near Kiev, to escape the
Bolsheviks.

So it was not for nothing that the Extraordinary Commission for Combating Counter-Revolutionary
Activities had arrested the countess when Petlurawas driven out of the town. What happened to her
after that, | did not know.



Perhaps her brother was the husband of the local Rogale-Piontkovskaya, who, as Golovatsky put it,
was "luring the youth into her net..."

The day was dill sultry, but there were many people about on the avenue. Holiday-makersin
skull-caps, broad-brimmed straw hats, or smply with wet towelswound round their heads, were
wandering home from the beach, bemused and exhausted by the heat. Some of them clustered round the
kiosksto buy cool buza, iced lemonade, and minerd waters. Others, mostly men, dipped into the
co-operative wine-shop on the corner, where they quenched their thirst with glasses of Azov wine.

Peering into the shops and lingering in front of their smart windows, | walked down the avenue, my
hedlssinking into" the soft asphdt. Before knocking-off time | had found out from Gladyshev that
Rogale-Piontkovskayas saloon was a 25, Genoa Strest.

Suddenly | lost interest in dl other passers-by except one who had popped up in front of me, asif
from nowhere. The soldierly bearing of the man in front struck me asbeing very familiar. But for hislight
summer suit and soft panama hat with a broad blue ribbon, | should have rushed up to him at once and
greeted him asan old friend.

"But I've never seen himin civilian clothes before... Hiswalk's the same though, and the way he holds
his head up!... He must have come herefor aholiday! Yes, that'sit! Why didn't | think of it before!™

Overtaking the man in the light suit, who had stopped in front of a chemist's shop-window stacked
with bottlesand jars, | peered into hisface.

Yes, itwashim!
| stepped forward and touching his elbow said: "Hullo, Comrade V ukovich! How did you get here?’

With surprising coolness, asif he had been expecting me to approach him, the man with the face of
Vukovich turned round and said: ™Y ou must be mistaken, young man. . ." And he gave me amocking
glance, asif pitying mefor my foolish error.

| don't remember what | muttered in reply. It was not an gpology. | must have said "Gosh!™ or
something like that. And utterly confused, | walked quickly away, so asnot to attract the attention of
bystanders. "Well, some people are alike, aren't they!" | thought. That man wasjust like Vukovich... If it
had been V ukovich, he would have been sureto say "hullo” to me. Specialy after that long talk we had in
his office, when Nikitaand | went to see him. Coming home, | decided not to tell the boys about my
blunder.

25, Genoa Street turned out to be quite an ordinary-looking house. From theticket-seller inaplaid
frock who was laying out little books of tickets on her table | learnt that the dancing would beginin an
hour. Wdll, | wasn't going to hang about here dl that time just to see their capers! | wandered dowly
down Genoa Street, towards the outskirts.

The street led meto a digtrict of little cottages, known asthe Liski. All round me there were
alotments. | made my way dong the edge of the settlement to the beach.

Tarred fishing smacks with lowered sails heaved at anchor near the shore. Netswere drying on the
seaweed-strewn sand. | felt the breeze from the open sea on my face mingled with the smells of smoked
fish, seaweed, and tar.

The deserted sandy beach stretched away towards Nogaisk. At the mouth of aravine that ran down
to the seastood alarge villawith ared-tiled roof. The purple glow of the setting sun wasreflected in the
windows that looked on to the Liski and the glass seemed to flamein the sun'snays. It was asif afire
wereraging inddethevilla | remembered the foundry men'stales about the former owner of the works,
John Caiworth, who had gone back to his home abroad, and decided that it must 'be hisvillal could see
inthe distance. Y ou had only to compare it with the little white cottages scattered aong the sea shore to
redlize that it had once been the home of arich man.



Crossing the soft sand, | went down to the sea and, scooping up the clear water in my hands, washed
my perspiring forehead and wetted my hair.

"Hey, lad, come over here!” | heard avoicein the distance.

"That'snot for me," | thought without turning round. "Who would know me here?' And | started
walking back towards Genoa Street. But the voice went on shouting:

"Vagly Stepanovich! Comrade Mandzhural”

Luka Turunda, my neighbour on the machines, was walking quickly towards me from one of thelittle
cottages. He had changed into blue sun-bleached overdls.

"Y ou are getting high and mighty," Lukasaid asheran up. "I might aswell be shouting at abrick wall.
| saw you as you were going down to the sea. Surely, | thought, the lad isn't going to drown himself
because Naumenko gives him such ahot time!”

"Hullo"

"Let'sgo to my cottage,” Turunda suggested.

| hesitated.

"l ought to be getting back to town," | said. "Perhaps we could make it another time.”

"Well, I'm not inviting you to awedding, you know. Well just sit down for abit, then go off together.”
Turunda’s cottage stood right by the sea.

"Don't you get flooded, when therésastorm?* | asked aswe walked into the yard.

"Sometimes. Last autumn the maistratarted blowing and the waves were so big they knocked out
one of the window-panes. My wife had to put the chickensup in the attic.”

It was coal in the low-ceilinged parlour. All the windows except one that stood wide open were hung
with mudin to keep the flies out. Pots of geraniums and fig-plants and bottles of cherry-wine stood on the
window-slIs.

"Makeyoursdf a home" Lukasad. "Thisismy father and thisis. my wife. ThisisVasly
Stepanovich. He's cometo help usin the foundry... Where are you from, Vas|?'

"From Podolia," | said," shaking handswith Lukasfather and hiswife. "But I'm not Stepanovich, I'm
Mironovich."

"Isthat s0?7" Lukasaid in surprise. "1 must have got you mixed up with your mate; he's a Stepanovich.
Now st down here, by thewindow; it looks asif were going to get a breeze from the sea.”

| squeezed behind the spotless table and sat down by the window. Luka's father, a sunburnt old man,
just aslean as his son, sat down facing me, while my host's wife, a pleasant-looking woman of about
twenty-five, bustled about round the stove, which could be seen on the other side of the passage. Dark
and sturdy, with her plaits arranged in a crown on the top of her head, she moved slently about the
kitchen, now appearing & the stove, now vanishing behind the partition.

"Dad and | have been talking about alittle family matter," Lukasaid. "Asyou probably know, for
over two months now one per cent of our pay has been deducted for the workers of Britain, who're on
srike. Well, whenever | bring my pay-book home, my family here makes afuss. 'What,' they say, ‘those
B.W.s, again! What are they, your own kith and kin? Y ou'd do better to buy adressfor the wife, or
something that's needed in the house, than waste your money on them..." "

"What have dresses got to do with it!" Old Turundainterrupted his son, and as he spoke | noticed his
sparse yellow teeth stained dark with tobacco. "Those B.W.s, did they help usin 1905, when the
Potemkin blew the red flag? Not a bit of it! Old Caiworth caled in aregiment of Cossacksfrom



Mélitopal to put down the strikers. Do you think anyone abroad hel ped us then? Never on your lifel We
hed to live on whiting al the summer. Why should we help their strikers now?”

"Because were the Motherland of al the workers of theworld,” | said cautioudly, reluctant to anger
the grumpy old man. "We've got the Sovietsin power, but they havent..."

"That's no answer,” the old man grunted. "Don't you try to talk politicsto me. Y ou go to the root of
things”

Old Turunda's words touched me on theraw. | remembered our discussons on international affairs at
the factory-training school, and just asfierily as| used to then, | said: "Why isn't it an answer? Anybody
can seethat werein labetter pogition than the British miners, who have to swallow coa dust so that the
capitdists can makether profits.”

"We swdlowed plenty o' dustunder tsarism to give that British capitalist amansontoliveinand a
yacht of hisown to cruise around in, didn't we?' The old man jerked histhumb in the direction of the villa
that | had seen from the shore. "He could afford to hold garden partiesin the fresh air, but al we had was
adingy little pub to amuse oursavesin, and even that ran usinto debt!"

"It'sno good trying to argue with my old man,” Lukasaid. "He'sjust like one of those high-upsin the
church. Y ou talk about one thing and he talks about another. All at cross purposes. I've been telling him
the same thing: sSince we've got aworkers government we ought to help every worker that'sin need.”

At that moment L ukas wife entered the room, making no sound on the clay floor with her bare
sunburnt feet. She was carrying a blackened baking-pan. When she set it down on two wooden blocks, |
saw that it contained four large, fat fish. The strong scent of garlic struck my nostrils.

"Ever eaten thisbefore?' Luka asked.
| shook my head.

"Fisherman's chebak!" Lukaannounced. "Fresh from the morning's catch. Dad collared ‘em land now
we're going to taste'em.” And pronging alarge fish with hisfork, he placed it on aplatein front of me.

Then | noticed that the chebak had not even been cleaned of its scales. Curled by the heet of the
oven, they were standing up asif someone had stroked them the wrong way.

Asl followed my host's example and took the skin off thefish, | soon redlized the smple method of
cooking thistasty dish. Before putting the fish in the hot oven, you had to stuff it with lumps of garlic. The
fish were baked whole, in their own fat. Their white flesh came away from the bones easily and gave off a
smd| that made your mouth water. "But fish can't swim on dry land, can they, Vas?' And winking at me,
Lukafetched aheavy jug from adark corner and poured us glasses of wonderfully clear wine.

"That'senough!” | said to Lukawhen my glasswas only hdf full.

"What'sthe matter?" Luka's quick eyes glanced up sharply. "Do you think it's strong? It's only
'beryozka. Wesk stuff. Little children round here drink it instead of water."

"All the same, that's enough. I'm not used toit." "Y ou'll haveto get usedtoit,” Lukasfather
remarked. "If you live by the Azov Sea, a'beryozka-drinker you must be!™

"Well, heré'sto your success, Vasil!" Lukasaid. "To your becoming agood foundry man. Good luck
to you inyour young lifel" And we dlinked glasses.

Pushing her dark crown of hair into place with a plump hand, hiswife raised her glasstoo. Her kind
deep-set eyes, dark as olives, seemed to radiate good fedling. | felt asif | had known the kindly owners
of thislittle cottage, perched on the sandy shore of the Azov Sea, for avery long time. The wine was
cool and fragrant, with afaint bitterish tang init. And it wasn't strong at al.

| put down my empty glass and shot aglance at the clock hanging on the wall, by the stove. Luka



noticed it and said reassuringly: "Don't worry, lad, I've got to go out too, to the university.”
"What university?" | askedin surprise.

"He'sagudent,” Lukaswife answered for him, and glancing at Lukavery affectionately, put her
brown arm round his shoulders.

"I've been attending since last year. Inthe evenings,” Luka said. "When Katyaand | got married |
thought to mysdif, 'I'd better do some studying, I've been wasting my leisure timelong enough.' So |
started on the preliminary courses. | remembered all they'd taught me at the parish school and mastered
algebra, and then the workers evening university opened. That was a chance that was too good to miss”

"Doyou likeit?' | asked, feding awarm glow from the wine spread through me.
Lukanodded cheerfully.

"No question about it! A lot better than before. Y ou'd knock off and spruce yourself up abit, then off
to the avenue. And from the avenue where would you go? To The Little Nook." And after that you'd
stagger home with your knees sagging. Sometimes you'd give yoursdlf such asousing that you'd just
plunk into bed in your cap and boots. And as soon as you shut your eyes—the hooter was going. Well,
what sort of work can you do with ahang-over? Y ou'd crawl about like afly in autumn, and your mate
would curse you up hill and down dale because you were holding him up. I'm redl thankful to Ivan
Fyodorovich, it was him got the university started.”

"Thedirector?'

"Y es, the director. He twigged there were alot of teachers knocking about the town—chemistry
teachers, astronomy teachers... So he got them al together and says: 'Here, you fellows, what about
teaching the lads of an evening, I'll find the money to pay you!" And that sarted the bal rolling. Since I've
been attending those evening classes, I've fdt mysdf adifferent man. While the furnace hums away up at
the end of the shop, theream | going over the formulas that our instructor has explained to us, and
thinking out the reasonsfor everything—why the iron melts, how sted is made, what the temperature
ought to be... And the result isthat instead of looking at the world out of alittle window, you start looking
out of agresat big one..

"But you're going to be late for your classestoday,” hiswife said very softly, admost in awhisper.

"Late for classes? No fear!" Lukajumped up and, running over to the bookshelf, started gathering up
his books.

"Just cal onuswhenyou fed likeit," Kaerinasad when | wasleaving. "And if you fed like going out
in aboet, the old man will take you fishing."

| thanked my hostsfor their hospitality and said that next time | came | would bring my friends.
Lukaand | walked down Genoa Street together.

"Prickly old chap, my Dad, isn't he? Hell snap your head off if you give him half achance. Heused to
work in the foundry too, before the Revolution.”

"Why doesn't he go back there now?"

"When the Civil War started and the works closed down, he took to fishing. Got red keen oniit, he
did. One day, near the end of winter, he went out to seawith his crew to fish under theicefor big fish.
The wind had been blowing from the west dl the time, then suddenly alevant sprung up from the east.
The ice broke away from the shore and was carried out to sea. That levant took my Dad well nigh over
to the Kuban shore. Half the crew were drowned, and the rest just managed to escape by wading
through the shallows. And the water was icy, you know. It froze Dad's legs right to the bone. Now, when
there's a change in the weather, Dad's properly crocked up. It's agood thing the sanatorium's near by.



The wife goes down there and brings him back that stinking mud from the estuary. She warmsit up on
the stove and then puts the old man in atub and plasters him with it. The pain lets up abit, and again Dad
puts his netsin the boat and off he goesto sea. Sometimes for rybets, sometimes for puzanok, sometimes
for taran.

Therestonsof fishin thislittle puddle!” And Lukanodded towards the sea.
"l say, Luka, who are the people that go for treatment in those sanatoriums?”

"People come here from al over the place. Suppose you were till living in your Podolia, or perhaps
even further away. One night you wake up and fed your legs aching fit to drive you crackers. Off you go
to the polyclinic. The doctor gives you the once over and tells you you've got chronic rheumatism. They
giveyou afree pass at work and you're here..."

"Then perhapsit was Vukovich | met in the avenue?' | thought to mysalf when we parted. "Now he's
on holiday and out of uniform, he doesn't want to have anything to do with me." But the idea seemed
absurd.

ALL RIGHT, MADAME!

Even from a distance young people could be seen crowding round Madame Roga e-Piontkovskaya's
establishment. Some lazily nibbled sunflower seeds as they watched the lucky ones who strode in through
the open doors without bothering about the price. Others, more impatient, stepped, back to the fence on
the other sde of the road and stood on tip-toe to see through the high windows into the hall, whence
came the sound of music and the shuffle of dancing feet.

After paying theticket-sdller in the plaid frock awhole fifty kopeks, | entered along hall with cracked
papier mache columns. The air was stuffy and reeked of powder and cheap scent.

A few coupleswere moving stiffly up and down the middle of the hal inasort of march, which |
afterwards discovered was called a "fox-trot."

Y oung men with blank, pompous faces, now rising on their toes and stepping forward, now taking
two steps back piloted their wilting girl friends round the stuffy hall. They seemed very proud of being
ableto wak round like this, keeping up the monotonous rhythm and performing afew smple steps
before an audience of resting dancers and people like mysalf who had merely cometo look on. | could
not see anyone who looked like the owner of the establishment and | waited impatiently for Madame
Rogale-Piontkovskaya to appear.

As| watched Madame Roga e-Piontkovskayas clients amusing themselves, | could not help
remembering the dances that used to be held at the Party School in our town. | often used to go to them
before| joined the factory-training school. They were quite different.

The student musicians would take their places on the platform and their brass band would rock the
lofty celling of the former convent chapel, which had now been madeinto aclub. Everything was so jolly
and gay that even the saints whose faces till adorned the walls seemed to enjoy the blaring music, while
the Lord of Sabaoth, standing in his sandaled feet above the d ogan " Peace to the cottage, war to the
palace!" looked ready to bound into the dance himself, together with hiswinged angels and Mosesthe
Prophet.

The sudents and their girl friends from the suburbs danced the mazurkain proper ballroom style and
no one, of course, paid any particular attention to the patched, down-at-heel boots of the men and the
wooden clogsthat some of the girls were wearing.

There were swift Hungarian dances and smooth graceful watzes. Gay Cracoviennes followed the Pas



d'Espagne, and if Boiko, the natural history lecturer, asked the band to play hisfavourite "Chinese
polka" with its crouching down and other antics, there was not aperson in the hall who would not join
the line of dancers.

I, too, joined in that dance, bending my knees and waddling across the hall, with my fingers pointing
now to the right, now to the l€ft.

Once | found mysdlf paired up with the old cook Makhteich. He had come to ask the duty man when
to ring the bell for supper and Boiko had dragged him into the dance. To the tap of the kettle-drums,
Makhteich and | whirled round the hall, nearly cannoning into the platform with its glittering array of brass
trumpets. | noticed the smell of buckwhesat porridge, fried meet and onions coming from my "lady" and
guessed for certain what the students were going to have for supper.

There was much fun and Laughter at those student dances. Friendly land unrestrained, they made you
fed gay. They bubbled with youth. They were the dances of a brave, active body of men who wanted to
relax and have agood time.

But what wasit here? Could you cal this adance? These people were like alot of statueswalking
about! No one had anything to do with his neighbour and they al seemed to think they were dancing
better than anyone e se. But there wasn't any red dancing at al!

Suddenly | burst out laughing. One of the dancers— a sdlow-faced man with la pointed black
moustache— seemed to think | waslaughing at him and glanced thresteningly in my direction.

"My dear neighbour, can it be you? What progress you're making!" exclaimed avoice at my e bow.

I turned round. It was Angelika. She stood before me in a spotted green dress, her white even teeth
gleaming in asmile. Now | was cornered.

"Good evening!" | said holding out my hand.
"Do you dance? I'd never have thought it! A quiet boy likeyou..."

"| just cameto have alook," | grunted, glancing round to seeif there was anyone else who knew me
inthe hal.

"Now, now!" Angelikawagged her finger at me. "Y ou can't fool me... Oh, good, hereé's Madame
Rogde-Piontkovskaya. Shelll play now instead of that awful pianist.” And standing on her toes she
cupped her hands round her mouth and caled out: "Glafira Paviovna, we should like a Charleston!™

A stout, grey-haired woman in ablack dress with very pink cheekslooked round at the shout. No,
shewas not a hit like the skinny countess of Zarechye! This"Madame' looked more like the owner of a
butcher'ssall.

S"That little felow is your Madame Piontkovskayas husband, | suppose?* | whispered to Lika,
nodding towards the pianist.

"Goodness, no!" Likaexclaimed indignantly. " She used to be married to an engineer who got killed by
adtray bullet lat Uman. Uman's somewherein your part of the country, isn't it?"

"Nowhere near! It's another day'sjourney to Uman from us," | said and noted mentaly that
Golovatsky's story and what Lika had told me partially coincided.

Thelittle pianist in along greasy dress-coat reaching to his knees looked like a grasshopper perched
on its hind legs. He obsequioudy offered Madame Rogal e-Piontkovskaya the piano stool. Madame
gathered up her skirts and sat down. The stool groaned under her weight. Madame paused with her
plump bejewelled fingers raised above the keys. "Do you Charleston?' Angelika whispered to me, but
my reply was drowned by athunderous chord. For amoment | could not decide whether thiswasthe
new dance or whether Madame had suddenly decided to break up her piano. "Comeon, it'sa



Charleston!" Likacried. "But | don't know how..."
"Nonsense! It'savery easy dance. Just ook at my feet and you'll soon learn.”
Likadragged me out into the middle of the hall and planted her hand on my shoulder.

Severd coupleswere dready jerking to and fro around us. Bright-coloured dresses whirled before
my eyes.
| looked down and watched the long brown legs of my partner intently. It was asif Angelika had got

tired of having any feet at al and wastrying to kick them off. Her legs seemed to be hinged in two or
three places; she kept throwing aleg up, waggling it and then stepping towards me.

"Saint Vitussdance!" | thought, waggling my legs at the knees until the bones cracked. Then anidea
occurred to me. Remembering the student dances back home, | grasped Angdikawildly round thewaist
and started whirling her across the floor, bobbing up and down, as we used to in the " Chinese polka."
She looked at me with startled and rather angry eyes. But just as| was going to take a sharp turn, my
right foot trod on something soft and dippery. | staggered into Madame Rogae-Piontkovskaya, giving
her aviolent jab in the back with my e bow.

Thetune of the Charleston broke off for amoment and in the slence that followed aword reached
me which, though not very loud, stung me like awhip-lash.

"Lout!"

Jumping away from the piano, | saw the dancing mistresss rouged face twisted with annoyance. It
must have been she who had flung that insulting word at me. But the anger on Madame's face was soon
replaced by aset smile, and asif to make up for lost time, she strummed even louder and faster on the
piano. Perhaps Angdlikadid not hear the insult directed at me, perhaps she smply pretended not to have
heard it. | swung my partner to the right, towards the stream of fresh air flowing from the entrance, and
led her off thefloor.

"Well, you are aclod-hopper!" Likasaid, haf joking, haf contemptuous. "The music plays onething,
and you just ignore the tune completely and start dancing some sort of barn dance. Y ou've got no ear for
music a al! Noideaof rhythm!"

"l don't know about that, dl 1 know isthat people who like pushing round in hest like thismust be
med!”

"They can do the Charleston, and you can't. But why get angry about it?' Likasaid soothingly.
"Wouldn't it be better to go out in aboat on an evening like this?'

And as| spoke, my eye rested on an apple core squashed on the floor. So that was what had earned
methetitle of "lout!" All right, Madame! Well see who'sthelout. Y ou chargefifty kopeksfor admission,
you old screw, and you can't even keep the place tidy!

"Doyou like boating?" Lika asked, waving her scented handkerchief.
"Who doesn't?' | said unguardedly.

"Then you know what? Let's get away from here and go down to the seal” And again Angelika seized
my arm.
We had not walked five steps down Genoa Street when we ran into Zuzya.

"Whereto, Lika?' the dandy asked spreading hisarms.

"Down to the seawith ayoung man!" she flung out coquettishly. "By the way, do you know each
other?'

"Trituzny!" the dandy drawled and without o much asaglance a me held out his big paw.



| shook it without pleasure and said my name.

"A thousand pardons, my dear! Ivan Fyodorovich detained me. Temper justice with mercy and come
back. Today they'll be playing that tango My Heart'sin Rags. Well learn it together. The words..."

But | had had enough. The dandy was smply refusing to acknowledge my existence.

"Come on, Angdlika, let's get going, or well be bitten al over by the mosquitoeslater on!” | said
gruffly, and she went with me.

AT THE ENGINEER'S

Boats were moored aong both sides of the wooden pier. Lika bent down and unlocked a chain.
"Jump!™ she commanded, hauling the boat up to the pier.

I jJumped without heditating. As my feet struck the bottom of the boat it pitched so violently thet |
nearly fell overboard.

"Takealife-bdt, Likal" came avoicefrom above.

It wasthe Life-Saving Society man. He was standing on the pier in shorts and ayachting cap with a
white flag on the band. A whistle dangled on his muscular chest.

"What for, Kolya?' said Lika, pushing off with an oar. "I think my hidalgo can swim. But if anything
goeswrong, I'll save him mysdlf without alife-belt.”

"Uptoyou!" the sailor replied with achuckle. "Waveif you'rein trouble.” And he tossed the life-belt
back onto the pier.

| listened to them with afrown. My companion seemed determined to appear better than mein
everything! Evenin this phrase to the sailor there had been a scornful hint that | couldn't swim and would
go to bottom like a kitten, if she didn't save me.

Angdikaplied the oars easily and we drew away from the shore. Already the pier looked quite small,
like two matches stuck to the shorein the shapeof a"T."

"Let metake over for abit."
"You cantry," Likaconsented, and we changed places.

The purple bdl of the sun sinking somewhere beyond Kerch blinded me and stained the cm waters
of the bay areddish brown. | plunged my oars deep into the water and yanked at them with al my
strength. One of the rowlocks jumped out of its socket and nearly fell into the sea.

"l know you're strong, Vasl, but why break the boat? Take it easy, asif you didn't care. The boat
will gofagter.”

And indeed, as soon as | relaxed and stopped digging my oarsin so deeply, the boat skated across
the water like aflat pebble thrown from the shore, leaving afaint, trembling wake at its stern.

"Turn abit to the | eft, towards the breakwater! "
"Y ou want to go there?'

"Don't you?'

"It'salong way."

"Y ou don't know what ‘along way' means! If we were making for the sand-bank at thistimein the



evening, it'd be different. But the breskwater's only apaddie.”

The harbour with its hump-backed warehouses was far away by now and the high granite wals of the
breakwater rose above us amost as soon as we passed the signa bell.

"Yes, quite near redly,” | agreed. "Isit two versts?’
"Oneand ahdf."

| was not used to rowing and at each pull | bunched my muscles and pressed my lipstightly together.
My expresson must have been rather unnatural. Angelikawas now surveying me quite openly.

"Y ou know, Vasl, your glanceislike atouch. Like Lieutenant Glan'd" she said suddenly.
"What do you mean?" | grunted.

"Lieutenant Glan was the favourite hero of a Scandinavian writer. He was unlucky in love, so he went
away and lived in alittle hut in the forest, and to hurt the girl he loved sent her the head of hisdog asa
present..."

"Soundslikeasavage!” | remarked. "Real men don't run away from people.”
"Not from people, but from misfortunein love! Hewastired of civilization.”

"It'sthe samething,” | said, aready deeply prejudiced againgt the hermit. "And what sort of glance
has your Trituzny got? Like atouch, too?"

Missing the sarcasm in my question, Angelikareplied eagerly:

"Oh, quite an ordinary glance, but aterrific kick! What a pity you missed the match with Enikal. That
was agame! Zuzya made a break-through from the centre of the field and knocked the goal-keeper over
with the bal. Our supporters smply screamed with delight!™

"What of it!" | said rudely, tugging at the oars. "We played the Berdichev youth team once with Bobir
as goal keeper. Both our backs were knocked out and three of their players came down on Sashawho
wasal done. Do you think Sashalet the ball through?... Not him! Of course, | had to give one of their
insdes asmack on the jaw for trying to trip me. The ref stopped the game and gave Berdichev a pendlty:
Right in front of the goal. And Sasha stopped it again, and that dirty dog went off the field with acrease
inhismug"

"Oh, Vasl, Vasll, you must learn how to talk properly. . ." Likasaid reprovingly. "If only you knew
how those dang expressions of yours gppa me! Y ou're anice boy, but sometimes you sound so
unpolished.”

For agtart | didn't know what she meant by that fancy word "agppal.” But even without that, her cold,
edifying tone would have made mefurious.

| said sharply: "1t was unpolished men that made the Revolution, you ought to remember that
ometimes”
Angedlika could not find an answer to this or perhaps she did not want to continue the conversation.

Only the purple crown of the dying sun showed above the horizon, tinting the water with an ominous
fiery glow. Behind usthe seawas dready an oily black. Thefaint swell caught the last pink reflections of
the sunset and the shadow of the breakwater running back to the harbour wall.

Patting her hair cardlesdly, Likasaid: "How camitid | likethe seabest of dl asit isnow."
"| thought you liked storms best. The seawas very rough when you dived into it that time.”

"l was brought up by the seaand | can't live aday without bathing. It's a habit. But to me the best
thing intheworld iscam, tillness. And to have acat purring besde me... To Sit on aswing and just



drokealittle cat. With dectricity crackling initsfur... What could be better!"
How could I listen camly to such talk!

| said: "But that's bourgeois petty-mindedness! Y ou haven't started life yet, and you want peace and
quiet aready."

"Oho!" Lika puckered her eyes. "The quiet boy startsto show hislittle claws. How interesting! |
didn't know you were so fond of arguing. My admirers usudly listen to me without aword of objection.”

What cheek! Who said she could count me as one of her admirers!

"No, serioudy, Vasl, I'm naughty. | like to mope on my own, to get away from the cares of the
world. I loveto dream. . ."

And quite unexpectedly Likabegan singing in asoft, pleasant voice:

In alittle grey house on the edge of the town,
In a little grey house where sadness abides. . .

"Specidly inwinter," shewent on. "When twilight comes and day Hill lingersamong the purple
shadows, | liketo be done and talk to yearning. . . She comes out from behind the curtain over the
door—akind, sad fairy, with ash-grey hair, just like the colour of the sea now, and she soothes me.. ."

"It'sthelife of luxury her father gives her that makes her have dl these daft ideas!” | thought. Thiswas
thefirgt time | had met such an outspoken philistine at close quarters.

"What do you livefor then?"

"By inertia. I'm waiting for alucky chance. Perhgps some strong man will turn up and change
everything for me."

"Why not do it yoursdlf, without anurse?'
"I've never tried."

"Y ou ought to."

"Oh, I'm too bored!"

"What'sthe sensein living then? If you just wait for someone strong to turn up and moan: 'I'm bored,
I'mbored. . .""

| could see my words had stung Angdlikasharply. Again an angry little spark legpt into her eyes, asit
had done a short while ago, in Rogd e-Piontkovskaya's saloon.

"And what do you live for, my dear sir? Do you enjoy your monotonouswork in the foundry?'

"Monotonous?' | exclaimed indignantly. "That's just what it isn't! Today | make onekind of mould,
tomorrow another. | turn out thousands of new parts. It makes me glad to think that I'm working for my
people and not swindling anyone. Isn't that worth doing? Monotonous, my foot! There aren't any boring
jobs, but there are boring, hopeless people.”

"All right, suppose you've found out everything, experienced everything, what then”?'
IISLW! n

"But it'sso difficult to Sudy. Never any timeto rest after dinner, aways having to jump up and rush
off to lectures.”



"Who will study if we don't?Y our grey fairy?"

"Therés another way out. If you like, I'll ask Daddy and hélll give you an easy job. In the office, for
instance?'

"What good isthat to me? | don't want to be an office worker."

"You arefunny, Vasl! | want to help you, and you bristle up like ahedgehog.”

"Y our Zuzya can go out for the easy jobs, | don't want them."

"Why are you so much againgt Zuzya? He's quite anice, harmless boy..."

"Boy? Strong as abull, and messing about with papersal day! It makesyou sick to look at him!™

"What makes you so intolerant towards people, Vasil? Such aterrible temper!”

"When people are on the wrong path, what are you supposed to do—ypraise them for it? How can
we remake the world with such people?" | said, getting redly angry.

"Who's asking you to remake theworld? Let it Stay asitis.”

"'Who'sasking! ... Perhaps you like the old world? Perhaps you'd like to live under the tsar or old
man Makhno?'

| thought Angdikawould either deny my accusation or change the subject. But she said with
urprisng cam:

"My father lived very well under the tsar too. Caiworth had agreat respect for Daddy. He said
himsdlf such engineerswere hard to come by."

"And how did theworkerslive?'

"That's nothing to do with me... And it'sal such abore anyway... Look how quickly the moon has
risen! Isn't it beautiful 7'

A shimmering bar of moonlight stretched across the cam bay amost to the sand-bank, where the
lighthouse was dready blinking. The water was Slver.

"When the moon shines on a gtrip of water like that, people call it ‘the path to happiness, " Angdlika
said. "Two yearsago | believed in that saying, so | took aboat out and followed the moonlight across the
sea. | got asfar asthe sand-bank, then a north-easter sprang up and the sea got rough and | couldn't go
back. | pulled the boat up on the sand, spread out some seaweed and made a place to deep in under the
boat. How frightened | was"

"Fancy being frightened of thewind!" As| spoke, | unconscioudy drew my hand across my forehead.
Likanoticed my gesture and asked quickly:

"What's that scar on your forehead?"

"Oh, nothing."

“Tdl me"

"A scraich from agrenade splinter.”

"A grenade splinter? Who did that to you?"

| had to tell the story of my encounter with the bandits at the state farm on the bank of the Dniester.

"How terribleand thrilling it dl soundd!” Likasaid. "Only | don't like politics,” she pouted. "Paliticsare
S0 boring. But what you've just been telling meisvery interesting.”

"Y ou can't remake the world without politics™ "Now you'reat it again, Vas!! Youre smply



unbearable! ... Let'sgo home, or well have ared row.”

Only whenwetied up at the pier did | feel how tired | was. My hands were sore from the rub of the
oars. At the gate | wanted to say good-bye and get away, but Angelika put her hands behind her back
and said: "Y ou'll do no such thing... Today you're going to spend the whole evening with me. Cometo
our house. I'll introduce you to Daddy."

Angelikasfather was sitting in the big dining-room laying out cards on the dinner table. He was so
absorbed that he did not even turn round when we entered.

"Daddy! We have aguest!” Angelikacried and touched his shoulder.

Andrykhevich turned round. Tossing the pack of cards on the table he rose to greet us. He wastdll
and big-boned. His head nearly reached the heavy chanddlier that hung from the ceiling. | was struck at
once by hisbushy, knitted eyebrows and curved, hawk-like, nose.

"With whom have | the honour?' he said, offering me abig wrinkled hand.
"Vasly Mandzhura," | said.

"He's our new neighbour, Daddy. | told you Maria Trofimovna had some new lodgers. Vasily'sone
of them. | hope youll like him. He's atremendous arguer.”

"| like to meet young people thirsting for argument. 1t was the grest art of argument that gave ancient
Greece her culture. Those arguments reveded many truthsthat are il alivetoday." And motioningto a
char: "Stdown, Vasly."

"Mironovich,” | said, giving him my patronymic, and pulled my chair up to the massive table.
"Do you know what we have for supper, my dear? Crayfish! Just think of it, Kuzmabrought mea
whole pailful from Alekseyevkal I'vejust sent Dashafor beer.”

"Daddy's adevoted crayfish-eater,” Likaexplained. "He often gets the train attendants to bring him
crayfish dl the way from Ekaterinodav.”

The engineer glanced a me very keenly and said: "Y ou entertain our guest, Lika, and I'll go and cook
these creatures.” And he went out to the kitchen.

"Now Daddy will perform hisrites! He boilsthe crayfish in aspecid way—uwith caraway and laurel
leaves and pardey. He loves cooking them. Even when Mummy's at home, he doesn't et her have
anything to do with it. Mummy's still away at Uncle's. She hasn't come back since she went at Eagter....
Would you like meto show you my little nest?"

Onceyou let yoursdf in for athing, you have to go through with it. Now that | had consented to come
in, | had to agree to the wishes of my hostess.

Likaand I went into asmall room with windows looking out into the garden. The room was draped
from floor to ceiling with Persian carpets. On one of the carpets hung alittleicon and beforeit,
suspended in abrass holder, burned ared-glasslamp. "Oho! Rdigiousinto the bargain!" | thought.

Angelikatouched aswitch and turned on the ceiling lamp, flooding the room with light. The dazzling
shafts from the windows shone on a piece of flower-bed and a sandy path edged with broken tiles.

"Isthiswhereyou talk to your fairies?' | asked with agrin.

"Yes. Thisiswhere| tell my secretsto my kind grey princess, and study the horoscopes of great
people... By theway, Vasil, which month were you born in?"



"April. What about it?'
"In April? Under the Ram?"
"What Ram?. . ." | exclaimed, not troubling to hide my impatience.

"No need to get offended! The'Ram isthefirst zodiacal congtdlation. Sit down here and listen. I'll tell
you everything about your persondity.”

Sherustled the pages of abook and sweeping back her long chestnut hair, began to read.

" The sign of the Ram endows people with many talents. perseverance, courage, an ungquenchable
thirst for action, bordering sometimes on madness. People born under the Ram are aways ready to fight
fanaticdly for the cause to which they have devoted themselves, even in the after-life and in the service of
Bed zebub. It isto be regretted, however, that owing to their immense impulsiveness they sometimes
dedicate themsdlves to causes unworthy of such zealous devotion. It isthis heightened impulsiveness and
lack of forethought that makes them rash at times and leads them to deeds of madness. A man born
under the Ram may show atendency to martyrdom, thus becoming aLamb of Secrifice...'" "WdlI!" said
Angelika, drawing adeep breath. "And that's you! Amazing, isn't it?'Y our whole character spread out
before you. What have you got to say to that, Vasl?'

"It'sdl alot of superdtition.”

"Why superdtition, Vas? Don't be silly! Listen to what it says now: The Ram endows people with a
leaning for technical matters and industry. It gives birth to people for professions connected with fire and
iron, it develops atadent for organization and leadership..." Isn't that exactly about you and your idea s?"

"Prophecies|like that can be madeto fit anyone... And what's this after-life got to do with it?

"But not everyoneisbornin April. And just listen to this: 'He should seek friends born between
twenty-fourth of July and the twenty-fourth of August, under the Lion.' And did you know, my birthday's
on the twenty-fifth of July? We were made for each other by Providence!"

"What's she getting a with al her cunning flattery?* | thought in darm. "That would be afinething! To
et tied up with this mademoiselle with her carpets and fairies!

Br-r-r! That'd just about finish afellow off!" | shuddered at the thought.
"Why don't you say something, Vasil?... Don't look a mein that avful way, you'll make mefaint.”

"It'sdl rubbish ... superdtition, drivel!" | said with conviction. "Only people who haven't got anything
leftinthislifeinvent another world.”

"Why isit drivel? Oh, you are so intolerant! My father has engineers round for spiritualist seances.
They turn alittle table in the dark and call up spirits. They've dready had messages from the spirit of
Napoleon, and even Navuchodonosor has spoken to them!™

"I know all about thosetricks!" | said and began to laugh heartily. "Back home in Podalia, not far
from our town, people suddenly started talking about the Kainovskoe miracle. Theloca women thought
they had seen blood flowing out of the wounds of afigure of Christ on aroadside cross. Crowds of
people cameto seeit, like at afair. And what do you think? A specia commission came down and
checked up on everything and found out that it was some priests who had faked the whole thing to stir
the people up againgt Soviet power. They made alot of money out of it too!"

"Oh you dishdieving Thomas!" she said vexedly. 1. don't know anything about your miracle, but we
al heard the voice of Navuchodonosor quite digtinctly.”

"Hedidn't give you amessage of greetings from Roga e-Piontkovskayas daughter in London, did he,
by any chance?’ | jeered. "Or from her husband in the other world? What did he say, isthe Charlestonin
fashion up there?'



At that moment Andrykhevich appeared at the door of Angelikas "nest.”
"Besokind!" he said and waved usinto the dining-room with a sweeping gesture.

Thetablewaskid. Thick dark beer foamed in ddlicate jugs that stood on an embroidered table-cloth.
For every person there was adender cut-glass goblet and aserviette. A little pot-bellied decanter of the
samethick red glass as the icon-lamp that burnt in Lika's room nestled beside one of the beer jugs. And
inthe middle of the table rose ahegped dish of crimson steaming crayfish with long, drooping whiskers.

"Thereare crayfish for you!" | thought, Sitting down. "Not like the little midgets we used to catch by
the candle factory.”

"While these creatures cool off, | suggest we have some sturgeon,” Andrykhevich said, seating himsdlf
opposite me.

I noticed another dish with along dab of whitefish on it bathed in thick yellow sauce and trimmed
with dices of lemon.

Spearing apiece of fish with afork, | began to cut it with my knife. Suddenly | noticed Andrykhevich
and his daughter exchange glances. | must have done something wrong.. Looking at her father, Angdika
put her finger quickly to her lips. He smirked silently and raised his eyebrows. The gppetite that | had
begun to fed after rowing vanished a once. What had | done?

"A little vodkawith your sturgeon, young man?' the engineer suggested, holding up the decanter.

"No, thanks. | don't drink vodka," | said, and feeling that thiswould lead to no good, put my fork
down on the table-cloth.

"Praisaworthy!" said Andrykhevich. ™Y oung people should not drink vodka, it's poison!™ Whereupon,
bunching his shaggy eyebrows, he poured himself afull glass of "poison™ and drank it down in one gulp.

Recovering his breath, the engineer noticed my hestation.

"People egt crayfish with their fingers, young man," he advised. "Drop your knife and fork and tackle
the job boldly. Don't be afraid of them.”

Now for it! | reached out and took the biggest crayfish out of the dish, but before | could put it on my
plate, amaid appeared from nowhere and changed my plate for aclean one. "Is shein the foodworkers
trade union, or do they exploit her on the quiet, without a contract?' | wondered.

Before melay ahuge crayfish, but how | was supposed to egt it in "polite society” | had not the
faintest idea. 1t had been adifferent matter feasting on crayfish in thefield by the candle factory. You
would just flick one of those crayfish out of the boiling water with a couple of twigs and St there breaking
bits off it and throwing the red scalesinto thefire.

Andrykhevich ate with akind of solemn triumph, asif he redlly were performing some sort of holy
rite, as Lika had suggested. Anyone could see that food held aprominent placein hislife.

"Crayfish are aweakness of mine!" Andrykhevich said, cracking aclaw. "Good beer and crayfish
make a perfect combination." And he filled my glass with beer that was black astar. "What have you
been arguing about with the young man, my dear?' he asked.

"Vadl wants to remake the world and 1've been persuading him againgt it.”

"Indeed! That isinteresting. He who was nothing shall become everything? From pauper to prince?Is
that theidea?' And Andrykhevich glanced at me, screwing up hiseyes.

"Yed" | said, pushing the crayfish asde and trying to appear cam. "And | suppose you'd liketo have
everything asit was of old—a hundred capitalists enriching themsalves on the labour of millions... Isthat
it?'



"Those who have become everything are completely lacking in two things—ability and knowledge.”
"No need to worry yourself about that! Well learn. Well fight for the knowledge we need.”

"But ability isagift from God. Ability isgiven to aman at birth and passed on from generation to
generation!" the engineer retorted sharply.

"Do you think the working class hasn't any ability?"

Likaburst out laughing. "1 told you he was aterrible arguer, Daddy. Our guest's sense of
contradiction is developed to an extraordinary degree.”

"Just amoment, dear! That isredly quite interesting. So you asked me, sir, whether the working class
has any ability? Not the dightest doubt of it! If 'Russan craftsmen had no ability, | should have chosen a
different profession. What would be the use of working as an engineer, if there were no one capable of
putting your ideasinto practice! But try and understand this: for the naturd, origind talent of the working
classto develop, the working class must have atechnicd intelligentsa. And where are you going to get it
from?'

"Where from? What about the working classitsdf? The class that made the Revolution?”

"Don't tell methosefary-taed™ Andrykhevich exclaimed with visble annoyance. "It'sthe eesiest thing
in the world to destroy everything that generations have built up before you. But just try to raisethe ruins,
to build it dl up again. Where can you find the educated peopleto carry out al these fantastic plans of
remaking, the world? Especialy when al the countries are againgt usl™

"We're doing it now oursalves and well go on doing it! Were not afraid! With aleader like our Party,
the working class needn't be afraid of any difficulties,” | said with growing inspiration, looking at
Andrykhevich fierily.

"By yoursalves?'One, two—heave! See how she goes!' Likethat, en?’

"Never mind that old song, well manage without that,” | answered, fedling agreat truth on my side.
"Inafew years timewell have thousands of our own, Soviet experts. They'll work not just for their own
gain, but for the genera good, to build communism with al the working people. And then those who
aren't backing us up now will be sorry for themselves."

"Whom do you have in mind, young man?* Andrykhevich asked and gave me an angry |ook.

"Who do you think? Don't you know yoursdlf that any man who goes againgt the will of the whole
people is bound sooner or later to be brought out into the open and thrown overboard? Do you think the
working classwill let people sneer at it and doubt its strength, and at the same time ezt its bread? We
don't need spongers. We need friends. Y ou Sit here laughing at what we are doing now. And what were
you saying, | wonder, when the old owners ran away abroad? Thought everything would go smash, |
expect. But look how things are going now—the works s turning out more regpers than it was before the
war. [sn't that afact? And how many other factoriesin our country are doing the same! And how many
more shdl webuild intime!”

"Timewill tel..." theengineer grunted meaningfully.

And much was the distrust and hidden resentment in those laconic words...

THE ROLLERS

| wasto remember that conversation at the big table in the soft light of the heavy chandelier dl my life.
Asif it were yesterday, | can see the engineer's contemptuous glance, his puckered danting eyes, and



hear hisironical, condescending voice. It was not the voice of an older man with far more knowledge and
experience than mysdf. Had it been that, | should, perhaps, have fet differently when | |eft the
Andrykheviches house amid itsivy and sweet-scented roses that evening. But no, there had been
something quite different conceal ed benesth the contempt he had shown towards me. | had argued with a
man of that old decaying world of which Polevoi, the director of our factory-training school, had talked
s0 much. The engineer was sneering quietly to himself a my fieriness, a my sincere beief in thefuture.

He did not throw words away, he used them sparingly, thoughtfully, conceding hisred intention. He did
not put al hiscards on thetable, so that | could say to hisface: ™Y ou're atraitor to the Revolution and a
servant to exploiters like Caiworth who've run away abroad. Go and follow them, get out of this country
whose people you don't believein!™

No, hetaked very cunningly and sometimes, to find out what | was thinking, even seemed to ask my
advice. My advice! The advice of apupil from afactory-training school who had not been at the plant
even amonth. . . and hean old, grey-haired chief engineer!

Hewas dill talking when we | eft the table with the crayfish lying unfinished intheir dish.
"Where do you intend building these new factories? | wonder."

"Wherever they're needed!” | replied boldly, remembering the words the Secretary of the Centra
Committee had used in his conversation with mein Kharkov.

"Just alittle hagty, aren't you, young man?'Y ou plan to build factories here, there and everywhere, but
you haven't yet learnt how to hold aknife properly. It'slittle things you ought to start with, tiny little

things"

| twisted and turned for along time that night on my prickly mattress by the open window. As|
listened to the snores of the other chaps, | remembered the cutting remarks of the tall, bony engineer, and
particularly that last dig about the knife | had used to cut the sturgeon.

How smple and good and warm-hearted it had been a Luka Turundas, in hislittle cottage on the sea
shore! And Luka himself and hisfather and Katerina—what real, hospitable people they werel

| went to deep with awarm fedling of gratitude towards the Turundafamily and a convinced hatred of
my neighboursin the house with the vy, a hatred born of the knowledge that they harboured the bad old
past against which both Polevoi and Nikita Kolomeyets had so often warned me. And then | had the
devil'sown nightmare.. .

| dreamed | was wearing along dress-coat like the pianist at Madame Piontkovskayas and dancing
the Charleston. | danced tirdlesdy, jerking my arms and legs about, like the beggar with &. Vituss Dance
who used to stand outside the Catholic church a home. | was dancing and looking at myself inamirror.
And | could see my face changing. It was becoming lined and bad-tempered and gradudly acquiring a
grey beard and shaggy eyebrows. But | still went on dancing and getting asthin asalath. Greeat big
crayfish were crawling towards me across the dirty parquet floor, hissing at me, and opening and closing
their long claws: "Lout! Lout! Dirty lout! Where are you trying to get to? From pauper to prince, en? Get
out of here!" And then Sashaand Petka, ill very young, popped up beside one of the columns and
stared at me with contempt. And | heard Sashawhisper: " Seethat, Petka? There heisl Danced dll hislife
away and never learnt anything!"

Breaking into a cold swest, | opened my lips to make an excuse, but my voice was drowned by the
hissing of the crayfish, which grew louder and louder until | wanted to stuff my fingersin my ears...

| turned over on to my other side—and woke up.



The darm was clattering besde me.

Although the young, yellow moon was gtill looking in at the window, it wastimeto get up. The
foundry started work much earlier than any of the other shops.

"What rubbish you dream sometimes!" | thought and stepped carefully over my deeping friends. |
mustn't forget to wind up the alarm, in case they overdeep. . ."

Anyonewho haslived for long in seaside towns knows that they are dways beautiful.

In our town, the quiet, cloudless sunsets when the pink-tinted sun sank unhurriedly into the seawere
wonderful.

And no less wonderful were the times when the sun set behind abank of clouds and the raging sea
battered the wall with mighty wavesthat sent clouds of spray flying over the near-by railway line. The
borawhirled in from the steppes, bringing with it dust and the scent of wormwood, tearing off the hats of
passers-by, stirring up dust-spouts on the embankment, chasing bits of paper, dry seaweed and dung
down the Streets. Even in the little roadside ditches far away from the sea, near Kobazovaya Hill, the
yellow muddy water tossed and foamed like the open sea. And yet, even amid the terrible thunder of the
storm, which could be heard far inland, the town in the grip of the borawas till beautiful. Perched on the
headland at the foot of the hill, it waslike a ship that at any moment might cast off from the shore and
together with itsinhabitants, its houses, its market, its church, sail away before the howling north-easter
on along dangerous voyage across the foaming waves. And the wailing cry of the sren on the lighthouse
seemed like the last blast of the ship's siren asit started out on its adventurous voyage.

But the beauty of this new town on the shore of the Azov Seaimpressed me most just before dawnin
ummer.

Three o'clock in the morning. The port bells have just sounded the hour and their pleasant chimes
have died avay somewhere on the hill. The garden gate creaksas| push it open. | hook it shut and set
off dong the railway by the sea-shore.

The coa-black seg, only near the port furrowed with yellow gleams from the signd lights, nestles
quietly in the bay. It seemsto be adeep too, Sighing from time to time as awave rustles on the beach.

Itisso quiet you fed you could melt away into the silence of the deeping Streets. Not asinglelight in
the windows. Street lamps are burning only at the main crossings, casting pools of yellow light on the
roadway. Clouds of white, grey and cream-coloured moths hover round the lamps, battering them with
their slky wingsasif they want to bresk the hot glass.

Passing from one deserted cross-road to another, you plunge into the darkness of the neat rows of
houses, make your way aong the acacia avenues, and gradually shake off the last traces of deep.

The drowsy watchman at the factory gate glances at your pass and nods his head. Y our workers
number-disc makes anicering asit drops to the bottom of the green box. And you know your disc won't
gppear in the foundry until after sunrise, when everybody ese has arrived at work. The foundry
time-keeper will hang it on anall in aframe covered with wire netting. And every time you run past it on
your way to the heeter, you will see your number gleaming on the disc and think to yoursdlf with
satisfaction: "Another day without being late or missng work!"

During my first weeks at work, the thing that had worried me most was the fear of being late. And this
was not because | might be fined or reprimanded by the foreman. It smply made me ashamed to think of
walking through the busy foundry, knowing that you were late and that everyone was looking down on
you. People would aready be at work, there would be finished moulds standing behind the machines,



reedy for filling. And the other foundry men would look at you and think: "Herésafinetimeto turn up a
work, the dacker! Everybody started long ago, but he's been taking life easy on hisfeather-bed, the lazy

good-for-nothing!"
It was even hard to imagine how | could turn up late in front of my mate Naumenko and say to him

camly: "Hullo, Uncle Vasya" What sort of conscience had a man who could come to work late and then
share wages with his mate!

And something else might happen. Suppose you had just dropped your disc into the box after it had
been emptied and were dashing across the yard towards the foundry, when suddenly you bumped into
Ivan Fyodorovich, the director. "Hullo, Mandzhural" he says. "Where are you off to in such ahurry? And
why are you here when al your mates have been a work for | don't know how long?' What would | say
to the director then?"I'm late, Ivan Fyodorovich?' Could | say that to him after our pledgeto carry out
our duties honestly and well?...

When our shift foreman had warned me that we should be starting work at four instead of at the usua
timewith al the others, | felt shivers running down my spine. Would | be ableto get up so early?
Wouldn't | be late?

But my doubts were banished by areasonable argument. How else can we manage? If you tell the
foundry men to start work with the re<t, at the sound of the hooter, that'll mean casting will start about
midday. The sun will be &t its zenith and the midday heat combined with the waves of hest from the
molten meta will make the foundry into ablazing hell. No, the director's quite right to arrange a specia
time-table for the foundry—at least until we've got the roof raised.

Usudly | managed to be one of thefirst to arrivein the foundry. Today, as| came up to the furnace, |
heard voicesin the semi-darkness of the shed. Naumenko had arrived dready. Hot dabs were glowing
under our machines. My partner had put them there to warm up the babhitt that had cooled during the
night.

The engineer's sdlty crayfish and strong beer had given me aterriblethirst. | drank from the tap and
went to get the shovels. We used to keep them under the foundations of the blast-furnace that the old
owner had not had timeto build.

Bending down, | dipped into the vaulted tunnel under the blast-furnace and found the two
well-rosined shovels. A pair of green eyes gleamed in the darkness and vani shed—there were severd
dray catsliving here underground. They kept hidden during the day, only coming out into the foundry in
the evening, when the iron had cooled in the moulds and there was no risk of burning their tender paws
on drops of molten metal. What they found to eat in our hot shop, | could not understand. There was
nothing here to attract mice or rats. Perhapsthey lived on the scraps the workers left from their lunches.

It wasfineto stride over the soft sand of the foundry at dawn, with a couple of shovels on your
shoulder, feding strong and cheerful and ready to start moulding.

The workerswhose voices| had heard when | entered the foundry had gathered round the machines
of Kashket and Tiktor. Artem Gladyshev was among them, and my mate Naumenko was there too,
tongsin hand.

"They'vedoneit thistime, the navvied"
"No need to insult the navvies! A good navvy wouldn't disgrace himsef like that!”
"And it's not the lad's fault. Pupils take after their teachers.”

"Kashket was dways moaning he hadn't got enough money to buy himself adrink. 'Faster! Faster!” he
kept shouting. Well, thisisa'fast one dl right.”

At firgt | did not redlize what had happened. But as soon as| glanced at the pile of empty moulds,



everything became clear.

On one of the mould-boxes were chalked the figures"115—605." They indicated the results of the
previous day's work. When the cagtings were ingpected, the examiners chalked up the results on the
mould-boxes. These figures meant that out of the 605 moulds Kashket and Tiktor had made, only 115
were any use.

| heard someone breathing heavily behind me.
"Enjoying yoursdlf?' said afamiliar voice,
| glanced round. It was Tiktor. His collar was unbuttoned, hisforelock dangled.

"I'm not such an egoist asyou,” | said very quietly. "1 don't gloat over other peoplesfalures. But it'sa
pity so much iron has been wasted!"

"All right, buzz off out of herel Dont try to lecture me."
| looked at Tiktor's spiteful, greenish eyes and redlized just how low he had sunk.
"Still at your old game, Tiktor?" | said bitterly and turned away.

Those hours before dawn, in the cool of approaching day, when your arms were not tired and there
were no beads of sweat on your dusty forehead, were ared ddight. One by one the eectric lamps
would go out as daylight filtered through the glass roof of the foundry.

That morning Naumenko and | worked well. Three rows of moulds with "sausages' in them were
soon lined up behind us. Seeing that Naumenko had stopped for arest, | asked: "How did they manage
to turn out such alot of bad work, Uncle Vasya? just can't understand it.”

"It'snot very hard to understand,” Naumenko turned at the sound of my voice and rested hisfoot up
on the mixture box. "Every machine and mode hasasoul of itsown, just like aman has. One model may
be fussy and need a bit of careful handling, another may have a steadier character and not be afraid of
any knocks. You've got to fed it al with your heart. There's some models you haveto treat carefully with
awarm dab and plenty of dusting. And there's others you can just mould with your eyes shut.”

"But the machines are dl the same, aren't they?"

"Not on your lifel Everything here ought to be mechanized. Even packing and tamping ought to be
done with compressed air. That's how it wasto start with, when they first ingtalled these machines. But as
soon as the Soviets started taking over the factories, the old ownerstried to mess everything up. They
destroyed the plans, they pulled the compressors to pieces and buried the parts or threw them into the
sea. Thoseforeign engineers and clerks did their dirty work at nights.”

"And where was Andrykhevich? Why didn't he look after things?'
Naumenko took a pull at his cigarette.

"Who knowd" he said. "Maybe he was fishing out there on the breskwater, maybe he was swigging
whisky with his bourgeois pals. He had everything he could wish for, so he wasn't much concerned about
what those wreckers were doing here..."

"Did they dways heat up the machines with dabslike we do now, Uncle Vasya?' | asked, feding my
model which was beginning to coal. "It'salot of trouble.”

Naumenko regarded me in astonishment.
"A lot of trouble! Why?'

"But of courseitisl Assoon asyou've done afew moulds, your dab's cold. Then you've got to run dl
the way across the foundry to the hester..."



"You are ayoung gent', aren't you? Too lazy to run afew paces? Perhaps you'd like a horse and cart
to take you there? All the work in the foundry is based on running abouit. If you want to take it easy,
you'd better ask for ajob in the office.”

Naumenko's words touched me on theraw, but | did not want to argue with him.
So as not to hold up the moulding, | grabbed the tongs and ran off to the heater.

As| darted acrossthe foundry, | thought to mysdlf: "But you're wrong, Uncle Vasyal What'sthe
sensein dl thisrunning about? Where does rationdization come in? If you added up the distance we
cover going backwards and forwards to the heaters, you'd be half way to Mariupol!"

Before we had finished our hundred and first mould, Fedorko, the foreman, came up and asked:
"Going to knock-off soon, Naumenko?"

"What'sup, Alexel Grigorievich?"

"Weé're going to change you over."

Uncle Vasya stopped moulding.

"What to thistime?" he growled, making no attempt to hide his annoyance.

"Weé're going to give you somerollersto do.”

"Rollers? But ook here, Alexei Grigorievich, let us stay on 'sausages!' Weve only just got into the
way of the job and now you want to change us over!"

"It'sgot to be done," Fedorko said sternly. "The store's chock-full of those sausages of yours, but
theré's hardly aroller in the place. | put those basher-boys onit, but you can see for yoursdf what their
work's like—enough spoilageto fill acouple of railway trucks! Another performance like that and the
assembly shop will be out of work. Can werisk that?!

"l getyou," UncleVasyasad, "but. . ."

"What are you 'butting' about, Uncle Vasya?' Gladyshev shouted from behind his machine. "It'safine
change! Y ou need half afurnace of iron to cast those sausages of yours, but you can fill up aroller-mould
inacoupleof tickd"

Two navvies brought some spare dabsin from the tool shop and dropped them on the dry sand,
where the few empty mould-boxes we had |eft were piled. Whenever | went to the moulding floor to set
the lower half of amould, | took alook at the new modd. It seemed very smple. S rollerslike the ones
that turn the sails of areaper were soldered to the smooth babbitt dab. On each of therollerstherewasa
small nippleto hold the core. And the top was even more smple. Therewasanest of six littlethimbles
for the cores, and several smdl channds—like the veins on a maple-lesf—for pouring the metal into each
mould.

"How could anyone make amess of such asimple casting?' | wondered as| set my moulds.

Lunch-time was near. Turundaand Gladyshev had finished their moulds and started casting. It was
too hot to do any more moulding. The heat from thefilled moulds near by was scorching. Therewasa
clang on the furnace bell and the daily distribution of meta began.

"Stop moulding!" Naumenko commanded. "L et's go to the furnace.”

We did our casting to the sound of the furnace bell, which was rung every time the furnace was
tapped.

Between one gong and the next there was just time to carry the heavy ladle of molten meta to the
meachines'and fill the moulds.

How glad we were when the iron at last rose to the top of the mould and the round hole of the



pouring gate filled up and turned red! It was good to know that al our moulds were properly damped,
and would fill up well, without spluttering hot, stinging drops of metd al round. Burbling softly insdethe
mould, the metd gradudly filled every cranny in the mould and grew thick and firmin its cold sandy
prison.

Scarcely had wetipped away the brownish dag into the sand when the furnace bell rang again cdling
the foundry men to refill their ladles. Then we would go back to where the teemers, in dark glasses, with
their hats pulled down over their foreheads, and their tapping bars at the ready, were bustling about
round the roaring furnaces. We went back at arun. Uncle Vasyawould hop along like ayoungster, quite
forgetting hisage.

I liked thisrisky work, the race against the other moul ders across the soft sand of the shop, and the
careful return with aheavy ladle of molten metd.

Thear wasthick with fumes. My throat felt dry from the sméll of sulphur. The glare of flying sparks
made the few eectric lampsthat were il burning in the foundry amost invisible.

Close by, behind the unfinished blast-furnace, around pot-bellied furnace for melting copper was
roaring—we used to call it the "pear,” because of its shape. Now and then we felt the acrid smell of
molten copper. Caught up in the general excitement, however, | noticed neither the heat nor the fumes,
which increased as the casting went on.

The sweating faces of the moulders gleamed dark brown in thelight of the flames.

| stood by the furnace spout, down which a yellowish stream of iron poured into our ladle, glancing at
Uncle Vasyds grim attentive face, and | redlized yet again that | had chosen the right job.

Thelittle glowing splashes of molten iron flew over my head cooling in their flight, but | no longer tried
to dodge them as | had once; perhaps my face quivered abit, but | kept afirm hold on the meta ring of
the handle.

In our marches across the foundry with aladle full of molten metal there was akind of vaour, there
was risk, there was cheerful daring. Aswe carried the heavy ladles back and forth, tired and dripping
with salty swest, but proud of ourselves and our work, | felt unbelievably.

Not until the casting was nearly over did | notice Sasha Bobir with an adjustable spanner in his hand,
and another fitter tinkering about round our machines, adjusting the new 'models for the next day's
casting. Apparently Sashahad been watching usfilling the moulds for sometime, and when | put theladle
down on the sand and came over to the machines, he asked sympatheticaly:

"Fedling whacked, Vasil?"

In Bobir'svoice | sensed an acknowledgement that he considered the work of foundry man higher
than his own job asamechanic. . .

"Whacked! What makes you think that? Just an ordinary day’ swork!" | answered quietly, rubbing
my eyes.

"Where were you so late last night?' Now Sasha s voice was searching and curious.
"Where| had to be! Mind you get that dab fitted straight and screw the bolts up tight.”

"Don't worry we know what we're doing!" Sasha grunted, and setting his feet againgt the mixture-box,
tugged wildly at the spanner handle.

"Come and smear the moulds, lad!" Naumenko called.

He had aready brought in abox of iron mouldsfrom the stores. | got atin of graphite grease and sat
down with my partner on the sand.

It was s0 hot and stuffy that the grease which had been firm in the morning was now like thin



porridge. | felt muzzy. The swest dripped off us even at thiseasy job of dipping our fingersinto the
grease and smearing the inside of each mould.

"Know what thisisfor?' Naumenko asked. "To make the moulds dip easily ontherollers?' "That's
right. And the other reason isto make them dip off easily with the sand.”

"Do they stay in the mould-box then?' "What did you think? When the iron coolsin mouldslike these,
it getsasmooth hard surface and you can use it straightaway, without grinding.”

"Nest ideal" | said and remembered that | had often seen adrop of liquid iron fall on asmooth meta
dab and become quite smooth when it got cool.

Kashket's red kerchief showed up for amoment behind the smoking moulds. He was strolling down
the dley nibbling sunflower seeds and spitting out the shells.

Today he had drifted into the foundry later than anyone. As soon as he saw the examiner's notice, he
raised aterrible howl, ran to the foreman, took him into the yard where defective castings were usually
dumped, threatened to complain to the disputes commission and denied emphaticaly that the spoilage
was hisfault. Since then he had been wandering about the shop doing nothing.

Noticing us at our box of moulds, Kashket sivung round sharply. For amoment he posed before usin
his red kerchief, munching sunflower seeds, then he asked: " Getting ready beforehand?”

The question seemed rather pointless and Uncle Vasyadid not answer. He went on slently smearing
the mouldswith graphite.

"QOut to earn more than anyone e se? Want to buy yoursdlf a house and garden?' 'Kashket taunted.

"I'm out to help the working class, not fill the scrapyard like you!" Naumenko cut him short, reaching
for amould,

"I wonder what tune you'll sing the day after tomorrow when they give you awrite-up like | got
today?"

"Wonder as much asyou like, but don't chuck your sunflower shells down here. They get inthe
sand!" Uncle Vasyasaid angrily.

"Thegfterswill look after that, don't worry!" said Kashket and spat ashell neatly at our feet.

"Little stuff like that won't come out in sifting. It1l get in the mould and ther€ll be aflaw... Stop making
amess, | say!" Uncle Vasya snapped, quitefiercely thistime.

"All right, old pal, keep your hair on," said Kashket soothingly and put the seedsin his pocket.

Squatting beside me, he picked up amould and started smearing it with grease. His breath reeked of
vodka.

"But if you reason the thing out camly, Uncle Vasya, you'l see you're only wasting your timewith
what you're doing now," Kashket liped, rubbing hisfinger round the mould.

"What do you mean?' Naumenko asked with astern look at Kashket.

"However much you grease the things, it won't do any good. The model's badly constructed, and
that'swhy the castings are bad. It's high time they made new onesinstead of blaming the workersfor

spoilage!”
"Y ou brought that on yoursdlf,” Naumenko replied. "Y ou jaw alot, but you don't know how to
mould."

"WEell see how much you and your Komsomol pa turn out,” Kashket said, getting up and hoisting his
trousers.



"Y ou'd better push off out of here and leave othersto do the watching, you half-baked tiddler. I've
had enough of you dancing around in front of melike adevil in church!”

And athough Naumenko spoke as though he attached no importance to Kashket's words, | realized
that Kashket had got under his skin. | could see that Naumenko would give his earsto turn out those
rollerswell.

"Perhagps the modd redly isn't constructed right, Uncle Vasya?' | said.

"You listen to that scatter-brain abit longer!™ Naumenko burst out. "Hell tell you plenty moreyarns
likethat.. . Do you think you can believe asingle word he sayd™

... The next day we buckled into the work and went ahead even faster. Before lunch we had packed
eighty-seven moulds. | wanted to dip out to see Golovatsky after lunch, but Uncle Vasya gave methe
job of sharpening up the coreswith arasp. As| sharpened the coresfor our last lot of moulds, | reflected
that moulding these rollers had turned out to be the easiest job | had ever done. But what the castings
would be like, we till did not know. We should know that only on Monday, when the moulds were
opened.

Today was Saturday.

When we knocked off, one hundred and five glowing moulds stood on the moulding floor.

LETTERSTO FRIENDS

"Y ou can cackle away, I'm off to write aletter to the chaps!” | said to Petka and Sasha, having
listened patiently to al their jokes about my evening out.

| ill had not told them where | had been the day before yesterday. From the ruthlessinterrogation
they had given me it appeared that they intended to keep me under perpetud survelllancein casel
"broke away from the collective." Comrade-like, they were afraid | might be going to the bad, and they
kept dropping hintsto find out what | had been doing. But | could not confess. If | so much as mentioned
the crayfish supper at the engineer's, they would be down on melike aton of bricks. Y et hadn't |
defended our honour against the engineer? Of course | had!

Leaving my friendsintheattic, | changed into dippersand put my foundry boots out in the goat's shed
till Monday.

By the fencein our yard stood alittle rickety summer-house overgrown with grapes. Indgde there was
asmd| table.

The shady summer-house was afine placeto write letters. A light breeze blew from the sea, rustling
the pages of my exercise-book.

To start with | wrote some postcards: to Furman at the October Revolution Worksin Lugansk, to
Monus Guzarchik in Kharkov, and, of course, to Galya Kushnir in Odessa. All the morning | had been
thinking what to write to her. The snub she had given me by taking Tiktor's Sde in the Francis Joseph
affair now seemed quitetrivid.

Forgetting dl the sharp words that had passed between us, | thought only of the fond, gentle things.
Suddenly | found mysdf comparing Galyato Angelika, with al her superdtitions, her icon-lamp, her sad
fairy, and her crazefor the Charleston.

"Of course Galyais athousand times more genuine and sincere!™ | thought. And | carefully wrote at
the end of the postcard:



"... Andif this postcard reaches you, Galya, try and find time to write to me. Tell me how you're
getting on, how you like the work and Odessa, tell me about everything. And remember our walks round
the Old Fortress and al the good things that happened to us. Petkaand Sasha Bobir send you their
warmest 'Komsomol greetings. We're living together in alittle houseright by the Azov Sea.

"Komsomol grestings,
"Vasily Mandzhura.”

| could not be sure that my postcards would reach my friends. When we parted, we had only noted
down the names of the factories where we were going to work. And at those factories there were
thousands of other workers!

To NikitaKolomeyets | decided to write along, detailed letter. His address was engraved in my
memory for life

"Factory-Training School, Hospital Square, nr. Motor Works." | wrote the address carefully on the
envelope and put apebble on it to stop it blowing away. As soon as | opened the exercise-book,
however, | redized that someone had been using it. Two pages had been torn out of the middle, and the
first page was scrawled with Sasha's familiar handwriting. | read what was written there and could not
hdp amiling.

"Tothe Chief of the Town Security Department.

"l have avery good memory. If | see aperson once, | never forget him. The reason why | am telling
you dl this, Comrade Chief, isthat you..."

At this point Sashas | etter broke off. Theword "you" followed the deleted phrase: "won't laugh a me,
likemy friends.".

Again| remembered the day of our arrival, and how the agitated Sasha had tried to prove that he had
seen Pecheritsa by arefreshment kiosk. | hadn't forgotten Sashas wrathful shout, when Petka suggested
that he might have been seeing aghost.

Folding the scribbled page, | put it in the pocket of my blouse and started composing my |etter to
Nikita. It turned out to be avery long one. Thiswas not so much my fault as Nikitals.

The evening before we parted, Nikitahad said: "I'll only ask you for one thing, old chap—the more
detailsthe better. Everyoneslife conssts of thousands of little details, and only the man who finds out
what they're dl about and the right way to deal with them can be called ared man. So tell me dl the
ingtructive detail s you notice at your new place of work, Vasil, old chap. And I'll try to find out what
they're dl about and make use of them on the next course.”

Now | was giving Nikitahisingructive details"at full blagt,” asthe stokers say. | told him everything:
how Tiktor had turned away from us, how we had been afraid at first that we should be lodging with a
big house-owner, how Sashahad "seen” Pecheritsa by arefreshment kiosk. Zuzya Trituzny, the
footba ler with the cannon-ball shot, who had nearly spoilt our chances of getting ajob, | described in
gzzling terms. | told Nikitathat in my sparetime| was thinking of anew way of hesting the machines. |
gave him avery detailed description of my vist to Madame Rogae-Piontkovskayas dancing-class. And
so that Nikitashould not tell me off for going to dances (you never knew what ideas he might get into his
head') | explained my reason for vigiting the establishment: ". . . to seefor mysdif if this
Roga e-Piontkovskayawas ardative of that old Countessin Zarechye who gave Petluraand Konoval ets
riflemen such awe come.”



| asked Nikitato find out more about what had become of the Countess and her aristocratic brother.

Then followed avery favourable description of our director Ivan Fyodorovich Rudenko, who had
been so decent to us. | told Nikita about 1van Fyodorovich's concern for the workers, how he wanted to
raise the foundry roof and how he was trying to puzzle out himsdlf the technical secretsthat the former
owners had taken away with them.

It was getting dark and | had to finish, but my pen went on writing and writing.
| continued my |etter with a piece of information that seemed to me most important:

"... Tell Kozakevich to make hisnew pupilsin the foundry cut their deeves short at the elbow. We
had so much spoilage because of those long deeves, and no one ever noticed it. | only got to know the
dodge when | came here. And it's quite Smple realy. When atraineeisworking on amould he catches
his cuffsin the sand. While he's patching up one place, he makes amessin others. And theresult isal
sorts of cracks and bumps. It's much easier and quicker to mould with your deeves short. Get Zhorato
tell the foundry trainees dl about metal moulds and what they'refor. In fact, the best thing would beif he
did acasting or two with aniron mould, just as an example. It would help them alot. Then they won't fed
like me, for ingtance, who'd never seen aniron mould till | came here. . ."

The sun was dready dipping into the sea. A warm milky" twilight crept over the tired, sun-baked
earth. But dill | wrote. My arm ached, even more than from moulding.

A PLAN OF ATTACK

The moon rose full and serene. Its mellow light spangled the calm waters of the bay. The pale-pink
chestnuts round the park were silently shedding their last blossoms. Scattered on the ground in the
moonlight, they looked like pop-corn.

Thethree of us had spent the whole of Sunday by the sea, lounging about on the beach like regular
holiday-makers. My back till red and tingling from the sun, | had been dragging my feet across the sticky
asphat of Park Street when | nearly bumped into Golovatsky. He was dressed in alight open-necked
shirt, cream flannels, and sandals.

"Trying to escape from the heat!" Golovatsky said greeting me. "The fan a home's gone wrong. I've
been trying to read, but it'stoo sultry. Just wears you out. Let's go down there, abit further from the
road.” And Golovatsky pointed into the depths of the park.

Asamatter of fact, it being Sunday, | had intended to visit Turunda. | had even invited my friendsto
go with me, but they had refused. Golovatsky's suggestion made up my mind for me.

Wejoined the gtrollersin the park and followed the path past the open-air cinema, which was
surrounded by tal railings. The projector was humming and from near the screen came the sound of a
piano. Today they were showing two films—The Bear's Wedding and Bricks—in one programme, and it
had attracted alot of people. For a Sunday, the park itself was comparatively empty.

The green nook into which Golovatsky and | wandered was completely deserted. Through the park
railings we could see the moonlit Sde-road that led into Genoa Street. The air seemed fresher under the
branching trees and we began to fed better as we leaned back on apark bench.

"Seh! Look, Mandzhural" Golovatsky nudged me and pointed towards the road.

Inthelight of the moon | caught sight of two girlsin flimsy cotton dresses. As soon asthey reached
the shade of the trees, one of the girls sat down on the front door-step of ahouse. In frantic haste, asif
someone were chasing her, she began to do something to her feet. The other girl did the same. Soon |



redized that both girls were taking off their shoes. Then, like snakes shedding their skins, they peded off
their long stockings, pushed them into their shoes and carefully wrapped them in pieces of paper they
must have been keegping for the purpose. Apparently much relieved to berid of their foot-wear, the girls
skipped away in the direction of the Liski. The next moment awhole flock of girlsran up and took refuge
in the shade of the trees. Sitting down on the same door-step, they did the same thing astheir
predecessors, and wrapping their tight shoes in newspapers and handkerchiefs, scampered happily away
to their homes.

Smiling and glancing a me mysterioudy, Golovatsky said: ™Y ou can't help laughing, can you? That'sa
sght you can see any evening out here.”
"L ook, there are some more!” | whispered.

Two girls gppeared in the road, hobbling. One of them, with afringe, was wearing asailor's blouse.
The other had rigged hersdlf out in akind of tunic with greet, billowing deeves.

The girl in the sailor's blouse could not even reach the cherished door-step. Clinging to an old
lime-tree for support, she kicked off her shiny shoes.

"What ardief!" her voice reached usfaintly. "1 thought I'd die they pinched me so!"

"Take your stockings off, Maddeine," said her friend, who was aready stting on the door-step.
"Youll mekeaholeinthem.”

"Wait ahit, let my toeshave arest.” And the girl in the blouse walked about dowly under the
lime-trees, asif shewere cooling her feet on the stone pavement.

"Y ou werejust asking for it to order such small ones,” said her friend, pulling off her stockings.

"But | takesixesasitis, | can't wear bigger than that. Everybody would laugh..." was Maddeing's
reply.

Thetwo girls melted into the shadows.

"That onein the blouse works at the plant,” said Golovatsky.

"Where arethey al coming from?"

"Regular attenders at Madame Piontkovskaya's dancing-classes.. . . Ever been there?'

"Yes, | have!" | grunted, then | hesitated—should | tell Golovatsky how Madame had called mea
lout?

"What was your impresson?”
"The mogt daft-making place I've ever seen!™

"Put it there, pa!" Golovatsky exclamed. "So you and | are of the same opinion. . .
Roga e-Piontkovskayasjoint puts aman's mind to deep. It'sjust dope that blinds him to everything really
interesting intheworld ..."

Golovatsky glanced round and went on: "These trees, the stars that shinein the sky, even the grains of
sand under your feet till hold hundreds of secrets that haven't been discovered yet. Those secrets are
waiting for the man who will come and unearth them and use them for the good of society. Look at those
cottages over there. Think how they're built. Couldn't they be built better, more easily, more comfortably,
more sturdily than our grandfathers built them. Couldn't they be built so that the sun would shinein them
al day? Surely that's atask worth devoting your lifeto. Or let'simagine oursalves on the beach. How
little we know about the seal Here we are, ill hauling in our nets by hand, but in some placesthey're
using eectric winches. Or heré's another task—harness the power of the tidesto makeit serve socialism!
Isn't that adream that, can be turned into reality? And then think of those dozens of people, who could
have such an interesting future before them; wasting hour after hour kicking their legs about like alot of



puppets. It'sadisgrace!”
"But we ought to put astop to it!"

"Y ou see, Mandzhura, I've dready tried once to fight Madame's influence, but some of our more
orthodox comrades wouldn't haveit. 'Y ou're getting petty, Tolya,' they said. "We've got big problemsto
solve, and you bother about people going for ahop!' But I'm not being petty &t al. Even if Madame
Roga e-Piontkovskaya pops off tomorrow, well sill be fighting her influence for along timeto come. . .
That girl in the blouse, she's adecent, very intelligent girl. Oneday inthelibrary | glanced at thefile and
was absolutdly thrilled to see how many books sheld read. Then her friends got her on thisfox-trotting
business. After acouple of times shewas adifferent girl. First she gave hersdf thisfancy fringe, then she
gtarted plucking her eyebrowsin zigzags, and soon she was changing her name.”

"In church? A Komsomoal girl 2"

"She hasn't gonethat far yet," Golovatsky said. " She held the christening party at home. A
sraightforward name like'Olga doesn't suit her any more, now she's'Maddeine.’ And her friends were
only waiting for the signal. Only the other day they were Varvara, Dasha, Katya, but no sooner do they
go to Madameé's than they have to have foreign names: Nelly, Margot, Lizetta ... In the tool-repair shop
there's even one Beatrice—used to be Avdotya...."

"IsAngdikaaforeign nametoo?" | asked casudly.

"Y ou mean the chief engineer's daughter? She changed herstoo. Not so much, of course. She used to
be Angdina That'sonly oneletter different.”

"Have any of the chaps doneit?'

"One or two. Theré'sadriver in the transport department, for example—Misha Osaulenko. Last year
he did adaft thing—got an unemployed sailor to tattoo him all over. Not a clean patch on him anywhere.
Anchors, mermaids, monkeys, St. Isaac’'s Cathedral, and on his back he's got a picture of aHawaiian
banana grove. Nearly gave himself blood-poisoning. Very ill, he was. And when he got better, he wanted
to kick himself. As soon as he went out on the beach, held have a crowd round him— where's this queer
painted bird sprung from? The visitors thought Misha must be an old sea-wolf; but held never been out to
seafurther than the lighthouse, and he only did that on acalm day, because he gets sea-sick. The poor
chap had to go and find a quiet spot to bathe where no one could see him. But do you think that blunder
taught him anything?... As soon as Madame starts her dancing-classes, he's hanging about round there.
And hewasared dancer once! Of course, Madame gets round him with her compliments and gets him
eating out of her hand like al the rest of them. I'm going to the works one day and what do | hear? There
he is singing some outlandish song and one of his pals comes up to him and says. 'Got alight, Edouarde?

"You'rejoking, Tolya?' | said.

"Never been more seriousin my life. It'sthe truth. Down | went to the transport department. ‘Aren't
you ashamed? | said. 'Haven't you got any salf-respect at al?"

"And what did he say?"

"Kicked at first. That's my business, he says. But after | had talked to him for about an hour, he
agreed at last that he was making agoat of himsdlf."

"Does he il go to those hops?!

"He's changed his mind. But there are others who can't live without going there. Look at that
Madeleine. She's from aworking-class family, she'sagood plater, but she had to go to Garagonich, the
poshest shoemaker in town. 'Make me apair of shoeslikethe pair in this magazine, with the highest hedl's
you can find,' she says. Garagonich knew when he was on to agood thing, of course, and took her



whole month's pay for doing it. Made her agood four inchestdler, hedid. It didn't bother him whether
she'd be able to walk in them. Y ou saw her for yourself—wobbles about asif shewereon dilts. . . . And
all that muck oozes out of Madame's saloon. It's a hot-bed of bourgeois narrow-mindednesst Madame
works on the young people like aworm. Her friends send her foreign music and gramophone records
and fashion magazines, and she hands them round. It'stime we put up afight, Vasya"

"How can wefight her, if she'sgot alicence?'
Golovatsky laughed.

"So you think alicenceisaguarantee of protection for the private dedler? A guarantee that the Sate
won't compete with him?Y ou're very naive, Mandzhural Wed better discuss what we're going to do."

... On that sultry evening, among the blossoming jasmine bushes on the edge of the park, we
conceived our plan of attack on the Rogal e-Piontkovskaya dance saloon.

Sitting on that bench, we worked everything out to the last detail. When everything was decided,
Golovatsky asked: "Are you very fagged today?'
"No. Why?'

"What about coming down to my little place and putting our ideas on paper, so that we don't mix
anything up?"

A CABIN ON DRY LAND

Golovatsky lived in alittle house in Peopl€'s Vengeance Square.

We passed through along, untidy yard. Golovatsky felt under the door-step and found the key. The
padiock on the door squeaked as he opened it.

Switching on the light in the passage, Tolyastood aside and let me enter first. The end-wal of the
passage was stacked from top to bottom with books. There were books al over the room too—on
shelves, on stands, even on the wooden stodls.

"Don't be surprised at some of my whims, will you," Golovatsky said in an apologetic tone. ™Y ou see,
I'm dead keen on the sea...”

The furniture of the smal room conssted of anarrow bunk covered with afluffy green blanket, a
desk, and around dinner table over which hung alamp in agreen shade. | noticed at once that the two
windows looking out into the yard were round, like ship's portholes. A life-buoy with the name, Ochakov
printed on it added to the cabin-like appearance of the room. The only chair was of heavy o8k, like those
inaship's chart room.

"Surprised at the windows?' Golovatsky asked. "If only you knew what abattle | had with my
landlady before sheld let me remake them like that!"

"But you've got them fixed tight in thewall. There's nowherefor air to comein.”
"Ohyes, thereid"

And Golovasky, evidently anxiousto justify his eccentricity, turned afastening that | had not noticed
before. Then he pulled open the round "porthole.” The scent of jasmine blossom floated up from the
yard.

"My own design,” Tolyasaid, opening the other window. "I did the brickwork and some chapsin the
joiner's shop made the frame from my plan. Unusud, eh?But | likeit! You fed asif youreat sea. It gives



you asense of movement. Those square peep-holes that people cal windows are too restful.”
"But most people have square windows, don't they?"

"Of coursethey do. They've got used to dull monotony,” Tolyareplied haf joking, haf serious. "Take
athing likethis, for example. Black, the colour of the pagt, is till the predominant colour in our
clothes—black caps, black suits, black shawlsfor grandmothers, even black party frocksfor girls. Isn't it
time we started afight againgt this perpetud mourning in our everyday life? Nature's so rich in colours!
What beautiful coloursthere arein arainbow, in sky and seal We ought to make afirm break with the
past over thingslike that!" And Golovatsky banged hisfist on thetable.

"All right, don't get worked up, Tolya," | hastened to assure the owner of the strange room, and went
over to one of the bookshelves.

The number of books he had! On geography, on biochemistry, on logic... An ancient chart of the
Azov Seakept company with text-books on astronomy and navigation. Over the shelves hung drawings
of fish, sailor'sknots, running lights, and even adiagram of atwo-masted sailing ship.

"You must want to beasalor?!
Tolyagave me akeen glance. "What makes you think that?'
"All the books you've got about the seal” | said, and nodded at three tightly-packed shelves.

"Besdes knowing the land on which you live, old chap, you've got to know the sea that lies ten paces
from your door. One day you may haveto sail on it. We, Komsomol members, have work to doin the
navy aswell, you know."

"That officer—who's he?" | asked rather suspicioudy, examining the carefully framed photograph of a
nava officer wearing ablack cloak, adirk, and avery high pesk-cap.

"Lieutenant Pyotr Schmidt," Golovatsky explained.
"What, the man the works is named after?”

"That'sright. The onewho raised the signd 'l am in command of the flegt. Schmidt!" during the
uprising of the Black Seafleet in 1905. He was againgt tsarism, he loved the working people. Schmidt
played apart in the Revolution, you know. It wasn't for nothing the workers of Sevastopol dected him to
their Soviet!"

"When did they name the works after him?" " Soon after the Revolution. Do you think it wasjust a
matter of chance?' "I don't know..."

"Ligten then.. .The point isthat Schmidt worked for ashort time at our plant..." "What? An officer?’

"Y es, when he was amidshipman. Hisfamily used to live in thistown. | suppose he wanted to see for
himsdlf how the working people lived, so when he came on leave he changed his midshipman'stunic for a
worker's blouse... And do you know how | found his photograph?' Golovatsky continued, warming to
his subject. "Assoon as| heard al this about Lieutenant Schmidt from the old workers, | started trying to
trace hishistory. Very interesting it was, too. | read dl the old newspapers of those years, | went dl over
the house where hisfamily used to live. But unfortunately, there was nothing left! After dl, twenty years
had passed. Three wars, three revolutions, famine... And then | thought to mysdlf, surely Schmidt couldn't
have lived in our town without having his photograph taken once when hewas on leave! | looked through
the negatives of dl the private photographers| could find—and there you are, that'swhat | found. |
ordered the enlargement mysdlf.”

"But you ought to send it to amuseum, o that everyone can seeit!”

"Surely you don't think I'm as mean as dl that? | sent the negative to the Historical Museum in
Moscow the very same day. They wrote me aletter of thanks." "And where does the life-buoy come



from?' "A cabman gave methetip. A chap caled VVolodya" "Used to be a partisan? Crippled arm?"
"That's him. He happened to mention that there was aman from Sevastopoal living in Matrosskaya
Settlement who'd as good as taken part in the uprising. So off | went to see him. It turned out that he
hadn't been on the Ochakov himself, but held kept alife-buoy from the ship that started the mutiny. It'sa
preciousrelic! Had ahard job wheedling it out of him."

The coffee that Golovatsky had put on came to the boil. Golovatsky lifted the copper saucepan and
placed astrip of meta over the blue flame of the spirit stove, so that the brew would smmer.

"Now look at this photograph, Mandzhura," Tolya said, striding across the room. "He comes from
round our way too."

The photograph was of a smart-looking naval officer in tsarist uniform. He was Sitting facing the
camera, in awhite tunic hung with meda's, and awhite cap with adark band, his handsresting on his
knees.

"Why are you so keen on Whiteguard officers?'

"Inthefirg place, he was never aWhiteguard,” Golovatsky corrected me. "And secondly, if al the
tsarist officers had done as much in life as he did, and known so much trouble, | don't suppose the White
generdswould have been able to make them fight againgt the Revolution. They smply wouldn't have
obeyed them. . . For your information, that is Georgy Sedov, the famous Arctic explorer, who died of
scurvy on an ice-floe near the North Pole.”

"Was he from the Azov Seatoo?'

"Of course! From KrivayaKosa Y ou see, not dl officersarethe same. If Lieutenant Schmidt,
besides his sincere desire to overthrow the autocracy, had possessed the character of Georgy
Sedov—who knows how the uprising on the Ochakov might have ended!”

"S0 Sedov was agood man?' | asked cautioudy, completely at aloss.

"He came from the people and he loved his country,” Golovatsky said with great feding and reached
down abook from one of the shelves. "Listen to what Sedov said in hislast order” of the day, written
before setting out for the Pole. He wrote this order on February the second, 1914, when he was aready
very ill. ... Today we are setting out for the Pole. Thisisan event for us and for our country. Discovery
of the Pole has been the dream of grest Russans for centuries—L omonosov, Mendeleyev, and others.
We, ordinary people, have the honour to realize their dream, and to do our best in polar discovery for
the benefit and pride of our dear Motherland. | do not want to say "good-bye" to you, dear companions,
| want to say "till we meet again,” so that | may embrace you once more, and rejoice with you over our
common success, and return with you to our country...' " "And did he return?" | asked.

"He was buried out there, in the Arctic, on the road to hisgod. He gave hislife for the good of his
people, and al the time the tsarist ministers were pouring abuse on him in the newspapers...”

"Y es, aman like him would have supported Soviet power unhesitatingly. He wouldn't have sneered
and picked holeslike Andrykhevich!™ | flashed out suddenly.

"Well, that is comparing alion to amouse..." Golovatsky |ooked at me with reproach. "That fellow is
just aphilistine with auniversity education. Do you know Andrykhevich persondly?!

"Happened to meet him the other day,” | replied. " Strange how a man could betray atradition that
had-been in the family for generations. His parentstook part in the Polish uprising againgt the Russian
emperor. They were exiled to Siberiafor it. But their son has served the tsar and the capitdists and treats
the Revolution as agreat persona misfortune.”

"But he doesn't say that openly, doeshe?' " Sometimes he likes to play the democrat, comes out of his
little mansion and takes a trip round the town. On Sundays mostly. He goesinto the pubsand The Little



Nook,' listensto the blind bayan players. Drinks beer and talks alot. One or two of the foremen are
under hisinfluence. Can't hear aword spoken againgt him.”

"But on thewhole, he'sadever man, he'suseful, isn't he?"

"He hasto work, therésno way out. But | can very easly imagine what Andrykhevich would do if
therewasawar. Asfor how useful heis—well, aman can be just alittle bit useful, just for form's sake,
or he can give thejob everything he's got. That member of the gentry only doeswhat he'stold to do.

Y ou've probably heard about the ownerstaking alot of production secrets away with them, or hiding
them before they went. Well, Ivan Fyodorovich isdoing his best, but so far the results aren't very gredt.
And the chief engineer just hangs around and waggles his eyebrows, laughing up hisdeeve dl thetime.
Now, | ask you, do you think Caiworth kept any technical secretsfrom his chief engineer? All that about
the drawings being messed up isjust an excuse. A good, experienced engineer kegps his knowledge
gtored up in hismind without any drawings. It's smply that Andrykhevich doesn't want to tell us—that's
the point!"

"He'swaiting for aturn of thetide. Thinks everything will change,” | assented, and told Golovatsky
about my argument with the engineer.

"Thereyou are! What more do you want? How much more open do you expect him to be?'
Golovatsky exclaimed, and seeing that the coffee was boiling over, turned down the spirit lamp. "He
doesn't like us. People like Andrykhevich don't help our cause; they'relying in wait for us. You
understand what that means, Vasil—lying inwait for udl. . . They note every blunder, every dip we
make, so that they'll be able to gloat over it afterwards... Why, if we ever et Denikin and the foreigners
get back here, Andrykhevich would be thefirgt to throw open his gatesto them!™’

"And is his'daughter the same?' | asked, having waited until Tolya had expended dl hiswrath on the
old enginesr.

"Angelika? Growing up to be agrebe. Gorky described people like her perfectly when he wrote:
'And the grebes are also moaning. Not for them the rapture of lifé's struggle. They are frightened by the
crash of blowd!" "

Golovatsky poured out the thick steaming coffeeinto little purple cups covered with black spots that
made them ook like lady-birds. Then he went out into the passage, drew water from atub and filled two
glasses.

"You drink the coffeein 9ps" he said, "asp of coffee, then asip of water. Otherwise it makes your
heart race. Strong stuff.”

| did not leave Tolyas "cabin” until midnight.

The streets of the town were deserted. Bats flitted silently above my head as| walked past the park,
which was now locked up for the night.

EVERYTHING ISFOR THE BEST

What a success wed had with those rollersfor nearly awhole week! Out of about six hundred we
had spoiled only six or seven. We could stand that. It was an alowable percentage of waste considering
the speed of our’ work. We were turning out far more rollers than anyone else, and al because Uncle
Vasyadid not spare the troubl e to grease the moul ds and sharpen the cores beforehand. According to



him it was better to spend an extrahaf hour in the heat and dust by the glowing moulds, and prepare
everything for the next day, than to bother about getting things ready in the early morning, when you
wanted to work up a good speed on the job.

The day my period of probation ended Uncle Vasyadid not turn up for work. | could not make out
why hewas |late. Nearly al the workers were at their machines. Some were spreading fresh sand, others
were warming up their models, yet others were preparing their moulding floor, smoothing the dry sand to
makeit easier to set the moulds later on. Unexpectedly the foreman appeared.

“I'm giving you another mate today, Mandzhura. Y our Naumenko has asked for two days off. He's
got to take hiswife to Mariupol for an operation.”

A few minutes later, who should turn up at the machines but—Kashket! He was carrying his own
tamper.

Kashket swaggered up to Uncle Vasya's machine and tested the frame to see that it wastight. Then
helit acigarette. | looked at him and thought: "What a partner! I'd rather catch astray cat under the
blast-furnace and put it on the machine. At least acat would do lessharm...” True, after hisfantastic
record spoilage Kashket had become more careful, but though he made a great show of shouting and
running about, to impress people, we had been beating him and Tiktor by agood forty moulds every day.

Turunda saw the mate | had been given and shook hishead, asif telling meto refuse.

But how could | refuse? If | had been working here for ayear or two, it would have been different; |
could have objected and asked for someone else. But | was raw on the job. Besides, perhapsthe
foreman had separated Kashket and Tiktor on purpose.

"Why isthe moded badly heated?" Kashket asked pompoudly.
"Get some dabsand warm it up to your liking."
"Y ou're younger—you go for them!" Kashket lisped.

"Do your own work!" | flung out, and hearing the bell for work to begin, | started packing sand into a
mould.

Kashket dithered about, then picked up the tongs and went off to the heater.

By the time he came back | had two lower haves ready. | had inserted the cores mysdlf and cleared
agpace for fresh moulds. Somehow or other we managed to finish ten moulds. Then Kashket began to
tire. He went off for asmoke by the furnace and got stuck there gossiping with the furnace men.

I lost my temper. Finishing off my last mould for my partner, | ran over to the furnace.
"Look here, when areyou..." | began, topping Kashket on the shoulder.

"That waslast year," he said, thinking that | was asking about his story.

"I'm asking you when you're going to stop jawing and do somework?" | shouted in hisface.

"Am | interfering with you?' Kashket answered camly and turned his back on meto continue his
gory.

"Yes, youare!" | bawledin hisear.

"Interfering with you?"

"Not me persondly, but the whole works. The working class! Everybody!" | shouted furioudly.
Kashket seemed to cower back for amoment.

"Drop in and see me, Arkhip, I'll tell you the rest there," he said to the furnace man, tossing his
cigarette away. "Y ou see what awild cat they've put on me. . . one of those Komsomoalites..."



| said nothing and strode back to the machines. | could hear Kashket padding along behind meand |
thought to mysdlf: "Well see who's been put on whom, you Makhno scum! | can do without you!™

When he got back, Kashket fiddled around, rattled the lever of his machine and, to do him justice,
put in thirty minutes real hard work. Lukaand Artem goggled at the sight of Kashket, the lounger,
working at such speed. They had not heard our argument at the furnace. | decided to let the matter drop
atogether.

But 'Kashket was of adifferent opinion. Presently he started again.
"Just what am | doing that interferes with the working class?' helisped.

Without a second thought, | answered: "Millions of peasants are waiting for our regping machines and
you are holding up the programme. Theworking classistrying to raiseits productivity and you just play
thefool. Looks asif you're for them, not for us.”

"I'm one of theworking class mysdlf! What are you babbling about. Who do you mean—them?"
"1 mean the Whiteguards and the capitalists, al that scum which you helped in 1919!"
"Me?... Heped them?... Oh no, Lad. That'sadlly thing to say!"

He suddenly quietened down and became very meek. He even started going for dabs out of turn. As
| watched him dink away to the distant heater, | wondered whether | had acted right. Kashket wasalot
older than me, and he had been in the foundry for along time—was| going too far?

Asthough guessng my doubts, Turundacalled over to me: "That'sright, Vasl! Y ou took theright line
with him! Where does he think heis—in anursing home? Therésalimit to what we can put up with."

"He ought to have got the boot long ago!" Gladyshev added. "Pity Fedorko's so soft-hearted! Go and
put it to him at lunch-time. Tell him held better get rid of that dacker and leave you to mould aone until
Naumenko comes back."

The older workers sympathy encouraged me. But | decided not to follow Gladyshev'sadvice. "Il
stick out these two days somehow with Kashket,” | thought, "then my partner will come back and
everythingwill bedl right.”

It was not long, however, before | regretted my decision. My turn cameto go for dabs. When |
returned— again the mould was unfinished and K ashket was chatting camly to the furnace man: ... |
comein to Trituzny's office to get Sgned up and he asks me: "Where've you been working for thelast five
years, Comrade Entuta? Why haven't you got areference from your last place of work? So | comes
back at him: ‘Comrade Trituzny! | got that scared of Generd Wrangel in 1920 it'staken mefive yearsto
get back into afit state for work!" That made old Zuzyasit up. 'Five years!' he gasps. 'What a nervous
breakdown!" "

Thistime Turundadarted up to Kashket, with apair of tongsin his hand.

"Have we got to send you a specid invitation before you'll get to your machine?’ Luka said.

"But the dabswere cold!" Kashket exclaimed innocently.

"Y our brain's gone cold, not the dabs!" L uka snapped as Kashket douched back to his machine.
"Youinahurry? Got atrain to catch?' Kashket sneered, resuming hiswork.

"Yes, | an!" Turundashouted, driving hisshovd into the hot sand. "And we're fed up with dl this
ballyhoo! If you'retoo lazy to work, get to hell out of here..."

"That'sit! That'stheway!" Gladyshev murmured, nodding approvingly.
Seeing that he had no support, Kashket grunted: "Cor’, aren't you strict!" and went back to work.



I couldn't make out what was in the fellow's mind. Either he had always been such alazy clown, or if |
were to believe Volodya the cabman, he had been keeping an eye on the steppe, hoping to see
Makhno's machine-gun carts appear over the horizon.

Kashket suddenly broke into a song:

On Monday | woke from a drinking bout,

And all | had spent | did soreregret.

"Twas not for the money I'd lost that | sighed,

But my wife's black shawl she left when she died...

"Kashket showing off hisrepertoire,”" Gladyshev remarked.

"Well, isn't it asgood as Chdigpin?' Kashket said, striking an artistic pose.

"The lower mould's packed, Chaligpin, but | can't see the top anywhere!” | shouted.
"I wish I'd never seen you!" Kashket groaned, but started packing his mould.

As he fussed round his machine, he till could not keep quiet.

"There'sa song about you. . ."

"What song?"

"Ligen..."

And in alisping vodka-sodden voice he sang:

There was a young man of Podol

With a voice like sawing coal...

"Y ou're from Podoal, aren't you?"

"Y our geography'sno good!" | said curtly. "Podol isasuburb of Kiev. | wasborn in the Podolia
Province"

Kashket made no reply. Fighting his hang-over, he tried desperately to keep up, but | could see that
we should not do anything like as much as Naumenko and | usudly did before lunch.

The sand had been watered too liberdly the night before. It was steaming like a cracked dunghill in
spring, and was not fit for moulding. We needed some dry sand to mix withiit.

Near by there was a heap of dry, coarse sand. So as not to hold up the moulding, | ran over to the
heap and started throwing sand on to our side.

"Hey, you madman!" Kashket shouted and | felt him grab my elbows from behind.

But he wastoo late. The shove plunged into the sand, meeting an unexpected obstaclein its path.
There was a crunch asif the shovel had smashed an dectric bulb.

"Who asked you to poke your nosein here, you interfering devil!" my partner bawled in despair.
He flopped down on his knees and burrowed in the sand with trembling hands.
"Areyou scatty, or what?' | asked uncomprehendingly.



"I'll giveyou 'scatty!" I'll fix you ... | had adram buried here and you've bust it."

Kashket lifted a handful of sand to his nose and smdlt it greedily. His hands were trembling. The reek
of vodkatold methat there redly had been abottle conceded in the heap.

"Let'sget on with themoulding!" | said.
"Whet'll I have to sober me up at dinner-time?”
"Get those frames clear! There are two bottoms ready and waiting for you."

Surly and frowning, he started moulding again. But the loss of the dram seemed to worry him more
than anything esein theworld.

"What the hell made you go over there?'
"What the hell made you bring vodkainto the foundry?"

"You'reared plague, you are! No wonder Tiktor was saying what a darned nuisance you make of
yourself everywherel”

"Yes, | am anuisance to those who swindle the Soviet Sate. | have aways been that kind of
nuisance, and | alwayswill be. And | don't care two pins whether you and Tiktor likeit or not. I'm not
going to kow-tow to you. If you don't like the way things are done at a Soviet factory, you'd better get
out before we ask you to oursalves.”

'Kashket did disappear after lunch. He must have goneto ask for amedica certificate, or for
time-off. Presently Fedorko ran into the foundry and shouted to me:

"I'velet your partner off for therest of the day. Do the moulding by yoursdf. Turundawill help you to

After dl that wrangling with Kashket, it was a pleasure to work aone. When | had moulded apair of
lower haves, | would put the coresin, then run over to the other machine and do the tops.

| was glad of this spell on my own for another reason. As| ran back from the heater gripping the
glowing dabswith my tongs, a happy thought occurred to me.

Whilel went on with my moulding, | turned the ideaever in my mind. " Suppose the pipes that
supplied compressed air to the machines carried hot air instead of cold? Suppose we heated it
beforehand? Then the compressed air system would heat the models at the same time. The system could
have taps and hoses. If you wanted air for cleaning your modd, al you'd have to do would beto turn the
tap on and the hot air would blow the unnecessary sand away. And the rest of the time it would be used
for heating. It would be so easy to arrange! All you had to do was block up the dots under the mode,
make a passage for the hot air to circulate, and the model would be hot dl the time. And we should gain
such alot by it! The moulders would no longer have to leave their machines and run to the heaters. They
wouldn't catch cold running out into the yard when they were swesting, specidly during the winter.
Moulding would go on much more steadily. And what alot of coke we should save the sate if we got rid
of the heatersfor good!"

, Happy with my thoughts, and moulding as hard as | could go, | did not see Fedorko come up to the
machine. He stood just behind me, watching how | moulded. | noticed the foreman only when he asked
Turundaloudly, "Wel, Luka, what do you think of your neighbour?' and nodded a me.

Turunda put down his tamper and wiped the swest off hisface.
"I think hell do, Alexel Grigorievich. Hetries hard and he's caught on quickly.”

"All right, Mandzhura," said Fedorko with impressive downess. "Y our term of probation isover.
When you knock off, call in & the office and they'll give you a pay-book. I'll put you in thefifth grade.
Thenwell see. . . Doesthat suit you?"



"Fine, Alexe Grigorievich. Thanksalot!" And | gripped the foreman's hand.

... Many of the men had knocked off dready, but tofill in the time while Lukaand Gladyshev finished
cadting.

| still went on moulding. A greet cloud of steam hung over one of the furnaces which was empty.

The furnace men had knocked the bottom out of it and the half-burnt coke, coated with iron and
sticky dag, like nutsin sugar, had poured out into the deep pit. The fiery mess had been sprayed and was
hissng quietly asit cooled, turning from purple to adark crimson, and finally black.

Near by, amid the steam, another furnace was belching iron. Sparks flew up asit poured into the
ladles. The smoke mingled with the seam and the foundry was Stuffy as a bath-house. But dthough
Turundaand | werelast to fill our moulds, | had never worked more easily than now, right at the end of
the working day. The cdm and rather solemn words of the foreman were dtill ringing in my ears. They
meant that at last | was areal foundry man.

| walked home through the sun-drenched streets. | was dirty from head to foot and my face was
stained with swest, but | kept proudly to the middle of the road, for in the side pocket of my jacket there
was anew pay-book stamped with my worker's number. On the front page afirm, neat hand had written
that Vasily Mironovich Mandzhurawas in thefifth grade. | wanted to show the book to everyone | met,
athough | knew my appearance aone was enough to tell them without any documentsthat | belonged to
the great army of theworking class.

After the broiling foundry, | hardly noticed the heat of the Streets. | was il trying to think out my plan
for heating the machines. But now that | had left the foundry, my thoughts were rambling and it was hard
to put them into shape. "Never mind, the main ideds settled, the detailswill comelater,” | thought.

At the corner | was overtaken by Angdlika

"Hullo, Vasl!" shesad panting. "What ahurry yourein!™

"Hullo,” I grunted. "I'min ahurry because I'm dirty. | want to wash."

"Areyou angry with me?"

"What gave you that idea?"

"Why do you never come round and see me?”

"l haven't had time."

"But | left you anote. And spoketo your friends. Didn't they give you my message?’

"They did." | said grimly, trying to be as stern as| could with Lika. | wasthinking: "It would have
been better if you hadn't come. The chaps are giving me enough trouble asit iswith their jokes about
wedding rings. | can't even look out of the window without them grinning al over their faces!"

Somewhere or other Sasha had found a bunch of orange blossom that people wear at weddings, and
while | had been washing at the well one day, had stuck it in my button-hole. Luckily | had noticed it in
time, or | should have looked a proper fool when | went into town.

After apause, Likasad: "But it'srude, you know. | makethefirst move. | cal on you—athing I've
never done with anyone before—and you... It would have been only politeness!”

"Look here, Lika," | said, bracing mysdlf, “I'm afraid I'm not the sort to suit you and your politeness.”
"Am | redly so hopeess? An unprincipled creature with petty-bourgeois tendencies? Is that how |



must tekeit?"

| redlized that Likawanted to talk frankly. But | did not fedl like aheart-to-heart talk and avoided the
chdlenge.

"Takeit how you like... you know best."

"My greatest misfortune, Vasil, isthat | can't be angry with you.”

"Youll manageit oneday,” | said indifferently.

"It'll bevery hard,” Likasaid dowly. "And | wasthinking..."

What?'

"...that at last 1'd found someone who would put me on the right path..."

Wewere nearing my gate. After the day'swork in thefoundry | could not make mysdif fit in with
Angelika's mood.

| cut her short: "Why don't you ask Zuzya. He's got akick like acannon-ball, land he can do the
Charleston, and he knows al about politeness. There's the man for you! So long!™

| waved awork-hardened hand in her direction and pushed the gate...

Thefirst reponse to my postcards came from Monus Guzarchik. There was nothing surprising about
that; Kharkov was only anight's journey away. Monus wrote:

"... | was very happy to receive your postcard. All our petty squabbles are forgotten and | have only
good memories of our days together. Y our not wanting to accept me for the Komsomol because of that
spreein the restaurant doesn't worry me at al now. | shal become aKomsomol member all the same! |
am now working at the Kharkov Locomotive Works. Do you know how many workers we have here?
You'd never believeit! Over ten thousand! Compared with the Kharkov Locomotive Works, our Motor
Factory isavillage amithy...

"l was very surprised to read that you had 'a bit of afight' before they took you on at the Lieutenant
Schmidt Works. | had no troubleat dl. | just showed them my papers and they put me straight in the
diesd shop. It was herethat | first saw how the huge machines for generating e ectricity—diesds—are
assembled. You just can't picturewhat agiant adiesd is, Vasl! Thelittle motor that we had at school to
drivethelathes and circular saw isatoadstool compared with our power unit. | can tell you quite frankly
that | find the work extremdly interesting and am very satisfied with it. Every time | write the word 'satisfy
| remember our school and Bobir, who used to write it ‘tasfy. How's he getting on by the sea? Give him
my best wishes.

"l was put into asix-man team straightaway. Theworksisalong way from where | live—about nine
kilometres, but | hardly notice the distance. Infact, | rather likeit. It's nice to ride through the capita ina
tram, looking out of the windows. | arrive at work early and get my tools ready. The foreman praised me
once. 'lIt's not long since Monus was at a factory-training school,’ he said, 'but he tries as hard as our
people.’ The men in my team are agood crowd, most of them old fellows. One of them tried to take the
rise out of me and sent meto the tool department for a'bigmo.’ | went there and started demanding a
'bigmo,’ and afterwards it turns out that there isn't such athing. They had agood laugh at me for that.

"In the diesd department there are quite afew workerswho actualy took part in the Revolution.
Besides establishing Soviet power in the Ukraine, some of them even took part in the May strike of 1902
and fought the police in 1905. Redl proletariat! They'vetold me quite alot about the Kharkov workers
fight againgt tsarism. Y esterday, when wed finished work, | came out of the shop with afitter who must



be about sixty. The tram wasfull up, so he suggested we should walk asfar asthe centre. | wasn't abit
sorry | agreed. The old chap told me how they prepared the Kharkov uprising and how the del egates
from the Centra Committee came down from St. Petersburg. When we got to Rosa L uxemburg Square,
near the university, he showed me where the revolutionary headquarters were, where the ammunition was
stored, where the first shots were exchanged with the police, and where the workers put up a barricade.

"Customs are different here from those in our town. Do you remember how even non-Party members
used to get told off at our meetings for wearing ties? Here things are quite different. The young workers
at my works, speciadly inthe diesdl department, think nothing of dressing well. 'Ties don't matter,’ they
say, 'it'swhat aman's got insde him that matters.' The chaps wash after work and changeinto clean
clothes before going home. That's the right way of looking at things! It's much better than the kind of thing
you meet with sometimes—a fellow wants to show he'saworker, so he getsinto atram in agreasy old
st of overals and smudges everybody's clothes.

"Thereisahig Komsomol organization in the diesdl department. For thetime being I'm avisitor.
When | told the secretary why you hadn't accepted me, he laughed and said: Y es, you might have gone
right off theraild" And he advised meto put in an application for membership as soon as possible. How's
thet, Vadl!

"Well, | must close now. If the other chapswriteto you, Vasil, send metheir full addresses as soon as
you can. Give Maremukha and Bobir my very best wishes."

| read the letter standing, even before | had changed my clothes. In spite of Monuss gy digs about
our former relations, | began to forget the day's troubles—my scrap with Kashket and the rather rude
way | had spoken to Angelika.

As| shook the sand out of my boots, | reflected that it would not be abad ideato introduce Kharkov
ways at our foundry. What was the sense in walking al the way through town in adirty, scorched set of
overdls, when you could wash and change at the works, like the men on the case-hardening furnace!

I remembered the spring evening when we had been strolling through the streets of our home town,
munching sunflower seeds and nuts, and Furman and Guzarchik had run up to tell usour passesto the
factories of the Ukraine had arrived. It was such a short time ago, and yet how much had happened in
our lives since that Saturday evening, and how confident and grown-up we al felt now.

"Dear old hometown," | thought, splashing about like aduck besdethewell. "Shall | ever seeyou
again? Shadl | ever walk down the boulevards again listening to the rustle of the leaves? Shdl | climb up
on to the battlemented wall of the Old Fortress and gaze down on the broad lands of my Podolia, on the
foaming spring waters of the Smotrich? We have scattered over the Ukraine to take up new lives. |
wonder if we shall ever come together again on the steep cliffs of our old town and march together, with
songs and torches, through the dark forests to the swift-flowing Dniester.”

NIKITA IN NEED

"Dear Vadl,

"Forgive me, old chap, for not answering at once. I've been up to my neck init. Talk about having
your handsfull! Y ou went away to your factories, the school was empty and it seemed the time had
come for usto St back and sun ourselves on the rocky banks of the Smotrich. But we decided



otherwise. At atime like this, when the Party has cdled upon usto make afull-scae offensive on private
enterprise, and put dl our energy into the industridization of the country, what right have we to take arest
cure?

"l got the firs-year Komsomol memberstogether, Polevoi invited the ingtructors, and at a genera
meeting we decided to renovate the school without any outside help.

"Every day for over amonth we turned up at the school, putting the place into shape, making new
tools, and enlarging the various shops. Y ou wouldn't know your foundry now, Vasil! 1t's been
whitewashed inside and out. Kozakevich has made a big casting of the meta-workers trade union badge
and hung it over the entrance. Nowadays, when people pass, they know at once that iron issmelted in
this clean little building, where the ratecollectors used to hold their meetings. And do you remember the
store-room near the locksmiths' shop? It no longer existsl We have knocked down the wooden partition
and put another three benches in the extra space. That means another nine places at the school for
training the new generation of industrial workers. Just think what that means, Vadil! Next autumn we shall
be able to take nine extraboys and girls who would like to make friends with the hammer and chisdl.
And suppose every factory-training school follows our example? That will make awhole division for the
army of theindustria proletariat! Our Soviet youth, plus machinery, plusasocidid atitude to labour, plus
the ability to understand blue-prints, and to build the future according to those blue-prints!

"l am very glad for you that the director of the works turned out to be area Bolshevik and treated
you understandingly, asa Communist director should. From your letter, Vasil, | conclude that you have
established excdlent relations with your Komsomol organization &t the works, and that they respect you.
That iswhy, sincel ill look upon you, old chap, as adelegate of the Podolian Komsomal to the Azov
coadt, | have abig request to make to you, Maremukha, and Bobir.

"Do you remember the state farm on the bank of the Dniester where you and | made friendsin the
dayswhen you used to live a the Party School? The Digtrict Party Committee has decided to put the
whole farm with itsland and outbuildings at the disposal of a'Y outh Agriculturd Commune. This
communewill train young specidigisfor agriculture. And they, in their turn, will show therest of the
peasantry how to farm on new, Soviet principles.

"The number of volunteersfor the commune has been terrific. Y oung people from al over the place
who have read about the commune in the newspapers are showering the District Committee with
requests to be sent there.

"But now therés ahitch. Weve got everything in the commune—cows, horses, plough-land, young
people ready to work, enthusiasm and the desire to devote oneself to a good cause—but we're short of
machinery! Our Komsomol members at the school will, | am sure, be able to repair the ploughs and
harrowsfor their brother commune. Working overtime, well manage to turn out afew straw-cuttersfor
them. But that's about the limit of our resources. And yet it's absolutely essentia to supply the chaps at
the commune with at least five regpers. It stands to reason, of course, that no one from the centre will
send usregpersin the middle of the season. But how fine it would be if when harvest time comes round,
our chaps drove out into the fields on good, new Soviet regping machines!

"And when | read what you wrote about your works making regpers| naturally thought to mysdif:
'Here's the man who will help our young commune!’ Y es, Vasil, say what you like, but you've got to help
us! Polevoi and | are certain, and the District Committee of the Komsomoal is certain, too, that you will
bring it off.

"Go and see the works Party organization, go and see the director and explain to them what a great
political effect it will haveif amode youth commune springs up on the border between us and the
Rumaniaof the landowners. Tell them... But why explain everything to you! Won't you be ableto get us
five regperswithout that? Ask, ind<t, get Golovatsky to help you. Judging from your letter, hesahdpful
sort of chap. In short, Vasll, the whole factory-training school, as well as every Komsomol on the border



have put their hopes on you.

"Y ou may be asked who will pay for these regpers? Don't worry about that. As soon aswe receive
your telegram telling us the amount we must pay, well send the money at once. We have aready sarted
collecting the money. We have performed two plays at the Shevchenko theaire, we have held a
fancy-dressball there, like the one we held to collect gifts for the Red Cossacks. And the District
Committee has a'so got some cash for the commune. In short, Vasil, you've got to act, act at full
pressurel

"Oh, and | nearly forgot! Y ou ask whether there's any news of Pecheritsa. There certainly is, and alot
of it. But | think it would be premature to write about it just now.

"Best wishesto you al from Polevoi, 'Kozakevich, and sdif.

"Dmitry Panchenko sends you his gregtings and says heis sure you, Maremukha, and Bobir will
justify our hopes about the reapers.

"Sincerest Komsomol greetings,
"Nikita Kolotneyets."

| showed the letter to my friends. Sasharead it and muttered something vaguely. Petka scratched his
head and said:

"Now wereinfor it! Five regperswill take abit more buying than ared of cotton!"
"But what's the news about Pecheritsa?' | said suddenly.
"They must have nabbed him," Sasha came out of hisreverie. "l told you | had seen him here!™

"Y ou saw him here and they caught him there? Very queer!" | said, bringing Sashadown to earth. "In
fact, it'sdl abit queer..."

"Dont you know iKolomeyets?' Petkasaid. "That'shim al over. He dwaysliked making amystery
of things™"

"Well, what shal we do, chaps?' | asked, thinking of Nikitas request.

"Go and see the director, what elsel" Sasha exclaimed promptly, asif it was the obvious thing to do.

"Let'sgo together.”

"Count me out for today," said Sasha. "I've got ajob on &t the flying club that will take me dl night to
finish"

"What about you, Petka?' | asked, looking imploringly at Maremukha.

"I'vetold you dready, Vasl: weve got atechnical classthisevening. How can | missthat!"

But | did not go to the director. First | called on Tolya Golovatsky to ask his advice.

Of course, | remembered the state farm on the Dniester that Nikita had written about. | remembered
how mysteriousit had seemed to me when our carts drove up to the gatesin the dead of night. The
farm-house was surrounded by tall poplars and awhite stone wall. Horses could be heard champingin
the stables. A watchman, riflein hand, loomed out of the darkness of the yard, and before opening the
heavy gates, asked us many questions.



And how could | forget the first night at the farm, when | lay in the crisp hay, with arifle pressed to
my side, under theiron roof of the barn! Or our morning bathes in the swift, cold waters of the Dniester!
Or the sméell of mint near agooseberry bush that | had found while wandering through the neglected
garden!... And how | used to enjoy those Sunday tripsto thelittle town of Zhvanetsfor the state farm's
mall.

. . . Before me stretches the dusty cart-track above the Dniester. The hooves of the light-bay horse
plop into the soft dust raising little grey clouds behind us. | loll in the cresking saddle and look acrossthe
Dniester at the houses on the edge of Khotin and the ruins of an ancient fortress on the Bessarabian
bank. My horse flicks his ears and keeps trying to snap at the ripening ears of corn by the roadside.

And then I'm on my way back with a packet of fresh newspapers and magazines. If thereisno wind,
| twist the reins round my arm and read the newspapers as | am riding aong. | glance over the head-lines
and consider what | shall be reading to the young people of the village who attend our club at the Sate
farm.

That summer, Polevoi had given methe job of reading the papers aloud on Sundays. At first |
refused. | could not even imagine mysdlf telling the be-ribboned young girls and their boy friends from the
village about the news in the papers. And my first sesson certainly was an orded. | could not take my
eyes off the page and al the time | wanted to look up and see what impression | was making on my
listeners. At last | made abreak and, running my fingers through my hair, took acam look at the lads and
lassies gathered round me. After that everything went swimmingly. | even managed to answer their
questions.

And now | was very glad to hear that ayouth commune would be set up in the village | knew so well.
That redly was good news!

Every day the cheerful songs of young people would float across the Dniester into landowner-ruled
Bessarabia. The members of the commune would certainly build anew power station to replace thelittle
petrol engine that only supplied current until ten in the evening. Who could tell, perhaps what they wrote
in the newspapers about milking cowswith eectricity would come true at the commune!

| imagined the former landowner's mansion given over to our young people, gleaming with eectric
light, ringing with songs and cheerful talk. How many young Bessarabians would be drawn acrossthe
river by those lights! After adl, whom had those people to turn to in their trouble, if not to us! Thiswas
their only hope—our happiness, which might one day, like the flames of ablazing fire, legp acrossinto
Bessarabia..

But it wasal very wdll to think about such thingsas| went to Golovatsky's; it was quite adifferent
matter, however, to come down from dreams of the future to the present day and carry out Nikita's
request.

Golovatsky, too, was rather taken aback when he heard the news.

"Your friend isalittle bit naive," Tolyasaid as hefinished reading the letter. "He thinks you've just got
to wave your hand and you'll have five regpers ready and waiting for him! But of course, acommune on
the border like that is an important job for the Komsomol. We certainly can't leave your friends |etter
unanswered... You know what? Let's go and seethe director.” "He won't be a the works now, will he?"
"WEelIl cdl on him a home," Golovatsky said. "At home?" | repeated. "Isthat dl right?' "Why not! Thisis
amatter of public importance. Ivan Fyodorovich isn't one of those bourgeois specidids, like
Andrykhevich. Besides he's attached to our Komsomol organization as a Party member. Come on,
there's nothing to be scared of ."

Golovatsky's resol ute tone reassured me. But when we turned off the avenue to theleft | wasagain
puzzled.

"Doesn't Rudenko live in the centre?'



"He livesin Matrosskaya Settlement. Open to al the windsthat blow! The craftsmen from the works
have awayslived there. Y ou knew Rudenko used to work in the foundry before the Revolution, didn't
you?"

"But couldn't he have moved into the centre of the town?"

"Of course, he could,” Golovatsky replied, "specidly asthe old director's house was empty in those
days. But he didn't want to. "What's the use of al those halls and passagesto me? he said. Three rooms
aredl | want. And it'smore free and easy down by the seasde!" " Golovatsky waved hisarm in the
direction of the shore, which we were approaching along a broad, dirt road with burdock and steppe
grass growing in the ditches. "And Rudenko was quiteright,” Tolyawent on. "He got the old owner's
house made into a night sanatorium for the workers at our plant. If aworker doesn't feel too good, as
soon as he knocks off work, he goes up there. There are lockersin the entrance-hall. As soon as he gets
insde he can take off hisworking clothes and go under a shower. Then he goesto another locker where
ther€'s clean underwear, a dressing-gown and bedroom dippers ready for him. Everything's spick and
span, the food's good, there's peace and quiet, everybody deeps with his window open winter and
summer, amusements in the evening. And in the morning, a the sound of the hooter, everyone goes
draight off to work."

"Hasthedirector got abig family?' | asked.
"Only himsdf and hiswife.”
“No children?

"One of his sonswaskilled by Makhno's men. The other's an airman, a squadron commissar. He's
home on leave now."

"Bobir wastdling methat aflyer cdled Rudenko had brought atraining aircraft to the flying club....”

"Y es, that's the director's son,” Golovatsky explained. "He's adaring chap. He spent hisleave here
last year too. Paddled al the way to Mariupol in acanoe. It'saterrific distance, you know. Suppose a
storm had caught him coming round Belorechenskaya K osa? It'd have been good-bye to him then.”

| realized why Sasha had been so thrilled when he told us about the airman.

"I wonder if welll find Ivan Fyodorovich at home?' said Golovatsky, crossing aplank over theditch at
the sde of the road.

In an orchard of apple-trees surrounded by arough-cast wall stood asmall cottage. We went up to
one of the open windows. Quiet voices and the clattering of crockery could be heard from inside.

"Must be having dinner!" Tolyawhispered and tapped on the window-frame with hisfinger. "IsIvan
Fyodorovich at home?"

The lace curtains parted and we saw the sun-tanned face of our director.

"Hullo, you young people! Just at the right time! 1've been wanting to tell you off for along while,
Tolya"

"Me? What for?' Golovatsky exclaimed.
"For agood reason!" the director said. "But come in and have something to et fird.”

"Weve had our dinner, thanks" Golovatsky said hastily. ™Y ou finish yours, well wait for you down
on the beach."

"Comein and make yourself at home!" the director indsted.
But Golovatsky refused. "Well be down there" he said, waving in the direction of the sea.
The shore behind the little dwarf apple-trees was covered with greyish-green steppe grass and



stinging nettles. All round there was an abundance of spurge, meadow-swest, and even the bushy,
yellow-flowering garmaa. Not far from the water's edge, in the midst of the pale-green steppefoliage,
stood an oak bench. 1t must have been under water many atime during sorms.

Golovatsky sat down on the bench, and turning his smooth, ova face towards me, asked: "What does
he want to tell me off about, | wonder?*

"Perhgps he was joking and you're getting windy for nothing," | consoled him.
"No, he's angry about something.”

At that moment we heard footsteps behind us. The director was striding across the soft sand. He was
wearing apair of dipperson his bare feet, and blue working trousers. His deeves were rolled up
revealing brown, muscular armswith athick growth of grey hair on them.

"Wel, my finefriend, why don't you and your Komsomol pals ever show yourselvesin the works
dining-hal?' the director challenged Golovatsky and, sitting down on the bench, put hisarm round his
shoulder,

"But lvan Fyodorovich!..." Golovatsky protested.

"1 know I'm lvan Fyodorovich. They've been calling methat for fifty years or more. But what about
those pledges you made when we opened the dining-hall. Y ou said that while the workers were having
their medlsin the break you, Komsomol members, would give politica talks—about workers conditions
in Britain, and about China, and about that humbug Chang Tso-lin... And what's been done? Y esterday |
went round there—not asign of Chang Tso-lin. Today | went there—workers from every shop in the
dining-room, but not amurmur from you... Surely you aren't going to let me down like that!..."

"Yes, it'smy fault... I'm sorry, lvan Fyodorovich," Golovatsky admitted and, pulling off his checked
cap, bowed his head until alock of hisauburn hair touched the bench. ™Y ou know why it happened?
Weve been preparing for abig campaign against those dances. All our people are working on that.”

"Dances aren't the main thing, Tolya, they're aside-line. The main thing for usis production,
industridization, agriculture, education. Weve got to get dl the efforts of the working class focussed on
thosethings.”

"That's just what we've come to see you about, Ivan Fyodorovich," said Golovatsky hastily, and
whispered to me: "Give him your |etter, Vagl."

| handed Nikitas | etter to the director and felt my chest tighten with excitement. The fate of our
request hung in the balance!

Ivan Fyodorovich pulled an ancient, metal-rimmed pair of spectacles out of his pocket, and perching
them on his aquiline nose, sarted to read Nikita's flowing handwriting. As he read, the expression of his
tired eyes grew kinder.

"Itsagrand ides, lads," he said at last. "Communes like thet are just the place for training leaders of
the peasantry. And the men who are trained there will lead the peasant masses on to a broad
transformation of agriculture. But what can | do to help—that's the question. I've been expressy
forbidden to sdll the stuff we produce. The worksisn't an agricultural machinery shop.”

"Couldn't you make an exception?' Tolyaasked cautioudy.

"Don't bedlly, lad, how can | make exceptions! For athing likethat 1'd get expelled from the Party
and the trust manager would sue me. We're not fulfilling our plan, asitig"

" Suppose we make the regpers ourselves?' Tolya asked.
"Who?'Y ou and him?' The director nodded at me.

Tolyalooked offended. "Of course not. All the Komsomol members at the works. In their sparetime



the young foundry men will cast five sets of parts, then the Komsomol members and young workersin
the other shopswill assemble them in relays. Those regpers won't be any worse than the onesthe old
men turn out. I'll work at the furnace mysdf and do the best annedling you've ever seen.”

"Y ou're agood enough hand at annedling, | know that, but where's the iron coming from?'Y ou know,
aswdl asl do, Talya, it'siron that's holding us up, holding up the whole country, in fact. If our
blast-furnaces were turning out moreiron, how many more plantslike ours could be built! Our futureis
based on heavy industry, and heavy industry isn't going full blast yet. That's one of our difficulties.”

"lvan Fyodorovich! What about that scrap-metal we, Komsomol members, collected? Y ou haven't
used dl that, have you?'

"Usedit dl up agesago. Not ahit of it left!"

My thoughts turned to my home town perched on itsrocky cliffsamid the rolling Dniester
countryside. Many were the old Turkish guns and cannon-balls and other kinds of scrap-metal that we
-had found in the yards of the old mansions, on the banks of the Smotrich, under the bagtions of the Old
Fortress. And how much scrap-metd of alater date was lying about in the yard of the military court, in
the old seminary and the ecclesiagtical college! At onetime we had started bringing al that metal up to
the Motor Factory, but we had given up the idea because the yard smply wasn't big enough to hold it all.
And then adaring thought occurred to me.

"What if we get you theiron, Comrade Director?' | said firmly. "Will you let us make the regpers?’
"If you get theiron, Comrade Foundry Man, I'll gladly co-operate,” the director said smilingly.
... Half an hour later | was at the central post-office sending Nikita Kolomeyets atelegram:

CAN MAKE REAPERS IF YOU SEND SCRAP IRON STOP GET KOMSOMOL COLLECT
SAME IMMEDIATELY STOP ADDRESS OUR WORKS STOPALL THE BEST ANATOLY
GOLOVATSKY VASILY MANDZHURA SASHA BOBIR PETKA MAREMUKHA

PAY-DAY

Pay-day was a day every worker in the foundry looked forward to. Our pay-books, which Kolya
Zakabluk, the foundry time-keeper, brought round in the morning, told us how much we had earned in
the past fortnight, and al day the foundry men were thinking what new things they would buy for their
families, or how much money to pay into the mutua assstance fund if they werein debt toiit.

I, who had only recently been afactory-school pupil, was very surprised at the figures my book
contained. Just think! | had only been working a short timein the foundry and | was dready earning not
lessthan seventy rublesamonth. | felt asif | wasralling in wedlth.

On pay-days Kashket got particularly excited. As soon as he came to work, he was rubbing his
hands at the thought of plashing money about in the pub that evening. He never thought of the next
morning when he would again wake up on the seaweed-strewn beach with asplitting headache and

empty pockets.

Today, even before sunrise, Kashket was capering round his machine with his red kerchief wound
round hisbristly heed, Ssnging hoarsdly:

| am bound for a city fair,



And a black velvet hat shall | wear,
And I'll sit on the shore and repine
At a grief that | cannot define...

We were moulding gear-whedls. It was atricky job. If you used the tamper too hard, you might
break one of the teeth, and then you had to turn the whole mould out. Uncle Vasyaand | worked on
jobslikethisin silence, scarcely exchanging aword with each other. But today my partner, who hated
wasters and drones like Kashket from the bottom of his soul, could not restrain himself.

"Hell put on ablack hat, will he! 1'd like to see him! Wastes dl hismoney on drink, can't even scrape
up enough to buy himself an ordinary cap, and now he's singing about ablack hat!"

Gladyshev and Turundawere still working on the next machine. And now with anod in Kashket's
direction Turundawinked at me and said: "Hell change histuneinaminute.”

Turunda glanced towards the entrance, where Kolya Zakabluk, helped by one of the messenger-girls,
was hanging up aboard. Turunda, who was attached to the foundry Komsomol organization as a Party
member, knew what the Komsomol members had planned.

The other workersin the foundry, apparently thinking that it was only another notice-board being put
up, paid no attention to what Zakabluk was doing. Kashket must have thought the same and went on
snging in hishoarse, throaty voice:

O waves of the deep enfold

A man of beauty untold,

Who would sit on the shore and repine
At a grief he could never define.

The black velvet hat will be there,
And so will the city fair,

And the shore of the sea will repine

At the grief it could never define.

"Those bright sparkswill give us some spoilage today!™ Gladyshev remarked dusting his machine with
compressed air.

The stream of air fanned my face and | felt refreshed by it.

"How come that you, chaps, brought up a partner to suit our Kashket back in Podolia?* Turunda said
asheran past. "He's not abad fellow to look at—good pair of shoulders on him. We thought at first he
would keep Kashket in order, but it's turned out the other way round. He plays up to Kashket al along
theline

| redlized that Turundawas talking about Tiktor. "Look here, Comrade Turunda," | said vexedly, "if
you put together dl the words we addressed to Tiktor on that subject, you could reform awhole school
of juvenile ddinquents.”

"But what made him into such acrab?' Gladyshev asked.
"A crab?' | said, surprised at the comparison. "Yes, acrab,” Gladyshev repeated, "but not the kind of



crab you think I mean. What we call crabs are those little lumps of iron that don't melt properly with the
rest of theiron. Suppose you get one of those crabsin the tooth of a gear-whedl. No one noticesit and
that whed becomes part of a machine. What happens? Just at the moment of greatest Strain that tooth is
going to break, and dl because of alittle drop of unmelted iron!”

"Y es, and suppose the machine happens to be an aeroplane engine, in war-time," Turunda put in.
"The planesdonefor and so isthepilot! ... Y ou know what | think, Vasl? Maybe that Tiktor of yours
comes from afamily of 'has-beens." Maybe he's the son of an aristocrat or a police officer? Or maybe a
priet'sson?"

"But heian't, that's the queer thing about it," | grunted. "Hisrecord's finein that way. He's the son of a
railwayman, an engine-driver. Tiktor's Dad did agood job on theraillway,” | added, wishing to be asfair
to my enemy as| could.

Glowing iron was cooling in the moulds. The cleaners were going round the foundry picking up scraps
of metal that might otherwise get in the moulding sand. Uncle Vasyaand I, and many of our neighbours,
were smearing our machines with graphite grease to stop them from rusting. Kolya Zakabluk came out of
the office.

| must admit that at first | did not like Kolyamuch, just as| did not like other young chaps who only
wanted to be office-workers. And | had been very surprised when | learnt that this " pen-pusher” was an
old Komsomol member.

When the Komsomol membersin the foundry elected metheir secretary, | started getting to know
everyone better. It madeit alot easer for meto know what job | could give them. Big,
broad-shouldered Grisha Kanuk took on the job of editing our wall newspaper. Shura Danilenko, a
core-maker, who brought cores round the foundry every day on big iron trays, undertook to read
newspapers and magazines aoud during the dinner-hour. Jobs were found for other Komsomol
members, too.

But what job could | give Kolya Zakabluk, the only office-worker in our organization?| felt so
prejudiced againgt him. Histie and the nest parting in hisstraight fair hair irritated me. Later | wasto
discover how mideading appearances can be. | got talking to Zakabluk and it turned out that this stocky
little fellow with so many freckles on hisface that they spread even over histhin, tight-pressed lipswas
certainly not a pen-pusher by nature. He had had no choice about it.

Kolya Zakabluk had started working on the moulding machines as soon as the Soviets put the works
into operation after the defeat of General Wrangel. Conditions of work in the foundry in those years had
been far worse than now. There was no air-conditioning at al. Naturaly enough, working in such an
awful dust and fug, Kolya devel oped consumption. And of course, the food was very bad in those
days—tulkaand maize bread. The faminein the Volga country made itsdlf felt evenin Tavria

Kolyaand the other sick lads at the works received help only after the old foundry man Ivan
Rudenko, aCommunist, became director of the works, and Andrykhevich, who had been in charge of
the works since Caiworth'stime, was pushed into the background. A clinic was set up at the works,
arr-conditioning was ingtdled, the workers were given regular medica ingpections. But according to
Kolyathe thing that helped him most was the night sanatorium that Rudenko had opened in the mansion
of theformer owner. When they had fed Kolya up at the sanatorium and patched up hislungs, the
doctors alowed him to go to work, but not in the foundry. And that was how Kolya had become an
office-worker.

On the pay-day of which | am speaking, Kolya Zakabluk, seeing that casting was nearly finished,
came out of the office carrying along box with our pay-packetsin it. Jumping over hegps of sand and



stepping carefully round the smoking moulds, Kolya went from one machine to another. He knew every
foundry worker by sight and quickly handed each one the right packet.

Wiping the sand off his hands, the moulder would take the envelope and sign for it in Kolya's book.
Few of them counted the money, for everyone in the foundry knew that Zakabluk was areliable chap
and never tried to swindle anyone.

Zakabluk stopped at our machines for amoment and showing two rows of smal whiteteethina
broad smile, whispered: "If they make afuss, will you back me up, Vas|?'

"Count on me," | promised. "But you stand up to them aswell.”

Zakabluk went on quickly to the next set of machines. Soon he appeared near the machineswhere
Kashket and Tiktor were working. Without stopping, Zakabluk went on to the furnace,

"Hi there, Kolya, don't forget your friendd" Kashket caled out in hislisping voice. "Bring the cash
round herel"

Zakabluk turned round. His face was strained.
"Spoilersand shirkers get their pay last!" he said loudly, hiswhite teeth flashing.
Kashket gave awhistle of surprise. "What's this new ideal”

"What I'vejust told you!" Kolya snapped and went on to the furnace, where the furnace men in their
broad-brimmed hats were waiting for him.

Kashket threw himsdlf into hiswork more wildly than ever, urging on his partner and exchanging
short, angry phrases with him. They soon knocked off and Kashket dashed away to the office to
complain.

Meanwhile we dusted our machines and put our tools and materialsin order, so that we could start
work in the morning without any delay.

| dways enjoyed washing my gleaming shovel under the tap, then warming it on aglowing dab and
sprinkling the blade with powdered rosin. The amber rosin formed agleaming sticky coating over the
blade. It gave off asmell that made me think of tal pine woods oozing rosin on ahot August day, and for
amoment | forgot the acrid vapours of the foundry. As| rosined my shoved, | did not notice Grisha
Kanuk dip over to the board that Zakabluk had put up in the foundry. Unrolling alarge sheet of paper,
he pinned up thefirst issue of our wall newspaper.

Across the top of the page ran alarge head-line, "RECORD-BREAKING SPOILERSIN THE
FOUNDRY ."

Below it there was a short article and arow of caricatures. Stripped to thewaist like wrestlers, with
vodka bottles dangling on their chests, the "record-breakers’ were marching triumphantly towards ahuge
bottle of bluish liquid with a skull and cross-bones on the label. Aswas to be expected, the bottle-bound
procession of spoilers and shirkersincluded Tiktor with his dangling forelock, and the capering, sunburnt
Kashket, who in hisridiculous red kerchief looked like a Spanish picador.

Under the caricature was written: "At the request of al the honest workersin the foundry, from now
on spailers, shirkers, and disorganizes will receive their pay separately.”

The next moment Zakabluk gppeared with achair and asmdl folding table. Quickly arranging his
books on the table, he sat down just asif hewerein his office, ready to pay the bad workers.

Quite unexpectedly the tall bony figure of the chief engineer gppeared at the entrance to the foundry.
Hisgreying hair showed under his green cap band. At the Sight of the chief engineer, the workers stood
back to let him pass. Andrykhevich stopped in front of the wall newspaper, then glanced at the table.

"What'sdl this nonsense? Call the foreman!™ he snapped.



"I'm here, Stefan Medardovich!" answered Fedorko, who had apparently been called out by one of
theindignant shirkers.

"Why do you alow this sort of thing?' the chief engineer shouted at the foreman.
"| thought... It seemed auseful... er, socid line..."

"No more of your 'socid lines herel™ Andrykhevich ground out, narrowing hiseyes maicioudy. "Our
busnessis casting metd. Take that trash down at oncel”

It was atense moment. This might mean the end of our offensive against those who turned out bad
work and disorganized production. Screwing up my courage, | strode over to the engineer.

"Wewill not dlow you to take the newspaper down," | said in achoking voice.

For nothing short of aminute Andrykhevich surveyed mein silence, gpparently recaling our first
mesting.

"Ahal Thebuilder of anew world! Good day to you, my dear fellow!" he said with false jovidity and
offered me hiswrinkled hand with the heavy gold ring on the forefinger. "May | ask you, young man, on

whose behdf you are making this protest?' the engineer went on sarcasticadly. "Have you any reason or is
it merdly to satisfy that youthful thirst for controversy | know so well?*

"I'm protesting on behaf of the foundry Komsomol organization. It was uswho put out the wall
newspaper and you can't ban it.”

"Just amoment, my dear fellow! Has the Komsomol organization the right to take mattersinto their
own hands and break the discipline of the workers?' the engineer asked.

"Who's bresking the workers discipline? Us?2" | burst out indignantly. "It's them who're destroying
discipline— it's those shirkers and spoilerswho are holding us up!™

"A little quieter, young man! I'm not deaf yet. Y ou needn't shout. Especidly asthetime of
revolutionary meetings has passed. Thisiswhat | want to say to you. At present | am the chief engineer
at thisworks, and | have given orders that this paper be taken down. Y ou, a person who has neither
experience, nor administrative authority, oppose the carrying-out of my order, raise your voice, make
insulting remarksto me. What e seisthat but an infringement of labour discipline?’

The gloating, victorious face of Kashket hovered near by. Andrykhevich's greenish eyes glittered
cunningly in front of me. But 'l wasnot going to givein yet.

"The new system of paying out wages, Stefan Medardovich, has been agreed upon with the works
director, Comrade Rudenko, and with the trade-union committee. The man who works best receives his
wagesfird. It seemsto methat the chief engineer should also carry out the wishes of the director and not
contradict them.”

"I know nothing about any such agreement,” Andrykhevich grunted. "The director hasn't said anything
to me about it."

"He may not have spoken to you, but he spoke to everyone in the works Komsomol committee.
Comrade Rudenko approved dl our plans, particularly theidea of having awall newspaper.”

"| shal investigate this matter! Y ou won't get away with your tricks as easily asthat!" Andrykhevich
muttered in confusion.

Turundaappeared at my side.

"Stefan Medardovich,” he said peacefully to the engineer, "I can vouch for the fact that Mandzhurais
speaking the truth. | sate that as amember of the Party. We thought you would thank us for our efforts,
but there seems to be some disagreement...”



"We shal see about that!" the engineer interrupted in athreatening growl.
He straightened his cap and strode hurriedly out of the foundry.
"Six-nil in our favour, Vasyal" Zakabluk shouted as soon as the door banged behind the engineer.

"Look here; you Komsomolitel" Kashket babbled, going up to Kolya and bresthing vodka all over
him. "What have you got against me? Y ou're aterrific talker but your talking won't do any good thistime.
I'd rather choke mysdlf than take my money here. Bring it to me at my machine!"

"W, you needn't take it then! We're not going to run after you with it!" Turundaput in. "The works
cashier will makeit over to your savings book."

"l haven't got one. I'm not amiser likeyou!" Kashket bawled furioudly.

"All the better for you, you'll get a. savings book a the sametime. Y ou've got nothing to fly off the
handle about. Aren't you and your partner the champion spoilersin this shop?' Turundaflashed out at
Kashket. "The chaps who wrote this newspaper are talking sense. If you like turning out rotten work,
you can receive your wages after the others... Or else you can get out altogether and go fishing on your
own account. Maybe you'll do better at that!"

"What isthis, boys?' Kashket howled, seeking for support among the laughing foundry men.
But no one gave him any.
Gradually the crowd broke up.

Unexpectedly aburly figure went up to Zakabluk'stable. It was the old furnace man Chuchvara. Not
long ago he had spent awhole working day at the wedding of ardative of his, in Matrosskaya
Settlement. The music at that wedding had been audible on the other side of the bay and Chuchvara
came to the foundry next day avery deepy man. Now he had decided to take his pay asit was offered,
without making afuss and drawing alot of unnecessary attention to himsdlf.

"That's started the ball rolling!" Zakabluk said loudly. "Who's next? Step up, please.”

For the firgt time since we had knocked off | heard Tiktor'svoice. Silent till now, and somehow
dispirited, he nudged Kashket's arm and said: "Dry up, can't you! Y ou know we did abad job on those
rollers. Take your money and push off!.. ."

The foundry became deserted as soon as Kashket and the unusually reasonable Tiktor had received
their pay.
Turunda, Zakabluk, and | walked out of the works together and | remember Turunda saying:

"Did you notice that, Vasil? Y our mate from Podolias coming to his senses. Seeing himself in
company like that had an effect! He's not such agoner after dl.”

Turundawasright. | had thought that Tiktor would make more fuss than anyone when he saw himsdlf
in the newspaper. But the result had been quite the opposite and much more desirable.

Still throbbing with excitement after my skirmish with Andrykhevich, | strode dong with ray mates
and thought: "Now Angdikawill hear al about me from'Daddykins at dinner tonight! ‘Confound that
grubby young admirer of yours!' helll say to his darling daughter. 'Stood in my path! And we treated the
young ruffian to beer and sturgeon!" Now Angelikawill turn her nose up when she seesme. Well, let her!
Why should | change my principlesto please her! I'll stay as| am. My path liesin adifferent direction—
with Turunda, Golovatsky. Naumenko, and al my new friendsin thistown."

Warmed by these thoughts, | gripped Turunda's arm and said:



"Well, weve made agtart, Lukal Thisll give the chaps something to talk about! . . . But we've got
plenty of fighting to do yet!"

"WEe're onto abig thing, Vasil," Turundaanswered serioudy. "Politics are a battle of millions, asthey
told me a our workers university. And those who fight it on their own dwayslose. But there are millions
likeud"

THE NOTE UNDER THE STONE

Two days after our wall newspaper went up in the foundry, Petka, setting out to work after me, found
awhite envelope under astone on the garden path. It contained a note, which deservesto be quoted in
ful:

"L ook here, you haf-baked khokhol! Y ou've got very quarrel some rather sudden. Didn't you know
that Old Man Makhno and his men will be coming home very soon. Well be knocking the stuffing out of
all these Party members and Komsomolites. So you'd better keep quiet, or better still—get out of here
while your legs can till carry you. Make tracks for your Podolia, where the devil brought you from. And
if you bresthe aword about this|etter to anyone, don't expect any mercy. Well stop your mouth for

good!"

In place of asignature a skull and cross-bones had been drawn at the bottom of the page.
When | camein from work, Petka handed me the envelope.

"The snakes are threatening you! Read this, Vas!!" he said worriedly.

I glanced through the badly-written note, and burst out laughing.

"] don't see anything to laugh at!" Sashagrunted. Like a cottage-weaver with her wool, he was
winding thin strands of rubber for the flying club on the backs of two chairs,

| scanned them both keenly.
"You aren't pulling my leg, are you, chaps?’ | said.

Petkaflared up indignantly. "Why, you disbelieving Thomas! He thinks we sent him the rotten thing on
behaf of Makhno and his men!"

And Petka told me how he had found the envelope under the stone.

Petka's story convinced me. It would have been hardly the thing for Komsomol membersto play a
joke of that kind.

"Who do you think wroteit, Vasil?' Petkaasked. "Could it have been someonein the foundry?"

"Of courseit was. One of the shirkers. We've trodden on their toes and now they're trying to scare
us" | replied.

"If you're sureit was Kashket," Sashasaid in alow voice, "go and report it. It'sa politica matter!"

"If I knew for sure. . . But no man'sathief till he's caught, you know. Held wriggle out of it, and I'd
look afool.”

But Sashawent on confidently: "Never mind that! ' They'll sort things out. The people there know
what they're doing. They can find aman anywhere just by his handwriting.”



"Sashasright, Vasil," Petkabrokein again. " Show that note to the right people. They'll do something
about it. That's a piece of sabotage, you know it."

Until late in the evening we discussed the wretched anonymous letter. We could talk of nothing else.
In the end we came to the conclusion that it wasn't their prosperity or strength that made our enemies
resort to such low methods, but rather weskness and failure.

Only ashort time ago | used to be very offended when people treated me as aboy. How | had
wanted to skip ahead of my years and become grown-up like Turunda, or even Golovatsky! Y et today
the offensive word "haf-baked,” which hinted a my youth, did not affect me so much astheinsulting and
hated nickname "khokhol." Under tsarism it was the police and the gentry who used to call Ukrainians by
that name. | had often heard the Denikin boy scouts speaking contemptuoudy of usworkers children as
khokhols. Nowadays the term was hardly ever used and on any document | wrote my nationdity as
Ukrainian with afeeling of pride. | liked to go to the club of an evening and sing Ukrainian songs. | spoke
Ukrainian. Now | could see that the scoundrel who had written this anonymous letter was sneering at my
nationdity, and that offended me more than anything.

... Sashaand Petka had been silent for some time. Sashawas bresthing heavily. A yellow moon, like
athin dice of pumpkin, peeped in at the wide-open window. A light wind blew from the east. It being
Saturday, there was still much noise coming from the park. As| lay listening to the sounds of the evening,
| heard the gate click. Footsteps crunched on the gravel path |eading from the gate to the house. Who
could it be? The landlady had goneto bed long ago. Shewas rardly disturbed by visitors so late at night.
| called out of the window at the man coming up the path.

"Tedegram! For Vasly Mandzhura," camethereply.

| dashed down the stairs. While | signed for the telegram and climbed back into the attic, my
awakened friends had put the light on. Their faces were degpy and impetient.

By thelight of the lamp | read the sender's address. " Sinelnikovo.” But that didn't make sense! | didn't
know anyonein Sinelnikovo. Perhagps my father had decided to pay me avist and was on hisway from
Cherkassy to spend a holiday by the sea?

"Openit, can't you! Don't keep uson edgel" Sasha groaned.

The printed letters danced before my eyes. At first | could scarcely piece them together, then |
shouted:

"Chapsl Nikita'scoming herel”

"Nikitacoming to see us? Y ou're joking? It'samistakel" Petka cried, standing on tip-toe and peering
at the telegram over my shoulder.

"No, itisnt! Listen!" And | read the message out loud:

ARRIVING GOODS TRAIN TOMORROW MIDDAY MEET ARRANGE IMMEDIATE
RECEPTION OF FREIGHT STOP KOLOMEYETS

"What apity | can't bethere!”

"Areyou crazy?' | swung round on Sasha. "Aren't you going to meet Nikita?"

"l can't, Vasya. I've got an important job to do,” Sasha answered plaintively.

"How can there be anything important on Sunday?' Petka chimed in, backing me up.

But Sashawould not givein.

"Well, thereis something," he said mysterioudy. "But for the time being it's a secret.”

"Y ou won't come to meet Nikita, your old Komsomol secretary? But he's bringing usiron, you mut!...



Y ou've got to be at the station! It's amatter of Komsomol discipline, understand?’ Petka shouted, asif it
were an order.

"Well, | cant!" Sashaindsted firmly. "Midday'sjust when I've got to.. ."

And nothing would move him. No matter how we reproached him for keeping a date instead of
meeting hisold friend and teacher, Sasha could not be persuaded.

The next day, taking Golovatsky with us, Petkaand | went to the station. The passenger train from
Ekaterinodav had arrived in the morning and its empty green carriages had long ago been shunted into a
sding. Weighers, pointsmen, stall-keepers—everyone had taken refuge from the midday hest in the cool
station building which only a short time ago had seemed so new and strange to us. Today this seaside
terminus with its hot rails gleaming in the sun seemed asif we had known it for ages. How quickly you get
used to anew town if you meet good peoplethere! | found myself regarding the young freckled
gationmaster, like atoadstool in hisred railwayman's cap, as an old acquai ntance.

The sted wiresbeside therails hummed faintly, and far away up the line the sgnadsclicked to "Go
Ahead."” We heard the distant whistle of an engine.

"What's Nikitalike now?" | thought, fixing my eyes on the growing billow of smoke in the distance.
"Will he dill talk down to us, or will he treat us as equals?'

The goods train hauled by a massive engine charged out of the steppe towardsthe sea. At ladt,
bel ching clouds of hot steam over the aready sun-scorched platform, it rumbled into the station, agreat
mass of aily, glistening iron with lagrimy young engine-driver hanging out of the cab window.

Brown trucks loaded with timber, crates, potash, and coad lumbered past us until | thought there
would be no end to them. Suddenly on one of thetrucks| caught sight of afigurein astraw hat who did
not look like aguard. The next second | recognized Kolomeyets. Dressed in blue overals, he was
standing on what |ooked like a huge lathe.

Asour eyesmet, Nikitaripped off hishat and waved it in greeting. Thin and amazingly sunburnt, his
hair flying in the wind, he shouted something to us but his voice was drowned by the rumble of the
whedls. Before the train stopped, Nikita had leapt agildly on to the platform.

"Hullo there, chgpd™ he shouted.

At firgt Nikitasimply shook hands with me, but then, after amoment's hesitation, hetook mein his
arms and kissed me on both cheeks. He smelt of the open steppes, of wormwood and meadow-sweet.
Nikitaembraced Petkatoo. Then | introduced him to Golovatsky.

Nikitaglanced & Tolyamerrily, gripping hishand.

"I've heard of you, of course! Vasil wrote me about you. Thanks for making our chaps welcome...
What about the regpers, can you do them?”

"Wheat about theiron, can you do that?' Tolya said with an answering smile,
Nikitaturned and pointed to three trucks a the end of thetrain.
"Won't that be enough?' he said with atouch of pride.

"More than enough!" Tolyadecided. "But | see Dzerzhinsky's words haven't reached your parts yet.
Treat iron asgold.' Looks asif you've got awholeironfield there. | must say, | thought Vasil was
exaggerding abit.”

"Until we got your telegram, we somehow never thought of collecting it al,” Nikitareplied. "Thanks



for giving usthetip."
"But how quick you were about doing it!" Petkachimed in.

"We had to be. Harvests don't wait for you. We even collected at night by torch-light. Now
everything resswith you!"

"What's that thing, Nikita?" | asked, pointing at abroken metal hulk in one of the trucks.
"It'snot a'thing,” my lad, it'samachinefor printing money!"
"Not the one they used to have in the seminary?' | said, remembering the old days.

"Thevery samel" Nikita affirmed, and turning to Golovatsky, he explained: "At onetime, you know,
Petluratook over our town. Thisisthe machine that the Germans sent him from Berlin for printing his
currency. Petlura printed so many bank-notes on it that the local people are till using them to paper their
roomswith. Afterwards, it was|eft lying inthe cdllar of the agriculturd ingtitute. When we got Vasil's
telegram, we searched every cdlar in the town. Our Komsomol chaps found this beauty behind a pile of
wood. Canyou useit?'

"lsn't it apity to break up amachinelike that for scrap?' Golovatsky said dowly. "Couldn't one of our
print-shops make use of it?'

"We thought of that, but it would be wasted labour!" Nikitareplied. "The German ingtructors who ran
away with Petluratook al the valuable parts with them and wrecked what was lft. I1t'd be easier to
make anew onethan repair this."

Golovatsky went to the stationmaster and asked him to uncoupl e the trucks of scrap-iron and send
them over to the works.

"Take your guest home, lads. HE's hungry, | expect. And it wouldn't do him any harm to have a
wash," Tolyasad, t