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~ A ~ V4 o
RhwWcln MyyYrnScu |
MatveiKuzminhad the reputation of a recluse among his fellow villagers.

He lived some distance from the village, in a small tumbledown cabin stand-
ing alone on the edge of the foreRarely mingling with people, glum and
taciturn, he loved to wander through the woods and swamps, Hissbiidned
gun slung over his shoulder, his dog for a companion. In the spring when buds
appeared on the trees and ntthe orestso o d ¢
over the thawed patches, Kuzmin would board up his cabin, take his orphaned
grandson Vasya (who lived with him), and go to the distant forest lake, where
he would remain for weeks on end.

The kolkhozniks did not exactly dislike Matvei, but they did not under-
stand him and avoided him: God only knows what was omihd of a man
who shunned company, was sparing of words and roamed the woods, no one
knew where. Besides, the hunterds 1l u
in the village. Nevertheless he worked as the kolkhoz watchman, and although
he was in his eigfes, there was not a soul in the district who dared encroach
ont he farmbés property, guar decbusby gr
shaggy dog, Sharik.

The calamity of war had reached the Velikiye Luki lake region. A ski
battalion of a German mountain rifle division stationed in the district, was
billeted in the KolkhoRassvet (Dawnsomeone had told the battalion com-
mander about this gloomy, unsociable, old man and he decided that Matvei
was just the person for the post of village elder.

Matvei Kuzmin was summoned to the Germ&wmmandanturwhich
was housed in the new kolkhoz administration building. He was offered a
glass of German brandy and the post of the vilidder.The old man thanked
the officerbut refusedo drink on the pretext of bad health. He also turned
down the post of village elder, pleading old age, deafness and other ailments.

The Germans left Kuzmin alone and even showed him the special favour
ofreturninghi®|l d gun, which he was to have
orders.

The Germangemembered Kuzmin in thearly spring when they were
rallying their forces in the lake region for an offensive. The rifle division was
transferred to the front line. The ski battalion, quartered in the KolRasz
svetwas ordered to steal through thegfsts and swamps without giving battle
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until they reached the Soviet positions, when they were to attack the forward
outposts of General Gorbunovbds wunit
knew the forest trails well. And who could know them better than Grandfather
Matvei? He had tramped treepaths over and over again and knew every
swamp, every pine, every stone, every one of the mysterious forest signs com-
prehensible only to a hunter.

The battalion commander sent for the old man. He asked Matvei to lead
them in a secret night march to the rear of the Soviet positions. If he refused,
he would be shot; if he carried out the order, he would be given money, flour,
kerosene, and, most tenmmi of all, a doubléarrelled hunting gun of the
well-known German mak& hree Rings.

Matvei Kuzmin stood silently before the officer, crumpling his worn
sheepskin capVith the eye of a connoisseur he glanced at the gun, whose
steel barrel shone like mothef-pearl in the sun. The officer drummed the
table impatiently with his knuckles. His fate and that of his battalion and, per-
haps, the outcome of the whole operatmmcarefully planned, depended on
this sullen, incomprehensible man. And now, intercepting the covetous
glances cast on the gun, he tried to guess the thoughts of this glum man of the
woods.

AA fine gun, o0 said Kuzmin finally,
as he gave the officer a sidelong gl
besides, sir?0o

ACho! 06 exclaimed the officer happil
him heds a practical man. Thatds goc
respects practical people, that the German Command is generous to those who
serve it loyally.o

Theofficer was jubilant. A reliablguide had been foun&ut there was
more to it than thatn the five months he and his battalion guntin that
cold dismal foresafter having been so long in sunny France, gay évea-
lamity, he hadinstinctively begurto fearthese unintelligible Soviet people,
this gloomy land, these uninhabited woodland tracts wkessy mound,
everybush,everystump mighunexpectedly hide a sniper; where evethin
rear, far from the front line, thelyad tosleep fully dessed with a cocked
revolverunder the pillow.

But money, money! Apparently it retainéd power even here, among
these strange fanatics who set their homes on fire at the sight of the advancing
enemy. How enquiringly the old man looked at him, evidently trying to figure
out whether or not he was being fooled about the reward!

ATel | him he wilbbfber gbhmr auglhyup
added the officer hastily.

The old man listened to the interpreter, gave the officer a hard look from
beneath his bushy yellog r ey eyebr ows and answered
sideration:
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iNot enough. You want to buy my se.
AFi fteen hundred; wel | |, make it tw
fiHal f i n advance, sir.o

Having talked over the matter with the interpreter, the officer carefully
counted out the money. The old man gathered it up with his knotty, sinewy
hand and carelessly stuck the bills inside the lining of his cap.

AA | | right. I 611 |l ead you along se
wolves. Telll me exactly where you wa
The commander named the place and started to point it out on the map.

il know where it i sdlgetyouwttser® dy mora- h u nt
ing.... Only don't fool me about the gun, &ir.

Thekolko zni ks saw him | eave the offic
manner, not looking at anyone, smiling into his beard. He answered the whis-
pered curses which reached his ears with a gloomy grin, and when the former
kolkhoz bookkeeper, a sturdy fellow, catigip with him and threatened to
set his cabin on fire for hobnobbing with the Germans, he only muttered, with-
out even turning around:

fiGo tell your mother to wipe your

The kolkozniks wat c hi ng Mdrbny the disnce; satv his
grandson Vasya, a knapsack on his back, run down the steps a half hour later
and disappear into the forest with Sharik trotting at his heels. They saw the
old man bring out his wide, fypadded hunting skis and rub them with léear
grease, glancing every once in a while at the house where the German officer
lived.

Meanwhile, the Germans were preparing for the departure. The officer
was sitting at his table in the lurid light of the carbide lamp, finishing a letter
to his brother Wilhelm, an engineer in an optics factory in Saxony.

He wrote:
6Dear Willi,

il began this |l etter more than a m
to finishing it. 't i snbét that I hav
I donét know what to do with it. 1In
these damned wood&e have been killing time by uselessly repeating the
same stupid drills over and over. We

sians haveurned war topsyurvy and are fighting without any rules. We are
going into battle today and | wanted to finish tleiter before | tried my luck

again....

AfCongratul ate me. |t seefmsthdrunhave
expectedly, | must confess, | found the key to that accursed, enigmatic Russian
soul that has causedsso much troubl e. ltds the

doors to us all over Europe. Nothing new about that. Money, my dear fellow!
Just plain, ordinary money, subtly offetddt 6 sad tvehave done so little
bribing here, thinking that these Soviet Russians were a special sort of people
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who can be convinced only by HeréHommy gunners. You remember, |
wrote to you in January about a local hunter, an ancient fellow who looks like

King Lear and has a name | candét r e me
Today | experimented on him and would you believe it, dear Wi8i gixper-

i ment was very successful. For appea
nally he agreed to lead us today.t&ell, Kurt just came in to report that the
battalion is ready anotdetli mgeéeoDs | 61 |

The ski battalion lefthe village at dusk, fully armed, their machine guns
mounted on sleds. Sodmeyturned off the main road artisappeared in the
forest.

The column was led by Matvei Kuzmin, who swept along on his home-
made skis withthe bold strides of a hunter. Darkness deepened. A dry, rustling
snow was falling andoonit became so dark that one could see nothing
theback of the man in front. The old hunter plunged straight into virigirnt
est

The battalion marched all night lotlgroughsnowdrifts, over hard snow
crust they crossed gullies and frozen streams and broke through underbrush.
The officer, compass in hand, stopped Matvei several times and had his inter-
preter ask why their route turned and twisted so and whether they samrid
reachtheir destination. Matvei invafidy answered:

iThereds no highways in the forest
morning. o And each time he reminded

Weighed down by weapons and munitions, the Germans gradually be-
came exhausted as they dragged themselves through the vast, primordial for-
est. They bumped into trees in the darkness,. became entangled in bushes,
stumbl ed over each doettupgged dack todheii feet. f e |
They began to feel that this invisible forest, murmuring quietly but menac-
ingly in the night, was deliberately casting snowdrifts in their way, grabbing
at their uniforms with thorny claws and placiinges in their path. Ehcorpo-
ralsé shouts could no |l onger close u

At the first red glow in the frosty sky, the vanguard of the detachment
finally reached the edge of the forest and halted in a clearing above a deep
gully overgrown with brush.

ALooks | i ke wHKuzmirek nhoewse .h iMa thvuesii ne s ¢
said the old man.

He took off his hat and wiped his perspiring bald pate.

The exhausted officers sank downtbasnow, nervously smoking ciga-
retteswhich they could barely hold in their numbeghakng fingers; with
guttural shouts the corporals attempted to herd together the straggibite
coveralls, now dirty and torn aftehe march. In the meanwhile, Matvei
Kuzmin stood on the hillock, smiling and watchitigerosy sun rise over the
sparkling snow fields. He made no attempt to conceal an ironical smile as he
glanced sidelong at the Germans.
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It was a quiet, frosty morning. The snow crunched crisply under the skis.
Fat, redbreasted bullfinches, busily husking small black pine cones, chirped
noisily in the alder bushes. A dog harked somewhere very close by.

iMatvei Kuzmin knows his business,

A triumphant smile, originating in the bushy depths of his beard, flitted
along the deep lines of his crinkled cheeks lénap his sullen face.

Suddenly the silence was broken by the dry crackle of machine guns. Bul-
lets whined, whipping up fountains of snow above the micaceous crust. Each
round of fire was echoed through the woods. Hoarfrost fell softly ftem
turbed branches.

The machine guns were close by, firing almpaint-blank. The skiers,
not having time to grasp the situation, sank down on the hard snow, frightened
and perplexed, while the machine guns kept chattering over the snowy plains,
pressing the column from two sides with their crossfire. When they came to
theirsenses, the Germans started for the woods; but tommy guns were already
chattering angrily from behind the bushes....

Abandoning their skis with shouts of terror, the soldiers dashed around
the clearing,dlling in the dry snow. Dirty, torn coveralls spotted the sparkling
crust. Recovering himself, the officer rushed at the old man.

Matvei Kuzmin stood bareheaded on the hummock. He could be seen
from afar. The wind ruffled his beard and the grey hair framing his bald pate.
His peering eyes had become youthful and glittered mockingly from under his
bushy eyebrows. With gloating satisfian, he watched the Germans running
around like frightened sheep, not even tryioglefend themselves.

The officerés hair Dbristled under
indefinable terror at this man of the woods who stood with such calm exulta-
tion in the midst of the deatbtricken clearing. Then with a nervous jerk he
yanked out hisrevolverandae d it strai ght at the o

Matvei Kuzmin laughed mockingly and fearlessly into his face:

iYou wanted to buy old Matvei ?. ..
cist! .. .0

The old man tore the hundredble bills from his cap lining, flung them
at the officer, and contemptuously turned his back on the revolver. He noticed
that the machine gunners were not shooting at the hillock on which he was
standing for fear of hittingim. The Germans also noticed this and made a
dash for the woods under cover of the hillock. Some of them, having sur-
mounted the last snowdrifts, had almost reached safety at the forest edge.

Matvei Kuzmin waved his shaggy cap and shouted at the top of his lungs:

AfLads! Donét spare old Matvei! Let
escape!.Mat vei .. . . 0

He broke off, groaned, and sank slowly to the ground, struck down by the
German officerds bullet. But the off

him before he had hardly taken two steps.
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Far away, in the gully, a Ahurraho
Tommy gunners dashed over the wppalished snow at the edge of the forest.

Firing on the run, they broke across the clearing, pursuing the remaining Ger-
mans, sending a shower of btdlafter them, overtaking them, knocking them
down, disarming them, and running further into the snowy froth of the forest,
following the footsteps in the snow.

Vasya Kuzmin, t hewhoHadbednsenttbyehisgrand-gr ar
father to warn the Soviet troops, was with the tommy gunners. Running at the
heelsof the advancing soldiers was Sharik, breathless from angry barking and
struggling in the deep snow. Suddenly he stopped and pricked up his ears in
perplexity. The din of battle in the forest was pierced by an anguished, long
drawn howl.

That was how Matvei Kuzmin, kolkhoznik from the KolkhBassvet
near Velikiye Luki (a district now famous for its flax) spent the last day of his
long life.

He was buried on the high bank of the Lovat Riveuried with military
honours, like an officer: three salvoes over the fresh brown grave among the
white expanses of fields.

That same evening the chief of the
amined the documents of the dead Germans and read the letter of the German
officer which Engineer Wilhelm Stein of Saxony was never to receive.
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Private of the Guards

Apparently the major was calm and reserved by nature, and like all real
soldiers, sparingf words, but he told me the story of this private with uncon-
cealedenthisiasm :

AAnd there's one more queer thing
feature. He calh bear the sight of a live fascist. I'm not exaggerating.... Of
course, all of us have accounts to settle with Hitler, both private and public.
He interrupted our peaceful i fe, br
one's home, killed another's fattwerbrother. And especially those of us who
have been on liberated territory and seen what they did to our people thered

Just then, a high voice came from behind the door:

Comrade Major of the Guardslay | comein?

ivyes, 0 answered the major, and hi s
immediately became more gentle.

A figure made invisible by the cloud of cold vapour which rushed in with
the opening of the door, crossed the wodttr with resolute steps, saluted,
and stood at attention:

AComrade Major, Guardsman Sinidsky

In the semidarkness of the empty hut, lighted by the only remaining win-
dow (which was twethirds covered with straw¥tooda slender boy dressed
in full military uniform. He looked like a real soldier, only half thermal
size. He had a round childish facened-up nose, full Ips. and soft down on
his ruddy cheeks.

Everything about himd his form, his well-fitting uniform, his snugly
belted skeepskin jacket, his fur cap at a rakish angle, and the manner in winch
he held the short cavalry carbine al hided bespoke thseasonedoldier,
fully adapted to all the hardships of war.

He seemedo benomorethan thirteen or fourteen. But the two thin lines
around hé mouth whichseemedraced ly a needleand the expression of his
large, clear eyes, too calm for his age, betrayed what he had experienced and
gave his face a mature look.

The major gazed with undisguised satisfaction at this tough little soldier
standing at attention before him. Jovial sparks of affection lighted his tired
eyes, red from long sleepless nights in the trenches. But he introdudad the
very officially:
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iMeet Guardsman Mi khail Nikolayevi
tarman, son of the regiment.... At e
our guest .o

The boy sat down and, without any particular reason, pushed back his fur
cuff to glance at the fine gold watch on his wrist. It seemed to me that he was
in a hurry.

Son of the regiment! That was the name given to this remarkable little
soldier by the men of Major Kurakino
whom | spoke pronounced these words lovingly, without any of the bantering
condescension with which grownups usuadifer to youngsters accidentally
thrown in their midst. They all willingly told about various events in this little
mainoés |ife.

Here is the story of Misha Sinitglstripped of the exaggerations and em-
bellishments unwittingly added by the men in their unselfish enthusiasm.

Before the war, Misha lived in the village of lvanovka, Andreyevsky Dis-
trict, Smolensk Region. He lived the ordinary life of a kolkhoz child; he went
to school in the winter, skated on t
b o & tardold sieve filled wh straw which had been specially soaked in wa-
ter and allowed to freeze. In the summer he helped his father in the field, even
earned workdaysby organizing the children into a brigadevedéeders and
hay drivers. Most of the timdjowever, he spent on the river, fishing for crabs
with tainted meat and spearing spotted gudgeons in the deep water near the
ferry.

He had a childish but fully defined ambitdbrhe loved machines and
spent hours standing under the shingled roof of the Madhietor Station
reverently watching the grimfaced mechanics repair machines under the
guidance of Nikitin, the jolly, lame brggle leader. And when, as a special
favour, Nikitin permitted the boy to wipe the grease off some old pinion with
worn-out teethor let himtighten bolts with a wrench, Misha was filledth
endless pride.

He dreamed of becoming a mechanic. This aspiration led him to great
lengths. Once when all were out in the fields, Misha decided to repair the
kitchen clock. After taking it apart, he discovered that most of the screws and
nuts did not fit each other artltt there was a surplus of wheels. For this little
venture intaherealms of scientific investigation, the wotlbé mechanic was
rewarded by the feel of his fathero6s

But in general, life flowed along smoothly and Misha would surely have
become a mechanic had it not been for the unforeseen circumstance of war.
On the very first day Mishads father

AMisha, youol I be the only man in

* A unit by which the amount of work of eaaolemberof a kolkhoz is
calculated Tr.
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women, 0 said his fat hehejuhpadupontoonej est
of the carts taking the enlistedenfrom this kolkhoz to the district centre.

Misha actually became the head of the family, for his mother was sick
and his two sisters very small. The war was vegly frightening from afar.

And at first it did not affecthe prosperity which the kolkhoz had attained in
recent years. The children, as carefree as ever, ran around playing Red Army
men and fascists. Of course no one wanted to be a fascist. Coins were tossed
and the winners were the Red Army men, who wipedtoaifascists in no

time.

Misha watched the games from a distance, frying to conceal the fact that
they held any interest for him.

Al havendt the time: the house nee
women! o said Misha seriously to the
Afight Hitler.o

And then quickly and very unexpectedly, the war came to Ivanovka. It
was no longer a game. At first the highway was filled with endless columns
of refugees, trucks and carts loaded with household goods, and herds of dusty,
hungry, emaciated cows. This dighstream of people brought news from the
west, each story more astounding than the previousTdnas.told of tanks
that knew no barriers, of roaring planes which destroyed all and everything.
Then the planes themselves appeared, flying along the higbtwafing the
refugees, and leaving the victims to be buried by the kolkhozniks.

Far off, the artillery thundered harmles$ike a summer storm. It was
rumoured that the Germans had broken through somewhere near Vitebsk.
Then came the troops, marching out of step, in straggling, tired columns. Their
tunics were dark with sweat, their faces black with' dust. They hurried through
the village, morose and gloomy, looking at no one and answering no ques-
tions. On this same day the kolkhoz cattle was driven east. Misha thought of
offering to drive the cows, but no one paid any attention to him. His mother
was still sick and his sistergry small. In other words, Misha remained. On
the next day a long column of strange tanks and machines painted a sinister
greenishgrey like the scales of a fish, crawled along the highroad.

Nothing special happened in Ivanovita that day. A few motorcyclists
wearing horned helmets, funny short jackets and clumsy boots with wide tops,
made brief stops in passing. The soldiers drank from the well, chattering away
amongst themselves. Then they ran around the village, guffawidty las
they looked for chickens and geese. They killed the birdiseinown way,
hitting them on the head so skilfully with a thin whip that a chicken or goose
would fall dead from a single blow. They filled the sidecars of their motorcy-
cles with bootysniggering and winking thehile, and then rode off in a roar
of motors. After they had gone, the
as he was painte@herewas a hope that they would somehow manage to hold
out until the Red Army rallied its forces.

18



Machines of all kinds and sizes crept along the highway for about ten
days. The front moved to the east, the cannonade abated, and then the village
learned what the enemy really was, what slavery meant.

Germans in black uniforms arrived in automobiles to replace those who
had been dressed in the colour of swamp weed. Within the next few days
Misha saw more suffering théne would ever have witnessed in the course of
his entire life had there been no war. He saw how the fascists herded the in-
habitants to the edge of the village and forced them to watch the execution of
three people: an unknown girl; Mikolaich, an inoffemsold man who was a
crop inspector; and Mi s had gfromeahe o, Ni
MachineTractor Station. Nikitin stood near the shed, his hands tied. Until he
fell dead on the grass, riddled by tormigyn bullets, Nikitin kept threatening
the fascists with vengeance. He promised them that the day of reckoning
would come andascism and Hitler would beiped off the face of the earth.
Later the soldiers slaughtered the stud bull, Vaska, for which the kolkhoz had
been awarded a gold medal at the Agricultural Exhibition. They confiscated
all the food supplies and clothing thaetpeople had not had time to hide.
When winter set in and snow covered the mournful fields with their patches
of rusty, unreaped rye and black potato stalks, the soldiers evicted the peasants
from their homes.

Mi shadés mother cried and did not we
man who was quartered in their house took her by the shoulder and shoved
her through the door with such violence that she slipped and fell headfirst into
the snow.

Mishatook his mother and sisters to a spacious slit trench in the garden,
dug during the first days of the war.

He settled his family in the trench, making it warmer by heaping straw,
sacking, and old rags on top. He dug a hearth and brought in a supply of
branches and twigs. He then disappeared without saying a word to anyone.
Misha had gone to search for the stis of whom the Germans quartered in
the village spoke with mortal fear. No one in the village knew what the parti-
sans were doindhut the Germans were so afraid of them that at night they
blocked the cottage doors with carts and sleighs and barricaded their windows
with all kinds of household goods. Not knowing any of the rendezvous of the
partisans, nor where they had their headgusrthe boy roamed the forest for
several days. And, incredible as it may sound, he finally found them. Among
them were the kolkhoz agronomist, two teachers, and a mechanic from the
MachineTractor Statiod all his old acquaintances.

Once there, the frozen, exhausted child began telling the partisans about
the fascist outrages, about how small their garrison was, and. how they feared
partisan vengeance. That same night he led a group of partisans to Ivanovka.
The raid was successfuhly a few of the uninvited guests escaped alive. The
group returned to the forest with rich war booty.
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It was already a cold December with snapping frosts. The Germans, de-
feated at Moscow, were retreating through deep snows. Day and night endless
columns of Red Cross ambulances passed the village going west along the
highway, which was now like a wide trdnbetween mountains of snow. The
retreating army had no time to deal with the partisans, so the raid in lvanovka
remained unavenged.

Soon, however, a large sapper unit was stationed in the village. They be-
gan building a fortified line along the highway. Again people were evicted
from their homes. Plunder and extortions began anew. Taught by experience,
the Germans now used hounds tasoeit goods buried in yards and gardens.
They dug up everything they found, thus depriving the inhabitants of their last
possessions. The occupants had lost their former chic, and wandered around
the village insheépsbionsddediapkeis ré st p ¢
anything else that could help keep them warm. Encouraged by the success of
the first raid, Misha decided to call in the partisans again. But there was no
opportunity. Large numbers of Germans were now billeted in the village and
they weremore vigilant. Guards and sentries were posted everywhere. On
dark nights they continuously sent up flares, and the ghoulish white lights
quivered over the snowy fields until morning.

But at last an opportunity came. The German Christmas arrived. From
early in the morning the Germans shaved and preened themselves. A machine
came bringing paper sacks filled with gifts and collapsible cardiohridt-
mas trees decorated with cotton and tinsel. The soldiers were issued additional
rum rations, and then these men who had chased women and children into the
biting frost of the icy dugouts, themselves sat down at tables decorated with
these ersatz Clatimas trees, placed photos of their wivadarildren beneath
them, and sang melancholy Christmas carols.

At this moment, the partisans attacked the village. Again the Germans
fled, abandoning a number of automobiles and a large supgippeequip-
ment. The partisans very methodically burnt the automobiles and smashed the
equi pment. The commander of the unit
history teacher, ordered the Christmas gifts to be distributed among the
women who had small childre@n this dark androsty night Misha made a
round of the houses with a large sack, distributing gifts from the Ge3araa
Claus, readdressed by the partisans.

But in doing this, the cautious lad blundered; he disclosed his connections
with the partisan unit. In the morning appeared punitive troops, dressed in the
black uniforms which he knew so well. Once more began arrests and tortures.
Someone must havetrayedviisha Sinitsky. The boy managed to slip away,
butthe SS men seized his mother, little sisters and all his relatives, locking
them up in the cellar where the farn
the happy days of the kolkhoz.

The boy must have greatly interested the hangmen. Perhaps through him
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they wanted to discover the secret paths to the partisan camp; or perhaps their
nervous chiefs in Smolensk demanded the capture of all the leaders of the
rebellious village. Whatever their motive, notices were posted on all road
signs and at all crossroadsn whi ch the commander of
unito declared that i f by a certain
sky did not report at his former school, his mother, sisters and relatives would
be shot. | f, howev e rcentsedfittcemakefaceape me nt
pearance, 0 they would be released an
ito undergo a coumwse in |l abour disci
Misha decided to report. The partisans tried to convince him that he would
save no one and only harm himself. T
made an effort to prove to him that all tbenceptsof military honour and
duty which he had once taught his pupils had been violated and traimpled

the dust by fascism. But to no avail
thought: #ATheydéll shoot me, of cours
should my mother, Si st erfosmedordid alone | at i

than for the whole family to be wipe

Finally the commander, tired of trying to convince him, locked him in the
dugout. During the night the boy burrowed his way out, left the camp, and
went to the office of the SS chief located in the school building. Even after
several years had passed, leedme agitated on relating how the fat-red
headed German had laughed in his face exposing two rows of metal teeth as
he sat rocking on his chair. From time to time he had caught his breath, wiped
the sweat from his face, once more looked at the astonixheand at the
notice Misha held in his hand, leaned back, and again burst out laughing as
though someone were tickling him. Then suddenly he broke off, waved his
hand and said something to the soldier standing at the door. The soldier
grabbed Misha under ttegms and carried him out of the room while the boy
cried and struggled frenziedly.

Misha could not remember how he landed in the cellar. When he came to,
lie felt thetouch of tender, rough, familiar hands on faise. He understood
immediately that they were the hands of his mother. Invisible in the darkness,
she bent over him and placed something cool and wet on his ténipleas
the rime which clung like white fur to walls and ceilings. The room was so
crowdedwith people awaiting death, that the rime melted and dripped from
the ceiling. Misha noticed his sisters and relatives near his mother. And then
he understood everything. He became frantic. He threw himself on the slimy
brick floor, banging it with his fis, shedding angry tears, answering no one
and listening to no one. Then he quieted down, became silent, and hid in the
corner like a hunted animal. His mother rocked the younger sister, trying to .
warm her with her body. The even steps of the sentryeechollowly as he
marched back and forth over the cellar. Someone who had been beaten to a
state of halconsciousness gave a painful cough.
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fFool ! . . .foolDh peliewed thém! Believed those devils!. . 0
This thought continued to torture Misha. The people in the crowded cellar
relapsed into heavy slumber. His mother leaned againstdih@nd snored
lightly, as she was wont, while the baby on her knee made little sucking noises
in her sleep. The snowrunched undet he sentryds boot s.
abovedogshowled and clanked their chains. But Misha could not sleep; he
could only lie there cursing himself, tortured by his helplessnrecalling the
SS chief with his metal teeth. He groaned and ground his teeth. Perhaps it was
then that the two lines of suffering were etched on his ruddy face, still covered
with childish down.

All of a sudden, just before dawn, rifle shots were heard close by. The
cellar became alive in a moment. Instinctively the prisoners moved closer to-
gether. The shooting drew nearer. A machine gun chattered overhead. Then
everything was silent. The trapdomas opened, letting in a blinding ray of
light. An excited, raucous voice asked in Russian:

AHel l o! Anybody alive down there?o

This happened during the first winter offensive of the Red Army, during
the stormy days when our front sometimes moved westward dozens of kilo-
metres in a single night. A Guards regiment advancing along the highway
burst into Ivanovka and unexpectedly frddiéha and his relatives. When
Soviet power was restablished in the village and the boy no longer had to
worry about his mother, who was well on the road to recoverypined the
Guards ski unit which had liberated his village. They did not want toftak
at first and told him to go home. Mistentto themajor, who, on hearing the
boybés story from t hethenratiorsliser s, had h

A uniform was made for Misha and a short carbine was obtained from the
cavalrymen. Misha Sinitsky became a Red Army Guardsman, a participant in
all the glorious exploits of his ski battalion, sharing all the hardships of his
fellow soldiers. He was appoétt to a trench mortar platoon. Keen, persever-
ing and clever, with a knack for mechanics, he quicklstered the simple
technique of the trench mortar and v
Mortar man. 0O

But trench mortar crews do not fight the enemy every day. And this little
sol dierb6s hatred was so burning and
Remaining a member of the trench mortar crew, he made friends with the
snipers. The days that the morteews were ndbusy, Misha donned his white
coverall, to which he had himself sewn-fiee twigs, and went to the edge
of the forest beforsunrise. He settled himsetfleverly camouflaged, some-
where close to German positions. There he would wait,&ftarhour, some-
times for a whole day, until his eyashedfrom staring into the snowy ex-
pansesHe would wait until the figure of a German would climb out of the
blindage on to the path for a breath of air. Then, with bated bigatheart
pounding, every nerve taut, Misha would take careful aim, his whole being
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becoming one with his little carbine.

A sho® and the German would stumble and fall. On such a day Misha
would return to his company singing merrily. His cheerful laughter would ring
out in the trench, sounding incongruous under those austere conditions.

But Misha was not always so lucky. One day he came back from his
Ahuntingd gloomy and depressed. Wi t h
onto his bunk. The soldiers began asking him what the matter was, why he
was so upset. It turned out that he had trdaavn an officer in a tall hat and
well-tailored greatcoat with a brown fur collar. The German had reminded
him very much of the one with the metal teeth who had laughed at him in the
school.

Misha took aim with exceptional care. He became as motionless as though
turned to stone. But just as he pulled the trigger the snow crust under his elbow
gave way and henissed. The officer looked around, ajuinpedinto the
trench, dropping his cap hishaste. Beside himself with rage, the little sniper
shot at the cap. The second shot disclosed his hiding place. They saw him and
opened fire. Misha heard the whining of the bullets over his head and, un-
mindful of the danger, cursed himself with all the dsoknown to him. Such
a target! To miss such a target!

On returning to the blindage the Red Army Guardsman threw himself on
his bunk, his face buried in straw, and cried all day.

Once the commander of the front, a welbwn Soviet general on his
way to the observation post, drove through the village where the ski battalion
was resting. His driver stopped at a well to fill his radiator. The general got
out to stretch his legs andw Guardsman Mikhail Sinitsky crossing the road
to the kitchen with his medst.

The commander called to him. Without displaying the slightest timidity,
Misha reported as befits a soldieclearly, cheerfully, and confidently. This
won the heart of the old Soviet commander, who asked Misha who he was
and what he was doing here. Uponeiging an intelligent and exhaustive
answer , he ordered hi s andrdgenent Whewr i t e
the radiator was filledthe general drove off. And the skiergvingrested,
went into battle. Misha forgatl abouthis meeting with the comamder until
oneday a code came from divisitreadquarterdemanding that Guardsman
Mikhail Sinitsky report to the staff headquarters with his documents and per-
sonal belongings'hecode explained that by order of the commander, the boy
was being sent to the reardiudy.

But this was not t he waredrddhee®n-ar ds
ing sometime later as the commander of the front, accompanied by his aides,
was returning from a telephone conversation over the direct wire, a little figure
in an army sheepskin suddenly popped out from under the feet of one of the
aides. He drew himself up to attention, clicked his heels and in a clear ringing
voice reported:

23



fi R eAdmy Guardsman Mikhail Sinitsky. Permit me to report, Comrade
Colonel General .o

In spite of the unexpectedness of this meeting, the commander immedi-
ately recognized the boy, and being in a good mood as a result of his telephone
conversation, he repliederrily:

iWel | , go ahead. First of al | t el
gether e? 0

The little soldier gave a boyish whistle and disparaging gesture, as if to
say it was not so difficult for one like him to get to staff headquarters and even
under the very feet of the commander. The general laughed and ordered Pri-
vate Sinitskytofolowh m. I n t he general 6s cabin

recorded as accurately as possible f
AWhy arenodt you i n school studying
AiPermit me to eport, Comrade Col o
Avery good. You 1 fInISh your stu

fight .o
iYes but the war wild.l be over by tF

the fascists without me, Comrade Col

The commander did not reply. An unwonted expression of deep feeling
crossed his stern, unsmiling face. And his steel grey eyes, which sometimes
made even generals tremble, narrowed and sparkled with laughter.

iSo you want to get back to your r

ifYes, Comrade Commander . I 61 I stud
have time,Comrade Colonel General.c a rstidy while theyare crawling
al | ov e rAndfergetting himself, e changed back fraine soldier
i nto the boycoarse ydweo naddtd ekdn:o wi Gwbhhaw t h e
coudyou? But | 6ve Holdtmuchhe nt!cdo cl ose ¢

The general gave a broad smile, a thing which rarely happened with him.

AAll right, have it y,oolesadolhen afteay .
abriefpauséke t ook off his wrist watch and
to remember me by, my |little warrior
so it won't fall off. 20

With a glance at the door, he suddenly embraced the child with the round,
closecropped head and kissed him on the forehead like a father blessing his
son on setting out to perform some great feat.

nAIl I right, ,gberepehtedartdrnedto the map, gthdy-
ing it with exaggerated attention.

And Red Army Guardsman Mikhail Sinitsky returned to his regiment to
go on fighting.
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A Handful of Earth

Excitemenma de t he regi mental commander @
composed, almost unrecognizable through the phone:
AReport the situation. As quickly
Without putting down the receiver, Lieutenant Moiseyenko thrust his
head out of the blindage and looked around.
The top of the hill, towering high over the marshy lowlands, commanded
a broad view of the surrounding area in all four directions. The sun had not
yet risen from behind the stunted and rugged birch grove some distance away.
But the first golden rays westruggling through the leaves, gilding the east-
ern slopes, and making the dewdrops on the grass sparkle like diamonds. Grey
shadows still lay over the lowlands. Larks were singing altoeecool, as-
cending fog, andnly a trainedeye could distinguish som&gue movement
in this peaceful, deserted, landscape.
It was not for nothing that Moiseyenkad fought for so long as an artil-
lery observer: his sharp eye missed no essential detail in the scene.
AA train of about 40 carts Odiae moVi
you following it on the 500,000 scale mé@pthere at the bridge over the
stream. The tailend is hiddenn f og. Ther ed s-caweredo | umr
trucks on the northern sector of the road What? Hauling munitions, | suppose.
Nobody in sight around infangyontheedgk s. T

of the forest and three guns pointed inour directiohh ey 6 | |  pr obabl
us soon.. >

A hoarse sigh sounded in the receiver.

Al toll be hard, Lieutenant. Listen
Understand? Not a single cart or car is to pass along the road. Understand?
Hold out to the last man. Do you hear? Hold out until nigt@fallh en 1 61 1 ¢
to your aid.... Well, Mseyenko..0The regi ment al comman
tered. ARemember, | 6m depbkangohtothe on vy

roads, grab them by the throat, so that

Came a sickening, ewricreasing sounghenetrating like cold to the very
marrow.A mine exploded somewhere close by. €aghtrembled. Dry sand
rustledbetween the logs of the blindage. Suddenly the telephone went dead in
the middle of a word and the lieutenant realized that the thing he had most
feared had happened. The undiscernible thread of wire in the grass, the only
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connection between the handful of men on thednd the regiment which
had retreated yesterday, was severed.

Moiseyenko cast a sidelong glance at the soldibrshadbeen, listening
to theconversatiorfrom adistancethendrewhimself up and reported into
the dead telephone:

iComrade Regi ment al Commander , y ou
ceived. Not even a rabbit will slip across the road to the front as long as one
of us remains alive. o

After placing the now useless phone on the box, he looked questioningly
at the soldiers. Theneere only nineteenof then® all that remained othe
platoon after yesterday's battle for this height. Of the nineteen, five were
wounded. He knew most of them very well. They had retreated with him alll
the way from the Latvian border to the aitiyKalinin, then back agaifrom
Kalinin to the Rzhev marshes where time of thefront had held during the
winter and trenchwarfare had set in. Now they stood thoughtful, silent and
calm. It seemed to the officer that the tall and spruce machineer Fade-
yev, a man no longer young, was smiling slightly as he puffed atgheetie
hiddenin his smokestained palm. The lieutenant suddenly felt ashamed of
his cunringness. These men were soldiers and shoulilohings straight.

ACommunications with the regiment
were received, 0 said the |ieutenant,
alarm which had suddenly seized him on realizing that he was the one now in
command and that on his abilityfiefency, and resolution depended the lives
of these people as well as the fate of the whole regiment, exhausted by unequal
battl e. AThe Fr i toadssacrobsahe marshas.lOyr hdighte s e
is like a lock keeping them from passing. Of coutse Germans will spare
no effort to smash this lock, for without munitions their forces cannot ad-
vance.... The commander of the regiment has ordered that not a single vehicle
be allowed to pass to the front | ine

The soldiers silently smoked their haralled cigarettes. The bluish
smokeclung to the dewy grass.

Machine gunner Bezdolya powerful, energetic Siberian, was absorbed
in weaving a wreath of daisies from the bunch lying on his knees. All watched
his large dextrous fingers as though the destiny of this small group, left on
enemy territory by the vicissitudes of fate, depenciedhe weaving of this
garland.

The lieutenant was younger than any of his men. He had been a student
in the third year at the university when he enlisted. And now before the great-
est and, perhaps the last battle in his life, he wanted to say something special
to these men about theirtiae land, about their duty, and about the great cause
for which the Soviet people were fighting. But when he once again looked at
the remnants of his platoon, he suddenly calmed down and only said:

ils everything clear?5o
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iPerfectly clear, 0 someone answered

iThe Ger mans wil | pass only over ou
ting asidethe unfinished wreath and brushing the dewy daisies from his knees.
For some reason these flowers reminded fathers of their children far away.

Machine gunner Fadeyev, who had been watching the Germans through
the embrasure, pricked up his ears, screwed up his eyes, and bit his lips. Then
he slowly left the embrasure, put out his cigarette with saliva and frugally hid
the butt in the leather barmd his cap.

AComrade Lieutenant, the Germans a
It looks as though they will begin an attack from the forest, there on the sunny
side. o

The lieutenant raised the binoculars and immediately put them down
again on the parapet to conceal the involuntary trembling of his hands. The
grey figures of Germans grew steadily larger as they broke through the fog,
moving towards the height in semiaitar open formation, uncamouflaged,
not even crouching, with tommy guns ready.

ALook how bol d otdloen 6$ c ewrechr eblost harr e

themselves! 0 said Fadeyev placing hi
ifiCome closer, come on, I 611 give you
AThey probably think the artillery
slipped away in the fog,0 conjectur

turned towards the west in case of attack from that side.
The sol diersd r e mdefeicasto thedigutpreastt e d a
fiStandto.... Ready for battle! Pass tloeder: not toshoot without com-
mandb
The Germans could already be segth the bare eye. They advanced as
before, erect. The vanguard had reached the foot bilthEhey were clearly
seen up to the waist, as if floating in the white mist. Now they began climbing,
and it seemed as though they were emerging from a milky lake....

All one sizé no less, no more
Led by gallant Chernomor.

Incongruously enough, this line from Pushkin came to the lieutenant's
mind as he layheregripping his tommy gun, suppressing an overwhelming
desire to fire at the strapping, bald German in glasses but without a cap who
was advancing at the head of the column.

fiDonodt fire without C 0 mmhberrepeatedny s h
feeling that his tunic had become damp and sticky and was hindering him.
With a swift movement he tore open his collar and immediately glanced at
Fadeyev to see if he had noticed it.

But the machine gunner, and his assistant, lighted by the direct rays of the
morning suncoming through the embrasure, stood as though carved from
stone, pale, with clenched jaws, apparently also struggling with a passionate
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desire to press the trigger and shoot these enemies who were already well
within aim.

AWhy am | so excited?0 thought the
it?0 But he i mmediately answered hir
company? Perhaps two? Perhaps a batt
ably thinking the same.

ASwar mi ng | i khkandbhe meaterednhroagh lisadeth.a r

As if in answer to this remark, the words of the great general Suvorov
flashed through the lieutenants mind:

iFi ght not with numbers, but with s
i 6Not with number s, but with skil
lieutenant.

Fadeyev nodded without taking his eyes off the sights. Suddenly the lieu-
tenant looked at these grey figures as if he were seeing them from a new angle,
as if they were on the cinema screen, unhurriedly climbing this slope bisected
by trenches seemingly etypand deserted. He suddenly felt an intoxicating
joy flow into his body. #ANot with nu

ABut | must not mihesteoughthtingmat v tosea | m
sight of the bald German with the broad forehead whose cap was thrust under
his shoulder straps. He was advancing heavily, no more than twenty paces
away; beads of sweat were discernible on the bridge of his nose. His jacket
sleeves were pushed up above the elbow, disclosing Hail, knotty arms.

Now! The lieutenant pulled the trigger. A look of surprise flashed across
the face of the German, followed by a grimace of pain. As if stumbling, he
fell on the grass. And immediately the silent hill spoke in a chorus. A second
German fell, a fifth, a twelfth. The grey chain girdling the hill snapped,
broke up, and after a momentds hesit
wind. The soldiers ran, leaping with huge bounds, spurred on by fear and in-
ertia. The defenders of the height fired at them calamg accurately, as
though they were so many wild geese.

ATheredyonat aweth number s, but wi t h
ant as he changed the disk and sighted the fleeing grey figures swaying above
the dissolving fog.

To save ammunition the men abandoned their machine guns and took up
rifles. The shots from the blindage were few but accurate.

The garrison on the hilltop became
at the top of his voice, another put two fingers in his mouth and whistled at
the Germans like boys at a fleeing dog.

AThat was some treat! They got what
they thought we no |l onger existed!o
nudging his assistant, a fair, middleg ed f el | ow. didma her
into my parloué won't you sit down?ubkt look howmary stayed with us!

Two dead Germans to each one of us. Look, look, one is still crawling over
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there near that birch tree! Her e, gi

APerhaps now they won't come back

AiA fat chance! You want to fight t

The lieutenant knew that Bezdolyaas right. It was too soon to rejoice.
Having burnt their fingers in a direct attack, the Germans would probably re-
sort to some trick; perhaps they would bring tanks and aeroplanes into action.
Only rifle shots could be heard from the front line, whichswaite close.
Evidently the offensive was being held up. The munitions were out there on
the roads, the queues of cars getting longer and longer.

Encouraged by success, the lieutenant analyjmedituation calmly and
systematically. The thought of death had completely left him. Everything was
once more in its proper place, and war was again the usual difficult job. Hav-
ing decided that the Germans would surely attack the blindage on the, hilltop
he ordered the soldiers to disperse into the foxholes in the slopes. He himself
also crawled into one. His decision was correct. At midday four bombers ap-
peared from beyond the woods and unhurriedly swooped down on the blind-
age. Bombs screeched throulyb &ir. Black geysers of earth and rock spouted
into the sky. When the dust had settled, they could see the logs of the bombed
blindage standing on end. The German battery opened fire simultaneously
from the fringe of the forest. The hill shook from exjpdos which enveloped
the summit in brown clouds of upturned earth.

Now, asalwaysduring such a shellingwhen black fountains of earth
leapt into the sky and the world was shaken to its foundations, everything
inside of man contracted and went cold, and he involuntarily clung to the
eath, trying to squeeze himself into it. And as always, he ignored the conso-
lations ofreason and strained his ear to catch the crescendoed screeching of
bombs, the grinding whistle of mines or the formidable rustle of shells, figur-
ing the while: this will land to the left, this will fly oveand the next, where
will the next one land?

But when sitting in the narrow foxholes, so cramped that it was even im-
possible to bend their knees, seasoned soldiers felt themselves more or less
safe. The dampness and the very smell of the earth seemed to comfort them.

During a moment of quietbetweenx pl osi ons the | ieuten

bass booming loudly, perhaps on purpose, so the others could hear:
AThey're trying hard all right, bu

their Hitler unnecessary expense,; no

Nervous laughter came from various spots on the-sbalred slopes.

During another interval between explosions someone sighed:

AwWhat good hay is being ruined! |If
hay it would be!d

il magine grudging the hay.Thewiyen wh
thing thatcountsis to smash them, the devildlo t h itoo goddso sacrifice
for this! Imagind hay ! o
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At last the barrage ceased. A menadiignce reigned. The lieutenant
felt rather than saw that the Germans were prepdoing new attack. But
now they were being very careful. The field was deserted, except for a quick
flash at the edge of the forest. Evidently the Germans were studying the height
through binoculars.

The smoke of the explosions settled. Not a man could be seen on the hill;
the demolished blindage was silent and it seemed even to Lieutenant Moi-
seyenko that there could be nothing left alive on this mangled, mutilated earth.
The lieutenant crawled alonpéd passages from one foxhole to another. He
knew the next encounter would be the decisive one. He crawled to Bezdolya
who even here in this temporary tren
fire had had time to settle himself comfortably, to dig shalvéise damp clay
for his tobacco, pipe, pouch, and hand grenades.

nwel | |, wi || we hold them back?
i We 61 | hold them back al/l right! o
worry about me , itds not my fihe'ss t |, C

tremblinglikeal eaf . 6 He pointed to the-neigl
marked soldier sat huddled up on the very bottom. This fellow, father of a
large family, had always taken pleasure in reading his letters from home aloud
to his comrades during hours of respite

AWedbve showed them somet hing! o s
AOnce webve held this hetowitetaboutioo u
your Katya! I'll also add a few lines to tell her what a heyeare,only watch
outyoudondt shoot without o0& aiecarsidgesYo ur
are numbered. 0

AThere are so many of them! o sighec
unshaven face, on which every pock mark now stmdalearly.

iThere are many to be sur e, but we
wi t h ..sTkareltHeylie, count them while you have nothing else to do.
How they ran!o

i But this wild.l be the end of us, O
have five children! o

The lieutenant grabbed him by the shoulders and shook him, looking
straight into the dull, confused eyes:

fiQuit that talk, do you hear? Hold tigatnd y ou 61 | stay a
hear ? Well , olBmdadeds thialvle kr cand ¢ re. No w
for sure!od

The lieutenant tried to say something to each soldier in these minutes of
tense, ominous silence, or at least to pat them on the back encouragingly. He
now believed blindly and passionately in the impossible. And this belief,
which had come to himonretal ng Suvorovédéds motto fAn
with skill,o filled him with recklI e:t
him like strong drink.

ai
ol |
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The Germans now advanced with caution. They crawled across the field,
girdling the height in a close, evearrowing ring. The only sign of their ap-
proach was the stirring of the grass. It seemed as though a herd of wild boars
was advancing. The ones irettanguard had already begun to climb the hill.
Their grey forage caps appeared for a moment and then disappeared. The
strained ear caught the crunching of pebbles under their hobnailed boots. The
heart beatoudly; breathing became heavy; temples achecthfthe tension.

Now they leapt up and were running, firing on the run at the demolished blind-
age and the summit of the hill.

AFirel!o yelled the | ieutenant with

And again the hill reared and roared vgtiots, and again its sheltarred
slopes sent a shower of bullets at the enemy. The machine gunners sent over
brief volleys; the riflers sustained a carefully aimed fire. The Germans fell,
pitching onto the earth, but others came on and on.

i Fi r edyellddithe ledtenant, and his tommy gun hissed as a bead of
sweat fell on it.

On three sides of the hill the Germans could hold out no longer and rolled
back, but on the fourth, the south side where there was no machine gun, they
continued to advance. Thevere very close, but hidden behind the ridge. Sud-
denly several figures appeared on the ridge. Shots rang out, but too late. The
Germans jumped into the trench.

There is a moment in each battle which decides its outcome. The lieuten-
ant understood that such a moment had come. Now and not a second later he
must do something, say something that would make this handful of tired, hun-
gry, deafened and wounded men perfa miracle. Throwing himself over
the parapet into the trench where the Germans were already preparing to
shoot, he shouted in a voice that sounded strange even to himself:

AStalin!o

He saidnothing moreHe had no time..Something heavy hit him in the
chest, seared his faceEverything swayed, the earth reeled and reared up on
end.... To keep from falling into the bottomless pit which suddenly yawned
before him, the lieutenant pressed his body hard against the damp clay and
dug his nails into it..

He recovered consciousness in the demolished blindage. The lean face of
Fadeyev with its high cheekbones bent over him, as calm as ever.

AfAre you alive,o0Comrade Lieutenant

ADid you repel the attack?o

AThat one and tHdwon gmoorne.. YWeud rlei ehost |
you mustnét. Just a minute. oo

For some reason Fadeyev tiptoed out of the ruined blindage. Through the
mangled logs the lieutenant caught a glimpse of blue depths of evening sky in
which screeching martlets flashed.

AThe | ieutenant fHey, wheré yolegoing? Baakitod F a
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your place, bl ockhead! Dondét stick 'y
|l ieutenant is alive. And tell everyhb
Everything was bathed in. the golden ligimhanating from the slanting
rays of cool, setting sun. The lieutenant felt a chilly weakness, as though his
bones had been taken out and his body stuffed with damp cotton. He glanced
at his watch with difficulty. It was 21:50. Some time would yet passréefo
darkness settled down.
AfFadeyev, Fadeyev, o0 he called, wuna
The lieutenant ordered that he be carried out of the blindage and placed
where he could see everything around. He chose a wounded soldier to be his
messenger and ordered the othem back to the trenches, after which he
proceeded to watch the enemybés movem
He could clearly see theéagelike figures lying stiffly on the slopes and
in the grass at the foot of the hill. It seemed as though during this day the
swampy field had become covered with grey mole mounds. He began to count
them, losing count after he reached a hundred because lofizhimg in his
head ad the coloured dots flashing and reeling before his eves.
He took up a handful of clay, already damp from evening dew, and
squeezed it in his weakening fingers, showing it to his wounded liaisa®h man
that same pale, unshaved, paulirked private with whom he had spoken be-
fore the decisive attack.

AfiDear earth. Doypyaoyu fsoere itth?ed pri ce
iwe won't |l et them have it for any
fawed, politely covering his mouth
height, they arenodt! Have other thin

oneds coming to our aid.o

On their faces they felt the cool dampness of this August evening, filled
with the aroma of earth and grass. And they forgot the pain and the danger as
they smiled and listened to the roar of artillery fire approaching from the east.

33



+sdO sN £bUh

Althoughthis story sounds likafairy tale,it is true from the very begin-
ning to the endl heard it in the woods of the KholiZzhirkovsky District,
Smolensk Region, when this area was still occupied by partisans. It was told
to me by Nikolai Fyodorovich Somov, a partisan demolition trooper, and his
son Yura, formerly a tradschool pupil and now a partisan scout, known in
the detachment as fASunnyodo because of
red curls.

AWhen Fritz had taken Vyazma and w
Kolkhoz Orekhovkaand the places around it turned out to be deep in the Ger-
man rear, 0 said Nikol ai Fyodorovich,

AAbout three hundred kilometres frc¢
tical lad who likedprecision ineverything.

AThat éds r i ght .. Gotteb intatbenhdhit of ipokingehisr u p t
nose into grownups®6 conversation,"
A Wel | , &loseoudhealls) and soon a partisan unit commanded by Com-
rade M.,I won& mention his name, you know him anyway, appeared in the
woods near Orekhovka. We began with almost ngttga to sayone rfleto
five men, andhat without cartridges, a crate of hand grenades and incendiary
bottles. Soon, however, we feathered our nests with weaposhanaquip-
ment, all captured in battle. We even seized a German radio set.

AfWe had a fellow in our partisan ol
operator in our distriét a clever ladHe quickly caught on to how the radio
worked, monkeyed around for awhil e a
Owedre no |l onger dead; Owlepl b pessen

fought in the woods knows what a radio means. A great thing! He put on the
earphones and all the fellows gathered around, stretching their necks like
geese. We could hardly wait to find out where the Red Armyfighting

now, what was happening on the Mainland, and what was what in Moscow.
This took place in October, | remember it as cleaslyhough it had happened
yesterday. In the mornings, the fields used to be white with frost and the
swamps were already freezing. o

i Not in October, but the end of Oc
AwWhat would you do with a kid Iike
not to butt in when your father is
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Fyodorovich, losing his temper. He waited for his son to go out before continu-
ing his story: AYes, to be sure, it
ence. Well, to make a long story short, the crowd of us was standing around the
radiod everybody gcept the sentries, of course. Suddenly, Sanka got up, pale,

his |Ilips trembling |ike he had been |
cow, fellas, 6 he says, and without f
face with his hands and burst irtears. He was a big husky fellow and God,

itdés awful when such a guy suddenly
aroundsilent i ke. The commander shook Sanka
ing! Perhaps you misunderlsttéosodt.h. e .t r\k
answered. 06The broadcast is coming f

Leningrad have surrendered and that thedfitgorky isholding on by a thread

and that the Redrmyi s retreating according to
manderai d: &6éYoubre |lying, I want to |Ii
radio, and as always happens with radios, just at the vital moment a crash and a
bang and nothing could be understood and the broadcast ended.

Al wondét try to describe what we |
as if he had just buried his mother. Such news was no joke!

Ailn the evening when it was time f
mander said to Sanka: 6Tune i Meyour

put on the earphones himself. He listened for a while, then got up without
saying a word or looking at anybody and we all understood: things was in a

bad way.
iMeanwhile the Germans had put up
saying something I|ike: 6Youbre fight

have fallen, Gorky and Ivanovo are in German hands, the rest of the Red Army
is retreating beyond the Urals, yatause is lost, so put down your weapons

and come out of the foredtsn ot hi ng wi | | happen to vy
wanted to believéhem. How could we ever believe that the Red Army had
been smashed! And now this broadcast

iNot from Kuibyshev but from Koni
Yurka who had unnoticeably slipped in and was standing behind his father.

AiTrue enough, but we found that out
heads that the Germans were pulling our leg. The hours were the same and the
voices of the announcers seemed familiar. Hm.... Well, such news made us feel
as though we was sittingith a sword hanging over our heads. About this time
one of our kolkhoz women, a widow named Katerina Vlassyevna Zharinova,
went out into the yard to hang out her wash. She went out and what does she
see: there on the snow was a newspaper. She unfalitddaked familiar. It
was thePravda.And the photograph on the front page showed the Lenin Mau-
soleum with Comrade Stalin on the reviewing stand along with Comrades Mol-
otov, Zhdanov, Mikoyan, Voroshilov and others.... And the newspaper a fresh
one. What did this mean? She glanced at the Hateember 8!
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iShe grabbed up intoée howseyand shpweditto r us
her daughterdRead it, daughter! Hurry up, what does ia yTReddaughter
read, and could hardly believe her eyes: a parade in Moscow. Comrade Stalin
had made a speech. The invadersdé day
bour dropped in to borrow a frying pan or some such thing. Again they read
it through. In theevening the whole kolkhoz flocked to the house. Comrade
Stalinés speech was read about ten t
The people looked at it as though it was something sacred, honest to God. It
was something real, something ordina
possible to describe how happy people felt. That night a messenger came run-
nngtous from the village. Sweating bul
news, fellows! One of the women has found a recent copyafdd Com-
rade Stalin has made a speech in th
Germans straight to hell! There was
things.

iWel | , we felt as i f a heavy | oad
sent for this newspaper, brought it to the detachment, built a huge bonfire, and
collected all the people around it. All night long the newspaper was read
al oud. We 6 d freading to gne group Wwheronewg dnes would
come,andve 6 d dil evgriagain And the new ones listened and the old
ones remained. You see the German radio had made us sick. We had a terrific
yearning to know the truth.

firThose who was younger, whose memory was fresher, learned Comrade
Stalinés speech by heart, it was rea
can recite it to you, word for word even now, only ask.hien| | right,
bot her, theyoll believe y.ou without

AWel |l , anywayPRravdatrawellen tamaad widé. Everhdes-
tant villages began sending messengers secretly, some of them trudging more
than a hundred miles to read this ni

copied into notebooks. The words, o]
across German posters with their falsehoods.
AfPeople took heart. They knew our

thrown. And affairs in our partisan outfit picked up. People came to us in
flocks. We began selecting our people, and took only those who had their own
guns.

AfThe Germans became al ar med: Wh a t
pened? There was one rat among us: Pyotr Pavlov, the baygektin the
whole district. We finished him off later in a partisan court. Well, he betrayed
Zharinova. He said she had a newspaper that stirred people up. Well, the Ger-
man police came in a truékabout fifteen of them with machine guns. They

brokeintoZlmar i novadés home. Whereds the ne\
paper. Katerina stood before thiem as
are talking about, I dondét know anyt
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her: o6Why do all the people from the

kept her wits about her! 61 gather 1
doctors so | sad eat the sick,d she
AnShe | ied well, but they didnét be

given them althe dope. It was clear that this newspaper worried the Hitlerites,
hmm.... They tortured Katerina for a long time. They twisted her arms and
pulled her hair out in bunches by the r@otghat else could you @ect of

fascists! She cried, but didnoét give

I don't know a thing.d They took her

newspaper i s or weodoltisatdgnuedheuse

ahead and burn it, but I donot Kknow
Ni kol ai Fyodorovichés voice trembl

back and pretended thatkhorkasmoke was choking him and began rubbing

his eyes.

i God d amakhorkalit busns the throat like vinegar!... Welhey
burned her house and then shot her. But the women had hidden the newspaper
under a special stone in the garden |
Katyb sheds a member of our unit dmow, a
well anyway, she wenhto the garden at night, took the newspaper from un-
derneath the stone and brought it to us.

i And a d¢gmavdapassed feom hand to hand. The newspaper became
worn and torn from so much handling. We pasted the corners and folds with
paper and continued reading it at the kolkhozes.

AAnd it goes without saying our par
mans mustered all their troops to Moscow because things were going bad for
them there andnly old men and all sorts of leftovers remained in the village
garrisons. One fine day we attacked these garrisons, killed them all off,
cleaned up our district, and organized thiscatbed Partisanland where Fritz
wo ul dn étitk hignase sithout tanks. Well, you know aflis without
me telling you.

AiBut about the newspdpegoi ©Ogrt oo ke

he said, 6because itod6s a historical

sai d, 6and weol |l hang up this newspa

descendants see what kind of newspap
AiwWell, where is the newspaper ?0
iThatds the question. Our commande:!

He had been a Party secretary before the war and he understood such things.
Once, however, the commander from the neighbouring district sent his scout

to us with anrewmwsep,ape®endtiwws tomd y a
you because you have already freed Yy
under the Germans; for wus it wildl b €
could do about it; we gave him the newspaper in retura feceipt, and again

it began making the rounds. 0
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AAnd where is it now?o0

Nikolai Fyodorovich lifted his large, knotted, veiny hands, the hands of a
kolkhoz smith, still black from metal burns and smoke even after so much
time in these woods.
il donét know where it is. We | ost
commander operates who took it from us has also been liberated, is also Par-
tisanland. | was sent there to repair a field gun they had captured; well, our
commander sagdbaok mehe 6Bewsipaper, d h
to the Mainland.® So when | got ther
it over.d But one of their comrades ¢
the boys near Minsk came and askadt and we gve itto themd 0

Nikolai Fyodorovich grinned, showing his strong, white teeth. Lighted by
a smile, his face at once became younger.

iThey began making up | egends abou
ltés said that the Germans threw it
threw it into the river, but it woul
put it into a shell andired the shell, but instead of destroying the paper, the
shell burst into a million new copi e

ABunk! 0 interrupt ewi vYeusrdk at,a Iseosl ledmn |

Nikolai Fyodorovich smiled goedaturedlyas he looked at his son, a
small, sturdy, lively lad, tightly belted with a red leather belt, probably taken
of f some German officerds body,

i No, itdés not the bunk. Arendt we
dondt Pwawaa, lgvediaand other newspapers and even mail from there
every week? And dondét we |l earn all t
about how you |ive over there, what

scratching their heads on the other side of the GHaand how the Red Army
is advancing and crushing the Germans on all fronts.

The partisan gave his son a swift, affectionate push. The boy reeled, but
quickly regained his balance.

iWel | : what do you say? Isn"t it
understand a tale when you hear it
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Scouts

Onceduring the very height of the war, an interesting dispute took place
between Nikolai Ilyich Cherednikov, a veteran soldier, and Valentin Utkin, a
lucky sniper who, though still very young, had seen a lot of fighting. These
two were favourites in a scout company famous along the whole Kalinin front,
commanded as | remember ndwy,Captain Kuzmin.

Cherednikov, who always had a patronizing and rather supercilious atti-
tude towards youth, asserted in the blindage before the whole unit that he
could camouflage himself so that Utkin would not be able to detect him even
at a range of only ten metres, datbwing that he was somewhere clbse
Utkin, an experienced fellow, with every reason to be-ceiffident, an-
nounced that thiswasfel ot of bosh. o6 He who had
mans and could spot a fly fifteen metres away, most certainly could see a man,
especially one with the proportions of Uncle Cherednikov, as Nikolai llyich
was called in theompany.

The forfeit was a tobacco pouch.

Sergeant Zverev, the companyés fbr
spected fellow, was asked to act as judge.

At an hour when the company was resting, having been transferred to the
regi ment 6s rear echelon after heavy
Utkin and led him away. Sent off with spicy jokes and wishes of good luck,
they walked through the back yardtkthe village where the company was
stationed, and crossed unploughed fields overgrown with weeds and fenced
off by a demolished hedge. They stopped at the bend in the village lane where
it curved to enter a sparse young birch grove.

AiStand here and | ook sharp, o0 said
watch and wondering as he glanced around where on earth Uncle Cherednikov
could be hiding here.

It was a wet, dreary, windy day. Shapeless dark clouds sailed over the wet
fields and foest, almost touching the pale flutteriteavesof the treetops.

Large drops hung on the shiny branches of the bushes. The raw air penetrated
to the very marrow. But in spite of the weather, somewhere high up in the sky
the larks were singing over the gloomy, brown fields, reminding the world
that it was early spring and not fall.

Utkin looked around attentively. The country was flat and it was
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impossible to hide anywhere except, perhaps, among the tréneseaige of

the field. He began to scrutinize it, studying every birch, mound and bush with
the sharp, patient eye of a scout. It would seem to him that the grass had been
trampled in one spot, or that a certain clump of moss was unnaturally high, or
that astick in the swamp, with both ends sticking out, had been pressed down
by a human foot. The scout was on the vive eager to call outo Uncle
Cherednikov that he had found his friendt ba taking another look, he
would discover that he was mistaken. Then he would begin examining the
locality again with still greater care.

The sergeant sat smoking on a large pile of stones nearby and also looked
around with curiosity. The incessant rain had coveredtass with a silvery
grey coating like dew. Everfpotprint should have been visible. But none
could be seen, and this, more than anything else, confused both of them.

By the end of the half hour set for the search, Utkin had lost his temper.

It seemed to him that the old scout had played a trick on him and was sitting
as usual, somewhere near the bonfire, throwing on dry twigs, dreamily watch-
ing the fire dancing and arkling, while he laughed up his sleeve at the gul-
lible ones.

AThe old devil és played a joke on
what s the use of staring into space
As he said this a familiar hoarse voice came from somewhere right beside

him, as if out of the earth:

AiLook mor.edcmbtefbued Isyo i mpatient. Do
member how you usedtobodsh No f o o¢ a midetfrohEME . @

The stones rolled and clattered and from the heap two paces away, so
close that Utkin had not even paid any attention to it, emerged the tall round
shouldered figure of the old scout, shaking himself and shivering from the
dampness. His drooping, tobaestained moustache was now wet with rain.

He tugged at his tunic, with rapid movements of his large hands pulling
the gathers under the belt to the back. He adjusted his forage cap, slung his
rifle over his shoulder and stepped up to Utkin, who stood-opmrthed as
if frozen to the spot. HehewWut hi s hand: ALetds hav.

Utkin silently pulled out his Dblue
of the Great Patriotic Warod embroi d:i
pouch, received as a May Day gift, the envy of the whole company. He looked
at it regretfully and handedtit Uncle Cherednikov. The latter took it without
the slightest hesitation, filled his small homemade pipe with tobacco from it,
blew a couple of smoke rings, carefully tied up the pouch and put it into his
own pocket.

il kyoudegl bad about it, but I'll not be giving it back to you. See
that there are no more senseless arguments with old Nikolai Cherednikov and
dondét try teaching your ¢rlean Brivedet h e r
Ut ki n?09
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There was a long story attached to this tobacco pouch and the whole com-
pany knew it. On receiving the gift, Valentin Utkin had found a note inside:
AfHave a good s modkoesomathihg to that effect. wag me 0
signed and bore the addreBsPr o |l 8eavkag Mi |l |l , City
this timenot only an exchange of letters had ensued, but a whole love story.

So the whole company was surprised that Uncle Cherednikov, a gaed
tured, just man, a Communist who was ever ready to give away anhthing
had to a comrade, should have deprived the company favourite of such a treas-
ured token.

Nevertheless, the dispute raised Uncle Cherednikov's prestige still higher,
and from that time on no matter what the old scout said about their work, no
one risked arguingvith him. At times even Captain Kuzmin called Uncle
Cherednikov and asked his advice.

A scout! You most likely imagine a scout as a bold fellow with a lively,
energetic face, sharp eyes and a tommy gun slung across his chest. But Uncle
Cherednikov, as you already know, was a man well on in years, tall,-round
shouldered, slow, and while netactly closemouthed, he preferred listening
to talking. When listening, he would never take the crooked little pipe he had
carved from a bit of birchwood out of his mouth.

He preferred an ordinary Russian thtieear rifle to a tommy gun. Nev-
ertheless, he was a scout and a sniper, unsurpassed on our front, with the true
talent of a pathfinder, withis own peculiar ways, the cunnin§a fox,and
inexhaustible inventiveness.

This Siberian kolkhoznik, inhabitamif the taiga, descendant of many
generationsf Russian hunters, approached war wehmcalculation and ef-
ficiency. He used to say that since the fascists had broken into our house, he
looked upon them as beasts rather than men, and fierce beastd &idbdt
thirsty wildcats, more thievish and harmful than wolves. He hunted them con-
tinuouslyand untiringly, not only during days of fighting but also during rare
hours of leisure, when his company was moved back toehe for a rest.

In contrast to other soldiers of those days, he kept no record of the Ger-
mans he kill ed. But his friends gav
Uncle Cherednikov had fpopped offo
claimed, and | think sincerely, that ht#taghed no particular importance to
thisdAinot hi ng mudckhockingoff b gapirgtr iotfz! 06 was h
tude.

However, as a hunter recalls the bears he has killed, so Uncle Cheredni-
kov remembered three of the Germans he had wiped out: two officers whom
he had spotted as he |l ay in nooi-mands
tring,and t he t hiofaGemiaaanipeh asthe calledhom, who had
kileds ever al of our sol di edtlse dagmdolpbwo und
a shaggy, noisy mongrel that used to run along the front line with a German
iron cross around its neck.
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Uncle Cherednikov hunted this sniper for about two weeks. The sniper
knew he was being tracked, and in his turn tried to get the old scout. As though
competing for a championship, they watched for each other days on end. The
captain had given orderstoget d of the fAarch fiendo
cided to Afight to a victorious end.
long enough to get a new supply of rusks, tinned food and tobacco from the
sergeant, and fill his flask with spirits to protect him frima severe January
cold. He would come to the camp thin, unshaved, irritable, with bloodshot
eyes and chewed moustaches. Answering no questions, he would doze off for
a couple of hours in the corner of the dugout, and then be off again to the front
line.

Not until the end of the second week did he discover the snowy lair of the
German sniper. It was dug behind the carcass of a horse whibleddyging
there since fall, horribly bloated and already snowed under.

Uncle Cherednikov tried to entice the enemy into battle by shooting into
the air. The sniper did not answer, but the Germans opened such fire from
their positions that Uncle Cherednikov barely escaped with his life.

He tried setting up a dummy in the forest dressed in a helmet and cover-
alls. There was nothing new about such a ruse, hut it often served the purpose.
The Afiendod did not bite and the day

Then once on a foggy night just before dawn, Uncle Cherednikov made
some tracks to a lone pine tree just opposite the dead horse. He shook down
the hoarfrost from the branches and threw some bark on the snow. He placed
his coverall near it so that it waately discernible. All this he camouflaged
rather carele$g. He stretched a white string from the pine to his real hideout
in the snow and allowed it all to become covered with the hoarfrost which
settled with the morning mist.

When day had dawned and the sun had risen, he began to jerk the string
gently. The snow fell slowly from ttF
quiet for half an hour. Again he would jerk and lie still. Finally something
stirred in the German sniperan. Something whiter than the snowy horizon
appearedovdarhe hor se ds b it mengedwith&hcle €gheredA s h o
ni kovés fsiemce. The anly Sigh ef tife was the snow whidlat-
tered down as the shot hit the pine branch under which tl Isad so care-
fully placed and camouflaged his coverall

From that day on the fAarch fiendo
Adolph, the dog, who had been gradually brought back to health by the scouts,
could now run along the front line jingling his iron cross, and disdainfully
lifting his leg at a tree stungr a parapet under the very noses of the Germans.

Uncle Cherednikov spent his free time hunting down the enemy, but his
real military profession was that of a scout. Our scouts invented many tricks
during the Great Patriotic War but | shall not bother telling about them. Uncle
Cherednikov preferred noiselesoating based on subtlety, on knowing the
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habits of the enemy and on skilful camouflage.

He and his partner, the same Valentin Utkin from whom he had so mer-
cilessly taken the cherished pouch, crawled like lizards to the enemy's posi-
tions and took note of what was needed. When circumstances demanded they
would knock out a gaping sentry witlold steel and always return quietly,
without a shot.

Scouting was not a profession but an art for Cherednikov. He loved it like
an artist, and like an artist he willingly, persistently, and patiently taught the
young people sent from the reserve regiments. But he taught them not with
words. He did not like wrds. He showed the young soldiers how to crawl,
how to wrap their boots in felt to make their steps noiseless, how to tell the
cardinal points of the compass by the moss on the trees and by the annual rings
on stumps; how to climb tall, branchless pireetr with the aid of a leather
belt; how to lead a dog off the track, how to protect oneself from cold in the
snow; how to tell the distance of th
between the shooting of a shell and its explosion, the positiofirofgbat-
tery by the tone of the shot, and much more that was essential in this compli-
cated military profession. He showed the young soldiers his famous camou-
flage coverall to which he himself had sewn twigs and bark so that it could
not be detected two etres away.

iThe fascist is a cunning beast, f
taken craftily, and because of this,
young soldiers.

He was guided by this principle himsatid was so expert that sometimes
he unwittingly fooled his own men.

Once the whole detachment almost wepidss.

The commander order ed * mformatiandiadc apt L
been received that the enemy was planning a new operation, and the order was
given to capture a German tongue as soon as possible. Uncle Cherednikov
|l i stened to the orders silently. To
blurted outassiu a | : fYes, Comrade Captain.o

He made a full turn to the left, took only his gun, leaving even his famous
coverall behind, and went to the front line. He did not say anything to anyone,
not even to his friend Valentin Utkin.

A tongue was badly needed. Therefore, without waiting for nightfall, Un-
cle. Cherednikov crossed the defence lines and began crawling towards the
German trenches, burrowing so skilfully in the snow that the comfaties
lowing his movements soon lost sight of him. But something went wrong
when he was only about twenty paces away frometi@my. He suddenly
raised himself slightly. The soldiers heard the Germans fire a couple of bursts
from tommy guns. They saw the scout fall backwards with arms widespread.

* A prisoner from whom necessary information carob&inedd Tr.
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Then complete silence. In the deepening dusk the immobile body with the
hand upraised could be distinguished lying in the spot where it had fallen.

The Germans tried to creep up to the body, but our soldiers immediately
opened fire and forced them back. The news that Uncle Cherednikov had been
killed quickly reached the company. White as a sheet, Utkin ran out in his
camouflage coverall, looked at thaotionless body with the upraised hand,
and immediately crawled over the parapet. The otbarslyheld him back,
and he would have crawled out to his friend and perhaps been killed if the
captain himself had not ordered him to wait until dark.

All evening Utkin sat with the soldiers from the outposts and drank spirits
from a flask, openly wiping the tears from his cheeks and asserting the while:

AwWhat a man! What a man! You dono6t
nikovwas!. . 0

When darkness deepened and snow whirled over the fields, the captain
permitted him tago for the body of his friend. Utkin jumped over the parapet,
went through the entanglements and moved forward. For a long time he
crawled on his elbows over the slippery crusthen suddenly through the
rustle of flying snow he heard someo
was crawling towards him. Utkin stopped stone dead, silently pulled out his
knife and waited. Suddenly he heard a familiar husky whisper:

AWhods there? Don''t shdoéench t her tac
Why are you so quiet, do you think I
in deep enough, your backside sticks

It seems that Uncle Cherednikov, realizing the importance of the task,
decided to risk everything. He figured this way: he would crawl unnoticed
close to the German trenches, then show himself on purpose, fall when they
shot, make believe he was dead aad wntil dark. One of the Germans would
come for his body. He would attack this German and seize him.

The general who commanded the division was so pleased with Cheredni-
kovibengue, 06 that he himself decorate
past exploits and with the Ondef the Red Star for this one.

What aa celebration was held! Having hadre to drink than the estab-
lished army ration, the untalkative Cherednikov opened up. He returned the
cherished pouch to Valentin Utkin with a warning not to lift his nose too high
in the presence of old veterans. He then began telling his comradeshaw, w
just a rookie, he had participated in the Brusilfiepsive in 1916, how the
Germans had then fled under Russian blows through Galicia and how he,
Cherednikov, had volunteered to penetrate enemy lines wittiyagbacouts.

With his own hands he had captured an Austrian captain, disarmed him and
brought him to headquarters, for which he had received his first decoration,
the St. Georg€ross. He told how the Germans had retreated before the Red
Army in the Ukraine in 1918 and how the Red regiments had pursued the
Germans at their very heels. Cherednikov had again crossed the German lines
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with a group of scout s, this time s
box, some very important documents, and an automobile loaded with Christ-
mas presents. For this, the division commander had presented Cherednikov
with a silver watch.

The old scout pulled out a heavy watch on which were engraved two
crossedriffesandtheor ds: AFor outstanding coul
watch was passed around, and when it igagrned to the owner, he looked
at it pensively:

AOh, how fast the Germans ran away
an hour, hanging on to their ears t«
running soon again, you just take Un

wein those days? What were we? Aodk at us now! What are we like now,
I ask you? We didnoédadicchmbte haveen ttloe Bs

now, boys, you can be sure | wondét r
Berlin. Perhaps you thinktha®dm bdmashad
i ng!o

But no one said he was boasting, although this old veteran spoke these
words when our troops were still storming Velikiye Luki and Beilin was still
far away.
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Her Family

With short shuffling steps, a small, stooped, old woman, very energetic
for her sixty years, came into the office of the Chairman of the Nelidovo Vil-
lage Soviet, a room in one of the few buildings that remained standing after
the expulsion of the Germans. Thek locks escaping from beneath her beret
were snow white, but her large, beautiful black eyes were young, and their
vitality offered a strange contrast to lsdvery hair.

For a moment she studied the tired face of the chairman and then, as if
having decided that he was a worthy person and one with whom it was possi-
ble to have a heatb-heart talk, she asked:

iHave you ever been to Toropets? N
ropets before the war, you most certainly would have kmawhusband. My
name is Sarah MarkovBa Sar ah Mar kovna Feinstei
Ger shel Feinstein, the best menbs t &
sons who are now in the Red Army fighting the Germans. May all good people
beblessed with such soris

She sat sideways on the edge of the luxurious armchair proffered her.
How this chair had found its way into this bleak room, with its dark log walls,
was a mystery. She fingered the fringe of her black shawl with long thin fin-
gers and continued:

AOnly please donét think I have co
sol diers. Oh no, I woul dndédt think of
long distance on very important business. Do you hear me? For three days |
travelled from Toropets, jouncing trucks along rutted roads. May Hitler be
made to ride along such roads to his dying day! Do you hear? | came to tell

you what remarkable people Iive in vy
won't keep you long..This doesn't concern me aloneodsknows Iwould
never have made such a trip if the matt@mcernednly me ! But youor

head of the district and you have a right to know what worthy people you
preside over. Do you know the Kolkh&udyany, the one on th&oropets

hi ghway? Do you know it, | 6mdays«&ddhqg?
or 6nob6?~?
iYes, I do, 0 answered the chair man

suppressing a smile.
The chairman had headed a partisan unit in the woods of these parts for
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about a year during the German occupation of the district. They had been
forced to Iive only in the woods beq
zone, 0 the enemy had burnt al | t he
highway. Duringhe year he had spent in the dense forests, in dugouts, around
campfires, the chairman had lost the habit of living in buildings, andhaolw

difficulty in regulating his powerful ringing bass to fit the small office. For

that reason he always felt embarrassed when speakistrangers.

fi Syou do know it. Very good. Nowlisten to me and listen carefully,
while 1 tell you something that will stir you, as head of the district, to the
depths of your soul . o

With nervous haste the old woman began telling what she had lived
through and seen in this region during the horrible ddéyGermanoccupa-
tion.

On the first day of the war, Sarah Markovna had seen her youngest son
off to the military commissariat. Soon the eldest had followed his brother,
leaving his wife Hannah in the care of the old folks. The third son was a mil-
itary man by profession and wdseady fighting somewhere in Byelorussia.

When the Germans broke through to yeman River andoropets was
declared to be in a state of siege, old Gershel armed himself with a rusty spade
and a change of underwearandwerda j oi n a wor kersodé b
line of fortifications near the city.

ADondt worry, Sd&rnaoh,hp atnhec.maWen wohniornt (
any closer than the old borders, o6 he
ones slip through here and there, tr
know what kind of trenchethese willbe? Ohe ! 6 and he sol em
the rusty spade istmnedfacent of hi s wife

But the Germans broke through the old borders. Nor did the new fortifi-
cations in this district stop them. And then a stream of refugees began flowing
east along the Toropets highway; a stream of silent, depressed people driving
trucks and carts loaded wittousehold goods, and herdsdofstytired cattle:
astream which brought from the invaded territory in the west vague rumours
of the innumerable forces and the fierceness of the advancing enemy; a stream
which swept along the family of the Toropets tailor

Leaving everything behind, without even locking the apartment, Sarah
Markovna left the city early one morning with her daughter Raya and daugh-
ter-in-law Hannah. The two younger women took the old lady under the arms
and carried her bundle.

This was in the days when fascism was revelling in victory. The Berlin
radio incessantly played marches and made hourly announcements of newly
captured villages and cities. Fascist fliers amused themselves by diving down
on the human stream flowiredong all the roads to the east, to the interior of
the country. They practised precision bombing by aiming at the refugees.
Fighter planes with black crosses on their wings strafed the defenceless
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crowds, showering them with bullets from cannons and machine guns.

Such a bullet, fired from a fighter plane, killed Hannah on the Toropets
bridge. Helbody, together with others, was carried to the river bank and bur-
ied in the shade ofwillow.

On the next day Raya was killed by a dive bomber. Only a deep smoking
crater marked the place where the girl had been standing.

And Sarah Markovna walked on and on, mechanically, numb with grief;
she walked without thinking of anything, without understanding anything, ex-
cept that one must nég behind this stream of people, that one must move
on, on to the east, no matter what happened.

Someoneds kind hands I ifted her wh
dusty road. Someone gave her a piece of bread or a potato and, forgetting to
thank the giver, she ate without appetite, without even tasting the food.
Strange voices called her to cames at night, and she, the mother of a large
family, now all alone, warmed hersel

On the fourth day she fell ill. She left the road and collapsed on the dusty
grass which smelled of tar, gasoline and the sweat of horses. She concluded
that she must die here, for she no longer had the strength to move on. Rattling
carts rolled past hethe dull perplexed eyes of children looked out from be-
hind dusty bundles. Tired horses foamethatmouth, wheels creaked, cattle,
tortured by heat and dust, bellowed.

The eyes of the people who trudged behind the carts were dry and in-
flamed and saw nothing. They lugged the remairtbeir worldly goods on
their backs, on bicycles, in handcarts or in baby carriages. Their black lips
were tightly compressed. Sarah Markovna closed her eyes. She knew that each
one of them had enough cashis own, without bothering about those of
other people. She did not ask for help. But there were people who carried her,
sick asshe was, to the first cottage in the nearest village

AThe house is full of our own trou
she heard someone say in an unfriend
people, and here, if you pleaseAll right, put her theré over theré what
are you waiting for? Oh dear! Oh dea

Sarah Markovna did not know who said these words. She did not have
the strength to open her eyes, which seemed to be glued together.

She came to only on the next day and looked around in surprise, not real-
izing where she was.

She was lying on a bench in a spacious peasant cottage. Bright rays of
midday sun broke through the greyish leaves of the geraniums on the window
sill. The oven crackled as it warmed up. Flies buzzed over the table set with
spoons, bread, and a steamingvbof cabbage soup that no one had yet
touched.

A tall, lean, middleaged woman with three children hanging on to her
skirts was looking out of the window into the street, from which came the

49



rumble and thunder and purring of motors and the throaty sounds of strange
speech

AWhat wil.| happen to us, my dear <c
we do now?.. fepeated the woman looking out into the street.

Without quite understanding what had actually taken place, Sarah Mar-
kovna realized that it was something terrible, and she uttered a plaintive cry.
The woman looked at her with eyes as dry and sad as those of the refugees.

AAh, so you have itwonidhave beenbétlerald , my
She did not finish, and again gazed out of the window, through which the wild
howling and clanking came in waves, sometimes so strong that the walls
shook and the windows rattled, sometimes abating and dying away com-
pletely. After admhemenfidbesiPeemaaessh

Sarah Markovna threw off the old patchwork quilt with which she had
been covered and jumped to her feet, reeling and leaning against the wall for
support.

Al goi ng, I candét stay here, I 6m ¢

The woman of the house gave her a hard, withering glance and waved her
hand:

AiWhere are you going? Lie down. Th

Through Sarah Markovnads mind fl as]l
ugees about fascist atrocities against the Jews. She recalled hovgnmaihe
town of Sebezh, the Jewsd been assembled in the local synagogue as
though to be registered. The doors had been locked and barred with logs and
the oldwoodenbuilding set on fire. She remembered how in Nevel, Jewish
families had been heedonto a narrow sandy strip of land projecting out into
a lake. Tanks had then been sglmrging along this strip, dbat the waters
of the lake, famous for their transparency, ran scarlet with human blood.

No, shehad not the right to bring trouble to this family who tgathance
taken her in. She could not. She must not remain here

Al @mi ng. Let me. " m going, 0 she s
deat h; mg v e i f v eudpdny ehildiem butypln Have three
smallonesl dondédt want othéré to die beca

AiDo you know wh aftom this lolkhezworhan,riYeka-e i v e
terina Fyodorovna Yevstigneyeva?0 as
viet chairman as she wiped the tears rolling down her wrinkled cheeks.

iPl ease write down her name in you
Yevstigneyeva from the Kolkhd2udyonnyYou just listen to what she said
to me. She told me that | was an old fool; yes, yes, an old fool; that | had lost
my mind if | thought that she, a kolkhoz woman, would throw a human being
to wild beasts in order to save her own skishe told me that the Soviet
Government must have brought me up badly if | could think that of her. She
ordered me to lie down, to keep quiet, and not to talk noeséns at 6 s t h.
kind of person Yekaterina Fyodorovna is! There she was with her three
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children and no husband, and the fascists in her back ystisomewhere
in Germany. They were driving their tanks right under her very windows. She
and | heard them guffawing near the well whitrey were filling their radia-
tors. But that's not all. You'rethehead ofche st ri ct, and ités
know what your people are like, so please have the patience to listen to the
end and see what happened. 0o

On the insistence of the woman of the house to which Sarah Markovna
had been brought, she remained at the KollBwdyonnythough this organ-
ization had been declared abolished byRblelkommandardf all the villages
along the highway.

The woman gave her an old weont peasant dress, and made her lie on
the bunk on top of the oven. Then, after consulting with her neighbours, she
decided to tell the German soldiers from #emmandantumwho came to
search the huts and rummage through
with typhus was lying on the oven. The Germans, fearing infection, not only
| ef t the old woman al one, but i n gen

Sarah Markovna lived like this until winter, without leaving the house.
When the Germans drove the inhabitants to clear the that@®g) blizzards,
showing no consideration for the small children left behind, the kolkhozniks
brought their children to Yevstigney
care ofthemuntil they returned. Gradually the womgat used to her, and
even became attached to her. In order to avoid using her name, they called her
i Mama. o

Then the usual notice appeared on the wall of the fire house stating that
all Jews must immediately register at the neafeshmandanturLikewise,
people who housed Jews or knew where they lived must report to the same
place within twentyfour hours, on penalty of death.

When she heard of the order, Sarah Markovna decided to register. She
dressed and collected her belongings without saying anything to the woman
of the house. But at the door she met the women with shovels and pickaxes,
returning from roadwork.

AWhere are you going?0 asked VYekat
ing glance.

Sarah Markovna dropped her eyes and said nothing. Then one of the
women guessed:

iGoing to register? Ah, my dearies
her neck in the noose thiswagd n i t b &now what théyaid t the
Jews in Toropets?0

AYes, I know everything!o cried Sa
want good people to die because of m
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ADo you know whatto tnhee?ste awsokneedn tshae do
ting up out of the armchair and looking excitedly into the tired eyes of the
chairman, now gl owiheyoldwe twas ceazymtleey m | i
told me that | wanted to shame their kolkhoz; that if they, because of fear,
allowed these savages to harm me, thieyld not be able to look each other
in the eye. And just at this moment another peasant came in; they called him
by a different name then, but | later learned that hismaale was Nikifor
Churilin. He did not liein the village at the time. They say he was a partisan.

He said, 6What are you women making
him: érhis crazy fool wants to go to ttommandanturShe 6 s af r ai d
get into trouble.d And do you know w
you donoét know. You canodot oOeHesad: gues
6Donot worry, Ma ma , and donot gi ve
weatheritthroulg t oget her or wedl | die toget
rilin said to me. Please write down his name in your book too. And do you
think this is all, Comrade Chair man:”:
finish.o

Care for the old woman became the concern of the whole kolkhoz which
formally had been abolished but actually had been cemented more closely
than ever before by their common trouble. Sarah Markovna continued to live
with Yevstigneyeva. Although the occupaiad stolen and devoured almost
all the food supplies of the inhabitants, even having discovered the secret
stores buried in the yards, so that now the entire population lived from hand
to mouth, nevertheless the women considered it their duty to $ieardaist
crust of bread with the stranger who was their common care.

The Germans continued to avoid Ye
catching the typhus. It seemed that everything was going along smoothly and
Sarah Markovna began to believe that with the help of her new friends she
would live to see better days. But allaosudden came a nealamity.

An automobile with a Red Cross on it came to the village. An interpreter
asked where the woman with typhus was. In their excitement the inhabitants
did not know what to say, and someon
house. But the doctors did not entinsteadan old officer gave instructions
to the orderlieswho began pouring gasoline on the foundations. Yevstigne-
yeva thought the gasoline wagme sort of disinfectant and silently stood in
the front yard with her children. Even when one of théeklies set fire to a
bunch of straw and threw it against the gasetioaked logs, she looked at
him without understanding.

The flames engulfed the house in a red sheet of fire, quickly devouring
the walls and straw roof. The Germans went to the automobile and drove off.
Then the woman screamed and rushed into the house. With her skirt already
on fire, she hurried to the overhere her guest was hidden and led her from
the roaring flames through the cattle shed, and out the back.door
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AiAnd do you know what this woman ¢
property because of me and was left without shelter with three small chil-
dren?0 asked t hlearnmahiidS hweo nsaani ddodingds A eh u m

worthmor e than a house. 6 She said:- 061f
6 She said: o661 f Soviet power returns
power remains, I wondt need any hous
everyt hi ngtshésaito e, this samehYakaterimvtigneyeva.
Ibegyoutr e member this, for you must kno
Al shall remember, 0 boomed the che

something in the drawer of his writing desk. When he straightened up his face
was red and damp, as it he had suddenly caught.cold

On thedaythat Yekaterina Yevstigneyeva's house was bubgeide Ger-
mans, she moved to her sister's, and Sarah Markovna, whom everybody called
"Mamap moved from house to house, living in turn with evenyifg, like a
shepherd in summertime.

In January thé-eldkommandanturgot wind of the fact that the peasants
were sheltering a Jewess. Gestapo men came in automobiles all the wav from
Nelidovo. A coveringletachment was stationed at the village crossroads, and
a thorough search began. \Ii¢hihe soldiers searched the houses, hwgs
Vag/a and Psfta Churilin, sons of NikiforChurilin, led Sarah Markovna
through baclkyards beyondthe edge of the forest to theighbouring village.

There they hid her at the home of their Untléhail Churilin, who also did
not live in the village and was also rumouredbéin a partisan outfit.

Sarah Markovna lived there morelessuneventfully until the moment
when thehunder of a tank battle came to them throtighwoods. And then
all of a sudden some flushed, perspiring ski soldiers witthéis on their
heads, and dirty sneeamouflages ui t s on t heir backs r
house. They asked for a drink in gay, husky voices, whose accents were pure
Russian....

On that same day Sarah Markovna returned t®tidyonnyKolkhoz as
though she were returning to her own family, &éimdd there, taking care of
children, until her native city was freed. Then a passing ambulance drove her
to Toropets.

The whole village came to see her off. Her friends saw that she was
dressed warmly, gave her baked potatoes for the trip, and begged her not to
forget them.

AHow could | ever forget them, Com
forgotten? 'Could | forget them even if, God fordidhould live to be a hun-
dred? Theycalledmda maé and true enough, | no

three sons who are fighting at the front (may God send all good people such
sons!® | now have dozens of sons and daughters aBtliyonnyKolkhoz
where | was called 6Mama. d But that
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along these terrible roads for three days (may Hitler ride adaoly roads to
his dying day!)? &dll youwhy: | came to say that these people must receive
decorations. No, pl ease donoét smil e.
have you to say?bo

The chairman was silent. An expression of great tenderness softened his
features, an expression unusual for this rough, courageous man, whose face
still bore the tan of his partisan life, except where he had shaved his moustache
and beard.

AYes, Mama, they deserve to be dec
serve it very much indeed; they deserve even more. But the thing is that we
canbét decorate al/l Soviet people for
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Friends

When, after a long andifficult march alongwinter war pads, KafiiGa-
laulin and Nakhtagov Yuldash first reachettie fighting line ofthe Velikiye
Luki front, Pyotr Stupin, althougbnly going on twentithree was already an
experienced soldier with theeputation in hicompany of being an expet
military affairs.

He had twice fought hiway out of enciclement, known the bitternesf
retreat, andnade a fivehundredkilometre winter marchadvancing to the
west.Stupin already hathree wound stripes antle medaFor Valour, and
it seemedhere was nothing iwar that he had natlready seen, studied, or
lived through.

No matter what watheme the men disissed in the hot dugout$ an
evening or irbrushwood shelters during a march, he always found something
to tell from his own experience, and he always spoke willingly and interest-
ingly, as is usual with people of experience who are by nature generous and
openthearted.

The company loved this broathouldered, stocky private with prominent
cheekbones in a thin, widalrnt face which bore a derisive expression be-
cause of a scar that crossed and lifted one eyebrow. He had become so accus-
tomed to life at the front that he had forgotten all about having once been a
tractor driver in the peat fields near Leningrad. War hadrechis second
profession.

In fact Pyotr was so used to this life that he no longer noticed its hardships.
The men in his company involuntarily tried to copy his dashing carriage and
customary smartness, the clearness with which he reported to his chiefs, his
springy step, his mannef cocking his hat, his habit of always being tightly
belted and the way he smoothed out his tunic under his belt so that not a single
crease remained. When Stupin grew a moustache, there immediately appeared
several other moustaches in the companyhab the commander advised
Stupin to remove this facial decoration in order to stop the further develop-
ment of the AHussar euwitdemic, 6 as th

Half the men in the c¢onmdatheyyoumger e F
soldier Kafii Galaulin (a jolly city man who had until recently been a me-
chanic in the Kazan fedressing mills) was immediately added to the number.
This came about very simply. One frosty December day Galaulin sat cleaning

56



his gun near a blindage dug into the steep bank of the small, winding Lovat
River. Something had gone wrong with the lock. In spite of the frost, beads of
sweat broke out on his greasained face.

Stupin happened by, and stopped to
assemble the gun. Without a word he took it in his hands, and in the twinkling
of an eye had it apart and together again.

ifSee how itdés done?0 he asked, pl e
about the frost, friend. The grease thickens in the cold, understand? The same
thing happened to me near Klin. We were lying on our bellies waiting for a
German attack when all of a sudde | di scovered my gu
Couldnét figure out whatdowas| wndnhgwol
Tried a second tinge same thing. pushed it this way and that, but nothing
would move it. Then a soldi@rone of the professional ones next to ime

lined said6 You dope, the Il ock has frozen,
warmed it up and what, do you think?
al | right, but .Keeptht m enind) you from Kazam. Goth e ¢
any tobacco? No? Well, all right, w
much | eft but. dust. o

Stupin sat down beside his new friend and began quietly puffing away,
fondling theburnished barrel of the rifle the while and expounding on the
gunédés virtues and caprices and the b
topic, he took the gun apart and put it together again, and demonstrated vari-
ous ways of using it in battle. Heddihis with such relish that by the end of
the talk there was a whole crowd listening at the riverbank, which in those
days had come tesemble cave dwellings, an anthil.

Stupin suddenly came to his senaed hastened to disperse the crowd,
fearing that the Germans might spot them and attack them from the air.

It was not in this accidental wathat Stupin made friends with
Nakhtangov Yullash, a sheep breeder and hunter from the Kazakh steppes, a
taciturn man who was no longer young. Nakhtangov had a particularly hard
time adjusting himself to frontline life. He had been brought from vast steppe
lands to a region of forests and lakes in weather so cold that the ice on the
river snapped loudly at night; sparrows fell into the snow paralyzed in flight
by the cold wind, and spittle froze before it hit the ground., Yfesas hard
for a man who had come from districts where blackouts were unknown, to
become accustomed to living in this riverbank dugout from which it was pro-
hibited to emerge without reason because the locality was constantly under
enemy cross fire.

And to top off everything he had a poor knowledge of Russian and of the
customs and ways of war, besides being shy by nature. In short, Yuldash crept
into his shell. And everything went wrong with him; his fingers were all thumbs,
and when the squad leadeolded him for poor execution of orders he would
only blink and gaze painfully at the strange people and strange scenery.
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Apathetic natures are not popular in war. The men began to cast sidelong
glances at Yuldash, laugh at him and shun finis estranged him still more.

Once the sergeant sent several soldiers, headed by Stughe rear for
food. Yuldash was sent along at Stup
talk with him. He had tried this before, considering it the duty of a Communist
to help newcomers, but nothing had come of his efforts. Yuldash would mur-
murony dgyoimad and slip back into his ¢

The road to the rear followed the twists and turns of the river. A sharp,
cold wind howled fiercely as it skimmed over the ice.

firthe wind is blowing hard. Cover your face, do you understand? Your
face. Cover it Il i ke this, or i1 to6ll f
Stupin to Yuldash, and pulling out a newspaper from his boot, he showed him
how to make a paper mask tmfect his face from wind and cold.

He then treated him to some tobacco, talked about this and thaydnd
denlyfound out that for three months Yuldash had received no news from his
large family. For some reason letters did not reach him and Yuldash himself
did not write home because his wife was Russian and could not read Kazakh;
he himself could barely write Ruas, and was too shy to ask anyone to write
for him.

Stupin only shook his head as if t
kept quietalt hi s ti me? 06 Whi |l e tfdokandflozere s wi
mutton were being loadeat the supply base, Stupin took a shegpayer,
placed it on a box of tea, and said to Yuldash:

iAWwel |l , my friend, tel!l me what to
ters; half the company exploits me. o
At the dictation of Yuldash he wrote a long letter about life at thedront
the usual soldierdés |l etter in which

and enquiries were made about the innumerable trifles so dear to a man who
is far away from home. Ended in elaborate greetings and best wishes.

Stupin was indeed a great master of the art of letter writing, for when he
read his work aloud to Yuldash and the head of the supply base and the clerk
who made out the daily food lists, they listened with the greatest attention,
each one recalling his owvdistant dear ones and nodding his head at the most
touching places. In order to wastetime, they took the letter to the field pest
office on the way home. Thus it left this region of whistling bullets and crack-
ling frosts for a region where the snowadhalready melted and the apricots
were in blossom.

On receiving ananswer,Yuldash corpletely changed: he straightened
up and took more care of his appearance, his glance became more cheerful
and his eyes no longer had that sleepy dook the contrary they were very
bright and livel even sly, damn it all! In a word, he wesborn He grew
so fond of Stupin who used to write his letters for him that he tried to stay near
him all the time, in or out of battle.
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And little by little a strong frontline friendship bound together these three
people, so different in type.

When Stupin was sent on scouting missions or to the enemy rear to get a
ftongue 0 he al ways tr i ewtty Galaulinhanlthendadt o n g
dle-aged Yuldash who, despite his outward slowness, turned out to be invalu-
able in such matters, for he was calm and steady as a rock, as beitigan
accurate shot, and one who could wait for the enemy for hours without moving
a muscle.

They moved into the same corner of the dugout, slept on the same ground
sheet, took turns getting each other
mess kit and kept only their tobacco in separate pouches.

The quality of friendship is tested in ditilt moments. Such a moment
came to these friends when Velikiye Luki finally fell as a result of the New
Y e a driGesand the remnants of the German garrison surrendered.

Their regiment broke through the enemy defence lines and moved rapidly
forward in the vanguard of the division. Exploiting the success of the break-
through, it fought ahead day and night. And suddenly, when the main lines of
the. German defence had been giad by our artillery and left far behind,
the progress of the regiment through a ravine was impeded by a strong Ger-
man blockhouse keeping the whole locality under fire.

With the combined efforts of a scouting company and storm platoons, the
regiment tried to smash this blockhouse on the march. But the fire of four
German machine guns was so skilful and so strong that the attack was frus-
trated and the vanguard had to ratrd he advance was stopped.

Then the artillery was given the floor. Guns pounded the obstacle for an
hour, unsparing of shells. When the brown cloud of frozen earth settled, pieces
of splintered logs could be seen in place of the blockhouse. The infantry began
an attack. But the wr&age suddenly came to life. The heavy fire of the four
machine guns pressed the attackemhieoground again. Darkness deepened.
The minutes began, slipping by without action, and only those who have par-
ticipated in an offensive can truly estimate thaigadf each minute. One after
another came the divisional commande
hurry.

The commander of the regiment himself came to the vanguard company
and asked for volunteers to destroy the enemy blockhouse under cover of

night.

ANot hing wild.l c o mteh eo fmoirtniantg miegdhl tl,
snag, 0 said Pyotr Stupin.

AWhy in the morning?o

AThe night will be bright and frost
so he places lots of sentries around. In the morning he feels more secure, be-
sides which there will be a fog. o

AiHow do you know there wildl be a
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commander of the regi ment. He admitt
sions but he wanted very much to get rid of the obstacle and report to the
general that the offensive had been renewed.

iLook, Comrade Lieutenant Colonel |
sleeve of his greatcoat which was grey with hoarfrost.

By morning Stupin had worked out a plan. Galaulin, armed with a tommy
gun, must crawl close to the blockhouse from the right, hide carefully behind
mounds, dig in and fire at the embrasure in order to attract the attention and
fire of the Germans. MeanwhilStupin and Yuldash, with knives and tommy
guns, would creep up to the blockhouse from the rear, unexpectedly rush into
the trench from the entrance, knock out the sentry if there was one, and wipe
out the garrison with tommguns

The plan was a good one and everything went smoothly at first. Galaulin
was able tattract the. fire of the Germans without much trouble. The other
two set out crawling in thenow and were already near the blockhouken
a chance which neither they nor anyone else could have foreseen, interfered.

A straybullet, bounding back with a whistle fronstne, seriously wounded
Stupin in the neck. Choking with blood, he lay unconscious isrbev.

When he regained consciousness, Yuldash had tied the wounded man to
his belt and was crawling on all fours, carrying him to the rear. For the first
time the friendguarrelled.

fiDrop me, Yuldashand go forward. Thiog is lifting

iShut up, upP®y ogtars,pegdhuvtul dash breath
carry his friend and two tommy guns.

ildm the commander a@GadyoltordersdCGom- y ou

rade Nakhtanggv. Look how the fog is thinnin
AYoubre the commander, Pyotr. Yuld
mander;Yuldash will carry out your orders even if there isfogat al | . 0

He carried his friend to a safe place undgiree, covered him with his
greatcoat, and taking his tommy gun, cravwdadk in nothing but his sleeve-
less padded vest.

The fog had actually lifted. A clear frosty morning, yellow as a lemon,
lighted up the hills which had been pitted by dark mine explosions. The sun
was shining brightly. Every blade of grass sticking out from under the snow
was clearly visible on the spdirkg blue crust. Galaulin continued to distract
the attention of the Germans by shooting at them, but it was no longer possible
for Yuldash to crawl to the blockhouse unnoticed.

Yuldash began digging a trench through the deep snow with his hands. He
dug, pushing the snow backwards with his feet like a mole. And he moved for-
ward in this trench unnoticed, at the pace of about half a metraipete. It
was a torturous job to dig this caked snow, which crunched and crumbled like
corn starch. His hands became numb, his face ached, but Yuldash was stubborn
and enduring. Drenched with sweat, his heart pounding in his breast, he dug on
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and on for an houfor two hours, three houisdug until his tunnel bumped
into hard earth, which he guessed was the parapet of the German trench.

After taking a brief rest and greedily swallowing a few handfuls of snow,
he concluded that, judging by the silence, the trench must be empty. He chose
a moment when the firing between Galaulin and the Germans increased, and
placing his knife between higdth, he cocked his tommy gun and, with a
quick, catlike leap, entered the trench and stood still.

Now he understood the secret of the German blockhouse; it was here to
these side ditches that the Germans had retired durirsgtitery barrage.

With a few cautious jumps, Yuldash passed the communications trenches
and came face to face with a sentry. Before the surprised German had time to
shout, a knife had been plunged into his chest up to the very hilt. Jumping
over the fascist, Yuldash camethe entrance of the damaged blockhouse. In
the semidarkness which smelled of gaawder, several figures could be seen
scurryingaboutthe embrasures, sending off brief machium volleys. With
one hand grenade, Yuldash wiped out the whole machinecew.

Hearing the explosion in the blockhouse, @Gifaimmediately guessed
what had happened. He grabbed his gun and rushed forward, shooting on the
run from his tommy gun for the first time in his life. He reached the block-
house just in tim& a fewseconddefore the enemy reserves had time to ar-
rive through the tunnels. Now it was easier for the two skilful fighters. They
held the Germans at the turn in the trench with torgony fire until Soviet
troops arrived and finished them off.

That was how the three friends cleared the way for the advancing regi-
ment.

I met them a fewdayslater in the field hospital where Nakhtangov and
Galaulin, having just received the Order of the Red Banner, had come to visit
the wounded Stupin. They both sat quietly and sedately beside his cot, their
hands on their knees. And before them on a newspayp¢heir gifts: ciga-
rettes, sausage, butter, and some white rusks with bitekiiorkastuck to
them. They had received all this on the previous day, when they had been
decorated; and they hdmtought all of it, to the last ruskg their wounded
friend. They felt solemn and important. Stupin, on the contrary, who claimed
that today hisiwound had given him a dagff, @as in a jolly mood. He
crunched at the rusks loudly, tore at the tough sausage with his strong teeth
and teased his friends:

i T h eogughteverythingbut the main thing. And they call themselves
pal s! o

i flemai n t hi ngo a p praeldashsalumagiunfaskgrber g1 e d
friends haddecidedo save théi ma i n uhtihS t nugpéecavérg, until the
triumphant hour when, deaving the hospitahe wouldalsoreceive aleco-
ration It would be a long waitakinginto consideration the seriousne$she
wound.
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fi adiyouthink they won'tsaveit? Theywill, all right! I'll stakemv head
onitd t h e gadd il That's the kind of fellas theye'd shouted Stupin
throughthdiwar d, 0dasaat i peasantidteahbdspi-us e,
tal, was pompously called.

And every one in the waddthe wounded on their cots, and the old sur-
geon with hid.ysol-burnt hands, and the rosy, cuiyeaded young nurse who
reminded on®f a Christmas tree ornaméntooked at the thee friends with
a smile.

62



The Birth of an Epos

In a snovewept ravine close to the front, protected from winds and enemy
observers by a low, bushy, pine wood where the advancing battalion had made
its brief halt, | withessed a very curious scene. Three Kazakh séldiarsly,
broadshouldered fellows in baggy greatc@atsad built a campfire near a
tree stump uprooted by bell. They were making themselves some porridge,
and while one attendetie boiling pot, stirring it with a juniper branch, an-
other threw dry twigs into the fire, and the third, a wrinkled kpaerked chap
well on in years, sat on the stump, his rifle across his knees, pensively watch-
ing the fire, which consumed the dry branches with a hiss, a crackle and a
howl.

Suddenly he began to sway slowly and wail a {drawn song of the
steppes imsharp falsetto, as monotonous as the wind in the treetops. He sang
louder and louder, swaying rhythmically and beating time on the butt of his
rifle with his fingernails, closing his eyes on the high notes.

AiDo you know of whom he is singing
Have you heard about him? Hero of the Soviet Union. He visited our battalion
only a few days ago, 0 explained Liel
with a windburnt face, coarsened by a coat of winter tan, but still youthful
and animated. Cocking his head, he listened to the song and began to translate:
iHe i s singing that Mal i k the Warric
steppe fox; that he has the eamahountain goat and can detéwe enemy
miles away; that he has the eyes of a golden eagle and can see the enemy no
matter where he hides; that his hand never tires of killing fascist jackals, and
the harder it hits, the greater the strength that flows into it. He sings that just
themere sight of Malik the Warrior makes the Germans flea..

The song babbled and murmured like a forest spriggiet, clear and
endless. Like a magnet it attracted the Kazakh soldiers and commanders. An
attentive, thoughtfutrowd alreadystoodnear the bonfire, but tremldierfolk
singer was searried away withhis song that he did not notice anyohe.
nerwus flushcovered his round face. Occasidpdle would straighten up as
if listening to something that rang in the air for him alone, and then he retold
this something to the others. The song captivated us, even though we did not
understand the words. And the Kazakhs listened with such attention that they
did not notice the porridge boil ovdrissing in the coals of the dying fire and
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spreading the appetizing odour of burnt millet.

AfHe sings about how the people of
has become the envy of all fathers; how his mother is revered by all mothers
for having borne such a son; how girls dream about him and sing songs about
him. He sings that Stalin hira knows Malik, praises Malik, has sent Malik
a Gold Star from Moscow; that Malik now goes around the trenches bearing
with him Stalinds words, and sol dier
because it penetrates to the very heart. He singbdhamself saw Malik and
heard Malik, that Malik told them that if they fought well, then eternal songs
would be sung about them on their native steppes, such as those now sung
about warriors and heroes of old, like Kaihd/ and Makharhe | . 0

Suddenly the song broke off on a high note. Tired anecselécious, the
singer fell silent. But it took some time for the charhiis improvisations to
vanish, for the crowdo disperse, and for his comrades to become aware of
the porridge, the remains of which they suddenly rushed over to save.

iWe have had the good fortuneoof W
said Lieutenant Klimov, deeply moved. With a timid smile he admitted that
the song reminded him of wonderful prewar days when he had taught litera-
ture in one of the Alm#&ta schools and spent his summer vacations travelling
over the steppes, recordingbuc s on g s . AThus a new epc
the Patriotic War," he added. AiDo yo

| knew Major Gabdullin. | had often met him when putting up for the
night on the front line, and from him and his comrades | had learned his biog-
raphy, a biography which was extremely interesting if invag fabuous.

Of course, neither Mal i kottebreedar her
named Gabdulla Eleeaov) nor Malik himself (a Sovieyouth, who had risen
from a shepherd ta college teacher and wethown folklore scholar in his
native land, with several published works to his credit) had ever thought that
he, Malik Gabdullin, would become the hero of a Kazakh legend.

At the time war was declared, Malik had just finished writing a thesis for
his masterds degree. His work was hi
philologists, and professors of literature. The thesis required only a final sty-
listic editing befoe being submittedBut at this time a Communist division
was being organized in Almata, and the finest patriots were joining as vol-
unteers. Malik put aside the thesis on which he had been working for more
than two years, came to the District Party Committee, and askextaken
off the exemption list and sent to the front as a private. Times were hard, so
nobody raised any objections. The young scientist received his unifess,
kit, knapsack and a semiautomatic rifle. He was put through a hasty training:
the front deranded newiorces as quickly as possible.

At the height of the German offens
stepped directly from the troop train into the midst of battle and in a frozen
trench, unskilfully and hastilgug into the steep clay bank of the Rusa River,
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Malik took his first course in the severe military school which he had entered.
The company of which he was the political instructor stretched in platoons
along the eastern bank of the river. The platoon in which he had to substitute
for the commander whivad been killed, was defending the left flank. An or-

der was received stating that the Germans were not to be allowed to cross the
river under any circumstances; that they must be held back at any cost. Behind
them layMoscow.

The first battle conducted bvialik wasterrific. It lasted all day, almost
without respite. The company of Germans, which had probably received
equally imperative orders to advance, tried to cross the river at the section
where Malik's platoon was stationed. The enemy was allowed to advaiice unt
the men were already in the water, when machunefire was opened from
above. The dark, cold, autumnal waters carried away the bodies along with
the thin crust of ice whichad already formed.

This was repeated several times. With each new attack Malik Gabdullin,
whose knowledge of war had so far been limitelootoks and films, felt more
sure of himself irhis role of commander, His orders became clearer and more
decisive, his quiet voicmore strict and demanding.

In the evening twilight, after having repulsed the last attacks and forced
the remainder of the German company to leave the top of the opposite bank,
he sent a liaison man teport to the commander that the assignrhadtbeen
carried out and he was waiting for further orders. The nervous excitement of
battle abated and Malik felt very tired as he sat peering cautiously into the
darkness. With some surprise he became aware of a fact which he had not
noticed during theanfusion of battle. The gunfire, ragsading heavily in the
silence, for some reason came from behind his back. Inexperienced as he was,
he did not understand what this meant.

Then Malik summoned Sergeant Kovalenko, a huge fellow who had been
chairman of one of the leading kolkhozes in Kazakhstan. Malik had made his
acquaintance in the troop train and had become attached to him for his opti-
mism and clear thinking.

AMaxim Danil ovi chhidomhien saii di, | iaamdr g
the command post, my friend, and see
nications, no orders. Andlso find out what all that shooting behinas
means. O

Al I right, Caomrancsewe@®axldd ulhlei nser gee
fashion. AOnly it s e dadddon'tdke tha shookr at t
ing. o

When Kovalenko returned two hours latee, was pale, caked with clay,
and his greatcoat wamdly torn. Without a word he handed Malik a bleod
spattered Party membership card, the covers of which had become stuck fas
Malik opened it with difficulty and discovered that it had belonged to the
commander of the company. The Germhad crossed the river and forced
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back the platoons on the right flank. The commander of the company had been
killed, taken unaware by enemy tommy gunners. Kovalenko had seen the
body of the liaison man on the road. In order to return to his positions, he
himself had crawled through the fdgetween théurrows of frozen plough-
landfor awhole kilometren order to slip pashe Germans.

fi Wh ahall wedo, Commander?he asked, warming blue, lacerated
hands at thére.

Malik had notyet lost the scientific habit of reducing everything to careful
analysis.

iWhat f olnovea myhdsposai?he asked himself. There re-
mained only fortythree men in the platoon. The eday foadl rations were
ending. The soldiers were smoking their last shreds of tobacco, cleaning out
the seams of their pockets. The Germans were already in the rear. Who knew
how far they had already advanced beyond the river? Retreat? But had not this
platoonofg eenhorns emerged victorious fr
whole company? That experience had already turned Malik intoitamnil
man The last orderteceived thirtysix hours ago, demanded that they hold
out to the last man. And an order is an order.

ABuild circular |Iines of defence, (
manding tone.

Pickaxes pounded and shovels scraped against frozen clay.

The platoon fought the whole of the next day. The Germans brought three
truckloads of infantry to the very riverbank. The observer, sitting in a pine,
reported their approach in good time. Arank riflemen, sturdy mechanics
from AlmaAta, crept down tohe very water and managed to set these ma-
chines on fire before they even had time to stop. The machine gunners fired
at the infantrymen who jumped out from under the flaming tarpaulins. All this
went off smoothly. Chanchad spared the raw platoon thus. fBut soon
things became more difficult. Evidently deciditigatthey were dealing not
with a handful of men but a large unit located not far from the riverbank, the
Germans changed their tactics. They left the platoon alone, pinning it down
with thin fire. While the remnants of the German company were firing at Ma-
| isknén, not permitting them to get out of the trenches and pressing them to
the ground, the Germans crossed the river higher up the stream.

This was discovered unexpectedly. The clanking of caterpillar treads was
heard from behind and Malik saw a tank. A tank of unfamiliar construction,
with a white cross painted on it, was rollihgavily across the field, spitting
shells as it went, breaking through the alder bushes and clearly trying to reach
the rear of the platoon. Its steel carcass served as a shield for tommy gunners,
some of whom were sitting on the tank, others running in its wa#diring.

AA tank to the right! Prepare hand
barely had time to command, trying to remember what the infantry field man-
ual instructed one to da such cases.
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He grabbed a rifle from the hands ofadlen Red Army man, and ran
towards théankalong the communication trenches.

But before the words of the commander were transmitted along the line,
the soldiers on the right flank began firing. The teeéched the first trench,
stopped, andlumsilyturned around over it, evidently trying to crush the men
sitting in the narrow slits. This was a heavy tank. Thetank riflers fired at
it, but their shells only struck sparks and bounced off the steel armour with a
piercing whistle. The German tommyrners tried to force their way deep
among the ranks of the defenders.

For a moment it seemed to Malik that the situation was hopeless; that the
steel monster was invincible and nothing could save the remnants of his pla-
toon. He even unfastened his pistol holster. Well, he was ready to die with
honour, fighting as befits a 8iet man! But the next moment he became con-
vinced that there is no such thing as a hopeless situation in battle.

The figure of the Party organizer, Vasili KondratygvBhashko, rose for
a moment above the foremost trench, the very trench on top of which the
heavy tank was revolving with a clanking of treads and a puffing of smoke.

This was for only a brief second. But Malik saw him wave his hand as he
shouted something. There was an explosion. A pillar of flame and earth caused
the tank to shudder and stop. Then it jerked forward, damaged, but still for-
midable because of its gunfirErom the crushed trench once again rose the
head of Shashko, now covered with blood. And once again he waved his hand.
From somewhere behind the tank burst a black column of smoke. The explo-
sion shook the earth, and suddenly the steel machine bur$iaimes, into
fierce, ragged, smoky flames, as if the tank had been made of celluloid rather
than of steel.

AFor our comrade, for our Party or
infantry! 66 shouted Malik, pulling t

He fired, changing cartridge clips and sweating blood until the German
tommy gunners who had been trying to seize the foremost trenches were
forced to flight. Then Malik, forgetting danger, jumped out of the trench. He
did not see the explosions, did natan the angry twang of bullets, was un-
conscious of everything about him. He only waved his rifle above his head
and shouted with inspiration:

fi Athe retreating Germaisthe name oShashko! In the name of Vasili
Kondratyevich! Fire! Fire! Felo

His enthusiasrnfected the soldiers; they forgot their fear and fatigue and
opened up such devastating fire that one might have thought they represented
a whole company of fresh reserves, rather than the worn renahatisttered
platoon

Mal i k6s me nanothedaydendraletl asftheyrwere. The Ger-
mans, taking advantage of their success, advanced further and further from
the river, leaving small covering detachments to fight the resisting handful of
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men. The soldiers ate their last rusks, smoked tree moss and shot their last
cartridges. Only twentywo men were left in the platoon, and the line of the
front had moved so far to the east that the artillery bombardment was barely
audible, soundingdjke the rumble of a distaritain. Obviously there was no
longer any point irholding theposition. Malik decided to leak througtthe
encirclement of the coverirdptachmentand join his own division.

At night they buried thelead removingguns and Party cards from the
bodies. When, just before dawn, a frosty mist enveloped the unharvested, des-
ecrated fields, the soldiecsawled one by one out of the enemy ringifas
melting in the mist.

They entered the forest, lined up, and had a roll call. Malik announced
thathewaggoing to try to reach their di\
march! o the men headed for the sound

For three days Malik, getting his bearings from the compass and the thunder
of the distant guns, led his platoon through roadless forests and swamps. Hungry
men, who had not had a crumb in their mouths for four days, moved forward in
military formation, sading scouts ahead, placing patrols onfthaks. They
carried their machine guns, or rolled them along the ground. They took turns
carrying the wounded on ground sheets fastened to poles. Like a magnet attracts
iron filings, so this small unit, welded ltlge strict discipline enforced by its
commander, attracted soldiers and commanders of retreating units who had
made individual escapes from eneemgirclement.

By the third day of mar c h, Mal i k6 ¢
hundred anceighty-seven soldiers, with twelve machigeinsand twenty
tommy guns, with plenty of cartridges, but not a crumb of bread nor a pinch
of tobacco.

Now hunger was the chief enemy. It became harder and harder to march.
The soldiers staggered, barely dragging their feet along, so that the column
stretched out into a long, straggling line through the forest. During halts the
soldiers threw themselves t¢ime frozen ground, and it was very hard to get
them on their feet again. Louder and louder were the voices asserting that they
would not get anywhere in such numbers; that it would be better to break up
and let each shift for himself, taking the risk; ttket wounded must be left in
some village and the machine gulneabandoned, first damaging them. Some
of the weaker ones began dropping: their weapons.

Malik ordered a long halt. He called all the Communists and Komsomol
members into a ravine. He announced his decision to preserve the unit at any
cost and to continuously march forward. The strong ones must in turn help the
weak, carrying their weapons atite wounded. The Communists and Kom-
somols must set the example. He threatened to shoatipanigers and dis-
organizes on the spot. The civilian in him was still strong. He put his decision
to a vote. All were in favour of it. Then Malik ordered the Comists and
Komsomols to heat some wateithe morning, wash othe dirt of themarch,
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the soot of the campfirets shave and put their clothes and weagorsder.

At daybreak the whole unit lined up in a forest clearing against a wall of
spruce trees.

6' Attention!'® ordered Malik.

The soldiers drew up to silent attenti@ut what soldiers they were! They
barely stood on their feet in their singed and grimy greatcoats and forage caps,
with unshaven, sooty faces in which sunken eyes burned feverishly in dark eye
sockets. Some were unable to keep their knees from bending, and leaned trem-
bling against their neighbours for support. But among these tired, exhausted
men, the Communists and Komsomol members were distinguished today by
their energy, their neat appearartbeir washed and atien faces. And among
them was the giant Kovalenko, who had even managed to find polish some-
where and shined his boots. Malik©os
in shining boots, firmly planted in the snow, and suddenly hbdékr

il 6ve been told that bedisselvedbahdegchu t h
shift for himself. Perhaps it would be betterto sapgae 7?0 s ai d Mal i k
at the tired facesf the soldiers with his narrow, black, beautiful eyes.

The soldiers looked at him in wary amazement and perplexity. But on
some faces he caught an expression of approbation. These nodded their heads
in agreement and one of the soldiers who had most recently joined, a bearded
fellow in a peasant cap insteadadbrage cap, whispered happily to his neigh-
bours.

nwel |, speak up, 0 ordered Mal i k.
il say it would be better to separ:
frontunnoticed. . Singly | say, itodéll be easi

A hubbub arose in the lines. Malik realized that this little soldier who had
completely lost all military aspect during the long days of tramping in the
woods, had voiced the opinion of a number of those who had recently joined
the unit. He stood all hudeill up, quietly stamping the ground with his torn
boots which were caked with reddish
feet standing resolutely in the snow
a broom lying close by. The soldiers had probalsigduit to sweep the snow
from around the bonfite

And thinking of how to answer this littisoldier shivering with cold and
worn out with wandering, this recent collector of folklore recalled the ancient
tale known to all peoples. He picked up the broom, pulled out a twig from it,
and handing it to the small soldier, ordered him to break its@lger looked
at the commander in surprise as if t
hunger. 6 But he obeyed, and easily b

ABreak it!o

The broom bent but did not break.

AwWell, try again!o ordered Malik.
heard from al/l sides. AfBend it some

(
I
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iUse more pressure! Come on! What ,
diers from all sides as they glanced at the commander, guessing whed he

driving at.

AThat s what wedre |ike: as |l ong a
enemy can break, us, 0 explained Mal.
I 611 shoot the first one who tries t

Attenrt i on! 0O

In the evening the scouts who had been sent ahead returned and reported
that along the way on the right there was a village wiiati,not been burned
down by theGermanshut was occupied by them. SergeKowalenko, who
had also been sent out, did not return until after dark. He reported that judging
by all signé large warehouses, lots of wires strung upgesmme commis-
sary station must be located; that although no defence works had been dug,
the village washeavily guarded and patrols were stationedlirdirections,
but that they were rather careless and stood around campfires warming them-
selves most of the time, so that it would be possible to get by. At the end of
the report, the sergeant pulled out a bottle of milk apiéeeof bread and
offered it to the commander:

ifiHere, eat this. I brought it for
me. Oh, how anxious they are to see
AGive it to the wounded, 0 said Mal

believe that food did not interest him in the least, although the smell of the
sour bread made his mouth water and his head swim.

He decided to risk attacking the village and seizing food supplies from
the Germans.

Surprise and cunning must substitute for lack of forces in the plan which
he workedout during thenight, Before the dawn, when nigétill reigned in
the forest and the trees were barely distinguishable in the cold darkness, at the
hour when man sleeps the heaviest, the detachment quietly surrounded the
village and openefire from all their machine guns. The echo of the shots had
barely died away when the soldiers v
from four directions, crushed the defence detachments, and in briefdaand
hand street fighting decided the outcome eftihttle. The Germans fled, leav-
ing more than fifty killed and all their food and munition stores. Twaetyen
Germans surrendered.

Malik ordered the soldiers to fill their knapsacks with food and tobacco,
to place their wounded, machine guns, and a supply of food on German sleighs
found in one of the dumps, and harness the prisoners to the sleighs. Whatever
German property remained st be saturated with benzine and seftiien

For a long time as they made their way through the wood, the detachment
could see the columns of smoke behind them rising to meet the clouds. To-
ward evening of the seventhydaf march, the fed and heartened soldiers at-
tacked the rear of the German foreposts, penetrating the front like a dagger,
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almost withoutossesThus theybrokethroughto their own division. On their
sleighs the detachment brought twelve machine guns and twenty tommy guns.
Many of the soldiers were armed with trophy tommy guns in addititmeio

own. Sixteen wounded were brought in and twesdyen prisoners were
handed over to the commandant.

Kovalenko, the giant, also brought to the regiment a-yaearold boy
named Vova, whom he and Malik had found among the ruins of a charred
village, burned by the Germans. They had decided to take the orphan with
them. They carried him on their backs imtuand during dangerous moments
left him in the bushes in care of the wounded. Thus the child made the whole
march on the shoulders of the soldiers. Later he was sent to Moscow in an
ambulance which happened to be making the trip tlaeré he was placed
a childrendés home.

General Panfilo¥ himself asked to see Malik. During the formation of
the division in AlmaAta, he had run his experienced eye sceptically over this
neat, timid scientist who had come to him with a recommendation tirem
district committee. Now the general was anxious to see what changes the war
had wrought in him. From under his stern eyebrows the stern warrior studied
the slim figureof Malik, who still looked out of place iauniform. Then the
face of this stern warrior livened up and softened.

AThere's a collector of folk tales
for you! You'l/ make a fine soldier!
from a barrel as he hugged him and kissed him three times in the Russian
manner.

Those who were present related that at that moment an expression of pa-
ternal joy lighted the face of this general, whose fame has since become wide-
spread.

From this #hung e inglycaledanhtiie diason, thée wa s
young scientistjained &irm belief in himself, in his mergnd inthe old sol-

di er sd6 s ayi maghogelbsa situatioHse & killed, coargeous
fighter,and that even in retreating, ocenbe the victor. This conclusion was

put to the test in his next great experience when, during the period of the of-
fensive, he commander of the regiment sent Malik with thirteen tommy gun-

ners into ambush to guattte deepest wedge cut into enemy positidktghis

pointa counnterattack was expected, and because the regiment, having lost
anumber of men i n recent battl es, W a ¢
ambush was to protect it from any fortuities.

Malik moved his small detachment during the night. He chose for the am-
bush a suitable position in the bushes on the bank of a frozen stream which
reminded him of his position on the Rusa where he had fought his first battle.

* Major General lvan Vasilyevich Panfilov (189341) lost his life in the
Battle of Moscowsd Tr.
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Having sent private Abdulla Kerimov to patrol, he ordered the other soldiers

to dig deep slit trenches during the night and set up gun emplacements. The
soldiers grumbled at the commander for putting them to work without a mo-
me n t 8&dsas thoagh they codlnot wait until morning! But at dawn, when

they were camouflaging the ready trenches by covering the parapets with
show, Kerimov ran in breathless and announced that five tanks and a company
of infantry were moving under cover along the hollow towardsiMalé s a m-
bush.

Five tanks and hundreds of men against thirteen tommy gunners! Such a
balance of forces would have upset even an experienced commander. But Ma-
lik, who hadanalyticallyobserved the great Battle of Moscow, alrekdgw
that success in battle was not decibgdarithmetic equations. In a calm and
even commonplace tone he ordered preparations for battle to be made; the
infantry must be separated from the tanks by torguony fire and not a shot
was to be fired without his orders. The foremost fighters mustrgietazk
grenades ready. Malik himself tied incendiary bottles to three grenades, for in
those days this was considered by veteran soldiers the surgsn&mntieans,
and crawled to the foremost trench.

The tanks stopped on the edge of the wood to let the infantry pass. Not
expecting an ambush, and probably thinking they were passing through no
mandés | and, the soldiers advanced i n
simplyto obey the letter of the law. Malik leaned his chin on the cold parapet
and held his breath. The Germans looked about them as they walked, but not
in the dir ectadwhich nednt thdyn had hobssen thenmand
had not an inkling of their presericewhich meant they must belalved to
come as close as possible. The louder the volleys, the greater the panic, and
the less the dangatamn it all!

Malik had convinced himself that this widee correct method, but despite
his conclusions, he was anxious to give the orderto shooktird i at el y . #
control. Once againsefont r ol ! 6 he kept telling
the snow could alreadgeh ear d under t he -Gptimans o6
keep cal m! o

ALet wus firMfe, eploeache lianpausd ent Ker
ishly to his commander who was lying beside him.

Just a little longer. Just a tiny bit. Let them all come out of the forest into
the clearing. To strike at them all simultaneously! The first ones were only a
few steps away! Now was the time!

AFirel o

One of the Germans screamed wildly. They all came to a halt. Brief vol-
leys splutteredSeveral soldiers fell. The remainder lay down and fired at the
bushes. But this was all right, they were lying in a snowy clearing. ddwegt
be seen far off, like crows on the road.

AFirel o
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The tommy gunners shot all the more energetically. The targets were
clear. AThey won't hold out, they wo
sionately hoping for the moment when they would flee. The humber did not
frighten him. A soldier in a trench wavorth ten on open ground. And they
ddnot hold out. They were crlaavl i ng he

The tommy gunners strained every effort. The volleys blended into one
grand roar. White fountains of snow spurted up in the clearing, as when heavy
rain falls-haveRua,| gbe. r@ascals, you!

fiHur-raea h ! 0

A German officer in a greatcoat with a fur collar was standing near a pine
waving his revolver. Apparently he was trying to stop the retreat. Malik
pressed his cheek against the cold butt of his gun and held his breath. The
black point of the sight souglout the officer. Rang! Missed. Never mind,
they kept running past the officer, yelling something and pointing to the
bushes. What was that? Machigen fire coming from the forest. Whose?

Could it he ours? A a it was t he Ger mamwhabitarr i e
was.Malik hadalreadyheard that the Germans hawlits which shot at their
own men when they ran away.ofdAll rig

Caught between two fires, the Germaursed and again advanced. There
was nothing elstheycould do.Theymoved jerkily,in short dashes.

Ailf only my menthglbonn'tt waowme 'odtf ofnl
thoughtMa |l i k. Al f onl y t dguesyghod mambofusthezet t h
are here!do The bullets twittered | ik
down the snow. For some reason he noticed that the-bbaked, yellow
breasted blue titmice were chirruping fearlessly as they flew about in the
budes.

The jovial Gaisin, who always had a supply of spicy stories for his friends,
was killed. The gooahatured, coolheaded Kutsevoi whom Malik had first met
on the troop train, was no more. The liaison man Kerimov fell on his side like
a wounded mountain godtut immediately raised his head, and, leaning his
chest on the parapet, took up his tommy gun. Only nine remained to hold out.
Tommy guns chattered in the bushes, stubbornly and businesslike, and it was
hard to guess how many there weten, fifteen, a hudred...

Malik crawled from one to another, supple, quick and flushed, his shining
black eyes burning with excitement.

fiHol d out for just a little while |

Each of the men felt that the commander was ever at his side, and heard
how every his gun kept firing.

iSoon, soon theydll flee!d

And indeed the Germans did flee. And this time their barrier detachments
were silent. Most probably the enemy staff considered further attacks futile.

But a green rocket tore into the pale air. What could this mean? Single explo-
sions were heard very clobg. Trench mortars! Mines with a premonitory
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mewing began to fall into the bushes. But the soldiers had not worked for
nothing all night, digging the frozen ground. Now they were lying in narrow
slits. Whizzing splinters flew over their heads into the bushes, covering them
with twigs, cones, and fren earth. But they remained safe! Safe, damn it!

The trench mortars fell silent. But there was no general silence; the purr-
ing of motors could be heard. Tanks! Most probably the same which Kerimov
had reported. Of course. There they were coming out of the forest. Could it be
that they were being senthelp?With a roar the machines crossed the edge
of the clearing.

Five tanks and a company of infantry against nine soldiers and their com-
mander! Retreat? Run? But you can't run away from a tank. To run means to
die. Fight! To repulse the tanks. This was the only chance totlivepnquer.

All this flashed through Malik'brain as he crawled over the snow to ntket
tanks, dragging a bag containing grenades with incendiary bottles tied to them.

The machines moved in the favourite German formaétitire wedge for-
matiord and the leading tank was heading directly for the stump behind
which Malik lay. The tanks fired rapid volleys from their guns on the move.
The shells fl ew hi gtisthis for@ There is hothing h e e
there. Just for the sake of the noi s
from his bag. And then another thoug
afraid!o

The front tank headed straight for him. He could already see every scratch
on its armour . He clearly saw in his
great and beautiful in his inspiration of selfless battle. At that moment the
machine rumbled by so cleshat the polished track almost crushed his hand.

Malik jumped back. Straightening like a spring, he jumped up. The grenade
with the incendiary bottle landed right on the radiator of the machine.

The explosion knocked Malik to one side. This saved him from the second
machine which had headed directly for him. He did not lose consciousness,
but there was no timi® throw the grenade. Malik almost shoved it under the
treads and, springing back, clung to the earth. The explosion was so great that
the tank almost turned on its side. Falling back heavily, it stopped and a sticky
yellow flame enveloped it like a cloakhe bottle had done its work.

The deafened Malik, feeling as if his whole body were being pricked with
electric current, again reached for his bag. But what was this? Three machines
slowed down and began turning around hastily, jerkily. Against whom?
Against their own? Of course ndigly were going back. They were retreating!

When this penetrated his mind, Malik fell unconscious to the ground. The
touch of snow brought him tdwo soldiers crawling low along the ground
dragged him to the bushes.

iAnd we thought you'd been fl atten
across whose shoulders Malilyla

ifiCome on, come on, hurry, theyodre t
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hastenedhe other, helping him.

Malik sat in the foxhole in the bushes. llis whole body ached and trem-
bled; the sharp pricking became torturous. His damp underwear stuck to his
shoulder blades, hampering his movements. Malik examined hipiselied
himself. No, he was not wounded; He was whole. He greedily swallowed
some snow. Steam rose from him like from a driven horse.

But despite the pain from concussion, everything in him sang and tri-
umphed. He, a lone man, had conquered five tanks, those mighty monsters!
And again before his eyes, sharply, clearly, as if alive, flashed the figure of
the Party organizer Shashko.

fiComrade Commander , get down i n th
someone warned him.

Having retreated to a safe distance, the tanks opened fire. And the trench
mortar battery again began firing from the forest. The tommy gunners had
only five or ten cartridges left in their disks. It was clear they must retreat.

But the tanks on the edge of the forest barred the way to their own regiment.
Malik looked at the map. He mentally drew a line to a spot just opposite his
own positions, straight into the forest, to the German trench mortars. He cal-
culated hat it would be more correct to retuio his own regiment in a round-
about way through the woods. He knew that the soldiers had firm faith in him,
and would fulfil any command he gave.

They crawled on all fours along the bed of the frozen stream to the edge
of the forest, to that very place where the enemy mortar crews were sweating
in their neat, comfortable lairs, sending mine after mine into the opposite
hushes, where no one now renmed. At Malik's silent sign, under the cover
of the shots, the soldiers rushed at the trench mortar crews, killed them with
their last cartridges, took their guns, even their documents, and, having dam-
aged the trench mortars, disappeared into the forest.

They made avidedetour through ththickets and reached their own reg-
iment much later. When Malik unexpectedly opened the door to the dugout
where Lieutenant Colonel Karpov, commander of the regiment, was sitting at
the table with his commissar, Mukhomedvarov, the two men looked around
andjumped to their feet. A strange expression of amazement crossed their
faces as they gazed at Malik standing in the passage in his torn, bloodstained,
camouflage coverall.

AGabdull in?06 finaduikty, sai d the comm

AMal i k!0 exclaimed the comAtassar,
he rushed oveo him.

Al t 6.sWhatareyousosurprisedbout , what dés the m
Tel |l me what has happened, 0 sai d Mal

The commander picked up the paper timeyg just been reading and
handed it to Malikfiln battle near the village Shiryaevo, thirtdeemmy gun-
ners of our regiment, headed by Gabdullin Malik, died the death of heroes.
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The scout reported that they fought to the last breath. In unequal battle they
destroyed two German tanks and one h
was signed by Anikin, Commander of the Fifth Company, and Jejibayev, sec-
retary of the Komsomol bureai the regiment.

fiwell, what does this mean?0 asked

fiwWwe were just mourning your | oss, 0

iltds all true, except that we didn
He had such an overwhelming desire to sleep that he could barely keep his
eyes open.

66What we need is more of such cor

rather clumsily.

He rummaged in a suitcase under his cot and brought out a bottle of
brandy, carefully wrapped in clean underclothes, and placed it on the table.

AWhen | -Ate mhytwifelghvmiatanefor the trip e explained.

il pr omi $wodd notyee this bottle until VictprDay. And I've
been carrying it around ever since. Biink we should have a drink on an
occasion like this! To your healtMalik!"

The words of General Pantilov, the shrewd old soldier and expert in the
art of war, had come true. This scientist and collector of folklore had devel-
oped into a skilful commander. And although outwardly he remained the same
thin, youthful city by with afine olive face seemingly carved out of ivory,
with the long, narrow hands of an intellectual, he had become a hardy unpre-
tentious soldier, strict with himself and demanding of those under his com-
mand.

He was already at the head of a company of scouts. When this company
was sent to rest up after battle, he did not allow bis men any peace even then.
Daily, from morning untilnight, he taught his Kazakh soldiers to skid to-
gether with them perfected this art so unusual, and therefore so difficult for
his peopleHe was a bad shot at the beginning of the war, so during rare mo-
ments of rest, when his comrades were having a bath or a nap, he would go
off into the woods and practise shooting, until he waalify able to hit a pine
coneat the first shot. He had already been decorated with the Order of the Red
Star and the Order of the Red Banner. His scouts wer&n@hNn throughout
the army. Their fame grew as the offensive grew. The story of Malik was
spread by wounded soldiers home leave and by letters written from the
Panfilov division, so that he was known from the cold Kalinin woods to far
off Kazakhstan. He was spoken of at kolkhozes. Old men compared him to
legendary heroes. Poems were writtenuatiom. Without suspecting it, he
became a hero of steppe folk songs, the very songs which he had once col-
lected with sanuch love and devotion.

In the winter of 1942 his division advanced in the vanguard of the army.
Karpovds regi ment mar ched at the he
scouts were iits escorts. The divi si

77



surrounded it, and penetrated behind enemy lines. It was to close the ring of
encirclement around one of the large German units, stubbornly resisting in the
forest. The pincers almost met. Only a narrow bottleneck remained. In the
centre of it, like a lockwas a strongly fortified village where the German staff
was located. This village had to be taken in order to close the bottleneck.

It was decided to throw the first |
into this operation. After a wide detour through forests and swamps, they were
to unexpectedly attack the village,
val . Mal ieledbglongand wearg ttaiaing, easily made the difficult
forest march. After giving his men a rest, Malik summoned them and ordered
them to drop their knapsacks and everything else they could manage without.

"Wedl have breakfastthedeb ooty snacks, 0 he said.

By twelve 06clock the whole compan
the forest, close to the village. Malik looked at his watch. The attack was timed
for 12:15. But the battalion he was coordinating with had not yet arrived.

The best skier had long since been sent to make contact. The minutes
dragged. Finally the skier returned and reported that the battalion was making
a crosscountrymarch wittout skis, moving very slowly because of ttifi-
culty of getting through the deep snow. It appeared they would not get here
for another three hours at least. Everything was calculated on surprise. The
village would be difficult to take surrounded as it was by blockhouses and
dugin tanks. If the Germans happened to find out what was awaiting them
and brought the whole might of their firing system into action, it would be
hard to crush them even with tferces of a division.

Experience had taught Malik to value every minute under such circum-
stances. And he decided to attack the village with his own men. He divided
them into four unequal groupsito one group he collected all the physically
weak and inexperienced. All the disks loaded with tracer bullets were given
to them. They were to go to the village through the woods from the direction
whence the Germans might expect an attack, settle thesasgimfortably,
and at 13:00 sharp open rapid fire, shifting their positionsragaity. Mean-
while, two groups of skiers commanded by Senior Sergeant Timonin and Ser-
geant Monakhov, were to approach the village from two sides without a shot
if possible, break into the German trenches, and seize the blockhouses from
the rear. Malik himslf with the main attacking group decided to rush into the
village and wipe out the Germans in houses and streets.

This plan of attacking a large German garrison protected by powerful for-
tifications, with only one company of soldiers seentsedible, viewed from
the postwar period. But this plan, worked out by a commander strongly be-
lieving in himself and in his men, was carried out to the slightest detail on that
day. And about two hours later, when the straggling battalion finally reached
the scene of battle, Malikds men were
mans out of the last blockhouss®d catching them in cellars and attics.
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Malik himself was sitting in the damaged headquarters of the German
staff, reading the documents that had been seized. One of his soldiers named
Martynov, formerly a mechanic at a Leningrad machine plant, was sweating
over the locks of two safes, swearigigthe Germans for their tricky gadgets.

He succeeded, however, in opening the safes. In one was the location map of
the district, important staff documents, and a great deal of counterfeit money.
The other was full of boxes containing iron crosses readhetsent to units,

the encirclement of which Malik Gabd

Thus, from deed to deed, from battle to battle, the young folklore scholar
grew into a hero similar to those in the songs and legends of his people. And
when his fame had spread over the whole front, he, a fighting commander, a
skilful political educatoran excellent linguistvho spoke Russian, Kazakh,
Kirghiz, Uzbek, KareKalpak, Tatar and German freely, was appointed polit-
ical instructor amongst soldiers of n®ussian nationalities. And he began
travelling from unit to unit, bringing the teachings oé tBolshevik Party to
the soldiers.

It was about one such visit that the soldi@ksinger sang in the snew
covered ravine near the front line.
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On the Bank of the Volga

In a battlelike that of Stalingrad, even the most seasoned soldiers feel
uneasy in moments of sudden silence when the earth ceases trembling from
explosions and the whistle of lone bullets can be heard.

It was on one such rare occasion he crawled to me over the old, dry straw,
placed his hand on my greatcoat and asked:

AfAre you asl eep? Give me a |light.

There were three of @san elderly sapper from the motor barge, a nurse
who was a sanitary instructor from the medical corps and had been wounded
in the shoulder, and I. We were sheltered in a small hole dug in the steep clay
bank above the crossing, wadimuntil the damaged motor barge should be
repaired on the other side of the Volga.

The sapper waservous,andevery fewminutes would run outsidéde
wasannoyedhat he was here and could not help with the repairs. In order to
make the minutes pass more quickly he took his rifle apart and cleaned it for
the third time, carefully placing the already shining parts on hiscfoti.

AShall we smoke? You don6ét smoke?
health and easier on the pockiebnly started smoking when | was forty
seven. Couldnét hold out a.nAnyomegcdelrl.
smokeherel 6ve probably seen more during
than you two have seen in your whol e

He puffed away at a huge, clumsily rolled cigarette, and watched the di-
rection of the smoke in the semidarkness of the dugout, seeming to be thinking
aloud rather than telling a story.

ilédm a peaceful person. And.l @myn wor
from the Urals myself. Well, out the
good paying job if you know your wor

to God. Believe it or not, | couldn't bear the sight of blood. Sometimes when

we werepressed for food and | had to huntinthea i ga (everybody
out there), | would always try to' kill the bird or beast outright so as not to see

it quiver.

AWhen | was mobi that zvasdappbinted o ponteony g |
unit,becauspont oon crews don&toulhawnedtt @ vemc
ine shooting a man. Wethat was what | used to be like. Now | harhow
mysell
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iWe came to this very bank in Augtl
course | was tickled to death. Who hasn't heard of Stalingrad! Although we
prospectors live, so to speak, in the very thick of the taiga and are often ac-
cused of being grizzly bears oukses, nevertheless, you can ask any one of
us,and heol | ans wer :VolgawhithiCongrade $talirs a ¢
himself defended in 1918, smashing the Whiteguards to smithereens.

i A natl of us also knew about the famous tractor plant, the pride of the
First Five Year Plan, for although we live out there among forests and rocks,
and our wheat fields are nothing to brag aboutftie Stalingrad tractors that
plough them..

iWwel |l , we put u p washnething else sosdo, sagthea n d
commandepermitted us to take a trip around the city. We washed, cleaned
our boots, sewed on clean collars, all as it should be, and went sightseeing. A
beautiful city; it gladdened the hedrtlean and spacious. And what houses,
stores and streets! Everything a kingman could wish for! After work you
could take a walk on the boulevard, sit down at a table in the park and have a
mug of beer, or go to the theatre. The theatre there was so big your hat would
fall off if you looked up at it. We found the house whetali8 had had his
headquarters during the Civil Waturned into a museum it was, with a mar-
ble slab on the entrance. And although the museum was closed, we stood in
front and had a good look at it. And although we were sappers and not ex-
pected to do muchhsoting, as | already explained, still it was flattering to be
sent to defend such a aitya city named after Stalin, and as you see, a city
Stalin himself had defended.

filt wa sunday. Thé kida were Playing in the sand on the boule-
vards. Girls and women in bright dresses were strolling along the streets. And
on this quiet, beautiful Sunday, a hundred or more German bombers suddenly
appeared. And there they were flattening out the #iting right over the
streets and houses, block after block. One group would drop their load, then
others would fly over and unload, and already a third group could be heard
coming in. And this city which had so gladdened the héefaitie working-
mard calm, peaceful, joyful, suddenly burst into flame.

i Our fAdwainthe $Sermans and knocked some of them down. But
theyhad five times as many planes as we did. They had the upper hand, and
they kept on bombing for all they were worth.

iOne drought year when | was still
awful thing when the taiga burns. Believe it or not, even the animals go mad
from such a fire. | used think | would never see anything more terrible than
those forest fireBut | did. Thecity was turned into a mountain of flame. And
along the burning streets, through the scorching heat women and little children
ran towards the Volga; old folks went hobbling along somehow; other people,
all members of the peaceful population, so to say, tdegetaway as best
they could, theirhair scorched, their clothing smokingH e | | it was ,
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telling youd just hell!

iAWe, pontoon me might. Roogot kbowt ourselvidsdo t h a't
time tothink! We carried refugees acroe Volga all night long while the
fascists bombed and strafed. But it was impossible to get such a mass of peo-
ple across immediately. Just look how wide the Volga is here! And it was just
the crossing that the fasci stlxeskept
where the people gathered and swooped down out of the clouds like buzzards,
firing machine guns at the peaceful population, ssato

il bve already seen a |l ot in the wa
doubt that 1 06l]1 ever see anything a:
anger: What are you doing, you villains? Do you call this war? Do you think
you can get away with shoogjrat old folks and women and little children like
that? What law permits that?

i An o l-héaddad andndall covered with blood jumped into my barge.
He had two little boys in his arms. One was dead, the other was still breathing,
but his little leg had been torn off. The old man, their grandfather, had gone

completely mad, and keptlyd i ng at the planes: O6Yo
the right to shoot babies?d

AThen he f el l onygtrhaen ddseocnks ,a nmdy cgrriaen
thenagaintt he fascists: OYou devils! May

the end of timed

AA wounded woman was brought on bo
near the motor, at my very feet so t
Dying, she pressed her little child to her breast. She was drawing her last
breath, but still she tried to eer the child with her body because they were
shooting from above. 0

The sapperdés voice trembled and br
to the renewal of the cannonade as he turned away and secretly wiped a tear
with his sleeve.

The wounded girl sitting in the corner seemed to have turned to stone
from the tension. And it seemed that her large eyes were flashing in the sem-
idarkness, so fierce walse anger in them.

AnAnd | ro eomtiauadb teersapper in a somewhat changed voice,
Afhow they set a hospital CanpdsggBooon f i r
din, an enormous foudecked shiphut it burst into flame like bitcbark. And
all the passengers were badly wounded, bedridden. As the ship burned they
crawled along the decks, stuck their heads out of the port holes, called for
help, groaned and cursék Hitlerites. Fishermen rushed their boats to the
ship from all sides and started dragging the wounded out. Youd girls h e
nodded t owar dsfinetghlethen aral Bhe ship vas bre tass
of flames. Their hair and skirts caught on fire, but they paid no attention to it.
Unmindful of themselves, they continueatiying out the wounded and low-
ering them into boats. Thank heaven our planes came and chased away the
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6Messers. 6 One which was brought dow
opposite the monument to the Stalingrad flier Kholzunov, Hero of the Soviet
Union.... Yes, we saw plenty in those days.

iln the evening the Germans bombed
river loaded with children from the orphan homes. It was a clumsy wooden
thing and began to sink rapidly. A ghastly sig@dilors and fishermen and we
sappers rushed in boats to save then
raft and fired from cannon and machi
the idea that the children might be savetlVhat a horror! There the children
were drowning, holding out their arms to.us! N & best hat t6 recall it!...
| also remember how one young woman jumped from the raft into the water
with a child inher armsavhenthe raft wasalready halsubmerged. Sheould
swimwell. Floatingon herback,she kickedwith her feetholding the child
above thewater.

il rowed towards her with all my m

i O0Hol d drrlelsdhooH dy muasafready stietéhing out my
hand to take the baby when a O6Messer
pft-pft! She and the child sank like a stone, leaving nothing but kdtaided
water to mark the spot. o

The sapper suddenly broke bfs narrativeandscreamed passionately:

AiDo you cal/l them people? Would a
fascistahmanbeing€ o mr ade St al i n begstdAkbeasthé o6t h
is, andwhat a beast! You won't finlis equal even in the taiga!Well, Com-
rade Majorbelieve it or not, beforthewar | felt badabout killing a squirrel,
but after all this, mv heart has become covered wituat. Ithas hardened.

Il 6m a sapwaoki,sndnd emywysed) lkeepethe crAssing
operating in spite of mines and bullets. You knawrself that they make us

their target. But by God, | envy the soldiers who are there in the city shooting
att he Germans. | keep thinking:06The
the fascison t his very Volga, 6 and it g
night. | 6ve become hard,If | have. | !

AOnce a whole flock of prisoners
the other bank on our ba@en unshaven, dirty, ragged bunch. Some of them
were wounded, others could hardly stand on their feet, pressing up close to-
gether in their fright like a fldc of sheep. And as | looked at them | went
white with anger: perhaps one of them had shot that woman with the child. |
couldndt | ook at this scum calmly. |
for safetyds sake gaveKmyi kbl edTakm
afraid | wondt be able to control my

il took this scum across and went ¢
the engineers. | reported this and that according to form and then | asked to be
recommended to a rifle unit. OWhatoés
6Because | waoétuhbvkeE hngepeeven wit
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cané@t you go, youdre needed here, 6 h
myowntune | i ke a woodp efighkinglines,| 6 cath 6me sg
it any llistemad dorawhile ardthensaid:6 Afight,if Youb6r e s o
eagetto fight onthe frontlines |1 6 | yougb iatbthe city whenyour shiftis

over . The front i s there, a half hou
your post. o
i Wel | that 6s what [ do now: | st ani

and join the sailors on the hill during the day. They are stationed about three
kilometres from here. | fight together with them using this Ruskigeelin-

earrfle . Good gun! Well, | told you | <co
bearkilinga bi r d; but since | 6ve been sit
I 6 ve Kknyafaseisd withoat my hand shaking in teast.

ilédve bumped off quite a few. But
Major. | keenseeingthatwoman with the child in thevater, and my hands
itch. I justc a mdptit... wondét calm down until tt
roving at | arge in our nat ihewghingsand,
stand.

The sapper fell silent. He was a typical Russian soldier, no longer young,
thickset,with a moustache ardkep wrinkle®n hisfaceandneck.And atthis
moment his facavasvery stern,solemnand tense, lik¢hat ofa man who has
just taken an oath.

| asked his name.

ilsidor Nikolayevich Fominykh, pri"
the Urals myself, from out there..0
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We walkedfor a long time through the northern outskirts of Stalingrad,
uttering the secret password to the patrols who kept silently appearing before
us. We made our way through pitted back yards and trampled gardens; we
climbed over brick barricades and crawletbtigh sooty ruins of houses in
which passages had been made through the walls for safety of movement; we
lifted up the hems of our greatcoats and rushed headlong across streets and
open squares.

Finally Lieutenant Shokhenkstopped under cover of a wall, shifted his
rifle to the other shoulder, and said with a catch of breath:

nwel I, here we are. H edivisioncall faras i s
kul 6s redoubt. o

He pointed to a formless mound of broken brick and beams where once
upon a time, judging from its contours, a massive little house of the style mer-
chants used to build for themselves had stood.

This took place at a late hour of a restless frontline night, just before dawn,
when even Stalingrad was silent, and cold moonbeams silvered the grey
clouds of lowlying mist, out of which rose the skeletons of once large and
beautiful buildings. Everythiop aroun® the shelshot telegraph posts with
their useless wires waving about like curls; the miraculeps#gerved min-
eral water stand on the rmer, shot through and through by bullets; the
mounds of debr& everything was covered with hoarfrost thattgled like
mica.

The street had been churned and ploughed by shells and mines. Here and
there piles of empty cartridges clinked underfoot. The rimy edges of bomb
craters reminded one of the spots on the moon. On the branches of a broken
poplar hung the blackenedragsofsmone 6 s gr eatcoat . Al
the place had been the scene of a very recent, very long and fierce battle, the
centre of which had been this completely devastated house.

O0fATalsbakruedoubt , 0 r Slpokhanke dho kvidentiyt e n a |
liked this pompousame. Bending dowtne pointedto the rectangular venti-
lator in the massive, stone foundation, and explaifiet:h areyembrasures.

Look what a broad view they give onto both streets. Throligim theyheld
backthe attacks of a whole German battalion. Two men against a whole bat-
taliond t-w-0!0
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Although the lieutenant was a seasoned soldier, not given to bursts of en-
thusiasm, he could not conceal his admiration. And | vividly recalled the de-
tails of the story of this housedoubt, astorywhich | had heard from many
people in Stalingrail a wonderful story which reflected, as a drop of water
reflects the sun, the greatness and tragedyeodntire Battle for Stalingrad

Machine gunners Yurko Tarakul and Mikhail Nachinkin (who had both
crossed the Volga a full month and a half ago with their maaiingplatoon,
and therefore had thight to call themselves Stalingrad veterare)eived
orders to set up machigin nests in this house on the corner of two outlying
streets. The house protruded somewhfbnt of our positions and thus could
serve as a good vanguard pillbox. The centre of the hattfese days had
moved westward, to the Tractor Plant. A blow was not expéaesiand the
setting of the machingun nests was only a precautionary measure.

On receiving the order, Nachinkin, calm and deliberate, like all metal
workers, and the small, liveMoldavian Tarakul, who was incessantly whis-
tling or singing or even dancing, made their way to the house and examined it
thoroughly. It was a glad and a sad thing for these two men, torn away from
peaceful life so long ago that they had even forgotten the codyarheme,
to walk through the empty, wellirnished rooms, listening to the resounding
echoes of their footsteps and gazing at those trifleserfyday life for which
one so longs in free moments at the front. And although this house was
doomed to fire or destructiothey involuntarily wiped their feet before en-
tering and moved around cautiously, as if fearing to dirty the floor which was
covered with a thick rug of dust.

They chose the end rooms of the ground floor for the machinenests:
from these windows you could easily follow everything taking place at the
Sstreet crossing leading to the enemy
the dining room. They dragged dhe dining table, divan, chairs, carefully
moved aside the heavy sideboard clinking withes, and began taking apart
the stove in order to use the bricks for barricading the window. This task was
familiar to them, and the work went smoothly.

The muscular Nachinkjrwho had worked in the Minsk Machuiaiild-
ing Plant before the war as a turner, tried to spare the parquet floor by walking
on tiptoe, as he carried great armfuls of bricks to the winditisrpartner,
whistling a tune, was skilfully laying the bricks in herringbone pattern to make
them hold more firmly.

The battle rumbled in the distance. The crystal pendants of the chandelier
tinkled melodiously in response to each shot. The dishes in the china closet
rattled from the explosions, and the doors opened and cligbtiyf as the
bombers dropped their loadser the front line. But this did not bother the
soldiers in the least, no more thanoity dweller is botheredy the clanking
and rattlingof streetcars under his window or a country rbgirthe mooing
of cows orthechirpingof grasshoppers in his orcldar
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They did their work, occasionallyisking their headsout of thewindow
to see what was happening. These strétte,damagedsyet, were empty
and seemed toe uninhabited.

The first embrasure was already completed. Having set up their machine
gun, they began a second in the next room. But in lugging his next armful of
bricks, Nachinkin suddenly noticed that Tarakul was not working; he was
clamped to the sight of his machigen, all muscles strained, staring across
the street.

AiGer mans! 0 guessed Nachinkin.

He carefully put the bricks on the floor and glanced out of the unfinished
masonry of the second window.

Five Germans armed with tommy guns were stealing furtively along the
street towards the house. Nachinkin grabbed the rifle standing in the corner,
but Tarakul snatched it out of his hands.

iDondt scare them; ités a scouting
Let them come closer and then give |
over his machine gun.

Nachinkin with bated breath and stealthy movements, quickly placed his
machine gun in the unfinished embrasure of the next room.

At any other point along the gigantic front, two soldiers who found them-
selves cut off from their units in such a situation would probably have imme-
diately made their way back to their lines, especially since nbaerdered
them to defend this house. But this was in Stalingrad, at the height of the great
battle, and these two did not even think of retreating before danger. They lay
down at their machine guns, put the disks into place and began to watch.

Before reaching the corner the Germans slopped to discuss something and
examine the crossroad. One of them whistled softly and waved his hand.
Aboutthirty tommy gunnerappearedThey also moved stealthily to the cross
street and stood flat against the wall. They formed an excellent target from the
house. The machine gunners could hear the broken plaster crackle under the
enemies' feet, and the strange, ominous, unintelligible speech. Again the Ger-
mans sent the scouts ahead.

Two sharp volleys tore through the.dihen two more. Several Germans
fell; the others fled, not understanding where the dmadtiscome from. After
running a short distance, they stopped and seemed to dissolve in the ruins.

AThatdés that! o shouted Tarakul tri
gypsy eyesléashirg.

In his happiness, he even jumped up and danceda fige parquetNa-
chinkin onlyshook his head and silently pointed to the framework of the large
stone house on the opposite side, clearly seen through the embrasures. It was
not difficult to discern figures moving cautiously in the black gaps of the win-
dows. Soon from both streets enesoldiers came rushing to the crossroad,
hugging archways, jumping into craters, hiding behind telegraph poles. They
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approached the houdeom two directions at once.

Tarakul was dumbfounded. There were many of them, but the thing which
most terrified him was that they stood not only in front of him, as was usual
in the battles for the city, but on both sides of him, and even behind. The first
thing he wanted to do was rurd run fasd run to his own men, to save him-
self and his gun before it was too &t escape from the circle he felt to be
closing in on him. But he noticed his companion carrying his machine gun in
a businesslike manner to the next room and realirdche intended to cover
the flank. His comradedssensass m behavi

Having overcome the instinctive fear that had seized him, Tarakul pressed
against the machirgun sight and began shooting short volleys at the Ger-
mans running across agthe street. Those who had settled oppagiened
fire. But Tarakul felt that he was invulnerable behind the brick masonry. And
seeing that the enemyds bullets only
an angry whistle, without harming him, his fear passed. And as often happens
at critical manents at the front, his fear was replhbtg confidence and even
a calm joy when the Germans (there were lots of them out there on the street)
ran back, jumping over the dead, paying no attention to the wounded, fleeing
in panic from his machingun fire. Now Tarakul fireatold-bloodedly And
every time a grey figure fell to the ground he shouted:

ASo thatdés that! o

In the next room Nachi n&-inthélgeramac hi
sense of the word. The former turner, coolheaded as ever, introduced an ele-
ment of calculation even into his fighting. He was economic with ammunition,
shooting volleys of only five caitiges, and then only when he sighted several
figures at once. He was the first to repulse the attack in his street. Then he
brought his rifle to the aid of his comrade and, settling himself at the embra-
sure, he carefully took aim and began shooting thasepying the house
across the way. The enemy replied with torrgoy fire. They aimed above
the unblocked window.

The room became filled with dust and whizzing bullets. The machine gun-
ners lay down on the floor. Then the firing ceased.

AYou remain her ecrawledbmtkdt hilgue. hi nki n

When the attack had been repulsed and silence reigned, Tiarhiguiurn
visited his friend. Now he was aware of his own strength, and in order to give
vent to this abundant strength and to the joy swelling in his breast, he gave Na-
chinkin a resounding slap on the back. The latter angrily threw off his arm and
setto rolling himself a cigarette. Tarakul noticed that this man whose coolness
and matteof-factness had so recently inspired him with courage, was now pale
and his fingers were trembling, scattering the tobacco on his knees.

AiDid you see! Did you see how they
AWhat are you so happy about,..do yoc
Dondét worry, theaydé&l youomarbaeld? Have
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Al dm singl e, 0, naewemheariegdhe Guastian icleatly.
AHow they ran!o

il 6 m malmhave feud kids.. Well, what are you sitting here for?
Get back to your machine gun! 0

And again they crawled through the rooms, each to his own embrasure.

Na c hi nardsmrane true. Only now did the battle really begin. An
hour later the Germans made another sortie, then two short strenuous at-
tack®) one after the other. The machine gunners beat them off. They became
more skilful with experience, and the thought ofdiog out until reserves
came never left them. Their position was convenient and they adjusted them-
selves to the situation (in so far as it is possible to adjust oneself to such a
situation). And more and more grey figures, looking like bundles of discarded
rags, dotted the neutral strip of deserted road overgrown with grass blighted
by the morning frost.

The Germans then brought up trench mortars. They began shelling the
house from the garden opposite and continued the bombardment for some
twenty minutes. About a dozen small mines exploded on the upper floor. Eve-
rything in the house was overturndmtpken, mixed with fallen plaster. But
when the Germans again rushed into attack, two machine guns held them back
with a deadly curtain of fire. During the shelling the machine gunners had sat
in the narrow bathroom, and as soon as it was over they craaiessthe
debris to their embrasures.

It is hard to sayhat happenedo the Germans. Perhaps they imagined
they werefighting a whole garrison, or that they had bumped into a camou-
flaged pillbox, or perhaps their fighting spirit was simply broken by the stub-
bornness of these two men. However that may be, they abandoned the attempt
to break into the house. Instead, thegught up three heavy guns and began
firing point-blank at the building.

After each explosion, Tarakul would shout to his friend in the next room:

ilédm alive, how about you?bo

And the other would answer peevishly, as if brushing away a mosquito:

AWhat could happen to me! 0

But after an exceptionally severe explosion, which shook the whole house
and filled it with suffocating clouds of dust, Nachinkin did not answer his
comrade. Tarakul rushed to hitamong the broken furniture, plaster and
brick, lay the strapping machine gunner with wounds in both legs. He tried to
get up but fell back, opening his mouth as if choking for air.

AWounded, 0 he muttered through his

AWhat s to be done?0d0 f.ltwmddeuthat hr ou
he was aloneRun? But his pal was wounded. And the machine guns? And
how could he run with such a fellow on his back? His mind worked clearly
and rapidly, as is usual in such cases. The next moment, Tarakul was already
dragging his friend to the cellar where they hagady taken the boxes of
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cartridge$ just in case, as the businesslike Nachinkin had said. Tarakul
dragged the machine guns and disks down below also. He placed them in the
same ordeasthey had been above, sticking the barrels through the rectangu-
lar ventilators.

The fire sector of their guns was now smaller, but the massive vaults of
the old cellar protected them securely. When everything had been done, Tara-
kul felt very tired. He threw himself on the floor and for some time lay still,
pressing his hot foreheadaigst the cold stone.

Just at this moment came a series of explosions which caused the whole
house to shake and everything to crash overhead. They were bssedb
bursts. The Germans had called dive bombers to their aid, and one explosion
brought down the house. The cellar was buried under a mountain of bricks
and rubble, but its massive walls held.

Tarakul and his wounded comrade remained alive but stunned, deafened,
shellshocked, buried under the debris, cut off from the world. On coming to,
Tarakul looked around and examined the cellar.

AA tomb, o he said thickly, turning
wall with hiseyes closed.

Nachinkin opened his eyes.

AA fort,o he answered simply. He |
ot her and added: AnAnd what a fort! O

Despite the hopelessness of the situation, they now had one advantage:
they did not have to fear an attack from the rear. The heap of ruins safely
protected them from all shells. Only the direct hit of a bomb could hurt them
now. And what seasoned soldfears a direct hit!

Yurko Tarakul was seized by a desire for activity. He placed the machine
guns more conveniently in the embrasures and put boxes under them, making
it possible to sit down at the job. He dragged the case of cartridges over to his
wounded friend who offeretb load the disks. Tarakul himself ran from em-
brasure to embrasure keeping an eye on what was going on out in the street.

It appeared that they greatly astonished the Germans with their persistence.
Even long aftr the house had been demolished, they feared to approach it.
When they did finally make an attack, they were met with the fire of the same
two machine guns, stubbornly banging away from somewhere under the ruins....

Tarakul and his wounded comrade fired. But in spite of his fame in the
company as a man of iron, the wounded man quickly weakened and lost con-
sciousness, falling helpless near the embrasure. Then Tarakul ran from one
machine gun to the other, keeping betieets under fire. He sweated in the
damp cellar. He threw off his greatcoat, then his tunic, then his shirt, and,
naked to the waist, his face haggard and black from smoke, dust, and gunpow-
der, his hair damp and matted, he shot crazily and in complétetdigion
until Nachinkin regained consciousness and staggered along the wall to his
machine gun.
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Thus for two days these two Soviet soldiers buried under the ruins pitted
their strength against that of the German unit trying to capture this formless
mound of bricks and plaster, turned into a fortress by humaspauler. To
seize these ruins becamenatter of prestige to the Germans.

It became harder and harder for th
day had passesince they had divided the last rusk which had heen found in
the knapsack of the practical Nachinkin. There was no water. During the night
they licked the rime which formed on the walls of the cellar. The last pinch of
tobacco, shaken out of pocket seanag] long since been smoked. And what
was still worse, the cartridges were ending.

Ailf they bring in tanks, then thincg
opened the cartridge case and reloaded the empty disks.

Nachinkinwas already so weak that the tight spring of the disk mecha-
nism kept slipping out of his hands.

iWwel |, if we must perish, let it b
ing his yellowish eyes.

He was also weak from hunger and lack of sleep, but could still hold out.

In order to economize the energy in his weakening body, he would remain
utterly still at the embrasure for hours at a time, and then it seemed as though
only his eyes and ears welea.

AfYou have music on the brain. Not
What's the use of making a lot of senseless noise? What's it good for? A fellow
can only live once! o

Nachinkin continued to reload the
managed dumg the most difficult moments to get to his machine gun and
shoot. But thoughts of death came ever more often to his mind. And he wanted
to tell his comrade, this young Moldavian grape grower to whom hédem
joined by fate, something great and important, something wise, something that
was maturing in his heart and which he did not know how to put into words.

AA man must not die until he has dc¢
coul d. . .. Everything, o he said final
that his friend would not understand him.

He made Yurko learn the address of his family and the name of his good
friend, the director of the factory he had worked in before the war. He made
the soldier promise if he survived the war, he would look up his family and
tell his wife about these laspbtirs; that he would find the director and tell him
how the Minsk turner had perished in Stalingrad.

Nachinkin had had a misunderstanding with this director. They had been
what you might call friends, but during the firstydaof the war, when the
factory was evacuated to the east, the turner had refused to go along. He had
declared he was going to stay andede the city. Then the director had said
something which had offended Nachinkin so deeply that he could not forgive
him. The sory of how private Nachkin had fought, was to shame the director
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and give the lie to his insulting words.

But like real soldiers, they did not talk about death; they talked about
when and from whom they could expect help.

And in spite of everything, they believed that this help would come.

And actually now when the firing of their machine guns grew weaker be-
cause of lack of cartridges, trench mortars rumbled behind them and the black
smoke of frequent explosions rose in front of the house, blocking German
access to it.

Hungry, thirsty, completely worn out by lack of sleep, they listened to the
close thunder, as to the voice of a friend, promising help. This din seemed to
contact them with their own soldiers, from whom they were separated by a
mountain of rubble and afevo zen metres of no manéds

On the third night, just before dawn, a startling thing occurred. Tarakul,
dozing with open eyes near the embrasures, suddenly heard a strange human
voice. He thought perhape was delirious, and leaned his forehead against
the cold, rimecovered stone, licking some hoarfrost which tasted of dampness
and mould. No, he was not hearing things: there was a voice. Yurko glanced
at his comrade. Nachinkin was asleep, holding a disk in one hand and a hand-
ful of cartridges in the o#r.

No, he was not speaking. A wooden, inhuman voice stubbornly muttered
into his ears familiar and yet unintelligible words: something about bread,
meat and butter. Tarakul became frightened. He poked his sleeping comrade.
Nachinkin listened. The shadow of sanile appeared on his blackened,
shrunken lips.

AfFascists. Theybébre shouting to us,

AiSurrender, youdlYlouget haoved tgoeoat mn
yelled the expressionless voice from out of the morning shadows.

iThey want to buy wus with acitypi ece
|l di ots!d said Nachinkin softly. iTak
He candét rise higher than his belly.
the Diesel!od

When the fear of the unintelligible left him, Tarakul felt a flow of irre-
pressible fury. He went to his machine gun and sent@vuoltey in the di-
rection of the voice. He shot until the last cartridge fell to the stone floor,
ringing in the silence which settled down with the last shot.

In recalling the days of this extraordinary duel, Yurko Tarakul could not
say exactly for how long they had defended the house. In general, he could
not remember anything about the last day, except that he had shot from both
machine guns, not seeing anyidpibefore him but the cross streets, not think-
ing of anything but that the Germans had to be held back. Only this thought
was clearly printed in his consciousness, foggy from hunger and fatigue.

They held out until somewhere faff through the frequent firing they
heardahur rah, 0 which drew cl oser and |
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attacking infantry sounded on the ruins of the pavements, and until our own,
dear, familiar greatcoats and cl umsy

Then he left his machine guns and began shaking his limp comrade shout-
ing only:

AOur people have come! 0

A fresh regiment of reserves had crossed the Volga during the night,
pushed back the Germans, and cleaned up the cross street. Soldiers from Lieu-
tenant Shokhenkobés platoon ran to th
andhad to dig for a long time and even dynamite the stones in order to get
Nachinkin and Tarakul out. Someone (the chief of the sappers directing this
excavation, it seems) , called the r
doubt. o And t lajoke, tavlkaroot appegredine pressa and
later was marked on war maps

| saw this remarkable place with my own eyes. By the light of flashlights
we made our way down to the cellar through gaps rent bgahpersThe
bluish light of the moon pierced the embrasures in two shining rays which
spread a white light over the floor, revealing the thick sprinkling of empty
cartridge shells, already turning green. A bloody bandagel¢he corner.
Mikhail Nachinkin had probably lain there. Through the embrasure one got a
glimpse of ruined walls covered with silvery rime against the-sikstek back-
ground of the sky, suggesting theatre settings. Over them shone the stars,
sharp and dd. The afterglow of fires hung heawyer the earth.

When our eyes became accustomed to the semidarkness of the cellar, we
were able to make out a sentence carved on the greyxctrosted wall. The

lieutenanturnedhisflash i ght on it. A Guardsmen Yu
Nachinkin here stood unto the death.
iOQur commi ssar wrote it,o0o said the
holding out, they conquered death. o
il magi nedftahceiinrg ftehar enemy all al one
fiFear? Thatoés not the word. We 6v e
That 6s anot her thing, and thatoés bac
AfBut we know no such word as fear. o

| wanted to write a detailed account of this one Stalingrad house for the
sake of those who, in generations to come, will read the epic story of the de-
fence of the city where the word Afe
from Tarakul and his coradesin-arms.
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We Are Soviet People

The girllookedaboutnineteen. She was slim and graceful. Her olive face
had not quite lost the rounded contours of childhood, the wide eyes, large and
clear, fringed with long lashes, looked at you gaily and wonderingly as though
asking: is everything really so marvellousimade$ or do | simply imagine
it?

It was only the too elaborate, high coiffure of her luxurious dark chestnut
hair that somehow spoiled this fair image, like a jarring note in a fine song.

She wore a summery flowered dress, with a gold chain around her sun-
burnt neck, which carried the charming young head so proudly.

She must have realized that she looked out of place among all those sun-
burnt people in their washamlit, sunbleached tunics, and sbe had thrown
someonebs greatcoat around her shoul
of the windless August evening, she kept it on as she sat outside the white-
washed Ukrainian cottage.

She was watching with avid interest the life of the ordinary village where
headquarters were located. With the same affectionate eagerness she looked
at the faded, oittained overalls of the drivers who were fussing with the en-
gine of an overturned jeep the shade of a cherry orchard; at the army post-
man with his cp over one ear and his bulging satchel over one shoulder, as
he passed her with the solemn and important look peculiar to army postmen
when they are carrying a large batch of fresh mail;ettiief of the Military
Intelligence Department, a stout colonel, spruce and neatly belted who was
pacing in creaking boots up and down on the other side of the garden fence,
engrossed in his own thoughts; at the men of the guard, lounging on the dusty
greensward at the back of the house, taking turns reading aloud the letters they
had just received from home.

Al keep |l ooking at everything as
enough. You can never understand that feeling. Only those can understand it
who have been torn away for a long time from their own folks, from all that
t hey6édr e us eahddeartothenh and liage had ¢ogplunge into that
alien and evil world!od she said in

The childlike look that had illumined hface a moment before was swept

away aghough by the wind, and | fancied she gavittla shudder of disgust
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under the rough overcoat.

It was beyond belief that this girl, so tenderly youthful Aghit-hearted
followed the mostlangerousind responsible of all military professions, that
she was the nameless heroine who, on the other side of the front line, risking
her life every minute, supplied our headquarters with information that helped
the command forestall enemy movements. Thosagaw)in such work are
close, tightlipped people, as a rule. But they were ungrudging in their praise
of this girl.

She went wunder the name of Birchtr
be given her, but it would have been hard to find a better one. She really re-
minded you of a graceful birch sapling, one that quivers with everyndaé i
faintest breeze. And nothing about her appearance betrayed the cool courage,
the will power, the confident, calculating cunning that are the indispensable
qualities of anyone in hegsrofession. It was probably this that ensured her
unfailing success on the most difficult missions.

The chief of the Military Intelligence Department, after asking for my
solemn promise never to divulge her real name, told mesadsiography

The only daughter of an eminent scientist, she had grown wgmiold
family, received arexcellent education, had been taught music and singing,
and from childhood had spoken Ukrainian, Russian, French and German with
equal facility. When the war broke out, she was in her last year at the univer-
sity. She waspecializing in philology, being particulargterested in Euro-
pean literature of the Renaissance. She had even written an article on the plays
of Racine which was published under a pseudonym in an Academy periodical.

At the outbreak of the war she had
take her final examinations, and entered a training course for nurses. She had
decided to go to the front. But before she had finished the course the enemy
advanced on her home tovemd fighting took place on its outskirts. For some
time she and her comrades from the training course helped carry the wounded
off the battlefield andvorked in the evacuation hospital. The enemy was clos-
ing in around the town. The ordesime to evacuatéler parents insisted that
she should accompany them.

ilt is an old saying that from him
expected, 0 her father said. AAny gir
member, the state has gone to great expense to give you an education. You
know languages as few know theltnis your duty to render a greater service
to the government by working in the

The girl well knew that her father was not sincere in his arguments; he
could not really be thinking this. But she did not wish to hurt him, so she said
gently:

iPapa, I have heard that right now
Soviets are being smelted in order to make shells and tank armour. We have
to win at any price. This is no ti me
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She did not evacuate with her pare
think. It was true that she knew languages, could very likely be of more use
to her country in this way than in looking after the wound&fth this in
mind, she set out for the District Committee of the Communist Party.

The town was to be evacuated in a feours. At Party headquarters,
weary people,crushed with grief and fatigue, webberningdocuments. Dry
ashes flew about the roorasdrustled underfoot. Armed volunteers from the
workersé battalions kept coming in
ously. Nobody had any time for her. Nobody wanted to listen to this slender,
pretty, weltdressed girl. Though up to that time she had lbattver diffident
with strangers, now she showed her true mettle. Having fooledyohed of
another with a joke and simply pushed the third out of her way, she finally
managed to force her way into the office of the secretary of the District Party
Committee. She told him her name, which was fairly well known in the town,
and informecdhim that she had an excellent knowledge of foreign languages
and wanted him to give her some military assignment.

AWhat 6és that? So youdre Professor

evacuated?0 the secretary asked, mak
all the problems connected with evacuation. He examined her papers atten-
tively, and then, suddenly rememberimgme t hi ng, he asked:

Ger man?o

fi ¥s, | knowitas wellas | knowmyowhk r ai ni an. 0

The secretary glanced dubiously againtte slim young figure, the
rounded childlike face:

AiThe mission I 6m thinking about ma)
you straight, very dangerous. 0
Al am..roeady

He asked the others to go out, then picked up the receiver of the field
telephone on his desk and called a number.
AiCan you heayes, na?e aTuitable perse here for the

job,0 he said to someone. AKnows Ger
her parents. Splendid, devoted, | oya
Ye s, | 6ve warned her alacedthargceiemadd | ' |
|l ooked her in the eye with a kindly,

tact you with one of our comrades who is remaining here for the purpose of
carrying on under gr oun dthevfaimdst.ideaBit p e

what you are taking on. Your |I|ife wi
APl ease donét waste ti me; I have a
the girl.

And that was how the daughter of the noted professor remained in her
native townafter it had been occupied by the Germans.

She was not the only one left here for underground work, but to her had
been allotted the most dangerous and responsible job. Some had to watch the
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movements of the Germans and the traitors, others were assigned to blow up
stores and dumps, put locomotives out of commission, while still others had
to hunt down fascist officials. i Bi
instructed by the undergroundramittee to act the part of a pampered young
lady, the daughter of weknown parents, a girl who intensely admired eve-
rything western and had no desire to give up her comfort for the sake of some
abstract idea, abandon everything going eastwards intmimown. The fas-

cist colonel who took up his quarters in the absent professor s spacious flat
immediatelyfelt attracted to his young hostess. Of an evening she played ex-
cerpts from Wagnerds operas on the
nel introduced her to his friends, important staff officers, and to the general
who was his chief.

The Ukrainian Fraulein proved an immediate success. The daughter of a
professor and the descendant of wealthy Ukrainian landlords, as the colonel
hinted, was vastly superior to the fat, vulgar, strident and stupid Nazi ladies
of their circle. The officerdid their utmost to please her, and never could they
haveguessed where this charming girl,
betook herself twice a week with her gay sunshade, handbag, and a copy of
the Rih r eMeiin &ampf presented to her by thelapnel with his autograph.

She went to the home of a shoemaker who lived in a whitewashed cottage
on the riverbank beyond the town. Here she took out of her bag some smart
slippers worn down at the heels, and, first making sure that no one was watch-
ing, wept her tears of indignatiprage, and disgust on the broad shoulder of
the bearded old shoemaker. In this clean, simple little cottage surrounded by
an orchard, her strained nerves found relief. The flirtatious, fashionable young
thing, so charming and coquettish, so eager to athaeseoarse, complacent
Germans, became herself again, a Soviet girl, the citizen of her captured but
unconquered towd sincere, suffering, and full of hate.

i Oh, how sick | am of it! I f you
living amongst them, listening to their bragging, smiling at them when | want
to choke them, shaking hands with those who deserve to b& sbphot
shobhanged! 0

The Ashoemaker , 0 hadworked ih thBundergroumds i k
during the Civil War, soothed and comforted her as lhestould. Then they
sat down in the little back room to draw up a report of all she had aedrd
seen. They made a meal of cold jellied meat, pickled tomatoes, sour milk, and
i t deoblime flowers, sweetened with saccharine. And in these homely sur-
roundings her sick and lonely soul found comfort and healing. A little later a
smart, carefree girl climbed the hill back to the town again, twirling her gay
sunshade and humming the Gemsong,Lili Marlene, while the hungry
townsfolk watched her with hatrewl their eyes. These glances of hatred, the
necessity of enduring insult in silence, always in silence, fearing to disclose
to these people even by the merest hint of who she was, why she was here,
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and for what she was fightidgthis was the hardest part of all.

Her nerves were steady; she played her part superbly and was proving of
inestimable value. But at last even her nerves began to give way. It was be-
coming increasingly difficult to act her role and disguise her feelings. When
she went to makgerd sbet hempfiohed hi m
her some othér any other mission. Her idea of rest and relief was agtion
raids on enemy transports, burning arsenals, blowing up trains, fighting with
a gun in her hands like the other participants in theerggrdund movement.

But atthat time the headquarters of a whole German army group was located
in the town, the information she could get was even more important than

usual , and the fishoemaker o was oblig
in sending her back again.
Finally the headquarters moved awa)

in a couple of days she might disappear. Then came disaster. The colonel
quartered in her flat was promoted to the rank of general. He celebrated the
occasion by getting drunk and brakéo her room that night with a bottle of
champagne. Beside herself with indignation, she struck him full in the face.
He only roared with laughter, kissed her hand, and turned the other cheek.
Those wonderful little hands could not insult a German gérara who had
conquered six countries and was now fighting in the seventh! And she was the
best of all the trophies he had annexed! He offered her his hand and his heart.

The girl was horrified, shaken with loathing from head to foot. The new
general followed her about on his knees, clutching at her dress. She tried to
escape from him into another room. He burst in there as well, boasting
hoarsely that the Soviets werelireir death agony, that fighting was going on
in the streets oMoscow, that herein the fertile Ukraine allthe Germans
would be givenestatesand shewvould be his wifé ho-ho, the wife of a Ger-
man landowner! And all those peasant® set themselves up & lords of
life andbalbled about Socialism would be their serfs, the draught horses on
theirland. The drunken fascist was insulting her fellow country@nand the
girl could not stand it. Her will gave way. Snatching his sitverunted dag-
ger,topped with the spread eagle, she plunged it up to the hilt into the gen-
eral 6s throat.

All the military and civil police, all the gendarmes and special SS troops
who arrived in the town scoured the place for a month, searching every street,
every house, making endless raids. But the girl was not to be found; she was
safely across the fronnk.

Once among her own people, she set herself patiently and perseveringly
to learn all that might be of use to her in carrying out the hardest and most
dangerous work she could do for her country.

The trail of the noted prof-ere-sor 6s
moted Hitlerite general was lost in the large Ukrainian town. A short time later
the militaryKommandanof Kharkov engaged a very pretty interpreter by the
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nameof Bna We i ner . F r fataidwakened th&syimpathy d the
Kommandantthe last scion of a decayed branch of Baltic barons who, in ad-
dition to his Nazi ideas, had personal grudges against the Soviet regime. Erna
Weiner informed the chief that she was the daughter of a prominent German
colonist of the Odessa Region. Her fathad once owned orchards, vine-
yards, melon plantations, and had hired labourers in the summer season by the
hundred, had bought grain on a large scale and been the dveniéowr mill

as well. But of all this he had been ruthlessly deprived by the Bolsheviks.
Since then he had dragged out a wretched existence, but still had contrived to
put a little bit by in a safe spot, and out of these small means had given his
children an education. Eventually he had been arrested for his sympathies to
the new Germany, sympathies which, as an honest, straightforward man, he
had not been able and had not cared to.hide

Fraulein Erna, who had suffered so much from the Bolsheviks, soon be-
came the head interpreter in tiemmandatur, and was subsequently trans-
ferred to the garrison commander's office.

Her new chief, an SS Brigadéhfer, also displayed sympathy for the
unfortunate Fraulein. Her flawless German, her ability to singBaldarian
songs, for which the sentimental butchers had so strong a predilection, her
ability to play the piano, broughthermardngire r s . AYes, ol d Jo
managed to give his children a splendid education, even in this incomprehen-
sible country! o they marvelled. And
important documents, or it became plain to them that the Soviet @odhm
knew far too much about their secret plans, not the faintest shadow of suspi-
cion fell on Erna Weiner. But what a price this girl paid for the fascist secrets
she secured for her country! She now had to be present at highly confidential
interrogations ad see the German hangmen torture Soviet people under sen-
tence of death, translate their last cries of agony, their curses, listen to insults
from them. Only love for her country, a boundless angmlbracinglove,
gave her strength for this task. And eoout the liaison man of the under-
ground movement, a grim warrior racked with rheumatism who sat at his radio
in the basement of a ruined house aeder stirred abroad, ever heard her
complain. Pale as the moon on a chilly night, hardly able to move, deprived
as he had been of sun and fresh air for over a year, this man comforted her as
best he coul d wi dayngslandservedherassap example d i e
of devotion to a great cause. His quiet courage was her mainstay.

The | ast and worst ordeal of al/l a
the taking of Kharkov. She told me about it herself, as we sat outside the
whitewashed cottage on a fine August evening.

AYou know, of course, how nervous
breaking through to Belgorod, was marching on Kharkov from the east. Heav-
ens, the things that went on there! It remingled of an anthill into which a
burning brand had been shovekhe soldiers don't couitt hey dr e me.
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automatons. But if you could have seen their superiors! Forgetting even ordi-
nary appearances of decency, they feverishly packed up pictures, museum
treasures, antiques, furnitdrell that they had stolen and taken to their own
quarters. It was all shippdd the rear right before the eyes of the soldiers.
And as for the rumour s! It wasnodot a
change of rumours, each one wilder than the other. Particularly about Soviet
aircraft. It was saithat huge new air units had aetvfrom the Far East. Tens
of thousands of planes of types never before seen with some monstrous new
armaments. All the officers used to go down to the basement to sleep. It sur-
prised even me to find out how whiigered, pettyand cowardly they turned
out to be in a tighplace And | rejoiced. When | came to work in the morning
I would say to my chief (hmer,daesthist i f u
mean ités al | Ild&ilreewhenitheyhget beseR.bndtited v 6
thatheturnedpale,bbe still tried to put a bol
many is still so strong! Perhaps even too strong. Suffers from beingltoo fu
bloodedb He wound up with assuring me t
would always be able to gatvay in his car.

iOne night | was aroused and told t
excited and in a very good humour. He told me there was to be a very im-
portant interrogatiod his whole career depended upon it. Oh, if you only
knew how much they all think of thedgareers! Well, when | heard that, | went
cold all over: whom could they have caught? | knew that the Kharkov under-
ground, which kept the Germans in a constant state of intense dread, had be-
come particularly active, and | was always afraid some of themtrbigh
caught. My chief paced up and down the office. Special preparations were
being made; the table was laid; wine, fruit and sweets were set out on it. The
sight of these things made me feel more miserableethan For whom could
it be? For whom? What did all these special preparations mean?

i 6Some big chief from the army exfg
taking my seat in the corner | usually occupied during interrogations.

i 6Nonsense! Woul d | be | ikely to
upstarts from the army?6 the chief r
portant, and far more interesting. W
to mean the end of the aboma bl e suspense. We 6| | f
theyébve been cooking up for wus. And

fi decided that some i mportant Sov
But | was very much surprised when |

not the chief himself, sit down at the table. Then a stretcher was carried in
under escort and set down lolesthe guest table. The tommy gunners were

just going to take their posts at the door when the major dismissed them with

a gesture. | could not see the man lying on the stretcher. Meanwhile the major
had put on one of his most ingratiating smiles andcaskene t o t el | o1
in Russian that he himself was a pilot and was delighted to welcome a gallant
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colleague, whojudging by his decorations, must befamousRussian ace.
When he wanted to, thimajorknew very well how to assume an air of geni-
ality, and even of straightforwagimplicity though he was one of the most
loathsome creatures | ever saw tidesnd | saw plenty, ¢an tell you!

AThen | had a better |l ook at the m
young, and he was wearing a faded tunic like yours, with three military Orders
of the Red Banner and some other decorations. His shoulder straps were those
of a lieutenant in the aforce. And his look... excuse mgust a moment.0

She turned white, whiter than the wall of the house we were sitting next
to, and she was breathing hard, biting her lip as though fighting down great
physical pain. Then she gave a shake of her head and explained:

Al t és a.Hik legs werevundaster, his head was bandaged, and he
looked at me askance with his large grey eyes, so candid dad reyf
i 6Pl ease, Fraulein, tell our col |l
nolongeran enemy for us, that for the new Germany the conceptions of cour-
age and a soldierdés honour exceed ne
right-hand man of the chief of the garrisorieer. and a pilot by profession,

I 611 be delighteaen,o phanvhkams wihmeaetg! wa
Russianstyl@t o have a good mug of ol d wine
AAs | was translating this, the gr

And there was such hatred in them, no, not exactly hatreach scorn and
loathing, that the tears rose to my eyes against my will.

A 6Tel | him to stop playing the fc¢
anyway and | dondét want his wine. Bu
AiThe major beamed, jumped up and o

raised himself on one elbow, took a cigarette, and drew at it greedily. They
were both silent. | could hear the faint crackle of the tobacco in the cigarettes.
After a while the majortsod up, clicked his heefsmartly, introduced him-

self, and announced politely that he would be glad to know with whom he had
the honour of becoming acquainted.

i 60l d devices. |l 6ve nothing to sa
replied the pilotfurning his back on the major.

AAnd no matter how much the major
his face to the wall without uttering a souhdgaw that the German was losing
patience, biting his lips, thrauscles working in his face. | feared thatwould
suddenly let himself go and th@mwell, | knew what he was capable of! But
they must have been in desperate need of information about our aircraft, for
he kept a tight rein on himself, ordered the prisoner to be taken away, and
even wished him gooright. But as soon as the ddwd closed behind him,
he let loose a torrent of violent curses, tossed gffass of brandy, and flung
himselfdownon the couchlpoking absolutelydone in, his eyes quiiecant.
Thechief came in, | was allowed to go, and was taken home.

fil never closed my eyes that night, though | felt worn out. Thatdpilot
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kept seeing his eyes on me, and the firm, ringing tones of his young voice
remained in my ears. Next morning | was just getting ready to go and warn
our people that a Soviet ace had been shot down while flying over our town
and had been taken prisoner, wlecar drove up to the door. The major him-
self was in it. o0Orders are that we
about Soviet aircraft. Information has come to hand that he belongs to the new
units just flown here. Fraulein Erna, you will have td tal this damned Bol-

shevik. Tell him whatever you like, only drag everything you can out of him.

Youdl |l have mor e motnoe yd ot hwaint hy; o uy okundol w
orated with the I ron Cross! 6
fi | had never yet seen this cool an

and climber in such a state. He was so excited that he even let it out that a
general in their air force who needed the information without fail had flown
to Kharkov from headquartershad no alternative. It would even be an ad-
vantage to see the pilot alone. | might be able to warn him. But when | re-
membered the look in his eyes even |, accustomed as | was to facing death,
felt afraid, actually afraid, to enter his cell. You can imagivhat he must

have thought of me!

AnsStill, I took a firm hold on myse
me | forced myself to go over to him. He looked even thinner and his face was
more hollow than the day before; his eyes were open wider and assumed the
same scornful expression whitsey looked at me. | fancied that a shudder ran
through him as | approached.

AH6w do you feel? Has the doctor b
start the conversation somehow.

AThey had no | uck,Alssoattihaeny obriet cshe totni
with a sneer.

fi blushedl could not keepack the tearsand he must have seen them
in my eyes. His: voice was very weakhat night must have takenl@t out
of him, but he went on as firmly and cruelly as before:

A 6What makes you blush? Creature

blush! Just wait till you fal/l i nto
get . 6
il could hardly keep myself from f

telling him the whole story, so agonizing was it to hear ttasdts from his
lips. And he went on, his voiaising:

i 6You think youdll be able to retr
us, donét you? Weobl |l catch up, donodt
itself. Youdll never escape us; ther
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AAnd hednatugmerdvously, he didchedt se€
| aughed triumphantly, gloatingly, as
ages, dying in an enemy prison, but had won through to Berlin as a victor,
wreaking vengeance and meting oudtice. And then | darted closer to him
and, throwing caution to the winds, whispered:

i 6They dondét know anything. They v
new air units. Theyor e drightenddrigla- t er r
ened out of their |lives. Dondot tell
careful with that redheaded major you sgasterdap he 6 s a dr e a

ture.. . 6

df t

iHe recoiled and |l istened in aston
fS6 thatos it!d he said, and then
a |ittl kinder, but were stildl wat

e
things do happen,é and he smiled wit
awink,hesuddenly shouted at the top of
dirty spy! | d m n o td ygumiyougbodses, eitherlYbu y o u
wonoét get a word out of me!

fiHe went on for some time, shouting so that he could be heard all over
the prison. Then, dropping his voice, he asked me:

ifi6So youdre?.. .0

fi nodded. I was trembling from he
ing.

i 6LIi sten, cal m your sed Wwiltdey fmish s ai d
me off ?6

A 61 f you wonét talk theyodéll shoot
other questioninghagain.
Ai 6Thatdéds a pity, a great pity. I
to have lived a bit longer!.Well, go away now, go away.

A 61 snbét tdowddrpaseraforyowdloiveg It her e ?d6 |

Ai 6Your eyes |l ook so tortured, | a
And still I mustnot |l wonodt otsel | y
now goodbye. . 86 He sighed and then cursed
prison again.

AfThe tears choked me. A man | i ke tt

we could do nothing for him! | ran out of the cell. The major was waiting
impatiently, pacing up and down the corridor. He must have been eavesdrop-
ping, but judging by his face he dhainderstood nothing but those curses. |
could hardly stand on my feet. Nothing mattered to me any more. The muscles
were working in the majds face andhe was white with fury.

i D6éndt &aleinyremeriber you are at work. As soon as he ceases
tobeofanyusetous & he di d not f howilgotoutofl ¢ an
thepri son. 0o

The girl heaved a sigh and was silent. Her nerves must have been in a bad
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state even nowShe was shivering, her lower jaw trembled, and her face
twitched nervously. For a long time she said nothing.

il'téds very hard ftdwantrthe whole cotngyit.k a b o
know how Soviépeople behave out there. After all, you. caty guess. |

must tell the duphNobagybutime kmgws anything aboumy
t hat mané.s | ast hours
AAfter that encounter in the prisot

| had to make a tremendous effort of will, | had to muster all my forces and
training, everything that was best in me, so as not to let go before them, before
those creatures, drstill | could not, and when they spoke of him, | broke
down and burst out crying. Fortunately the major had already told the chief
about our visit to prison and they interpreted it in their own fashion and tried
to console me. | listened and covered mayef with my hands so as not to see
them. | was so afraid that | might not be able to stand it and would do some-

thing silly.

AiBut the worst was to come. You pr
work, dondt you? And about me? | &d&m n
the most terrible ordeal | 6ve ever g
afavouriteof & i ngbés, and they all kowtowed

the pilot himself. He was tall and handsome enough, a cocksure fellow with
high colouring and bleached eyelashes that reminded me of a pig. HB®went
the prison himself with my chief, the major, and me. As we alhtwn, he
walked straight up to the pilot in his s@sured manner, introduced himself
by namé which was, by the way, a fairly welihown oné and held out his
hand. The pilot turned away and madeegly.
i 6You are behavilamga desedl ayhero gfowon g n
wars. The rules of honour require an army man to acknowldxgggeeting
of his senior. o

Al i nt er\enlkelyele gendral vasgoodact or . Theyod
fairly comedians, those in the fascist uppicles. And hespoke with such
an appealing aiof goodwill!

A O6What do yonour, theilotwaidawitio adlittle laugh.

fiThis, too, | translated. The general did not seem taken aback. He
frowned but only for anoment. Then he asked:

i - 6Perhaps you have been badly tre
Are you dissatisfied with the medical treatment and care you have been given?

Tell me, and 1611 i mmedi ately give o
mains a hero under any circumgt c e s . 0
i 6Ask him what hwearlyants, 6 the pi
AfHe was evidently in terrible agon)

the enemy to notice his suffering, and only the perspiration that beaded his
forehead and trickled down his face revealed what he was going through.
iThe general 6s patience was wearin

106



i o6Tel | hi m, damn it al | | t hat he
information about the air uniisinformation that none of his countrymen will
ever know he gavk and he is assured a quiet, easy life till the end of the war
in one of the best European health resorts. Nice, BBdelen Bad
Wildungen, Karlsbad.. Point out to him that his obstinacy is not likely to
become known eithethe worms in the grave eat tlworpses of heroes and

cowards with equal appetite. o
il transl ated t heutlaught\@c h. The pil o
i 6Tell the general he ighrewi.dent |
Al could not think of the Ger man w

translated it as disciple, and, to my surprise, the face of this dultmelfla-

cent creature lit up. He seemed to fill out with importance and replied that it
was So, t hobservation was guiteacorted, fie really endeavoured
to imitate his lhrer. He was sure, he said, that now they would find a com-
mon languag® two heroes, two soldiers. And he asked the Herr Leutnant,
who had just shown him that he was far more sensibferttzany others of his
countrymen, to tell him why these Soviet Russians were so helplessly stub-
born, why, in retreating, they had' burned their own homes; why, even on this
side of the front, they did not want to submit and still persisted in struggling,
letting themselves in for reprisals and punishment; why they preferred to die
without revealing anything, though it was clear to any fool that they had lost
the war? Why? Thissefat i sfi ed bl ockhead had ta
he was a worthy disciplof Hitler as a sign that the Russian had paid him a
compliment, and was willing to accept his proposition. The general reasoned
at some length, obviously showing off before my chief and the major, whom
he considered to have disgraced themselves. | atadsthe questions to the
pilot.

A 6The fool! & he Bkinmitsdecauserwg aralSodet i n c
peopld not their sort! o

Al f you had onl y Kexasadhimsethonaiselbowhat n
his eyebrows, very black against the white bandages, drew close together and
his eyes flashed. The general flew into a rage. He sprang up withyaofth,
guoted a German saying, roughly the
how well you feed a wol f, it owi || al
he said, was just a dulitted, stupid beast, who repaid the gentlemanly treat-
ment and care heas receiving with blackest ingitude.

i 61 thought it was the accepted tF
agreement on the care of wounded, 6 t
i 0 Agr ee me nha,as if we darld waste Geeman bandages on
Russian swine that we get nothing fr

iThe gener al shouted and stamped h
was depriving them of the last chance of getting anything out of the prisoner,
strove respectfully and persistently to restrain him. But this was of no avail!
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When | transl ated the general 6s word
on the stretcher, knocked the plaster off his legs with his fists, and tore off the
gauze bandages from his head and neck. The lglosited out and streamed

down his face.

i ddndét wantfaasmcy saf nmgareatry ! 6 he
i 6 Y o u fanatics, bhatbdrigns, awd r y o f northern P
general bellowed.

fiThen suddenly, it all happened in an instant, he started back, pressing his
hand to his face: the lieutenant had spat blood hisoeyes.

fAll three Germans flung themselves bim, beating him and kicking
him. The wounded man fought back. He was still strong, and rage gave him
ten times more strength. Sitting on the stretcher, streaming with blood, he got
a blow in wherever possiblandthey could not get hold of him. | was stand-
ing close by. You understand, | had to look on while those beasts tore this
fine, proud young man to pieces. With alf tmeing | wanted to rush to his
rescue, or f | coul dnoét hel p, taffadtb@eaBut t o
I had my duty to think of, and | knew that now, on the eve of our offensive,
my work here was of special importance and that | had no right to give myself
away. To have died defending him, would have meant treason to my country,

a blowto the cause. No matter what happened, our people had to be kept in-
formed, sathat you here in the army would know wiilag fascists were up
to, what their plans were.

ioOn that day | did the only really
even cry out, but just sat there, clutching the chair arms so hard that my nails
turned blue while | triedo fix every detail in my memory. They beat him to
death before my very eyes. This wonderful man whose very name | did not
know died fighting. The whole office was spattered with his blood. But in that
hour | proved worthy of him; | did not give myself aw#&nd no matter how
hard things went with me afterwards, | carried ohtlié day and the hour
whenyout ook Khar kov. 0

She was now shaking from head to foot, this slip of a girl with her delicate
features, who in time of need had displayed the nerves of a seasoned fighter,
the will of an old soldier.

Al never knew his name, and | dondi
him. | shall always see himas he waso stronmnd brave and no
And suddenly she covered her face with her hands and sobbed, quivering

like a young birch tree in an autumn gust. Her kpghd hair shook down,
the hairpins fell out on thground, the wavy chestnut locks strearoedr the
rough cloth of the army overcoat, and among the strands was one of grey.

Then all of a sudden she calmed down. Her face, wet with tears, grew
firm, even hard. She wiped her eyes, gathered and pinned up her hair, and said
with a laugh:

AAll .neriv@&lsl just have to go for a

108



done abouit...] 6 m gettingd a furl ough
AAnd then what?0
AThen 1611 go back there; the war
Her gentle face grew grim and unapproachable, and suddenly she looked
ten years older.

iBack there? After all youbdbve gone
AHe said that day. Bhedkde manrwes revenled e t
inthose wordst s hal | bear them in mind al/|l

109



The Banner of the Regiment

Hereit is, that old, heavy silk banneembroidered in gold, the sacred
fighting emblem of the tank regiment, the banner for which a secret struggle
was carried on for two years under the most unusual conditiony. péaple
participated in this struggle; much blood was shed and more than one person
gave his life. But the main fighters were Ulyana Mikhailovna Belogrud, an
old kolkhoz woman with a wise, tired, wrinkled face, and her daughter Mar-
iika, a seventeegearold Ukrainian beauty who reminded one of the charm-
ing portraits painted by the wag Taras Shevchenko, Ukrainian poet and art-
ist.

The battle for the banner began in September 1941 on the vast steppes
around Poltava, through which the slow Psel River winds and loops.

Having forced the Dnieper, th@ermanarmoured division ofseneral
Kleist was tearing towards Kharkov, and thenants of the Soviet tank reg-
iment, long since cut off from their own unit, were fighting in the valley of
the Psel River, shooting from ambush along the roads, attacking columns of
enemy automobiles, enemy headquarters, and small rear garrisons in the vil-
lages.

The tankists had long since used up their gasoline. They refilled their ma-
chines at deserted Machifieactor Stations, collected munitions from de-
stroyed tanks standing in large numbers on recent battlefields, and continued
to fight. The Germans, seriousljarmed, turned their marching units against
these unusual partisans. The Soviet regiment melted away in these unequal
battles. Finally, on September 25, in the battle near Orzhets, the last two ma-
chines were burned. Only eight men were left from the tagknent: Senior
Lieutenant Vasili Shamrikha, Political Instructor Stepan Shapovalenko, Lieu-
tenant Leonid Yakuta, Sergeant Grigori Lysenko and Privates Nikita Ya-
kovlev, Lev Nasonov, Nikolai Ozherelov and Alexander Savelyev. These
were tankists without t&s, fighters deprived of their habitual weapons. But
though they found themselves far behiademy lines, not one of them
dreamed of laying down arms.

One night Lieutenant Shamrikha calladchalt among the dry, rustling
reeds in the Orzhets swamps. Out of his bosom he pulled the regimental ban-
ner, unwrapped it in the light of the moon, and pressing the slippery silk to his
heart said solemnly:
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iAs |l ong as we eight soldiers have
iment is not defeated. It exists. It is in action. Let us pledge on this banner,
comrades, that we shall never shame it with cowardice or faintheartedness;
that we shall not lay down s as long as we are alive; that as long as a heart
beats in one of us, we shall guard this bamnelr fight fascisn.

The | ieutenant was the first to go
kissed the corner of the banner. Each one of his comrades did likewise. Then
Shamrikha sewed the banner inside the lining of his padded jacket and said:
ALet .@s go

Thus the dismounted tankists launched upon partisan warfare. Perhaps
one of those from this partisan group who remained alive has now in his lei-
sure time calculated how many German machines were burnt that autumn,
how many supply columns weseized, how many Germans were Killed in
ambush, how much wheat prepared by the enemy Service Corps for shipment
to theVaterlandwas turned over to the population or set on fire. In those days,
they had no time to keep accounts; they were constantly in action. They
fought, and fought skilfullycautiously, quickly, always hitting the mai;
ways appearing suddenly and disappearing just as suddenly, leaving no traces.
And) the highest tribute to their activities was to be found in the instructions
circulated by the GermaReldkommandantur n Pol t ava on ATI
with Soviet airborne troops wearing tankist helmets in the Velikiye Krynki,
Kobelyaki and Reshetilovka districts

These instructions warned the Germans and their hirelings to be cautious
in travelling through the steppes, prohibiting movement after dark and in col-
umns of less than fifteen machines without escort; the night guardiéthe
mandantumwas enlarged and the garrisons were moved from village cottages
to large buildings. Simultaneously notices appeared everywhere. The villagers
were promised rich prizes and innumerable privileges if they would help find
members of t he sStovh elt rhdbdeariéhstdne di thesea n k i
partisans, dead or alive, to tiKemmandatur. SS units were summoned from
near Tarnopol to come to the Psel. Mass raids, shadowings, and arrests began.
Squadrons of mounted policemen roamed the steppes, searching the ravines
and valleys, and setting fire to the dry underbrush.

But in spite of the fact that the steppes in these places were bare and
smooth as a stone, and that when the snow had fallen a man could be spotted
several kil omeltorense atwaoyo, p st hien fitaamrki s
sive. An announcement even apgebstating that they were brought in planes
from unknown bases in the Soviet rear for each operation, after which they
were taken back the same way.

Now that the war is over in the Ukrainian steppes, the secret of the parti-
san elusiveness can be disclosed. Sh
among the local population, and when the SS unit and field police surrounded
the village, the partisansddnot even think of running away or hiding, but
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remained where they were; one worked as a mechanic, another as a shoe-
maker, a third at some other civilian job. They waited until the raid was over
and the district becameormal. Then they took their helmets and guns @iut
hiding, said goodbye to their many friendsd proceeded on their way.
Across the steppesnd through snowbound villages, from mouth to mouth
passed the word of the arrival of Soviet units, of unexpected raids, fires, ex-
plosions, and the punishment of traitors. This news infused new life into the
people and strengthened their belief in the hastymeof the Red Army. And

it made the German rats shiver day and night behind locks and bars.

The tankists guarded the banner like the apple of their eye. It was as if it
cemented this handful of courageous soldiers, linking them with their army,
which was fighting hundreds of kilometres away. But they made one mistake.
They told some of the villags about this banner. In some unknown manner
the news reached the Germans. InKloeenmandantuthey realized that the

elusive fiairborne troops in tankist
banner. For a captured military banner, the Germans recanjeon Cross,
First Class, a promotion in rank, an

Thisencouraged the Germans to begin a frenzied search.

After many raids, arrests, and interrogations, the Geoammandanin
thetown of Reshetilovka got on the trail of the banner. At night storm troopers
followed Vasili Shamrikha as he was returning from an operation in the
steppes. They arrested him, along with Shapovalenko, Yakuta and Lysenko.
They brought them to the villagendressed them and ripped and cut up all
their clothes, but the banner was not found. Then they began to torture them.
The Kommandanthought up the following methothe naked soldrs were
tiedto posts and cold water was poured over them.

It was January, and a sharp north wind was blowing in from the steppes.
The ice in the well crackled with the cold.

AWhereds the banner?0 asked the SS

The tankists only swore fiercely.

Icy coats of mail gradually covered the blue, benumbed bodies. The SS
men poured on more and more water. The tankists turned into live statues of
ice.

ATel | us where the barmieeyouivedkaand v
bat hs ! oKomnsmnddnthtolgle the interpreter.
iDamn you to hell! May your Berlin

smithereens! 0 gasped Bhamrikha throu

He lived longer than the others, and the women said that from his armour
of ice he threatened Hitler and all fascists with a still more horrible death.

Thus the foutankistsfroze to death admitting nothing. At that moment
thebannerwasi n t he | ining of private Ozhe
sonov, Yakovlev and Savelyev in the hut of their peasant friend, Communist
Pavel Trofimovich Belogrud, in the village of Popivka, discussing how this
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sacred regimental emblem was to be guarded under these new circumstances,
when they were continuously being hunted down, each ofthem was
threatened by arrest.

They decided that the tankists would continue their partisan operations in
outlying districts of Poltava Region, leaving the banner with Pavel Trofimo-
vich for the time beig. Inthe evening Pavel Trofimovich gathered his family.

He shut and locked the blinds and secured the door with hook, latch and bolt.

The kolkhoznik unfolded the banner and showed it to his family, saying
in Ukrainian:

iSee tyourse?alDoze what it is?0

Then he ordered his wife and daughter Mariika to carefully fold the ban-
ner and make a satin cover for it. He himself cut out a piece of plywood,
stretched the banner on it, andiled it to the bottom of a wide oak bench
standing in one corner of the cabin.

Al f anything should happen to me,
guard it sacredly until our troops return to Popivka. And when they come, give
this banner to the officer highest i

He also said that if any one of them should be tortured, he must let his
tongue be cut out or his eyes pierced or his soul torn out, but not a word must
he say about the banner.

Old Belogrud was the first in his family tarryout his own instructions.
Lieutenant Vasili Shamrikha and his comrades died in unspeakable torture
without saying a word. The Germans, however, discovered that these dead
partisans had sometimes visited Belogrud and other peasants in Popivka. The
gendarme seized Pavel Trofimovich, his brother Andrei, and eleven other
Popivka citizens, and took them to the Velikiye Krynki prison. While they
were tying old Belogruddés hanad® behi
Ulyana Mikhailovna:

ANo matter what happens..tGoarditkke don ¢
the appleof youreye! o

Just as terrible a fate awaited the peasants taken to the Velikiye Krynki
prison as had lfellen their predecessors. Wanting to find out where the ban-
ner was hidden, the storm troopers surpassed themselves. They singed the
bodies of the peasants with blow torches, pounded nails into their wrists and
ankles, andinally cut off their noses and ears. Blind, eosdwith blood,
barely alive, Belogrud flashduis alreadyunseeing eyewhenasked where
the bannewas and gasped:

fi ton't know anything..l.d o rklov,g od damn you! 0o

Thus died the Ukrainian peasants Pd&adbgrud, his brother Andrei, and
theirfellowv i | | ager s, wi t housecret.iTledullveeghtng t
of thissecretfellom he shoul ders of Bel ogrudos

For some reason the Germans had a feeling that the banner was hidden in
her home. Having been unsuccessful in their direct methods, they resorted to
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more subtle means of discovering the secret. Ulyana Mikhailovna was offered
rich awards. Knowing that the SS had cleaned out her sheds and cellars after
arresting her husband, the Germans promised her flour, grain, kerosene and
meat if she would tell thervhere the banner left by the partisans was hidden.
Like her husband she stubbornly answered that she knew nothing about any
banner.

During the day, her children sawveronly reserved, busy and proud, but
at night,wheneverything was quiet, she would stealthily crawl down from
the oven, go over to the bench, and grope with her fingers to make sure that
the banner which had brought her family so much trouble and sorrow, was
still there.

At about this time a new calamity befell the district. The Germans began
shipping off the young people to Germany. According to the quota, each fam-
ily with children musto agllorfboyasseens upp
fit. o | n c o mabdization, thaKkommandamplaiyed onghe ten-
derest spot ©motlerlove Tiha soldiers shizedthree of Ul-
yana Mi khai |doherdaughter Lguba ahddsone Ryotr and Ivan,
for shipment to Germany. They told the frightened mother wingeulto the
Reshetilovkaommandantur:

AGive up what the partisans | eft,
give you a document exempting them f
Without answering, she turned around and went home. All that night and
the next day, and still another day and night Ulyana Mikhailovna and Mariika,
who had managed to saverself by hidingn ahaystack, wepheacrot her 6 s

arms. It was hard for the mother to let Lyuba be shipped off to Geramhy

still harder to say farewell to her two sons who reminded her of the late Pavel
Trofimovich. At moments she wavered. She would get up and with unsteady
steps go to the bench, fall on her knees before it axidémneath it with her
hand: was it there or not2onvinced that it was there, she again sat down
beside her daughter, hugging her and weeping. What should she do?

In the morning the mobilized, having spent the night in the village hospi-
tal under guardwere driven out into the street. The carts were already creak-
ing, and the crying of women and shouting of soldiers could be heard. The
columns were to leave at any moment. A man fronKitramandantame to
the Belogrudsd and again asked Ul yan
woman got up, and leaned against the wall for support. She was pale, but the
eyes she raised to the messenger burned with hatred.

Al have oshhebasmmer, AAnNd | have neve

Then, weeping, she fell back on the bench, lacking the strength to go and
see off hechildren, who were leaving on so terrible a journey.

Thus the mother and daughter guarded the regimental banner for a year
and seven monthspnfident that bad times would pass, tthet words of the
late Belogrud would come true and the day would dawn when our troops
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would march along the green streets of Popivka. Then she would give them
this banner, soaked in the pure blood of the fighters and martyrs, preserved by
her through so much unhappiness, so many trials and tribulations.

And this day was drawing near. Endless German columns stretched to the
Dnieper through Popivka along the higay. They were no longer those dis-
ciplined lines of frightening, noisy machines which had passed to the north-
east two years before, filling the spacious steppes with a clanking and purring,
and raising clouds of dust to the very skies. Where were all thieide ma-
chines? What had happened to those huge guns, powerful tanks, and endless
flatiron-shaped armoured cars? Where had the fascistslittssadteel which
had made them feel invincible, the steel smelted for them in factories all over
Europe?

Deprived of their machines, they were like sndilgout of their shells,
no longer instilling fear in anyone. Tired, unshaventaitered uniforms, in
worn-out boots omearfooted, they pressed ahead, urging tired mares and
oxen. Dusty, battered machseumbled by loaded with grain, furniture,
feather mattresses and all kinds of junk. And although the soldiers billeted in
the village pretended to be brave, and made tiresome assertions about re
grouping, Ulyana Mikhailovna understood: they were retreating. She seemed
to immediately straighten ugrow younger and fresher from this knowledge
alone. She would get up before daybreak, climb a high hill overlooking the
Psel, and gazedpefully to the east where the sun was rising over the willows
reflected in the steel mirror of the imperturbable river.

Rumours came from the Poltava steppes that the fascists, sensing that
their end was near, were especially vicious in pillaging and burning, slaugh-
tering horses and stealing cattle. The glow of fires arose on the horizon at
night and remained until morning.

And Ulyana Mikhailovna thought: what about the banner? It might be
burned with the house.To lose it now, after having suffered, endured, lived
through so much!

She discussed the matter with her daughter and decided to keep the banner
on her person. Taking it from the hiding place wHeasel Trofimovich had
put it, she ripped open the cover, wrapped the silk standard into clean un-
bleached linen, and wound this linen around her body. Thus she cherished the
banner day and nig, not leaving it for a minute. not sleeping, always on the
alert, listening with beating heart to the deep cannonade which reached them
ondewymornings fromover there across the Psel.

The front drew ever nearer. The Hitlerites garrisoned in Popivka suddenly
jumped up at a night signal and began to burn houses, sheds and grain ricks.
They began with the church at the far end of town, aiydid Mikhailovna
and Mariika stood in the garden, choking from the smoke and fumes, guessing
whether the Germans would have time to burn their house or not. Suddenly a
motorcycle drove up to them. A translator jumped off the baggage carrier and
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an officer out of the sidecar. Ulyana recognized the Reshetildgkaman-

dant.He was dirty, dusty, and his face was overgrown with red whiskers. But

even in retreating he had not ceased to dream about an Iron Cross, a promo-
tion, and a monthés furlough at hom
everything roared and crashed andpat to flight under pressure of the So-

viet onslaught.

AThe Oberl eutnant asks you for the
by the partisans. Candét you see that
your house or your cow and wedll giyv

il donét know what you want, o0 said

mournfully at the soldiers who were now pouring kerosene on the sturdy cot-
tage built by her late husband and meant to stand for a century. Already the
tongues of flame were reaching to the reed roof. With a roar they swal-
lowed the ornate, blue window frames and shutters which her husband and
sons had so lovingly carved the year before the war, a year which had been
particularly prosperous for the kolkhoz.

And the woman fell on the warm, dearth of her garden and shed bitter
tears near the glowing ashes on the hill above the Psel, in the midst of the
village now wrapped in flame and bitter smoke. Unmindful of her surround-
ings, she wailed until evening, and her neighbours and even her #rether
|l aw were unable to console her. She |

fiMama! Mama! Our troops! Our troopsave cr ossed the F
said the happy, beaming Mariika, gently shaking her.

Only then did Ulyana Mikhailovna come to herself. Slowly she got up off
the ground and felt for the banner wrapped around her body. A lump of hap-
piness rose in her throat, making her catch her breath. She stood up, un-
wrapped the linen, and took out thenfiag standard embroidered in gold and
silk. Mother and daughter held it out, leaving the charred remains of their
house and passing through the flaming village to the river. The first units of
soldiers armed with tommy guns were coming down the hillsitieetéord in
their familiar uniforms, irdustyfaded tunics, covered with sweat.

What else can be added to this story?

Nasonov, Ozherelov, Yakovlev and Savelyev continued to carry on par-
tisan warfare in the Poltava area, forming their own unit which broke through
the front to the advancing troops. They contacted an important commander
with whom they came to Popivka, todketbanner from the Belogruds, and
with the proper military honours returned it to the tank unit, in which the reg-
iment was reborn.
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And now before newly recruited tankists take their oath in this regiment,
the officers tell them the history of this banner sereed by the selfless her-
oism of Soviet people from enemy hands, a banner which the reborn regiment
subsequently carried in battle across all of the Ukraine into Rumania, and then
from Tanopd across Poland and five German provinces to Berlin.

In revering this banner, the regiment pays honour to the memory of those
who guarded it, as well as to those who bore it with honour along the war
roads to the enemy capital.
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The Night Before Christrmas

(Told by a participant in the undergroumdovement)

| usedo know the man before the véat think I'd better change his name,
it being such a crazy staywe'll call him Olexi Kushchevéi well, so | used
to know him before the war. That is, | knew him enough toflajlod and
figoodby®d a nodding acquaintance. Saw him a couple of times in Krivoi
Rog, at Stakhanovite meets. His name was in the papers all the time then, and
naturally he was pointed out to me: there he is over there, the famous Kush-
chevoi,t h e sa6Tthen once we tralled from Moscow togethér after re-
ceiving awards at the Kremlin for high output. We happened to land in the
same train and san@mpartmengoing back Travelled. avhole dayand
night together and o u | s;embtd geinto conversation. Héeptlooking
through the window all the time and whistling to himself. Only once when we
were passing by some orchaddis was spring, you see, and the trees were in
blossom, looked like snowdrifts on a green gahme began to tell me that he
wanted to grow somspecial sort of pears in his little garden down there in
the mining region. But that topic petered out too. He turned away again and
started whistling. | got tired to death sitting there with him so | went to join
some fellows | knew in the next compaemt. | like sociable peopdel like
a fellow that knows how to work hard, and is no fabkn it comes to taking
a drink, who cartell a story and listen to one and join irs@gwhen the
occasion arises. After all, whabrt of a guy was he? Coming from Moscow
after Mikhail Ivanovich Kalinin himself pinned the Order of the Red Banner
of Labour on his | apel, and candt ev
pears.

Well , after that | didndt see him
mous Krivoi Rog region was suddenly turned into a battleground. You re-
member how it happened? At first we expected the Germans would soon be
stopped and our army would march on Berlin. Later we miners went off to a
place on the Bug to dig a line of defentesell, we put some hope in that
too. Then suddendy bang! We were told to evacuate our works. Then we
realized things were in a bad way! Mug really abandon this place where
we had &ken such deep root? How could we? It was different with the facto-
redt ake apart the machines, | oad ©6en

119



wherever you please, even to the Fal
apart, all underground the way they were. Only the pile driver and elevator
were on the surface, and of what use were they to anyone? But as for the ore,
you yourself know the kindf@re we have here! Wonderful ore! The Germans
had had their eye on it for a long time. Kept trying to get concessions.

Well, to make a long story short we got instructions from the regional
committee of the Party to blow up t|

said. To a workingman ités the same
Herey o u éeared it, fed it, cherished it, brought it up to be a joy tadyou
andnoddo away with it. But there was n

have our mines! So we blew them up. Wept bitter tears, and blew them up! If
we hadnét; the f asci-dassoe ofvaurs dgdinstua v e u
Yes, dear comraci¢hat was a bitter pill for an old miner! Here your fathers

and grandfathers worked, here you yourself, learned to do the job you loved,
and won fame for your skill. But what couddbody do? This was wéreven
biggersacrifices were being made.

There, 1 6ve gotten off the track.
and where Ol exi Kushchevoi (as webdve
|l ows blundered a bit. Thatés putting
badl y. Us mbwn eynamjtingwwertsinae wekwere kids. How it

happened t h edreéherlthe chargedvas tdo sanmaly or somebody
got cold feet the last minudeanyway German tankists unexpectedly arrived
at that miné and the explosion only shattered the pile drasd put the ele-
vator out of order. That was a surprise all right! The best mine in the &gion
in the hands of t he Ge rdnhempewerst@ion, cour
pumps and blast engine had been dismounted and sent east, but the mine itself
was intat!

At the same time there was another surprise. The Party secretary was hur-
rying through the town with the last group of rdethe ones that had blown
up the minéd with the Germans already at their heels. And there stood that
same Kushchevoi in the yard of lusttage, digging in the garden just as if
there was nothing amiss. Hedd hung h
up his sleeves and was pruning raspberry bushes or something, the devil only
knows whatiHave you gone <crazy?@éamahtarky s ai

are over there, on the other side of
And he answer s: fiTanks! Tanksol | cat
What has to be, will benotgohl el gsayw.ysh

staying behind. o0 The others gaped at
But he just turns away and goes on pruning his damasgberries.

Well, there was no time to waste talkitige Germans were too close. The
boys ran off to the river, then made their way through the willow thickets
along the bank until they came out on the steppes beyond the town. On they
went, and all of them felt as if someone had spat into their heartsmEmat
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stuck in their minds like a nail: was ibgsble that their fine flock of miners

had itsblack sheep? And the main thing was that until the very last day they

had all respected hincarried his portrait at demonstrations and held him up

as an example to others. Hedd even g
Well, then they naturally recalledh at he hadndét joined
munists at the mine had hinted to him more than@nbe pride of the mine,

a famous person, wa Butbekeptfinding éxgubes:t i me
not ready yet, hedd say, heé6d earn t
membership. Well, of course, everybody thought of that at once.

In short, when the underground organization sent me to that mine | was
told:iwat ch out for that Ol exi Kushchevo
is playing up to the Germans already

Well, that was that. But listénl came to that same mining town, not as
a miner, of course, but as a cobbler. Was a time when my father supported the
family working as a cobblér during the old times when he was out of ajob
and me too, when | was young fiue | went to the minés used to work at
the trade a bit in Dniepropetrovdkearned a thing or two. So everything was
fine: | had a passport with a German seal in which | was registered as a resi-
dent of Dnepropetrovsk. | also had a paper fronKtiramandatur there, and
some tools,andbe ar d t oo. Not mudcahshod §ingeay bear
one that |l ooked more | ike a bearo6s |
beard. I wasnobét afdtah ey orfe tsher tGeafmasg
respecd with them the main thing is to havepaper, and if the paper says
they can rely on a person, they let him alone. What | was afraid of was to come
across people who knew me. A beard,
but still, | was pretty well known arowl Krivoi Rog. The newspapers had
written about my output records, goidnted my picture. In a word, the people
knew me.

But everything went off all right. Gradually | settled down. Pasted a cob-
bl erés sign on my window, charged 1| o0
not boasting, but lots of people started comingitho r der s. We d6d t
learn this and that, how the land lay, studied the people and saw thing&weren
so ba@d that is, not so bad for us, but pretty rotten for the Germans. All the
other mines in the Krivoi Rog region were blowp, so they concentrated all
their attention on this one. They postdtligesign: f East ern St oc
and began to rehabilitate the mdnpoured lots of money into at. But they
werenbét getting anywhere, not a st ej
elevator quick. Brought different equipment from somewlies®le it no
doubt,i;ct al l ed it and set it going. But
Why not? You listen. Our regular miners, every last man of them, had all gone
away. Evacuated to the Urals with their families. Others had joined the army.

The only people who had g&d behind were old folks, people on pension and
some who hadnét wanted to | eave thei
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went after them. At first a doctor, a decent sort you could see, gave everybody
papers saying they were too sick to work. But the Germans caught on quick

and they shot the poor guy. Forced all the old men to the mines under military
escort. AWhraatd ew?ads Tyhoeuyr asked t hem. Ar
in one voice: iWe hadnsrka |t eadd ,abjows
dawdledd i dn o6t get any work done, but st
Herr Johann Ebert, the chief, had plenty of treukith them. He tried every-

thing: promises, and threats, bribings and beatings, but still things stood still.

He even shot several men, but that d
AfiDeat Bcaambtus, 06 they said, Awedve 1|
By that time | 6d found some good p

was. Organized two little groups among those olddnfem carrying on ille-
gal work. Through them | contacted the whole mine without leaving my
bench. And they reported to me that of a#l tbcal people, the only one col-
laborating with the Germans was Olexi. The first day the Germans came, they
said, he dressed up and went to their headquarted m c¢ i-dndsp,&en s o
told them, and | want to work loyally with the German administraticatuN
rally they were glad, welcomed him with open arms. At first they made him a
brigade leader, then they put him in charge of all the work down in the mines.
Well, thinks | to myself, you just wait, hondyunch! So this is how you repay
Soviet power for all the honours it showered on you! My underground group
|l eaders wanted to doolawsagi dvi til tOd = xa
Kill a viper and forty sins will be forgiven, as the saying goes. Get rid of him,
only do it on the quieb.

But they didndédt bump him off; coul
ful. Never wentanywhere except to the mine apack.And that was always
in the daytime. German officers were quartered in his house githraout-
side. Couldnét reach him any way at
wait a bit; no matter how |l ong it ta
about that time work picked up with the Germans. And this is why. In desper-
ation they broughwar prisoners to our mine. This is hdlaey made them

wor k: theyéd bring a man to such a
hardly drag his |l egs, thenowdéllodf sa
you. 0 Naturally some of them agreed.
owngrave! Ad some t hought: maybe | 611 get

thing. There were some decent chaps among them and | contacted them at
once. Brave fellows theywade f we 6d had t he dynamit
up the mine in a minute. | organized them into thmederground groups, five

men to a barrack. There | sat, off to one side, hammering nails into shoes while

my helpers carried on out there in t|
and in the settlement. Reports came in to me all thétineze a mduine had

caught fire, there a storehouse had burned down, or a traigonadoff the

rails. And not a hint as to who was responsible.
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Having had such an easy time of it in Europe, the Germans figured that
any land they occupied belonged to them. Brought a bunch of soldiers, set up
gallows on the square, organizGdmmandanturand Subkommandaars
and thought they were the powethat whoever held the reins was the boss.

But they found out that that | aw did
was in their hands, during the night, in ours. They proposed, but we disposed;
they armed themselves the teeth, but trembled like rabbits, and after dark
they were afraid to stick their. nose

There, |1 '"ve gone off again. Looks ¢
To get back to the story, | quickly came to terms with the war prisoners. At
the first opportunity we would blow up the mine. Only what could we use?

We didnoét hav. &y anlpgonnectiopsl withsthie wrederground
regional committee were by radio. They promised to get explosives to us as
soon as there was a chance, but how long could we wait for that chance! And
here things were almost finishiedefore long the mine wouldein working

order. | instructed my groups to look around for some old blastamtridges

in the shifts but no go: under observation every minute! One German to five
Russians, every move watchedBad business. And | was madder than ever

at that damned Ol exi, doing his bes
thinks | . #l fyhandslogo u. clofyudustmedegdi m
right!o

As forhim,theyr epor t ed d&venthare chutiaus) was trying to
become friendly with some of the war prisoners, got some of them released,
took their side with the Germans, they said he even carried some of his rations
to wives of Red Army men who weé&re ha
thinks I to myself. fACandét fool me!
my boys were smart enough to set his house on fire and it burned to the
ground. Everything belonging to the officers quartered in it was destroyed.

But he himself, you see, waat the mine that nightcame home only next
morning. And the boys told me he was
those fancy pears he grew. After that incident his wife and child disappeared
altogether, devil knows where he hid them, and he himssit wlive at the

mine office. Now try and get at him, with all those guards!

Awell , o0 thinks |, fiyoubve dug in al
ple; once they're after you, theyo6ll
while winter had come, the second winter under the Germans. One day at the
beginning of December an old marought me an old boot: his son had sent
it to be repaired and had wrapped it up in a newspaper. The Germans pub-
lished a newspaper here in Dnepropetrovsk, in Ukrainian. And the newspaper
w a s nri. All the articles were about our region: how the Gero@nmand
was rehabilitating enterprises demolished by the Bolshevikg, \eat was
this? | forgot all about the boot, =
Jewel of Krivoi Rog Restored!o This
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was ready for exploitation; that at Christmas it would produce the first truck-
loads of the famous Krivoi Rog ore for the German Reich. The old man
asked he was our liaison man without suspectidgfit Wh at about t h
cobbler, will nksotaumyself: the deuil ke yolirbdot, dld t h i
fly poison. But | sai dypursdntdcorelforibe r e
himself,and brindii s nei ghbour s t o agrouGleader,me ? 0
and the neighbours, in our code, meant the other deawaers. The old man
shuffled off and I sat there with t|
groundwor ker you ar e! Sa hti migs icomehato!
add to it my radio operatdra brave girl who kept us in touch with our gide
received an order from headquarters that | should do everything possible to
prevent the Germans from setting the mine in operation.

How could | prevent it? | spoke to my group leaders about it that even-
ingpgwe sat there and bawled songs for
homebrew on the table for decoratio

scratched their heads and suggestedithisd t hat , but we <cou
out. The Ger mans wer e whytheirsnachihes sud-o | s
denly went wup in smoke. Theyo6d post e

dogs to the shafts and had searchlights scanning the groundbtamipat
not even a cat could slip by. What should we do?

AThings are bad,babd,yds ,hb tohe gsrao udp |[fie
fCoul We dwor se. O

We agreed, however, io go the i mi
yvetdtdi dndt hadwe ddch eatmelasmmasst queer thei
ol d men, a blaster, had | earned to m

our men with those grenadesamdot he openi ng day wedd
a treat!

| was so mad | decided to disobey all instructions and take the risk to-
gether with the boys that day. That
only huma® | 6 v e g o t-esteemrnoe. Welk Wef began to prepare. |
picked good med hard as flint; twoof them were war prisoners, one was a
former engineer from Tula and the other, a Ukrainian like me, had been a
combine driver in the Dnieper district. Staunch fellows, with good heads on
their shoul ders. And one of gaod ol d
hewer buthe worked as an unskilled labourer for the Germans. | was the
fourth. A pass hadlready been obtained for me as a local artisan, representa-
tive of private initiative, so to speak

The Christmas holiday was just around the corner. And that newspaper of

theirs rattled on, as if to taunt us
habilitation, 0 AEmMinent Guests Expec
"Very well, o0 thinks | to myself, [
guestsd

Preparations were in full Sswing 1in
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of their wha Feldmlizgb eastedatdnks atéale comers of the
mining grounds, and set up -tiwranthc hl i g
coloured paper like a Christmas tree, and on the top they stuck that plucked
eagle of theirs, with a swastika in its claws. The old man t@dlrthis and
observed that probably they were expecting somebody very important.

And thatés how it turned out. On t
train arrived right at the mine. Armoured platforms in front and in back, and
in the middle altleluxecars. Thefat,ret ai r ed di rector of t
panyo had come fr om K& DoctoriSralRwegall Do ct
called him. Here was a fiendish Hitlerite fgwu, walked around with a steel
rod in his hand; if anything displ ea
a worker, an engineer, hebéd give him
important of the arrivals, because when all their big shots dtgetiting out
of the other cars he simply crawled, all bent over and simpering like a ninny.
Then there were all kinds olewspapephotographers and movie operators.
Kept getting in the way all the time. Well, and we were there too, the four of
us, inthe crowd, pretending to be curious. We sttiate and the photogra-
phers kept aiming their cameras at
planned to fling our cans at the arrivals as soon as they got out of the train, but
those photographers were in the way, a wall of them between us and the train,
sowe had to wait.

Just then | had a feeling that someone was looking at me. | turned round:

yes, my ol d acquaintance Ol exi Kushc
recognized me in spite of my beard,
midst of the crowd, andift ri ed to slip out 16d f al

the police.... So | stood there. And he stdawok a look. He was watching
me from afar, his brows knitted and sort of smiling, and it seemed to me he
nodded. But t o whom, nithe drawd prabably,lout o w .
I had a feeling it was to me. dAWell,
thank Godw e 6outéor big game toddy a pity to waste a charge on you, or
I& blow you to pieces this minutetTe shook his head and followed the big
shots into the office where, as we knew, they were holdibig feed.

| heaved a sigh of relief: he hadn't recognized me. But whom had he nod-
ded to?

Maybe he did recognize me and noddedsaigi | d i dyau'ug;pug i v e
in a goodword for me too when the time com&and when | saw him follow
thatfascistscumio t he of fi ce, | b uorryéthinkup i n:
I, o'l yod"Moweverithene gamdbtime to think ofthat.The crowd
was notified that the mine would be opened in the evening, there would be
fireworks, and the biggest shot ofdala minister or somethirdigwould raise
the firg truck of ore tothe surface with hiwn hand, and then the Germans

* A play on wordssram meaning shame Russian.d Tr.
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would distributeChristmaspresents to the workers who had ddhe job.
A Suméd ,so0 t hi n Begstithe timéorl us & deliverloupresent:"

So we waited for evening. You know what kind of weather we have round
Krivoi Rog at that time of the ye@&rfog, and therll of a sudden a heavy frost
turns everything toce. Slippery as a skating rink. Fienmee at her , t hou
pretty to look ad everything glazed, with each blade of grass an icicle, and
the trees like glass, their branches bowed to the ground and tinkling in the
wind. But you wouldndédt want your wor
| fell at least five times before | got to the mithat evening hurt my side
and almost broke my Iégbut | got there just the same. | showed my pass and
passport with the commandantds seal

by.iwel | , 6 thinks 1|, Al may get away f
you sons of bitches will have a cele
in the crowd, stamping their feet an

agreed beforehand not to appeb each other and not to talk. They were to
watch me and do what I did.

The grounds were brightly lighted. Searchlights beamed. Light as day.
Everything sparkled and glittered, as if the world had dolled up specially for
the holiday. From the building where the Berlin visitors and the German chiefs
were celebrating came theuswl of voices and laughter. It was evident they
were getting a jag on. All the better for us!

Well, we stood there blowing at our fiers and waiting. And suddenly
the dooropened and out came that Olexi Kushchevdr along with the German
mine chief Johann Ehert and Dr. Schramm. The Germans were tipsy. They
kept gesticulating, smiling and shouting at the tops of their voices. And they
kept telling Kushchevoi to go somewhereatiner. The mine chief ordered
him in Russian to go down underground, get everything ready, and give the
signal. Kushchevoi went away and the Germans returned to the office. And
we looked at each otherasiftosBySee how thick he is
They trust him like one of their owANnd | felt vexed again. Presently we
would strike at the Germans and again he would escape punishment. | was so
annoyed | clean forgot that maybe this was my last hour on earth.

However, everything turned out different than we expected. This is what
happened, just listen. We were waiting for the Berlin guests to appear when
suddenly we heard the beating of a drum and saw their soldiers marching, yes
sirl And not the ragged, oldemen who hung around the mine, but husky fel-
lows, all picke® fat faces, uniforms neat, probably came on that train too.
The escort. They marched up to the office building, lined up, slipped their
tommy guns off and begaio push back the crowd. Maybe ther@ans
sensed something wrong, maybe they were just scared, in any case they
pushed us about a hundred steps from
|l et us come any nearer. My God! That
throw a can that far. Andgain | was mad no doubt that Kushchevoi had
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whispered to someone to be careful. There | stood, swearing at myself for
having spared the photographers and
the mine running, thinks I, and what a disgrace for me! Some underground
worker!

And then, as if for spite, their big shots appeared in the doorway, fat,
fleshy, all wearing what looked like very higanking uniforms. They walked
about near the pile driver, just as if they were taunting us; cameras clicked,
movie operators cranked ayvand they preened themselves: see how im-
portant we are! This was just the moment to throw a nice bomb at them. But
it was too far! Oh, what | went through that night! And my boys were upset
too. Throwing caution to twhenteynds,
saiWhyddindédt you dloouldundestard therfp Bavegone
through so much for nothing! | tried tmlm them down by telling them the
Germans woul dnét get away from us. T
train....

Just then the biggest shot, the minister, in a long greatcoat with a beaver
collar and. a high cap, fat and important, went up to the control panel and took
hold of the switch. In a minute the cage loaded with our Krivoi Rog ore would
come up to the surfaec But now you listen: no sooner did he take hold of the
switch than there was a roar. What an explosion! The ground shook under our
feet, toppling us over in the snow
bomb? But no bomb could shake the earth liketh. An ear t hquak
never been one in these parts. Then some more explégiams), bang! The
lights went out. Something fell. People screametjumped up and in the
moonlight | saw the pile driver all bent odea wonder it remained standing
at all. The office building was split in two. | took a look: The German soldiers
hadn't lost their heads. They jumped up off the ground and began thgmksh
the crowd with their tommy gun$. Z (ick, zutickd Their chiefs picked up
their coats and scuttled &khares across the grounds straight for the train, with
the photographers and operators hoofing it after them! By this time smoke was
pouring from the pile drivér yellow, acrid smoke with a very familiar
smell....

Well, the next day the workers were informed that as a result of geological
displacement, the shaft had sunk and work been stopped. Geological displace-
ment your grandmot her!! My miner6s no
of real dynamite.
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And so | was back again at my <cobb
dated boot between my knees, my mouth full of nails and a hammer in my
hand. | broke my head recalling things and putting two and two together. And
do you know what | concluded? It mustvieabeen him, Olexi Kushchevoi,
who had blown up the mine. No one else could have done it. The Germans
had scoured every corner before Christmas and none of our people except him
could have been underground that night. And it all came back to me, how he
stuck up for the prisoners, how he let workers off their job, how his wife took
food to Red Army mends wives. The mo
| asked my old men, the underground group leaders, what they thought. They
too scratched their heads amitisno one else could have blown up the mine
That meant thenan hadn't stayed with the Germans for nothing; he had borne
the entire disgracm silence, and lost his home, and suffered insult from us,

all in order not to let our ore get into German dham . However, I
understand why he hadn't opened up to us, for it was clear he knew about us....
Wel | , t hat was his own business, onc
alone!

| realized all this, and such a bitter feeling came to me, more bitter than
gall. But what was the use of crying over spilt milk? That very night | radioed
the whole story about the night before Christmas to headquarters, admitting
my mistake and reportintpe heroic death of miner Olexi Kushchevoi. Then
other matters came up, and since the Germans abandoned trying to make that
mine work, the underground regional committee sent me off to another job at
a slate mine the Germans were operating.

Well, I returned here some time later when the Red Army had driven away
the Germans. Some of our miners came with me and people started drifting in
from the countrysid®@ some had evaded work by going there and pretending
to be peasanfsour miners came badkom the Urals and we began to work.

We launched the German power station, which hadn't been damagbty

the explosiod repaired the elevator, straightened the pile driver which had
been knocked crooked and fastened it down. Then we began to tunnel the
bedrock.

When the first urgent work was done and there was time to look about a
bit, an idea came to me, comradds6d been el ected to t
then. The idea was that we must put up a monument to the miner Olexi Kush-
chevoi who died the death of a heroahoin the mine. We took it up at the
Party bureau. Everybody was for it. The district committee supported us, said
it was a good idea. First of all, because it would rehabilitate the man in the
eyes of the settl ement, Sslabaratiegwhhe 6d b
the Germans. And then there was the religious side: when the explosion took
place, all the old women in the settlement had said it was the hand &f God
that God didn't want our ore to fall into fascist hands; and since it was the hand
of Gad, the old women started going to church, and the young ones followed
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t hem. iwell , o thinks | to myself, i w
tributed to the hand of God? Let God help the old women himselfcifden ! 0
Well, we found a stonecutter in Krivoi Rog, offered him a good sum of
money and said to him: AiCut a granit
he, daloéll do the best | can. o0 And we
And believe it or not, the very day we ordered the monument, when we
returned from Krivoi Rog, | was sitting in my roowhenone of our Com-
munists, a minergamein. He sat down on the bed, grabbed his sides and
laughed till he almost rolled over.

AfiTherebds another miracle taken pl a
i What do you mean, a miracle?0o0
AThis is what | mean, 66 he said, nt
chevoids ghost came back from the ot
house, fondled his pear trees, swore
AQuit your fool i ngmgstick 0sai d, Al 6ve

The words were no sooner out of my mouth than the door flew open. You
coul ddébve knocked me over with a feat
was him all right, no doubt about it, only he had long red moustaches, and was
all in rags and tatters with$Order shining bright against his rags.

Well, | saw there was no mystics about éhibe vision was real enough.

AHel l o!d says | . fASit down and tel
Al dondt know how they are in the
pretty rotten in this world. Why did you have to go and burn down my house
and ruin half of my pear trees?0 he

I nstead of or der idbgtermgige me a plazenta lmeimt y C

Il &m not alone, 0 he says. fiThereds th
| was glad.
iSo youdre still alive?0 | asked.
Anstild]l alive, 0 he answered.
AWhere theouwévil swede AWhat 6ve you

time? And be so kind as to tell us how you got out of that expldsibe
whole tunnel caved in.0

Well, we lighted up and he told us all about it. It seems that back there
when the Germans were just entering the town he already had everything
packed to leave, and then came the news that thehadim& blown u@ was
remaining intact for the Germans to get. Then he hadlgeof stayinde-
hind, to get the Germans6é confidence
for himto inform the district committee about his plan, and when the secretary
of the Party bureau passed him on his way out, he was &dr&el hino
there were too many people with him. So he decided to stay behind at his own
risk. He collected the dynamite bit by bit over a period of several months and
hid it underground. And when hedd ga
he set to wdt. He laid three charges of dynamite right under the base, fixed
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the fuse, and at the very moment they telephoned him, he lighted it.
AHow did you get out alive?0 | ask.
AVery simply, o0 he said. AThe fuses
in the opposite direction, into the mine, ran to the ventilation pipe and climbed
out. Then | went south to join my familyo
He certainly had planned his job well. | envied him to think how he had
fooled the Germans that Christmas ev
AHow come you werhen ' 'Gerarfarnasi?d tlo sfad.
Ail't was easy to fool them. Theyobre
filt' svaswfaaid ofll knew you were aftern&eo me day youbd ¢
thought,andWwo u | d n 6 t finishethe plb. | geesskedoyou were scratching
about somewhere hebmit | was afraid to open up to you. | saw you were

doing good work, o0 he said, fAyou made
| thought, suppose you fail. Then the Germans would get our ore. So | decided
to work parallel. That would be sateifyoudidndt get t hem, I w

Well, we had a talk, drank a glass of our best homebrew to celebrate, and
then he said:

ALi sten, fr i edldvanttg applefor Paty nmemiteistdpn k
now t hat | 6ve done my bit. I had my
but | kept thinking the honour wasohi gh, it ought to be

Thai's Olexi Kushchevoi for you, a very recent member of our Party!
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Front Line on the Eisenstrasse

Towardsthe endof April 1945 the commander of the mechanized corps
storming Berlin from the southwest (at that time the capital was already sur-
rounded and half occupied by our troops), sent his car to pick me up at army
headquarters. The driver found me in the operatioctioseand reported that
it heohlhcehd edi ven an order to have me ¢
Afoutfit,o that being the group which
capital. There was something about this small, nimble fellow with his angular
face set off by prominent cheekl@mand quick inquisitive eyes which made
the whole staff, in defiance of mild.
straps, call him simply Misha. Misha called for me in a huge iglmder
touringcar painted a poisonous yelldwobviously a trophy mache. His at-
titude toward this luxurious car was one of marked disdain, and he thought
longingly of its predecessor, a shabby littlel Mffectionately called Emmie.

After Emmie was bombed during the crossing of the Neisse, he mourned her
loss aone might mourn that of a close friend fallen in battle.

AThere was a car for you, Comr ade
sigh. i Remember how | used to -drive
Shevchenkovsky? She totitose frontline roads for three years like a darling!

And this piece of trash, 0 he kicked

Awondt even guzzl eoctaneids nalrly ghesdll i nte
see what she6éd do onEmmios,e Kmmisaln I
fatedtodrivefoui nt o Ber |l i n! o

Checking his outburst, Misha stood to attention, saluted, and asked per-
missiontogi ve a | i ft t o some whodddlcaneso f r o |

army headquarters to be decorated. Permission granted, he darted behind a
building and returned almost immediately with two of the men. Their numer-
ous Orders and medals (polished to daz#tiightness with tooth powder),
their Guardeend badges and the red and yellow wound stripes adorning tu-
nics to which the smell of the ordnance stores still clung; their whole bearing,
which revealed a free and unstudied alertness, betrayed the fact that these were
veteran soldiers.

One of them, a tall, faihaired, handsome fellow, gave a brisk salute and
introduced himself by saying in an unhurried bass voice, with the rolling in-
tonation peculiar to all nativeorn Byelorussians.
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Sergeant Trifon Lukyanovich. o
Corpor al Ni kol ai Ti khomol ov, 0 ann
of heel s an d sahiclsimmediatedy bmaygd his Volga origin.

Feeling that a nap would not be amiss after several sleepless nights, |
mademyselfas comfortable as | could on the wide leather cushions of the
back seat. Corporal Tikhomolov got in with me, the sergeant seated himself
in front with the driver, and the powerful car, swiftly picking up speed, shot
north with a gentle motion.

Through the rows of blossoming pear trees that lined the highway
gleamed an unvaried stretch of the smooth, clipped landscapes so typical of
Germany. Even lavisbpring could not change their resemblancpittures
by a diligent, but untalented artigthe dragging monotony of the landscape,
the strained swish of the tires, and the soft gwhthe car, all tended to put
me to sleep. As soon as | closed my eyes the waves of air streaming over the
windshield brought an odour of warm, wakening earth thaedtivisions of
other, more distant scenes, of the vivid, vigorous spring in native fields and
forests, of golden dandelions strewn through young grass, of the unkempt
curls of birchwoods and the forked tips of blue fir forests, slowly awakening
fromtheirl ong wi nterdéds nap; of the ol d al
the carpet of young needles, of the boundless stretches of green winter fields,
and the rich loam of kolkhoz ploughlands.

As | drowsed | heard Misha engage in casual conversation with the-Volga
born corporal. Thediscussed the war news, sighed over their families back
home, criticized the Germans for futilely clinging to the stones of a destroyed
Berlin, railed at the Allies for dragging out their offensive, marvelled at the
profusion of red feather beds in Gerntaymes, mentioned the rocket planes
which the German Command had lately begun to use, and came to the con-

o} e 1}

clusion that now nothing could hekpi t | er |, that there we
acting the mul dsupdaffatrdndthe sooheroveatheb@ ar h a n
AWish | could get -thaomeesdstni ng,nee tfhe

burst outthicklywi t h a str ess oowsofohr&kolkhod. 0 A T
why, they stretch as far as the eye can see, Misha. The grass reaches up to
your wai st and itdéds as crisp and sa,
well and in the morning it splices through the dew with a s\wiglshswish.
If we finish with Berlinaccording teschedule do you thinkthéyl |  de mobi |
usintimefort he hay mowi ng, sergeant?o

Al édm in no hurry, o Lukyanovich dr a
in the conversation.

iwhat did you get those Orders for,
not stomach taciturnity in fellowravellers.

fiNot hing much, 0 replied the sergean
ACall that nothing! Doné6t try to t
Red Banner for nothing. And it wasnboé
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up at headquarters. Come on, |l et ds h
Ails the Iieutenant colonel asl eep,

man and, |l eaning over to the front

he and | feel we dondt deserve thi

Know what | got that forFor Stalingrad. You know what that means. This

Glory here they gave me for the Dnieper. | crossed the Dnieper holding on to

an empty barrel, the kind you keep sauerkraditiras one of the first to cross,

too, and the river under fire all the time! Thegaia, this Glory of the Second

Degree is a souvenir of the Sandomir bridgehead on the Vistula. We held that

bit of land for fortyeight hours. So tinyou could spit across it in any direc-

tion. They kept threshing us like wheat on a barn floor, but we held on till our

main force, asheycall it, caught up with us. Did | deserve a ribbon for that?

| sure did. | even think our brigade commander was a little too -fkise

that time. He isndét any too generous

is a Red Banner, no less! And forwh&brafascise ner al , devi |
AA general ? Whew! oHow did that hap,]
The tone of the question was such that | knew Misha had bounced off his

seat in excitement. The conversation was takinigtenestingurn, and sleep

left me. By an effeadf will | suppressed a desire to take a look at the speaker.

S
S

iHereds how.... The sergeant and m
oner, and he wasnodt | us b abdentenantgbi-nar y
eral .. .. Don6t step on the gas, ma Kk e
theydél |l be t aus.i. AgforBegeneralmake iyourtsides $plit,
just listen. You heard about the way our brigade pushed through to the Neisse,
didnét you? Well, we grabbed Garanbr i dg

out of shell s! The iSméashed Germgan imigsadvered t r
knocking about in the forests behind us. A regular layer cake if there ever was

one. The munitions officer, he call s
a motorcycle, and go back to the second ecldelon d on 6t c ait,e h ow
but we gotta have those shells by ev

iWel | , al | we said was yes, webdd dc

off we went in a cloud of dust. Had to go througtoee$t. The sergeant was
driving, and | was in the sidecar with the machine gun watching the road on
both sides. All of a sudden we thought we saw something big moving along-
side the road like a bear shying back into the bushes. We put the brakes on, |
swung he machine gun up at the bushes, and the sergeant felt lor his tommy
gun. 6 Whidade hab!lCeme®orPout or wal shoot!'And all at once

it was aGuten Morgerto you and we saw three Fritzes crawling out to us
from the bushes, two of them officers and one a civilian,-gegsed and stub-

ble bearded, his clothes all in rags. Well, we searched them and took away
their pistols. We dididhteylbnowowhatoft
out of a clear sky, and us with a military assignment that was a must. There
was no one about in that whole forest. All right. So the sergeant says to me,
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6ltdd be a damn sight betterwaedteto
supposed to do, seeing as they threw down their arms themselves. Orders is

orders. 6 So he says to me, 6You, Ti k
unit while I go on with the assi gnme
he says, 6bet rpas kkwoawdnldes be safe i
itwa s , wasnot it Sergeant ?0

The latter made no answeile sat there silent, unconcerned, intent on
some thoughof his own which could hardly have been cheerful.

ANo sooner s ai dawayarahtoold therabackHlgav- d r o v ¢
ing theGermans ahead\nd as we went along | says myseld the devils
must have been trying bveak through our lines. Officers they are. What hap-
pens if they run away from me now? Try and catch them in this forest! And
| 6bk the one to answer for them. | did some fast thinking and this is what |
decided. | took their belts off, and | cut the buttons off their pants and, begging
your pardon, off their underwear, too. It was sure reckonintheir hands
were kept busy antheyc o u | d rod the lifie af thend not inthat state;
theydd get tanglped hey ttloe kdginfdshtt | , | |
buttons, the old man in thei v i | utfitthacanse amgrike and started to
jabber somethingand the officers were kind of flusterexb. They kept point-
ing at him ancsaying Gener al , General . 6 Well, I
anything and in my best German, ONic
bitte-dritte, you better hold those pants @md kommen Sie, gentlemen,
straight ahead.a.

AAnd with no adonthewaylbeughtihdm tawngre s
our brigade was st amdvestohacommarfdaneand |
saidauf wiederskenl| forgot all about them, so many of them prowling about
in the forests these days! By evening the sergeant here came back with the
shells. All was well and we had carried out our orders. Then suddetit
patch rider from the corps arrives with a summons for us from the general
himself.

fi Thankyou for your service toyourc ountry, 6 says he
know who it was you captured?d 6No,
you, then. A very high ranking offic
ing he did in the forests, tywidd f asc
No better than a clothes brush his mug looked, and the dirt! And thbevay
kept shoving his hand inside his shirt and scratching! Well, he had it coming
to him, the old devil. And for a scarecrow like that tlgawe us an Order!

And what an Order! o

AThey gavywudyeosue rwheadt, t hat
policy, noticing that | was awake.

As he drovénethrew sidelong glances at the man who sat beside him, but
the latterkept gazing impassively ahead. It was evident that Misha itched to
make his uncommunicative companion loosen his tongue.

or
6d

s all, o s
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i Wh e r e cah®frogm,cCamrade Sgeait?0

AfUld to be from Minsk. o

AWhat do you meradoesyduufamidydive nawd RaveWwh e
you got a family? Married, arendét yo

Al was married. o

i Olyes.. Mishadr agged out hesitatingly. |

Al had children, too. o

The sergeant turned away, indicating that he had no inclination to talk.
But it was not so easy to dispense with Misha. After a short silence he
broached the subject again from another angle.

fi A yaia city man or &olkhoznik? 0
AA city man. 0
i Wher eyoubeormre ? 0
ﬁ I n Rd&lperewsed to be a village of that name near Minsk. You
Idnot know anything about it, any
ﬁA your parents |living?0o
il havenot anyone. No relatives, n
Understand?o0
fi under st and, ' 'y gusylyguhaeed Thevioasl Iseems i g |
longerwithaman | i ke you in the car. o
ABest to take meaeanthepliedwihputtryingtorhjd® t he
hisi rritation, fand if 1 6m too much fo
and 0611 hitchhike the rest of the w
[

Awhat for? You dondt have to talk
to whistle a tune from one of the latest films.

The highway broke off at a blown up viaduct, and the road detoured, cir-
cling a field and coming out into a long and cheerless line of blockezars.

Misha attempted to drive around them, but the watchful traffic patrol girl
stopped him with a resolute waof her red flag.

Neither Misha's assertions that Berlin could not be taken without us, nor
the compliments he paid her rosy cheeks could melt her into compliance. She
let the cars through in one line only, from each side of the soadessively

iAl I rigid then, we might as well ¢
was the first to step out onto tHatf trampledyrass.

The taciturn sergeant straightened out his tunic in a businesslike way and
set off to help break up the traffic jam. As soon as he had moved away the
Volga man turned tMisha.

Awhy did you have to go pestering
heartstrings? 1tds tr uevaswigedowbyshe | al
Germans. Just think what that means.

And thesociable corporatold us of the tragedy in the life of the friend
with whomhe had fought side by side ever since Stalingrad. After having been
seriously wounded during a crossing of the Pruth, the sergeant was classed
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unfit for duty and sent home. He found his way to Minsk where before the
war he had been a mechanic at a radio plant. The plant was no longer there.
In place of the house where his wife and three children had lived he found a
huge crater overgrown with rtlet and burdock. The neighbours told him that

a German bomb had wiped out his family at a moment when they were about
to be evacuated. Without a word the soldier turned away and sauntered off.
Never once looking back, he walked out on the Vitebsk highwdaaassing

car took him to a fork in the road, from which he could get a good view of the
surroundingcountry. The cadrove away and he stodlere in dazed stupe-
faction, helplessly searching for the gay little village which had once been
visible from the milestone besidehich he was standing. The stone still lay
there, the meadows were as green as ever and the river wound among them
like a silver ribbon. But no village was in sight. Low mounds covered with
weeds were all that was left of the housesar@d stumps took the places of

the curly willows which had once thrown cool shadows beneath the windows.

From the bank of the river, thin streams of smoke curled up into the sky.
The soldier made his way to them along a footpath overgrown with weeds.
From a tattered old man who crept out of a mud hut burrowed into the bank
he learned that the village had bdmmned down two years before by a Ger-
man punitive expedition, as revenge for partisan support. All of the inhabitants
who had been found in the village, among them his parentgoamngersister,
had been shot. Again the soldier said not a word. Scoagrey handful of
ashes from this scorched earth, he wrapped it in his handkerchief and stag-
gered off. He reached the station, joined his unit (which had been sent to the
rear to be reorganized), and prevailed on the brigade commander to disregard
his dischage ticket and accept him back again into his company.

fiHe was all right in battle; it wass ifthat inner wound had healed, too.
Only wherever the mail carrier arrived, he would try to get away from the rest
of the men. What a fighting spirit he showed! When anything that meant dan-
ger was up, Sergeant Lukyanovich was always the first on the spot. But now
that the war 6s Ilrecome thogghtidloi kaen, ¢ ncdo nhcel 6us
Vol ga corpor al and, tywmunisrege,t oo oMidgh ¢
reopenold wounds 0

In the meanwhile our turn to move heaoime, and we slipped back into
our magnificent touring car, a frivolous blotch of bright yellow in the long,
prosaic queue of frontline cars, all covered by a coating of dust as thick as fur.
As we entered upon the highroad the sergeant silently climbheithius.

On nearing Berlin the roadway traffic thickened and was soon condensed
into several compact columns, all moving at different speeds in one direction.
Hoping to push ahead, Misha swerved off the highway into a bystreet in search
of a less busy thoroughfarBut all the roads were blocked. Time and again
our car outdistanced tanks, artillery, setbpelled guns, trucks carrying gay,
sunburned infantrymen, ardircraft unitswith their great canvasovered
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searchlights and sourdcators looking like monstrous flowers, dustated

files of motorcyclists, and cavalry, strangely out of place in this flood of steel
and roaring motors, and then tanks again, and great guns hauled by powerful
tractors.

It was only when we were almost at Berlin where our troops halted to
assemble and be regrouped that our car broke through the haze of dust. After
crossing the concrete viaduct over the BerlRiag we found ourselves at the
edge of the city. Mansions rose from behind green walls of trees and cast iron
gratings. In the yards stood automobiles,-petipelled artillery, and tanks.

The motors of field radio sets crackled busily, and field kitchexsgul forth
streams of smoke. Red Cross flags hung from thlés\wf the most luxurious
villas. Liaison men were laying wires and winding them round cast iron tram
poles. From somewhere close by came the soft strains of an accordion, so
unexpected and comforting in this gloomy alien city. An army-gostvith

her cap cocked jauntily over her curls and a full mailbag on her hip came
walking along the streets of this prosperous suburb with the look of one who
was mistress of all sHeeheld. Its prosperity probably explained why this sec-
tion had not been bombed difie earth by allied planes. With every crossroad
the scene became more gloomy. All sign of verdure disappeared. Black heaps
of ruing some of them already overgrown with grasthers still smoking,

came into sight. Ambulances were assembled at the entranoe undibr-
ground railway. From the mouth of the tube came two Soviet nurses carrying
a stretcher on which a soldier in enemy uniform was lying, his eyes tightly
closed in pain. The girls tried to move carefully and to keep in step. The ser-
geant looked at thetmostilely.

iltés as though they were carrying
Il 6d fling a gredadedori ddvanclewhotlh&d

iwWe have our order s, Sergeant . A
Misha said with a wave of his hand to the prettier nurse.

AHIi , there, snub nose, how many ot

AiNo end to them. The whole subway
Ti khomol ov answered for her. AThey |
with no food or medical aid. Just forgot about them. Some of thembiesve
dead for a long time and are stildl I
the Nazis let the river into the underground. Wanted to drown their wounded
so they wouldnét fall into our hands

ing up the tunnein time and preventing the water frdhoodingthe place..
A bunch of cannibalé!

AAnd wedr e maki ngaybe thdt ang,ghe one @hoset h e n
wound oumirl is dressind maybe he finished off our wounded with his own
hand, 6 the sergeant said.

AMaybe, my friend, but ..tAldejou? Doh e 6 s
you know who you are? What about that Party card you carry in the side
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pocket of your tuni c, eh?0 The corpc
wi thout waiting for an ansseebr, added
At the front itds al ways preferabl
cided to go along to the battalion where these, my fellow travellers, served,
without stopping at the headquarters of the corps and the brigade. We drove
carefully among formless heapgbricks which made it difficult to divine the
former contours of even the streets. A sentry emerged from a gateway and
barred our way. No cars allowed. Pedestrians only. Here began our fortified
lines.

Ails our outfit where it was | ast ni
sentry had exchanged the password.

AYes. No moving forward for the pr
Therebs been a | ot of firing going o

l ast night. o

iCome on, 0 commanded the sergeant.

We said goodbye to Misha, who backed away in his yellow touring car.
Groping our way from one heap of ruins to another, we moved amid fantastic
pyramids of broken stone. It was hard to realize that this could once have been
a city street. It bore a muchosler resemblance to a quarry. The only indica-
tions that people had once lived here were such chance reminders as a blue
sign inscribed AEisenstrasse, 0 a spa
stuck to a piece of wall at the approximate level of thedtfloor, a rusty
sewing machine over which the three of us stumbled in turn, and a strange
abundance of metal beds poking through the litter. The sound of shell bursts
was deafening in these mountains of ruins, andewdd hear machingun
rounds and the hammering of tommy guns making a noise like a miner's pick.

The next thing we saw was a small queue of people in civilian clothes
standing by a wall which through some miraladal remained standing. Old
men in oldfashioned frock coats and creased hats, thin, haggard women with
compressed lips and grey, ditained faces were huddled there holding lunch
pails and soup bowls wrapped in napkins.

The sergeant halted before this queue lao#ted at them with a heavy
stare which made them shrink closer to the wall. Then he turned away with an
abrupt movement and plunged into a dark, narrow passageway among the
stones. Making believe that he did not hear me ask who those people were, lie
keptwalking ahead, lighting the way with his flashlight. We were passing
through a basement where steam and sewer pipes lay twisted like snakes.
From behind me came the voice of Corporal Tikhomolov whispefimgy.
cook has been handing out leftovershe German civilianshe& lured them
to his crumbs like sparrows, so now they keep coming back forebsén.

There are mangf them living like moles under the ruins. Some have their
children with them. Wellh er e we ar e. o
The command post of the battalion was crammed into a small room which
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must have served as dwelling place for a furnaceman. The captain, a man so
young that his small moustache had the look of having been glued to his upper
lip, rose from a luxurious upholstered chair and sadly informed us that the
commanding officer had besrounded the night before and that he, the ehief
of-staff, had taken over. No sooner had we begun to speak of war matters,
however, than the captain brightened up. It was true that their battalion had
pushed closer than any other to the centre of Benlingaba crossing of the
Eisenstrasse it had run into an ambush of SS men. For three days now they
had been unable to advance. They were not given any artillery stighert
artillery was being concentrated for a gigantic attack somewhere to the south
He hadbeen ordered simply to hold on and to beat off any enemy attempts to
break through the ring of our troops. Just imadineaving to remain idle at
a time I|ike this! And though the <capg
and wound stripes, there wasusgicion of tears in his voice.

But suddenly a reckless light flashed in his grey eyes. He had no intention
of sitting there with folded hands the way his neighbour on the right was do-
ing! No, damn it all, he was going to attack without the artillery! He would
wait until dusk, andtherehd6 d s how those rotten SS n
centrated all his machine guns and trench mortars on both flanks and had eve-
rything ready for attack.

i Want to take a | ook at the Berlin
gl asses to do that. This house is ou
theone after that, about thirty metr ec

We stepped out of the room. The basement walls were vibrating from the
violence of the cannonades coming from near and far. The forward post,
brightly lit by the sun, lay at the further end of the basement. We could see
the closelying machinegun nests, neatly mounted in brielgdthe gunners
sprawled behind stones. The basement ceiling had caved in, and it was as if
the men were in a wide brick trench. In the rigahd corner soldiers were
gathered. They seemed to be listening to something, theirffazes in ex-
pressions of alarnMy travelling companions in their full dress uniforms and
dazzling regalia stood oatmong the rest.

fiWhath® meeting about?0 the captair
mander 6s sternness to his youthful v

AThereds a child in there, 0 someon
hand to where the wall of fortifications ended.

APermit me to explain, o0 said Corpol
standing erect. ifiHereds what happene
the basement. There was a woman in there who let out a terrific cream
wounded or killed most likely. She immiately became quiet, but her b&by
hear it?20

Through the din and thunder of battle came the -ibragvn sound of a
childbds cry. It seemed to rise from
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black and smoking ruins quivering from shell bursts and gunfire, that thin,
sweet, choking cry was a sound so horrifying that it sent shivers down your
spine.

i HmM, of .adlthdiogptain replied, no
ago had spoken of attacking a group of fortified SS men as of something quite
commonplace and simple, was now in a state of agitation.

Ailtds been woundg@, Gbtt hbnkavEeat

Al toll be a hard job, Comrade Capt
ering every stone you see there. The boys tried putting a cap on a rifle butt
and edging it out the window. The cap was rent in two places and the butt
smashed to smithereens. 0

The cry came from thedaeclyilceddsrirel
heartrending cry. No cannonade could drown out this doleful sound.

At moments when it died down the soldiers looked at each other hope-
lessly. As soon as it commenced anew everyone sighed with relief.

AWell, here goes! o said Corporal Ti
moved toward the parapet.

iStop! Youbve got three kids of yol
out.

Lukyanovich suddenly made a dash for the wall. Lightly he leaped over
the parapet and vanished from sight. Tikhomolov lunged after him and then
stood still with the look of one who had received a blow on the head. On the
German side there was a suddenrtlsih burst of rifle fire and the hurried
patter of a machine gun.

ATheydr e  fthecuigon gb raetathhiemd t he captain
senger, go tell the gunners to open fire on all embrasufedsl.e di rty sc
The captain tore off his cap and with a guarded movement, peered from

behinda rock.

AHeds that skil | edseeahim. dOho gobdbayg, I
heés tahemost. .. Messenger, tell the g

The whole entrenchment now pulsated feverishly with maegpimefire.

Bullets whinedand ricochetted among the ruins with a shetireeching
sound.

AHeds done it!od cried a nurse who
firing.

The sergeant had reached the centre of the ruins. We surmised that he had
succeededh scrambling down into a hole hidden from our view. Everyone
gave a sigh of relief. Machiagun fire from both sides ceased. A terrible quiet
broken only by the sounds of a distant cannonade descended on everything
about us, and in the silence everyorsgidctly heard the wailing of the child
gradually subside into a quiet sobbing, while the deep tones of a man's voice
spoke words of solace.

ATheydre ali ve, 0 ifgiharthlkensorhao who beaali d,
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done some heavy running. AHe"' | | hol d
out of it.o
The whole battalion was crowding at the basement exit. Those who had
been having a nap came running in haste, buttoning their tunics on the way
and trying out the locks of their automatic rifles. As sootiheglearned what
was up, they too craned their necks to catch the low sounds coming from no
mandés | and. Everyone was silent; the
whi spered in a kind of tradmce, il f h
Suddenly there was another burst of macigiae fire from the German
side.

AiBoys, heds crawled out of there! o
top.

iHeb6s carrying.ley.,i tlitile dcdwd ,d,I iae gc

iNot so easy for him to crawl! The

Ailtéd be different .id he was al one

iMessenger , order the gunners to o

theycan makedthurri cane fire! o

But even before the command was given everything began to throb and
vibrate agairirom the violence of the machign fire. The air above the ruin
was ripped, cleaved, and stitched through by bullet tracks. It seemed incredi-
ble that anything living could survive in this shrieking atmosphere. But the
sergeant was alive. He crept vergwly, and the observers reported:

fHedébs taken cover behind a boulder
here. o

With the experienced eye of an old soldier the sergeant must have figured
out in advance that under cover of the low, sloping brick pile which rose above
the rest of the ruins, somewhere quite close to the ground, there must neces-
sarily be a dead zone ir@ssible to enemy fire. He found it, but had to move
along the very ground, working with his elbows and twisting like a snake. And
he was not alone. A live burden kept him from flattening himself out. He
crawled on his side, holding the child in the crobkis left arm. His progress
was very slow. The bullets, as they hit the brick and the piaster, hewed
red and white clouds in the air over his very head.

Everyone was watching him with such strained attention that through the
noise of gunfire each man could hear the beatingisobwn heart. Now he
had reached the paet, and the men were about to grasp him and his burden,
when something happenedchel'sergeant stopped as if he had run against an
invisible barrier, and the next minute he lay limp on the ground.

ATheydve killed himlod the nurse sc
clumsily began to scale gcrapingat the stones with her fingernails.
ADondt | et them see you!od bell owed

ners to increase fire on embrasures! Company commanders, get ready for at-
tack! o
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A tall body unexpectedly loomed above the parapet, and the next moment
the sergeant had slid heavily down into the basement. He stood there for a
minute swaying on his feet, his breath coming in short, rattling gasps. He was
pale, and something gurgled ahdbbled in his throat; he looked as if he
wanted to speak, but could not articulate the words. In his arms he held a
skinny little girl of two, her pale blue eyes wide with terror, her head pressed
close to the Orders and medals on his chest. A daiksdowly spread over
the sergeantds new tuni c.

Al 6m waotakedhekid . 0 he finally brought
whendozens of hands were stretched out for the child, he sank quietly to the
ground.

The machinggun action which now had reached maximum intensity,
merged into one dense roar. A hoarse
pany, charge! o

And somewhere quite close a young voice rang out:

AFirst platoon, after me! o

The soldiers were already climbing over the parapppingdownto the
ground running anctrawling overtheruins.Somehad squattetiehindrocks,
but a fewagile figures in grey bad already reached the wall of the opposite
house and glued themselvesit® surface close to the German embrasures.
Bursting grenades rent the air. The acrid smell of burning powder nipped the
throat.

fi L e tgo,mtenego...| &showt hem, 6 t he wounded ma
to¢c wrench himself free from the nur
with his boots in a vain attempt to
you, let mego....0

His sinewy, sunburned hand was fumbling for the tommy gun on the
floor. And next to him, just behind the nurse, a tiny-faiired little girl, her
face swollen withears, was sucking a large, dirty piece of sugar that someone
had hurriedly thrust into her hand. With round, wondering eyes she stared at
the tall man in the strange unifortovered with pretty, bright medals, who
had carried her here, had suddenly forgotten how to walk, and was now, as
helplessly as a very little child, struggling to free himself from the bands of a
roundfacedlady in a funny white dress with a strange red cross on it.
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MamaKlava

A brightray of sunlight wokeneup. It entered through the little window
set in the wall level with the Russian stove on which we were sleeping, pierced
the dusk beneath the whitewashed ceiling of the clean little cottage like a
goldensword and came to rest right on my face.

As frequently happens with the soldier in wartime, when | woke up | did
not immediately realize where | was and how | had got there. Then | remem-

bered yesterdaydés unlucky flight thr
of smoke from the aekck guns brsting overhead like overripe cotton bolls,
the gashed wing of the plane,thei | ot 6s | i ps bitten so

rowed eyes, glassy from tension, in the crooked little mirror, the heavy crash
onto the snowcovered field and the agonizing thotigwhere were we, on
whose side had we fallen? Then suddénigen in dirty, soiled, but dearly
familiar army sheepskins running through the deep, wet snow toward the
wreckage of our plane. Our boys! And immediately my body went limp with
weakness.

We had landed, if this unhappy fall may he called a landing, within the
lines of an advancing regiment of sptopelled artillery which was making a
short halt in the woods. With the hospitality characteristic of Guardsmen, the
artillerymen shared theiobd with the guests who had tumbled down upon
them out of the sky. They bandaged t
could, and took us to some forest cottage where they turned us over to the care
of its mistress, a tall, elderly woman of ample prapod and stately bearing.
Then they bid us farewell, promising to radio our whereabouts to headquar-
ters. They had done all they could for us, for at nightfall thepselfelled
regiment was to go into action along the line of the breakthrough.

The pilot and | refused supper. We could hardly wait till the woman fin-
ished spreading some fragrant sumiwer on theRussian stove for us, when
we fell asleep at once.

That was last night. Now the house shook from the nearby shelling; the
windows ratted, the painted clay jugs abdwls danced on the shelves, the
tin lamp suspended from the ceiling swung to and fro like a pendulum. And
when bomb explosions rent the air the hall door creaked softly as it swayed
open and shut, and smoke and flames jetted into the room from the burning
stove.
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Odours suggesting peacetime came from the fresh bread, and from the
bunches of mint hanging in the corner behind the icons. And, as if defying the
noise of the nearby battle, came the sound of laughter from below us on the
floor: the noisy, breathless lauigr of a child and the soft, caressing laughter
of a woman.

The pilot, who must have been awake for some time, had pushed the cot-
ton curtains aside and was quietly looking down. Without making any noise |
edged over to him, and a pleasing picture met my eyes.

Sitting with her back to us on theundrenchedearthen floor, which
looked as if it were covered with golden straw, was a stregily, but youth-
fully slim and supple woman. She was playing with a sturdyytearold boy
who had a round face and black eyes. She had hidden her face on his tummy,
covering the boy with a mop of long fluffy hair, and was pretending to frighten
him, saying in a fearful voice, while chokingwhtha ppy | aught er :
goingtoeatyow p! 0

The little boy kicked and squealed, defending himself with his tiny hands,
so chubby that his wrists were no more than a crease in the skin. He kept
crying out: ADoht,ddadta! K|l Bva, waian
scrambled to his feet and attacKeer, pushing his little hands against her
chest and trying to throw her down onto the floor. She pretended to fall and
they played like kittens, both of them convulsed with laughter.

Resting his bandaged head on his fists, the flier was quietly watching
them play, and his stern, rough, weatheaten face wore an unwonted ex-
pression of gentleness, and showed that he was deeply moved.

AfwWhat a young mother! o

iHaywoes een her face?0 he asked.

The woman must have heard us whispering, for she turned her head. |
almost cried out in amazement. She looked no more than seventeen, but her
face was of a strange deathite hue. It was as though the head of a marble
statue, with the thick arches of thgebrows and the dark dots of the eyes
drawn on it in charcoal, had been attached to the body of this tall young girl.
The lips were so pale that theguldbe distinguished only by their curve. The
most surprising thing about this strange, marblelike feag that it bore no
trace of illness. It was full, vergnimated, with a round, girlish chin and
cheeks.

When she saw that she was being watched she jumped up, straightened
her skirt, picked up the child and, treading lightly and noiselessly in her bare
feet, carried him off behind the stove.

AHow naught.y. offo usaugshon i ke that. V
the men, 0 we heard her say in Ukrain
AfWhat men, Mama Kl ava? What men?09

man men?o
i No, no! Wh a't an i de.al,hesyddrrle OQurg haw
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there..They 6 r.eWetdilrled eed them.réoght away

And while we dressed on the stove behind the curtain this woman, whom
the child for some r easonmoved aaut i abl
gracefully and noiselessly as she covered the table with a clean cloth and set
it with steaming boiled potatoes, a small jug of melted bacon fat, a large
pitcher of milk, a glazed and painted bowl of pickled tomatoes which made
the cottage smkedf dill and currant leaves, and another bowl of knobby pick-
led cucumbers.

The mistress of the house, the tall, wWalilt, elderly Ukrainian woman
we had seen yesterday, came in and began sedulously wiping her enormous
wet boots on the doormat.

AAre they up?0 she asked.

ATheydre getting dressed, o0 the you

iSol diers riding by in a truck sai
our men are heading for Khristinovka-hank God, at last.0

And with a sweeping gesture she crossed herself before the icons in the
corner.

When the young woman brought us some water for washing out in the
hall I could not help looking at her strange, handsome face. Her paleness and
some elusive quality made me think of the sprouts that potatoes stored in a
cellar far away from the sunlight@w in spring.

Both women were very hospitable. They did not treat us as strangers, nor
as honoured guests, but rather as close, long expected kin back in the paternal
home after many years of absence.

i Go a h e addhavasnodmee ambor e . . . . Didndét yolu
travelling here all the way from t he
just as far to go: Bagdthé dldarwoiman, wéitei | | &

the younger kept moving the country fare closer to us and heaping our bowls
generously with a big spoon.

AOnly we havendt any forks: the Ger
said, looking away all the time.

Among the blackramed photographkanging in rows on the wall be-
tween the two windows, side by side with naive Ukrainian landscapes painted
on glass, evidently by some rural artist, was a photograph of a sturdy, stocky
Red Army man with a broad, wedkeveloped chest, wearing an old styté-u
form.

Ails that your husband?0 enquired t
home wherever he stopped and who was able, despite his rough, sullen looks
to make friends with people in a surprisingly short time.

ANo, ités my br ot toekingthe litdedoy dvhothdde g i
fallen asleep in her lap.

AAnd where is your husband? Fighti

il have no husband, o she replied, a
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spots on her bloodless face.
| felt we had touched on a family secret which had best be let alone, but

before | could step on the flierbs t
child andsaying:
AiThen whose boy is that?bo

Beads of sweat broke out on the gi
with tears so that the long eyelashes stuck together. Snatching the child up she
ran off into the adjoining windowless room and we heard her bar the door.

An oppressive silence set in, broken only by the crackling of the straw
still burning in the stove and the rubbing of the dish towel on the cups which
the older woman was wiping with uncommon energy, or sedtned to us.

Frowning and wheezing, the pilot silenflgished his cup of tea.

il di dnot me a n t hit, asirhybudien, do taspenaklide A ¢ h

muttered gloomily. Then he called ou
about? Well, excuse me, toiHowdanaonfaf e nde
understand you womedPow am | to know your sore

AShebds noltdfcsf gndédt hat you upset I
the olderwoman explained.

There, you see! | upset herl asked about the boy, a fine boy he is, why
shouldany one be upset about asontkb at ? 0

AThatdéds not it. Yurik.Usadhédétsthamd3or
the older woman, whose height, proud carriaya}-shapedace and sweep-
ing, pitchb I ack brows indicated that she w

She sat down at the table, poured herself some of the strong fragrant lime
leaf brew which we were drinking instead of tea, added beet juice, used in
place of sugar in these begbwing parts and, gravely sipping from her sau-
cer, told us the story of thigately Ukrainian girl with the pale face.

This little forest cottage, immaculately whitewashed and decorated with
blue and yellow designs, belonged to the local forestdhim Zhizhlenko.

He lived in it with his wife, Anna, and their children, Klavdia and Andrei.
Klava had beeborn and raised in this forest. From childhood she had lived

in its solitude and had learned to fear neither man nor beast. She went hunting
with her father, and not only for rabbits and foxes. When she grew old enough
the forester took héwnting for big game, for wolvesnd bears, certain that

the girl would never funk or miss a shot at a critical moment .

When the war broke out Andrei was serving in the army, and the forester,
even though he was past the military age, joined the army as a volunteer.
Klava was going on fifteen then. Her mother figured that since they lived in

the forest far fromany roadh®e war mi ght, with God?ad:s
Besi des, it was a pity to abandon t
farm was well run.

Sotheyr e mai ned behind, Aunder the Ger

They buried their most valued possessions and hid the cattle in the woods. At
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first the Germansgeally did not bother them. But later thbggan to drive the
young people off to Germany. All the villagers were given quimtéii. And

it happenedhatK | avadés age group was called
told her of it the girl knit her bl
before 16l go work for the fascists
die. o

Anna Ivanovna realized that her daughter medrdts he s ai d. Kl

father had known what he was about when he took her bear hunting. The
mother slaughtered 200pound hog which they kept in a dirt pen in the
woods, loaded it onto a sled, and dragged it off to the Geinssailled elder.
fiHere, © she said. AOnly dondt touch |
And indeed, until the end of 1942 they let Klavan®. Klava spent her days

and nights in the forest trapping animals (for the Germans kead tavay all

firearms) and keeping a lookout for partisans with the idea of joining them.

However, although the roar of explosionss regularly heard at the
Zvenigorodka andKhristinovka railway junctions, and more anbre parti-
san exploits were talked about, fheatisans did their work so secretly that the
girl, whom few people knew, did not succeed in contacting them.

Then in the winter the Germans launcleedew slave labour recruiting
campaign. This time the Germans did not bother about official notices and
labour exchanges, did not try to make the deportation look voluigpegial
SSSonderkommandosgould drive into a village in trucks, blockade it, and
begin to round up the young folk. Large groups of young captives would be
driven to Khristinovka under strong guard, and Klava, hiding somewhere in
the snowcovered bushes near the road, would weleptsy on seeinghe sad
slowly-moving transport of boys and girls with knapsacks slung over their
shoulders. They caught and arrested the young schoolteacher who was hiding
in a house in the new settlement. One night they searched the rasjnp e r 6 s
cottage, located irhe forest not far away, and took away his children. Klava
felt like a wolf at bay. The circle was steadily closing in.

Anna Ivanovna presented the elder with another hog. He accepted the
bribe willingly but said that he no longer had any power in this matter: the
Germans were rampant. For all he knew they might come and take him away
too. They were taking all the young é® indiscriminately, combing them
out, everyone, the lame and the crooked as well as the whole, as for Klava,
she was the beauty of the whole region; he would answer with his head for a
girl like her. Neverthelesshe elder advised Anna Ivanovna to gal aee the
regional Gebietskommissar in Zvenigorodka. The fascists, he intimated, were
an avaricious people: if you greased tipgilmst hey 6d sel | you H
with all his trimmings. Maybe the Gebietskommissar would be tempted by
some gift and cross Klava off the lists.

So Anna Ivanovna dug up her husbanc
they were hidden, and about a dozen dre$erdsking and set out for

148



Zvenigorodka The elder had made no mistake. Despite his stern appearance,
the Gebietskommissar proved willing to come to terms. True, he did not help,
but he explained how he himself could be duped. Let Fraulein Klava give

official notice that she was married and lachild, and then, he said, accord-

ing to all the laws and instructions, he could cross her off thé letsbeing

a married frau.

Anna Ivanovna walked home, her head busy with thoughts: how despic-
able the fascists wedegrease their palms and they were ready to have the
wool pulled over their own eyes. She thought and schemed: there would be
no difficulty about the child. There wafready a child in the houdethey had
just taken in a skmonthsold baby, the infant son of the Communist school-
teacher whom the Germans had shot. But a hugbaimgre would they find
a husband in suchraurry, and a good one at that? And would Klava beamngll
to marry without love? Anna Ivanovna knew her daughterdngtie took af-
ter her father. | f she stalled, a te

On the way home she dropped in to see her husband's friend, the resin
tapper, an old widower whose own son and two daughters had only recently
been driven off to German territory.
do? Where can | find a husband fore r ? & TFtheep preersilnaughed
about me, whatodés wrong with me?0d0 Ann
are you saying? Have you no fear of God? You're over sixty and she is sixteen!
Or have you forgotten that ydaugh-are a
i ng: fi Oh, this is rich! This is won
deedpmeaning, it wouldndt soil even a
to register us and then weodl lyaldave a
the orphanethfant | dont want anything from her, except perhapktmder

my shirts. |1 6dm all alone now and sic
| ater when our own peopl e comeit.t back
Afterall,thegi r1 must be saved. 0

Klava did not object. She only laughed. She was delighted at the idea of
duping the Germans. They registered their marriage, and straight from the
Kommandantueach went to his own cottage. Only on the way, as they had
agreed, Klava picked up a bundle of laundry atthettesnp per 6 s. Thu
lived; only rarely didtheresth apper visit fAhis wifeo
bringing along a bundle of laundegynd a present for 't he
would sit a while, smoke some moss which served as ¢obé&ell them the
|l atest news ab o udcestedhr® one Gnew ot it ghtrtany 6 s
his forest abod® and go away.

But the girl grew very fond of her stalled son. She spent days on end at
his cradle, fed him milk from a bottle, rocked him to sleep, washed and sewed
for him. And when one day the child stretched out his little hands to her and,
looking at her with his nnocent eyes, suddenly sa
greatly agitated and overcome wijdy.
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Klava's love for her foster child worried Anna Ivanovna. She would lie
awake nights and think: the Germans will be driven out, the war will end, her
husband and son will retnhow would she explain to them about the little
boy? Yes, and the people mightkt some might know and remember the
story, but others would forget. Sooner or later the girl will want to get married.

So Anna Ivanovna began to break the chilthehabit of calling her daughter
AiMamado and to teach hi mhehwyvasadtub- her
bornd must have taken after his foster mother. He refused to give up the ten-
derest word contained in his small vocabulary. Finally, as a result of his foster

grandmot her's efforts, he began to c
It was near the end of winter when one night the bluish rays of headlights
suddenly shone into the windows of t

screeched under the window and the hollow thuds of a rifle butt sounded
against the door. Anna Ilvanawvknew at once that this meant trouble. Klava
was sleeping on the stove with the little boy and her mother had hardly man-
aged to throw something over her when the SS men broke into the house.
Klava screamed, ragethught them off with her fists, kicked ehsoldiers,
scratched their faces. Finalligey knockedhe girl out with the blovof the

rifle butt and without even allowing Anna Ivanovna to put a coat on her, they
threw her unconscious into the truck. Her mother could gain no intelligence
of her, either from the elder or at tkemmandanturOnly the altknowing
resintapper told her that that night a group of captives had been driven to
Khristinovka. Perhaps Klava was among them.

For over a month Anna Ivanovna wept day and night. Her only consola-
tion was the child in the crib. The snow had melted from the fields, the stork
had returned to the roof and begun to repair its nest in an old wheel; the trees
had begun tewell with sap and the last drop of melting snow had fallen heav-
ily on the ground beneath the window when one night Anna Ivanovna heard
someone, obviously a person familiar with the place, shuffling outside the
door and fedhg the wall, apparently searching for the hiddatch. Then the
bolt slipped. The woman found some matches, struck one and cried out in
amazement. A girl was standing on the threshold, tall andbwétllike her
daughter, buragged,thin, with skin as yellow asn old woman's. Anna
Ivanovna gazed at the stranger in wonder until the match burned down to her
fingers. Out of the darkness came KI

Yes, it was Klava. Somewhere near Brest the guards had forgotten to lock
the doors of the box car. The girls slid the door open and, gritting their teeth
to keep from screaming from fright or pain, jumped out of the speeding train
and rolled down the railay embankment. The fierce February blizzard raging
over the forests covered their escape and erased their tracks. Klava had only
scratched her face and hands on the frozen snow crust. The two girls who had
jumped with her got off with nothing more than ises. The girls smeared
their faces with mud, wrapped their heads in shawls like old women and,
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following the byroads, avoiding large settlements and highways, trudged past
Kovel, Shepetovka, Berdichev, Uman until they finally reached traites
without mishap.

Klava washed up, changed her cloth@sked up the child, who recog-
nized her joyfully at once, and sat down at the table. Mother and daughter
discussed the situation. All the young people in the towns and villages had
been taken away. No bribes could close teseof the German authorities
now. Theymight shat her for escaping. Nor was it safe to live in a forest
shelter. At that time the Germans w
Wall 6 on the Dnieper, for whioods t hey
teemed with their men. An officer of the engineers was quartered in the for-
esterds house. It was pure luck that

The mother decided to hide Klava in the cowshed. The walls of the cow-
shed were made of double wattle frames stuffed with peat and straw for
warmth. That night they cleaned the peat out of one of the walls, spread fresh
straw in the hollow, and Klava climtdan. Her mother repaired the wattle,
leaving a small opening to look like a window. Through this hole she passed
Klava food, and through it Klava climbed out on dark nights when the officer
wasawayto get a breath of fresh atretch her numb legs,rfdle and play
with theboy.

Klava lived in that arrovepacebetweerthe walls of the cowshed from
Februaryl943to February 1944, all through the autumn rains and cold and
the raw, damp days of early spring. There she had remained untilatygo
before, when our units had liberated that region.

And this is the whole story of Mama Klavim|d us at the table by Anna
Ivanovna in the even voice of one who relates an ordinary, everyday incident.

Now Klava had emerged from her refuge and sittsg here with the
boy in her lap. There was a smile on her face as she listeed mother's
tal e, playing the while with tghe <c¢h
shadow pictures.

A Wher e i-wmpperiyau krmow, hé man who married you Ggth@
pilot asked, trying to induce the Yoto come to him as h&poke.

iHe won' t.hegvon'tgodoayyonghilel 6 m i n t he hou:
Kl ava. AfUncl e Sashko? He turned out
gone off to Zvenigorodka now to set the lumber iguling.

AAnd what about the kid?0

Kl avabds bl ack ey elyponbewéhite fokehebd, driegd a |
ing to mind &bird flapping its wings.

Awel |, what about uhté anyonel Helw amor-t g i \
phan... 0

iWwel |, but vy o.u élowewil gou explainttamyoumfature y
husband? Anevilanyone have you with a chil d?2d

i Wh at is there tsenseksk jufiderstand?withodt h e
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explanation..| wo n gdfoomad r

And the girlpressedhe child to her tightly, as if protecting him from
someonewhile thecurves of her girlish face assumed a pure and bright ex-
pression, the expression of maternal tenderness which made her look like the
ancient images of the Virgin painted by Rublyov with such true and powerful
simplicity.
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Maria

It is painfullo see a man weep, but to see tears on the tanned, weather
beaten, deepiywrinkled face of a seasoned soldier is wefjh unbearable.
And whenCorporal Nikolai Yefimovich Zaviikhvassdstubborn grey eyes
filled with tears a feeling of horror came over everyone; it became so quiet
one could hear his heavy, hoarse breathing as he tried to regain {tisnself
trol.

AAll right, 16l tell you about he
if he had just managed to swall ow th
know, or have forgotten, they can ad

his regiment. We were allityg on the bottom of a frozen trench where we

had taken shelter from the icy wind that kept sweeping handfuls of stinging
sand on our healhhérdMaria.fOWeurse she tthd & last name

0 Comrade Shevchuk was her name, and she had a réniStageantMajor

of the Medical Corpd but none of us called her anything but Maria. Not Ma-

sha, or Marusya, or Musyaorthelkk¢ ust Mari a and not hi
tell you why.... She was so sweet to us all, so considerate and attelikive.

a sister. She was kind to everyone a
he sighed, O0'some peopl.e are born wi
fiAnd she was interested in everything, and was always on the spot to fix

things up. She knew every man of us, our Maria. Sometimes, especially in the
autumn, thelugoutwould be packed with peog@ledamp and stuffy, with wa-

ter dripping from above, squashing underfoot, and trickling down the walls;
coats wringing wet and steaming, and a cold sweat seeping through to the very
bones. And then she would comé imell, like thesun coming out from be-

hind the clouds, and it would actually become warmer and ligHtenest to

God it woul d. Shedd ask one fellow v
boy how to wrap his footcloths so hi:
write a letter home. You ask théboys nobodycould write letters better than
shecould they'd caneoutsohearty i ke. Or youdd see he
on to some soldierdéds coat. We had a
a Gypsy, and he never shagefhce like a wiry black brush. Walked around

like an unsheared sheep. Well, one day she handed him a razoriglada,

front of everybody. Did we laugh! Our sides almost split. Ant a tyolu d
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think? He's been shaving ever since.

"And that's thevay it was. She'd talk a bijpke, warm your heart like a
ray of sunlight and go off to another dugout, and, before she was through
ther e, theyéd be calling her from a
bowl ofkashawi t h us! é And from a fourth: 0
tea and sugar . 6 Amyonhe s IS @reeehchimdamir@it f or
vidually and find a cheerful word to say to everyjpothat's the kind she was,
our Maria.

Awel |, and as for her regular job
during battle and getting them off the fidld can tellyou straight: I've seen
plenty of girls doing this job in my time, sisters of mercy they used to call
6em, |l *ve seen them in the Civil War
likes of Maria. Askanyone of the Cossacka,n d t h e yyéull'rh noa | | t
fooling. Shells would bbursting all around her, bombs exploding, the ground
smoking, vyet she 6wbrk;ghe'daspadtgWwadaunded manwi t h
bandage him up and carry him off the field. She saved over a hundred men
that way. Me among them. True, | was unconscious then, don't remember how
it all happened; but that fellow ove
bers exactly what happenedfhéell you better than | how our Maria worked
under fire and how she snatched hi m,

Zaviikhvostpointed to a tall, grimtooking Cossack with drooping, to-
baccostained moustaches

irThatds right, o0 the |l atter began wi
He spoke in a deep bass which seemed to come from the bottom of a barrel,
sl owly enunciating his words. iSavec

ot her worl d, t h awefe sattackingnKereh. Had lgrakene . V
through almost to the city. Not so bad. Our guns had knocked the Germans
out. Not a sound from them. But then they rallied, and set their guns going.

Hell broke loose. That was when a splinter got me. Both legs at doppléd

over. There | lay with the blood pouring out of me like out of a bottle. | felt
myself growing weakeiSpots began dancing before my eyesladaew that

meant the end for yours truly. And all around the ground seething like a vol-
cano. Who would stick his nose into that inferno to get me? | even stopped
yelling. What was the use? No one would hear. Then all of a sudden came
someoneb6és voice: OAlive?06 Mari a! It
pushed back, her haimgedl lyom®Pds &dheu pva
a gauze bandage and | could feel her hands running gently over me, soft as

fur6 Gr it your teeth, honey,d6 she said,
your head, 6 s heff.s@idWh got? baebyduatbydule d o w6
enchanted, or what? Wondét anything g

| aughed under fire@Odhi,kd tkhhnatw! a6 Whelgd c:
at Odessa told it to me, now nothing can getoikanwhile she was band-
aging me up.. Where did a girl like that come from? Where was she born and
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where did she grow up, our Maria?od
AOh, | kaédwowewmnélshbas from and who
sel f. o0 @avieirkkhupase d, fithat day, t he t
| waslying there waiting to be evacuatederrific paind clenched my teeth
until they nearly crumbled and still | coukdardly keep from yelling. Then
Maria came up to mégok my hand, smoothed my hair and | felt better right
away. But there were others groani n¢
|l eave me, so | started a carmwerls aatsikc
6Not from Moscow by any chanée?6 O6No
i She gvarh and tody when she named her home town. And she
began to tell us that she whsrnin Peresyp, one of the Odessa districts it
seems. Her father was a mechamic, ot
anyway, a metalworker at the port. She graduated from high school at seven-
teen and was planning to study to be an agronénhistticulture. $ie was
fond of orchardd liked the way they blossomed and the idea of growing dif-
ferent kinds of fruit. But then the war came. The Rumanian fascists pushed on
Odessa anchstead of those orchards, she took a course in nursing, gave up
the orchards for the wound&diragging them off the field and bandaging
them up. She said that at first she was scared stiff of blood, used to get dizzy,
what dbéye t hi nk obukedtoth and hot dBlutd bloodhlmuin s h
to the worst kinds of wounds, and to
afraid of anything. Andmenthreourevholea s n 6 t
division practically, more brave or capable than idariad
fiDid she ever tell yoaboutthe young Odessa sailor that died in her arms,
Y e f i mypskdd @ne of the Cossacks who was siftintpe back.
iOf cour s e stbonan itslawn right. tLibtent Tis viap@ened
to her in Odessa. There was a young séidiiting ther® a junior lieutenant
he was. A real hero, you can see. He led his platoon against the Rumanians.
It's all evensteppe landut therelike a table, not even a mole could hide
there. Well, almost the whole platoon was cut down. He was the only one who
got to the enemy trenches alive. Well, the Rumanians saw him jump into their
trench all alone, so they went for fdmvanted to take him alez He grabbed
hold of his tommy gun but the lock stu&So he began to bash them with the
butt. Treyfell on all sides, but more and more kept pushing into the trench, at
him likefliesaltera&nh or se, and still he boyddul dnodt
thefi ri ng | i ne wa s d sawthat therherdicsieutenant would a w a
be killed, so they rushed into attack. And what do you thirdy got there in
time to hurlback the Rumanian8ut the lieutenant had already fallen. Not a
sound bone in his bodyall slashedand beaten up. And sure enough, Maria
was on the spot! She took hold of him and carried him off, not an easy job
either, because he kept struggling, trying to get away, back to the battle, you
see,; but then he grew qui ethislanddliur s e,
mi ne, because, 6 he said, 61l 6m dying.
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iShe | aid him down on the ground w

hel p would save him. O6Kiss me, nur se
girl has ever ki ssed me, and itbdés a
but his lips were already cold.

iHe moved his |ips again trying to

cl ose and hbeifdny oné i #ill dlive, mat to forget me, to
avenge my death,d he said.

iThe | ieutenantds words, you coul d
6Whenever | get frightened, or it ge
sailor, the junior I|lieutenant, and h

Zaviikhvost stopped talking, turned away, scratched at the frozen sand of
the trench breastwork with his fingernail, screwed upelyiss at the sharp
wind, heaved a long sigh, and went on:

ifShe | eft Odessa with the | ast boa
was carried fromhe shore. From Sevastopol she was taken awaysoh-a
marine She had been wounded herself, yet she had gone on removing others
till the last minute. After that she landed in our Cossack unit and stayed with
us all the way from Kerch to this platevh at d 6dytlee Carmathidns.i t
She was with the Cossadckiéthe time, in battle and during our free time. She
left us only twice when she was wounded herself, andtbo#s she returned
from the hospital before her timeas up.

AYou candt i magi n etoduoMariaussbatde woud h e r
be raging and roaring, the artillery booming, planes dropping bombs, bullets
whizzing, everybody hugging Mother Earth, but she would jump out of a
trench and start crawling over the ground, as slick as a lizard. And before you
knew it she was crawling back dragging a wounahaah

irThe men grumbled at her, the ol de
goi ng? What débye mean by tempting f
61l 6m enchanted. Splinters fly right
past me. Thatodés a fact.dé 0

Zaviikhvost was silent for a while, then he suddenly turned sharply to his
neighbour, whdad not once taken his pipe out of his maarh said:
iGot any tobacco?0

AYou dondt s modk ean sZvaevrie &k htvhoes tman i n
grudgingly reached into his pocket for his tobacco pouch.

fiDonodt smoke, donot smoke! Too tigl
Stingy devil!o grumbled Zaviikhvost,

trembling fingers.

His hand shook so that it took him a long time to light the cigarette from
his neighbour 6s pi pe ltheHwile.ginallythagoe d an
it lighted, choked a bit over the smoke, and went on with his story, his voice
now hollow and husky.

AAnd really, it seemed as i f s he

156



actually avoided her and the shrapnel flew past her. Until thelasirday.
ifWe were fighti ng ohreRoland, thatis. Andhie s e v
autumn the fighting here was good an
that day and as many times our attack petered out, the fire was so terrific.
iThe Ger mans had every inch of gr ol
land, you can see, is flafou could spot a beetle on the ground five miles
away. Well, after the Germans hbdat back our fifth attack, that Cossack
over there&) Zaviikhvost pointed to an olivekinned, blackbrowed Cossack
who was |l istening to him attentively
Germans in that gedamned no man's land, exadtigif way between us and
them.
AiHe | ay there face down, and whene\
groan. How the devil could anybody get to him there with bullets whistling
and splinters whizzingy a regular pandemonium! But our Maria was right
there, just as if someone had called. Mg¢e saw her run lightly through the
trench and spring up onto the breastwork. We could hardly believe our eyes.
There she was crawling over the ground. The battalion commander himself.

the major, shouted to her: O&Wbher edr ¢
made as if she didnot hear him and
wounded man and start fussing aroundo

iYes, I  was s ur e othe gondookind Gassack samr a |
in a pleasant tenor, blushing 1|ike

plunging over the ground like a drove of mad horses? Then suddenly | felt
someone tear my shirt and uncover the wéuacdtool breeze blew over it....

| thought Iwas deliriouspr that | was dying and beginning to grow cold. So

I t h o u g h tlooklattre warld forethelast time. | opened my eyes,

Maridd6 Does it hurt ?6 s,hseh ea sgkaeudd.| | 66H celed
soon. o

AMeanwhile the Geéd and they lehga,ctraighitgtht e d
her. The bullets hummed | i ke beetl es
|l eave me and cr awl back, nurse, 6 | b
youcangetaway. 6 She went on bandaging me,
say, 6thatodos not ni ce, friend, t o t &
60Hol d on t o, sheyaidi/And she bedan tg $lotwly crawl back to
our | ines. Before shedédd gone ten met
then sank down altogether and put me down on the ground. | saw the blood
staining her tunic. She was white as a sheet, and sheswher ed: 61 6 m
she said, 6goodbdteel ICotstsa@acrhen Ifoty otuo
she drooped |like that birch tree ove

The Cossack suddenly waved his hand, jumped up, and turning away
from the others, stood on the breastwork facing the icy wind.

fiDown, you fool, youdéll be hit,d Za
trench, 0 he went on, A we auraMariaaours ni p e
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sister of mercy with a wounded man c
|l oathe to have me see him, a @Gomssack
scribewhat happened after that. Without any orders@bssacks rose and
poured over the breastwork.
i 6For Maria!d® someone yelled. O0Fo0
The rest thundered and they rushed right into the hail of bullets, across
the mine field, over the barbed wire.
AHardly a minute had passed before
working with our daggers. Others were still running forward, jumping over
us, going after the Germans who were trying to get away.

i 6For our Mar i a! Take this, and t

AA month has passed since that day,
it....We | | , what 6s otMharia, our Buese, s hontaradl ki n g

And that is when | saw two big teal

over, and tricklelown his weathebeaten face.

Later, at the small Polish town ofaBrowy Wielky, on a lively frontline
highroad, the Cossacks showed me the little graaveed obelisk crowned
with a gold star and solicitousirclosedby a low fencanade out otrophy
shells.

Engraved on the obelié&k coppeplaguewere the following words:

fiSergeantMajor of the Medical Corpsviaria Shevchuka

The photograph under an oxstiaped glass showed a delicately moulded
girlish face with large eyes, looking at the world gaily and lovingly. Locks of
wavy hair protruded frorander her Cossack hat. On the moundéa/gera-
niums, not yet wilted, and no one knew when or by whom they had been
placed there, along that frontline road.

And although the flowersay on ground that was hard with frost and
chilled by icy winds, they retained all their freshness. Nor did that surprise
anyone who knew the story of Maria Shevchuk.
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Blood Brother

In thehardfought battle for the Polish town of Debica, this battalion was
given a special assignment. It had orders to pierce the front line, break through
to the station of Czarna behind the German defences, and capture the railroad
which supplied the whole emy group: capture it and hold it until the main
objectivéd the town and its fortificatiorts was in the hands of the Soviet
Army.

The outcome of the whole battle derg
staunchness. Theealized that.

The battalion pierced the front line and, although the gap immediately
closed behind it, advanced some seven kilometres and got a tight hold on the
railroad. Cut & from their own troops, supplied with ammunition by air and
with nothing to eat but the potatoes whthley dug up right there on the field
of action, the officers and men fought for three days, holding off enemy at-
tacks on all sides. And they did not bud@nly when the town had been
captured and the outcome of the battle decided in favainedboviet Army
was the order to withdraw radioed to the battalion.

This was by no means an easy task. Once more the battalion had to pierce
the front line, this time in the reverse direction. All of the escort ordnance was
sent forward. Only the antank battery in which Sergeant lvan Naumov was
in charge of a gun crevemained in the rear, with orders to cover the with-
drawal. The gunners fought tenaciously, beating back the attacks of German
tanks, which were hard pressing the
gerso and ab o uttoopaarriers. Buhie mastimpartant tieind
was that by repulsing the tank attack they prevented the Germans from cutting
off the withdrawal of our battalion. The battery itself, however, was practi-
cally wiped out in this |l ast combat.
self was wounded in the shoulder, the leg, and the left arm, and fell uncon-
scious not far from his mangled gun.

He came to only at sunrise of the next daken the cold autumn dew
seeped through hisiform, chilling him to the bone. It was already light. He
lay in the furrow of a potato field hidden from view by the wilted leaves.
Naumov took off his cap, raised himself the elbow of his sound arm and
took a look around.

The sight that met his eyes a short distance away made him fall back to
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the ground at once. About a dozen Germans in dark tunics with the brass
badges of field police dangling from their necks were finishing off the
wounded They were going about their job with absolute uncondsngying
wordsback and forth, smoking and joking, just as if this were not a violation
of all human laws but merely an ordinary task like gathering in the harvest.

Just then one of the Germans came up to a wounded man whom Naumov
recognized as Private Grikor Kinosyan, an elderly Communist, loved by the
whole battery for his common sense and intelligence, his great heart and un-
failing readiness to offer people helpdeadvice. Everybody, sometimes even
the commander himself, call ed him @AfF
iGod damn you, fasci st fiends!®o Thro
his face with his arm for protection. And immediately a tommy gun rattled
above him. Everything swam before Nawnv @&y®s and he again fainted
away.

The sun was already high when he regained consciousness. The earth ex-
uded a warm dampness and the acrid smell of potato leaves. Swallows soared
noiselessly high above, a sign of clear weather. The field was deserted. The
plundered corpses with their pocketirned inside out remained in their for-
mer places. Suddenly Naumov thought he heard a groan. Yes, there was no
mistake. Someone was uttering prolonged and piteous groans! Naumov tore
some rags from his undershirt to bandage his wounds, mustered all his
strength, and crawled off in the direction of the groans, dragging his wounded
leg.

It was Kinosyan groaning. He was drenched in blood and his tunic and
trousers were covered with dark red stains, not yet dry. The bullets of the
Feldpolizeihad hit only his hand, but this additional wound had evidently
made him faint. That had saved him: the Germans thought him dead. Now he
lay with his head thrown back and groaned, gasping for air with black, cracked
lips.

66Well, what are we going to do no\
l ooking at the insensible body. AThi
somewatadt hat 6 s webnlendage ipe h at 6 s t waargry t hen
you off into the shadet hat 6 andht @eyre youdll C ome
our heads together, to size up the situatidfell, wait a bit... God almighty,
thislegofmine.. . 1 6 m not mu c hhenpusingsis el forkae r n

sling and draggindis leg behind him, he went crawling over the field.

He found firstaid kits in the knapsacks tiie dead men, even managed
to get hold of a flask of water. He gave Kinosyan a drink, moistened his brow,
and managed to bring him round. Then he inspected his wounds, whistled
dolefully and with the practised hand of a seasoned soldier set aboagband
ing themmuttering to himself all the while. He made haste. The German bur-
ial detachment might arrive any minute. Kinosyan moaned quietly and kept
fainting away. He was so weak he could hardly keep a hold on Naueiov
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alone crawl. What should they do?

Naumov thought for a minute. Then

armpits,heavechim onto his back, buckled the belt across his own chest, and
crawled off with his burden. He made for the edge of the forestgimwen

with small beech trees already touchsdautumn. He moved very slowly.
His heartbeatso hard he thought it woulslirst. Greenspots danced before
his eyes and everything would become a-Bluhe yellowing grove, the grey
fields with the wilted jumes of potato leaves, and the horizon with pink
streaked luminousedged clouds. Losing consciousness, he would sink
slowly to the warm earth and lie there pinned down by his burden until he
gradually came to again and crawled on, sick with dizziness and nausea.

It became harder and harder for him to move. Clenching his teeth, he
strained every nerve. Kinosyan could not help him in any way. He kept mut-
tering in delirium, but so quietly and indistinctly that it was impossible to
make out the words. Naumov, who was half-consciousimself and con-
stantly fighting off a coma, mumbled soothingly:

Altodos all right, dondt | ose heart
prise: AGee, you're heavy, Pop, skin

Naumov crawled on across the potato field until dusk. The field seemed

endless. The yellow beech grove appeared to recede as he approached it and

its quivering golden leaves luréim from afar, making him dizzier than ever.

It was dark by the time he reached the firseés. The sun had sunk below
the horizon and a thick, cool mist blanketed the field. Only a few metres more
and he would be in the wood. There they would be in comparative safety. But

that short distance took him a whol
longer stand the strain of the burden and he covered these last few metres by

pushing himself along on his elbows and squirming like a worm. His face
became scratched by brambles. At last he laid his comrade idoavdense
blackberry thicket, fixed his bandages and moistened hisiigadater from

the flask. When Kingganfinally came round, Naumov himself lay in a faint,

and now it was Gr i ko ré&Ocsllartand wet hig face u n f 2

with the remaining water, although he wanted to drink it so badly that his
throat contracted spasmodically.

It was some time before they finally mustered the strength to sit up, smile
at each other and discuss the situation. Things looked pretty bad. Here they
were behind German lines, wounded, helpless, unarmed and without a crust
of bread to eat. Judging byethboud, sharp reports of firing, the front line was
somewhere close at hand. They were right in the middle of the German for-
ward positions.

Awel |l , l van, what saflin ayow wices screvding Ki n

up his kind, large eyes ruefully.
With his sound hand Naumov took out his tobacco pouch. Kinosyan also
had one good arm, and with his help Naumov untied the strings and rolled two
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cigarettes. Even lighting up proved a job, but they finally managed it: Ki-
nosyan held the box, while Naumov struck the match. They smoked with real
enjoyment, shading the glowing ends with their palms.

By the time the dark August night descended upon the fields, and the
beech leaves, wet with mist, shone like tin in the moonlight, Naumov was
rested and felt a new surge of strength. He camouflaged his comrade, who was
unconscious again, with twigs andwted back to the field in a comparatively
short time. There he found a helmet, two knives, two tommy guns and car-
tridges. On the way back he discovered a brook, tore out the leather headguard
from his helmet and filled the helmet with water. Holding thiasbetween
his teeth so as not to spill the precious liquid, he brought it safely to their place
of refuge.

Whentheyhad drunk their fill of the watewyhich tasted slightly of iron,
both men felt better.

iWwel |, wedbve already gat hRobimsoh a f
Crusoe Pop? Yoand me, webre army Robinson
start from scratch. o

Whenever he had had a stroke of luck, Naumov became talkative. Ki-
nosyan, weak from loss of blood and suffering from acute pain, merely smiled
back with his cracked, blackened lips.

6' Sure enough,0 Rtobbhatn'sonwiCatuswe samne N
on, coughing now and then from the heawgikhorkas mo k e . ARSetti
housekeeping on the bare grouyal mightsay And cannibals all around.

But you just wait, Pop, wedll be rai
regular dairy farm. o

Inside his cap Naumov found some threaded needles and a piece of twine
with bristle attached. With his one hand he mended his torn tunic. He whetted
the salvagedtnife on a pebbile till it was sharp as a razor, carved two spoons
out of juniper blocks, holding them tight between his knees, hollowed out a
cup of sorts, and built a stone hearth next lo an old birch stump. Everything
he did he did well, and whenever he accomplished any small thing, whether it
was a successful salbfter ears of wheat for porge, or makinga rod on
which to hanghe mess tinover the fire, havas as pleased with himself as
child. When there was nothing to do and the weather was clear and calm so
that he was unable to go on a sally, Naumov got fidgety, moody and de-
pressed. In times like these Kinosyan came to the rescue. Too feeble even to
sit up, he nevertheless al ways found
getic nature: he miwhdthe boys st thebatgdren gl vy ,
doing now, 0 or ask about Naumovds f a
would start a conversati oihhorees. Thishe s €
would cheer Naumov up and set him going; he would get so interested in tell-
ing his story that he wad forget about caution and have to be told to lower
his voice.
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Sometimes on such idle days, Naumov would lie clown beside his com-
rade and begin to ask him questions in a low voice. His enquiring mind was
always troubled by things he was unable to understand.

AListen, Pop, what sort of rotten g
to kill people? Where did it come from? You know what | thihk?h i nk it 6
a leftover froomhenme n wer e beast s. WikMiud ifyou s , it
want to live well, then work, brothem,nd youdl | | ive well
to live still better, no objection, brotré&mvork still harder, without sparing
yourself, and youol!l |live wonderf ul
Fine all around. But take the Germans Boffritz or Hans, or whatever his
name is. He wants to live well, so Hitler says to hijouwant to live welld
take a tommy gun and go after other
for that fdwdlIFrgetz,smnazahasded, the wor
Hi tler either, &édcause his Hitleria i
sense, huh? What do they want to st a

Kinosyan would start explaining in his weak voice how German fascism
had come into being and how it had poisoned the minds of the German people.
Naumov listened attentively to his halting speech.

ilsee it this way, o he replied, <che
autumn clouds through tHdackberrybushes as thegrifted rapidly across
t he sky, flfasebow sets peoplersteading otlzeypedplEop-
erty, no matter who he is, an ordinary thief,a minister, or athrer, then,
good people, € him upand throw him in jail. The people should get together
and tie up all these fests, capitalists and all kinds of bandits and thieves,
ship themoff to a desert island arghyto them: lean to work, you sons
0 0 hhéstlearn to be useful. And the people should make a compact among
theme | ves: no more war, fell ows, we 06 |
have then! o

Carried away by his dreams of remaking the world, Naumov would sit
up, push back his cap and make a great effort to tone down his loud voice:

iYou and |, Pop, Weebiddk Ei machnnas ma
all the work. The machine would do everything. And when a fellow had put
in his hour of wor k, hedd do whateve

fishing, or sling a gun over your shoulder if it's hunting you prefer, &rygpc
abook and study to your heartds conte

fiThat 6s what we do already; i tos
nosyan, and the shadow of a gentle smile brightened his pale, haggard face.

Al know, ités written down, but he
sides, | don6t mean only you and me,
wonder ful then! o

They were silent for a while, listening to thearbyfiring, the loud hollow
rapping ofawoodpecker, the hushed rustle of dry autumn leaves.
fBefore the war | wasnodét intereste
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the kol khoz. I had a stud farm under
in all the KubahUp to my ears in work, never got any further than the horses'
stalls...You 6r e a oQal memow when we finish off fascism, will
there be peace forever? Will we 8awe've had oufill of war, fellowsd
enough! The whole world has been soa
iPeace forever, that és not an easy
with? The people? But the people have no say over there, in America and
England. Nobody listens to therS8o you'd have to talk to the capitalist,
wouldn't you? And what objection has he to war? Is it his tears or his blood

that flow? | tds money that f toarses t o
we donodt..want war

Ailt's a fact, Pop, the wHolieg bwassi nu
do everything different, just so's
woul dndt even be aoword for it. Bel i

They would sometimes discourse like tiig a whole day, hushing each
other up whenever their voices got too loud.

Then the spell of calm weather would come to an end. The wind would
come roaring through the forest and the loud rustle of dry leaves would drown
out all other sounds. Then Naumov would get busy again. He would crawl out
of sight into the brush, and retwsaaking wet, bringingacka capful of black-
berries. He would feed his comrade al
and bandage both their wounds and crawl off again to return with pockets full
of mushrooms and potatoes.

When the mist enveloped the treetops as well as the ground, the friends
would make a bonfire and cook a soup of mushrooms and potatoes which they
devoured ravenously. Little by little their life fitted into a scheduligsodwn.

AWedre night birdeovoNawmohvi b&seheed
sleep in the daytime and at night we

The moment he was through eating he would shut his eyes and sleep like
a log.

Kinosyan slept littlé the wound in his leg was too painful.

He lay there and listened. In the mornings, when the air was damp and
clear and sounds carried farther than usual, he could sometimes even make
out snatches of German speech, the bar of a song, an oath. But a man gets used
to all manner of things and so did Kinosyan. He got used to the proximity of
the enemy, in the same way that a soldier gets used to the whine of bullets,
the swish of shells overhead, the harrowing mewing of mortar bombs.

The friends even began to consider themselves in comparative safety: to
whom would it ever occur to go snooping through the underbrush in the front-
line zone? Omwindy days Naumov extended the range of his activities. Por-
ridge appeared more often on the friends' menu. They cooked it at sunrise,
when the mist was thickest; cooked it of wheat and rye, of the grain that
Naumov shook into his cap from the sheaves leftérfigid.
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iYou canot down a Sovi et sol di er ,
one arm, as long as he has a head on his shoulders," he boasted, returning from
one of his sallies.

Even when their matches gave out h
found a flint in his pocket and they produced fire in the following way: Ki-
nosyan, whose left arm was sound, held the flint and lint while Naumov struck
sparks with his sound right haritheir tobacco had long since given out. They
smokeddry moss.

When they had been in the forest fourteen days Naumov fashioned a neat
crutch out ofsome branches and went hobbling briskly about with it. On
windy days, when the beech leaves swished furiously and incessantly, like a
waterfall, he would venture on long trips. One day he came back in high spir-
its. He had discovered a German communicatwins in the forest connect-
ing the rear with the front line, and now he had real work to do. He camou-
flaged Kinosyan carefully with twigs, slung a tommy gun around his, éat
a grenade under his tunic anobbledoff on his crutch. He went as far away
as possible from the place where his friend was lying and snipped all four
wires.

He returned proud and hapgye was fighting. He was inflicting damage
on the enemy.

Al fs not so easy t oo0hg sald, dascrifingsis i a n
sally in detail to his friend.

Twice he got away with it. The third tintee alarmed Germans laid an
ambush at thenes.But Naumov noticed them in time. Hmpedoff into the
bushes quietly, lay down ahk@ptan eye on the enemy. He stayed there till
dar k, l aughing to himself: iGo on, k
hurry.o And as soon as the Ger mans |
goodsized piece of wire away and hid it in a stream.

Thus began a tug of war between a wourSiedet soldier, cast adrift by
fate behind enemiines, and the Germans of the telephone platédier
Naumov's sixth demolition act the eneggve up. The wires were removed
from the woods and the line made a wide detour thrttugfields, over open
ground.

Naumov exulted in his victory. But his élan did not last long. He was
overcomeby the blues. When he was inflicting damage on the Germans he
felt he was doing his bit ithe war, helping his comrades. Now that he no
longer had this work to do he wanted nothing so much as to get back to his
comrades over there, on the other side of the front line.

He had recovered sufficiently to have tried to makewsdy back. But
Kinosyan's wounds healed maswly. He could hardly move about. Notic-
ing that Naumov had becorgeomyand nervous, and realizing that this was
due to impatience, Kingan said to him one ga

fiLook here, Ivan, thanks for everything you've done fer But why
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should you sfier onaccount of meHere's what have to say: leave me and
make yourway back. When | get a bit betterdlltry to follow. If | get
throughd fine, if no® don't worry. I'll die arhonourable death. Go ahead. At
least one of usvi | | get out alive. o

He had his say and regretted it. Naumov began to beat the ground with
his crutch furiously.

0 Wh dotyou think | am? Who do you take me for, that you can insult
me like thatMe, a Red Army Sergeant, a Soviet pefs@md you want me
to quit a wounded comrade? Maybe you went off youmhile | was fetch-
ing the water?0

Then suddenly his eyes sparkled wétiimation andboldness and he
whispered, alaglow with the desire for action:

AWe'l |l get awaytogetReoop, weodl |l get aw
To get away, to get back to their own people! This dream dominated all
the friendsé thoughts. Several night

German forward lines, got past the trenches as far as the barbed wine. Mea
while, fighting the pain of his still open wounds, Kinosyan practisadling
Hetrained persistently until he was completely exhausted for he wanted to be
as little a burden to his comrade as possible.

At last Naumov found a suitable place for crossing over. The forward line
extended along the edge of the woods here. Beyond it stretdiedd of un-
harvested wheatrampled andeaten down by the autumn rains. The Ger-
manso6 fortifications were | ocated in
the foxholes of their frontline pickets were in the wheat. Red Army posi-
tions lay on the other side tife field.

One windy night, when the forest hissed and howled and furious blasts of
wind tore across the fields, drowning out all other sounds, Naumov lifted his
wounded comrade onto his baakd hobbled off with him through the brush
to the edge of the forestVhen they got to the wheat field Naumov tied
bunches of straw onto his dheyquietin d Ki |
crawled off through the wheat towards their own trenches.

Through the noise of the wind they could clearly hear German speech and
the squeak of a harmonica. The black silhouette of a sentry standing under a
shaggy tree loomed in the darkness. They crawled past him. They had to move
silently and slowly, holding tir breath and this made it all the harder. Their
hearts beat furiously in their breasts and they went cold inside. An overpow-
ering desire to lie down, bury their faces in the slippery straw, inhale the lus-
cious smell of wheat, and rest, if only for onenoie, came over them. But
the proximity of their own army drew them on like a powerful magnet, making
them forget their aching wounds, the danger, and even the @@saemo-
ment 6s rest.

Naumov crawled in front, silently pointiraut to his comrade the hairlike
wires of buried mines protruding from the ground, the camouflaged network
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of signal ropes. He deftly crept under the barbed wire without touching it and
stopped to wait for Kinggan. But the latter's limp arm brushed the signal wire.
Immediately a flare soared up into the sky. Naumov sprang to Kinosyan and
pressed him to the ground. For an instant, while the deadly light quivered
above them, they were motionless. Then, when thre fieded away they
quickly crawledinto a bomb crater and waited. Immediately a burst of fire
came down upon thepot they had just left. Everything svevell ranged here.
Tracer bullets studded the sky like a shower of stars. With an evil hiss they
ripped through the night, pinged off the clay earth, and tore on and on, their
fiery paths crossing.

The Germans became restless. All night long the whitish light of flares
quivered above their trenches. And only just before dawn did the firing begin
to quiet down.

And at dawn, a guard of the forward Soviet outpost suddenly jumped back
andgrabbed his tommy gun. From the bushes in front of him, as though from
the bowels of the earth, rose a damshaven, bearded to the very eyes, ema-
ciated, and so black that he looked charred, wearing a tattered Red Army uni-
form and carrying a tommy gun slyver his shoulder. He was supporting
another soldier who looked like a skeleton. In a hoarse, choking voice the first
man said:

AiDondt shoot. Call your superior.

And, swaying, they both sank to the ground before the sentry had a chance
to order them to lie down.

About two hours later a creaking Polish tivorse cart arrived within reg-
iment lines. On the straw in the bottom lay lvan Naumov and Grikor Kinosyan
covered with a carpet. The soldiers and officers of the outposts where they
landed had given them a genesdeed, and now the friends were sleeping
like logs.

Naumov and Kinosyan are alive! This news spread through the regiment
with lightning speed and everyone who was free that dagutside to meet
the cart.

And whenever it halted in a village, a lagewd gathered around it.

The soldiers stood there and looked at them, sleeping so peacefully in the
hayd two menwho had survived incredible ordeals through the miracle of
friendship.

iWel | , where are they, the bl ood
tant regimental commander for political affairs, pushing through the crowd to
the cart.

And this fine epithet stuck to them. From that time till the very end of the
war the men in the regiment called them blood brothers, thus doing homage
to the great, altconquering, invincible friendship of soldiersvedr.
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The Grave of the Unknown Soldier

During my travels through liberated Europe after the war | saw many
graves of unknown soldiers. They were usually located on large squares in
capitals or on lovehhills in their suburbs and were markeg impressive
monuments. Electric torches burned over them day and night. Staid gardeners
in smart uniforms cut the luxuriant lawns around them. Nearby, nurses in
starched caps watched their curled and perfumed infants. Involuntarily the
pompousness of these graves made me think that it could werypeom-
fortalde for the poor soldier underground, whose unknown mother, deprived
of her breadwinner, had probably died of starvation, and whose wife, if she
managed to survive, may have stooped to God knows what in order to feed
his fatherless children.

No, it is not these fine, hypocritical saphagi which adorn the capitals
of capitalistcountries thatome to my mindhow. This story is noaboutthe
grave of an unknown soldier that | saw in the summer of 1944 under a spread-
ing maple tree growing on a hill at the fork of the roads leading out of the
ancient Ukrainian town of Slavuta. It was not the art of the sculptor nor the
skill of the architect, nothe heavy majesty of marble, granite and bronze that
attracted people to this low mound, lovingly covered with green turf. Only a
squat oaken obelisk marked it then, and on the obelisk, a village carpenter had
clumsily carved a somewhat unusual inscopti"Here lies the unknown Red
Army hero, Misha. He died for his country and for his comrades in the ac-
cursedGrosslazaretPeace to his valiant soul.

When we visited thigrave, the ruinenthe outskirts of Slavuta were still
smoking amidst orchards withered by the heat; the carcasses of huge blood-
hounds with bared teeth, shot by our soldiers, still lay in the baviveccor-
ridors thatenclosedhe territory of theGrosslazarct and army ambulances
were takingaway those living skeletons whom the Soviet Army had saved
from death at the | ast minémmghero,The m
Mi shao was stildl qui te f rendgshstoppmgrd t h
for the night in the surrounding villages and hamlets, heard endless stories
from the old folk, the men, and the women, about his extraordinary exploit,
which had not yet acquired the tinge of legend. Dawn would bring an end to
t h e nriefmeSpite ahd the units would continue advancing along the roads
south and southwest. When they reached the grave underneath the maple tree,
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infantrymen would hastily pull off their caps and helmets, cgwadn would

rein in their horses, drivers would slow down their cars. Here and there a sol-
dierwould detach himself from thadusty; tired column and run to the mound,
placing there a bunch of wild poppies or cornflowers, gathered on the way, or
a plain wreath made by a nurse out of compress paper dyed with drugs. He
would linger for a moment under the maple tree, brush away a témahiwi
sweatstained sleeve, and run off after his company.

These simple gifts, marks of sincere respect, covered the mound from top
to bottom and hung from the branches of the old maple tree, which covered
the grave with an awning of luxuriant green foliage shot through swith
beams.

I was told the story of the Aunkno:
and women of the surrounding villages. Before | begin to relate it, however,
it is necessary to describe the scene of agtite secalledGrosslazaret in
Slavuta. This was, probably, one of
bolic imagination, a gigantic slaughterhouse for wounded and crippled war
prisoners, run under the protection of a Red Cross flag. Wounded war prison-
ers were brought here from alstdhe entire Dnieper front. Meters in phy-
siciansdé robes infected them with va
poisons and poison gases, and then the few who managed to survive were shot
on the brink of an enormous grave, dug for them in a wood about five kilo-
metres away frorthis fantastic institution.

None of those who told me the story knew the exact identity of the un-
known Red Army man, who had proudly refused to tell the hospital admin-
istration his name, rank or unit. Some said he was a scout who had crossed the
Dniepert o reconnoitre the Germansdé fAEast
been flown to the enemy rear to establish contact with local partisan detach-
ments. Still others asserted that he was a Soviet demolition man who operated
boldly on the Rovnd.vov Railway. But allagreed that he was a\se&t soldier
brought to theésrosslazarein one of the groups of war prisoners and that he
had serious bullet wounds in both legs; and they all said that as soon as he
found himself in the isolator (a huge, concrete chamber lacking all furnish-
ings,whereso many men were herded that day that there was no room to lie
down or even to sit down) he began to urge the men to make their escape.
During the first hours of quarantifie was unconscious. To keep him from
being crushed i n t heidhmawhd winddhi sdl.h a 6 s
As soon as he came to, he. begaarggehis comrades to action.

At first no one would listen to him. Indeed, it seemed aslif a madman
could dream of escape with festering wounds on both legs, crudely bandaged
with dirty ragstorn from hisshirt. Butin the morning, after several wounded
men had died in the swaying crowd which packed the concrete room, and the
corpses, pressed in on all sides, could not even falicdntinued standing
and swaying with the living, many began to feel that truly it wdnddbetter
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to die fighting the guards than to perish from humiliating torture in this ac-
cursed slaughterhouse, like these unfortunates who even after death were
forced to remairstanding.

And the man called Misha, a shdack-hairedfellow with a curly beard
mounting to his very eyebrows and a feverish glow in his brown, almond
shaped eyes, sat on the window sill and, in defiance of the spies whom the
fascists usually slipped into every group of war prisoners, kept darting barbed,
argry words athe crowd:

AThe ones whobéve died, theydre | uc
AYouodl l be killed t oo, 0bxpdrimentiomysd, t he
|l ike on rabbits or guinea pigs. o

AWhat about yourself? Thimk theyodr
iwhat 6s he plaguing us for? Hey, yc
make him stop his croaking. o
ACroaking! Heds telling the truth.
sl aughterhouse, till itds our turn t
AThatdés right, friends, better to
stink, 1 i ke t hem. | nfaybéwe cahktdke along atfascistupiy or
two to the other world. o
Aiwhat 'l Il you do, fight tommy guns
AiWhy not? Bett er tharoto&la fascist tesvoat hisi me s
poisonory ou, a Soviet citizen, o0 cried Mi
fiYou said it, boy! o

The crowd murmured, gradually becoming wrought up with fury. Terrible
oaths sounded in the foul air. The wounded man on the window sill kept add-
ing fuel to the fire, the whites of his inflamed eyes gleaming.

i 6Better to die a thousand ti mes
the saying goes. 0

Perhaps it was during this horrible night, when that solid wall of living
and dead swayed in the isolator of @r@sslazaretperhaps on that very night
the spark fell that kindled the idea of the mass flight of prisoners which took
place some twenty days before Soviet troops liberated Slavuta. Perhaps that
escape, subsequently so much talked and written about, sprouted érom th
seeds the soldier Misha planted that night in the tortured souls of those men,
exhausted from hunger, wounds, and lack of airo\kfiows? But that is not
what | want to write about now. | want to describe what happened to Misha
himself on the day after he arrived in Slavuta.

Possibly theGrosslazaretadministration learned through its numerous
informers thathe new group of wounded was infected with the idea of rebel-
lion. Possibly it had been informed about the soldier who had proudly refused
to reveal his name and the number of his army unit. And possibly it was only
that Misha and the other wounded men weenasidered too weak to serve for
their monstrous experiments. In any case, on the next day the specialists who
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distributed new arrivals isolated him along with tweate others who were
wounded in arms or leg¥hey were not even taken to the barracks, but were
again locked up in the isolator. And Misha realized that they were to be put to
death on that very dayhe others also realized this. A painful silence reigned
in this concrete chamber reeking of carbolic acid, ammonia and filth. Some
sat on the floor, leaning motionless against the wall; others dozed in corners,
mumbling and crying out in their sleep. Misbazed through the barred win-
dow at the bright sunbeams sparkling in a tub of foul green water standing at
the entrance to the isolator, at the fluffy, goléslged clouds drifting across
theblue summesky.
fiOh, to lie in the sun once more, bdym the sand on a riverbank! To
sun yourself somewhere in a quiet no
i We 61 | l'ie in the sadidt éasl Inati gfhdr,
never see the s unhaiedsoldier with a orendialos&k e d a
cropped head which looked as if it had been gilded. He wore the badge of an
Expert Gunner on his tornldodstained tunic.
AfYes, we've done al i h ¢Ha@loftakeBhariini ng v
wi t h o bbdomad a glumooking barefoot infantryman, and gnashing his
teeth he emitted hoarsefy: T h e t h i n glanmnead Fasciste aregdoirty!
If the boys from our regiment only knewo
This gloomy, rouneshouldered fellow was sitting in a corner. Ever since
the first rays of dawn had pushed through the bars of the square witgows,
had been scratching the hard lime wall with a nafitabbornlyas a maniac.
Before he went to his death he wanted to tell the Soviet soldiers who would
soon take th&rosslazaretvhat the fascists did with wounded war prisoners
He scratched away at the waildefatigably it took him about ten minutdae
draw each letter. The rasp of the iron nail on the stonelike plaster gave the
men nopeace.
AAre we goi n glike toisDMetasuddem shoutkd taar-
ing hisgazeawafy r om t he bright colours of t|
this,thev er mi n, 6 and he thumbed his nose
the sound of the sentryds footsteps,
a pendulum.
He had shouted so furiously théttae men in the isolator turned around,
tearing themselves away from their gloomy thoughts. Even those who were
sleeping woke up, even the indefatigable infantryman stopped scraping away
with his nalil.
AWedve still got some Dight 1l eft i
AWithout arms and without | egs, o0 t
And indeed, all the men in the isolator had their arms in slings or their
legs bandaged with dirty rags.
AWebdbve got teeth, havendét we? What
himself on his hands until he was sitting on the window sill. Two rows of
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strong, dazzling white teeth flashed formidably from behind the curly brush

of moustache and beard. Al 611 sink m
inWwel | , teeth arenot much use, but v
acrutchwe coul d ki |l h i infantrymant whavead/beenh u h ?
scratching higast will and testament on the wall, perkeul
6Yes, or knock him off his feet an
AOr sock him with a rock, as a fare
pl exus with your boot. Thatds a sure

near Moscow, in a har-handfight, | sent one of these devils to hell that

way. He grabbed hold of my rifle and |
It was as if Misha had let a fresh breeze into the stuffy room. Suggestions

came from all sides. Here, in this concrete cell, encircled by deablesures

of barbed wire between which famished hounds ran day and night, encircled

by another palisade charged with a high tension electric current, guarded by a

sentry carrying a tommy ganin this dungeon men who were wounded, un-

armed and completely exhaustedrevabsorbed in dreams of how they would

give the enemy their last battle.

fil read somewhenét ¢ e medaot magbe Wwher e
didnét r eatdmyiheapt hast acasmé di ehead-sndt
mits defeat hi mself, 0 said Misha, h |

window recess with his back to the red glow of the sussahat he seemed

hi mself to be radiating a menacing |

feet, not to funk, and then weol |l s h
Ailtdéds clear, theyodre going to shoo

rotten way they do thingsshoot in the dark. Never in the daytime, only at

night, o remarked the seasoned artil!]

AThat 61 | be better. Theyoll take wu
ways look for deserted places to do such things in, far away from habitations.
And in that case, weoll not only kno

even get awak?owbatdddlhe thfantryman

He had forgotten all about his last will and testament, and was so com-
pletely engrossed by the idea of a final fight that he could no longer think of
anything else

iMaybe we actually can make a geta
many guards do you suppose they have? Two, maybetlardel right,
say five. Theyodére not so well off fo

AYeah, and if .t hakeanil gk ,i Misbdal dvai
setlikdany sign of rain?o

And although the sun was setting on a cleaizon and the first twinkling
stars had appeared in the sky, the hope Misha had kindled in their breasts did
not disappear.

Night had fallen when they heard the motor of a big truck chug and sputter
as it came to a standstill outside the isolator. There was a stamping of feet and
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the sound of voices, and then a key rattled in the lock. The prisoners became
very still.

The hangmen, accustomed to cries of horror, hysterical wailing, swearing
and beseeching, stood stestidl in the doorway, frightened by theailful
silence. This silence seemed to have frightened even the chief@ddorta
tall, husky corporal in a black SS uniform, who was in charge of executions
in theGrosshzaret.He nervously shouted a savage oath and, snapping on his
flashlight, pierced the darkness of the cell with a bright ray of light.

No, apparently there was no danger. @bemed men sat quietly on the
floor. The elf-confident hangman, for whom the shooting of wounded men
had become a military profession, did not perceive the peculiar sparkle in the
men's ges, expressing suppressed excitement rather than hopelestmess
shapped his holster closed and issued a command. The interpreter told the
wounded men to go outsidend climb into the back of the Diesmbtored
truck, the dark outline of which was vaguely visible in the starlingpmight.

Those who lagged behind, or whom feebleness or crippled legs hingered

seized by the soldiers and swung into the car by their arms and legs, like logs.
Misha swung down from the window sill and, without betraying his pain to

the enemy, hobbled off on crutches. He made no sound even when the cor-
poral kicked himinthelmak . At t hat moment he was
forces. There were seven of th&rfour soldiers with tommy guns, their com-
mander, the corporal, who had a pistol, and the dewerinterpreter, to all
appearances unarmed.

When the wounded men were all in the truck the corporal and the inter-
preter got into the cab and the soldiers perched at the four comers of the truck
without even unshouldering their arms. The last minute someone flung a few
spades into the truck. They If@lith a racket at the feet of the men, their
brightly polished, wellworn blades flashing in the modight.

Evidently the possibility that the men might resist did not even occur to
the hangmen. The car started, drove carefully through the passageway be-
tween the barracks and reachedmtian driveway. At the gates it was stopped
and an elderly, longosed soldier counted the passengers. He did it without
hast e, punctiliously, Il i ke a clerk,
of cattle to the slaughterhouse. The car startechagihe soldiers swaying on
the benches kept yawning and dozed off. 'The tdyght they had in their
minds, evidently, was to get this last job done as quickly as possible so that
they could get back to their barracks and roll into their bunks.

Outside the gates the machineds po\
speed. The car sped over the hard, dirt road toward the forest, whose shaggy
outline was vaguely visible on the horizon. The fields looked as if bright moon
dust had been sprinkled ¢imem, and the road stretched like a silver ribbon
behind the truck. The air was filled with the smell of grass, young leaves and
damp earth.
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But the men in the truck were not watching the flashing road, nor did they
have time to think of the fact that this was perhaps their last journey. They
were exchanging feverish glances. Involuntarily their eyes kept lighting on
the spades rattling at thefieet. How soon? What were they waiting for?
Mu s t n 6 ppdrtentty slp bye

Misha sat on the floor, his back against the cab. He caught the impatient
looks and shook his head. He had decided it was best to wait until they were
as far away as possible from tBeosslazaretHe wanted to attack the hang-
men during the confusion that would inevitably arise when the car stopped.
Fervently he hopetb capture at least one tommy gun. Oh! Then he would
show them, these foreign hangmen who had become so shameless after their
easy murders in Europe; he would show them what a Soviet sadstam,
though wounded, even though starved and exhausted, could do.

He was so crazed with the idea of captuanmmy gun that there was
no room for thehought that this was perhaps the last hourigfife. If only
none of the men lost contralftacked the enemy before time, upset his plans.
And with a savage look Misha stopped thagbose hands impatiently
stretched toward thgpades, clanking and rattling invitingly at each bump.

At last came the smell of pine. Twigs thumped hollowly on the canvas
top. The car jerked a couple of times, slowed down and stopped. Stretching
their legs and bending over to keep from bumping their heads against the top,
the guards began to get up. AnérhiMisha criecbut:iAt t he swi ne,
Getting a tight hold on the legs of the German nearest him, he pulled him with
terrible strength, and when the latter fell, Misha seized his tommy gun in both
hands. What the rest of his comrades were doing thelidheot see. When
he felt the smooth, cold metal in his hands he mustered all his strength, twisted
the tommy gun, and when t hbange@dimman 0 ¢
hard over the head with the bustnother soldier, his skull split to the eye-
brows, was already in the death agony next to him. The redheaded gunner,
using his one arm, flung away the spade and grabbed the second tommy gun,
and then, light as a cat, jumped out of the car and disappeswaemight.

One after another the wounded memdéd out of the truck. From below
came the sounds of a struggle, furious shouts and oaths, hollow blows and
shooting: the quick reports of pistol shots and the rattle of togumyfire.

Misha, who knew German arms well, sent a long burst right through the
canvas covering in the direction of the pistol shots and another, also a long
one, in the direction of the tomnrgun fire. Then he crawled to the edge of
the truck and swung down, hangihy his arms. He dropped to the ground on
his wounded legs. For an instant the terrible pain made everything swim be-
fore his eyes. Realizing that he was losing consciousness, he bit his lip hard.
The fog cleared.

Now he could act. Crawling like a lizard Misha reached the huge wheel
of the truck, sunk deep in the soft sandy ground. Glancing round the moonlit

174



glade with the practised eye of a soldier, he immediately appraised the situa-
tion. The third German lay crushed and motionless near the car, and next to
him were two wounded prisoners whom he had probably killed.

Other prisoners were heading for the thick of the féresngly, in twos
and in threes. Two men who were wounded in the arm, were helping along a
third. He had put his arms around their necks and was hopping along on his
sound leg. The very weak were slumy er t heir comrades®o
a gaping ditch which Misha guessed had been dug for them, a tommy gun was
firing. Apparently the surviving Germans had taken cover in this grave. The
lanky infantryman, the one who had been carving his last will estdrnent
on the wall, was firing at them from behiadnassive pine stump, aiming at
the gun flash.

Misha crawled over to the opposite wh@die meadow, overgrown with
dry heather and covered with endless rows of neat mounds, lay before him
bathed in moonlight. There was no one here now.

AiHey, infantry! Ho w daMishaycalladroet. t her e

AYou alive? Fine! Three, I think, o
a fancy oath that it was clear he felt like a fish in water.

A quivering flame flashed from the grave, and a fan of bullets chirped
over Mi shaés head |i ke a fl ocdun of t
burst to end, then continued their conversation.

AWherebs the fourth?2o

iThe fourthés gotten away, the son

Five more prisoners, who had been waiting lor the firing to end, climbed
out of thetruck.

AnCr awl of f in different di rections
hidden! 0 Misha ordered, trying from
ment when a German would stiols head out of the grave to fire.

But the Germans shot skilfully and well. They had already hit the tire just
above Mishabés head. The thittiogctHe stéek an e d
rim and pinging off with avail.

iGet the hell out of the way, you
behind his stump.

ADondt c¢climb any trees; theydll ha\
the men.

Five black spots crossed the meadow, silvered with moonlight. Suddenly
Misha heard someone breathing heavily nearby.

ADondt shoot. I tds me, 0 came the vi
Mi sha and smiled guiltily. Al d&dd made
I heard you fighting, was ashamed, a

Three tommy guns against one tommy gun and a pistol! Now they could
really fight. Squatting down in the shelter of the wheel, Misha gave a piercing
whistle through his teeth, the universal signal understood by everyone who
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fought in the ranks of the Soviet army, calling the infantryman from behind
his stump. The Germans were not firing. Apparently they were saving their
ammunition incase of attack. How many reserve clips cdah&ltommy gun-
ner have?
ifiWebve got to get away before the
of f these and go. 0

AwWe' Il Il finish

AThat ' s dnofinishthemée s ys ai.fT HMe yshrae i n b u
Try and get them out. And we canot |
where we go, then show the way. List

All aglow with his new idea, as active, energetic people are wont to be
when they have an inspiration, he informed his comrades of his plan in a whis-
per. He and the infantryman would nail the Germans down with their fire
while the gunner, who was soundarkiody and could move faster, would
crawl up to the grave from behind
...About ten minutes later a short tomigyn burst from behind the earth
hump, a burst after which the silence was so deep that the songs of the night-
ingales could be heard in the distance, announced that the enemy was done
for. From the truck they saw the mpuer slip into the grave, fling out both
tommy guns, and then climb out and walk upright, to meet his comrades.
iAbout seventy ofthemedheydoml estliyilngv
iCome on, |l etds go,0 the infantrym
AClimb up on my back, chief .0
He slung Misha onto his back and the last three wounded men disappeared
in the forest where their comrades had taken cover.
They carried Misha by turns, moving as fast as they possibly could. But
they did not get far. Through the ecstatic singing of nightingales, they heard
the chugging of motors, then voices and the excited barking of dogs.
fiLeave me, comr ades, I 61 1 cover yo
His friends did not bother to answer; they continued carrying him almost
at a run. Further and further they went into the thickets. Behind them soared
the cold lights of flares. Black shadows shifted at the feet of the fugitives. The
woods seemed now to thaway, now to rise up with particular solidity. The
pursuers were coming closer. The barking of the dogs became ever louder.
APut me down! o Misha demanded.
fKeep quiet. Youdbre talking nonsen:
i We 61 | get away together or weol/l
who was carrying Misha, tightly clasping his hand in the iron fingers of his
own sound one.
But now the voices were so near that theyld even make out some of
the words. Whertthey passed by an uprooted tree Misha tomeself out of
the hands of the man carrying him.
AStop! o
The authority in his voice made the infantryman stop in his tracks.
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il am an officer and | order you 't
Slipping off his comradeds back, he
the protruding roots, and fired a long burst in the direction of the enemy voices
and the barking ahe dogs.

fLeaveme anot her tommy gun and run i
dered.

The infantryman and the artilleryman obeyed the order. And for a long
time afterwards as they pushed through the thickets of young oak they heard
the sounds of battle behind them, tomgun bursts, sharp rifle reports, gre-
nade explosions, shouts. Whitisarés, extinguishing the moon, kept soaring
into the sky. The reports echoed loudly through the forest and the frightened
birds, flapping their wings, flew madly about, bumping into the tops of the
birch trees..

The next day, on the square of a village south of Slavuta, in front of the
kolkhoz administration building then housing the Gerrkmmmandantur,
villagers saw the body of a young man in the uniform of a Soviet soldier,
dangling from the branch of an old beech tree.

The crumpled tunic and trousers of the deth man were drenched in
blood.

The region was already full of rumours about the escape of wounded pris-
oners, about their extraordinary battle with the fascist guards and about the
fact that of all the runaways, only one had been caught. And people knew that
this one was the boy with theack beard who was hanging from the beech
tree in front of the GermakkommandanturPeople came up, silently looked
at the body and saw that not from the noose had the unknown soldier died, but
from the many, many wounds on his body, and that he hadhaewyed by
the vengeful executioners when he was already dead.

That night a miracle occurred. Under the very nose of the sentry guarding
the Kommandantuthe body disappeared. It disappeared without a trace, just
melted in the warm spring mist. The rising sun shone on the slashed end of
the rope. And the next night, at the fork of the roads leading south and south-
west from Slavuta, a nameless grave appkeangler an old maple tree.

The peasants of the surrounding villages sheltered and tended the runa-
ways. From them they learned what had happened iGitbsslazaretThe
story of the heroic exploit of thenknown soldier lying under the maple tree
travelled through the villages and hamlets

...Thatis all | could learn from the inhabitants of the surrounding villages
in those later days when Soviet troops advancing south and southwest passed
the maple tree and the nameless grave. | want to place this story of mine, in
which nothing has beemncealed or exaggerated, among the simple bouquets
of our men on the grave of the unknown Soviet soldier who performed such a
miracle of comradeship born of battle.
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Pan Tyukhin and Pan Teleyov

Thereare autumn days in the Carpathians when the sun shines brightly
and the cool air is so transparent that from a height you can see thirty kilome-
tres around, and so clear that it seems you need only reach out a hand to touch
the neighbouring hill carpeted thirich forest, fiery red at the base, a glowing
gold on the slopes, merging into the emerald green of the summit. Gleaming
spider webs drift quietly through azure air. Flocks of cranes pass southward,
flying so high over the hilltops that they cannot kers Only their throaty
calls reach the ear, sounding like the creaking of the longhbosge carts used
in Poland. Everything sparkles in the cool stillness, exuding the soothing, fer-
tile aroma of autumn. Then sudvdenly
whipsa cold, frosty fog out of some deep valley, drags low clouds over the
sky, draws veils of dirbgrey mist across the mountains, and races off to play
among the hills, ravines and mountain paths, scattering fine particles of rain
and chasing clusts of golden and crimson leaves.

It was a sudden storm of this kind which caught us at the airfield of a
small Polish town where we were waiting to take off for a flight over the
mountains, across the front to Baadkystrica, where the Slovak people had
risen against the Germans. Low clouds kept our plane grounded on the con-
crete runaway. Thiog was so thick that you could not see the propeller from
the wing tip. And as though mocking us, the airfield radio broadcast reports
from partisan headquarters on the course of the uprising ariddtease in
the area held by the partisans, as well as the fact thatctbiots covered the
only landing strip the partisans had in the mountains.

We paced round and round our planexasperation, listening to the wa-
ter splashing down from the wings onto the concrete ofuthaway.

It was only Major Bubentsoef the Engineers, in command of the aero-
drome, who seemed satisfied with the weather. He was a leansmaickg
man with a large head arigh forehead, and a lively, wrinkled face from
which it would have been difficult to guess his age. His round grey eyes, deep
set in dark sockets, and thin, aquiline nose gave him in profile the look of
some proud bird of prey. Yet it was clear that he wgooéehatured, sociable,
energetic fellow.

He kept laughing at our impatience and joking about his being a good
friend of the Weather Man, who had promised to keep us there as his guests
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until at least the following day.

He confessed frankly that here in this remote little Polish town, now far
away from the front, he, a Miose covi t
starved, in fact, that he might die
tal k hi msel f ranuovertheo® sTolmeeroen ewaist such
longing intheselastthree words that we could not help feeling sorry for him.

The latest report on the weather front said that the clouds had settled on
the mountaircrests.There was nothing tdo but accept theheerfuima j or 6 s
invitation.

As darkness descended in a thickening fog, we climbed into a car made
up of fAthe ten best makeso as the ma
all kinds of wrecked trophies. Its antediluvian horn hooted raucously as it
nosedits way slowly through théog, along the streets of the completely in-
visible town. Then, holding hands and feelmg waylike blind people, we
edged through a small garden whose aroma testified to an abundance of flow-
ers, reached a small house, and on entering found the table ready laid.

Bubentsov in his eagerness to compensate us for having to remain here,
spread out the whole of his weeko6s r
he only talked without stopping. But we had no complaint to make. The dinner
was excellent forthosedaysnd t he maj or és tal k was
expressive, wrinkled face so intelligent and his round eyes so kindly, that it
was a pleasure to listen to him.

fiYou know, comrades, 0 he said, wh i
kinds of pumps and gears and pinions on a paper napkin with a burnt match,
Ail'm ashamed to say it but the thin

abroad. Yes, abroad. We lived Baluzhskya Street, and there was a Mos-
cow football player living in the same houste played centre forward on a
Moscow team and wagite famous at that time. Welbne day hevent to
play a match in Turkey and brought back a pair of lilac trousers atichw
hat with a cord around it...
fi Wén he went out in those wonderful trouseve young lads in our
6t eens ushmaround at fi $peculdistance. And all this hero
worship wasndét only because he was a
abroad, hedd played Fiumnlyst ammwolt. iltrm?
iwel |l , i t slaterom when | became angihgineer | was sent
to all the industrial centres of Europe and lived for a time in America. And
what do you think was the only thing | brought back withdnagart from
technical experience, of course? Homesicknise.t hi ng but t hai
mean that sweetish, sentimental homesickness that you get in old novels. Not
a bit of it! Just an overwhelming longing that kept me gripped by the throat.
And a longing not so much for my native town, native speech, and the family
though that was tiuded of course, but mostly for our way of living, our scale
of life, our people. Yes, and even for our difficulties, damn & dlifficulties
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t hat make a man out of you. And a | o
breathe. And for our sort of people. Believe me, there are no such people
abroad at | east not yet. o

The major jumped up from the table and began pacing the room, sawing
the air with his hand, miraculously missing the furniture.

AExcuse me, | 6m keepBog you taomuac
got damnably homesick here. Damnably
seems just ordinary amyery dayordinary things are happening and ordinary
things are written in the papers. And edenmay as well admit & some-
times written in a pretty dull way. And we know everyone around us, and
someti mes sickebr eaahbbt her , t oo. But a
you grab any old Soviet newspaper or open a letter and dririk &@liof itd
every scrap! Every detail, even the theatre advertisements in the papers or

greetings from relatives in a |lette
keenly the magnitude of the job webor
resistible yearning to idere and to have a hand in it! Welhat do you say,

isnét it the same withAsyfawsouPpedplBer e vy

thereds no one to contrast them with

you can pick them out of any cro@dsome particulastrength in their faces.

But you must be getting tired of watching me marching abou;| | it do
He did sit down for a moment, tossed ihie mouth several sposml of

the excellent Polish vermicelli floating in the bouillon togettéth curly

parsley tips, but the next moment he had dropped his spoon and was pacing

up anddown again.
ANo mat twemixubhauwpeopld n a crowd of fore

suretostandout hat 6s the truth. Candét mix t
oil andwater. Look how the war has shaken everything afates, races, po-
l'itical parties. I n some places thin
or tail out of 't hem. But not so witdtl
and bent, wedveitp.r oWedv eabdteoad tthak et
strong metal: flexible, rustless, and gone through such a tempering that noth-
ing can break or batter, crush or tv
stance here in these paretld,evfear lexdm

lieve it myself when I first heard it. | never met the chief actors, so to speak,
but there are plenty of people about who saw them with their own eyes. All
the proof you want. | had lots of time on my hands, so just for something to
do| checked up on the story and | found it really happened just as they said.
Excuse me for a moment . 0
Bubentsov left the room. We heard him knock at some door, then ask in
French if he might bring in his friends, Soviet officers, amdduce them.
The reply came in a woménclear contralt®d also in French but withstrong
Polish accent: fACertainly, please do
ifiCome along, 0 said Bubentsov, retu
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portraits of the main actors. Come o

We passed through several rooms until we came to one which, judging by
the highly polished, very uncomfort e
the living room. A tall, athletidooking girl in skiing pants and a khaki tunic
of rough wool was sitting at Bw square table under the shade of a large
lamp. She was engaged in the rather unfeminine task of taking apart and clean-
ing a German tommy gun, the scattered parts of which were arranged on a
newspaper. She rose and bowed courteously as we entered Hadsiender
hands with long, oiktained fingers behind her back.

i P a nMamsia, daughter of the owner thfe house. She is a Polish par-
tisan who intends to cross the front beyond the Vistula. Having introduced
her, the major asked permission in French to show us the portrdits of
friends.

A smile |lighted the girlbés eyes, m
Still holding her hands behind her back, she led us to the wall where old family
portraits were hanging in heavy frames.

One photograph showed a very thin young man with sweeping black
brows, a prominent, stubbelooking forehead, thin, firm lips and a cleeut
chin. The face was strong and resolute and very purposeful.

From another one with a similar oval frame, a rofakd lad with a snub
nose and high cheekbones looked down at us. His hair wasccaygsed,
freckles sprinkled his face, and the narrow, mischievous eyes expressed im-
perturbably good humour.

There were laurel leaves beneath these two podraitsording to the
old Polish custom of decking pictures of illustrious ancestors.

It was not difficult to see, however, that these two were not of Polish de-
scent, that they were our Soviet people, and we had the feeling that our fellow
countrymen must find it rather dull here among all these gentlemen with long
moustachios and ladiestielaborate, nineteentientury coiffures.

Panna Marysia straightened the laurel leaves, which were somewhat
askew, and, indicating the blabtkowed face, said witthat happy, shy ex-
citement with which a girl mentions her sweetheart:

iThat AArsd rPeain Tyukhin. o

Then, her long lashes barely veiling the affectionately smiling eyes with
which one recalls a kind and very jolly friend, she pointed to the-snabd
face:

AThat i s &GPafnrifemdr,eiPan Fyodor Tel e
good pans, very splendid knights. o

Then her black eyes filled with the same happy excitement as she asked
us:

* Pannad Polish for Missd Tr.
APar® gentleman, M8 Tr.
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iPan officers, you know these gent

We said that unfortunately we had never met them, apologized for having
troubled her, and went out, leaving this strange girl to her masculine job.
Beaming with all the innumerable wrinkles that seemed to emphasize every
expression of his face, especialiig smile, ouhost asked:

iWel | , you heard that? See how oul
They deserve the title all right! Bu
bored you with my talk? Then come and have some fruit and wine, lénd |
t el | it to vou. You woonndbtt. of i nd it du

He sat down in an armchair, and one could see from the tired droop of his
shoulders that many a year had passed over his dreéthose not easy ones.

Awell, you know of course that for
got stuck in the very middle of a Po
another paper napkin from the table, he resumed his professional habit of trac-
ing the outlines ofderics and oil tanks with exac
you know that? | 611 explain. The who
pled with oil derricks. | tés not Bak

And to us the equipment we saw here whenarrived looked more fit for a
museund drawing up the oil with buckets! But all the same they did manage
to squeeze something out of the ground, and quite a lot, according to their
standards. Well, when the Germans invited themselves in here, the fiigst thi
they did, of course, was to lay their hands on that oil. They needed oil in the
worst way, and they wanted to squeeze all they could out of these antediluvian
wells. Settled on them like wasps on a peach.

iof course, fascist brutality i s n
action. Been at Majdanek? There you are! But all the sammigihu call this
corner of the map a model exhibitiol
Ye s, a model exhibition. I 6d |Ii ke to
the world. | mean it! Educational. Take a look, peoples of the world! See what
youwoul d have got iif the SovietorAr my
der. 6 Very instructive theydd be, ex

AfTake this town here for exampl e.
home about, but the Germans herded people here from all over &urope
French, Belgians, Czechs, Danes, even Liechtenstdiierso m pl aces
hardly find on the map. And thwhole lot lived in camps, behind barbed wire.

And the wire was electrified. Went to work under guard, came back under
guard, a sixteehour day! Food in real fascist st@lgurnips for first, second

and third course. Half a litre of turnip water each timee€hiers obunks in

the barracks, two cubic metres of air per head. And floggimerday. A reg-

ular system of floggingl

Bubentsov crawled under the bed and brought out a flexible steel rod cov-
ered with rubber and having a handle of plastics.

AA heavy heli oag lgimend Bdcth @emarboverseer had
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one of thesgumnis. They used them to encourage the starvingpausted
men who could hardly drag their legs to the derricks. Look at the handle. See?
OEri ctWweB&kek Frankfurt. o6 Mass product
speak. And the whole time these rods were dancing on the backs of prisoners
of war and theéPolish workers too, who were taken to work and back under
guard the same way. Buttpemmiwa s t he Nazi s6 stone a
dating from the early days of fascism. In later yeasy thad a special flogging
machine. That 6 sd afloggihg machipned amabhtnaford me
automatically flogging people. Har d
photo. Seé a zinccovered tablé made it easier to wash off the blood. Hy-
giene, eh? As soon as the victim was on the table, these methbbp#,
see® gripped him andeld him down. Then a turn of this indicator on the
table fixed the number of blows and set that drum with steel rods revolving.
The rods would catch on this bar and hehlden with the revolution of the
drum they would be released and whi
closely, you can see the factory name on this pléteO me g a . Dresden
there's the factory number. Yes, it was the Omega factory in Dresden that
madethese flogging machines!

ABut thatoés not aobhly Fabese mmdaddclhkinh
know how it was in other places, but here German thoroughness had even
worked out a whole flogging table. Here it is. You know German? Then you

can read the original: @Swoblowsdhird ai | u
failured ten... Damage to toois fifteen... Disobediencé fifteen; second
offence.. twentyfive.... Talking to the local populatiént went y . . . . &

word, if any Pole, Czech, Belgian or Liechtensteiner, worker oinerg

broke one of these rules, the German overseer would write him out a neat
slipd a flogging coupon, so to speak, with a ration of blows. On returning
from work the mad yes, the man himséifhad to go to the camp offices,
and the German on duty to whora gave the coupon would perform the au-
tomatic flogging.

AA man, a | iving beidmomewhotndtengfigone st
had dreamed of the future, studied, been interested in literature and art, had
loved this man would lie down on that table there, gripped by iron hoops,
and some German cripple, turngawn by all the army commissions, would
flog him with that machine. A miracle of fascist technique, eh? And if anyone
resisted, or i f he was too exhausted
in the O0black traind whi caltsandahe fat wi c e
mous Oswiecim. There hedd be burned
that was of no more use @rossdeutschlandday be you donét b
Thenaskmylandlordan Kazi mi erz. Heb6s a | ocal
forced him to work for them too. He was on that table twice; the first time he
got ten strokes and the second time fifteen for leniency to the workers, and he
nearly landed in a Birkenau oven. But hesvsaved by those two, our fellow
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countrymen whose portraits are now hanging in the living room along with
the highly respected ancestors.

iln a word, this whole fascist sy
traitd pride, honour, solidariyt o crush peopleds un
their will and turn a man infb not even an animdl a horse can bite to defend
itself, a bull can use its ho@dgnto a cheap living machine to be used until
theredbs nothing more to be squeezed
in other words, Oswiecim. And the most horrible thing was that they had al-
ready partly accomplished their purpose. Fear of deade people hold their
tongues, submit and work. The feeling of protest grew duller, their will power

St
d e

and resistance weakened. Thatoéw- t he
rybody,but to a great mady a greatmany.
AiThat 6s how it was her e, in this p

last spring, when quite by chance and in different ways those two men landed
here, those two who are still dubbed the PolishavBgn Andrei Tyukhin
and Pan Fyodor Teleyev. Touchinghv 't hese names sti ck
Actually their names are Andrei Pantyukhin, navigator of a -istance
bomber that crashed, and Fyodor Pagtle an oil worker from Grozny, a
prisoner of war.

AYoubre smiling, |l see. 't really i
the Polish manner here, but yiou know, it somehow strikes me as a special
way of honouring them for whahey did. But that comes later. Firsf all
listen to their stoy:

AAndr ei Pant y lt wasihat same IRraana faiarwhdam.
youjust met that found hi shortly after her father, Pan Kadierz, anelderly
and very respectable gentlembag been under the flogging machine for the
second tim@ nearly killed hind had to take to his bed. Towards evening
Panna Marysia went to the village of Knienki for the doctor. Kréienki is
not far from herd -in thehills seven kilometres north of the town. Tdhector
was an old friend of the family who
farm in order to escape being mobilized by the Germans. So off she went, and
just where the path turns into the hills, she suddenly heard something like a
groan. es, a groan.

AWhat could that be? Well, sheds n
path and saw a halfurnt parachute hanging on a tree and a man lying under
it. He was groaning but he didnét mo

wearing a hel nueiformd apiot. She raiged himmanatérreed

him over. He came to himselfavdy r abbed hi s revolver:
fire.d6 As Russian and Polish are pr
other. She saw he was in a bad &dgg broken, arm hurt. What atd she

do? Carry him to the town? Shedd ha
would have been of no useGermans everywhere, and searches every other
day. To the farm where the doctor was working? No good either. There was a
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German division thereabouts undergoing reorganization after having been
smashed at Voronezh. All the villages were full of them. Well, the airman
found the way outd Hi de me Mhesked ,nd tthee t ol d h
rocks; itds summer and 1611 I|ie here
firThas what they did. Panna Marysia burned the parachute, went for her
doctor, and they bandaged him and put the leg in splints, all shipshape. And
then they took turns bringing him food, he from the farm, she from the town.
Well, our lad lived there for one dayya days, a week, and soon he learned
the languag® evidently had a good head on him, pretty sharp he was. While
they were feeding and bandagdmy hi m,
they lived, what the Germans were like, etc. They told himbatbaut t he &6 n
or der 6 guamishndtthlb ffogging machine and the smoke of Birkenau
that stank of human flesh. And he wo
those swine?6 And she would answer:
the Birkenau ovens f orridihsto bbeadcike: n céeB?
fighting than | et them use you I|ike
the Polish people |l ost alll their gri
Os wi eci m,6Al suhbest fieeis,dall those who belonged to the
Wor k e r © dhe Bestapb hias taken them all. Birkenau is smoking day
and night . 6 Bu fThemkshighatimeto drtdefdie they také :
the | ast of them, or youodll all find
he drove the littldPanna to tears. She was offended and went away without
even saying goodbye.
AiBut on the way she cooled down an
was right. Then she tried to figure which of the plucky omed remained
alive after the underground organization was smashed. There were not many
people she knew in the town, but she remembered some of her old school
friends and the workers who visited her father. And she decided to start things
moving at once. Tlked to this one, talked to that one. Saw that there really
were some brave people left. And how brave! Ready to start at Onge.

they all asked: whoés going to | ead
sai d: 6The underground partisan cent
head: once youdre |lying, go the whol
the centre going agaih. At t hat time the Polish

veloping the resistance movement all over the country; only in this town their
organization had not yet been restored. Well, people believed her, listened,
plucked up courage, and began to act. FirstlaghalGerman office at the oil

wells was burned down. That set things going. As soon as that office went up

in smoke, folks began to raise theirheadé Yes , 6 t hey sai d t
O0Rmmnd' s carrying on.6 And they strai

iAl I the time Andrei kept telling
form an organization of small groups, and that the people in the different
groups shouldnét know each ot her, bu
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told them how to go about it all, and where to deal their blows. He had a head
on him all right! Soon he got a clear idea of everything from Marysia, learned
all about the town and dove right into the job. To make a long story short, a
whole underground ganization was formed. And the work went on. Here a
petrol train was blown to bits, there a derrick burned down, or a train went
plunging down the wrong track. And all the time Andrei was lying in a cave,
with splints on, helpless and powerless to move with his head working
andhis will like cold steel. It was he who kept all that secret machinery mov-
ing like clockwork, with Panna Marysia the main spring.

AiwWell, soon the people here had th
shop in the former high school, in the physics class, and made bombs and fire
bottles. Some of the folks had weapons hiddémey collected them and gave
them to the fighters. The Gernghegan to suffer some serious losses. And
thethingwast hey coul dnét make out where i

ABut there was one thing Pantyukhi
his people couldndédt get in touch wit
ing at the oil wells. Yes, that was the toughest job. They were kept under very
strict guard. And the prisens were scared of those Birkenau ovens. But then
the second act was play®gou just listen. When the next group came from
Silesia, from the slave market in Kreuzburg, a new prisoner of war arrived at
the well® that same Grozny oil worker, Fyodor Panteleye general, it was
strictly forbidden to bring Red Army prisoners here, but an exception had been
made in respect to Panteleyev because he was a highly skilled oil worker.

iHe began by telling the fascist b
dri ||l wells twice as quick as theyod
gade of Czeclgs it would beeasier for him to make himself understood with
Slavs, he told them. Thatdés what he

you know that among the prisoners our men had a reputation for being the
most intractable. And now here was a man really puttisdiéart into work
for the Germans. He started boring, andabtually did reachoil in a very
short time. You can guess that the prisoners from other countries began giving
him some rather queer looBshow were they to understand it? Was it possi-
ble that there were fascist lackeys among the Russians too? And to cap it all,
the Germansoticed him at once and began to favour him, treat him better.
But somehow the derrick Fyodor Panteleyev had constructed caught fire in
three days, and burned down so neatly that it blocked the well. Just that. In a
word, start the job all over again.

iThen the prisoners, the ones with
ferent looks. But he just went on working. And merry as you please, feeling
right at home. Laughing, singing songs. Got hold of an accordion somewhere
and played it. He wangled an easigime for his Czechs, too. So they started
the second derrick. Things went along so well they expected to reach oil any
moment. The Germans were deligliieithe man was a gold mine. The
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prisoners kept quiet and waitedsiee what would happen. And then news that
the autumn floods had somehow seeped through the dam right in that spot,
flooding the whole valley, sweeping everything away as clean as though it
had been licked up, so that even the Russian and his Czechs aadva n
escape. And again the Germans made much o l@ah, ach, wie schade,
pfui, such a misfortune! He must have been a slick smmehow or other he
managed to fix everything so that with all their suspicions, all their network
of spies, the Germans never saw through him. They thought he was an effi-
cient fellow, a master at his job. He had the right of entry into all the barracks
in order to choose men for his brigade. Yes, they even wrote him a pass them-
selves.

fAiThis was when our Panteleyev really began to work. Some of the pris-
oners had already got an inkling of what he was up to and were ready to meet
him halfway. But he had the eye of a
ure, sound the doubtful ones, see tigio the traitors and avoid them. And
little by little he got together an organization. Just thirikere in the prison-
ersd barracks, behind electrified ba
own man in every barrack. How he managed to come to anstacieéing with
them beats me. They say he knew no language but Russian. But they wrote
leaflets in all languagés6é h aonnd | edardad and lsadd them on. And
little by little he and his friends began preparing for an uprising That 0 s
rightd an uprising.

AiThereds some kind of chemical sub:
a whole barrel of liquid to boiling. Well, that Soviet lad was like that. They
say he was a jolly fellow, | odk ed ascs

always ready to dance and giand gri® but under it all he must have had
the brain of a statesman. He realized that an uprising without the Poles, with-
out support from the local people, would come to nothing. And so he began
feeling out the Polish workers. But they were suspidoafaid of provoca-
teurs. And for that matter, what chance had he to get in touch with them, with
all that electrified barbed wire and sentries posted on towers with machine
guns?

ABut the prisoners were getting i mj
leaflets, tald it had raised their hopes, set their brains working, stiffened up
their will. Their selfrespect had awakened. And they were living a hedl of
life. Panteleyev began to be afraid there might be some spontaneous uprising,
they might fling themselves against all the tomgoys and barbed wire. So
he decided to takine bull by the horrt do or die.

ASuddenl yd sétme quieer kind ofiillheks. He reckoned on the
Germans regarding him as a man they needed badly. There Waspiial in
the camp; the only medical service was rendered by a mamuudtbetter
than an assistant vet. Theydd be sur
t hought. And thatés just what happen
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With a guard, of course. But what did that matter?

fiLater on Panteleyev was asked how he had found out there was a re-
sistance organization beyond the wires, and why he had decided to contact it?
6The Poles are a proud people, 6 he
treated. It was impossible thattheylmdt or gani zed. 6 Hi s i
they heard there was a Russian prisoner in the hospital, the organization would
certainly try to contact the camp through him. And again it came off just as he
had foreseen. One of the doctors in the hospital wasnaber of the organi-
zation. She told her group leader that there was a Russian prisoner in the hos-
pital, he passed it on to Marysia, she to Andrei, who sent the word back: sound
him out.

Awel |l , Panteleyevds illness dragge
groups kept circling round each other, sniffing warily, and found they had the
same aims. So they began to talk openly, and agreed to joint action on the
morning of the fifteenth of Julwyhen the prisners would be taken from the
barracks to the bathhouse and would meet the column of Polish workers being
marched to work under guard.

AThe conspirators planned ®howal | 0
theyéd have weapons ready, how the t
were to be put out of ordedipnaviomw t he
everything. And in all these takneither conspirator revealed anything about
himself. Panteleyev pretended to have been sent by some imaginary Czech
Communist, and as for Pantyukhin, he remained in the backgiduadgust
wa s n 6t it was ehe ainderground organization working. Thusythe
brought the two ends of their respective organizations into contact, neither of
them suspecting that at the head of the other organization stood ac&viet
zen like himself.

iAfter this Panteleyev recovered a
drill wells and prepare the uprising. And Pantyukhin, tenlledhis Polish
friends, got onto his feet at tlsametime. The bone of his leg had kihd
the splints were off; true, his arm was still bandaged, but he could walk with-
out crutches, using only a stick. When his strength first came back, he wanted
to go meet the Soviet Army. By thine, too, there was a love affair begin-
ning between him and tharnkitwasjuga Pann
passing romance, an affair of the moment. No, it was the real thing, born of
the common struggle. She had decided to go with him; she knew that a Polish
army was being organized in our country, and she wanted, as she says, to get
throught o her troops. But they didndét g
thing he had started here, and he f e
was finished. You can see that. How could he, when he had roused the people
and formed a strong organizatidHow could he leave it? So he stayed on in
the forest, in a leato among the rocks, where nobody knew of him, nobody
ever saw him, and went on directing everything through Panna Marysia.
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AiThen something el se happened. ol d
father, and several Polish workers and engineers were arrested for participat-
ing in the resistance. They were threatened with the Birkenau ovens. They
were good mei folks thought a lot of thm, and the whole organization was
sending messages through the group leaders that they had to be saved. Pantyu-
khin began to be afraid of a spontaneous uprising, without proper preparation,
and that would ruin everything.

AThen came the fifteenth of ®duly. \
like men boring a tunnel from opposite sides of a mountain, everything reck-
oned to a hair so that though they <c
spot designated. And it shed what the ability to organize candthe great-
est force on earth, and one especially characteristic of us Soviet people.

AiWhen the two columns met at the ti
with such a sudden, concerted attadome with cobblestones, others with
grenaded that they killed twelve Germans, with only one of their own
wounded. That was Panna Marysia. And tbely managed to hurt her be-
cause when she suddenly saw the German who had flogged her father, all
orders flew out of her head and shehadsstraight at him. In a word, twelve
to one! Yes, that was the proportionThen the columns joined forces and
mack a dash for the wood pile where weapons were hidden, armed themselves,
locked the offices, released the prisoners, burned down the police barracks
and the empty military barraakghe soldiers had run away without even hav-
ing time to telephone the neighlvig villages for help burned the oil tanks
and the refinery, and then maoké to the mountains, taking food and ammu-
nition with them.

AiThere was a rat htere fupmiysiimg. demhd
been working with Panteleyev at the boridgsicked daredevils, ready for
anything well, they got hold of the German manager of the works, dragged
him to the flogging machine, threw him down on the table and set the thing
gong, but, perhaps because they didnot
set the number of strokes, so the machine went on working until! the steel rods
had turned Herr Chef into a beefsteak. Yes, a bloody bakfs@r rather
mincedpork.

AWel |, t hat djastawonordetaih pWoat madtered was that
everything went so slick that when German reinforcements arrived from a
neighbouring garrison there was nobody to fight. The insurgents had disap-
peared without a trace. They were awayhe mountains. The only thing left
for the punitive detachment to do was put out the firéke storehouses and
clear the railway tracks of ammunition trains that had x@nn up.

ilt was then that AnRhntedeyevnBtdonthey u k hi
first time, there in the mountains. Panna Marysia told me that when they
learned they were fellow countrymentbom theocal folks had given Polish
names, and that they had been carefully misleading each other about their
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identity while working underground, they laughed till they could only roll
helplessly on the grass in the forest glade. From that time on they were firm
friends and for over a year, till the Soviet Army came, they operated very
effectively here in the modains with their international column, with the
Young Communist League member Fyodor Panteleyev as commander, and
the Communist Andrei Pantyukhin as commissar, or, as he modestly called
himself in the local style, officer in charge of education.

iYou want t o Kk ndthatidh)ibyau cantcalld brénd?e nd e d
Li stentelayaud 1 61 |

AWhen our wunits atheCampahiah odhiltahde s e p
there was heavy fighting at the Dukla Pass, one of our cavalry brigades stum-
bled on an enemy ambush and found itself in a tight spot. They dismounted
and began fighting on foot. Sudderiey heard firing somewhere in the en-
emy rear. The general and his chief of staff stared at each other in bewilder-
ment. Where could help be coming from? Nothing like this had been included
in the plan of battle. But the firing kept getting louder. Thensudd vy a 06 hu
rahdéd burst from somewhe Whatanearth?l®er ot h
forces must have got round there, then? The general ordered the artillery to
give the Germans all they haahd his men to mount and attack. After this
pounding from both sides, the Germans just caved in. When the fighting was
over, armed men in civilian clothes came out of the forest. Marched up to the
general and reported themselves according to regulaéiohs: e ut enant A
Pantyukhin, and Sergeant Major Fyodor fe@yev, reporting for service with
an international column of 250 men, 20 machine guns and 10 mortars of Ger-

man make. 6

AfAnd thatoés all . Yes, thatodés all,
The major jumped up, poured himself a glass of wine and, raising it, said
solemnly:

ATo the man who cannot be brd&ken, ¢
He drained the large glassful at a draught and smiled with all his wrinkles
radiating in merry |ines from his ro
AANy questions?o0
iwhat about the romance? How did t|
Marysia end?0 we asked.
il knew youdd ask Otshastt.i |1lt gdoid dhngd to ne
still going on. Ofcourse it's rather complicated. They're very different. Dif-
ferent upbringing, different views, a different approach to life. In these parts
Pan Andrei Tyukhin was famed as a hero of heroes, worthy of honour, glory,
and a good rest. Anyhow, that was whatnRa Marysia thought. She's a
good, brave girl, and she learned a lot in the underground organization, but all
her upbringing led her to think that way. Well, and our Andrei was just an
ordinary Soviet fellow, in no way a hero from his point of view. Hakt |
fought the best he could. It's true that when H.Q. heard of his mishap and his
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exploits, he was offered a furl ough,
andhis column broke out of encirclemeitie applied for frontline service,
only not as navigator, but with paratroops, since he'd learned pdigisang.
So he was sent there. He loved the girl, but there was no moving him.

They parted coldly, almost with hostility. He was an inflexible feléow
woul dnot l'isten to any wonhng.Well, t al k,
Marysia couldn6ét wunderstand him at f
and been given a furlough could be so anxious to leave his sweetheart and go
off to fight. She wasurtand even insulted. But later she camenderstand.

One day shecametothé¢ was already billeted he
neer, ® she says, o6l want to be worth
drei, until my country is free.d And

got in touch wih the Polish headquarters and applied to fly to the Polish par-
tisans beyond the Vistula as a radi:
about weapons, studying codes and Mo
The engineer fell silent, staring at thenddw where the thick blanket of
fog shut out everything.
AfiAnd thatdéds the story of the two S
they still refer to respectfully as Pan Tyukhinand Pan&ey e v . 0

191



A Compatriot

| wasdetainedby business that day at the partisagtitelstvq the poetic
Slovak namdor the rebel headquarters situated in the Town Hall, a building
in Hungarian Gothic style. It was late at night by the time | started for my
hotel. The dark, clean, narrow streets of BarBkstrica, a remarkably beau-
tiful mountain resort which the fortunes of war had turned into the centre of
the Slovak rebellion, were completely deserted at this hour. The hubbub of
voices, the chugging of motorcycles, the bustle of army cars, the esdir
less, romantic tumult which gave the town the rugged appearance of a biv-
ouac, had ebbed with the advent of darkness. Only the infrequent, rather too
lusty shouts of the rebel patrols and the sweet slow strains of violins and ac-
cordions filtering thragh the blackedut windows of little restaurants and
cafésbrokethe silence of the town, which seemed nitiely peaceful now.

The foreign, waning moon, which had risen very bright from behind the
undulating crests of the wooded mountains, wrapped the gabled roofs in a
transparent haze of cold, indifferent light. A damp, gusty wind, laden with the
rich odours of the mountain autamwhistled through the narrow winding
streets, as through the chimney of a samovar. It strewed the giaked
streets with the jagged gold of maple leaves, and sent overripe chestnuts clat-
tering down from the trees to the flagstone sidewalk, givingthieufeeling
that someone was throwing stones at you. On this clear, uneasy autumn night
everything seemed to emphasize the fact that you were in foreign parts, in an
alien city, torn away not only from your own land, but also from your own
army, your ownpeople, the people you were used to. In the daytime you
hardly felt it. The small insurgent island encircled by attacking German troops
led a very strenuous military life. Inspired by the successes of the @uyanc
Soviet Army, the valiant Slovak peogied rebelled against the occupationists
andwere now fighting furiously, beating batke German troops pressing
them on all sides.

This atmosphere of fierce, selfless struggle was similar to that in which
we lived during the war. But at night, when everything quietened down and
the rebel capital was sunk in peaceful slumber, entrusting its safety to the par-
tisan patrols, who decoratéukir rifles with lime leaves and spent their time
light-heartedly chatting with girls in dark side streets, then a feeling of loneli-
ness, a longing for your native land and dear ones overwhelmed you, crowding
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out all otherthoughts.

Whenever the patrols caught sight of a man in Soviet uniform they sprang
away from their girls and, grinning from ear to ear, presented arms with a
flourish. The infrequent passedny would lift their hats respectfully and wish
you a fAgood rdirag dutbrisklyNSzolarRedy Armagb( i L o n g
livetheRed Army! o). And four short, st oc
and hats and carrying hatchet canes (they had probably come down from the
mountains to report at the volunteer recruiting centre)pgibpvhen they met
me, a Soviet officer, put their arms round eatttecto chant endlessly:

fi S-tinaStalin, Sta lin!"

For a lorg time this beloved name echodtrough the streets of the
hushed town that cool night.

Suddenly someone called out from behind, not very loudly and in perfect
Russian:

AiComrade Major!o

| started. | was overjoyed to hear my native longue. Overjoyed, yet | did
not turn around. Who could it be? A Whiteguard esigould not use that
form of address. There were only a few Soviet officers here and | knew their
voices well. Then who could it possibly be?

The footsteps behind me rang out crisp and clear. There was no mistaking
that they were the footsteps of a military man.

Should I answer or not? The rebel capital, and such a carefree one at night,
no doubtteemed with German spies. This might be a trap. No, it was best to
wait, not to turn around or reply until | rel@ed a more peopled spot. | in-
creased my pace. The stranger kept up with me but did not overtake me.

iComrade Major, one minut e, pl ease,
and full of hope.

Surely a saboteur would not talk like that.

| stopped. Before me stood a stureilyilt man, rather less than average
height, wearinghe uniform of a Soviet Army senigergeantHowever, in-
stead of the Soviet star, two ribbons were crossed on his@aed ribbon
anda striped one, the colours of the Czechoslovak flag.

He was armed in an extremely picturesque manner. A German tommy
gun hung round his neck like a saxophone; a heavy parabellum in a hard
leather holster swung from his side, while suspended from his belt, which gir-
dled his tunic snugly and smartly, wereidalgrenades samovarsve called
them. The handle of a dagger protruded from his brightly polished boots.

Sometimes our partisans were armed in such a manner. But what would
a Soviet partisan be doing here, in the heart of the Carpathians, far from his
native land?

AiPermit me to address you, Comr ade
Army Konstantin Gorel kin, -aaturegiythe sent
passed his hand over his collection
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partisan... 0
He clasped my hand firmly in his ovemall, but very strong one.
AExcuse me for stopping you here i
two and a half years: | mgersAhenthsawne s i ¢
a countryman wearing oown uniform in thevelitelstvotoday, my heart be-
gan to beat fit to burst. | almost approached you then and there. Believe me, |
coudhardyr estrain myself. o
He was silent for a moment, clearhoved.
ABut | couldnét hold out, | watchec
think |1 6d better go away, say so and
By now | realized that he was most likely one of those Soviet persons
whom the war, mobilization, or captivity had cast adrift in foreign lands where
they were continuing the fight. Our Slovak friends told us with gratitude of
several such partisan detaatmts made up of Soviet war prisoners who gave
them a lot of help, fought fiercely, ably, and very staunchly.

This man's fine, honest face, his perfect Russian, and quick manner of
speaking, a manner common to my native Kalinin, provedhiatas cer-
tainly a compatriot. But in alien parts, especially in a rebel district, caution is
the law, so | coldly asked him who he was, where he lived, what he had been
doing before the war, how he had landed in these parts, and what he wanted
of me. He relied without the least sign of hesitation:

ABefore | joined thadajolaas assgistahtfoteinane d i
at theProletarkaweaving mill. | lived on the factorgrounds, in Barrack No.
70, on the third floor, in thglagolchik o

Aiwhat did the workers call your bar
my joy, because here, in a foreign town, | had, it seemed, not only met a com-
patriot but a man f r onglagoihikh®@himeast own .
what the Kalinin textile workefs and they along called the little side halls
of their dormitories, and no spy, no matter how well trained, could possibly
have learned or memorized so specific a term.

i Our barr ack O6blesansweeed, h ldtld supdsedr i s ,

AWho was Gor ok hdkvn?o wvho uN i nkuosl ta i h aGroer o k

iHe was di r ehardvdactorp Vocatiohat Scivol.d went to
thats chool , and graduated from it,d he
Party card, look

Now | could let myself go, stop being secretive and burst out laughing.
Beyond doubt, he was the person he claimeletd hadgrown up on the
groundsof the Proletarka mill andkneweverynook andcrannythere.From
his Party card, a quetroking Party card only the first page of which was
preserved, pasted in a hard leather cover, the same face, only a very young
and round one, gazed up at me. Even the signature of the district committee
secretary was familiao me.

To think under what unlikely circumstances one may meet a person from
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homein war!

In this foreign, deserted street we embraced, two men from Kalinin, two
Soviet people, blown here by diverse winds of war. He suggested having sup-
per together. Without more ado we entered a quaint little restaurant, the
iGol den Ram, 0 wleofatbtoundnfirn.eVy jpuendlistic dixth st vy
sense told me that this fellow from tReoletarkahad an unusual story to tell.

As for him, after knocking about so long he had met a person dnsn
thered from his very home town ifact, and he avidly drank tthe sounds of
his native tongue armd mead fbwrning to

The people in the little restaurant consisted mostly otaoned partisans
in civilian clothes with tricoloured ribbons in their hats and rifles leaning
against their tables; insurgents in dashing uniforms, only recently so despised,
now again respecteghd loved by the people; the girls accompanying these
men,, some in military uniform and some in native costume. When they saw
two men in Soviet uniform enter, they all jumped up and shouted toasts, scan-
ning the worddfsR d&dR®da A mly Rusicianstsprang m
down from their platform, formed a semicircle round the alcove where we had
installed ourselves and struck Katyusha and everybody present began to
sing this song of ours in Russian, distorting the words unmercifully.

fiwhat a welcome they gave us! o | sa
down at our table.

fiYou think they are the only ones? Or only here? It's like this everywhere,
in all countries. Tdiaeouarmméis onBeestbodAr my
everywheré no need to translate. A magic wand. It feeds us, shelters us,
hides us, saves us frompursiiv er y wher e. 0

ASo youdbve been on other countries

He merely whistled and waved his hand, as if he had been asked some-
thing that wentvithout saying.

Al 6ve been knockyearg Yoa laeewas ided tmw sick v e r
I am of it all. At times | get so homesick | feel like divioff a cliff. The
people are fine. The countriesid ut t hereds none can
own Soviet Land!o

He drained a litranug of beer in one gulp and asked me if | had any
Russian cigarettes. He was sorry to hear | had not. All of a sudden he pushed
his thick, dark chestnut hair off his forehead, revealing blue radialtbeaes

fiSee?. .. Wounded in August 1941, n
but luckily didndét touch the brain.
| came to there were none of our men left at my observatiod pagas an
artillery observer. Germans alound.Hande hoch They took me. Those
who were badly wounded they just finished off, but they took me along. |
could walk. They formed us into a transportation column and drove us west.
Leg power. And from that day o@a | 6V
you time to spare? An hour or two,
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countrymen all |l 6ve lived through, e
Will you I|isten? Hey, there, comrade
And here, in this little restaurant, accompanied by the strains of an or-

chestra playing slow, melodious but foreign songs, Gorédkihme his story,

the remarkable story of a Soviet soldier who was taken prisoner and carried
off to distant parts, but who even there, thousands of kilometres away from
his army, did not consider himself vanquished, did not lay down arms or cease
fighting.

| will omit from his tale wellknown details about how the fascists treated
war prisoners, how the columns of pedestrians petered out as hundreds, thou-
sands, tens of thousandssiafk, wounded, and exhausted were shot down or
clubbed to death by the guards: about the horrors in the camps where every
effort was made to turn men into beasts, into famished work horses, unthink-
ing, weakwilled, ready to perfan any job dumbly and submissively. | shall
give you only the mainpoints of his tale, for otherwise this would have to be
a novel, and not a story.

Gorelkin managed to survive, to withstand all the hardships of captivity,
and to preserve his energy and will power.

The prisoners were sorted at a camp eoBtok. The group to which
Gorelkin was assigned was put in a boxcar and taken south through Poland,
Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia. One of the prisoners in the car was a teacher
of geography who spoke Germanealbly well. The old Austrian guard, a
veteran' of the last war who secretly hated Hitler, accidently let it be known
that the prisonergiere being transported to Greece to work on construction
jobs in the port of Salonica which the Germans were then fodifdapting
it to their military needs.

The woeful train with machine guns mounted on platforms and a carful
of armed guards slowlmade its way across Europe. It was strictly guarded.
Whenever it stopped, tommy gunners surrounded it. To attempt escape under
such conditions meant certaleath, and yet at every long stop, prisotrwées
to escape. They jumped to their death straight onto the barrels of tommy guns.
It is unlikely that any of them seriously hoped to get away. Attempting escape
was simply one way of committing suicide. These tormented people preferred
death to slavery.

Gorelkin and his friends did not want to die. He had become particularly
attached to three of the men in the car: Vasil Kopyto, a miner from the Donbas;
Semyon Agafonov, an electrician who used to work ayazBn power sta-
tion; and Vladimir Tkachenko, a Moscow schoolteacheryTiented to live
and to fight. They dreamed of escaping, tfuéscaping skilfully, safely, and
returning to the Army.

The plan for escape was drawn up by Vasil Kopyto, a man remarkable for
his inexhaustible cheer and enormous physical strength. It was a very simple
plan. One slushy rainy night, as the train crawled along over the mountains of
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Greece, its wheels scraping and brakes grinding round the curves, the friends
pulled up some of the floor boards in their car. Glancing through the breach,
they saw the white stones between the ties merging into a single pale ribbon.
Then the men slowly lwered themselves; when the toafktheir shoes

touched the ground they let go and dropped face downward. Bearing the pain

of the knocks, they lay in the roadbed until the train had rumbled past over
them. A drizzling rain fell interminably through the fedhich clung to the

bare grey rocks. |t was so dark you
length. Of the seven who took the jump, three were cut to pieces by the wheels.

But who prized the life of a prisoner, of a slave?

When the roar of the train had died away in the gorges Gor&l&jpyto,

Agafonov and Tkachenko, who had escaped with a few bruises, carried the
remains of the dead the bushes and then struck northwards along the first
mountain path. At first they decided to take the shortest route from Greece
through the Italiaroccupied regions of Albania to Yugoslavia, the news of
whose heroic struggle had penetrated even the thavive of concentration
camps.

Where did they get food? How did they manage to make themselves un-
derstood in foreign, distant Greece?

A broad smite spr gaandd face and twa@ows efl ki n
splendid white teeth seemed to light it up making him look younger, more
distinguished and intellectual.

il told you, Comrade Major. Our pa
understands that everywhere, believe it or not. We would sneak up to a village
and knock at the first house and wait. An angry foreign fellow would come
out onto the dowmwrasittep,0 waduwltdem§t heviea
saying: Italiano! Italiano! Meanir@there are lots of your kind prowling
about here and the Italians wil!/ han
finger at our chests and s ayistoneRed /
would change. The fellow would look around him, pull us into the hall, feed
us, and give us dfuto take along; and sometimes, if things were quiet in the
village, no occupationists around, he'd even let us stay overnight. It was the
same everywhereal Dmgt &8s how we got

While still in the train they had agreed among themselves to keep to a
straight road through the Balkans, Central Europe, Poland, and the Ukraine
unt il they reached the Soviet Ar my.
But the road home for these foBoviet soldiers turned out to be neither so
short nor so easy.

Following mountain paths through sparsely populated regions in Albania,
they almost reached the shores of Lake Scutari. They could already see it from
the mountains, an enormous mirror sparkling on the horizon with wisps of
mist floating above it. But suddly their way was barred by a huge herd of
cattleonthe road.
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Later they discovered that the Italians were driving the cattle confiscated
from mountaineers to the port of Durazzo, from where they were to be shipped
to Germany. A group of dagkinned, barefooted women were running after
the grey, straighhorned Albaian oxen and the skinny, dusty, selopking
cows, piteously lowing with hunger anditae. The women were weeping
and wailingandwould not leave the herd. Italian soldiers, swarthy fellows in
shorts and tasselled trench caps, lashed the women acovtkeéndiscrimi-
nately with their whips. There were not many of these guards. They felt quite
safe, however, and they straggled along behind the herd, smoking and making
frequent trips to the wagon carrying a big caigmtered barrel of wine. And
it was hee that the event which altered and greatly lengthened the road of the
four Soviet soldiers took place.

They had hidden in the wayside bushes to wait there quietly until the cat-
tle passed. But the way the Italians treated these thin, wizened, barefoot Al-
banian peasant women enraged them so that they attacked the guards (by this
time they had already obtainadms for themselves) . They shot down three
men on the spot. The rest fled to the hills without even trying to put up a fight.

Then Kopyto, who was the #fAforeign
maintained connections with the local population, made a speech to the
women. He told them in the purest Russian that they could take their cattle,
delivered from the hands of fascismthese glorious troops. But the women
who had been frightened by the shooting and could not make/hat had
happened, lay there in the dusty grass, protecting their heads with their arms.
Realizing that the women did not understand him, Kopyto tookck aihd
began to chase the cattle off the road, certain that the animals would find their
own way home. The herd broke up and, sensing what was wanted of them, the
oxen and cows turned back, lazily nibbling the grass as they went.

Just then tall, strongipuilt men in picturesque dress and carrying ancient
muzzleloaders suddenly appeared on the road. They were Albanian partisans
who were out to recapture the herd. When they saw that their work had already
been done for them they dn to shake the hands of the valiant foreigners,
and when they | earned, through the s
they were dealing with, they were deeply moved and carried their friends off
to the mountains with them, to the stone fortiests sattered among the
cliffs where this impoverished, hawdorking, courageous people dwelt.

An incessant and fierce struggle was in progress in Albania, which the
Axis countries had long ago put down on their lists as vanquished. Without
ever meaning to, the four Soviet soldiers joined this struggle, and, interrupting
their journey home, set abicelpingthe mountaineers lend their detachments
the organization of military units. Somehow it came about of itself that they
began to lead the sallies against Italian transports; they helped organize the
l ongshoremanédés hunger zosandrthe kamoud raid t h e
against Tirana.
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They did not know the language. But in war a man is not judged by his
words. Soon they had many friends in this little country. Tiemselves
came to love these recklessly bralrelplessly unorganized people, and em-
braced their cause. But the radio brought them echoes gf¢hthattles be-
ing fought on their native soil. Their homeland imperiously called them. So
one day they resolutely bid the Albanian partisans fareWedlir new friends
equipped them with everything they might need on their diffjourney and
saw them to the frontiers of Greece.

This time, after a long discussion, they decided to make their way to Bul-
garia. While this would lengthen their journey in distance, the fugitives hoped
to curtail it considerably in time. Their plan was to get to Bulgaria, surrender
to the frontier guardde interned, and then to demand through the consulate
that they be sent home. Naive dreams! Gorelkin himself could not restrain a
smile as he rememberdtem. Europe, imprisoned by Hitler, seethed and bub-
bled like an icebound river straining to breakbitgds in spring. In Bulgaria,
which they expected to find a peaceful country far away from all the fronts, a
struggl® even fiercer than the one in Albadiavas in progress. And again
the energy of the four Soviet soldiers would not let them pass by irtiffe

One day they came across a partisan detachment besieging the fascist gar-
rison at a small station. They helped the partisans rout the fascists. The
fighting experience of the Soviet soldiers stood the Bulgarian comrades in
good stead, w h itrddidonat love forBtheRugsianm peeple s 6
quickly advanced the four friends to high positions among the partisans.

Before long Konstantin Gorelkin was already in command of a large par-
tisan uni® the Christo Botev group. His three friends foughtis group and
earned the respect of the partisans and the population. All summer and almost
all winter the group, which later expanded into a detachment, fought with suc-
cess in the mountains of the Planinas. The fame of the four brave Russians
spread faand wide over the hills and valleys of Bulgaria. This detachment
gave the Germans plenty of trouble. @adian young peoplealled up to the
fascist army ran away and joined the detachment. Finally, at the insistence of
the German Ambassador in Sofia, the Bulgarian army command sent regular
troops into the mountains to destroy the renowned partisan detachment of
Communists.

Following the plan drawn up by German instructors, these units took up
positionsin the mountain passes, encircled the detachment in the mountains
and pushed it up into the snowy regions. This was a diabolical plan. Now the
partisans could not make a move without leaving tracks. The punitive units
followed these tracks, tightening thag all the time, blocking the mountain
passes and setting up barriers of fire in the forests and gorges.

Cut off from the villages, from food and ammunition bases, exhausted by
constant battles with an enemy vastly superior in humber and in arms, the
Christo Botev detachment fought back desperately, its numbers steadily
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dwindling in the unequal struggle. The partisans began to suffer from starva-
tion and scurvy, their teeth loosened and fell out, they became swollen with
mountain fever. There were many wounded, and many who were too weak to
walk. When on the march, aboutesthird of them had to be carried or pulled

on sleds.

Those who fell behind, lost their way or tried to hide in the forests till
danger was past were caught by local fascists and put to a horrible death. Liv-
ing people were nailed to wooden stretchers and carried from one mountain
village to another for exhibon in the market places, at churches and other
public places as a warning to the population. For weeks the heads of executed
partisans were publicly displayed on poles. Whenever they succeeded in
catching girl partisans alive, the fascists impaled them.

Konstantin Gorelkin knew what fate lay in store for anyone who dropped
behind. He knew that no mercy would be shown a single soul. Together with
his Russian friends, Bulgarian Communists and workers from tobacco facto-
ries, he maintained solidarity, disdipg and a fighting spirit in the detach-
ment. They fought their way northwest, pursued by the fascist units as a
wounded beast is pursued by the houn
of the detachment decided that it would fight its way into Yugteland join
t he P Amnptheeed s

That was an incredible march. Towards #mel people began coming
down with typhus. The sick men, delirious, their faces flushed and unshaven,
a wild glitter in their deesunkeneyes, staggered forward on unsteady legs,
supported by comrades who carried their weapons. But no sooner did a shot
ring out or was a command issued than these same people, who only a minute
ago had been raving about food, their families, the heat otitheer, would
come to themselves, seize their arms and repulse the enerky attac

And they accomplished the impossible. These people, exhausted, almost
weaponless, half of whom could hardly stand on their feet, pushed through all
the way to the Macedonian mountains. The Yugoslavian border was already
visible. Gorelkinlinedup alltheedt ac hment 6 s fi ghting f o
and made speech, the gist of which was the slogan of militant Communists:
better to die fighting than live on bended knee. He grouped his forces, placing
Communists at the head and assigning the most dangawstssto his three
friends.

The next morning, under cover of a fog, the detachment made a desperate
thrust. It swooped down into the valley from the mountains and pierced the
ring of pursuers by a frontal attack. By the time the sun lighted up the lead
grey mountain peaks the partisavere already across the Bulgarian frontier,
in Yugoslavian Macedonia. The most remarkable thabgut this break-
through was that this group of some hundred, utterly exhausted men who were
scarcely able to move, swollen with staiea, worn outby typhts and moun-
tain fever,managed to carry all of its wounded and all of its arms, without
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abandoning anything in threnow.

But here, mjht after they set foot on Yuoglav soil, the remnants of the
detachment andll four of the Russian soldiers almost perished.

While the men were sleeping the detachment was surrounded and at-
tacked by Italian frontier guards. The mortally weary and sick partisans were
not even thoroughly awake before the whole detachment was disarmed, in-
terned, and herded into an improvised prisoased in the huge building of a
plundered grain elevator.

It 'was so crowded in the main hall of this grain elevator, into which whole
trains could have been driven, that the people could not even lie down. Here
was an assemblage of peasants waiting for their fate to be d@ditkkdo-
nians, Serbs, Croats, who wesuspected of partisan activities and of helping
the Yugoslawk e opl eds Ar my.

A week later, somewhat rested and recovered, the friends began to con-
sider plans for escape. Again Vasil Kopyto assumed the funatibns i f or e i ¢
minister.o Cautiously, he tried to ¢
posal that they join forces in organizing an escéf®had taken a special
liking to the Serbs because of their Slav appearance and their language, which
was so like Russian. He decided that with them it would be easier to come to
an agreement. But he was mistaken. The peasants laugtiyaehis jokes,
shared their tobacco with him and once even treated him to some strong home
brew, a bottle of which someone had skilfully smuggled past all the guards,
but no sooner did he try to sound them out by talking about Yugoslav parti-
sans, or bytelling them about his misadventures in Bulgaria, than the men
shut up like clams.

To all questions concerning politics they pleaded ignorance. They knew
nothing about the partisans, and had no idea, they said, why they had been
seized and f | untglianbsnd o pri son by the

So the four friends and their Bulgarian comrades decided to organize an
escape alone. This time, too, the plan was proposed by Kopyto, whose fund
of invention was inexhaustible. One night he suddenly clutched at his stomach
and began to roll on the floorending the huge building with his frantic
screams.

The ltalian sentry, with a native curiosity, came into the storeroom with a
flashlight to see what the matter was. Vasil was rolling about and howling
zealously. Violent spasms convulsed his body. His screaming was so un-
earthly and yet so natural that eves friends became anxious. Perhaps some-
thing was reallywvrong with Vasil; perhaps he needed medical aid.

The sentry called in the other guard for advice. For a while both of them
stood at the door, their rifles cocked, peering into the-darkness whence the
piercing cries were coming. Then curiosity overcame caution. They pushed
through the crowd of prisoners to the spot whence the noise was coming, and
immediately they were attacked with stones. They fell without a murmur.
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Vasil Kopyto donned an Italian uniform, which made him look like a boy
who has grown out of his clothes. But that did not bother him. He took the
keys from the belt of one of the guards, went outside, and opened all the other
doors of the elevator. Attraed by the noise, the sentries of the outside patrol
entered therard, but they were too late. The mob had already broken out of
the prison and the sentries were strangled

The friends6 bol dredommehdasosnevaeitdrn a s t |
peasants from whom Aforeign minister
word, try as he might, proved to be no more nor less than wary soldiers of the
Peopl ebs Ar my. Having broken out of
Bulgarian comraés into the mountains of Macedonia. From there, over goat
trails across gorges, mountain streams, cliffs, through forests, snow and ice,
they led them to Bosnia, then the centre of partisan waifee again no
ore tried to detain the four Soviet soldiers. Tgatisars evenpromisedto
equip them for their journefdut finding themselves once again in the midst
of struggle, they could not remain outside of it. They joined one of the partisan
detachments, contributing to it their experienghjch was considerable by
now, and militaryskill.

Once morgheirtrip home was interrupte@nce more they began the life
of soldiers at théront in an alien land, under an alien sky, in alien mountains.

For about a yeathe four friends fought in one of the divisions of the
Peopl@ s Army of Yugosl avi a,thaimeoMasil r ank
Krypto, a miner byrofessiorandan expert at blasting, earned the reputation
of the best sapper in his regiment. No one coaldpete with him in planting
an explosive bomb in a railroad bed, or blowing up a bridge in the mountains,
al ways managing to reach the river u
nians called him Basil, the equivalent of Vasil in their language. ThaedRuss
giant was beloved by all, and the girl partisans cast admiring glances in his
direction.

Semyon Agafonov, the second fugitive, former electrician at a Ryazan
power station, organized a mobile mechanic shop for repairing capiuned
When the detachment was forced to retreat and the partisan region shifted with
it, the partisans moved this entire shop too, loading its disassembled machines,
equipment, spare parts, tools and properties on donkeys, and sometimes on
their ownbacks.

Konstantin Gorelkin, who had served in the Soviet Army before the war,
became assistant combat commander. When there were lulls in the fighting he
taught the Macedonian mountain herders and Serbian ploughmen the compli-
cated art of modern warfare.
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In the intervals between engagements, during mountain bivouacs, the
Moscow schoolteacher Tkachenko lectured to the officers of the division on
Marxism-Leninism, and on thelistory of the Communist Party of the Soviet
Union (Bolsheviks). These people, exhausted by endless marches and war-
fare, devoted their brief amatecious minutes of rest these lectures. There
was never any lack of listeners.

The four Russians traversed a difficult and glorious road with the soldiers
of theP e o pArmybEsyery new engagement earned them the deeper respect
of their friends. In one fierce batt
circlement, Semyon Agafonov was killed.

On battle days, Agafonov had always left his repair shop to turn machine
gunner. In this particular engagement he and his assistant, Blazho Popovich,
a Serb, were stationed on a mountain pass with orders from Gorelkin to cover
t he det ach me nandidsscentin® th&valley. Agafandv fulfilled
this assignment well and he and his comrade could have managed to get away.
However, the retreating partisans were carrying their wounded with them, and
this held up the col umnnénsytorthe ground Ag ¢
with his machinegun fire, preventing the Chetniks from getting across the
pass. He went on firing until enemy scouts crept up from behind and fell upon
him and his comrade. Then with a grenade he blew up himsetfoimsade,
the machine gun, and the enemies who were pressing them.

The partisans down below saw the whole episode on the cliff. It shocked
them profoundly, and although there was only a handful of them, they coun-
terattacked and got back the bodies of the heroes. The Ryazan boy was sol-
emnly buried beside the Serb from Vadina on a grey mountain top in Bos-
nia.

Every peasant from the surrounding villages brought as bigksaohe
could carry to the grave, in fulfilment of a decision passed at their village
meetings. A hill of stone rose up on the partisan grave. In the Bosnian villages
the foreign name Semyon was written down in many a family Bible.

But although the lives of the three surviving Russians were filled with
intense struggle, the thought of getting home, of returning to the Soviet Army,
from which four countries and over two thousand kilometres then divided
them, never left their minds. e, in those days the distance was beginning
to diminish. The SovieArmy had launched its offensive and was moving in
their direction.

In December, having obtained the permissidpartisan headquarters,
the three Russians set out on their long journey, after taking leave of their
many Yugoslav friends, who were ke Soviet people in their valour and
staunchnessheir adamantine will to win, and their Slav straightforwardness;
on leaving Yugoslavia they solemnly promised one another to move straight
ahead, not to get involved in the struggle of other peoples, to pay no attention
to anything. The Soviet Army wagheancing, and deep dowin his heart,
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each one of them was afraid it would finish the struggle without him.

They passed through the northwestern part of Yugoslavia, crossed Aus-
tria, and cut across the edge of Hungary without meeting with any unusual
adventures. But here, not far from the Czechoslovak border, while fording a
river one night, they encountered adwar patrol. Vasil Kopyto was wounded
in the leg in the skirmish. Gorelkin carried him to the forest on his back. They
lived in this forest for about a month, existing on berries, fish caught in a
stream, fruit gathered by night from the trees lining tals, and unripe corn
which served as bread.

When Vasil's wound healed they crossed the Czechoslovak border.

Once more they found themselves in a Slav country where their language
was easily understood, where not only the magic, now international, words
iRed Ar myo butthelr Boviet vitzenship $eevedttheno ds a
reliablepass and opened up the hardest hearts. Whaid have crossed this
country quickly if anunforeseen event had not held them up on the way.

The mountain village where they were spending the night had not sup-
plied the contingent specified by Tiso's Slovak puppet governmiente-
cruits had reported at the mobilization centres. The Slovaks did not want to
fight for the Germans. A punitive detachment arrived in the vidamack-
loads of gendarmes made up of German colonists. They broke into the peas-
ant s6 homes, saks dith thée hedt thiegdey dodiddindr All
themen without discrimination were arrested and herded into a baihoda
days the fascist puppets in Bratislava were feeling nervous because of the So-
viet offensive. They wanted to prove that they were a strong government. And
so they meted out punishment on the square opposite the church: the arrested
menwere publicly flogged.

Slovak peasants, like all mountaineers, apgcaud and quickempered
people. They took up their picks, scythes and pitchforks, andstheie p h er d s ¢
hatchet staff8 a formidable weapon in skilled hands. And here the battle ex-
perience of the three Russians who were spendingighe in one of the
houses and happenedieon the scene of combat, came in very usdfé
friends could not restrain themselves. They broke their word, joined in the
fight, then took the lead and helped the peasants attack dargees. The
punitive detachment was almost annihilated. The peasants flung the enemy
dead over the cliffs into a mountain river. Fearing retaliation, half the village
took to the hills. But it is fatal for a large number of people to stay in the forest
doing nothing at all, just waiting for raids and vengeance. The three Russians
felt they had no right to abandon these fine, courageous, and absolutely inex-
perienced Slovak peasants to their fate. They formed them into a partisan de-
tachment, one of the marlyen operating all over foresbvered, mountain-
ous Czechoslovakia.

Again the friends joined the struggle, the struggle on alien land, against
the same enemy their own army was fighting thousands of kilometres away.
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Just as a snowball rolling down a mountain top during a thaw gathers layers
of wet snow, growing in size until it becomes a destructive avalanche, so did
their detachment increase in size and strength as it moved fighting through the
mountainous regions d¢fie country. There were many people roaming about
Europethen, people who had escaped frbard labour, from concentration
camps or prison camps. Gorelkin admitted the best of them into his detach-
ment, which was gradually becoming an international grobupddition to
Czechs and Slovaks, it included Frenchmen, Belgians, Serbs, and Dutch. It
was joined by Magyar and Rumanian deserters, who refused to fight for fas-
cism. There was even a Negro i& Bid Brown, a googhatured giant who

was incharge ofthetlieac hment 6 s f ood supplies.

Konstantin Gorelkin introduced stern discipline in the detachment, setting
up a partisan court which strictly punished those who violated discipline. With
his own hand, in the presence of all his men, he shot several persons who had
fastened themselves upthe detachment in the hope of an easy life and with
a taste for easy pickings. When they were not fighting, the detachment drilled,
practised shooting, trench digging and camouflage. Even political education
was conducted in the detachment, and Tkach@niedks, in Russian arid
German, reached his polyglot listeners sometimes through two and even three
interpreters.

Soon the fame of this detachment spread to the mines in the mountains
where the Germans were then trying to start the productioorodnd copper.

The detachment was named after the Red Army. It attacked German trains,
organized explosions in the shafts, disrupted the work of the mines.

In the summer of 1944 Vasil Kopyto, Czechoslovak partisan and Donbas
miner, soldier of the Soviet Army, was Killed.

The part idtheykad mddéridnds inalsthe rmed had re-
ported to headquarters that the Germans were bringing in new equipment, a
whole plant which they had dismantled somewhere in Belgium. Those were
the days when the fascists were trying their hardest to increase steel produc-
tion. Kopyto decided ttake charge of blowing up the train himself. He chose
a spot in the mountains where the railway made a sharp curve above an abyss.
Accompanied by two Belgians, who had a vital interest in this deamoéact,
and armed with heavy explosive bombs which Czech Communist miners had
made for them, Vasil Kopyto stole up to the railway curve. But the road was
strongly guarded on that day. Small armoured cars rode up and down the line.
A sentry was on guarat the spot chosen for the explosion. Their plan was in
danger of falling through. Leaving the Belgians on the other side of the gorge,
Kopyto slung the sack of bombs over his shoulder, crossed the gorge alone,
andscaled an almost perpendicular cliff &ach the railway.

As luck would have it, the sentry kept pacing back and forth only a few
steps away. Vasil could not manage to find a moment to plant the bomb under
the rails imperceptibly The train could already be heard, whistling as it
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descended the hill. The rails humme
whistles, heavy puffing, and the grinding of its wheels on the rails echoed
loudly in the gorge. The pointed nose of the locomotive came into sight,
rounding the curve.

Wh a't Kopytobs thoughts were during
only be guessed. Before the sentryéos
of the slope and sprinted forward. The Belgian partisans on the other side of
the gorge could not make ouhat he was doing. All they saw was a tall figure
rushing at the locomotiv8hen a thunderous roar shook the mountains. The
next instant they saw the locomotive and cars turn slowly over in the air and
plunge down into the abyss, looking ligdorn stringof sausages.

Konstantin Gorelkin and Vladimir Tkachenko went on with the fight. At
times their detachment numbered several hundred men. As soon as word of
the Slovak rebellion spredaldrough the mountains and the partisan receiving
set got the BanskBystrica radio appeal to the people to take up arms, the
iRed Army Detachmento made a | ong an;
arrived in the region of the rebellion, and attacking straight from the march,
captured an important railway junction frahe Germans..

AAnd now we are fighting not far f
never got home, you see. Got mixed uj
keep our word. o Gorelkin heaved a si
beer.

Suddenly | remembered the stories | had been told about a partisan regi-
ment led by a famous commander named Gorelko, ddgghdary, interna-
tional detachment which had come to the help of the rebels, no one seemed to
know where from.

AwWait a minute, then Gorelko is...

AiMe. Thatodés right, o he said simply.
nie mountains they gave |ngvetgethdmen a me
at this rate. Today | talked to the lieuteranb | onel , 0 he ment i «
of the Soviet liaison officer at the partisaalitelstvo A Asked per mi s
set out to join mv owrmrmy. He wo nsaysliminete dmel, her e.
true; the people here are fine. The
mountains of theirs.figmlty prloperhagv grmr
ished his beer and smiled dreamily, thinking about something far removed
fromhispresent ur bul ent duti es.t d&G,0 ghhuUdr e

And he began to ask questions about the life of our country, about the
Soviet Army, about our home town, about the Volga, in the waters of which
we had both fished for gudgeons as children, about the Tvertsahose
clean beaches we had sunned ourselves on holidays.

We talked till midnight. Engrossed in our reminiscences, we had not no-
ticed that the ca&fwas already empty. The waiter had cleared all the other
tables, set the chairs against them, and was standing to one side leaning against
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the wall and politely covering his yawns.

ifiSo they went and burned down the
executive committee used to be? The swine! Such a p&atele Gaitready
restoring it? You dondét say! Ge-and p
liefs? | used to attend the plenumdtef City Soviet there and | used to admire
those baseliefs. Restoring them too? From old drawinygRat about the
theatre? Nothing at all left, not a trace? Taam.| remember how we all
lugged bricks for the theatre when they were buildigait subbotniksBut
you wait, weobll give it to them for

Slightly tipsy from the beer, he rocked back and forth and pounded on the
table with his fist.

Meanwhile it was getting very late. The waiter, evidently tired of stand-
ing, had sat down in an armchair and dozed off, forgetting all the rules of
restaurant etiquette. Obviously it was time to leave.

AiHow about the bridge acrosEet he
bridge, too! What a bridge that wiasike a piece of lace. Been restored al-
ready? The very first year? Well , th
tell you something, |l 6ve been around
ferent places, and let ntell you: nobody knows how to work like we do! |
mean it.o

He smiled. The wrinkles in his tired, strong face, etched in by alien winds,
smoothed out. And once more he looked like the rezivekbked, cleagyed
boy of the photograph on his Party card.

Aiwhere did you get one of our new

ilt was made here. It6s easier to
easier in my mind, like | was serving in the Red Army. After all, | have the
right. Commissions are granted for |

AiBut why do you wear a sergeanto6s |
whole regiment. o

i What the government gave me, t ha
wrong? Senior Sergeant of the Red Ar
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Nikolai Kharitonov, Sapper

The thirdturbine was being commissioned at the Kegum Power Plant on
the broad Daugava, which flows majestically through Latvian forests and
fields, between low grassy banks. For this small, young Soviet republic, the
completion of a job of this size was a real Hali. Towns and villages had
sent delegations. The most outstanding people of the republic were present.
The great moment was at hand. The Latvian chief engineer, a taliplamngd
man with flaxen hair and a shrewd, roughhewn peasant face laid his hand on
the lever to switch the current from the new turbine into the grid network. The
silence in the huge, sunny room was broken only by the hum of machinery
and the ticking of the clock on the wall. At that moment my eye was suddenly
attracted by a simple face, full of concern, that seemed somehow familiar.

A rather short man in army breeches and tunic (minus the shoulder straps)
and wellpolishedboots, was standing at a little distance from the guests and
officials, and either mechanically, or to conceal his exciterdewas pol-
ishing the already shining surface of the new machine.

Surely | had seen that face somewhere béfahg, angular, neither
handsome nor ordinary, furrowed with deep lines. And the hands were even
more familiar than the faéenot very large, but broad and strong, with short,
flexible finger® the skilful, sure hands of a worker, even now, in the moment
of achievement, moving restlessly over the gleaming metal casing.

Where could | have met him?

Among the other ribbons on his tunic | samo representing Orders of
Glory. So he had been in the army. The black and emetadygberg ribbon
showed that he had fought in these parts, on the Baltic front, and before that
on the Kalinin front. That must be where | had met him. But when, where?
Five yeardhad passed since then.

The narrow grey eyes peering out from under bushy brows were sharp
and sagaciougind those eyes, with their keen alertnegste equally famil-
iar.

Quietly | asked one of the construction workers who he was. The man
looked at me irsurprise

AiDondt you know? Thatds Nikol ai Kh
parts, one of the best brigade | eade

Nikolai Kharitonov! Immediately | was back in that grim summer of
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1942. Pouring rain kept all the machines clamped to the roads. The difficult
drive against Rzhev. Hard fighting in the military settlement on the outskirts
in the massive stone houses which the Germans had turned into a strongly
fortified district. | remerbered four of these houses standing in parallel ob-
l ongs on one side of the road. We cal
on the map to the four oblong insignia colonels then wore on their collars, and
the three on the other side which we callegl thfi | i ecwtl eomaen td f
same reason. The Ger mans heddl drel
And this small are& one short stretch of road was the scene of fierce, bloody
fighting.

We fought not only for each block or house, but for each room, for each
stair | anding. The divisionbs report

AiAfter hard fi ght i ntle asradronmelseaitlenmenty t h e
our troops occupied part ments one and two of t
neb. 6

It was in those days that the name of Nikolai Kharitonov, sapper, became
known along the whole Kalinin front.

He worked real miracles. At night, wearifejt boots lor greater silence,
he would take some sticks of expl osi
tenantc ol onel 0 t @depodi thenfjustas$ silemtly In some corner
of a house swarming with Germans, light the fuse and disappear as though he
had vanished into thin air. Then after tecessaryime had elapsed, there
would be an explosion, the infantry would dash forward into the gap and oc-
cupy several rooms or apartments before the smokéirhado disperse or
the Germans to recover their wits.

In clearing the way for the infantry, Nikolai Kharitonov achieved what
had been beyond the power of aircraft or artillery in that sector. It was at that
time that | first made the acquaintance of that rugigedd man in the cellar
of one of the stripesdf h e fi | icadoneloe nant

The sappers, overcome by weariness, had succumibesdgsiumber.
Snores in varioukeys came from every corner, filling the cellar with a low
rumble. The air was so thick thidie flame of the tiny homemadkmpflick-
ered and smoked as though about to go out at any moment. Beside the lamp
sat a thin soldier of medium height, painstakingly whittling something from a
piece of wood with a homemade and evidently very sharp knife. When | said
| wanted to write aboutiim in Pravdahe regarded the idea very dlsly,
and politely but firmly refused to talk about himself.

AWhat's there to write about?0 he
knife, which pared through the wood as easily as though it were a crisp turnip

r

o]
Nile

straight from the fields, instead of toughr ai ned pi ne. iAiNot h
about me; we burrow inthgr ound, gui etl vy, l i ke mo
write about our sniper Solodkdt hey say he éwo fafcstgged
One against a whole platoon, you mic
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scout Bakharev. Therebts a sol dier
di visional newspaper. But whatés th
two clips of cartridges in the whol

He ceased working for a moment to peeth the narrowed, satisfied
glance of a skilled craftsman at his piece of wood, which was already begin-
ning to take the form of a long wooden spoon.

He told me nothing about himself. But, to make up for it, his comrades in
the company bad a great deal to say, and it was from their stories that | pieced
together my picture of Nikolai Kharitonov.

His hands were never idle. Whether he was sitting by the campfire while
the porridge was boiling, or listening to Corporal Kapustin reading the paper
aloud in the evening, Nikolai Kharitonov was always busy with something.
He might be mending a greatcoathwbig soldier stitches, or quietly sharpen-
ing an axe with a smooth stone found by the roadside, or simply whittling a
piece of wood with his large homemade folding knife. And before the porridge
had boiled, or Corporal Kapustin got as far as the thige phe piece of wood
would have become a spoon, a cigarette holder, a pipe, or some other object
needed in trench life.

Many such things made by Sergeant Nikolai Kharitonov could be found
in the sapper company, which, as | remember, was commanded at the time by
Captain Grushin. The sergeant was known among his comrades as a man who
coud turn his hand to anythirdy ~a codhealed efficient, brave and able sol-
dier. The captain always gave him the most difficult jobs and Kharitonov car-
ried them out exactly, and withvariable success.

He was sparing of words. Sometimeswmauld hardly say ten in a day,
but the few that he uttered would alwaysige roundof the companyKhar-
itonov said so and so, thergeant advised us to do this and that.

His life had been just as simple, modest and worthy as himself. From
childhood he had roamed the country with his father, a stove setter from
Vyatka, installing simple Russian stoves in villaggttages. Hdoved the
work and became skilful at it. But when construction work was begun on the
first industrial giants, he handed over his tools lo his father, said goodbye, and
went off to the Dnieper construction job. The sweep and scope of what was
being done thre had fired his imagination.

He began as an unskilled labodrexheeling barrows, navvyiggthen
he became a concrete pourer and ended as head of a brigade reinforcing con-
crete. His efficiency brought him the offer of a job on the permanent staff
when the power plant was opened, butdfased. It was the actual process of
construction that fascinated him, and right up to the beginning of the war he
was helping to build factories along the Dniép@eiffshoots of the Dnieper
power plant.

He was a particularly skilful bricklayer astbne mason and received the
medal for LabouWalour.
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During the first days of the war, Kharitonov built concrete fortifications
at the approaches to the Dnieper. When German tanks broke through to the
great river, he was among those entrusted with the demolition work. He saw
the baleful smoke of explosionsushrooming up into the blue sky, saw the
unleashed Dnieper lose its mirrorlike smoothness and rush turbulently through
the gap, saw the crasif its waters, sweeping away and burying all that had
been built at the cost of millions of working days and nights. On that morning
he saw how steeled, brave men wept unashamed, without even hiding their
faces, as they destroyed the finest work of theiinbrand hands rathénan
surrender it to the enemy. And, as he confessed to close friends, it was on that
terrible day that the first premature threads of sifymyeared in his black hair

The builder became a sapper. The man with a passion for creating edifices
of brick and concrete marched in the last rank&efdtreating troops, blow-
ing up bridges, pumpand power plants, destroying and mining roads.

With silent implacability Kharitonov carried out this demolition work, so
hard for a workingman. And with every rending explosion his heart grew
heavier with hatred for those who had made it necessary for him to destroy
the product s ofn,whaootelledhimgafamoasbuldeh r a w
to tear down what he himself had raised up.

It may be that Kharitonov had in all truth fired less than two cartridge
clips during the entire war, but the damage done to the enemy by the implac-
able hatred of this silent, reserved man might be compared with the work of a
whole battery of guns.

His principal weapons were brains, ingenuity, skill, amtal head. His
friends told me that in the early days of the war their sapper group was sent
behind enemy lines to mine a road over which German reinforcements were
being brought up. On a stormy winter night the sappers crawled several kilo-
metres through thensw along a frozen stream dragging the explosives on
sleighs Expecting a breakthrough, the Germans had themselves mined the
road in checkerboard pattern, posting warning notices for theitrawsports.

The sappers crawled to this road. The frozen snow crackled. It was so
hard and smooth, so polished by traffic, that the slightest scratch could be
seen, let alone the marks of nevdyd mines. What was to be done? While
his comrades were racking their ims Nikolai Kharitonov rolled up the
sleeves of his camouflage coveralls and, moving quietly in his felt boots, went
onto the road and began rearranging the German notices in the same checker-
board patter® but in reverse ordér carefully smoothing out theokes left
by the pegs.

At dawn, back again in the guard dugout with a mug of steamidg tea
even at the front Kharitonov never touched ligudie grinned as he heard the
dull sound of distant explosions fro
had fallen into the trap, and themachines had gone up on their own mines.

Another night, just before the storming of Kalinin, which the Soviet Army
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had surrounded on three sides, Kharitonov was sent to cut the wires guarding
the enemy permanent fortifications. The captain warned him that the ground
in front of the wires was thickly mined in some new method not yet solved,
and that several sappers frameighbouring battalion had been blown up
there.

Kharitonov took his clippers and crawled along in the tracks of one of
those who had perishetle made his way to the wire griokfore starting
work, examined long and carefully the place where his comrade had been
killed. The smokeblackened patch stood out clearly under the very wire it-
selfd that meant the secret had something to do with the wire. Kharitonov
crawled along besidi and suddenly noticed some almost invisible, snow
powdered threads running down from the barbs. The sapper crawled to one of
them, cautiously scratched awtne snow around it and then began thawing
it with his breath, without touching or disturbing the thread.

He knew that this thread led to death. His lips were nearly touching it.
When a melted hollow began to form in the snow, he distinguished the out-
lines of a round metal cylinder. The trick was exposed. The thread would con-
vey the slightest vibration of theire to a sensitive detonator. A powerful
mine would be set off, killing the incautious sappsstroying all traces
which might betray the secret, and at the same time warning the Germans of
someonebds approach.

Having discovered the secret, Kharitonov threw off has sheepskin jacket
and cautiously set to work.

In the forward trench, Captain Grushin was counting the slow seconds
and peering impatiently into the darkness where the sergeant had disappeared.
The time set had long since passed, but Kharitonov did not return. There had
been no explosion, howevérthatmeant he was alive. Shivering with cold,
the captain continued staring at his watch. At last, just before dawn, when the
cold mist was becoming thin and grey, he heard heavy breathing and the
crunching of snow.

Kharitonov tumbled over the breastwork into the trénelxhausted, cov-
ered with scratches, his teeth chattering, a crooked smile on his blueelips.
took out of his pocket a metal cylinder that looked rather like a coffee tin.

AThere it i s boydaw teentiyeight sflthesethingh af
the wire. A smart tricl at the least movement of the wijeube done f or
He tossed the notvarmess minecarelesslynto the ground, then drew him-
self upandreported:i P a s s gnd marked with sprucdips. Comrade
Captaino

Later on, whete had time to spare, Kharitonov made a meticulous study
of the mine he had brought. He learned its mechanism, took it apart and
showed his comrades the whalecret of this rdby very simple German in-
vention He showed them how to find the emttingthreadsand how, after
drawing the threadd o wnwar ds and sl ackening th
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wake up the mine, 0 they could safely
an ordinary pocketknife.

Kharitonovs abilities were invaluable during the spring offensive along
the thawing roads of the Kalinin region. The Germans were using all their vast
mining technique in an effort to get their troops away in safety as they re-
treated before the Soviet deivThey planted booby traps along the roads and
paths, on the thresholds of cottages and at the entrances to blockhouses, in
abandoned trucks and guns, in abandoned food 8teneen attached them to
crosses on graves and to the bodies of their own dead.

Kharitonov and his sapper scouts marched in front of one of the advanc-
ing battalions, investigating the road with mine detectors, testing with bores
and grapnels, carefully examining every object on the road.

In silent concentration he would indicate to his comrades a case of canned
milk fastened with an apparently innoceopel eadi ng, as he pu
to hell,d or a new pair of army boot
which contained a mine with a sensitive detonator. Once, in a captured town,
heevenpointedtoahalb pen vol ume of Pushkinb6s
the binding cleverly connected with a higkplosive charge buried in the

ground.
AfLook what t ho$ d¢heyskmow hoav mhch weecaraforn e
books. Not hing doing, you dondét catc

In the presence of his comrades, who made a dash for safety, he took a
razor blade, cut the thread connecting the volume with the buried explosives,
then carefully wiped the mud off the pages, slipped the book into hingsls
holder, and began unhurriedly digging up the mine.

When they were already close to Rzhev, Kharitonov did a job that estab-
lished his fame not only in the regiment, but in the division as well.

A heavy tank seeking a ford over a stream had run onto a powerful anti
tank mine. The traffic control man had halted the machine, but too late. By
some happy chance, however, the mine landed between two of the ribs in the
caterpillar tread. It was clampadtight, but the pressure had not been suffi-
cient to set it off. Any movement, however, or the skghtolt threatened
disaster. But to dig a mine from under a tread, a mine buried in frozen snow
and earth, seemed impossible.

That was the kind of job Nikolai Kharitonov volunteered for. He insisted
that everybody move away to a safe distance and he set to work. Lying down,
he threw off his mittens and began very gently scratching away the hard snow
from under the tread. His camiis, sensitive fingers slid around the mine, as
supple as a catbds paws. He avoided t
snow resisted him, he bent right down to the mine, thawing the snow with his
breath, gently removing it, and repeating the opanatgain and again. It took
a whole hour of such work to get rid of just a few handfuls of snow and earth.
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It was one of those March days of sharp spring frost that sometimes come
to the forest areas of the Kalinin region. A strong north wind was blowing.
Whistling through the pine lops, it carried flurries of dry, stinging snow along
the fields with their ocagonal bare, black patches of soil, then swept it along
the banks of the stream where Kharitonov was working by the tank.

The tank crew, the sappers and their commander sitting around a fire
some distancaway, were racked with suspense, expectivegfatal explosion
at any moment. They were frozen through. They could not bear to think what
it must have been like for their mwade lying out theri the wind and snow,
cheek byjowl with death.

i HI ther e, Khar it on towdme and evarrmap] o r
Comeonovertothk r e! 0 they shouted.

ANo ©i me!

Kharitonov actually felt nothing of theold. He had thrownff his great-
coat and spread it under him and removed his belstBiute was hot, stream-
ing with perspirationHoarfrost formed on his swedtenched tunic. His heart
was beating as though he were lifting some tremendous weight. He breathed
in gasps, and black circles swam before his eves.

.../And all he was doing was lying prone on the ground, gently scraping
away the snow with his nails.

His fingers were numb and ached unbearably. When all sensitivity was
gone, he thrust his hands beneath his shirt and warmed them in his armpits,
then continued scraping away the snow with the same stubborn persistence.
He worked on until dusk. Night brougé sharpening of the cold. Bright stars
pricked the sky, and digging became more difficult.

His comrades could stand it no longer. Heedless of his remonstrances,
they brought him a pan of steaming soup, some liquor, and a hunk of bread
warmed over the fire and snialh of smoke.

But he would eat nothing.. He could rest. His throat was constricted.

All his strength and attention were concentrated on that accursed red plate
which now lay elevated on pillars of frozen soil. He felt neither hunger, cold,
nor weariness. He swallowed the liquor without tasting it, todtesobbread,

and angrily drove everybody away from the tank.

As soon as his comrades were at a good distance, he lay down again on
the greatcoat and huddled over the mine.

He worked like that for fourteen houihewind had died down, clouds
had coverethesky, and the forest was rustling gently and kindly with a prom-
ise of spring when the men by the fire saw a figure with a greatcoat flung over
his shoulders rise slowlyeyond the mound and come towards them, swaying.

Kharitonov was carrying the now harmless mine. He dropped it beside
the fire and said to the tankmen ho
now. 0

The next instant he had collapsed indomradedarms.
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The sappers had many interesting things to tell about him as we sat around
the smoky 1 ittl e | amplieitenarteolomegbuild-ar b e
ings near Rzhev. And all the time he himself was whittling busily, absorbed
in his work. When the spoon was ready, he polished it with a fragment of
glass, wiped it on the flap of his greatcoat, admired it, then held it out to me.

fifTake it as a souveni r..\Whatthey'vetald d . fi
you is true. These things did happen. Everybody has his owofiighting.

But what's there to writabout? I'm sick of imyselfd blowing thingsup,
wrecking, destroying. | want some real worky Mands are itching for it.
Wouldyoubelieve it,everynight | dream of Iging bricks for a house, pouring

or reinforcing concrete. If only we could blow all this fascism to hell and get
down to a real job!o

...And now here he was, tense, excited, preoccupied, standing in the spa-
cious roonfilled with sunshine and the hum of turbines.

He waslistening to the murmur of the new ofdnes as a mother listens
to her child s first cry, and his greyes beneath the bushy brows were full of
a deep human happiness.

At that moment, when the last of the three new turbines lifted up its voice
in a power plant that had risen from ashes, this man was repaid for those five
years of hard, dreary demolition work, for the racking moments he had expe-
rienced when the Dnieper miawas blown up, for the tense hours of lying by
the mine beneath the tank, for the explosions in the houses which army slang
had dubbed the fAcol onel . 0

And how much work there is ahead for that keen, indefatigable brain,
those sinewy, skilful hands that know no rest in their yearning for real work!
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Liberated

In a rapidadvance to complete the encircling of Upper Silesia Soviet tank
troops broke through to the Oder River. An endless, shifting torrent of ma-
chines rushed at full speed along the highway, disappearing around the curves
in clouds of bluegrey smoke. The infantmen in short, frosstiffened sheep-
skins, who sat on the tanks held their mittened hands in front of their faces to
protect them from the keen blast, and rested thestaihed felt boots on the
logs and wooden bars fastertethe armour. Their rightands firmly grasped
the butts of their tommy guns and their eyes, streaming from the cold, kept a
sharp watch on the surrounding country.

But the hilly landscape bisected by the asphalt highway, was completely
deserted and somehow ominously desolate. Past them @roheshotonous
panorama of grey, ribbed fieldshich had half thawedut were now agai
gripped by frost. Naked woods approached the highway here and there only
to suddenly sheer off to the horizon. In the distasoenetimes io the right
and sometimes to the left, villages flashed by, their gabled roofs and the grey
spires of the churches Soesomelyuniform that it seemed as if someone were
shifting one and the same model from place to place.

The torrent of solid steel kept moving swiftly westward amid a clanking
of treads and a roaring of motors. There were tanks whose winter camouflage
had not yet been washed away; there were armoured cars shaped like flatirons
and painted in mottled coloussggesting fish scales; heavy armoured carriers
bearing infantrymen and rapfidte antiaircraft guns; big pebellied benzine
tanks, rolling heavily and squatting as they moved; covered trucks filled with
infantrymen and arms. When our agile jeep separftan this stream and
climbed a hill, the view below was that of a colossal steel snake covered with
glistening grey scales crawling along the road, its head dndigappearing
beyond the horizon.

At sunrise that day the German front had been broken not far from the old
Polish frortier, and armoured and tank troops poured into the breach, turning
the flanks of the breakthrough and leaving the retreating enemy somewhere
in the rear. The heavy frost prevented us from gazing over the fields. A head
wind swept sharp fine snow into oacks and forced us deeper into our seats,
making us crouch down behind the window glass for protection.

Suddenly the driver, who was worn out by following the tank column
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along this smooth, wide road and had resorted to humming to keep from fall-
ing asleep, jumped alert and began to wipe the windshield with his mitten.
iHey, whatdés that? How did they ge:

At this spot the road crawled slowly uphill. On the very top of the hill we
could see a crowd of women. They were waving and shouting something to
the tankmen; but the machines kept moving on past them.

AHey, | ook, theydére Russian women!
claimed the chauffeur. AAsking for e
one will take them on! My God! Thége barefoot,nofoolinfbar ef oot . 0

By now it was evident that the women were not simply saluting our tanks.
They were shouting to the men, asking them to do something, pressing their
hands to their breasts and waving kerchiefs. But the tommy gupeetsed
on the armour merely shrugged their shoulders and pointed to theasoi&d
to say: fi Gannod tt ihneel,p gyootu t o fight. o A
would rush hopefully to the next machine.

They were all wearing coveralls made of sacking; their heads were cov-
ered with torn rags and from a distance it seemed to us that all of them were
old and thin. But the most startling thing about them was their feet, their bare,
blue, chapped feet. Onlyfaw of them had rags substituting for shod@fie
asphalt was burning cold and a low wind blew the dry snow over the ground
with a rustle.

When our car reached the top and approached the crowd, a few of the
women broke away, joined hands and barredpatin. Their weathetbeaten
faces wore an expression of desperate resolution.

iStop! At | east you! We wonodét | et
singsong Ukrainian, her enormous black eyes flashing beneath her kerchief.
AWebdbre from Russia, candét you see?

And one of the women, whose flaming red hair streamed in the wind, kept
repeating urgently:

AComrades, comoades, comrades.

The chauffeur drove the car out of the column and stopped by the road-
side; past us moved tanks with the frozen but cheerful motorized infantrymen
perched on top.

The women crowded around our jeep. Their thin, gaunt faces with
sharplyoutlined, angular cheekbones and eyes inflamed by wind and tears
glowed with frenzied joy. Some of them were weeping. All of them were so
excited that it was hard to find out who thegre, why they were here, and
what they wanted.

For safetyds sake the elderly tomm
out of the back seat and took up his post near the car, stretching his numb legs.
The women immediately rushed over to him and began to stroke his rough
coat, his worn cap with earflapand his tommy gun with the lock carefully
wrapped in a rag. It seemed as if they were still trying to convince themselves
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that this was not a dream, but that a real, live Red Army man in a sheepskin
coat and felt boots was standing here, on this German highway, along the alien
Oder River. And suddenly the little brunette with enormous black eyes, who
had been the firsttobarur car és path so resolute
nerbés big, g n a r -stangdfinyetipsdandwpresséd it todidr a ¢ ¢ ©
lips.
i My dear.,.Oungwn.oOl,mhow we dreamed of this moment!
How | ong we waited! o
Thetommy gunner scowled in embarrassment and a flush mounted to his
unshaven cheeks. Herkedhis hand away.
iWhat 6s totkke slsii gqngi dhaa dhgnklamanywadhat d o
priest, or what? Some habits the Ger
These words seemed! to transform theman. Frozen and miserable in
her ragged, ugly coverall, she quickly straightened up.etbber head
proudly, and replied with a flash of her black eyes:
AiwWhat a fool !yolDobky cgisi hlgi?nhk 6imt &$ s s i
the Red Army for liberatngy$é or comi ng here. And yo
Turning towards us, she introduced herself in a businesslike voice with a
slight Ukrainian accent:

iKaterina Kuklenko. ... Secretary o
Soviet citizens forced to work on th
turn over the refrigeratatontaining meat, the stores of graimd the war
prisoners we are holding undguard®

Only this morning this regiomwas far behind German lines. The battle
was raging fortkilometres to the east. And now we were unexpectedly con-
fronted by this calm statement coming from the midst of these agitated
women, stunned by their unexpected luck.

fAnd take this from us,o0 the one w
said. AMila, give me the paper. o

Thetalwoman who had been repeating tF
possible key, drew a paper from her bosom and held it out. And although |
read it in the wind, standing onGerman highway, amidst the roar of passing
tanks, which now rose, now subsided, this unusual document, written pains-
takingly in afine hand, made such a deep impression on my mind that even
now, two years later, | can repeat the text almost word for word:

AiTo the Red Army Command from the
Soviet citizens forced to work on th
Kreis Steinau.

AWe request that our glorious Red
fascist slavery, accept from us: 25 tons of white flour; 100 tons of potatoes;
one ton of dried turnips; 38 frozen
Volkssturmwhom we haveakenand are holding under guard.
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iwWe al so request that, all/l of us (
Army so that we may take revenge on the accursed fascists for the bitter tears
they have made us shed and for the friends they have murdered. We beg that
this request of ours be gitad.

iSecretary of the Secret Committee

ACommi ssar of t HaSerébatskawydt t ee Ludmi |

This was all so extraordinary, t h
strongly with the calm, businesslike tone of the statement, and this incident
here on German soil so far away from the front line was so unusual and inter-
esting that we decided to risk @ming behind the damn and turn off the
highway. The driver invited Kuklenko to get into the car, but she refused:

AWebdbve got two women here with scu

practically carried them here. Let t
voice that showed she was accust ome:
Anna Ni ki forovna! Ge't into the car w

She herself jumped lightbnto the flatadiator, made herself comfortable
sitting sidewise and drawing up her legs, which were neatly wrapped in rags,
and began to point out the road to us.

The women seated in our car were in such a condition that they could not
even talk straight: Aunt Pasha, an old woman with swollen legs, stiff as logs,
and a puffy, bloated fare, sighed all the time and wept quietly, smearing the
tears all over her cheeksth her fists. The other, a younger woman whom
they called Anna Nikiforovna, kept glancing about her in fear and peering at
the bare frozen hills.

AAre you sure they wondét come back
sure? Youbre not fooling us?bo

When the shaggy foliage of the ancient park and the pointed tile roof of
the castle came into view from behind the hill she began to tremble so that her
teeth chattered. She cowered and crouched down on the floor of the car, as if
instinctivelyafraid that she would be noticed here with us.

iWhatyoar so scar ed albkaputtwjth the dascists e ? |
now.l ttélrse end of Hitler for sure, and
trying to soothe her, and he pointed to Kuklenko sitting tight on the hood. The
wind beat against her face, tore the darkfragh her head, ruffled her hair
and pullecddown the heavy braidshichbad been wound about her bead. Now
we could see that she was a very young girl. She leaned forward with her face
turned to the wind and smiled. One might have thought she wagedell
warmly clothed, and out calark.

iSee, Auntie, thatés the way to be
and the cold doédandt neogheld ,besaeidt H
looking at her with admiration.

The woman smiled faintly:
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But thatos Kat ya.thepbea ltes evehisdt theedogsn t .
on her ... .0

A robust, elderly woman wearing a Germamy coat and carrying a
shotgun stood at thgark gates. On the castle grounds, oppositedhbound
doors of the old stone storerooraspther woman was standing on guard. She
was wearing a fashionable and expensivesealat and a pair of
boots and had kerchief wound about her head in Russigfie. A German
tommy gun was slung ovérer shoulderFrom a turret flagpole high above
the tiles of the castlebs gabled ro

i Tha woenenforyouTheyb6ve managed fine; vy
guarding a command post, éutrtbei semmW
|l ook at the flag, will you? When di

i 'Y e st .eyesteaay morning at dawn, as soon as your guns began to
thunder, 0 answered Anna Ni ki forovna
was! It was awful! | thought for sutedbdie of fright...0

Half an hour later we were sitting in one of the rooms in the big castle,
cold as a cellar and as cheerless too, listening to the story of these women and
of what had happened yesterday, when artillery preparation began fifty kilo-
metres away.

There were various types of women here, and various roads had brought
them together.

Katya Kuklenko naturally could not remember{Revolutionary Russia;
she even had only a vague recollection of the countryside before the days of
the kolkhozes. As long as she could remember, she had lived on a kolkhoz.
While still at school she had hetbber mother (a weknown brigade leader
in the Kiev region) gather sugar beets from the Jyigtd plantations. When
in the seventh grade she had organized a group of school girls who had gone
out to the fields and ouugmsyteldialpnged he
with Maria Demchenko, she had received a medal at th&ddibn Agricul-
tural Exhibition. The newspers had written about her. She was invited to
Kiev to give a radio talk on her agricultural methoBisery day the mailman
brought her bundles of letters bearing postmarks of cities and regions all over
the country. Complete strangers wrote to her. Old sentrespectfulgreet-
ings. Young people wanted to carry on a correspondence with the renowned
girl. Peasants working on test plots askedfobeadvice. While working as a
brigade leader, Katya studied hard for entrance exams to the Agricultural
Academy.

Then the war broke out, the district was cut off, and it was impossible to
get away. SS men of ti®onderkommanddwnted young people with dogs
and rifles, as if they were tracking valuable game. Katya tried to evade mobi-
lization, but she got caught in one of tlads. She was beaten up, tied and
thrown into a truck. A number and a German eagle holding a swastika in its
claws were branded with silver nitrate on her right arm, just above the elbow.

0
C

T

d

222



And an attempt was made to turn this dadrn in a country where ex-
ploitation, as well as slavery, have become purely historical conceptions, this
girl whom scientists had consulted a
shaked an attempt was made to turn this girlto less than a slaéeinto a
beast of burden with a brand on her arm.

During one of her many journeys from one concentration camp to another,
Serebritskaya, a tall, weltluilt, rec-haired girl, met Katya Kuklenko. She no-
ticed her in a box car they were both travelling in. Throughout the journey
Serebritskaya sat quietly ircarner, her arms locked about her knees, her chin
pressed against them, her brows knit, not talking to a soul, but hearing and
observing everything. It was hard to guess what was going on in her mind.

Ludmilla Serebritskava was born in Minskfo the family of a highly
respected physician. A capable but still unsettled girl, Ludmilla became inter-
ested successively in physical culture, poetry, the theatre, and finally, while
studying in the Leningrad Polytechnical Institute, in philosophy amibk
work. Before long she was elected secretary of the department’'s Komsomol
organization.

When the war brok6 out she was spending her vacation at her sick father's
bedside. She could not leave the dying old man, and so she remained in occu-
pied Minsk She ran herself ragged trying to contact an underground or parti-
san organization. But before she succeeded in this she landed in a slave
transport. The years she spent in concentration camps did notieresgirit.
Whatever the conditions, she always managed to find the right kind of people,
to knit them together into secret organizations whicintvie for sabotage,
pouring sand into machines, throwing pieces of rubber into gas tanks, etc. She
took advantage of her knowledge of German to worm her way into the camp
offices where she earned the reputation of being a most conscientious em-
ployee. Thiggave her the opportunity to do such things as steal leave permits
for runaways and draw up false documents for people returning home.

Three times she ran away. Once she even succeeded in making her way
on foot from the English Channel to the Dvina. But each time she was arrested,
tortured beaten, and sent back to the transportation centre. She did not give
up. Lying bruised and beaten on the flooded floor of the transportation camp
prison, she would analvze the reason for her failure and begin to plan a new
escape.

Here she was nadvafter her third attempt to escd@pén a slave transport
slowly moving south, to Silesia; sitting there in her corner she immediately
took notice of the short, daskyed, vivacious Ukrainian girl, tidily dressed,
with black, heavy braids waowl neatly about her head. She stood out among
the moping, weeping girls who, in their despair, neglected #pgiearance.
Ludmilla |iked this girlés staunchne
companions, her ringing voiéedefiant and unpleasantlstrident when,
standing in the doorway of the car, she rained abuse on the guards; rich and
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melodious when she struck ap a beloved Soviet song in which everybody
joined.

At first Ludmilla thought she was a flighty girl, an undiscriminating weed
which easily struck roots even when transplanted tardttenestsoil. But
when one morning Katya began in her teasing voice to berate the girls for

sitting around unwashed, uncombed, u
milla began to take a serious interest in her.

AfFools you are, absolute idiots!o
angrily. AYou think it's a good thin
what those swine, the fascist skunks, want; they want us to fordget e
man , to become cattl e, t hat 6s what t
they've got another think coming, t

fingers at the crack in the doteyondwhich an alien, monotonous landscape
spun past.
il read somewhere that our great r e
todeath,uset o do gymnastics in prison to
And without further ado, probably in order to arouse the girls, she began
to do physical exercises in the car; she did them persistently, to the rolling
rhythm of the wheels, and the girls watched her with surprise and respectful
awe.
AiwWhat 6s the use of saving our stre
enemy, 0 said Ludmilla, wishing to pu
The blackeyed girl flushed.
iMe? Work for that vermin? For that

because of the work | do. o0 And bring
t hat the | atter felt her hot breat h,
need strength for? | needdgtrunawayYou 61 1 r ot away i n a
no strength! Thatodés just what they w
AHush! 0 Ludmilla cautiously put he
AHush? What for? Let them hear. 16
iThatdos a pity: you want to preser

The girls looked at one another intentiyniled, and then burst out laugh-
ing- From thattime on they were bound by the ties of a firm friendship, the
kind that springs up between people in times of peril and severe trial.

The transport arrived in Kreuzburg, the site of the central Silesian market
for slaves brought from all over Europe by the organization under SS Bri-
gadentihrer Sauckel. The girls were hustled out of the train and marched off
under guard to a huge empty hangar on the outskirts of the town. Here they
were lined up in rows and forbidden to sit down. Then came a crowd of people
who all looked strangely alike tihe girls: stocky, redaced, squargawed
and bultnecked, all dressed in knickeckers, hunting jekets and green hats
with grouse feathers stuck in them. The girls guessed that these were Silesian
landowners from the Oder Valley. There were women among thedn too
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clumsy, ponderous women with big feet.

As theywalked among the rows of slagirls these women squeamishly
drew theirskirtsround them and heladandkerchiefso their noses. The group
was escorted by an official wearing a black, higbwned cap.

The landlords looked the girls over in a businesslike manner, made them
turn around, felt their muscles to see how strong they were, and one skinny,
sallowfaced, maliciousooking woman wearing men s trousers and carrying
acaneeven stuck her fingers in the girls' mouths to see that their teeth were
sound and gusuntouched by scurvy.

The two friends were standing side by side.

ALi ke cattle in a 4mhthesard. whi Spate
Katya.

Pale and trembling, she stood théiting her lip until the blood came.

She looked as if she would have a stroke any minute. Ludmilla gently patted
her hand, which hung cold and limp at her side. Ludmilla was thoroughly fa-
miliar with this procedure. Oh yes, she knew what the fascists werehad

tred had reached such a pitch that she had stopped regarding them as people.
And now she stood there like a statue, calm and cold, her head raised proudly
as she gazed contemptuously at the crowd.

The landlords unceremoniously pushed up the sleeves of the girls they
chose, and called out the branded number to the official. The latter wrote the
number down in his book and two old, béeggedVolkssturmsoldiers in
uniforms that hung loosely on their skinny bodies led the selected girls off to
the end of the hangar and stood them next to the wall under a sign bearing the
name of the landlord who had chosen them.

il shandét be able to contain mysel
out kicklhéIm i n the belly, 0 Katya whi spe
down her rounded childlike chin leaving dark stains on the concrete floor.

AThe touch of vermin is repulsive,
Ludmilla replied coldly.
fJust |l ook at t hem, standing there

a fat, redfaced man with a scarred eyebrow as he approached the two friends.
Ludmilla understood what he said. The fat man looked her over from top
to toe, smirked with satisfaction and stretched out a short, freckled hand cov-
ered withshaggyred fuzz tdfeel her muscles, biie encountered such a look
from the narrowed grey eyes that he involuntarily jerked his hand back and
disappeared in the crowd, mumbling:
i Wel | , ttewreotbdsqhighhaedmighty. We are the masters hére.
AThat's right, it's b.etsholdn'tlkoto keep
meetthatBolshevik Lorelei in a Russian forest," saibtheman sympathet-
ically.
Al take these dgtwoao n dgl,hoe ys-faddamtio kt hgeo
woman i n pant s theyfiobk atdme, ité their mascles thdt b w
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needléve gotstrongneest hank God! o

And she threw a withering look at the mero could not meet her gaze.

Nevertheless, she did not approach the girls either, merely ordering the
soldiers to look at their numbers and write them down.

Thus the friends |l anded at #ASofienl
nel Richard Richtenau. The colonel was fighting somewhere on the Eastern
front, and the management of his estate was left to his wife Klara, the-sallow
faced woman who had chosen the girls. She picked fifty other girls at the
same time.

The first thing that happened to
clothes and remaining personal belongings were taken away and replaced by
sackcloth coveralls and wooden clogs. On the next holiday Frau Richtenau
presented t he gianWwosménfan laboureSlehadtwot h e
purposes in doing this: to reward and show preference to the German women,
and to drive a permanent wedge between them and the women from the East.

The slave girlswere quartered in an old stable, four of them to a stall,
where they slept on tiered bunks. An armful of straw was issued to each with
the warning that there would be no new issue for six months. They were fed
threetimesa day, the meals consisting of a piecé@n bread and a half a
litre of beet soup that even a pig would have refused to eat. There were no
stoves in the stable. During the heavy Silesian frosts the girls pushed their
bunks together and slept next to each other, warnmach ether with their
bodies. There were other empty quarters in the castle, more suitable to live in,
but Klara Richtenau had her own ideas about how to treat slaves. She strived
to make them forget that they were human beings, to break their spirithhroug
starvation, cold and beatings.

The last link in this system was corporal punishment. The unfortunate
transgressors were dragged to the garage and whipped. The flogging was ad-
mini stered by Fr au &ahodetclemsafellovewittt h a u f
long apelike arms. This was one of hisiies and he performed it unemotion-
ally, as neatly and accurately, as he performed any other task he was charged
with. Neither the abuse nor the tears of the victims altered the indifferent ex-
pression on his long, pale face. However, sometimes Frau Richterself,
in her mends clothes, carrying her <c
flogging. For a while she would watch from afar as the whip descended with
a whistle, leaving livid scars on thmdy; her thin nostrils would begin to
quiver and unable to restraiherself,she would teathe whi p fr om K
hands and begin to flog the victim herself. And she brought the whip down in
a special way that drew blood at once. Blood and cries seemed to ex@ite her
her face would begin to twitch, foam appeared at tiheecs of her mouth and
her eyes rolled wildly. Sometimes, in a paroxysm, she would go on whipping
hervictimuntis he hersel f fell exmausted int

In the end, however, when two of her victims died after a flogging and
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one girl, unable to stand the humiliation, drowned herself in the Oder, the
Kreis officials forbade these bloody orgies in the garage, threatening to take
away the slaves. The flogging ceasedt t he whol e system
fienburg) subtlety designed to turn the girls into dumb beasts, was cultivated

as before. Upon their arrival the two friends instinctively divined the aim of

their mistress and declared a relentless and subtle war against her. With a
practised eye Ludmilla, who wasxperienced in sih things, quickly dis-

cerned the most reliable of the women, those with whom they could talk
frankl y. Katyabés splendid work on th
for organization, her ability to approach people emdain their support. Now

she applied these gifts to organizing the trusted women into a Secret Commit-
tee. At first the committee set itself the task of maintaining morale among the
workingwomen, keeping them from giving way to dejection and raising their
spirits. They shamed the slatteymade them wash and look after themselves,
cared for the sick and shared their rations with those who were particularly
emaciated, even stealing potatogrgin and flour for them. The committee

was kept very secret, but all the women constantly felt its guiding and encour-
aging influence and in times of difficulty they sought its protection. They even
feared it a bit.

Feeling that they were no longer alone, the women gradually began to
emerge from theistate of passive indifference. When this had been accom-
plished, the friends began to act with more resolution. They became ruthless
in the secret struggle with Frau Riehau, and extraordinary, seemingly in-
explicabl e, mi sf or t ubugsoneafiergpaothert o o v e

Once, on a windy da the barn fullof hay suddenly caught fire and
burned to the ground and the cattle were left without forage. Another time the
youngstock bgan to die off for ngeason at all. The splendid hogs, of whose
sizeFrau Klarawas so proud, and which were intended for the army, began
to succumb to a strange disease: they refused to eat, began to lose weight and
then died. Over half the pigs died befereeterinary who was summoned
from Breslau discovered shavings of hard bristle and fragments of broken
glass in the dead animals' intestines. The pigsties on the farm were a holy
sanctuary. Only German women were in charge there. They were arrested and
taken to town on the accusationsatbotage. But fresh misfortunes continued
to undermine the once prosperous model farm.

Tractors would suddenly stall before they even reached the fields. It
turned out there was sand in the #mdhrings. The managers of grain elevators
threatened to take Frau Klaradourtfor turning in tickridden grain. When
the spring sugar refining season began, it was discovered that the beets, which
usually kept excellently through the winter, had rotted and turned into ai dis-
gusting malodorous mush. Something even went wrong suyddathl Frau
Richtenaudbds private car romher Husband, f Op
which, as a family treasure, was kept under special cover. It began to break
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down every time it was taken out. Once it even had to be towed back by a
tractor. This went on until Kurt discoveradpiece of rubber at the bottom of
the gagank.

Katya Kuklenko, the little, blackyed girl whose kolkhoz brigade had
once been famous all over the district for its thrift and efficiency, now thought
up innumerable methods of sabotage. All the knowledge she had gained in
striving to protect the home farfrom damage and accident was now applied
to demolition purposes. And since the committee now consisted of twenty
girls who performed the most diverse jobs on the farm, she was able to strike
blows cautiously and surely, without leaving a trace.

Frau Richtenawas desperate. And no wonder! Her large, once flourish-
ing farm was clearly falling to pieces; she was unable to meet the state taxes
in kind, and was fined for the inferior quality of the produce sold to retail
firms. Naturally she guessed where the blowsre coming from, but she
could not lay her finger on the perpetrators. She altered her attitude to the
Russianslave girls forbade the overseers to strike them during work, gave
them rest days and improved their load; she even came among them herself,
tried to talkto them, slapped them jovially on the back, but to no avail. All
these Russians looked aliketier. They all had the samiace, and the expres-
sion on this face was grim, contempus, formidable. Oh, if only there were
handsto be hired! How happy she would hesemdevery single one of them
to a concentration camp! There they would get a different kind of talking to!
But there were no hands to be hired and Frau Klara anljdresort to ma-
noeuvres.

At the state kennels she bought a dozen huge police dogs, specially
trained formanhunting At night she would unleash them. They howled and
yapped in the yard, ready to tear to pieces anyone who showed himself out-
si de. Her husbandbés friend, vdtks- e f of
sturmsoldiers. All night they stood inside the castle and at the gates. But noth-
ing helped. Late in the autumn several ricks of unthreshed grain burned. True,
ricks burned at neighbouring farms too. How could one possibly find out who
had set fire to thm?

Frau Richtenau appealed to God and to the Gestapo. God did not respond.
The Gestapo sent an official. Over a good supper, flushed with wine, the collar
of his tunic unbuttoned, heedfwosat ened

AnFires? Losing st olkanéntablelvd hod sew!'n ot hi
Ticks in the whefaatdh. Yéshidgs aere e goodah a t
the front. Those cursed Russians are getting very near the borders. No, no! No
disciplinary measures at presenCaution, extreme caution with these bond-
servants, especially the Russians. Toany of them broughto Germany,
that's a fact. With dynamite in the house the master himself must walk softly.
Yes indeed! Havgou heard the latest news? The Vistula's been forced. Ter-
rible timesd Those Russiadswhy did we everget mixed up with them?
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What does your respected husband write from the Eastern front? Eastern
fontdhow strange that sounds now, when

The official left the next morning with military escort. Nowadaythey
travelled with guards even on their own land. And that night Frau Richtenau
lay in her huge, cold bed without putting the lights out in the room. She lis-
tened to the frightening howl of theatghdogs in thggard under her windows
and the measured tread of the soldiers echoing loudly under the vaulting of
the old building. She was a prisoner in her own castle. She fancied she saw
the haggard faces of her slayids, theshadows on their hollow cheeks, their
scowling foreheads marred by premature furrows, #hesflashing deep in
their sockets, formidable and terrifying. What were tdeyng now? 8e
seemed to hear their sinister whispering. They were surely plotting some-
thing.... Oh! what hoible times!

If the mistress had only known what these women were doing in those
hours when she lay trembling in her wide bed, listening to the harsh noises of
the winter night! In the sendarkness of the bare stable with uneven clusters
of icicles gleaming dimly orhie walls, the girls sat huddled together in a com-
pact circle on their board beds, warming each other with their bodies. Lud-
millads slim figure rose in the cent
Mayakovsky, her favourite poet, maafwhose work she knew by heart.

A piece of suet was melting in a shallow cardboard box; the wick flick-
ered and spluttered. A huge shadow darted over the walls and ceiling of the
stable, and, ringing like the peals of a small bell, the passionate, barbed words
fell into the midst of the tnshed group. And to the girls it seemed that these
words, emerging in little clouds of vapour from the frozen lips of their friend,
were coming to them fra far away, from over there, from their native land.
Then Ludmil |l abds p ifasedfeeckligdmnatNikiforevna, by r
who had been a librarian in Smolensk. She ccudddly walk on her legs,
swollen with scurvyThe sick, bloated woman was ggniffted into the seat
of an old sleigh, from where she related the stories of Chekhov, Tolstoy and
Gorky from memory.

For several weeks now Anna Nikiforovna had been bedridden. Neither
the lockup in the cold cellar of the
out to work. But now when she began to talk, in her thoughts she wasback i
the dear, distant world, where not so long ago she had worked among books.
Her pale, bloated face grew animated, lyesesparkled under heavy, swollen
lids and her low, cracked voice gained strength fafetl the dank stable.
Forgetting all else, the girls leaned forward, hypnotizedhleysound of her
voice.

Sometimes there were political talks. lmila would disappear some-
where, and when she returned she would tell them the latest news: the Sovin-
formburo communique. The girls did not know where she got the news and
they made no attempt to find out. They were a little afraid of sharp, stern
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Ludmilla, butthey believed in her and waited for her brief communications in
a fever of impatience.

One day Ludmilla, usually so sgdbssessed, sprang up onto the window
of the stable all excited, dishevelled and radiantv8ladesglistened on her
auburn curls which had fallen in disorder to her shoulders. Without lowering
her voice she cried out:

AWe've broken through the front! W
moving towards GCzsstochowdt hat 6 s not a hundred Kk
Wedbve not much | onger to wait, girls

And, leaning for support against the thickipsted window frame, this
strongwilled girl who always held her emotions in check, burst into tears.

Before long a flood of refugees poured down the roads leading west
Oppeln, Steinau, Breslau. SS patrols drove them off the highways, clearing
the way for troops, and the refugees plodded over the frozen fields, through
the woods, getting stuck in the thdosing children in the confusion, aban-
doning bicycles, baby carriages full of bundles and wheelbarrows piled high
with household goods. The irresistible torrent of panic which suddenly swept
westward told more eloquently than any communique what wasg) goi at
the front. All work stopped on the estate. Makssturnmen locked the girls
in the stable every night and walked up and down before the doors. When food
was brought to thelave girls two soldiers stationed themselves by the tank
of hogwashand trained their tommy guns on the girls, until the tank was
emptied.

TheVolkssturmmen looked wretched and frightened. They started at the
slightest sound and their old, sunken mouths simperegtpigly when the
women openly taunted them. By Frau Richteda or der s t he gi r |
hidden away to prevent them from leaving the stable.

The captives became more cheerful. For the first time laughter was heard
in the dreary stable. In the evenings the strains of forgjmple, sweet mel-
odies of their faioff homelan® floated through the ircbarred windows. At
times theslave girlssang until late into theight, and no one dared order them
to stop. These peaceful songs made the inhabitants of the castle uneasy, and
they kept lights burning in all the rooms throughout the night.

One morning the stable was roused kLgydul cry. One of the girls, as
yet unwashed and uncombed, was yelling at the top of her voice. The women
crowded round her unable to understand a thing. The girl kept on shouting and
pointing east. Some one put her hand over the girl's mouth and then they all
heard the deefhroated boorimg of distant guns, hardly distinguishable above
the vague murmur of theark

"Our army, 0 someone whispered.

And again they became very still, listening. This was no product of their
imagination. The girl was not dreaming, though the gunfire was still very far
away and the explosions sounded muffled, like potatoes pouring into a cellar
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down a wooden chute. And to the listening women these were not guns pound-
ing away, but a beloved, familiar voice calling to thieam afar.

A At | as tlast...Nowa frientlyohargl will close my eyesaid
Aunt Pasha, who was dying from scurvy and rheumatism, and she began fer-
vently to cross herself.

The women rushed over to her.

AiYou wono6ét die now, our people won:

Everybody began to laugh and cry and embrace; something like an attack
of group hysteria took possession of them, and Katya and Ludmilla could not
calm them down. Then Kya called out:

AiA song, girl s, a song!o and in he
slavegirls 6 f a v o WKatyusha a seng migich reminded them of their
youth, of love, of their distant homeland, of all the fine, human values they
had been deprived of here. And every one of thmrapAunt Pasha, joined
in. Hoarsesoundsc ame from Aunt Pashadés swoll
down the wrinkles of her ity cheeks.

While the others were singing, Katya disappeared through one of the win-
dows which opened onto the barn roof. Ever since the police dogs had been
set prowling in the yard, this had ©b
of communication with the outside wdr Katya ran nimbly over the roof,
jumped onto a stack of firewood, took a look around, avidly breathing in the
cold morning air, slid down and, like a light shadow in the greyish fog, she
sped across the outside yard and knodddtly butinsistentlyata small dor-
mer window. To her surprise she did not have to knock long. Although it was
so early, someone was stirring inside and the window was opened at once.

fiFraulein Kata.... Schnell schndl 0 ahoarse voice whispered.

Katya slipped in through the slit of the door.

It was here, irthe tiny room of Karlthe estate electrician, a mechanic
from the town 6Hindenburg and an old arfascist with whom thgirls from
the secret committee had mddends, that they obtained the news about their
country. Karl had a cheap radio set. At elevefiock he would let Katya or
Ludmilla ‘in, help themne in on Moscow and then takeseat in a corner
and smoke a long pipe in silence, enveloped in clouds of poisonous smoke.
Karl was a taciturn man and lived alone. Their friendship had begun when he
had come up to Ludmilla in the yard one day and silently pushed a bag of
something intder hands, pointing to his teeth. 8&al of the girls had come
down with scurvy at that time. The bag contained garlic. Thabaelsin the
autumn. Since then Katya and Ludmilla had taken turns going to his room to
listen to the radio.

He never talked to them; he merely smoked in silence. Sometimes he
brought them medicine for the sick.
however, contrary to his calm nature, this incomprehensible person was ex-
cited. He did not sit down in the wickehair in the corner with his pipehe
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stopped Katya on the threshold and whispered:

AYour people have broken through. F
Steinautobtnt he st ores of grain and meat a

Karl nervously rubbed his bony fingers, deformed by rheumatism.... He
was German, and as such he felt too ashamed to saglsbdhe gentlemen
from theKreis had ordered Frau Klara to do, but he toldy&ab have the
women get out of the stable as quickly as possible, to get out before another
minute passed, before it was too late.

Katya realized that some terrible danger threatened them. She had confi-
dence in Uncle Karl. He would not get upset for nothing. A plan flashed
through her mind at once. Could he do them a last service: cigi¢pdone
wire which connected the castle wiiteina® The German nodded silently:
he would do it at once.

Katya rushed back at top speed. Throwing caution to the winds, she cried
out as soon as she reached the stable window:

fiGirls, our army is coming! Do you heue, girls? Grab up anything you
canlay your hands ol!And, fearing that thét of hysteria might be repeated,
she jumpednto the stable and began to pull at the iron to wiisttive horses
had once been tied.

The women understood her. They scattéhedugh the stable, breaking
and pullirg up everything that could be broken or pulled up, arming them-
selves withboards, sticks, hoeand spades.

The cracking of wood, and the shatterinfgoroken glass worked them
up, rousingeventhe most timid. They forced open the folding dokrocked
down the sentriesand poured in two streams into the paved yard of the castle.
The sentries were disarmed on the spot and did not even attempt to resist. One
group of women, led by Katya flourishing a pickaxe, headed for the wing
where thevolkssturnmsoldiers were quartered; the other, led by Ludmilla, ran
across the yard to the castle.

Under the furious blows of iron bars the carved oaken door split and fell.
Someone fired through it into the crowd, but the report of the gun was lost in
the noise and shouts, aonly the two women who fell to the ground in a pool
of blood warned the rest by their death that there was an ambush awaiting
them behind the door.

Kurt, the chauf f evalet, Richardwhowahse ddRi c h't
he could hardly stand on his feet, made an attempt, revolvers in hand, to check
the mob in the hall. They both fell dead on the spot with crushed skulls.

Meanwhi | e, Frau Richtenau, wearing
ing madly about her room, stuffing money, papers and jewels into valises. The
car, the motor of which had been kept warm all throughititet, was waing
for her in the park. Kurand the old valet, her most loyal employees, had in-
structions to set fire to the stores of grain and meat and the old wooden stable
in which the barefooslave girlswere locked. She had received these orders
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from the Kreisleiter of Steinau himself.

But when everything was ready, something happened outside. Frau Klara
ran to the window, lifted the blaakut curtain, and started back in horror. In
the freezing darkness dim figures in sackcloth coveralls were flitting about in
the yard. The mistress 6fSof i enbur go grabbed the r
ominously silent. The Frau wanted to run to the park gate where the car was
waiting; she could drive it herself. But how could she possibly leave the
money, papers, and family treasures behind? She mussdaiething the
barest minimum. So she frantically began to stuff banknotes into the pockets
of her breeches and jacket.

Shots downstairs, in the hall. That was Kurt. He'd stop them; he would
not let them in. A racket. Shouts, stamping up the stairs. Had they broken in?
God Almighty! A host of tramping feet in the vast old hall, in the bleak draw-
ing room. She must fly, flytaonce! Frau Klara sprang towards the door. Too
late. Her retreatvas cut off. Blows were shaking the door. What were they
pounding with? A panel fell out; a thin, gnarled hand was thrust through the
opening and began to fumble for the lock.

AfiHere she is! 0 someone shouted tri

For one instant the mob stood still in thigen doorway. Frau Richtenau
saw only flushed faces and furious eyes. She fell to her knees. She stretched
out a handful of money to the women, she swore to give them all, all, every-
thing she had; she begged forgiveness, she mumbled something about the
great Russian spirit, the goodness of the Russian heatrt....

But then a tall, slim, rettaired girl came forward; her fiery locks tumbled
in disorder over the sorfpoking sackcloth coverall. She held a spade in her
hands. The nostrils of her thin, aquiline nose were dilated:

AnSilence, you wretch! Dondt vyou da
cellent German.

No mercy was to be expected from them. In sudden inspiration, Frau
Richtenau pulled a smal |0 andddoppédsto Br o w
the ground on the spot with her skull cleaved. One twitching hand grasped the
burnished steel tightly, and the othmanvukively crumpled a handful of
banknotes thato one cared about. Ludmilla cast away the bloody spade and,
in an ordinary, everyday voice which sobered all the girls immed;atai:

fifo a dog, a dogbs deat h. Now, gi rl
t hi ng. 0 S h-greyeyaaovehteercrowdtsterely and added in a low,
but distinct voice, so that even those standing in the adjoining room heard her:

il s that clear?2o
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