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52.20 Excerpt from Memoirs\fn{by Adrián Moyséevich Gribóvski (1766-1833)} Belarus (M) 3
… The Empress’s\fn{Catherine II, the Great (1729-1796, Empress of Russia (1762-1796) .} manner of life was of late years
the same:
In the winter she resided in the large Winter Palace, in the middle story, above the right, smaller entrance. Her
own rooms were few. Upon ascending a small staircase, one entered into a room where, for the immediate
dispatch of the Empress’s orders, there stood behind a screen a writing table with writing material for the secretaries of state and other officers. This room faced a small court, and from it you passed into the boudoir, with its
windows on the Palace Square. Here stood a toilet table.
Of the two doors in this room, the one to the right led into the diamond room, the other, to the left, into the
sleeping-room, where the Empress generally received her reports. From the sleeping-room one passed straight
into the interior boudoir, and to the left into the study and mirror room, from which one way led into the lower
apartments, and the other, over a gallery, into the so-called Neighboring House. In these apartments the Empress
lived until spring, but sometimes she removed earlier to the Tauric Palace, which had been built by Prince
Potemkin on the bank of the Neva.
The main building of this latter palace was only one story high, on purpose, it seems, that the Empress should
not be annoyed by staircases. Here her rooms were larger than in the Winter Palace, especially the study in which
she received the reports. In the first days of May she always went incognito to Tsarskoe Se1ó, and from there she
returned, also incognito, in September to the Winter Palace. Her apartments in Tsarskoe Seló were quite large and
tastefully furnished. All know the magnificent gallery in which the Empress frequently took a walk, particularly
on Sundays when the park was filled with a large crowd of people that used to come down from St. Petersburg.
She received the reports in the cabinet, or in the sleeping-room.
The Empress’s time and occupations were arranged in the following manner:
She rose at seven, and was busy writing in her cabinet until nine (her last work was on the Senate Regulations).
She once remarked in her conversation that she could not live a day without writing something. During that time
she drank one cup of coffee, without cream. At nine o’clock she passed into the sleeping-room, where almost in
the entrance from the boudoir she seated herself in a chair near the wall. Before her stood a table that slanted
towards her and also to the opposite direction, where there was also a chair. She then generally wore a sleepinggown, or capote, of white gros de Tours, and on her head a white crepe bonnet which was poised a little towards
the left. In spite of her sixty-five years, the Empress’s face was still fresh, her hands beautiful, her teeth all well
preserved, so that she spoke distinctly, without lisping, only a little masculinely. She read with eyeglasses and a
magnifying glass. Having once been called in with my reports, I found her reading in this way. She smiled and
said to me:
“You, no doubt, do not need this apparatus! How old are you?” And when I said: “Twenty-six,” she added:
“But we have, in our long service to the Empire, dulled our vision, and now we are of necessity compelled to use
glasses.”
It appeared to me that “we” was used by her not as an expression of majesty, but in the ordinary sense.
Upon another occasion she handed me an autograph note which contained some references for her Senate
Regulations for verification, and said:
“Laugh not at my Russian orthography. I will tell you why I have not succeeded in mastering it. When I came
here, I applied myself diligently to the study of Russian. When my aunt, Elizabeth Petróvna, heard of this, she told
my Court mistress that I ought not to be taught any more—that I was clever enough anyway. Thus, I could learn
Russian only from books, without a teacher, and that is the cause of my insufficient knowledge of orthography.”
However, the Empress spoke quite correct Russian, and was fond of using simple native words, of which she
knew a great number.
“I am very happy,” she said to me, “that you know the order of the Chancery. You will be the first executor of
my Regulations before the Senate. But I caution you that the Chancery of the Senate has overpowered the Senate,
and that I wish to free it from the Chancery. For any unjust decisions, my punishment for the Senate shall be: Let
them be ashamed!”
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I remarked that not only the Senate, but also other bureaus that are guided by the General Reglement, are
hampered in the transaction of their business by great inconveniences and difficulties that demand correction. I
should like very much to see those inconveniences and difficulties of which you speak to me in such strong terms.
The General Reglement is one of the best institutions of Peter the Great.”
Later on, I presented to her Highness my notes upon the General Reglement, which I read to her almost every
afternoon of her residence in Tsarskoe Seló in 1796, and which were honored by her undivided august approval.
(These notes must be deposited with other affairs in the Archives of the Foreign College.)
After occupying her seat, of which I spoke above, the Empress rang a bell, and the valet of the day, who
uninterruptedly remained outside the door, entered and, having received his order, called in the persons. At that
time of the day, the Chief Master of Police and the Secretary of State waited daily in the boudoir; at eleven
o’clock there arrived Count Bezboródko. For the other officers certain days in the week were set apart: for the
Vice-Chancellor, Governor, Government Procurator of the Government of St. Petersburg, Saturday; for the
Procurator-General, Monday and Thursday; Wednesday for the Superior Procurator of the Synod and Master
General of Requests; Thursday for the Commander-in-Chief of St. Petersburg. But in important and urgent cases,
all these officers could come any other time to report.
The first one to be called in to the Empress was the Chief Master of Police, Brigadier Glazov. He made a
verbal report on the safety of the capital and other occurrences, and presented a note, written at the office
irregularly and badly on a sheet of paper, containing the names of arrivals and departures on the previous day of
people of all conditions who had taken the trouble to announce their names at the toll-house, for the sentinels
stopped no one at the toll-house, nor inquired anything of them—in fact there existed then no toll-gates; anybody
received a passport from the Governor at any time he asked for it, and without any pay, and could leave the city
whenever he wished: for this reason the list of arrivals and departures never could be very long. After the Chief
Master of Police left, the Secretaries of State who had any business had themselves announced by the valet, and
were let in one by one. I was one of them.
Upon entering the sleeping-room, I observed the following ceremony: I made a low obeisance to the Empress,
to which she responded with a nod of her head, and smilingly gave me her hand, which I took and kissed, and I
felt the pressure of my own hand; then she commanded me to take a seat. Having seated myself on the chair
opposite, I placed my papers on the slanting table, and began to read. I suppose the other reporting officers acted
in the same way, when they entered the room of the Empress, and that they met with the same reception.
About eleven o’clock the other officers arrived with their reports, as mentioned above, and sometimes there
came Field-Marshal Count Suvórov Rymnikski, who then, after the conquest of Poland, resided at St. Petersburg.
When he entered, he first prostrated himself three times before the image of the Holy Virgin of Kazan, which
stood in the corner, to the right of the door, and before which there burned an undying lamp; then he turned to the
Empress, prostrated himself once before her, though she tried to keep him from it, and, taking him by the hand,
lifted him and said:
“Mercy! Alexander Vasflevich, are you not ashamed to act like that?”
But the hero worshipped her and regarded it as his sacred duty to express his devotion to her in that manner.
The Empress gave him her hand, which he kissed as a relic, and asked him to seat himself on the chair opposite
her; two minutes later she dismissed him. They used to tell that Count Bezboródko and a few others prostrated
themselves in the same way before her, but not before the Holy Virgin.
At these audiences in the Winter and Tauric Palaces, the military officers wore uniforms, with their swords and
shoes, but boots on holidays; civil officers wore during week-days simple French coats, but on holidays gala
dresses; but at Tsarskoe Seló, both the military and civilians wore dress coats on week-days, and only on holidays
the former put on uniforms, and the latter French coats with their swords.
The Empress was busy until noon, after which her old hair-dresser, Kozlóv, dressed her hair in her interior
boudoir. She wore her hair low and very simple; it was done up in the old fashion, with small locks behind her
ears. Then she went into the boudoir, where we all waited for her; our society was then increased by four spinsters
who came to serve the Empress at her toilet. One of them, M. S. Aleksyeev, passed some ice to the Empress, who
rubbed her face with it, probably in order to show that she did not like any other washes; another, A. A. Polokuchi,
pinned a crepe ornament to her hair, and the two sisters Zvyerev handed her the pins. This toilet lasted not more
than ten minutes, and during that time the Empress conversed with some one of the persons present, among whom
there was often the Chief Equerry, Lev Sergyeevich Naryshkin, and sometimes Count Strogonóv, who were her
favorite society. Having bid the company good-bye, the Empress returned with her maids into the sleeping-room,
where she dressed herself for dinner, with their aid and with the aid of Marya Savishna, while we all went home.
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On week-days the Empress wore simple silk dresses, which were all made almost according to the same
pattern, and which were known as Moldavian; the upper garment was usually of lilac or grayish color, and
without her decorations, her lower garment white; on holidays she wore a brocade gown, with three decorations—
the crosses of St. Andrew, St. George and St. Vladimir, and sometimes she put on all the sashes that belong to
these decorations, and a small crown; she wore not very high-heeled shoes.
Her dinner was set for two o’clock. During the week there were generally invited to dinner, of ladies, the Maid
of Honour Protasov and Countess Bramtski; of gentlemen, Adjutant-General P. V. Passek, A. A. Naryshkin, Count
Strogonóv, the two French emigrants, the good Count Esterhazy and, the black Marquis de Lambert, at times
Vice-Admiral Ribas, Governor-General of the Polish provinces Tutolmrn, and finally the Marshal of the Court,
Prince Baryaunski. On holidays there were invited also other military and civil officers who lived in St.
Petersburg, down to the fourth class, and, on special celebrations, down to the sixth class.
The ordinary dinner of the Empress did not last more than an hour. She was very abstemious in her food: she
never breakfasted, and at dinner she tasted with moderation of not more than three or four courses; she drank only
a glass of Rhine or Hungarian wine; she never ate supper. For this reason she was, in spite of her sixty-five years
and industrious habits, quite well and lively. At times, indeed, her legs swelled and sores were opened up, but that
only served to purify her humors, consequently was advantageous for her health. It is asserted that her death took
place solely through the closing up of these sores.
After dinner all the guests immediately departed. The Empress was left alone. In summer she sometimes took a
nap, but in winter never. She sometimes listened, until the evening assembly, to the foreign mail which arrived
twice a week; sometimes she read a book, or made cameo imprints on paper; this she did also during the reading
of her mail by P. A., or Count Markóv, or Popóv; but the latter was rarely invited to read, on account of his poor
pronunciation of French; though he was nearly always present in the secretary’s room.
At six o’clock there assembled the aforementioned persons, and others of the Empress’s acquaintance whom
she specially designated, in order to pass the evening hours. On Hermitage days, which were generally on
Thursdays, there was a performance, to which many ladies and gentlemen were invited; after the performance
they all went home. On other days the reception was in the Empress’s apartments. She played rocambole or whist,
generally with P. A., E. V. Chertkóv and Count Strogonóv; there were also card-tables for the other guests.
At ten o’clock the Empress retired to her inner apartments; at eleven she was in bed, and in all the rooms
reigned a deep silence …
270.60 1. Excerpts from The Books Of The Polish Pilgrims (1832) 2. On Lord Byron (from the author’s
preface to his translation of Giauour, Paris, 1835) 3. On Ralph Waldo Emerson (from “Mickiewicz in Foreign
Eyes” in Adam Mickiewicz, Poet of Poland, New York, 1951, p. 269) 4a. “Our Program” 4b. “Socialism” 4c.
“Rome And Official Catholicism” 4d. “Workers’ Settlements” (from the newspaper, La Tribune des Peuples,
Paris, 1849)\fn{by Adam Bernard Mickiewicz (1798-1855)} Zavosse, Brest Voblast, Belarus (M) 6
1
The Polish Pilgrims are the soul of the Polish Nation.
But no Pole on his pilgrimage is called a wanderer, for a wanderer is a man straying without a goal;
Nor is he an exile, for an exile is a man exiled by the decree of the government, but his government did not
exile the Pole.
The Pole on his pilgrimage has not yet a name of his own, but that name will be given to him later, just as a
name was given to the confessors of Christ later.
But meanwhile the Pole is called a pilgrim; and since he hath made a vow to journey to the holy land, the free
country, he hath vowed to journey until he shall find it.
But the Polish Nation is not a divinity like Christ, therefore its soul on its pilgimage over the abyss may go
astray, and its return to the body and the resurrection may thus be deferred.
Therefore let us read diligently the Gospel of Christ, and those teachings and parables which the Christian
pilgrim hath gathered from the lips and writings of Christian Poles, the martyrs and pilgrims.
*
Why is there given to your nation the heritage of the future freedom of the world?
Ye know that the man who hath several kinsmen bequeatheth not his heritage to him who is the strongest, not
to him who is the most resourceful, nor to him who eateth with the best appetite and drinketh the best;
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But to him who loveth him most and who dwelleth with him, when others run after good living, profit, and
merrymaking.
And behold for that reason to your nation is bequeathed the heritage of freedom.
Why is there given to your nation the power of resurrection?
Not because your people is mighty, for the Romans were mightier, and they died, and they do not rise again.
Not because your commonwealth was ancient and glorious, for Venice and Genoa were more ancient and more
glorious, and they died, and they do not rise again.
Not because your nation was enlightened by learning, for Greece, the mother of philosophers, died and lay in
the grave until she forgot all her learning; and when she had become a simple folk, behold, she began to stir.
And enlightened were the kingdoms of Westphalia, Italy, and Holland, which, as ye have seen, were born and
died, and do not rise again.
But ye shall be awakened from the grave, for ye are men who believe, who love and who have hope.
Ye know that the first dead man whom Christ raised from the grave was Lazarus.
And Christ raised from the grave neither a captain nor a philosopher nor a merchant, but Lazarus.
And Scripture saith that Christ loved him, and he was the only man over whom Christ wept. And who now is
the Lazarus among nations?
*
Rulers of France and ye men of France who call yourselves wise, ye who talk of freedom and serve despotism,
ye shall lie between your people and foreign despotism as a tire of cold iron between the hammer and the anvil.
And ye shall be beaten, and the dross from you, and the sparks from you, shall fly to the ends of the earth, and
the nations shall say:
“Of a truth, the hammering there is as great as in the forge of hell”.
And ye shall cry out to the hammer, to your people:
“O people, forgive thou and cease, for we have talked of freedom”. And the hammer shall say:
“Thou didst talk in one wise, but thou didst act in another”. And it shall fall with new force upon the tire.
And ye shall cry out to foreign despotism, as to a deaf anvil:
“O despotism, we have served thee, soften thyself, make an opening, that we may hide ourselves from the
hammer”. And despotism shall say:
“Thou didst act in one wise, thou didst talk in another”. And it shall present to you a back hard and cold, till the
tire shall be forged so that none shall know it.
Rulers of England and ye men of England who call yourselves wise, ye pride yourselves on your birth and say:
“My grandfather was a lord and my great-grandfather a king, let us live therefore in friend ship with our
kinsmen the lords and kings of Europe”; but lo, the days will come, when ye shall cry to the people:
“Grant us our lives, for there has been in our race neither a single king, nor a single lord, nor a single esquire”.
And ye, merchants and traders of the two nations, who are greedy of gold and of the paper that giveth gold, ye
did send money for the suppressions of freedom; and lo, the days shall come when ye shall lick your gold and
chew your paper, and none will send you bread and water.
Ye have heard of famines such that mothers have eaten their children; but your hunger shall be more grievous,
for I say unto you that ye shall cut off the ears of living fellow creatures, and your own ears and roast them and
eat them. For ye have deserved that ye should be without ears as are felons.
2
Of Byron’s influence upon the whole contemporary literature his readers can learn almost every day as they
well may see that nearly all the works of later writers bear the stamp and distinctive marks of this great poet.
Numerous studies have been written on the good points and faults of his poetry; they are in fact so numerous that
they can be arranged in a small library. It is not our aim to get at this musty critico-panegyric layer, already so
deeply covered by successive and more important polemics.
But the translator has felt it his duty to express his opinion about the works of this author in at least one
respect, that of their moral character and tendencies. It is generally known that Byron has been charged with
impiety and anti-social views. He was accused of having chosen villains for the heroes of his poems as if he thus
wanted to extol evil-doing to the skies. Frederick Schlegel called him an emissary of Satan while all Byron’s
critics unanimously agreed that he was the Apostle of skepticism.
Yet we have to look upon his works from this sole point of view, namely what artistic values they have. The
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critics, besides, will have to relate his poetry to the age from which it had sprung and also will have to compare it
with other contemporary works as well as with those of a later date. To do so they ought to adopt the same moral
standards and apply them to each of those writers.
Byron was a child of the past century. He came into the world in an epoch which was morally least favorable
for man, for the poet. He lived in a time when the curtain was drawn upon the first act of the revolution. The
powerful struggle waged with pen and word was suddenly beheaded by guillotines and silenced by the rolling
thunder of the European war. Factions weakened and exhausted through mutual slaughter retreated from the
battlefield, and those few who outlived the defeat were disarmed and muzzled by Napoleon. All came to a dead
end. Strange numbness held the people in its grip, and they feared to ask those questions which had not long
before revolutionized the whole world. They ceased even to think of them.
All contemporary works bear this feature of mental terror and moral decay, and resemble the conversations of
criminals who had been locked up in prison and who are now ashamed to remember their in famous past and fear
to think of their horrible future—so banning both, they find pleasure in a chat about the weather and rain.
Byron’s soul could hardly thrive upon that kind of literature and ardently sought to rise above it. Persecuted by
his critics, the young author attacked them in turn, and, judging the readers to be of similar mind as the critics, he
began to slight the public in general. After his quarrel with literary critics there fell between him and the people a
moral breach, the details of which belong to the poet’s biography.
He knew himself a villain—but he deemed
The rest no better than the thing he seemed\fn{ Byron, The Corsair, 1814}

Since then Byron has come to believe that a man with his heart in the right place cannot live in company and
with the people, but must either escape from the world or take revenge upon it. Since then the poet had made his
heroes the children of his soul and made them live in deserts or in caves inhabited by outlaws.
But Byron’s children are by no means ordinary transgressors, mercenary and indulgent egoists, neither are they
raving fanatics infatuated with their depravity and folly. The poet endows them with one virtue at least, one noble
emotion which links them with mankind, which helps them not to sink into a complete moral darkness and, as it
sheds light upon the recesses of their consciences, reveals all scars and blemishes.
Byron’s heroes are men of conscience. And in this fact lies the main difference between our poet and the
writers of the past century.
The preceding age can be likened to a sophist who failed to discriminate between Evil and Good, it practised
only speculative reasoning and set for its aim the justification of everything, or rather to convince by word of
mouth that everything was right. Typical of the past century is Voltaire’s Pangloss, that French Job who, when
reaching the bottom of his moral depravity, even then keeps his good humour; wreathing in smile and spitting his
teeth he remains boastful, and cheerfully declares that he has been and remains a philosopher.
Byron’s heroes despise such sophistry; they know that they are guilty and must suffer; pride only forbids them
to ask forgiveness, and the reader feels that in order to reform and become better men they need only one thing—
time—for they all die too soon. The reader has this conviction that neither the Giaour nor the Corsair, nor Don
Juan would have come to such an end as Pangloss or Faublas.
And the poet’s skepticism differs from this indifference to all and everything which is properly called
skepticism by the sophists, and which in fact is nothing else but a voluntary deafness and blindness. The whole
philosophy of the past century tended to beguile the people or to lead them away by means of threats and sneers
from the pursuit of superior and fundamental truths; it also aimed at convincing them that those truths were either
inconceivable or unworthy of their pursuit.
Byron was the first among the poets who refused to be soothed by such smug condemnation of thought and
emotion. The great riddle of the world, the riddle of human destiny or that of future life had ever been present
before his eyes. He had moved in his poetry all essential moral and philosophic questions, had wrestled with all
perplexing points of dogmas and tradition. He used to swear, vociferate and scowl like the Titan Prometheus
whose shade he loved to recall.
Byron did not succeed in feeling at peace with his own soul. Like his heroes, however, he also needed more
time. This is the reason, probably, why the prophecy of Sir Walter Scott has never come true.
Nor was Byron the continuator of the past age. On the contrary it can be said that he alone stopped and
reversed the flow of the intellectual movement leaning so heavily towards sophistry. General opinion called
Byron a Napoleon of the poets as Napoleon himself was recognised to be the sole poet in France. Many centuries
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will pass before a hand will appear which may hold one of these two sceptres.
Skepticism is said to materialise in a twofold shape: once as darkness, misty and cold, foretelling a long night,
the other time it is only a brief clouding of an early morning associated with an invigorating breeze which heralds
the coming of the day. Byron represents the latter sceptics, uncertain of their move and course but who are full of
spirit and sincerity.
3
All those who have written about the reform of the Slavic peoples express the wish to Europeanize them. They
wish first of all to civilize them, that is, to make them merchants, shopkeepers, industrialists, to make them
English, German, or French, to strip them of their Slavic characteristics.
To show you what is false about this, and I dare to apply the word sacrilege to such attempts, I shall quote to
you some further lines from the American philosopher Emerson.
In his land, teeming with industry, with railroads, with banknotes, with division of labor, the practical
philosopher sighs for agricultural life. He shows that the manner in which European nations have lived, whereby
they have exploited Christianity for private profit, has put them into a condition so wretched that they can no
longer feel what is true. If Christianity gives strength to man by showing him the inferiority of nature, it is not for
the purpose of inspiring within him a single desire, the desire to lay hold of nature; if Christianity proclaims the
equality of men, it is not only for the purpose of stirring up jealousy and competition.
Let us see what Emerson says, in a harmonious, thriving society, at Boston.
We must begin to consider if it were not the nobler part to renounce it—the advantage offered by a civilized society
—and to put ourselves into primary relations with the soil and nature, and abstaining from whatever is dishonest or
unclean, to take each of us his part, with his own hands, in the manual labor of the world.
I confess I should not be pained at a change which threatened a loss of some of the luxuries or conveniences of
society, if it proceeded from a preference of the agricultural life out of the belief that our primary duties as men could
be better discharged in that calling. Who could regret to see a high conscience and a purer taste exercising a sensible
effect on young men in the choice of their occupation?

4a
The condition of Europe is such that it is impossible that in the future any nation will be able to proceed along
the road of progress in isolation from others unless it wishes to expose itself to ruin and thus threaten injury to the
general cause.
The enemies of the people in Europe continue to act in solidarity; they confirm this solidarity by action at
every step. More conscious of their common danger than anyone else, they have united themselves as never
before. Their tactics consist of using all their governments’ forces against each nationality that separately seeks
liberation, and thus suppressing one after another and one through the other. Their plans, formed long ago,
become evident when carried into effect; they are based on accurate data, according to which all the selfish
interests of governments as well as of the individuals that exercise influence on them were calculated and the
degree of their ambition, which is the motive prompting them all, was estimated.
We are founding a European people’s organ—The Tribune of Peoples. Determined to proclaim and defend the
rights of France, provided they are in accord with the interest of the people’s cause in Europe, we summon all
nations to come to that tribune, each with its free word.
A group of foreigners who in their homelands have won popularity by their words as well as by their efforts
and sacrifices have lent us their fraternal collaboration. Through them we shall have exact and accurate
information on what concerns their countries. As men of the February Revolution\fn{ W: One of a wave of revolutions in
1848 in Europe. In France the revolutionary events ended the Orleans monarchy (1830–48) and led to the creation of the French Second
Republic.} we are also in full agreement with the tendencies of the Great Revolution and the Napoleonic period, in

so far as these have been realized, because Napoleon actually put the revolutionary principles into effect when as
an armed missionary he experienced the republican phase of his life.
The moment the First Consul abandoned this principle in order to negotiate with the old world and put the
crown on his head, a series of misfortunes began from which the people still suffer today. In spite of this, it is still
the Revolutionary Napoleon who in the eyes of the people is the representative of the Great Revolution because
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he defended its ideas most perseveringly and most effectively. On the other hand, those who came after him
became traitors on the very day they assumed power.
We shall seek the frontiers of the Republic even beyond the confines of Napoleon’s power; we shall regard as
reactionaries all those who, adopting the republican principle, measure its external activity according to their
selfish interests, or who, admiring the spirit of action and strength of the Napoleonic epoch, would nevertheless
like to exclude from it the spirit of sacrifice and republican expansion.
France, as we conceive her, is that very spirit, which became the people and was embodied in the republican
form.
That means that we shall defend the present Constitution that we shall cooperate as best we can to accelerate
its revolution toward a republic with all its consequences.
This is as far as internal affairs are concerned. With regard to foreign countries we shall courageously deal with
matters directly concerning us: Italy, Poland, Germany, Denmark, Spain, the Slavonic countries, Hungary, the
Danubian provinces.
Both internally and externally we shall be guided by the principles of Christian policy—the solidarity of
peoples. In relation to the parties which struggle for power in Europe, in France and in the National Convention
we shall always support those men who, faithful to the progressive instinct of the masses, will work to build a
social order concordant with the new needs of the people. Only on this condition shall we recognize them as the
true political representation of the people’s interest in the whole world, the only true interest of France.
4b
Socialism is an entirely new word. Who created this word? No one knows.\fn{ W says, under the article “Socialism”,
that Claude Henri de Rouvroy, Compte de Saint-Simon (1760-1825) was the person who coined the world } Most terrible are the
words which no one has created but which everyone repeats. Fifty years ago the words revolution and revolutionary were also neologisms, barbarisms.
Socialism first appeared officially in the people’s programs in the days of the February Revolution. No one
knows the names of the authors of those programs. An unknown hand put the word socialism in them, to the great
consternation of all satisfied Balthasars of France.
The old society and all its representatives, though they did not grasp the meaning of this word, read their death
sentence in it … The old society feels itself attacked from all sides. What it lacks is certainly not prosecutors and
gendarmes. It has at its disposal a larger supply of brute force than the Roman Empire ever possessed or than the
Russian Empire controls. What it lacks is moral foundation, conviction, idea.
True socialism has never encouraged material disorder, riots, and all that which goes with them. It has never
been an enemy of authority. It only demonstrates that in the old society there no longer exists any principle on
which legitimate authority could be based, that is, an authority in conformity with the present needs of mankind.
Socialism would welcome power, but power that is new.
The old foundations of power no longer exist.
Religious dogma, formerly recognized and accepted by the vast majority of the French people, dogma which
had created their religious and political life, is no longer officially referred to by theorists with out force or
practitioners without conscience …
No, the socialist system is not negation. You may say that the inner idea of socialism has not yet acquired
sufficient brightness to penetrate the eyes of men holding power, of representatives of society hostile to socialism,
but you have no right to accuse socialism of being merely negation.
Modern socialism is only the manifestation of a feeling as old as life itself, a manifestation of sensing that
which in our life is incomplete, cut off, abnormal, and consequently unhappy. The socialist feeling is the spirit's
aspiration towards a better existence, not individual but common and solidary. We admit, that this feeling was
manifested with completely new force; it is a new sense which spiritual man managed to develop, it is a new
passion …
Socialism being completely new has new desires and new passions which people of the old society cannot
comprehend, just as a young man’s desires cannot be comprehended by children or doting old men.
Desires and passions are never negative; desires and passions are confirmations of the soul, just as problems
are confirmation of the mind. A dogma is the confirmation of the soul in the past; an axiom is the confirmation of
the mind, also in the past. Problem and desire are confirmations of mind and soul which aspire to the future. In
dogmas and axioms society sinks into the grave; it is reborn in desires and problems …
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Social feeling will not become passion, action, and truth until it bursts forth in the souls of truly religious and
patriotic people.
Religious and patriotic sentiments are the foundation of socialism …
We agree with socialism always whenever it appears as the development of religious and patriotic feeling. We
leave to theologians and professional philosophers the discussion of theories.
The theory of socialism should not be proclaimed by its spokesman in the National Assembly. Theories are
published daily in books and periodicals. All deputies know them or at least must be assumed to be familiar with
them. From the official spokesman of socialism, projects, draft resolutions, bills are expected.
The National Assembly is a great authority; it can give orders to the treasurers of the Republic and to the
marshals of France. When one addresses such an authority he should draw his conclusions and should present
clearly to it the items of the budget and the military route of march.
The National Assembly debated big international questions. Under discussion were Italy, Hungary, the
spiritual and temporal power of the Pope, the principle of the Slavic and Magyar nationalities, questions
epitomizing the religious and social conflict between the representatives of the old official church and of the old
dynasties and the religious and socialist people of the new world.
In the most decisive moment of this debate the socialist speaker, leaving aside the most delicate matters—the
only ones with which the members of the National Assembly were concerned—diverged into the sphere of
general theory. The practical men of the Assembly, the leaders of parties, the most skillful enemies of socialism,
were indeed very glad of this. They left the socialist speaker complete free dom to attack the principles of the old
society; satisfied that this old society had secured the right of determining the fate of Italy, Hungary and Poland.
4c
The party which in France officially assumes the name Catholic does not cease to proclaim through its
organs, in the Chamber, and in the press, a crusade against the capital of Catholicism: in the opinion of leading
members of this party Rome cannot exist religiously without the Pope, while the Pope would lose his spiritual
existence if he were deprived of his civil list, his gendarmes, and his Swiss regiments. The godlessness of the
Romans has recently deprived him of all these means of exercising his spiritual power. Rome is becoming a
threat to the Catholic Church.
In the very name of religion and of the Church, univers religieux and all official Catholics of France call for
European intervention in Italian affairs. But since when has Rome become a seat of godlessness? We still have
fresh in our memory the hymns sung by univers in praise of the Romans. It presented this people to us as a model
of religious fervor and political wisdom. What grave sin have they committed that time that they suddenly lost the
treasures of their former merits and the gifts of grace—in a word, everything, even their faith?
Awaiting an answer to this question, we, unofficial Catholics, believe that the only sin of our Roman
brothers, one which most of all scandalized the Pope, the Sacred College, the holders of large bene fices,
univers religieux and its followers, is republicanism. An unpardonable sin! The Romans would probably be
forgiven neglect of religious duties; they would be permitted freely to violate church disci pline; their
indifference in matters of religion would be tolerated and sometimes even supported; they would be permitted
to proclaim today atheism from the height of the Capitol, provided the word re public is not pronounced in the
Quirinal, provided the capacity of monarch is respected in the Pope.
This would suffice to put at ease the cardinals, in their capacity of princes of the Church concerning the fate of
their endowments, and would save the estates and families of the big holders of Church benefices. In the language
of official Catholicism these very things are called the splendor of the Church. The Romans are required to
sacrifice everything that in modern life is most essential, to sacrifice their human and civic dignity so that the
auto-da-fé of their rights and liberties might resurrect the past splendor of the Church.
According to the views of official Catholics in France the Romans should be slaves attached to the ecclesiastic
soil of the Pope’s private estates; therefore, let them work to feed his court, let them pay for his army and
diplomatic service, let them carry all the costs of the maintenance and improvement of this Church which should
be splendid! And as far as the official Catholics of France are concerned, their sacred and sole duty is to admire
these splendors from afar.
These are the mysteries of official theology which we do not understand at all.
4d
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They are trying to build workers’ settlements in Paris.
These are establishments of an entirely new kind for France. We owe them to the February Revolution and to
the ideas which it began to put into effect. In these establishments the worker is assured the opportu nity of
breathing fresh air, of having lodgings and fuel, that is, advantages of which the proletarian has so far been
deprived. Since nothing can be done without capital, it is said that rich people have appeared who are forming a
company for building these settlements for the workers. Thus it is the result of the cooperative spirit. Therefore
one cannot sufficiently encourage the building of such settlements.
However, the suppliers of funds and architects, seemingly yielding to the socialist idea, nevertheless make a
deal among themselves to utilize it in the interest of expediency. It is an old tactical device of exploiters to take
over from an idea perfect in itself only that which is profitable to them.
Therefore, the reactionaries hastened to take the workers’ settlements under their patronage. They hope to take
advantage of this social institution as an army against socialism. According to what the reactionaries say, it is they
who should be regarded as the inventors of those settlements, while, on the contrary, socialism is alleged to be the
inexorable foe of the worker’s welfare.
We have a right to ask the official representatives of reaction M. M. Thiers, Fould, both Dupins, why at the
time when they were at the helm of authority and when they loudly proclaimed themselves conquerors of the
Republic and of the socialist principle, it did not occur to them to set aside for the building of workers’ settlements the tremendous sums of money which they used for the building of a chain of fortifications, prisons, and
other establishments of the same kind, whose sole purpose was the welfare of the royal crown.
We address these remarks to the workers, the future inhabitants of these settlements. They should be convinced
that it was the revolutionary and socialist spirit, the spirit of July and of February, which forced the capitalists to
recognize the necessity of concerning themselves at last with the proletarian’s welfare. The help offered by the
capitalists to the working class should be considered a concession wrested from selfishness by humanitarian
progress, and not the work of Christian charity.
Therefore, it is in the interest of the worker to nurture in himself and to spread abroad the spirit which created
these settlements: the more powerful this spirit becomes, the more means will be found to insure welfare to those
who are its representatives. If the workers let themselves be bribed by the self-seeking concessions of materialists
who take them under their patronage, if, resting content with an insignificant improvement of their situation, they
separated from the general cause of the proletariat, they would be like those opposi tionists who, having become
salaried officials or ministers, renounce the sentiments and convictions which gained them the positions from
which they now show such haughtiness.
Thus the fate of the workers’ settlements depends on the workers themselves. Let them remain, as citizens, as
they were during the February days. Let them not forget that by taking up arms in behalf of sufferings and general
misery, that by exclaiming “long live France, long live Italy, long live Poland!” they who had no place to rest their
heads, won the right to live in those settlements.
Only when they had shaken the powers of all Europe, did they force the rulers of France to concern themselves
with their lot.
1819
17.115 It Had To Be\fn{by David Pinski (1872-1959)} Mohilev, Mohilev Voblast, Belarus (M) 2
He lived in the south—his wife in the north. It had been like that for years. She and the children lived in the
northern town, where he and she were both born, had married and brought five children into the world. He, in a
distant southern town, to which the bitter struggle for existence had banished him. It was to have been for a short
time. For a few months. But it was to be years.
So they wrote letters. Yearning letters, often stained with tears. And at the end of each the wish that God might
soon bring them together again.
A big river flowed past the town in the north, on to the town in the south. Hundreds of miles long. But to them
it was a link, something that joined them together. It conveyed a constant greeting
She could stand on the bridge in the north, look down at the waters flowing away from her, and accompany
them with yearning glances, sent her heart with them. For they were flowing south.
He could stand on the bridge in the south, watching the waters flowing down, with questioning eyes. For they
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came from the north. One summer she wrote to him:
“I bathed yesterday. The waters went over my body and passed on to you in the south. Catch them and bathe in
them.”
That was a strange letter for a woman of forty to write. Yearning makes ordinary people seers and poets. She
was a pious woman. When she had finished the letter she felt abashed. She blushed and looked round guiltily, lest
the walls had seen what she had written. But the words pleased her. They had come from the depths within her.
She looked at them, and lived them over again and again. She felt the contact. She saw the contact.
Great is the distance. The waters that flow out between the banks in the north have many things to tell when
they pass between the banks of the south. Ships, big and small, have gone over them. Lovers have rowed their
boats on them. People have bathed in them, men, women, children. Some have been drowned, and some have
drowned themselves.
Yet the waters that had passed over her, caressed her, kissed her, would reach the distant south untouched,
would bring her husband the impress of her nude form. In her later letters she only hinted shyly:
“I bathed yesterday,” or “I am going bathing today.”
No more. She had created a secret understanding between them, and it buoyed her up. And he prayed even
more ardently and piously at the close of his letters that God in His mercy might reunite them.
He did so with even greater fervor in the letter that he sent her by the hand of a friend of his. He told her there
about the bearer of the letter. A Hebrew teacher, from their own district, near their own town. He had tried his luck
in the southern town, but without success. Now he was going back to try his luck in their northern town.
He proceeded to describe him—a great scholar, who ought to be more than a teacher. And a very observant
Jew, a veritable saint. He proposed that his friend should live in their house. His room was empty anyhow. The
room behind the kitchen. It would be a good thing to have him there. He would be a teacher and an example to the
two younger children. Till God took pity on them, and so forth.
His pious moan as he wrote those last lines lay on the words, shrieked, wept, sobbed out of them. It evoked
from her just such another moan. And bitter, scalding tears. That he should have to be far away, and a stranger be
the example to their children! When would God have compassion on them!
The teacher came to live there. Moved into the room behind the kitchen. A room that was separated from the
rest, as if it had nothing to do with any other part of the house. A dwelling on its own.
And besides, she had a grown-up son, in addition to the younger ones, a grown man, who was about to be
married. And two grown-up daughters, of marriageable age.
So there was no liability in the stranger—a teacher, and an observant Jew, a veritable saint—occupying the
room that stood empty.
Ah, they had forgotten the long winter nights, when the grown-up daughters and the grown-up son would go to
their friends or to the theater, to dances and parties, and the younger boys would be asleep in their room, sleeping
the sound sleep of youth.
It happened presently. One long, cold winter night. The older children were not at home. The younger were
asleep. The teacher had just come in from the Beth Hamedrash where he had been studying the Gemarah. He had
eaten supper and said grace. Was sitting quietly for a while on the couch beside the dining-table in the warm,
well-heated dining-room. Exchanged a few words with her, while she cleared the table. Talked about her husband
in the distant southern town. Both spoke with a heavy heart, joylessly.
They talked for only a little while. It soon became quiet. Only the cricket on the hearth did not cease chirping,
and from one of the bed-rooms came the sound of the heavy breathing of the sleeping boys.
Suddenly they realized that they were alone. Alone with the silence which pressed on them from all sides, and
with the cricket and the breathing of the sleeping children. And with their piety. Yet, they both lost themselves.
Became uneasy. The heat in the room grew unbearable. Almost as if their only course would be to fling open door
and windows and let in the frost. They forgot what they had been saying when they had grown silent. They found
no words for restarting a conversation.
She stood at the door of the larger room which they called hall, and which led to her bedroom. She slipped
through the door, stole out. Shut it behind her. Even locked the bedroom door behind her. Undressed in a state of
trepidation; crawled under the blankets as if to hide from something.
And he rose up terrified from his place beside the table. Rushed as if he were hunted through the dining-room
and the kitchen, into his room. Put all his piety into saying the prayer before going to sleep. Talked down, shouted
down something inside him. Was afraid to stop saying his prayers.
But found it hard to fall asleep.
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After that, there were evenings when she begged the grown-up daughters to stay at home, not to go away.
Several times she ordered them not to leave the house. It was not proper for girls to be out at night.
The older son was beyond her. It was no use pleading with him to stay or ordering him not to go out. She did
not always succeed with the girls, either. And there were evenings when they had to work late. They were
dressmakers, and people got married. Nor could she always beg or ban. The children might ask—
“What new thing is this?” Why should they suddenly be told that they should not or must not go out of the
house?
They might even begin to understand!
Often on such lonesome nights the teacher would put on his poor, worn fur, and leave his warm, well-lit room,
with a groan, and a wry face. And go stumbling through heavy snow, in black night and biting frost. Take refuge
in the dark, cold Beth Hamedrash.
But when he stayed at home, an atmosphere of disquiet hung over the house, of heart-beating and looming
dread. Though he kept to his room, studying the Gemarah.
One such night, as she lay in bed, restless, distraught, afraid of herself, she remembered that she had left her
oldest son’s blanket over the stove. She had accidentally upset a jug of water over it, and had put it there to dry.
When he came home, he would look for it, get annoyed, and wake her. So she got out of bed, and went to the
stove. Walked, wrapped in the heavy folds of the darkness in the rooms. She did not kindle a light, because in the
light she would have seen the disquiet and the looming dread.
The teacher had long finished his page of Gemarah, extinguished his lamp, and got into bed; but he was
shivering, his teeth chattered in his head. So he decided to get up and go to the stove to warm himself.
At the stove they knocked into each other in the dark. Two almost naked bodies, a man and a woman. Terror.
Almost a shriek. Then groping in fear and blackness. The groping became an embrace. The groan of a released,
long-suppressed longing. And forgetfulness.
After forgetfulness came dread and despair. The next day the teacher left the town. Probably to suffer and
expiate his sin. The reason given was that he had been called home by bad news.
But she had to conceal her fear and despair. She would have wept for days, but tears betray. She did not dare to
be pale. Did not dare to lose countenance. Lest the older children observe, question, look at her in surprise.
So her face became a mask. When she was alone, she tore her hair, beat her head, tormented herself, fiercely,
brutally. But she did not weep. And she met her children with her customary calm.
If only God did not see as her children did not see! She did not cease to speak to God. In her heart, quietly,
without moving her lips. That He should forget what He had seen in the darkness that night. That He should
forgive. Should not punish her. That it should remain in the dark. She counted the days, and lived in hope.
But when she had counted a certain number of days, a shudder passed through her body. Her hair seemed on
fire at the roots. Day passed into day, and the horror increased.
She tried, in the days that followed, to lift up the heavy commode—several times—it almost killed her. One
day she nearly fainted, after a dose of scrambling on to chairs and table and jumping off.
That day the children noticed that she looked ill. Something was wrong. What had happened?
But it was shortly before Passover. So she had her explanation. She had a lot to do. She was fagged.\fn{Exhausted.}
The children only wondered why she was doing more that pre-Passover time than any other. And the younger
daughter incautiously said:
“Father isn’t coming!”
Those words saved her. They gave her an excuse to cry out. She became hysterical. She sobbed for a long time,
bitterly. The children thought they had touched her raw wound, and wept with her, helped their mother to bemoan
her parting from their father.
After that, they often saw her with tears in her eyes. But they asked no questions. Spoke no word. They were
afraid lest they open the wound again.
And when she had counted six months, it was midsummer, and very hot. So she went to bathe.
The river was young in the northern town. Not far from its source. But broad and deep and dangerous. Mainly
because it was full of whirlpools, abysses that swallowed people who came near. There were many such
whirlpools. Especially near the places where they bathed the horses. And where the best swimmers bathed.
So she went to bathe where the strongest swimmers bathe. For she was an excellent swimmer. She walked into
the water slowly. Hands clasped over her abdomen. As if trying to hide it. She walked, listening to what was
underfoot, feeling for something with her feet. But she was, all of her, with her husband in the distant south. She
breathed heavily, and tears blinded her eyes, rolled down her cheeks, fell like raindrops into the river. And all she
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was, cried:
“I am going to bathe, my husband!”
Another step, and she felt the ground had vanished under her feet. Her heart beat rapidly. She was almost
turning back. Was on the verge of unclasping her hands, tearing them away from her abdomen, and flinging them
out and swimming. She still wanted to speak to her husband, to tell him about the waters that would go over her
naked body, and flow on to him.
But she pressed her arms more tightly to her abdomen, shut her eyes, took another step, and disappeared.
She sank as if she were forced down.
As if there were a heavy weight inside her.
17.122 & 266.64 1. An Only Daughter 2. Kaddish 3. The First Day 4. Fradel\fn{by Devora Baron (1887-1956)}
Uzda, Minsk Voblast, Belarus (F) 10
1
Early one fine morning, the mumbling of voices from Mama’s bedroom startles me awake. In the dining room,
someone is speaking in a hoarse voice and coughing.
Is that Bubbe? She came all the way here from three streets over—so early!
Amazed and unsettled, my gaze wanders restlessly around the room before it fixes itself, in stunned horror, on
the small table: No milk, no buns! Is Mama planning on letting me die of starvation?
“Mariashka!” But instead of the maid, some burly Jewish woman with her sleeves rolled up pushes through the
door.
“Hey you, settle down, stop that screeching,” and with cold, glassy eyes she looks me over and then she
disappears. In the dining room, beside the simmering samovar, sits Papa. Stroking his thick black beard, he gazes
at me with a smile:
“So, Rochele!”
And then I see my grandmother. Standing at the eastern wall, an open prayer book in hand, she rapidly leafs
through the pages, gesturing to me without interrupting her prayers,
“Nu, oh” and she shrewdly, slyly winks toward my mother’s room: “Oy, nu …”
It’s the maid who finally lets out the secret. Having helped the burly Jewish woman carry a large basin of water
from Mama’s room, she closes the bedroom door quickly and sticks out a long tongue.
“Nyah, nyah, nyah! For eight years the only one and now—it’s all over!”
“Huh?” Before my eyes I can see—like an open grave—my grandmother’s toothless mouth:
“Ha, ha, ha, take a look … look at that girl’s face turning colors … ha, ha, ha.” A little while later,
Grandmother relaxes in an armchair and she and my father put their heads together:
“So, what do you say, maybe her name really should be ‘Masha’? That would be in honor of Aunt Mad, of
blessed memory.” And she adds:
“May you only live to lead her to the wedding canopy, God willing.”
And she squints her red-rimmed eyes so comically that for the first time in my life I notice an extra, swollen
fold of skin dangling from her throat, quivering strangely whenever she speaks. I couldn’t control myself.
“Hey, Bubbe. What’s that disgusting thing on your neck?” I titter.
And then something happens that has never happened to me before: Papa, his face bright red and his eyes
bulging, storms over to me:
“What did you say? Huh? What was that?”
That was how our neighbor Barukh was always looking at my friend Feygek, who had five sisters younger
than her. My heart pounds. Suddenly I feel as if all the people in the room had somehow become strangers to me,
conspiring against me. Even him, I think, looking at my father, and a cold hatred blossoms in my heart for that
hairy man.
I’m going to run away from them all, I decide on the spur of the moment and make for the door. I won’t come
home for three whole days and nights. I’ll sleep in the abandoned house at the end of the street. And food? I’ll
smuggle a piece of bread out with me. In the hall, Mariashka meets me with a glass of coffee.
“Come on, you have to eat something, your Mama said so.”
“Go tell her that I won’t eat, and make sure she hears it,” I hurl at her face.
In the corner, under the staircase, I spot Tzuly, my kitten, eyes half-closed, lying stretched out, breathing
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peacefully. I take it all out on her.
“No, no, no, you should know better than that.” I tear at her ears, drag her from the corner by the tail and start
plucking out her fur, one hair at a time.
*
A few days later Mariashka approaches me, taking me by the hand.
“Come, Mama’s calling you.” The blood rushes to my face.
“Mama?”
In fact, I’ve been anticipating this moment for a long time. Many times before this, I had sneaked up to her
door, stood there with my heart pounding, and listened. More than once, it has occurred to me that the whole thing
was a lie, that there was nothing going on in that room, they were just hiding her from me to tease me. But now
they were calling me to Mama. Soon I would see her, hug her, tell her everything, everything, and again she
would stroke me with her good eyes.
“Now, listen when they tell you to do something, my one and only …” The door opens quietly. Mama—her
face so pale, drawn, and the eyes smile so strangely.
“Want to see?”
My knees buckle. Is it true, then? Yes, yes, now I see my own brown cradle. From inside of it I can hear soft
breathing.
“Want a look?” And she snatches some wrapped-up thing from the cradle: a little red face, a wide mouth, and
two tiny green eyes.
“Smoo-oooch …” Mama gives the thing a kiss. She pulls it to her heart:
“My daughter.”
“Mama!” And I want to throw myself at her feet, sobbing and howling:
“What are you doing? Stop!” She suddenly takes my hand and passes it over the tiny face, which is damp, soft,
so very warm.
“Hold your little sister, go on, hold her.” B-r-r-r … a cold sweat breaks out over my entire body, I snatch my
hand away and blurt out:
“I wish it would die!”
And frightened by my own words, I run from the room. My head is dizzy and the world spins before my eyes.
I suddenly remember that once there was just such a little red-faced creature at a neighbor’s house, and its own
mother rolled over on it in her sleep. The next morning they took it out of the room and never brought it back
again.
A strange idea runs through my head like a lightning bolt.
I’m sitting in my room with a pale face and a heavy head, looking restlessly at the clock. Half past four … a
quarter to five … just a little longer. My heart beats heavy and slow: the time has finally come which I’ve so
impatiently awaited—Yom Kippur eve. Tonight my mother will be away all evening. Papa will also be in the
synagogue, Mariashka will he in the kitchen, and I’ll be with her—in the bedroom. It will be dark everywhere; I'll
go over quietly, I’ll lay myself down, wait a while—and then …
“Rochele!” Dressed in white silk, a yellow embroidered kerchief on her head, Mama comes in, pale, her eyes
moist and good.
“A happy new year to you, my daughter!”
So delicate and so warm! It’s just the way it was in the good old days, when I was hers alone. A sweet shudder
runs through me, my heart beats faster: Should I tell her, should I spill it all?
“Don’t leave me here tonight, don’t go, Mama …”
“But it’s Yom Kippur eve, my child!” And then: “I’m not so worried about you, but I hate to leave little Masha
… Oh!”
“What was that, Mama?”
Mama’s dress had rustled. It was Papa, in his white Yom Kippur caftan, closing the door behind him.
Ticktock, ticktock! Was that the clock on the wall or was it the heart in my chest? Quietly, in the distance, a
soft singing starts up. A thick darkness huddles against the window. A thin, smoking memorial candle burns
quietly, pensively. On the wall, my shadow quivers for a while, suddenly stretches itself out along the floor, and
then follows me to the bedroom:
“Mariashka?” And between my hands I can feel a trembling, soft, damp body.
“Ugh.” A strangled voice. Two glinting eyes.
I can hear brisk footsteps from the dining room. Hundreds of sparks swim before my eyes. The flame of the
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memorial candle overflows into a fiery sea.
To this very day, when the end of Yom Kippur arrives every year and Mama in her white silk dress sits down at
the table to break her fast, she suddenly recollects:
“Do you remember, Mod, how once on Yom Kippur we found our Rochele in a faint, her kitten Tzuly lying
near her, suffocated?”
My sister Masha—she’s grown up by now, twelve years old, with two thick braids and dimples in both cheeks
(oh, how I hate those dimples)—listens, opens her mouth wide, and laughs. Her small green eyes glint so
strangely and her face turns so red that I’m sure if I were to touch it now it would feel warm, soft, and damp, and
a weird shudder travels through me.
2
My grandmother bore my grandfather ten gifts—ten children, but, alas, not a single son. They say that every
time a girl was born, he would lift his thoughtful-pious eyes to heaven and sigh deeply:
“It seems, Father, that you don’t consider me worthy of a son, a son who could say kaddish for me when I pass
on …”\fn{I have restored the quotation marks, in the interests of machine-readability:H }
And at nightfall, he would sit down listlessly at the table, open the big Talmud, and sadly, very softly and
sadly, sing to himself. Somewhere in a far-off corner between the wall and the partition, my grandmother would
sit and listen to the Talmud chant and cry in silence.
Later, after my grandmother had died and my grandfather took me in, a tiny orphan, to feed, I would often hear
this very same mournful chant.
Late, very late at night, when a thick, mute darkness would press up against our little window from outside, my
grandfather would light the lamp and sit down at his Talmud. All is quiet now, and melancholy. Only occasionally,
from some distant field, comes a soft Hoo, hoo, hoo. That was the wind, chasing its tail somewhere out there in
the darkness, stumbling over naked fields, and sobbing softly.
And inside the house, mute, terror-black shadows would wrap my grandfather in dark shrouds, veiling his
clouded-gray face, his high forehead, his deep-set, sad eyes:
“Ay, ay, Father, ay, ay, sweet Father.”
And it was hard to know, at times like these, whether he was thinking about himself, about his lonesome life,
and crying, dry eyed, or whether he was really absorbed in the words he was chanting.
“Ay, ay, Father dear …”
“Zeyde.” And running through the shadows with my tremulous steps, I would sneak onto his knee.
“I want to listen to you learn.” And my little body would be set loose between his cold, thin hands, which
stroked and hugged me, clutching me close, close to his heart:
“Ach, Rivele, Rivele—if only you were a boy.” And a strange look would come over his face and his eyes
would become dejected and thoughtful. What a beard he had, my grandfather, white all over.
3
I remember the Sabbath days, the winter Sabbaths in my grandfather’s house. Outside—a disheveled,
lumbering sky over the congealed, dead earth. It’s quiet and dismal. Every now and then a flock of black crows
flies by, hurls a few curses into the air, and then disappears, and again it’s quiet.
But now the winter sky is turning darker, a heavy, angry dusk creeps slowly and icily through the little window, enveloping in black the damp walls, the low ceiling, the table with its white tablecloth, even Grandfather’s
white beard.
Dark.
And soon I hear Grandfather rise from his place, scrape together the challah crumbs from the late afternoon
Sabbath meal, wrap a thick scarf around his neck, and leave.
With wide-open eyes and beating heart I stay where I am, enveloped in shadow. I listen: everything around is
silent. Only from further away, from the top of the hill, can a monotonous ringing be heard.
Clang-clang-clang! … clang-clang-clang!
The church bells are proclaiming that our holy Sabbath is passing away, and now it’s their holy day, the uphill
folk’s. Clang-clang-clang! Slowly. Every peal distinct. And the wind rocks, rocks and sways:
“Ay-ay-ay … ay-ay-ay …”
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That was exactly how my mother howled the night her two sons died on her.
But now a powerful ray of light suddenly pierces the little window, covers the table, scatters into many golden
threads, and stabs my eyes: the old solid-walled synagogue, which towers over the hovels around its courtyard
like a giant among midgets, watches me with seven fiery eyes—its lit windows. There, in the study hall, they’re
praying the evening service. The winter hats sway, the men spit out the closing prayer, wish each other “a good
week.”
Grandfather comes in, lights two thin candles, pours himself a little glass of Havdalah wine, and looks toward
the door. Soon an ugly little kid walks in—he’s the one who’s going to be drinking that wine. He gives me a look
with his small, devious eyes, waits for my grandfather to look away, and then sticks out his tongue. If it weren’t
for Grandfather, I’m sure that loathsome boy with his grubby paws would just stick his fist under my nose:
“Here, take this.” I feel the blood rising to my head: You rotten snot-nose!
“Zeyde,” I say, “Zeyde, I’ll drink the wine today.” He shakes his head.
“Child, child—the Havdalah wine? You forget, you’re a girl.”
Child, child … these words ring so bare, so strange. Two deep, deep creases spread across his high, pale brow,
his milk-clouded eyes open wider and wider. Now all I can see are two gaping holes, they look off toward the
corner between the window and partition.
“Beyla, Beyla, what did you do? You couldn’t have borne me a kaddish, Beyla, huh …” And he stretches out a
palsied hand, his right hand, the fingers long, pale, the nails sharp and cold.
“Beyla, oh Beyla.” And he bursts into tears. I can see his eyebrows trembling now, the tears rolling down.
“Zeyde …” I lift my head.
Pacified-saddened now, he sits over the open Talmud, swaying and chanting softly. He is learning—my soul
fills to the brim with happiness. Suddenly, I remember that somewhere in one of the shacks at the very bottom of the
hill lives an old Jewish woman, an ancient one. For five kopecks a week she’ll teach anyone who asks how to read
Hebrew.
“Five kopecks a week,” I say to myself, and I feel a warm flow seep slowly into my heart and gently, silently
caress it. So one beautiful summer Sabbath I go over to Grandfather with tremulous steps and raise my two eyes
—full of quiet, holy joy—to his.
“Want to test me, Zeyde?” Grandfather lifts his head from the Talmud and brushes his brow with his hand. I
see an eyelid tremble as he looks at me:
“Child.”
“Zeyde,” I blurt out, and feel as if my heart were about to burst in my chest. “Zeyde, test me.”
He goes to the bookshelf, takes out a prayer book, opens it, and sets it before me. I lower my eyes and look
into it.
Yisgadal veyiskadash shemey raba … the “Kaddish” … A sweet shudder runs through my entire body. I push
the prayer book away with both hands, raise my head, and piously close my eyes.
“Yisgadal veyiskadash shemey raba.” And the words flow from my lips, they pour out of me into the air so
mildly, so sadly … I feel my face flush, break out in a heavy sweat, my heart beats and beats and I keep reciting.
And suddenly, Grandfather snatches me in both arms, lifts me up on high, to the ceiling, and rising and soaring
himself he carries the two of us floating through the house, rocking me and tossing me into the air and adorning
me with psalms of praise:
‘Holy Sabbath, holy Sabbath, holy Sabbath.”
Purplish red are his lips, his high forehead—pure white. His long beard flies in all directions, quivering, and
among the strands—two large teardrops shimmer and tremble now like a pair of diamonds.
*
Just a few days later I’m sitting on a big rock outside the synagogue wall with my head bowed—a congealed
sorrow in my heart, two warm tears in my eyes. Over there, in our little house, a single memorial candle is
burning, I can’t forget that for a minute. Somewhere on the dirt floor a bundle of trampled straw has been strewn;
scraps of white linen—remnants of Grandfather’s shroud; on the door—a lock, a black, round lock.
But what do I care? If only I had a black dress, an entirely black dress, I would look more like a boy, a lot more
—this, it turns out, is the thought that’s spinning in my brain.
Around me women are gathering, wagging their heads.
“So what do you suppose will happen to the orphan girl now?” One of them even strokes my hair.
“Would you like a little bun, maybe?” A band of schoolboys shows up, looking at me with fascinated pity, and
I announce to them very earnestly:
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“I’m not afraid of you.” I jump up from my place and follow them.
“Where are you going?” they ask.
“I’m going to the study hall,” I say and at once feel both my knees start shaking. “I’m going to say kaddish.”
“She’s going to say kaddish,” they snort, and an acrid, stuffy whiff of boy-sweat sears my nostrils. There are
men all around me, blocking my way to the lectern, pushing me back—out, out to the entry hall. But from above,
from the Holy Ark, two thoughtful-pious eyes look down at me:
“Child, child …,” so lonesome, so beseeching. “Child, child …,” and only I see the light of the memorial
candle by the lectern overflow into a burning ocean, engulfing me on all sides. My breath catches and sticks in my
throat.
And when I open my eyes I find myself lying with my head against the hard rock in the synagogue yard and
around me, like an angry stepmother, the dark, quiet night. There, on the door to our little house, hangs a round
black lock. I haven’t forgotten that, and a great fear grips my soul. I lower my face to the damp earth and burst
into tears, first softly with dry eyes, and then louder and louder.
Somewhere high up under the synagogue eaves a bird awakens, flutters its wings, and listens with dread.
4
Fradel had a sweet but melancholy charm which testified to years of struggle against a bitter fate. A native of
our town, she belonged to a good family and owned a comfortable house in the communal alley, inherited from
parents who had died while she was still a child. When the time came, the relatives in whose home she had grown
up, found her a suitable husband—an educated young man of good stock from a neighboring small town—and
after the formalities of the betrothal and the payment of the dowry, the two were married and so came to live in
the large house that had belonged to her parents.
From the capital city of the province elegant pieces of furniture arrived at the house. Her clothes, too, she had
made in the city fashion and, dressed in these, she went about in her spacious rooms, all of them neat and orderly
but deathly still. Through the lace curtains shone a pale light something like the reflection of snow, and on the
sideboard the silver dishes gave off a chill, whitish luster. Every once in a while the woman looked out at the alley
seeming to warm herself at the sight of its bustling joyous activity, radiant in spite of its dirt and poverty.
At that time a school for poor children was opened in the town, and her husband—Abraham Noah was his
name—offered his services as a teacher of arithmetic. In addition, he had just begun to occupy himself with some
commercial undertakings and spent most of the day buying and selling. When he came home for the midday meal,
he would read a newspaper or a book while he was eating. The meal would thus pass in a silence disturbed only
by the clatter of chinaware and silver. And then the cloth would be carefully shaken, and Fradel would go off to
attend to her handiwork or, in the late afternoon, to sit on the bench near the house. As she sat there, a kerchief
piously covering her head, she was still youthful and lovely but lacking in that repressed happiness one sees on
the faces of newly-wedded young women. Noting this, her neighbors felt pity, but the Rabbi’s sage wife said:
“She is still ‘empty.’ That’s why she’s melancholy. When her hands are full, she will be happier.”
It would be impossible at this point not to mention the widow, Sarah Leah, and her son, Chaim Raphael, who
lived in the same alley and whose vegetable garden adjoined the yard of Fradel’s house.
Theirs, like Fradels, was a large, comfortable house with a lawn where hosts of wild flowers grew in the
summer. When Fradel was a little girl, she often came there to play. The kindly Sarah-Leah used to give her sweet
cake and cherry jam and would hover over the child with a tenderness born of her own longing for a daughter.
Chaim Raphael, too, who was already Bar-Mitzvah, was devoted to Fradel. In leisure hours when he was free
from his studies, he would put her into the swing at the edge of the garden and send her flying into the air, or he
would take hold of the doll carriage that had been bought for her in the city and send it spinning down the paved
garden path, while he and she, her little hand in his, rushed after it, laughing so gaily that even Sarah-Leah forgot
the sadness of her widowed life for a few moments and laughed with them.
When, as I have said, Fradel lost her parents, she moved to the home of her relatives. There she grew up and
spent her time in the company of Liebke, daughter of her uncle, Isser Levin, and Reisel, daughter of her Aunt
Hannah; like them she dressed in skirts and knitted blouses. Chaim Raphael, too, grew up, became tall, and had
dealings with agents and owners of estates, busying himself like his father before him in the grain trade.
When at long intervals he saw Fradel in the marketplace or near the avenue of limes, he used to bow his head
courteously. When he lifted it again, there was always a blush on his cheeks, but Fradel’s face was cold and
expressionless.
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His friends who guessed his secret, sometimes walked with him on summer Saturdays as far as the fields of the
great baronial estate which lay near our town; they knew that was the time when Fradel could be found strolling
there. But if they came face to face with her along one of the paths, she skipped past as if she had not seen them.
The sweet smell of her perfume, mingled with the fragrance of grain, left Chaim Raphael faint. Finally he decided
to give up these excursions outside the town and keep away from the friends who had seen him in such moments
of weakness. He spent more time now with the agents and merchants in the market-place and learned from them
to talk sharply and jestingly—a manner which sensitive people often adopt when they wish to conceal their
sorrow. Even in the synagogue on Sabbath, during the reading of the Law, Chaim Raphael used to go down
behind the reading-platform and stand and talk with his new merchant friends. His mother’s heart would break
every time she peered down from the women’s gallery and saw him standing, insignificant-looking, and, so to
speak, undressed among his companions, who, as befitted their marital status, were all swathed in handsome
prayer-shawls.
The old Shmuel Meir, a family friend for many years, came to the widow’s every Saturday evening for tea, just
as he had done when Yerucham David, her late husband, was alive. In those happier days the pleasant atmosphere
of the comfortable home was enhanced by that special concord of holy and profane which marked the Sabbath’s
departure. Everyone would still be dressed in Sabbath clothes, whilst on the table steam would be rising from the
samovar, and Yerucham David, the host, would sit over the chess-board with his guest, Shmuel Meir. Locked in
peaceful conflict, while Sarah-Leah, still in her Sabbath best, her pearl necklace circling her throat, prepared the
Melave Malka meal or set the pleasantly tinkling Sabbath wine cups in place in the glassed-in sideboard.
But now there was sadness in the house. Sarah Leah’s pearls were in the moneylender’s chest and the
sideboard, stripped of its silverware, was dark and gloomy. Only Shmuel Meir’s friendship had not lost its luster,
and when Sarah-Leah gave him a glass of weak tea, he would stir it slowly as if it were just as generously
sweetened as in the old days. While doing so he would ask Chaim Raphael how his business affairs were going
and give him advice that sprang out weak. They respected him so much that they listened attentively and
occasionally even made a brief comment, though it was clear from the expression on their faces that their thoughts
were far away from anything of the sort.
After one such evening when Shmuel Meir felt that he had heard the moaning and the sadness in their heart
more clearly than the words they had spoken, he made his way to the shop of Isser Levin, the uncle in whose
home Fradel was living; Shmuel Meir made a proposal which seemed to him entirely reasonable: here was Chaim
Raphael, this fine young man, and the two families so well matched in lineage—“choice grapes of the vine with
choice grapes of the vine,” as the Talmudic saying put it. The shopkeeper’s “No” was so firm that the old man
drew back as if struck by a stone and left without even saying good-bye. He was to bear the insult in his heart for
a very long time.
Not so Sarah-Leah. When she heard what had happened, she showed no signs of anger and continued to talk
pleasantly with Isser Levin and his family. And afterwards, when Fradel after her marriage returned to the
neighborhood, she was as happy as ever to see her, though the girl did seem somewhat withdrawn, it is true; she
even brought her occasional gifts of homemade cakes and jam as in the past. The neighbors, observing all this,
wondered at Sarah-Leah’s goodness; some of the woman said that though she bore the names of two of the
matriarchs, in virtue she was worthy of all four of them.
To move on with our story: in the third year of her marriage Fradel gave birth to a son, and the gloomy house
that always seemed to be in the shadow of a cloud, overflowed with joy. Aunt Hanna closed her dry goods shop
and donned Fradel’s apron. Very quickly, the house was filled with the smell of cinnamon and warm honey.
Infant’s clothes, made ready in secret over a long period of time, suddenly appeared on the line in the yard, and
when evening came, pupils from the heder came to recite their Shema and to receive sweets which little Mirrel,
the youngest of Aunt Hannah’s children, blushingly handed out to them.
The baby wailed and Fradel sobbed weakly; Abraham Noah looked at her with eyes so moist with pity and
concern that the Rabbi’s wife, who was one of the invited guests, was sure all would now be well between the
two. From now on, she said, the bond would be unbreakable.
The circumcision was followed by that holiday-week atmosphere which is usual in homes where a first-born
son has come. The festive cloth remained on the table and wine and sweets were served to a succession of visiting
relatives and friends, while preparations went on for the “Redemption of the First-Born,” to take place according
to custom on the thirtieth day after the birth. In the Levin family this was always celebrated by a dinner for many
guests—the large pots were taken down from the kitchen shelves and Taube, an expert cook, was brought from
the neighboring town.
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Then suddenly the baby was taken ill. In the evening the kitchen was full of the bustle of preparation, and the
very next morning Abraham Noah was seen running, overshoes on his bare feet, to call the doctor. Then the sound
of weeping was heard in the rooms, and once more a gloomy shadow spread over the house.
Religious custom prescribes no mourning for a child who has lived less than a month. The rooms were
thoroughly cleaned; the housemaid took the baked and fried delicacies for which there was no longer any use and
brought them down to the poor families in the valley; Abraham Noah went out among people again, resumed his
buying and selling, came to the community house to converse with friends, or went down through the garbagedump to the home of Zavil Elke who had just returned from studying in a yeshiva.
The two would play chess together, using chessmen they had fashioned out of cardboard squares. They
engaged their forces with all the shrewdness of battle-wise generals and sometimes sat so late over the board that
they heard the footsteps of the butchers going down to the slaughterhouse after midnight. Elke, Zavil’s mother,
would wake up then and begin to complain that they were wasting the oil in the lamp. Reluctantly the guest would
arise, put on his overcoat, and set off for home.
Fradel was now no longer so pretty. The light in her sparkling blue eyes had grown dimmer; her body, like an
unwatered plant, had lost its neatness and grace. When she sat outside on her bench, knitting, it was clear that this
was merely a pose: the ball of wool grew no smaller and no rows of stitches were added. Sometimes during the
afternoon Aunt Recha, the clever, determined wife of Isser Levin, came to see her. The two would go into the little
side room and stay there a long time. When Fradel came out, escorting the guest, her cheeks were always moist.
Now, Abraham Noah had a sister who lived in the capital city of the province—a fine-looking woman with a
vivid mass of blond curls. She came to visit once for several days, and her brother positively glowed with
happiness in her company, as if he was reflecting her radiance. On Saturday the two sang the zemirot that they
remembered from their father’s house, he in a deep bass and she in flute like tones.
This was the first time since Abraham Noah moved into the house that music was heard there. The neighbors
going out for their Sabbath stroll, came closer to listen, while Fradel appeared in the doorway, silent, gloomily, a
somber kerchief darkening her face—a very shadow. Aunt Hannah who made frequent business journeys to the
provincial capital, knew Abraham Noah’s sister and came to visit her on Sunday, having heard that she was about
to leave for home. Fradel was in bed, her forehead bandaged because of a severe headache. Hastily Aunt Hannah
drew the visitor into the next room and, coming quickly to the point because time was so short, asked her whether
she had been able to do anything to improve the state of affairs in the house—surely she could see what was
happening to Fradel.
But Abraham Noah’s sister fixing her clever eyes on Aunt Hannah answered with another question:
“What can be done? It is a matter of the heart. Who can be responsible for other people’s feelings?”
After hesitating a little, she sighed and added earnestly that in her opinion it was best that they part—there was
no other way out, either for Fradel or for her brother, she said flatly. With that, she got up and went on her way,
having heard the sound of the approaching passenger coach.
It was now clear to Fradel’s family that there was no hope—Aunt Recha, her confidant, concealed nothing
from her. But she herself, like a sick man whose physicians have despaired of his life, insisted on trying remedies
of her own; she began to dress in the bright colors that were then fashionable, even though they made her look
even paler, and when someone told her that men liked healthy looking, well-covered women, she conscientiously
tried to fatten herself on cereals and milk soups. She would sit at the door of her kitchen slowly sipping from a
full plate and looking so miserable that anyone who saw her could not bear to face cereals afterwards.
It was even more distressing to see how she humiliated herself, running out in showers of rain to bring her
husband his coat or umbrella which he would impatiently push away, or shrinking aside to make place for him
when she sat near the door and saw him approaching. The door or doorpost she leaned against seemed to become
hollow at that moment and she somehow sank into it and disappeared in the effort of self-effacement. The
onlookers would shake their heads in a manner that expressed not pity but scorn, the sort of feeling the hated wife
of the Pentateuch arouses in us—Leah, for instance, who so abased herself, we are told, in pursuit of a little
measure of her husband’s love.
Those who were no longer moved by Fradel’s plight began to observe her struggle with the kind of curiosity
they felt about characters in a book. Some of them even found the romance of a love story in the situation, for
before them stood another figure, Chaim Raphael, the neighbor who turned a deaf ear to any suggestion that he
marry and who walked about with a tormented face, as if life had lost all its savor for him.
How recklessly he would stand on the shaky bridge in springtime while great masses of cracking ice passed
below! How eagerly, as a member of the Linas Hazedek he would endeavor to take care of those with contagious
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diseases! And once during a fire he was seen jumping into a burning building to take out some small things. When
Sarah-Leah, his mother, realized that he was staying inside overlong, she herself climbed the ladder into the
house. Then on the grass nearby she beat out every spark in his smouldering garments. Angrily—in a manner
quite unusual for him—the old Shmuel Meir came by to reproach the young man.
“Have you forgotten what the Bible says—‘and you shall guard your life?’” he asked.
Chaim Raphael, his mouth twisted into a grimace, laughed strangely, much as Chaim Zelig, the lunatic,
laughed on days of extreme heat.
And then all of a sudden, in the middle of a summer night, Abraham Noah fell ill. In his sleep he imagined that
someone had thrust a knife into his side. When he awoke, all that part of his body seemed about to be tom
asunder. He felt a choking sensation—and the fear of death.
Fradel, who started up from her sleep, stood by him in panic, and he, to keep her from annoying him with
questions, tried to bear the pain until it grew so strong that he was forced to ask her to call the doctor. The maid
had gone home that night, and Fradel had no choice but to go out into the blackness alone, wondering where to
turn for help. All the houses nearby were dark, their shutters down, and she found herself walking up the front
steps of Sarah Leah’s house, just as she had done long ago in the dreadful hour when her parents left her.
She knocked lightly on the glass door. The man in the house got up and dressed at once, as if he had been
waiting for her. Taking his stick to protect himself against dogs in the strange street, he brought the doctor, and
even went to the pharmacy to buy the drugs the doctor prescribed. Then he sat down in Fradel’s large living room
and waited there, all alone, to see if he was needed for anything else.
On her return early the next morning, the maid was astounded to find the peculiar neighbor sitting there in a
daze, with closed eyes, as if he were dreaming. While she busied herself with putting out the lamp that burned in a
corner of the room, he turned an ashen gray, stirred, stood up, and left.
When Abraham Noah began to feel somewhat better and could eat the food she served him, Fradel was
overjoyed. She swept and washed his room herself, drew back or lowered the curtains to suit him, and to avoid
making the slightest noise, walked about in light slippers as if she were gliding through the air. From the attic she
took down the folding-chair which could be used as a divan, and as soon as Abraham-Noah was able to get out of
bed, she set up the chair on the side of the room that was shaded by the climbing plants in the widow’s garden,
and placed a little stool alongside to serve as a table for his meals.
But Abraham Noah no sooner smelt the outside air than up he rose, and cutting across the Synagogue Square,
astonished all the onlookers by walking down towards Zavil Elke’s hut at the end of the garbage-dump. He was
still unsteady on his feet, but his fellow chess-player came out to prop him up and together the two men made
their way to the hut, around which stray dogs were prowling and a cloud of powdery ash was swirling, blown over
from the fires of the garbage-dump.
Now the maid could put everything back in place and clamp around once more in hobnailed shoes without
having to fear that she might disturb the sick man.
Just at that time Aunt Hannah was preparing to go to the village of Kamenke, where relatives of hers were to
celebrate a betrothal, and Fradel went to help her with her preparations. All that day she was not to be seen in the
Alley, and the neighbors decided that she must have gone away with her aunt. But that evening when poor
disturbed Gittel passed the fence between her house and Fradel’s, she saw a sort of housecoat lying on the other
side. Thinking that it was a piece of washing which had been left outside by mistake, she stopped to pick it up, but
it moved and the person it enclosed made a convulsive movement as of someone in agony. Gittel, brain-struck as
she was, clapped her hands in sorrow and ran to the community house where a group of Yeshiva students sat
talking. In a dreadful voice she cried out,
“Go and see! He’s killed her!”
She pointed directly at Abraham Noah, sitting there alongside the students. The Rabbi’s wife who understood
that “the spirit rested upon her,” said soothingly, “Gittel, Gittel!” and drawing her off to one side, spoke to her
privately till she calmed down.
The men sitting around the table found that they could not go on with their conversation. One by one they rose
and left shamefacedly.
One day soon afterwards Mordecai Katz from the Zaretchye estate bought the tar-ovens of the Kochtschitz
wood. He proposed that Abraham-Noah become his foreman and bookkeeper, which the latter agreed to, deciding
to go on by himself for the time being, since there were as yet no quarters available for a family. And so with
Fradel’s help he got his things together and packed them.
For the two, weary of struggling, this arrangement was something like a sandbank among the stormy seas: for
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a while they could rest there. In his mind’s eye Abraham Noah saw himself at ease among the fertile fields of
Zaretchye, dealing with people he genuinely liked.
Fradel ironed all his linen and packed a special basket with all kinds of baked food for a snack—if he should
want one. On the day of his departure she accompanied him to the inn at the edge of the town where the carriage
of the Estate waited for him. This time they walked side by side, not as on holidays when they went visiting with
him always rushing ahead of her or slowly dragging behind. While the coachman attended to the horses in the
courtyard of the inn, Abraham Noah arranged his suitcases in the carriage and prepared a place for himself. As the
carriage finally moved out to the highway, he turned toward where Fradel stood and waved the handkerchief he
held in his finely formed hand. The gesture engraved itself on her heart: it seemed to hint a reconciliation—a sort
of white flag signifying a desire for peace.
Like many women whose husbands are somewhere far away, she now began to live a “paper life,” waiting
eagerly for the mail and for the coaches that came and went between the town and the tar-ovens in the Kochtschitz
Wood. The letters she received were short but they had been written to her and for her; she read the lines and she
read between the lines, searching for something that might resemble the feelings of her heart.
It was autumn when Abraham Noah went out to his new job, and he had promised to be home for Passover, but
when the festival came, the river was so swollen that the road became impassable and he put off his visit till
Shavuot. Then the man who was to deputize for him fell ill and he could not even set a definite date for his long
delayed. visit.
Fradel, however, saw to it that the house was always ready. The cupboard was full of food, the furniture
covered as for a holiday. To keep the rooms spick and span, she herself never ate anywhere but in the kitchen on
the edge of the table—a provisional kind of arrangement as on the day before a holiday, when the main meal will
come at the much-anticipated ceremonial hour.
What was more, Fradel always wore her good clothes and spent much more time than before in the
marketplace, in Isser Levin’s shop or at Aunt Hannah’s. From either of them there was a very good view of the
highway and one could easily see any coach coming towards the town.
At last one day the coach from the Zaretchye Estate appeared, with Abraham Noah and his luggage in it.
Leibel, child of Isser Levin’s old age, saw it first. He ran ahead of the horses to proclaim the good tidings, but
Fradel was already standing at her door, a silk kerchief shining on her head like a halo. The coach was brought
into the yard of her house, and Aunt Hannah, as always quick and practical, pushed her way through the curious
crowd and turned toward the community house.
If a woman has not been purified before her husband’s coming, he can have no contact with her: hence Fradel
had sent Aunt Hannah to the Rabbi with a question about the ritual bath. Her request was declared permissible,
and so, after the visitor had eaten, rested, and gone out to attend to his business affairs, Fradel, a little package in
her hands, walked to the end of the alley where the bathhouse stood, open and partly heated.
The ritual bath regulations and the way Jewish women in the little East European towns carried them out,
deserve a word or two of digression. Bashful, hidden most of the day in their kitchens, they would, when their
time come, walk openly down the lanes to the bathhouse, stared at by curious onlookers who knew all of them by
name. Their kerchiefs were not large enough to conceal embarrassed blushes, and the ground beneath their feet
felt hard and dangerously slippery. Each one had left her house at sixes and sevens—there might be a goat waiting
to be milked, or hungry children crying for food, and an indifferent husband who paid no attention to the
youngsters—a gloomy, ill-tempered man very likely, who did not speak pleasantly to the rest of the household nor
indulge them at all.
It was not fleshly desire that impelled these women, but rather a sacred duty, the legacy their own mothers had
left, the commandment of life itself. They brought into the world fine, pure-eyed boys, nourished from their
infancy on sorrow, washed not so much in water as in maternal tears, fed not so much on scarce bread as on the
ambrosia of melancholy love. In days of wrath, times of pogrom, some of these sons were taken and slaughtered
by murderous Gentiles, but others bravely defended their brothers and saved their lives. And some among them
threw in their lot with the lovers of Zion’s soil, to begin hewing out a home in the distant land, a place of their
own for their people who lived everywhere on the edge of an abyss.
Fradel, we have said, walked the painful path to the bathhouse. She emerged purified, her nails cut, her hair
still dripping wet. Darkness had not yet fallen as she turned up a winding trail among gardens whose owners had
already gone home. Meantime, her maid had acted wisely, giving bread and meat to the coachman and water to
his horses. She set the table attractively, as she thought her mistress would have done—and suddenly the master
burst into the room, asking for his suitcases and saying he had to leave at once. When Fradel appeared, he was
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already in his overcoat and had ordered the driver to harness the horses. He had pressing business in the village of
Kaminke, he explained; merchants were expecting him there. Then, without further delay, the carriage started
careening down the lane.
Through the clouds of dust people stared in bewilderment. There was a tense silence, as if someone had been
struck a deadly blow and the bystanders were waiting for a cry from the victim to prove that he was still alive.
Poor disturbed Gittel, standing near the joint fence, cried out in her piercing voice:
“Didn’t I tell you that he was a murderer? Now you see he’s shed her blood!”
She pointed to the window that reflected the red of the sunset. Then inside the room the maid approached and
pulled the cords that let the curtain down.
Aunt Hannah, summoned by one of the neighbors, could be heard within, talking to an unheeding ear. Fradel,
as was later learned, did nothing but pace up and down in her room, while little, broken groans escaped from her
mouth, the tight shut mouth of one trying to suppress her anguish; every time Aunt Hannah tried to come near her,
she pushed her away gently, until the older woman, worn out with grief and weary after her daily toil, finally lay
down on one of the sofas and fell asleep.
When she woke up in the morning light, she was frightened by what she saw: Fradel was sitting at the table
which had been set the day before, eating heartily of all that was on it. But when Aunt Hannah noticed the new
light in her eyes and the look of clear-minded decision on her face, she realized that a great transformation had
taken place in Fradel during the night. Aunt Hannah’s educated daughters later termed it a “crisis,” but Aunt
Hannah herself laid it to the Lord God’s giving Fradel a bit of plain common-sense.
It was no longer in her usual fashionable clothes that Fradel came to her relatives, the family of Isser Levin.
They were astonished to see her in a simply cut dress, one of those she had worn in the days before her marriage.
With her confidante, Aunt Recha, she withdrew into a side room, where they remained closeted for a long time.
When they emerged, it was with the solemn announcement that a divorce would have to be arranged and that it
was up to Uncle Isser to negotiate with “the other party.”
While Uncle Isser was occupied with the legal matters, Fradel gradually cleared the house. She emptied it of
everything that had been bought for her husband’s convenience, and sold or gave away to poor women the dresses
in which she had bedecked herself in the hope of making the man like her. Next, she took out of the desk drawers
all the letters he had written her during their betrothal and afterwards, and thrust them all into the stove. She piled
up shavings and bits of wood to feed the flame, and stood there watching how all his deceit, his protestations and
promises, went up in smoke. Her blue eyes shone again and her face grew as flushed as her father’s had been
when, in his time, he had avenged himself on the Gentiles from the hills for the long years during which they had
made him the object of their unprovoked malice.
And then came the day when in the community house, before the witnesses, she received her divorce. She was
dressed simply, and her figure, now that her confidence in herself had returned, was once more straight and slim
—the women said that she was more beautiful than on her wedding-day.
What many had foreseen now came to pass: Isser Levin went to the house of Shmuel Meir and brought to
conclusion the matter which the old man had proposed years before. The fence between Fradel’s yard and the
widow’s was taken down and the two comfortable houses in the middle of the alley became one. The radiance of
her better days glowed again in Sarah Leah’s face as she pressed delicacies upon Fradel with even more zeal than
she had when Fradel was a little girl. It was Sarah Leah who brought up Fradel’s son, Yerucham David, a lovely
boy, who even when he was very small, gave proof that he had inherited the strength of his maternal grandfather.
When the children at heder clashed with the Gentle urchins, it was always Yerucham David who led the heder
forces. When he grew older, it was he who taught the young men of the town the techniques of self-defence, for in
those days, as usual, the Gentiles were eager to catch our people off guard, and their thirst for Jewish blood was
great.
When they would gang together for a vicious attack, the brave lads of the town, led by Yerucham David, son of
Fradel, would sally forth and beat them off. And the town would know peace once more.
44.172 At A Picnic\fn{by Miriam Raskin (1889-1973)} Slonim, Hrodna Voblast, Belarus (F) 2
That morning Sadie hadn’t slept since dawn. When she pushed the curtain on her window aside she saw the
sun rising red and her heart gladdened.
“A great day for a picnic!”
For Sadie, a socialist picnic was a holiday better than any other. Sadie was proud that in the old country she
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had been part of the heroic past of the Bund. Then she had been known as Zeldke the dressmaker, the first to do
dangerous underground work and the first to sing at holidays; so too her late husband Arontshik the gaiter-maker.
Heroic and courageous in those great struggles, his name was known in all of Berezin and in all the towns around
Minsk.
Nowadays Sadie was forever busy with the work she brought home from the shop to support her household
and her three children. She had a hard life, Sadie, but drew strength from the firm heartfelt belief that in the
society of the future people would not have to suffer so much. On the day of the picnic Sadie was in a holiday
mood from early morning. She made her house beautiful for the holiday, dusting the photographs on the walls, the
innocent faces of boys and girls standing in heroic poses; among them Karl Marx with his rabbi’s beard and clear
face.
Sadie stared at her pictures. It seemed to her that through them she was united with her ideals and with the
memory of her husband.
Sadie herself then seemed happy. Her pale, tired face was serious and devout, and in the dark depths of her
eyes a spark glowed. Her three sons, all of whom attended college, were good-naturedly patronizing but proud of
their mother. The youngest son lovingly lectured her.
“You’d do better to rest up on a Sunday, Ma!”
Sadie sadly nodded her head. Her heart quietly ached. Those sons of hers, her own flesh and blood, she would
do anything for them; she would have them educated so they would grow up important people. But they were so
Americanized, not the least bit “class conscious.”
In difficult moments, when hardship touched their young lives and they lost courage, Sadie taught them not to
surrender, not to give in.
“Imagine how it was for me at your age. We were hungry and we were put in jail … in the old country …”
They didn’t answer, Sadie’s sons, but exchanged glances silently. Her lessons didn’t stick. And this hurt her
very much.
The field that led to the picnic grounds was green and bright. Throngs of people were converging on the field
from all sides and all directions. A socialist picnic is like a great migration. From the Bronx and from Brooklyn
whole families set out on the journey, their movements imprinted with the feverish pace of New York and the
shop. People carried huge bags of food in hairy hands, sleeves pushed up, everyone lively and animated. The July
sun played overhead and the gang laughingly exchanged banter.
“Say landsman!”
“Say there, hard worker!”
“Stop—what’s the hurry? This isn’t piece-work:”
Sadie kept pace with everyone else. They were her kind of people, one big family. She heard the friendly
conversation and the laughter, and it was sweet music to her ears. And as one thinks one’s own thoughts listening
to good music, so Sadie took stock of herself, seeing her youth, her husband Arontshik the gaiter-maker, thinking
about her children and her whole life.
“Hello, Sadie!” she would hear every few minutes and would turn hastily and answer merrily,
“What kind of Sadie am I to you? Zeldke is my name, did you already forget!”
She felt thrilled to see her dear old friends Dvoyrele the lanky one, Bertshik the tailor and Avreml the scribe. In
this country Dvoyrele had grown fat, and Bertshik very much wanted to speak only English to Sadie; Avreml the
scribe had learned here in America to be a union leader and had become very pompous. But in Sadie’s eyes they
hadn’t changed a bit. She still remembered their features as they had been in the past.
“You see? Uncle Sam’s country!” she said to them, smiling knowingly.
The holiday was already in full swing in the big shady park. Like tribes of common ancestry, the celebrants
divided according to their town or group. At the tables the loud, lively conversation was accompanied by a
sandwich and a tasty beer. Someone was already involved in a heated dispute; someone else had already set up a
choir to sing proletarian songs.
Sadie and her old friend Tsaytl the sock maker stood to the side leaning against a tree and pouring out their
hearts to each other about all the long years that had passed. Tsaytl had become in this country a bourgeoise who
called herself Celia Kaufman, but she was still drawn to her warm old friends.
“Tsaytele darling, if I would start telling you,” Sadie said in a singsong voice; “You know my Arontshik
olevasholem.”\fn{Lover of peace}
The traditional “olevasholem” slipped out unwittingly and Sadie immediately hid her mouth with two fingers.
Now Sadie talked about her children, holding her friend tightly by the sleeve.
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“The oldest, the doctor, has a golden heart, may he only be well. And the other, he will soon be a lawyer and is
still involved in sports. Sports, only sports, what else? He’s not at all class conscious,” Sadie finished somewhat
sadly. Tsaytl quickly responded with great authority.
“He’s probably growing up to be an American dope already!” But Sadie would not allow anyone to think badly
of her children.
“Well, let it be, Tsaytl, he’ll still have time to come to his senses. Let him play a while longer. The good life we
ourselves had with our parents!”
“Nu, and the youngest?” her friend wanted to know.
Kling-klong, kling-klong. Sadie in the meanwhile caught a tune coming from another corner of the park and
recognized the proletarian song immediately.
“You mean the youngest?” she continued the interrupted conversation. And her face lit up in a special way.
“May he live long. An artist, that’s what he is. Plays the violin; that’s what he plays!”
“Is that so?”
“What else? You can certainly believe me: it’s murder to pay for the lessons every time.”
“Why didn’t you make at least one of your sons a worker?”
“You listen to me, they are growing up to be only professionals,” Sadie pronounced with special pride.
*
The sun was nearing the horizon and the whole park rejoiced with life and human noise. Sadie was sitting
among a group of her friends, her face enraptured, eyes half-closed. She was singing. In her hand she held a
yellow-paged booklet with all the songs they used to sing in the movement.
“Akh, ti dolya mora dolya!”
Her voice trembled with great emotion, and it seemed as if the song were part of her own life. A crowd
gathered around her: handsome gray heads, seasoned old fighters joined in the chorus with their strong bass
voices. And it was as though they were singing out some far-away secret desires, some longing for beautiful
times, for their youth … And Sadie, surrounded by such people, was overwhelmed with joy. She felt protected
against all the evils of the world by a strong wall.
The singing was often interrupted. Someone would throw in a familiar saying. Someone else would answer
with a juicy joke. The bygone movement, the Bund in the old country, immediately came to mind. Sadie remained
seated, pensive, to hold on to that wonderful time. Just as Jews read from the hagode every year at Peysekh at the
table, so everyone who ever belonged to the Bund knows how to tell beautiful stories about it, without ever tiring
of them. There were in the crowd former leaders of the Bund; wise, learned heads, a youthful fire still in their
eyes, and Sadie listened to their conversation with respect. She herself was silent like a simple Jew in the presence
of scholars. She sat, her hands folded, mute joy in her heart. But all her senses participated in their conversation,
and her face was aglow.
That wonderful evening songs rose from all corners of the park. And among them the youth with their exuberant new revolutionary songs. But as she listened to those new songs, Sadie did not find any to her taste. She
looked at her old friends again and with fear in her heart thought: What will happen to the world when this strong
old army will, God forbid, die out?
*
It was late at night and the picnic was almost over. People said goodbye to each other as they hurried home.
Very few people were left in the park. But Sadie liked to stay to the end. She had to see everyone, to exchange a
word with everyone. She felt a kind of sweet sadness in her heart, like a pious Jew at the end of Shabes …
Sadie walked through the field to the train station almost alone. Her friends dispersed in all directions but this
didn’t bother Sadie. She was overflowing with what she had just experienced.
In the subway Sadie sat completely alone. Her face was flushed, her hat slipped to the back of her neck.
Strangers looked at her but Sadie was oblivious to everything around her. She rocked to the rhythm of the moving
train, her thoughts far away. And she saw now before her her wonderful youth and her husband Arontshik the
gaiter-maker, and she thought about her house and about her children and about her whole rich, unusual life.
269.49 1. Tohu Bohu 2. Motherhood: Two Poems\fn{by Esther Shumiatcher (1899- )} Gomel, Gomel Voblast,
Belarus (F) 1
1
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The dusk at my window lies wearily down.
The day is a battleground.
Arraigned I stand mute, without a sound.
A people perishes, bleeds to death,
And we go about here
Like all the days of the year,
With our worry.
Reality
Is a heavy lorry.
*
Oh, gloom,
Withdraw for a while from the threshold of my room.
The blood cries from the pit.
I wait for the command,
But no one stirs,
And no one stretches out a hand.
We have our regular meals at the proper hours,
And speak fine words about Cain’s devilish power,
And about Abel’s despairing cry.
*
Oh, gloom,
Withdraw for a while from the threshold of my room.
At my head a consuming fire stands.
A demented mother runs through the streets,
Wringing her hands.
It is night.
Darkness and blood and the terror of might.
I hear the breathing of my race.
In blood each day
Is washed away.
And the sands burn like vast fires,
Like sad gold in the melting-pot is every face.
All is darkness and sad gold.
And everywhere, in everything, behold,
Tohu Bohu.\fn{A Biblical Hebrew term found at Genesis 1:2, describing the condition of the world before God said, “Let there be
light!” and usually translated waste and void, formless and empty, or chaos and desolation.}
2
I go towards heaven, towards the stars I go.
My body is in pain, with love and tears and woe.
My lips are shut tight,
I clench my teeth, my tongue I bite,
And I make no sound,
Although against my ribs agonies pound.
My blood makes gay
Holiday,
My heart beats up to the stars and the moon
I am going to be a mother soon.
*
The day is light, like a bird on the wing.
My life expands and I sing, I sing.
I harvest pain in my field of ripe corn.
I hear the cry of my child just born.
25

The sun comes to meet me with buckets of gold.
Recompense for my pain in my arms I hold,
I kiss my child’s cry and I close my eyes,
I—and beside me eternity lies.
1920
17.133 A Hero Of The Nation\fn{by Eduard Lyudvigovich Samuilyonok (1907-1939)} Belarus (M) 17
1
If Herr Otto Schultz had not been smoking a cigarette, he could have been taken for a tailor’s dummy
demonstrating evening clothes. He was as stiff as a living man could possibly be. The supercilious contempt in the
curve of the lips, and the sharp lines down the cheeks for ever stamped this hard face with an expression of
adamant will. Dark spectacles concealed his eyes from the sun and the world. That is what a man who from
childhood is accustomed to command should look like; such a man was Herr Otto Schultz, a pure-blooded Aryan,
director of a concern, a knight and father of the nation.
And so, Herr Schultz was smoking. The blue cloud of smoke curled up like incense offered to the god of the
iron and steel industry before the altar—a thick-pawed, squat desk. Herr Schultz, the high priest of that god, stood
motionless.
Before him was a man whose undistinguished name was Stange. The man stood on one leg (the other limb was
artificial) and looked into the dark spectacles. There was not a sound in the room. The slanting rays of the sun fell
on the parquet floor. Stange had a headache. The pain was so sharp it seemed that the thin throbbing vein in the
left temple would emit a moan if he were to give his head a light squeeze.
Yet Stange stood patiently and humbly looked into the dark glasses.
Herr Schultz felt no pain. Perhaps he simply enjoyed hypnotizing this cripple who had dared to enter the holy
of holies, the mighty and terrible god’s temple. But it may be that Herr Schultz was thinking about something else
just then, and his dark spectacles, like the impenetrable stony stare of a boa constrictor, were fixed on the
unfortunate rabbit by mere chance?
Some minutes passed before the imposing Herr Schultz sat down in his chair, and it took him still more
minutes before he deigned to speak.
“I seem to recollect you, Stange,” the voice of the chief and knight finally broke the dead silence of the office,
“you were a young man then and stood at my desk as now. You have changed somewhat … but your
circumstances, apparently, have not changed, and here you are again in front of my desk. What can old Schultz do
for you? Oh, and sit down.” He motioned before Stange could reply.
Stange took a step back, stumbled against the chair, and very awkwardly fell in it. Mechanically, he felt for a
metal button above his knee. The spring clicked and his leg bent. The director’s forehead creased and smoothed
out like the folds of a window-shade.
“Amputated?”
“Yes,” Stange murmured.
“Where?”
“Near the city of Mericourt. I served in the 15th Brunswick Regiment.”
“Yes. I was a private in that regiment, Herr Schultz.” A ray of sun flashed across the dark glass of the
spectacles.
“My son, Gaston Schultz, an officer of your regiment, was badly wounded at the beginning of the war. A
soldier carried him off the battle-field on his back. What did you say, Stange?”
“I beg your pardon … I was coughing …”
“It is a heroic deed to carry away your officer on your back from the battlefield. Do you remember that
incident, Stange?”
“Yes, I do, Herr Doctor.” The director leaned back in his chair.
“You have no doubt come to ask for work,” he uttered after a few minutes’ reflection. With a gesture, he
forestalled Stange’s attempt to rise.
“It’s no use. The iron and steel industry needs healthy people.”
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Stange raised his hand to his temple which was damp with perspiration. It felt sticky as though covered with
blood.
“I … I could do drafting, Herr Doctor. My wife is dying … I’ve been out of work for two years …!”
“Surely you are getting a state pension, Stange!”
“But … Herr Doctor …”
“I understand. And you too should understand. The state is not a feeding-trough for people who, for some
reason or other, have become incapacitated. The state allots certain funds. One must courageously endure the
trials of fate! There has been a drastic cut in the blueprinting we are now doing, and furthermore, we have a full
staff of perfectly able-bodied people. That’s all, Stange, I have nothing more to say.”
The creases in the director’s forehead fell. The window-shade had been let down.
“The audience leaves the theater well pleased,” Stange recalled.
This had been Ernst Wilke’s favorite expression. The same Ernst who had hung for two and a half months on
barbed wire near the French trenches … When the German units finally got to the enemy front, they were met by
the hideous grin of Ernst’s skull. This was all that had remained of the jolly docker from Hamburg.
“The play is over. The audience leaves the theater well pleased.”
This was what Ernst used to say, watching the lorries filled with the dead bodies of German and French
soldiers drive away.
The telephone rang. The director picked up the receiver. Deep creases gathered in his forehead and became set,
as though strung to each other. Now they looked like corrugated steel.
Stange slumped in his chair. His fingers were pressed against the throbbing vein in the temple. His bulletriddled lungs wheezed in his chest as though lead had been poured into them. His whole being seemed to gather
into a tight ball of pain and patience in his empty, drawn-in stomach.
After an interval of twenty years Stange was attending the last act in the play of his life …
But Stange would try to change the ending! He was prepared to sacrifice all that he carried within himself
concealed from others, so that when the time came he could avenge himself for his hard, his irreparably wrecked
life.
The director put down the receiver.
“You are still here, Stange? I have told you there is nothing more to say.”
“Herr Doctor!”
“You must not waste my time, Stange!”
“Herr Doctor!!!” Stange raised his voice. It seemed to him that he was shouting.
“Herr Doctor! It was I who carried away your wounded son … Lieutenant Gaston Schultz.”
“You … you …?”
Stange hastily pulled out a batch of papers from his pocket, and found among them a yellow newspaper
clipping showing a gray blur of a photograph.
The director removed his spectacles and his hard, small eyes turned into slits under puffy lids.
A HERO OF THE NATION

This was the heading of the clipping.
Our soldiers personify the German military spirit. Our army is an iron force which will wipe the enemy off
the face of the earth. The patriotism of the German people and their great national unity, in this hour of trial
sent by God, are the guarantee of victory for Germany and the powers allied to it.
Lieutenant Gaston Schultz fell severely wounded when he had almost reached the French defence lines at
Height 106 leading a group of his soldiers of the 15 th Brunswick Regiment into the attack. Artillery fire
continued. The command changed the center of assault, directing the offensive to another sector of the French
defences. The wounded lieutenant remained lying alone within the range of harassing artillery fire which lasted
for several hours. It seemed that the lieutenant’s fate was sealed.
But a private soldier of the same regiment, Franz Stange, came crawling across the battle-field just then. He
saw his officer fall and decided to carry the lieutenant to safety on his back. Shells exploded. A hail of shellsplinters, monstrous explosions and fireworks of fire and steel! Franz Stange braved this to save the wounded
man or at least to carry away his body at the risk of his own life. XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

“Hm!!!”
The director looked at the photo. Yes, the same Stange who had once been a student working on probation at
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Shultz’s plant. The same blond youth who had often stood on this very spot where the gray-haired, pale cripple
was now standing. It was he. Dr. Schultz’s memory was not bad. He did remember.
The director put his spectacles on again. But now even in the dark glasses there was a grimace which was
meant to be taken for a pleasant smile.
“You’re not feeling too well, Herr Stange. Sit down, won’t you.” Stange sat down. He was breathing quickly
and laboriously.
“It’s no wonder that you’re excited. It was a never-to-be-forgotten time. They were quite right in calling you a
‘Hero of the Nation.’ Are you a member of the National Socialist Party,\fn{ The Nazi Party was officially entitled The
National Socialist German Worker’s Party.} Herr Stange?”
“I am a cripple, Herr Doctor.”
“That doesn’t matter … You will take your due place. You will justify, as far as you are able, the honorable title
which the nation had, at that time, bestowed upon you. Let us be hopeful; our country is set upon the right path
now. … Look here, Herr Stange, I shall find a place for you at the state radio broadcasting station. The director of
the station is the man you carried off the battle-field on your back. You shall meet once again, under different
circumstances, of course. Ha-ha. …”
This was something unusual. It was Herr Otto Schultz himself actually laughing and looking at Stange in a
friendly and jovial manner. Then Schultz reached for the button.
“They will show you out. I shall inform you of the results of the talk with my son. Good-bye, my dear Herr
Stange!”
A servant entered. He drew aside the curtain and waited for Stange to hobble over to the door. And when the
man at last got to the threshold, the director raised his head.
“One moment, dear Stange. Why have you … why after all this time of severe trials, have you come to me
only now?”
Stange did not reply at once.
“I did not want to … confound questions of a financial nature with this deed, Herr Doctor,” he said.
The director bowed his head and the curtain dropped.
This was the beginning of the final act of the play called The Life and Death of the Patriot Franz Stange.
2
And so it was all over …
The circle had closed, the circle around which Franz Stange at first ran and then hobbled, aiming at a definite
goal which every human being charts out for himself in all circumstances and in all conditions. There are very few
persons on earth who have no aim in life at all. The life of such people ends long before the moment of their
actual doom. Franz Stange, too, had always pursued some aim or other.
When he could run quickly and boldly, surmounting all obstacles, when his legs were strong and his body
young, when it was still a long way off to the junction called “Theater of War,” Stange’s goal had been to win
fame as a scientist. To this he had been ready to devote all his energy, all the strength he had in him. These
prospects faded away, blurred out by the smoke of war, and never returned after the next stage of his life began.
Stange no longer ran as he did in his young years, neither did he crawl as he used to in the trenches, but
dragged along on one leg. Goals and aims were not more. It was impossible to achieve anything that could soothe
the aching soul of Franz Stange. One had to keep running to achieve something but Franz Stange had only one leg
and his lungs were bullet-riddled.
The aim came later, many years alter. But it could not, to any degree, furnish Franz Stange even with the most
ordinary security to which he would now be reconciled and which he would accept in place of glory and great
wealth, once thought by him to be fully within his reach. But this last aim could offer Stange neither security nor
glory nor, least of all, wealth, and for this reason he regarded it as utterly insignificant at first on account of its
uselessness.
But time marched on and with every year Stange saw more distinctly that his goal held great significance.
Today he had lost it. Nothing remained in Franz Stange’s life any longer. He was disarmed at the very moment
when he, an unknown cripple, had intended to wield his weapon so that the grim shadows of the dead from the
fields of foreign lands would come to bear witness to the truth and to demand a reply. The aim had gone. Franz
Stange could do nothing more. The doom of his being came before physical death.
*
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Tall lindens cast their green shadows on the park lanes. It was quiet. There were patches of sunlight on the
gravel paths. On one of the green benches sat Franz Stange, a gray-haired ailing cripple. He was sitting there
because he simply had to think, to figure out how much he had been swindled of, with his weapon snatched out of
his hands. The sun should be an enormous one because he would have to go way back to the time when the life of
Franz Stange had begun. And it all came back …
*
Little Franz was standing next to a tall woman at the very edge of the pier. The smooth, ponderous waves of a
vast river hit the stone wall of the pier, crashed noisily against it and disappeared. Wave upon wave kept coming
from the middle of the river, overtaking one another, clashing and foaming upon the surface. Two waves would
then merge into one, smooth, gleaming and ponderous, and forcefully strike against the hewed rock.
Franz’s attention was caught by a bottle. It floated upright, half submerged in the water. The bottle seemed
steadfast; the strongest of the waves only succeeded in moving it a little closer to the wall. The bottle calmly
swayed on the water, the waves lifted it up but it easily rolled down the slope of one wave and up the next. Franz
eagerly awaited the moment when the bottle would finally hit the wall and be smashed to bits.
At last the bottle was broken. The biggest and strongest wave came from the middle of the river, from under
the sharp nose of the huge iron ship after which Franz’s mother was waving her handkerchief. The wave came
close to the shore, carrying the bottle with it, and crashed against the wall. It seemed to Franz that he could hear
the dry crack of glass in the noise of the water, and he smiled with pleasure.
A bouncing fresh wind from the sea was blowing along the river. The huge vessel, sailing farther and farther
away, faced the wind. Whole clouds of smoke poured from its funnels. The ship was going out to sea. His mother
no longer waved her handkerchief, but pressed it to her eyes. And when Franz joyfully laughed, she was
surprised.
“What are you happy about, little one,” she asked rather sternly, “That your father has gone on a long voyage?”
“The bottle broke after all,” Franz gaily told her.
At this moment a curve in the river hid the ship from sight. Only a cloud of black smoke still hovered over the
forest of masts in the harbor. Franz’s mother gazed for a long time after the ship from where a fresh, saline wind
was blowing, where, on the distant horizon, the sea blended with the sky which peeped through the tops of masts
and twisted ropes.
She then took Franz by the hand and they went back towards the incessant din of the huge port.
Franz never saw his father, Captain Karl Stange, again. On leaving the harbor, the great iron ship sailed on for
days and nights, breaking with its mighty breast the leaden waves of the sea. The day came at last when in the
unexplored latitudes of the distant ocean the very biggest wave overtook the ship. The vessel cracked and
disappeared in the foam and noise of the waves. That is how Franz pictured his father’s death.
That same autumn, his mother, all in black, stern and silent, took Franz, a jolly, mischievous little boy, to
school. He was enrolled and now he was called Franz Stange. These two words were not separated later on, either
in the university records, or in the factory lists, or in the army and hospital registers. They were separated only
when Franz became an invalid and instead of the word “Franz” people began to say “cripple.” Then it became
“cripple Stange.” When a small mound of earth with a black cross rises over Stange’s body, his first name, the one
his mother called him by, will probably again meet with the word “Stange.” They couldn’t, after all, write “Here
lies cripple Stange.”
*
The tall lindens rustled in the wind. Evening was descending over the city. There was less and less sunlight in
the fragrant lanes shadowed by the old lindens. It was in this very park that the decisive stage in Franz Stange’s
career began. It was from here that he took the start down the dangerous, difficult paths to stump off to the finish
on one leg.
*
There was youth. The technology student, winner of a scholarship, appeared in the park regularly every
evening a little after six, carrying his flute in its velvet case. He had a special place on the stage of the outdoor
restaurant, in a corner near the railing. Sitting there he could see all those who strolled along the near-by paths,
and they could all see the blond, curly head of Franz Stange as he, leaning against the railing, played his
exquisitely sweet trills. The high, clear voice of the flute predominated in the orchestra. It was difficult to imagine
a better flutist. For this reason the restaurant owner, saying good-night to his orchestra members, always felt it his
duty to slap the flutist on the back and say:
“You played especially well tonight, Herr Stange. The song of your flute will bring happy dreams to the
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fräulines. They are enchanted with your music. And with you, too, Herr Stange,” stout Katz would wink slyly,
“Ha, ha, ha …”
A tired smile would touch Franz’s face. To play the flute for six hours was a great strain even for a young man
with such a broad and powerful chest as his. But the stipend that student Stange received was much too small to
satisfy his appetite and everyday requirements.
“I’m glad to hear it, Herr Katz,” Stange smiled.
That was the summer Franz saw Elsa for the first time.
One day a large group of Franz’s fellow-students came into the restaurant. They passed the stage as they went
up the terrace steps. Only a few of them took note of Franz. To greet musicians of a restaurant orchestra was not
the thing to do for members of the Young Germany Student Society. Franz did not mind. In their place he would
have acted the same way.
The last to pass by was Gaston Schultz, son of the owner of the factory where Stange was doing practice. He
was with a very pretty, slender girl. Franz indifferently followed them with his eyes, then glanced at the
conductor’s baton and made ready to play a complicated passage. The flute joined in with the other instruments.
After some time Franz glanced at the audience. Schultz occupied a table very close by. He was saying
something to the girl who had come with him. But instead of listening she was looking at the flutist. Franz gazed
into the clear depths of her beautiful eyes and his blood rushed from his heart in a warm wave. He had to take a
deep breath in order to regain his self-control and not to run off key on the lower notes.
At that moment the conductor tapped the stand with his baton and Franz raised his flute to his lips. In
wondrous tones the flute sang about a human sentiment never yet experienced and only just awakened.
The girl came again. She came several evenings in succession. She came alone. Franz instantly recognized her
slender figure among the couples walking along the park lanes. She vanished as unexpectedly as she had
appeared, but the flutist felt that even so he had been rewarded. His flute sang so beautifully that the fat owner, a
notorious skinflint, could not help running on to the stage during the intermissions and saying to him:
“Wonderful, simply wonderful, Herr Stange! Come into my office afterwards.”
This happened on several evenings and then—everything changed.
The green of the lanes was flooded with bright electric lights. Thousands of bulbs illuminated the park. The
banners of the Empire fluttered in the green dusk. They were hoisted on flagstaffs and stretched on wires between
the trees like sails. They fluttered black against the brightly lighted verdure, they noiselessly floated in the air,
black sails over the heads of thousands of people, above the noise and the voices of huge crowds.
Yes, Stange remembered … They were black, the banners of Krupp’s\fn{ An allusion to the family of German munition
steel, weapons and munitions makers.} and the Kaiser’s Empire. It seemed that the blood that was to be shed had already
dried on them. It was this that made them black.
But at the time the banners had seemed light to Franz. They had radiated the glory and might of Germany. It
had seemed to Franz that it was not the thousands of bulbs which illuminated all the leaves of the age-old lindens
and oaks, but the imperial banners with the black eagle, so strong was the effect of the chauvinist fumes and so
intoxicating the anthems and speeches.
On that evening flutist Stange did not play the music of Mozart and Chopin. There were no Strauss waltzes,
Offenback polkas, music-hall songs, and Viennese potpourris. There was the anthem Deutschland, Deutschland
Über Alles,\fn{“Germany, Germany over all;” it is still the German national anthem. } and the buzz of thousands of voices.
A drunken Uhlan officer, balancing himself on the shoulders of his fellow-countrymen, shouted:
“We’ll take Belgrade away from the damned Serbs. We’ll put an end to them at last. Right, fellows?”
A hoarse growl was the reply.
Franz could restrain himself no longer. He seized his flute and, jumping over the railing, mixed with the crowd.
The excited human sea tossed him about all night. At times he carried overheated, perspiring speakers on his
shoulders, and at others he found himself towering over the crowd and shouting something about Paris about the
hated Frenchmen, about bearded Russians who, clenching sabers in their teeth, backed the Serb murderers. He
assured his compatriots that the mailed fist of Germany would put an end to all three. And when, utterly
exhausted, he jumped down from someone’s sweating shoulders for the last time, dawn was already breaking in
the park and the crazy mob was making for the exit.
It was there under the arc that Franz met a tall young man. His face was pale and his eyes sharp and stern. This
was how he looked to Franz in the dim dawn after that mad night. It was Heinrich Gutmann. But Franz did not
know him then. He stood there exhausted, hoarse, and looked at the unknown man distrustfully and watchfully.
“You are shouting with delight,” the other said through clenched teeth, “you are enraptured. But the time will
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come when you will howl with fright like an animal. And the hour will strike when you will moan helplessly, like
the most miserable creature in the world. And neither on the first, second, nor third occasion will our voice be able
to halt or to accelerate the events … it will be helpless.”
Franz looked at the stranger without a word. Who was he? Who was this prophet? What thoughts were these?
Franz glanced around. Perhaps he should call a gendarme?
“What are you talking about! What have I to do with it?” he whispered instead.
“Not you personally. Your class. Or rather the flimsy stratum that is your class.”
The stranger, a simple and calm man, touched the peak of his cap and went away. That was Heinrich Gutmann.
Some time later Franz lay next to him in the trenches of the 15 th Brunswick Infantry Regiment. But now Franz
understood nothing. He gazed after the stranger.
“He’s either mad or drunk,” he said shrugging his shoulders.
The dawn cast a rosy glow over the city. It foretold a great era of uncountable victories and happiness for the
German people.
Later on Franz stood before the desk of his chief, Herr Otto Schultz. The knight and father of the nation was
just beginning his career then. He still stood on the first rungs of the ladder leading to the temple of the great god.
But even then he was already sure of himself, bold, strong, and insolent under a mask of absolute tranquillity and
infallible correctness.
“Your words fill me with great joy,” Herr Otto Schultz said. “Everyone who is strong, young, and energetic
should be there!” He pointed somewhere towards the corner. Then he rose, took Franz’s arm and walked over to
the door with him.
“You will return a hero, dear Stange. Our doors will always be open to you. I wish you the best of luck, dear
Stange!”
Franz found himself in the street. He felt his mobilization notice in his pocket. The 15 th Brunswick Regiment,
it said. Everything was in order. Franz Stange was going to defend his great fatherland …
*
“Hey, you! If you intend to spend the night here, you’re mistaken, sir!”
A policeman, his legging, belt and helmet shining, came down the path, swinging his club.
“Did you hear what I said?”
Stange got up. The process of standing up was always accompanied by the clink of metal on his chest—four
crosses and a medal. Then the light squeak of the spring of his artificial leg, and Stange was on his feet.
The policeman stood there for a while looking at him suspiciously. When he was convinced that this man really
meant to leave the park, he went off in another direction.
*
Stange was marching in the first rank of his company’s right wing. Lieutenant Gaston Schultz, erect, smart and
dazzling in his uniform, was goose-stepping a little ahead of him. It was no ordinary march, it was a ballet!
Stange looked at the unbearable shine of Schultz’s jackboots.\fn{ The jackboot and the goose-step was part of the German
military mystique during the First World War as well as the Second .} A splendid automobile was moving along slowly on a
level with the lieutenant and quite close to him. Herr Otto Schultz and his family were seeing off their son.
There was no one to see off Franze Stange. He had no one. His mother, a tall, stern woman, was no longer
there to come to the railway station to see off her boy. No one would wave a handkerchief after his train. Oh,
Mother!
Private Stange’s heart felt sad and heavy.
And suddenly—
The soldiers of the entire company looked around. The soldiers of all the companies following also looked
around. The officers threw sidelong glances. Lieutenant Schultz also glanced askance, his lips curled, at first
angrily, then scornfully, and finally with a scarcely perceptible mocking smile. Private Stange had dared get out of
line! He was talking to that clear-eyed girl, Elsa Rose. Well, well! Just look at that!
“My name is Franz Stange …” all out of breath and nervous, said Franz. “Franz Stange, third company …”
The girl looked at Franz with an unaccountable sadness, with inexpressible melancholy, and without a bit of
surprise though it could have been expected.
“Tell me … tell me your name, your address …”
Franz looked at her both fearfully and hopefully. The last ranks of the regiment were passing by. Curious
people were crowding round them.
“Tell me quickly … I have no one … I’m entirely alone …”
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He said something else that was quite unintelligible, he did not know what he was saying. And then something
like a smile lit up her pale face.
“My name is Elsa Rose … 138 Königstrasse.” And the girl gave him her hand, a small, delicate hand …
The lieutenant looked around once more. Franz Stange was already in the ranks. He was marching, marking
time with a will. His face was joyous, as joyous as if a great happiness were coming to him from where the heavy
flag was floating, where the regiment was marching.
“Well, well,” the lieutenant thought. “I wish you luck, Herr Stange!”
Lieutenant Schultz came up when the company stood lined up in two ranks on the platform. He adjusted his
monocle and inspected the soldiers from head to foot.
“Franz Stange,” he commanded. “Two steps forward!” The lieutenant again adjusted his monocle.
“On order of the captain, Franz Stange is placed under arrest for five days for breaking formation without
permission. After entraining report to the commandant. About face! Two steps forward! About face!”
Stange was again in line. After boarding the train, when he was just about to go to the commandant, he felt a
light touch on his shoulder.
“Don’t you recognize me? It’s already two days that we’re in the same company. You have exchanged your
orator’s platform for a headquarters’ latrine. Unenviable job. Let’s get acquainted. Heinrich Gutmann. I already
know your name.”
Franz raised his head.
“Every breach of discipline should be punished. I don’t need sympathy. Please don’t talk to me any more.”
“Just as you like. Only I think that your subsequent adventures will bring even sadder results.”
“It’s no concern of yours.” A whiskered face looked into the car.
“Franz Stange!” the sergeant-major said with a leer. “The commandant is eagerly awaiting your visit. Won’t
you be so kind!”
Everyone in the car roared. Stange stood at attention and walked out.
3
Thus, according to all rules and armed with righteous convictions, the disciplined soldier Franz Stange took his
place at the fighting positions where the 15th Brunswick Regiment lay in ambush in stinking ditches, foxholes and
shelters, in the name of Germany’s glory.
Stange regularly received pink, blue, and other colored envelopes. He also received a parcel, a small one,
which contained everything that Elsa could afford to send him.
Time went on. Some days passed like hours, and sometimes a night, a long autumn night, seemed to drag on
for a year. And if a year had really gone by, those who spent it in the trenches would have been surprised. They
would have thought it was only a night, a long night of artillery fire.
Stange did not wait until a year had passed. He became a hero of the nation.
*
It was five minutes to “zero.” Lieutenant Schultz held his watch in one hand, and a revolver in the other. He
stood near the assault-escape and everyone saw that he felt bad. He swayed strangely and his face was blotched
with red. When he attempted to place his foot on the first rung he swerved sideways and leaned his shoulder
against the projection of the trench fenced off by a fascine. It was evident that the lieutenant was not feeling fit
before the attack.
The French artillery fired a few trial shots at the front line of the German trenches. Black columns rose heavily,
and clouds of shrapnel flashed out.
Airplanes, with rapacious wings flung wide, flew high in the gray autumn sky over French mangled soil.
Perhaps they were returning from reconnoitering. An apprehensive stillness lay along the whole line of trenches.
The attack was to begin now.
Midnight …
The lieutenant heavily mounted the ladder and for a moment paused at the parapet, stretching out his hand with
the revolver. The soldiers rushed out after him.
To men accustomed to the dampness of the narrow trench holes, the spreading field seemed boundless …
The attack!
The men ran forward in thin lines.
This was a raging ocean of upheaved earth, fire and steel. The ominous swell reared like a solid wall dividing
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the field in two. The soldiers ran towards this devastating hurricane, suffocating from the black smoke, falling,
getting tangled in barbed wire, a few getting up and going on.
At this moment Stange saw Lieutenant Schultz fall.
He looked around. There was almost no one in the field. The ominous swell, shaking its black mane of smoke,
raising clouds of earth cut up by broken lines of fiery explosions, steadily rolled forward, sweeping everything in
its path. The ground shook and droned, and again the field swam in Stange’s eyes, his head reeled and he fell to
his knees. Then he lurched forward face down on the ground and something very heavy fell on top of him. Stange
was suffocating …
And when he regained consciousness, the terrible French defence barrage had ceased. Somewhere to the left
field-guns were thundering, the battle had shifted to the left flank. From time to time bullets whistled by, from
where they came or who fire them, no one knew. Stange rubbed his eyes and lay spitting the earth from his mouth.
At last he cautiously lifted his head and looked about the field.
He began to crawl and immediately bumped against the body of the lieutenant. He was lying face down.
Stange touched his hand and knew the man was alive.
It was evening. Dark clouds floated over the field. Gloomy shadows crept out of the stinking shell-holes. Dusk
shrouded the heap of human bodies, the hillocks, and trenches. Dusk lay in gray patches on the bare, mutilated
ground.
To the left field-guns roared and shots were fired. Fighting was going on there, and explosions flashed out.
Stange thought that it was his duty to carry away his officer not only if wounded, but even if dead. The body of an
officer should not serve as an object for the enemy to defile. Stange made up his mind …
And then, there beyond the entanglement of French barrages, a man in silver shoulder-straps lowered his fieldglasses and said a few words over the telephone. There about a kilometer or two away, men began to move about
the French batteries. The guns raised their hot muzzles into the evening dusk, aimed at an angle calculated to plant
their shells exactly where the small human figure was moving, doubled up under a burden beyond its strength.
Close, beyond the very entanglements, the machine-gunners hurriedly calculated the range. The man in silver
shoulder-straps again raised his field-glasses and said a few words.
The guns of the French batters recoiled, their salvos thundering in the evening air.
The cannon broke the dead silence of the field, absorbing the echoes of the distant cannonade. Tons of earth
and iron were flung up against the glare. The helpless tangle of two human bodies vanished in a black cloud.
The man with the field-glasses said something more. Again the field-pieces of the French battery shuddered.
And when the smoke cleared, the field-glasses discerned that same tangle in the gray dusk on which France
had discharged a car-load of metal, hundreds of pounds of TNT. The tangle moved on. It wanted to live.
The irate machine-guns now swept the field maliciously and marked a line beyond which no human foot was
to step.
The tangle disappeared for a moment, again appeared, steadily moving farther away.
France expended another two car-loads of iron and many more rounds of first-class explosives, but the tangle
stubbornly moved away.
Machine-guns sputtered, unable to spit out all their lead at once …
Franz Stange felt a burning pain in his side only after he got to the breastwork of the deserted German trench.
At that very moment the fire breathed into his face. He did not hear the explosion, he dropped down somewhere,
dragging the lieutenant after him. Then Elsa lovingly stretched out her hands to him, and Franz clung happily to
her.
*
The newspapers wrote about all this except of Franz’s happy meeting with Elsa. They wrote that the heroic
Stange and Lieutenant Schultz, whom he had saved, were picked up seriously wounded in a deserted trench. The
stretcher-bearers had found them.
The newspapers wrote about many other things too …
*
Stange regained consciousness and when he looked up he was surprised not to see the moldy boards of the
dug-out or even the beams of the shelter.
The dazzling white ceiling, even and smooth, with a fine gilt cornice, was so large that Franz could not see the
whole of it without turning his head. And when Franz did turn his head, all this seemed a dream.
A huge bouquet of lovely fresh roses stood on a small night-table next to the bed. Drops of dew trembled on
the petals. Stange took a deep breath and scented an exquisite fragrance. He raised himself by leaning on his
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elbows and immediately everything went blank …
When Stange reopened his eyes, he saw a woman in white with a red cross on her breast.
“It’s a hospital,” Stange thought. “I’m in a hospital.”
“You mustn’t move,” the woman said in an angelic voice. “You have been seriously wounded.”
She smoothed his blanket and vanished somewhere in the great, white hall.
Stange did not stir. He wanted to live. And perhaps because this was his most passionate desire, his dangerous,
almost fatal wound began to heal. Soon Stange could lean on his elbow.
And one day—the orderlies stood at attention, the nurses stood still in graceful attitudes befitting society
women. They clasped their hands to their breast and inclined their heads a little in a deferential bow.
Spurs rang on the parquet floor of the corridor, and the sound of many steps was heard.
A broad-shouldered, middle-aged general, with the Emperor’s monogram on his epaulettes, the Emperor’s stiff
whiskers, his own red face of a bully-cavalryman, strategist and patriot, and a double rosy nape of a beer addict,
strode down the hall. He was followed by his suite, braided, loaded with aglets,\fn{ Ornamental studs.} decorated
with the tinsel of shoulder-pieces and cord, and next came adroit, smart young men wearing service jackets and
leggings, testing their cameras as they hurried along. Highly placed frauen and fräulein sailed by at a distance
according to the rules of etiquette, and the administrative personnel headed by the director of the hospital trotted
after them, mad with joy.
This procession stopped near Franz Stange’s bed.
The general twitched his whiskers and glared threateningly in the direction of his suite. There was a light
rustling of cord and a faint tinkle of spurs. The room grew so still one could hear the heavy breathing of a
wounded soldier at the farthest end of the ward.
Stange looked at the general awe-struck as if it was the first time in his life that he saw the crimson lapels of a
general’s uniform. This was the army commander himself. The general raised his hand to the shiny peak of his
helmet and then extended it to Stange. There were officious and emotional sighs behind, and again the click of
spurs and the tinkle of the aglet braid. Franz gazed at the general’s hand with such an expression as if this fleshy,
hairy hand wanted to strangle him.
“To the hero!” the general pronounced in a sonorous voice, giving Stange to understand with a glance that he
intended to shake his hand.
“To the hero of Height 106, the gratitude of the command and the reward of the nation. To the hero who did his
duty, to the courageous German soldier!”
Stange drew his hand from under the blanket. The prying eyes of the cameras peeped out over the shining
shoulders of the suite.
The general bent over impressively, and his fat fingers squeezed Stange’s sweating hand, for just as long as it
was necessary for the photographers.
The general turned about sharply. Somebody held out a velvet case to him. The suite saluted. The general
opened the case and took out a shiny cross. The cameras clicked.
A woman in black then bent over Stange. A strong perfume struck him and dry lips touched his forehead.
The cameras clicked again. Then a whole mountain of flowers came down on Franz.
The cameras clicked a third time. Then Stange was left alone under the fragrant weight. It was quiet in the
ward. Stirred, limp, enfeebled, he lay motionless.
It was the nation in the person of high authority who had held out a grateful hand to its martial son! It was the
nation who, with the lips of a beautiful woman, had given him a mother’s kiss. The nation’s badge of honor was
on his chest—the reward for everything he had sacrificed for it. O Great Germany! O my country!
And Stange sobbed, burying his face in the pillow.
“The hero has gone to pieces,” one of the wounded said, enviously or sympathetically, it was difficult to say.
The next morning a stack of newspapers was brought to Franz. All of them carried on their front pages a
picture of the bulky figure of the general, the smart, splendid suite, and Franz in bed, covered with flowers. The
newspapers published all possible portraits of Franz. He wondered where they had got all these photographs from.
Stange—healthy, in uniform; Stange—wounded, in hospital; Stange—at home, next to his mother. How odd!
Franz was constantly besieged by reporters. He had visitors, people he never dreamt of being acquainted with.
And each time photos, photos, photos.
Stange bathed in the rays of a glory accessible only to great captains. Tens of thousands of people pronounced
his name.
And finally a letter came:
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… Elsa is impatiently waiting for her glorious and strong hero!

The days passed. During this time the soldier with the bandaged face who had been brought to the hospital
after Franz, not only regained consciousness but could even sit up in bed. It was he who tossed in fever during
that memorable minute when Stange was being decorated. And one day that wounded soldier came up to his bed
and sat down on the edge of it.
“Getting better?” he asked in a voice that was amazingly familiar. Franz responded with a glance.
The wounded soldier examined his bed. The bedstead and the linen were better than what the rest of them had.
There was a fragrance of flowers and cleanliness.
“It’s a good thing, Stange, that you’re getting well,” the wounded soldier said. “You must be fed up with all
this pomp. You paid quite a price for these pretty flowers! A carload of roses has been used up on you!”
Stange kept silent. he couldn’t possibly recall where he had seen this man.
“Heinrich Gutmann,” said the wounded soldier, as if divining his thoughts. “This is the third time I’m
introducing myself. I have a shrapnel wound in the head and I’m afraid you won’t know me when the bandages
are removed, it will be the fourth time. See here, Stange …”
He moved closer to Franz.
“I have come to warn you. the position you are in now is so muddle-headed and indefinite, that it is even
difficult to imagine.”
Franz looked at him with unconcealed hatred. Again this man. Again that ironic look! what did he want of him,
this devil?!
“You have performed not a heroic deed, but a stupid one. You carried out on your back, crawling on all fours,
Lieutenant Schultz, not wounded but dead drunk. You risked your life, were wounded, lost much blood and
health, and have become a hero of the nation. And Lieutenant Schultz had the alcohol pumped out of his stomach
in hospital, and, when palms wee crossed with silver, he received a white ticket and went to recuperate in a certain
neutral country. In a word—to the south. He won’t change places with you when you’re driven to the trenches
again. You can bet your life he won’t.”
Franz, shaken, looked into Gutmann’s face with horror.
“The general conclusion is that there is no doubt but that you will again be driven to the trenches. You are
merely a bait on the hook and ten thousand volunteers, to say the least, will bite. When they haul in the catch, you
will be sent to the trenches. They won’t need you any longer.”
“Proof,” Franz whispered. “Have you proof that the lieutenant was … drunk?”
“I thought you would believe me without it. Two orderlies sneaked it all out. They know Schultz, they used to
work at his father’s plant. They’re bright fellows. I’m sorry for you, Stange, and that’s why I told you everything
although I am running a certain risk. It’s no use calling the orderlies. Believe me or not, just as you like. Get well,
Stange, and think all this over well.”
Gutmann got up with difficulty and slowly made for his bed. But he didn’t get there. He swayed and sank to
the floor.
Under the ceiling, the bell rang an alarm.
4
Stang listened in astonishment. Was he having hallucinations?!
A bell was ringing an alarm. Just such a bell had rung in the hospital when Heinrich Gutmann fell.
It was quite dark in the deserted side street. Not a soul in sight. What could it be?
And suddenly a long silvery trill broke into blasts of brass. Headlights gleamed at the end of the street, coming
rapidly closer, the rays sliding over the walls and pointed roofs. Stange hobbled to a gate and squeezed into a
niche. A red car dashed by, the helmets of the firemen glittering, and the bell grew fainter.
After waiting a little, Stange hobbled on. He was rather anxious. Evidently the fire was somewhere near by,
otherwise the car would not take these narrow side streets, but would rush along the broad thoroughfare that led to
the bridge over the river. What if the fire was in the house where Stange lived? There in a small room was Elsa, ill
and all alone!
Stange hurried on. Of course, it could be pure accident. But what guarantee was there against accidents? He
stopped several times to wipe the perspiration from his face. How difficult and disgusting, how agonizing to walk
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on this artificial leg. At last he reached the cross-roads and stopped relieved. There were no signs of a fire
anywhere. A few more minutes, a turn to the right, and he would be home.
Yes, it would soon be twenty years that he was living in this house, in a small cubby-hole on the third floor. He
existed on his wife’s earnings and on the paltry pfennings of his pension. No one would hire him; he didn’t have
the diploma of an engineer. He could do drafting, but would any firm want the squeak of an artificial leg to disturb
the quiet of its office or laboratory? Hunger and poverty: bread earned by the hands of a feeble woman. Elsa had
given him everything. Her love and her strength, everything to the last drop. And now she was dying from an
illness which had a sinister name.
Franz Stange would no longer be any good for anything. His only hope was that Elsa might get better. And let
this be his compensation for becoming an empty shell, for the loss of his last aim, for a life no longer justified by
anything in the eyes of men and his own. Let it be even harder later on, but he had given her everything he could.
“Franz, I shall probably die soon. I have so little strength left, not enough air. I should like to die, Franz,
knowing that you are provided for, that it will be easier for you to live on after me … that you won’t be hungry
like today … and like yesterday … and don’t grieve. We shall meet again there, in the better world, it will be good
there. So good that it is worth while enduring all these agonies …”
Her beautiful eyes, with death lurking in them, shone with an inner light of peaceful joy and hope. She
believed in God, poor Elsa. In that very same God who sits in the same heaven from where huge shells of 42
centimeter caliber fall on the sinful earth.
“I shall be very sad, Franz, if after I’m gone you remain just as hungry and unhappy as you are today. The path
to the other world where we are bound to meet is difficult … but … I do not want you to come there through
starvation.”
No! Better starvation! Better death under fire! Stange turned his face away into the shadow and wiped off his
cold sweat. But she didn’t notice it. Her large eyes, filled with pain and suffering, were staring into space.
“When I die, I should also like you to bring me some white roses and pray for my sinful soul. I want only you
to be near me … I shall hear your voice there! And you and I will be so happy.”
She was so sentimental, poor Elsa! What sins had brought on such a vengeance, Franz Stange?
“I am a great sinner, Franz … and the most terrible of my sins is against you.”
Stange clutched his head in his hands. He didn’t walk out, no, he lurched out of the cubby-hole.
That happened this morning. Elsa remained there alone … Well, a few steps more …
“Elsa! In what way is our suffering justified? By the fact that some day we shall get to the mythical abode of
the Heavenly Father? Elsa, I was a machine-gunner and I don’t want to change my specialty. God puts on a gas
mask and drops 500 kilogram bombs! Your God doesn’t exist. He simply isn’t. It’s the deity of the savages who
graduated from the staff college, the faculty of bombing, and has retained all the saints. I’m no good as a saint and
don’t want to be a bomber. I’m not sentimental, Elsa, but this doesn’t help either. I don’t feel any better because I
lost the very last thing that would have justified our suffering in order to save you, or to ease your death.”
And suddenly Stange halted at the turn.
A crowd, illuminated by the sinister flickering of the fire-engine lights, stood silent near the gate of the big
house. Everything was quiet. Horribly quiet. The blood-red flame of the lights quivered, black shadows crawled
over the walls, crimson reflections slid along the dark windows, the helmets of the firemen gleamed …
His heart beat madly …
“What’s up? What … has … happened????”
“They say a man has committed suicide,” someone in the crowd explained. “An unemployed. The firemen
were called out because he poisoned himself with lighting gas.”
Stange tried to push through to the gates. A broad-shouldered fireman blocked his path.
“Let him in, let him in!” a woman’s voice called out. “He has come at last. It’s the cripple Stange. Listen,
Stange, your wife—”
Stange heard no more. The torches threw up a bright flame. Everything vanished in the clouds of sparks and
smoke, everything died down. It was all over. …
*
The shopkeeper examined the artificial leg.
“I must tell you that at one time it was not bad. But when it has been used instead of a leg for twenty years, it
gets bad. Five marks.”
“Thank you,” Stange replied. “Where can I get the money?”
The shopkeeper silently threw down a note on the counter. Stange took it and put it in his pocket. The
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shopkeeper pushed up his spectacles and looked after him.
“Off he hobbles, swinging along on crutches, and his artificial leg, still quite a good one, he’s sold me for five
marks! Five marks! Ha-ha! He must be mad.”
*
The fräulein smiled, pressing a bouquet of white roses to her breast.
“Look, how beautiful! And so reasonable … Quite reasonable … Such lovely fresh flowers!”
Stange gloomily looked straight ahead. He was leaning on his crutches and it was very difficult for him, he had
grown unaccustomed to them.
“Do you like these flowers? They are perfectly, perfectly fresh … Do you see? The dew is still on them.”
Stange put the money on the counter and stretched out his hand for the bouquet. The girl handed him the
flowers, but here Stange realized that he could not walk with them, he needed both hands to lean on the crutches.
He looked around in confusion and noticed the curious faces of the sales clerks and the customers, especially the
women. Smartly dressed women gazed haughtily through their lorgnettes and without them at the tattered cripple,
who had bought a magnificent bouquet of white roses. An ordinary tramp! Clearly a drunkard!
“Your change, please …”
The girl was bringing the change from the cashier.
And only then Stange hit on an idea. He laid down the flowers, carefully placed one of the crutches against the
counter, took the bouquet in his left hand, and leaning on the other crutch, made for the door. His lop-sided figure
was soon hidden from sight.
The ladies were shocked. This dirty, tattered beggar had not even taken his change! He had wanted to show his
pride! The shopkeeper was insulted. He owned a flower shop, after all, and not a warehouse for crutches!
*
“ … Well, this is all, Elsa. I brought the flowers just as you wanted, although it is clearly foolishness. I know
very well that a dead person doesn’t need anything. You are no longer Elsa, you know. You were Elsa, but now
you are not Elsa and I need not have brought you the flowers, especially since I had to pay so dearly for them. But
as my whole life has been turned into a swindle and mutilated anyway, this too is not important. …
“ … You are not in heaven either, Elsa. In heaven there is a squadron of super-bombers of the latest design. I
saw it all just now when I went to get the flowers. These are only maneuvers, a game, but when the boys in leather
jackets begin to play in earnest, then, I expect, there won’t be enough flowers to go round. …
“ … And so, Elsas, I shan’t pray. God has put on the epaulettes of a general and has no time to hear prayers.
He is watching the maneuvers now and later he’ll be busy at a conference of the General Staff. What you consider
to be a great sin against me, is a trifle. It’s nothing compared to the way I have been deceived. Why, you were
always my best, most devoted and dearest friend, and perhaps if a hero on one leg had not crossed your path, your
bright, clear eyes might have been a ray of sunshine in this cursed world even now. It was I who was deceived,
but you paid for it mostly …
“ … But why am I talking to you? You’re dead! You are no more …”
Stange pressed his head with his hands and leaned against the window-sill.
“Ease, Stange! Pull yourself together! You can go made like that! But maybe I’ve already gone mad? Eh?
Elsa?”
All was quiet. Stange squeezed his head still harder. An hour passed. Maybe it was ten minutes, and maybe
five hours. Suddenly Stange came to.
“Who’s there? What is it? Come in!”
The knocking on the door continued.
Stange took his crutch, but before he could get to the door, it opened. A tall, broad-shouldered man wearing a
hat stood on the threshold. Two others were behind him.
Stange recognized him immediately. It was Gston Schultz. Entirely different, in no way resembling the
lieutenant in his smart uniform. A heavy, stout man in spectacles, squinting short-sightedly, stood on the threshold
and looked past Stange into the corner. The small room was badly lighted and it was difficult to make out the
white thing lying there in the corner.
Stange stepped aside.
“Come in, please.”
Mackintoshes rustled. One after another, the men squeezed through the narrow door. First Schultz and then the
others quickly removed their hats. Now Schultz understood what was wrong here.
“I knew you at once, Herr Schultz,” Stange said. “And this is my wife, Elsa Stange … Elsa Rose.”
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Schultz stood embarrassed, without moving. It seemed to Stange that Schultz had turned pale. He then looked
at the other two. He did not know them. They had their cameras with them.
Schultz made an uncertain movement with his hand, he either wanted to smooth down his hair or fix his
spectacles. Then he stepped back.
“How sad, how very sad, dear Stange,” he said. “Poor woman! Oh, these illnesses! They’re so untimely.”
“Elsa committed suicide,” Stange cut in.
Schultz stopped short. The other two shifted from foot to foot and glanced at each other. There was nothing
further to say. They stood there for a long time.
“May her memory live for ever,” said Schultz with a sigh.
“We would like,” he said again turning to Stange, “we should like to have your attention for a few minutes.”
And while Stange was getting ready to answer, Schultz was again complete master of himself.
“We ought not to disturb the peace of the deceased. We could go out on to the landing, just a few words.”
Stange agreed. It was all the same to him, where to go and what to hear. They helped him out of the cubbyhole,
and on the landing stood closes about him. One thing was clear to Stange. He was to be a hero of the nation again.
“Five hundred marks for a speech. …”
“An interview in the newspapers. …”
“Photographs. …”
“Revival of the nation’s glory. …”
They spoke for a long time. And, finally, Stange stretched out his hand.
“Later! Everything later … Not now … Not at this moment.”
“We understand, Herr Stange. But it is necessary to carry this through as soon as possible. The national holiday
is a week hence. We are not asking you to make any great effort. You will simply read a prepared speech, that’s
all. We shall come to see you again. You will have a motor car at your disposal. Herr editor kindly offers you a
car. And in the meantime—”
Bank-notes rustled in Schultz’s hands.
“You’ll have funeral expenses … A gravestone for your dear wife … A wreath from brothers-in-arms who feel
friendly towards you.”
“My wife, Herr Schultz, I shall bury myself!” Stange replied sharply, firmly pushing aside Schultz’s hand.
Schultz shrugged his shoulders, crumpled the money and pushed it into his pocket. His lips twisted into a
contemptuous grimace: now he greatly resembled his father, the chief and knight. Thus he stood for a while
minute. Stange, doubled over, hung on his crutches. Then Schultz’s face again became friendly.
“I understand how you feel, Herr Stange. But you are wrong to refuse the sincere assistance of your
companion-in-arms.” He made a pause. “Just the same I hope that I shall find some way of being useful to you.
And so, it is agreed …?”
All three raised their hats.
“Again they are ensnaring me, Elsa,” said Stange when he was left alone. “It seems I still have a drop of sap
left.”
The quiet evening shadows snuggled in the corners of the room. Stange hobbled over to the window, sank
down on a stool and remained motionless. The pendulum of the clock swung back and forth marking time.
5
Smoking a short pipe, Heinrich Gutmann paced up and\fn{ The word and is not in the text.} down his small room.
Tall, lean, broad-shouldered and youthfully agile he resembled a veteran seaman in his striped jersey. Altogether
he had changed very little since that time. Only his hair was now streaked with gray and his face was more severe
than before. The old shrapnel wound had left scars on his face.
“Well, what’s new, Franz?”
Stange was silent. He sat bent over, leaning on his crutch and gazing out of the window. There, in the darkness
of the night, the city lights stretched out like a huge constellation. Gutmann went up to Stange and put is hand on
his shoulder.
“Has anything bad happened?” Stange started and with an effort swallowed the dry lump that stuck in his
throat.
“Elsas … Elsa has committed suicide.”
Gutmann turned about and again paced the room. He forgot that his pipe had gone out long ago, and from time
38

to time puffed at it, never noticing that there was no smoke. Stange did not take his eyes from the lights flickering
in the night.
“I took her to the cemetery today,” he said after a pause. Gutmann continued to walk back and forth.
“I have come to you for advice, Heinrich. I have no one else. Only you.”
Again a long pause. Then Stange straightened up and began to speak calmly, monotonously, with the complete
indifference that had overwhelmed him on that evening when he saw Elsa dead.
“I want to recall our first meeting, Heinrich, twenty years ago. I remember your words just as if you had
uttered them today. ‘You are shouting with delight but then you will howl with fright and finally you will moan
like the most miserable creature in the world.’ These were not simply words, but a prophecy.”
“Hmm!!!”
“Stupefied by the pre-war fumes, I joyfully shouted and then howled with terrible fright from all those horrors
of war. All pretexts for joy vanished. And finally, Heinrich, when even the feeling of fright had left me (because
there was nothing left in life to regret) I moaned like the most miserable creature and did not even notice my
insignificance.”
Gutmann lit his pipe and leaned against the wall. He also looked through the window where the constellation
flickered in the darkness.
“You also said then,” Stange continued, “‘neither on the first, second, nor third occasion will your voice be
able to halt or to accelerate the events.’ I delivered patriotic speeches while my name was inscribed in the army
registers under the appropriate number. I was stirred with the best sentiments and thought that the whole country
was looking at me fondly and gratefully whereas in reality I was put down as an insignificant unit in those same
registers, as so much cannon fodder. That’s how it is, Heinrich! I thought I was performing a lofty heroic deed and
it turned out that I carried in from the battlefield a drunken hog, brought him right to the beach of a certain resort
from where he got to the exchange without my assistance. I shed tears of joy and excitement over my decorations
because it was my blood spilled for the nation. And at the same time my decorations and my blood were being
bought and sold on the exchange, and when they fell in price, I was thrown into the trenches from which I crawled
out a cripple.”
Stange began to cough. He coughed for a long time, doubled up, and his sharp shoulder-blades shook
convulsively.
“I was talented … I was capable … All this was taken from me. I was turned into a worthless cripple, an empty
shell. I have thought about all this a great deal and for a long time, and I have decided to get my revenge. During
all the post-war years I have been collecting material … on how Stange, the hero of the nation, earned his
decorations, and how these decorations, yes, and Stange himself, were made use of in order to ensure still more
fodder for the French cannons. I have collected many documents and have calculated the approximate number of
volunteers who have been enticed by my decorations. I have exposed this foul trick of provocation and murder for
profits.
“I have written a good book, I have unexpectedly discovered that I am capable of writing. I wanted to turn this
book over to you Communists. Only the Communists will not sell it for gold! The Communists have always been
right and truthful, like you, Heinrich. I could trust my book only to you Communists because it is the result of my
whole wretched, maimed life. That was all that I could do. …”
Gutmann moved away from the wall.
“Where is the book? Have you brought it?” Stange remained silent, bending over the table.
“I’m asking you, Franz, have you brought the book?”
“I … sold the book … Heinrich …”
“And you have come to weep on my breast?” Stange said nothing.
“You call this revenge,” Gutmann said derisively. “What is the use of your moaning?”
“Elsa supported me all these years. During our whole life together I was dependent on her because my pension
is so trivial. And then she fell ill. Hunger, squalor, poverty … she gave me all she had. She paid with her life for
the love of a cripple. And I decided that I must save her. I went to old man Schultz and said to him: ‘I carried
away your wounded son from the battle-field. I did you a good turn then, now do me one.’ I sold my book in order
to save Elsa. I said to him, ‘Your wounded son.’ And if I admitted it myself, who will believe my book? And when
I dragged myself home, there were firemen, Elsa dead and her note. Here it is …”
Stange smoothed out the paper.
“She writes:”
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I haven’t enough air to breathe. I’m tired and cannot endure any more. I don’t want to prolong my agony and deprive
you of the last piece of bread. I take upon myself the mortal sin of suicide which is just as terrible as the sin that I
belonged to Gaston Schultz first. His child was born dead. Forgive me, Franz.

Franz laid the note on the table.
“You see, Heinrich, how I was robbed and deceived.” Gutmann kept still.
“I don’t know what to do now.”
“Was no one present when you spoke to Schultz?”
“No one. But then they came to me, Gaston Schultz and some editor. They want me to speak over the radio on
the day of the national holiday.
“You refused, of course?” Stange’s head drooped.
“I couldn’t think of anything then. Maybe I refused, and maybe I agreed, I don’t know … I don’t remember.
Everything is lost.” Stange shuddered and laid his hand over his eyes.
“I showed the dead Elsa to this lieutenant … and he didn’t so much as lift his eyebrow.”
“Did you think he would weep with you?”
“I have come for advice, Heinrich. What am I to do?”
Gutmann said nothing. He looked at Stange, at this bowed cripple who has been robbed of everything he
possessed. Gray-haired Stange, old at forty, a tortured creature unwanted by anyone, he still attempted to find a
brace in life. He still wanted to live.
“Do you remember, Franz,” he said at long last, “do you remember our conversation in the hospital? I asked
you to follow the same road with me. You replied: ‘Why should I bother about others and build happiness for
them at the price of my head and suffering if the world ends for me with my death? I had better look after myself.’
“You didn’t tell the truth! You were fighting for the bourgeoisie and you knew it, because its interests were
close to your own. And when you were robbed, crippled and thrown out, you endured years of suffering by giving
your blood for the profits of the glutted. And now you have come to us for advice! What am I to advise you? Tell
me, what kind of advice do you want?”
Stange uttered not a word.
“You say that you sacrificed everything for Elsa. You had no right to do so. You gave to one person what
belonged to millions. You have destroyed a revolutionary thought which you yourself created. You could not bear
the suffering of one dear person and staked\fn{ Gambled away.} that which might have lightened the sufferings of
thousands.”
Gutmann took several steps in Stange’s direction and, raising his hand, pointed to the window.
“It is easier to sacrifice oneself than sacrifice others. But is it possible that a proletarian mother would go down
on her knees to a hangman and say, ‘Give me back my son and in return I shall serve you all my life’? And what
about those people languishing in prison, those who are hanged and shot—the blood and flesh of the working
class! What advice can I give you?”
Gutmann turned around and walked down the room.
“You must choose your road yourself, Franz Stange!” he shouted from the threshold.
Stange sat hunched over. What could he do now? What road could he, deprived of his last bit of strength, travel
now? Oh, if he had then understood everything as well as he did now! If he had understood when he had been in
the flower of his strength, had a firm step and sound lungs! If he had only understood in those years buried under
the ashes of war, years polluted by the foul business of killing for the sake of profits for a handful of murderers!
Those two who had traveled the road of war together and suffered together, and who had remained just as
different from each other as on the day they first met, said nothing now, each plunged in his own thoughts.
And the din of the city sounded like a far-off tide. …
6
On a fair day in September, the silver of a cobweb covered the yellow crested maples and the lobed leaves of
the chestnuts, the blue line of the horizon was clear, the sun gently warmed the earth. Even the vast city with its
smoky breath could not cloud the soft clearness of the day.
Today Stange was calm. Schultz alone would not be able to disprove the sum total of the accusations presented
to them all by Stange. And the fact that something could happen to him later on was not important. At least, less
important.
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And Stange walked along the quiet side streets of the outskirts complete tranquil and even a little joyous.
He would make Gutmann take the manuscript, he would not go anywhere with Gaston Schultz, the nation
would hear no more patriotic speeches from its miserable hero. Enough! People should learn the truth. This stack
of papers would tell them the truth. And then—let the path of Franz Stange end. He was no longer good for
anything, anyhow.
The janitor, spattered with mud, was cleaning the drain gutter. He noticed that the cripple, with medals hung on
his chest, and tapping his crutch, had paused at the gate to fix something inside his coat, and intended to enter the
yard. The janitor decided to stop him.
He gave a low whistle.
Stange looked around.
The janitor came up to him.
“I believe it’s Gutmann in No. 75, you’ve come to see?”
“Yes.”
“He was taken away yesterday,” the janitor said glancing about, “storm-troopers took him away.”\fn{ The Nazis,
once they were in power, attempted to imprison and summarily execute everyone who opposed them .}
“Oh-h-h?” the invalid gasped. He turned quite gray. He leaned against the wall. “Took him away …”
“I wouldn’t advise you to go there,” said the janitor, “you have suffered enough as it is. Well, get out of here
quickly.”
And Stange went away. He had no idea where and why he was going. He looked straight in front.
“Heinrich … Oh-h-h! Herinrich!!!” he repeated from time to time.
*
He did not know how long it had taken him to get to the embankment. He saw the iron railing in a sort of dim
light, like in a fog. He did not realize right away that it was already evening.
Waves hit against the hewed stone of the embankment. They broke against it, sending up a spray and rolling
back. A ship was sailing down the middle of the river. That is how it had been in his childhood. Waves broke
against hewed stone. They picked up a bottle and flung it against the embankment wall. The bottle smashed into
pieces. The ship, captained by Karl Stange, had smashed in the same way once. The captain had gone under
together with his sailors. He had not brought the ship back to port and the owner had not received his profit. That
had happened in his childhood. …
A transport ship was laid up not far from where Stange stood. It must have been very deep here if this great
ship stood at the very walls.
And tomorrow was the national holiday …
Stange looked at the river as if it were a puddle in front of him and laughed ironically. Thus, with a
contemptuous smile, he went away.
*
A motor car stopped at a building decorated with flags. The doorman hurried up and opened the door. A crutch
stuck out of the car. The doorman helped Stange get out. Stange was wearing a military uniform. A gray uniform,
green shoulder-pieces with the tag “15.” He fixed his round peakless cap and began to climb the stairs. The
doorman supported him.
Then he was led down long corridors covered by soft felt carpets. And finally Stange entered an immense
room, the walls of which were draped. The room looked like the inside of a trunk. A great globe of light of
unusual size radiated an even soft brilliance. A small rectangular microphone was mounted on a shiny stand in
front of the table. The hero of the nation was to deliver his speech to his Fatherland from here. From here invisible
wires were stretched to loud-speakers in the streets and squares of the city. It was a pity that this was only a
broadcasting substation and that Stange’s voice would not reach foreign countries.
Stange waited for a long time. Then a man handed him several sheets of paper.
“This is the text of your speech. Glance through it. The microphone will be connected in ten minutes.”
Stange let his eye run over the first typewritten lines:
A veteran’s fervent greetings on this great day. I see your faces shining with joy. You are looking at the glorious sons
of Germany, you are looking at ranks of storm-troop detachments marching past you, you see a new dawn breaking
over Germany …

“Very well,” Stange said. “Only I want to be left alone when I read or I may get confused.”
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“Certainly!”
When the allotted ten minutes passed, and the signal flashed out over the microphone, the man went out.
Stange made sure that the door was locked and went up to the microphone.
*
All of a sudden there was a panic in the square. The distinct rhythm of the marching columns got all mixed up.
The bugles played something but their brass throats could not drown out the sound of the numerous powerful
loud-speakers set up at all the corners of the square.
You have nothing to be happy about

the loudspeaker roared.
You are being sucked dry and robbed at every step and then you will be sent to stop bullets for the sake of
profits for your bosses. You will be crippled and your soul drawn out of you drop by drop. It’s I, Franze Stange,
who knows from his own experience how the glorious national holidays end, saying this to you. You have nothing
to be joyous about, I say! Today your last piece of bread is being taken away from you and tomorrow you
yourselves will be taken away from your children.

The roar of voices drowned out the shrieks of the trumpets. Huge mobs gathered around the loud-speakers.
Policemen and storm-troopers energetically set their clubs and fists going. Somewhere a shot was fired. There
were no even columns, everything was in an uproar in the square. The flags hung in helpless tatters above the
crowds.
“Why don’t they switch off the microphone?”
“Why should it be switched off?”
“Wha-a-a-t? Police!”
“Look, look! He’s climbed up the pole!”
“Eh, he’s come down, crawled down!”
“Listen, listen!”
There are truthful, upright people! They know what they’re fighting for, they can’t be bribed. No power on
earth can break their force. They know where to lead you who work for a living with your own hands. They are
the Communists. This is what I, Franz Stange, who shed his blood for Germany, have to say. Stange, whose
blood was sold

The voice was cut short. The sounds of a scuffle and dull blows came from the loud-speakers. …
“Listen, listen!”
“They’ve broken in the door!”
I don’t want to deceive you. … I want …. to show you the truth!!!

Everything became quiet.
Motor cars rushed out of three streets simultaneously into the square. Detachments of policemen ran about,
swinging their clubs. The people dashed away from the loud-speakers. Again everything got all muddied up,
seethed and whirled.
“What do you think, have they strangled him already?”
“I think they strangled him before they switched off the microphone.”
“I think it was just the opposite.”
“Ye-e-s!”
“We had a good march!”
Flags drooped in the almost deserted square. The last small groups of people were leaving the streets. The
celebrations were over.
On this bright September day, a silver web, spun somewhere in the sunny spaces, fell to the ground.
36.196 The President’s Wife\fn{by Lev Emmanuelivich Razgon (1908-1999)} Mogilev Province, Belarus (M) 5
A Saturday night in summer. The evening was wearing on and I should have been on my way by now. I usually
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spent my brief weekends at Vozhael, and was used to walking the thirty kilometres from our prison camp to the
administrative headquarters there, and making the safe journey back twenty-four hours later. In winter the road
was packed down hard and smooth as asphalt, the cold air was exhilarating, and I had little difficulty putting the
distance, almost a full marathon, briskly behind me. In summer the surface was pounded into fine, shifting sand
by the wheels of lorries and the going was much tougher. I would seize any opportunity of a lift.
A likely looking vehicle was standing outside the sentry post. It was a small, cross-country Kozlik, a
Soviet\fn{Russian.} version of the jeep. For all its toy-like appearance it was capable of speeding me to Vozhael in
just over an hour. Some top brass from the medical section had arrived in it a few hours earlier: the head of our
medical department had brought over a colonel who was deputy Chief Medical Officer for the whole of the
gulag\fn{The term was used for the entire prison system operating in the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, the Communist-dominated
governmental system which embraced not only Russia but also Armenia, Azerbaijan, Belarus, Estonia, Georgia, Kazakhstan, Kyrgyzstan,
Latvia, Lithuania, Moldova, Tajikistan, Turkmenistan, Ukraine, and Uzbekistan, all of them now independent countries .} system. Why

not try cadging a lift with them? After all, I was a free man now and, in theory at least, the equal of any of them.
The brass came out of the sentry post and moved towards their jeep. I went over to our doctor.
“Comrade Major! If you have a spare seat in your vehicle may I ask you to take me to Vozhael?”
I was counting on the Major’s reputation as a fair-minded administrator, and was not disappointed. The tall
Colonel, with green tabs on his collar and the medical serpent emblazoned on his uniform, treated me with studied
politeness. I got in the back beside him and the jeep set off, bumping along the sandy road. The two officers
continued a conversation evidently begun back in the camp.
Unlike our Major, whose entire career since graduation had been spent working in the camps, the Colonel was
new to this department of the state. After studying at the Academy of Military Medicine he had served exclusively
in the Army. Needless to say, there was nothing in the conversation of these two senior officers to give me any
clue as to why the Colonel now found himself serving in the Gulag.
Of the two men the Colonel was the more talkative, describing life at the front and interesting people he had
met. One of his subordinates had made a particularly strong impression. The Colonel had been commanding
officer of a divisional medical corps. His senior surgeon was the son-in-law of Mikhail Kalinin, first President of
Soviet Russia and a close associate of Lenin, and subsequently Stalin.\fn{ Mikhail Ivanovich Kalinin (1875-1946); officially, his title was at first Chairman of the Central Executive Committee of the All-Russian Congress of Soviets, but was later changed to
Chairman of the Presidium of the Supreme Soviet. He held this post—a largely ceremonial office (real power being in the hands of the
General Secretary of the Communist Party) from 1919 until his death .} This circumstance produced a number of very tangible

benefits for the divisional medical corps, and also resulted in my traveling companion’s being introduced to
Kalinin himself. He went on official business with his senior surgeon to Moscow, and was invited out to Kalinin’s
dacha, where he wined and dined without formality with the Head of the Soviet State.
The Colonel’s voice trembled with emotion as he described how charming Kalinin had been, how unassuming
he was, how steadfast in his beliefs, and spoke of the high regard in which he was held throughout the Soviet
Union.\fn{This must have been the case. Kalinin was not only connected with Lenin since at least 1902, when he became a member of
Lenin’s Iskra (Spark) organization within the Russian Social Democratic Workers’ Party (where the Communists originated politically),
was twice arrested and imprisoned for revolutionary activity (1899, 1903), and was an active participant in the 1905 revolution in St.
Petersburg; but even though he supported Russian participation in World War I and opposed the Bolshivik coup d’état of 1917, he became
Mayor of Petrograd after the Communist victory, and was elected to the Politburo of the Central Committee of the Communist Party (from
1925), where he remained a relatively accessible person, sometimes even interceding on behalf of people arrested on such charges as
sabotage.} Then he moved on to sing the praises of the son-in-law and to say how much he regretted their ways had

parted. He told the Major that his former subordinate was now working as divisional surgeon in such-and-such a
place.
At this point I most unwisely interrupted to say that in fact Kalinin’s son-in-law was currently the chief
surgeon on one of the fronts, and working in quite a different town. The Colonel said nothing for a moment, then
turned to enquire with icy politeness,
“Forgive my asking, but what is the source of your information?” His tone was so cutting that I answered very
levelly,
“His wife, Lydia Mikhailovna, told me.”
The Colonel was silent for quite some time, evidently assimilating this unexpected nugget of information
received from a man whose past was manifestly murky. Finally he could contain himself no longer.
“Forgive me again, but when did Lydia Mikhailovna tell you this?” I had all but burnt my bridges.
“A couple of weeks ago.”
The Colonel was now silent for even longer. His face registered hectic, but evidently fruitless, mental activity.
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Perplexed, but consumed with curiosity, he was obliged to turn to me again.
“Do forgive me if I seem to be prying. But where did Lydia Mikhailovna talk to you?”
God almighty! Why had I ever got involved in this? And with our Major sitting in the front seat! God knows
what might come of this idiotic conversation, but it was too late to think about that now.
“We were talking in Vozhael.”
This time the Colonel reacted instantly.
“No, this really is quite beyond me! What on earth could Lydia Mikhailovna be doing in Vozhael? What could
possibly have brought her here?”
I was silent as the tomb. What could I possibly say? For all I knew the Colonel wasn’t supposed to be told
things that were common knowledge in Vozhael.
“Major, perhaps you can enlighten me. What could Lydia Mikhailovna be doing in Vozhael?” The Major
answered very coolly:
“She came to visit one of the prisoners.”
“What do you mean, man? What prisoner could she possibly have been visiting?”
“Her mother. Mme. Kalinin is one of our prisoners here at the camp regional headquarters.”
I’ve seen plenty in my time, but seldom have I seen anyone as shocked as the Colonel. He clasped his head in
his hands and buried his face in his knees. He rocked from side to side as if he were having a fit, babbling
hysterically and incoherently, words pouring uncontrollably out of him.
“For heaven’s sake! This is beyond comprehension. It’s beyond belief. The wife of Kalinin! The wife of the
Grand Old Man of the Soviet Union! No matter what she did or what crime she committed—to put the wife of
Kalinin in a common prison, a common prison camp! Lord above, this is scandalous! Terrible! When was this
done? How could it be done? Is it possible? What did the President have to say about it? No, I don’t believe it! It
can’t be true!” The Colonel drew himself up as if about to rise from his seat.
“I wish to pay my respects to her, Major! You must introduce me to her!”
I was angry with myself for ever getting involved in this conversation. I found neither the cause of the
Colonel’s hysterics nor his hysteria itself any laughing matter, but I did find it hard to keep a straight face at the
idiotic mouthings of a man who was, after all, the deputy Chief Medical Officer of the State Directorate of Labor
Camps. I had a fleeting vision of the ever-meticulous President’s wife, sitting in her tiny room in the bath-house at
the camp headquarters scrupulously scraping nits from the gray, newly-washed, prison-issue knickers with her
piece of glass just as the Colonel arrived to pay his respects …
To give the Colonel his due, his violent reaction was a natural response to what he had heard. Even the most
hardened had difficulty in coming to terms with the fact that Yekaterina Ivanovna Kalinin, the wife of a leading
and much respected figure in the Communist Party, indeed the Head of State of the U.S.S.R., was a common
prisoner in a common-or-garden\fn{ Common; ordinary} labor camp. The intelligence had the potential to shock
people a good deal more conversant with the ways of the world than this greenhorn military medic.
Even my girlfriend Rika had reacted analogously. It was through her I had first discovered that Mme. Kalinin
was in our camp.
One time when she was staying over with me she told me she had become great friends with an old woman
who had recently arrived from another camp. Her file stated that she was to be employed only on gang labor
supervised by the prison guards, but the doctors at headquarters had recategorized her as unfit for heavy labor. It
had proved possible to fix her up with a job at the bathhouse picking nits out of the underwear before it was
issued to the prisoners who were washing there. Yekaterina Ivanovna lived in the linen room, able at last to rest
from the many years she had spent on hard labor. Rika would go to see her every day after finishing work in the
camp office and take her some of the better food supplied to non-convicts. She enjoyed just sitting and talking to a
charming, intelligent old lady. Rika told me she wasn’t Russian. She evidently came from one of the Baltic states
but had become totally Russified years ago. She didn’t look like an ordinary working woman, although she had
once mentioned working in a factory many, many years ago. Her surname was wholly Russian.
“What is that?” I asked.
“Kalinin.”
“She can only be Mikhail Kalinin’s wife.”
Rika did not throw a fit like the Colonel, but categorically refused to believe me. It was out of the question!
And anyway the two of them were so close that Yekaterina Ivanovna could never have kept something like that
from her. Besides, everybody would be bound to know.
For my part I was almost certain it was true, I did not know Yekaterina Ivanovna personally, but she had been
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on friendly terms with my in-laws. In the summer of 1937, when we began to find a void forming around us as all
our numerous friends and acquaintances vanished and the telephone stopped ringing, Yekaterina Ivanovna was
one of the very few people to continue to enquire after the health of my wife Oksana, getting her supplies from
the Kremlin dispensary of medicines unavailable to ordinary mortals. Towards the end of 1937 this source of help
dried up, and we learned that Yekaterina Ivanovna had been arrested.
In all honesty, neither the Colonel nor Rika should have been so thrown by the knowledge that the wife of a
member of the Politburo was in jail. If members of the Politburo were themselves liable to be arrested and shot
without ado, why should their wives enjoy special immunity?
We already knew that Stalin, for all his enthusiasm for modern technology, found it hard to part with old ways.
He saw to it that many of his henchmen had close relatives arrested and indeed, as I recall, that applied to every
member of his inner circle without exception. One of Kaganovich’s\fn{ Lazar Moiseevich Kaganovich (1893-1991), a
member of the Communist Party since 1911, appointed by Stalin as First Secretary of the Central Committee of the Ukrainian Communist
Party (1925) and First Secretary of the Central Committee of the Communist Party of Moscow (1930-1935) .} brothers was executed,

while another chose to shoot himself; Stakh Ganetsky, who was married to Shvernik's only daughter and actually
lived in his house, was arrested and shot; the parents-in-law of Voroshilov’s\fn{ Kliment Yefremovich Voroshilov (18811969), a member of the Communist Party since 1903 and Soviet Minister of Defense (1925-1940) .} son were arrested, and they
tried to arrest his wife; Molotov’s\fn{ Vyacheslav Mikhailovich Molotov (1890-1986), a member of the Communist Party since
1906, Premier (1939-1941) and Vice-Premier (1941-1957).} wife, who held a leading position in the Party in her own right,
was arrested. The list could go on. It was not really so surprising, then, that Kalinin’s wife should also have been
detained.
Kalinin himself had long since ceased to be a force to be reckoned with. Even before my own arrest they had
came for his oldest and closest friend, Alexander Shotman. The two of them had been workers together at the
Putilov factories in St Petersburg.
I was a friend of Shotman’s son and he filled me in on some of the details of what was a story fairly typical
for those days. Not only was Shotman a friend of Kalinin’s, a Bolshevik from the earliest days who had been
close to Lenin, but as a member of the Central Executive Committee of Soviets he theoretically enjoyed
parliamentary immunity. At the very least his arrest should have needed the formal sanction of Kalinin himself as
Chairman of the Executive Committee.
In fact, however, they simply arrived at the Shotmans’ apartment during the night, put to him the same
question they asked of all the Old Bolsheviks—“Do you have weapons or documents relating to Lenin?”—and
took the old man away. Shotman’s wife could hardly bring herself to wait until morning before ringing Kalinin.
He was delighted to hear from her, and began to croon down the telephone:
“How wonderful to hear from you at least, even if Alexander hasn’t found time to phone an old friend for the
best part of a week. Fancy abandoning me at a time like this. Tell me, how is his rheumatism? How are the
children?”
Shotman’s wife interrupted the cheerful banter:
“Misha! Surely you know they took Alexander away last night!”
How many such calls must Kalinin have had.
Rika was unconvinced by my arguments, so I suggested that next time she saw Yekaterina Ivanovna she should
give her my regards and ask whether she had any news of the whereabouts of the Shotmans or how they were
faring. The very next day there was a telephone call for me from the regional center, and I heard Rika’s voice
cracked with emotion:
“You were right! It’s just as you said!”
She later described her dramatic conversation with Yekaterina Ivanovna in the bath-house. She had hesitantly
passed on my message as instructed. For all her Estonian restraint, Yekaterina Ivanovna had turned pale. Rika
burst into tears and asked her straight out:
“Can this be happening! Are you really …”
Mme. Kalinin flung her arms around Rika’s neck, and they both wept the tears women weep the whole world
over, even women as self-possessed and experienced in the ways of the world as the wife of the Soviet President.
The arrangements for her arrest had been banal rather than theatrical. She had simply been phoned from the
Kremlin couturier’s, where she was having a dress made, and asked to come in for a fitting. When she arrived
they were already waiting for her.
I have mentioned Yekaterina Ivanovna’s typical Estonian taciturnity and her years in the underground as the
wife of a professional revolutionary. She was a long-standing revolutionary in her own right and did not readily
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talk about the things that had happened since that phone call from her dressmaker, but we knew she had had a
hard time of it. She had had half the Soviet criminal code thrown at her, including the dreaded clause 58.8,
terrorism. The file was crossed through, which indicated that she was to be given hard labor and kept under guard
at all times. For the greater part of her ten-year sentence Yekaterina Ivanovna was set to the most grueling work
women could be forced to do in the camps. Fortunately she was a robust woman accustomed to hard work from
an early age and she survived. It was only when her previous camp was disbanded during the war and she came to
us that a way was found of fixing her up with one of the cushier jobs.
During the last year of the war things began to change for the better for Mme. Kalinin. Evidently Kalinin,
unlike other “close comrades-in-arms”\fn{This was also one of Lin Piao’s titles, the former Minster of Defense of the People’s
Republic of China (1959-1971) and the man named (1969) to succeed Mao Tse-Tung as leader of Communist China, to whom he was a
“close comrade”.} of Stalin, kept interceding on behalf of his wife throughout her time in prison. Molotov, for

example, never uttered a squeak about his wife. When his daughter was joining the Party she stated that her father
was Molotov and she had no mother. At all events, during that last year of the war Yekaterina Ivanovna began to
receive regular visits from her daughters, Julia and Lydia. When one of them came to the settlement they would
be allocated a room which was stylishly furnished and even had carpets. They were, after all, the President’s
daughters, and the President’s criminal wife was allowed to live with one or other of them for a whole three days
without the supervision of the camp guards.
The first time Lydia came to visit, Yekaterina Ivanovna invited me, through Rika, to pay a social call. It was
the first time I had met her. I sat there, drinking fine wine all the way from Moscow, a taste I had long forgotten,
dining on improbable delicacies, and listening to the tales of someone freshly arrived from the capital.
Even I quailed to hear how often Kalinin had begged Stalin to have mercy on his life-long partner and release
her so that they could at least be together for a time before he died. Eventually, when victory over Germany was
assured, he caught Stalin in a sentimental mood and, weary of his aged colleague’s tears, the Leader decided to
kick over the traces and let the old bat go free as soon as the war was over! Now Kalinin and his family were
waiting for the war to end with perhaps even greater trepidation and impatience than the rest of the country. It was
during one of these visits that I received the intelligence about the whereabouts of Kalinin’s son-in-law which was
so to disturb the mental equilibrium of the deputy Chief Medical Officer of the State Directorate of Labor Camps.
After the three day period of socialization with her daughter Prisoner Kalinin was returned to the camp, there
again to take up the means of production allotted her, to wit, “one piece of glass, nits for the scraping off of.”
When some future novelist is immortalizing the acts of Stalin and comes to describe the great man’s exalted
feelings at his successful prosecution of the war, let him not forget to mention that in this moment of glory Stalin
did not overlook even so insignificant a detail as his promise to Kalinin. Almost exactly one month after the end
of the war a telegram arrived ordering the release of Yekaterina Ivanovna. Admittedly the telegram omitted to
mention the grounds for her release, so that there was no reason for the camp administration not to issue her with
one of customary poisoned passports for ex-convicts which would have deprived her of the right to visit Moscow,
and 270 other towns besides. An urgent request for clarification was sent to Moscow and the camp commandant,
wreathed in smiles and overflowing with the milk of human kindness, invited Yekaterina Ivanovna to come and
stay with him in the interim. She chose, however, to spend those last days with Rika. A short time later a
limousine laden with the camp’s top brass drew up outside Rika’s humble hut. They proceeded to lug out the
suitcases of their former ward and Mme Kalinin, with Rika to see her off, departed for the railway station.
In autumn 1945 I was in Moscow and went to visit Yekaterina Ivanovna on several occasions. It was a trying
experience for a number of reasons. She was living with her daughter in the apartment block where my wife
Oksana had spent most of her short life and where I too had lived. Indeed, Lydia Kalinin lived directly below
what had once been our flat, and to cross the courtyard and again automatically glance up at those windows
pained me greatly.
Yekaterina Ivanovna was always glad when I visited her. She couldn’t bring herself to go and live with her
husband in the Kremlin, and Mikhail Ivanovich himself recognized that this could be inadvisable. It was obvious
that by this time he himself no longer had any illusions about the realities of the situation. When Rika was in
Moscow she saw a great deal of Yekaterina Ivanovna and they would go to the theater together. Back in Vozhael
she received many pleasant letters from her.
It is not difficult to understand why Yekaterina Ivanovna was reluctant to live in the Kremlin. She was
frightened of bumping into Stalin by chance, unlikely though that was. In the event, she was unable to avoid it.
Kalinin was already terminally ill when he was permitted to see his wife again. He died only a year later, in the
summer of 1946. At that time we were still living in the Ustvym labor camp. We reacted with very mixed feelings
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to the rhetoric gushing from the radio and press about how deeply the deceased had been loved by the Party, the
Soviet people and Comrade Stalin. himself. Even more bizarre was to read in the papers a telegram of condolence
from the Queen of England to a woman who only a year earlier had been picking nits out of underwear in a prison
camp. But most terrible of all was to see the newspaper and magazine photographs of Kalinin’s funeral, with
Yekaterina Ivanovna following the coffin, and Stalin and his entire retinue walking beside her.
So she did bump into Stalin again, forced to act out a charade so diabolically improbable that it would seem
out of place in one of Shakespeare’s chronicle plays. It would have been terribly heartless to enquire into what she
was feeling during that encounter, but I would have done so had I ever met her again. Rika and I had only a brief
interval of freedom, and when we returned to Moscow in the 1950s Yekaterina Ivanovna was no longer there.
I was once introduced to Julia Kalinin at a publisher’s. She had written a book for children about her father. I
told her we had met before.
“Of course. I thought your face was familiar. We met on holiday at Barvikha, was it, or at The Pines?”
“No, we weren’t on holiday. It was at a place called Vozhael.”
I saw her eyes glisten with compassion and dismay, just as they had at our meeting in Vozhael.
233.31 The Chairman’s Missus\fn{by Alyona Vassilyevich (1922- )} Lipniki Village, Minsk Region, Belarus (F) 5
“Listen to this, Chesik, the Chairman’s missus has arrived.”
Under the oak tree, hunchbacked Nikodim slowly spread out his homespun coat, discolored by the sun and
rain, lay down on it, and lit up his pipe with satisfaction. The pipe made rasping, choking sounds and then so did
his chest. He inhaled the acrid smoke and his lumbering body was at once racked by coughing.
“Oh damn you … Damn you …” he cursed when he had stopped coughing, wiping the tears from his eyes with
the back of his hand, and then sat back heavily, turned again to Chesik, his herdsboy, and said,
“Did you know the Chairman’s missus had arrived?”
“His missus?” No, Chesik had not heard the news.
“What, she’s come here?” he asked again, and the smile which crossed his weatherbeaten, sunburnt face,
usually so sullen and impassive, seemed to express the most diverse emotions: first confusion, then fear and then
suddenly unusual tenderness. Pretending not to notice, Nikodim again launched forth,
“Look here, while the Chairman’s resting up with his missus, take the cows out into the meadow and let them
graze for an hour or so in the dew. There’s no grass at all in the pasture, you know. They’ve churned it all up with
those cutting machines of theirs. Just take the cattle off where you like.” Nikodim’s instructions did not
immediately register with Chesik.
“Perhaps his missus isn’t resting up with him,” he replied despondently.
“Isn’t resting up with him?” mimicked Nikodim. “You’re an idiot, Chesik!”
“No, I’m not.”
“Well, if you aren’t, then take the cattle across the ditch!” Nikodim ordered.
He had been the senior herdsman ever since the collective farm had got going again after the war. Chesik had
been working with the herds for a long time too but was still only a herdsboy to Nikodim. Nearly thirty, he was a
strapping, broad-shouldered lad with a kind, open face, blue eyes and a smile to match. Timid, obedient and very
strong, he looked as if he could lift a mountain. During the war his mother had been shot dead by a German
before his very eyes. She had been sitting on the bed in their house, breast-feeding his baby sister when the soldier
fired a single round from the doorstep and walked on. The neighbors had only just managed to drag the boy down
from the stove.
For a long time he would not say a word and then he started stuttering, and although his stutter and fear passed
in time, he forever remained a child and an unhappy one at that. His father never came back from the war. His
aunt looked after him but then she too died shortly afterwards, and he stayed on at her cottage all alone in the
world.
For a long time his family’s house stood with its windows boarded up and then it was moved down to the river
to serve as a bathhouse for the farm workers. However, even when he had grown up and forgotten all about his
mother and little sister and the submachinegun’s short black barrel, he still could not bring himself to visit his old
home. And so the poor wretch’s life went by with him constantly trying to win the kindness and affection of
others.
It’s common knowledge that it’s only when things are going badly for someone that they start thinking about
other people. And if everything’s fine, what business is it of theirs if someone else has nowhere and no one to turn
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to.
Pavlikha took pity on Chesik. She was deaf and lived all alone on the very edge of the village in a little hut as
old as herself: her husband had died before the Revolution and her three sons had never returned from the war.
Misfortune often brings people together and so it was with Pavlikha; she felt sorry for the orphan (and such an
afflicted one, too). She once brought him some boiled potatoes and the brine from some pickled cucumbers, and
another time she tidied up and did a little washing for him. When the cold weather set in, she would heat the stove
thoroughly, throw on some firewood and give him strict instructions to keep an eye on it for God help him if a fire
broke out!
Chesik hardly ever stoked the stove himself. Even in winter he used to warm himself by day in the cowshed
and in the evenings at one of the neighbor’s: at night it wasn’t so bad under his sheepskin jacket even in the frozen
cottage.
In return, he used to bring Pavlikha firewood from the forest and saw it up, chop it and stack it under a wooden
canopy. Sometimes he brought her water and filled up the tub, the trough and all the buckets. All this he did
without being asked, so no wonder the old woman took pity on him. After all, who else was she to pity if not him
and who else would pity her and bring her firewood and water?
Well, so it happened that the two of them got used to each other and other people got used to them living
together, although that didn’t stop them from putting bad ideas into Chesik’s head. There were plenty of people
around who goaded him by saying,
“You bring in a fair penny so how come Pavlikha feeds you badly and you go about dressed in any old rags!”
After such jibes Chesik was usually raring for a fight but instead of arguing Pavlikha would sit him down at
the table, pour him a bowl of hot cabbage soup, take a key from behind the icon shelf and open the cupboard.
“Here’s a cloth suit, Chesik, and it’s still quite new. Do you remember on St. George’s Day you wore it when
the two of us went to Smorgon? And here’s a blue silk shirt—now who in the village would have a better one?
And what about these flannel trousers—they’re brand new. And here’s a light coat, too, and shoes. Just look at
them!”
Easygoing and forgiving, Chesik would gobble up the soup in a flash and just as quickly forget his rage which
had been making his chest heave only moments earlier. Jumping up and laughing for joy, he would take a good
look at the suit, finger the silk shirt, put on the short blue cloth coat with a beaver lamb collar and try on the shoes.
He took a childish pleasure in all this and Pavlikha was happy, too. What a blessing the boy had something to
wear and shoes for his feet! You couldn’t shut people up, of course. Let them gabble their heads off!
After a while all Chesik’s new things would be put away again, the cupboard locked and the key replaced
behind the icon shelf. And they would both feel light-hearted and gay.
*
It was nearly time to drive the cows out and Pavlikha put some food into Chesik’s bag and said,
“Don't be late, dearie, or else Nikodim’ll be angry.”
Pavlikha was in a hurry too for she was due at the farm: if the girls had forgotten to put out water for the
chicks, they’d be in a sorry state in this heat!
“Just don’t be late now!” she reminded him again from the doorway.
Chesik took the bag of food and his whip and just like on any other day of any other summer, set off to graze
the collective farm cows. He raised his arm menacingly, cracked his whip and sent it coiling through the air. The
cows recognized the sound and began splashing lightly across the ditch, belly-deep in marshy water; once in the
dry meadow, however, they fell greedily on the succulent dewy grass and all that could be heard was the sound of
munching.
Chesik crossed the ditch by way of a plank. Nikodim’s instructions had been carried out and he could now
afford to sit quietly for a while, although he had to keep one eye open in case the Chairman suddenly turned up.
Thoughts of the Chairman made his chest twinge painfully: his beautiful and gay wife had arrived and perhaps at
that very moment they were lying in bed together. Just then Chesik could think of nobody worse or more
disagreeable than the collective farm Chairman. If he bumped into him somewhere in the forest or the cornfields,
Chesik felt sure he would have killed him.
“Don’t be caught napping! Don’t just let the cows go wandering off anywhere!” Nikodim’s commanding voice
interrupted Chesik’s disquieting thoughts, and they scattered like frightened birds, and once again he remembered
his duties as herdsboy.
“I won’t,” he answered cheerlessly and set off towards the white stone.
This stone was as flat and smooth as a table, just as if someone had taken it and polished it for that purpose.
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You could lie down and stretch out on top, lengthways and sideways, and it could seat five. It was good for
jumping on too. It had been here as long as anyone could remember and the old folks said it had given the village
its name—Belaya which means White. From on top of it you could see the cold fast-flowing Villiya River in the
distance, its low left bank with velvety green grass, and a few patches of golden sand where the village children
would play all summer long and where the cattle loved to water.
Its high, steep right bank, red with clay deposits was covered with a dense forest of oaks and pines. On the left
bank the small picturesque villages of Zalesye, Padoresye and Dubrova were full of holiday-makers every year
who came to spend the whole summer on the warm golden sand in their brightly-colored swimming costumes.
Their puny children who looked as if they were not fed at home, would splash about and squeal in delight on the
shore. Over the summer they would run about to their hearts’ content in the sun and breeze and drink their fill of
the delicious village milk, and by the autumn you simply would not have taken them for the same little weaklings.
And it was even more fun to watch the young women from town bathing, frolicking about and acting the fool.
What beauties they were! So slender and shapely, especially when they took off their short frilly dresses and put
on their red and blue rubber caps.
Chesik tucked up the flaps of his once foppish officer’s cape (a present seven years ago from a colonel whose
son used to escape here from city life every year for the whole summer to graze the collective farm horses). From
this vantage point he could see everything as though on the palm of his hand: the cows, the river, the field of oats
in the narrow gully beyond the hillock and to the left of the hillock, under a protective canopy of silent old pines,
the cemetery—not the village one with crosses and gravestones, lilac bushes, lilies and twittering birds. This one
contained unmarked soldiers’ graves, overgrown with grass, mound after mound as far as the eye could see, and
dating as far back as World War I. Among them were a few slightly larger mounds—common graves which had
retained neither inscriptions nor crosses. The inscriptions had been erased by time, the names forgotten and the
wooden crosses had rotted away.
Chesik liked wandering among these forgotten graves, which, although extending almost as far as the village’s
threshing barns and vegetable gardens, had ceased to be a source of curiosity or concern to anyone. Nobody here
could recall ever seeing visitors to these mounds, already more than half a century old: all the soldiers lying here
had probably gone missing and never been identified.
Time had no meaning for Chesik. He was sure his father who had fought in the last war was also lying
somewhere here, and all he had to do was guess which of all the mounds was his!
He sat motionless for a while, then stood up and like a general at his command post surveyed all around. The
sun emerged from behind the forest like a round crimson loaf and then rolled slowly across the sky, and the sky
and everything around lightened and so did his heart.
“You didn’t by any chance nod off there, did you?” asked Nikodim anxiously, still on the other side of the
ditch under the oak tree and not prepared to take a single unnecessary step, for what did he have a herdsboy for,
after all?
“Of course not,” Chesik replied brightly.
“Perhaps you should drive the cows away from here now? So you don’t accidentally bump into the Chairman.”
Chesik found this prospect even more awful than Nikodim. He was afraid the Chairman might tell them off for
having let the cows into the meadow and Nikodim might suddenly go and deny everything:
“I know nothing about it, it was him, Chesik, who took it into his head to drive them there.”
But the main thing was that Chesik hated the Chairman. His missus had come from town to see him (she did
every summer) and although she went out to work with the other women and knew how to reap, rake hay, pull and
scotch flax,\fn{Dress flax, by beating it} and although she spoke just like everyone else in the village, she was still a
lady because she was a schoolteacher in town, and because she wore a hat and gloves. When she arrived from
town her face was always pale, unlike the local women’s. She wore a fashionable town dress and she was so
beautiful and gay!
“Get off, Chesik,” ordered Nikodim.
Chesik climbed off the stone and cracking his whip, drove the cows out of the meadow. How they had gorged
themselves! Their bellies were round and swollen and in so little time too! The milkmaids would be falling over
themselves to praise Chesik that day, hanging about him and vying with one another as they joked,
“Oh, marry me! Nobody grazes cows better than you!”
But what on earth did he need them for? He would not even have married Dunya Ushakevicheva, although she
was a first-rate milkmaid and had even had her photo in the papers. Now, if she had been like the Chairman’s
missus, that would have been another kettle of fish …
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Nikodim was there in a flash, chasing the cows away from the hedge with a stick.
“Lord help us if they get into the beets! Watch out, Chesik, the girls will smother you with kisses today. We’ll
be swimming in milk!” he said teasingly.
“What use are they to me?” Chesik snapped back.
“Idiot! If I were your age, I’d be after them like a shot.”
“Well, go on then!”
Chesik found this silly bantering particularly distasteful that day and to avoid hearing any more, he went on
driving the cows from the pasture towards the forest where there was plenty of grazing to be had, too. The main
thing about it, though, was that there were berries to pick by the young saplings. You might just find a little nest
and steal a couple of eggs, too. He would treat the Chairman’s missus to berries, for she probably had not tasted
any yet this summer. And the eggs he would give to her little son. Nikodim was walking along behind the herd,
shaking his head and grinning as he thought to himself,
“Well, he might be a fool but he’s got his eye on the Chairman’s missus all right!”
In the forest Chesik stole five little blue eggs from a tomtit’s nest and picked some sweet berries among the
saplings. He wrapped the eggs up in a broad maple leaf and tucked them inside his jacket for safe keeping, and the
berries he first held in his hands and then had the bright idea of pouring them into his cap.
*
After driving the cows home, he stole round the cattle yard to avoid being spotted by the milkmaids, and give
Nikodim the slip not to walk home with him. He had other things on his mind just now. Ever since morning he
had been wearing his heavy boots, and without bothering to change them, he set off towards the house where the
Chairman lived and where his missus had arrived the day before.
He followed the path through the tall rye and imagined her walking behind the harvesting machine, binding the
rye into sheaves. And just like last summer he, Chesik, would start helping her to drag and pile the sheaves into
stacks so that she did not cut her feet on the stubble.
Even before the harvest when they had only just started mowing and raking the hay, he would walk beside her
and make stacks with her so that her arms did not start aching and she did not overstrain herself lifting heavy
weights. When they began to scutch the flax on the threshing floor, he would also come and help her, and the
work would go well. For he was not like the women, after all, who used to swing the flail anyhow and get
nowhere at all.
Lost in daydreams, Chesik did not even notice how he had come right up to the Chairman’s house. From the
barn he walked through the kitchen gardens to the shed and stood still, not daring to go into the yard. A fair-haired
little boy came running out of the house and charged off after a cat. It was the missus’s son, Kolya, and as soon as
he saw him, Chesik ran his hand over the eggs to check they were still in one piece. Kolya was followed out by
the house’s owner, Auntie Hannah, carrying a white bundle of some kind. Chesik could not decide whether it was
a baby or not. She bent down over the pram standing in the shade of the pear trees. The bundle stirred and started
crying—so it must be a baby! But how come old Auntie Hannah had got a baby? At that moment a window on the
Chairman’s side of the house flew open and a voice, which Chesik would have recognized among all the voices of
the world, called out,
“Kolya, come and drink some warm milk!”
“Too-hoo,” replied Kolya, clutching the cat firmly with both hands.
“Go on, lovie, go and drink a little!” Auntie Hannah said, but Kolya ignored her and went tearing after the cat
which had wriggled free again. Once again came the sound of that voice, which gave him butterflies in his
stomach:
“Auntie Hannah, you don’t need to rock her. I’m going to feed her in a moment. I never rock her at home.”
“So it must be the missus’s baby,” Chesik decided. “But she didn’t have one last year.”
Then she came out of the house herself. The sun was shining straight in her face and she stopped on the porch,
screwed up her eyes, laughed and stretched out her hands towards the sun, just like a little girl,
“Oh, Auntie Hannah, how good it is here! And how beautiful!”
She was no longer so slender and her golden hair, instead of tumbling down her back, was tied in a knot on the
nape of her neck. Her dress was different, too. Last year she had always worn white but Chesik did not notice this.
Following her with his eyes, he too suddenly burst out laughing and screwed up his eyes.
“And it’s so hot and dusty in town!” She ran lightly down from the porch and bent over the pram.
“She’s worked up an appetite,” she said, laughing again. “It’s already two o’clock.” Chesik began laughing
quietly too.
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“My, oh my,” Auntie Hannah marveled. “Nobody here thinks about time. If a child’s hungry, you just stick
your nipple in its mouth. But you Smart Alecks in town feed them and put them down to sleep by the clock and
just as they tell you to in books.”
The baby started crying and the Chairman’s missus sat down on the grass, unbuttoned her bodice and began
feeding it. The baby sucked greedily, smacking her lips with pleasure, turning her little head and nuzzling her
nose against her mother’s warm breast.
“My, she really is hungry!” Aunt Hannah stood there a little longer and then turned and went back into the
house. And Chesik stood by the shed and stared in speechless wonder at the Chairman’s missus. Then Kolya came
running in from the street, howling, with fresh red scratches on his cheek.
“Mummy, the cat—”
“Didn’t I tell you not to touch it or pick it up? It doesn’t like it.”
“I only wanted to give it a bath in the pond!”
“What, did it ask you to? Go away, you’ll frighten the baby.”
Smearing his tears all over his face, Kolya came up to his mother and huddled against her. She embraced him
with one arm and drew him closer but he found it awkward standing like that and leaned against his baby sister.
Then his mother pushed him away gently but he suddenly flared up and resentfully smacked the baby on her bare
leg and she started bawling and his mother shouted,
“Go away, you spiteful little boy!”
Kolya burst into tears and howled at the top of his voice and then crawled back onto his mother’s lap, grasped
her round the neck, and sobbed,
“I want you too.”
“Well, just wait a bit, wait a bit,” she said soothingly. “Let’s feed the baby and put her back in the pram and
then I’ll be all yours.” Kolya would hear none of this.
“She’s horrid,” he said, raising his hand again but his mother caught it in time.
“No, she’s not. She’s still very tiny and silly but you’re our big clever boy.”
“Ah,” sobbed Kolya, huddling against his mother’s warm breast and soft arms. And Chesik just stood in a
trance behind the shed, watching all three of them and desperately trying to remember something but could not.
He watched the Chairman's missus breast-feeding and caressing the baby and stroking and kissing Kolya and it
was as though he was watching another woman and other children. But this other woman was wearing a scarf and
dark clothes and the baby in her arms was also wrapped in something dark. And the little boy was sitting nearby
but on the ledge of a stove and not in the woman’s lap. Much as he tried, he could remember nothing more. When
and where had he seen all this before? And who was the woman?
“Missus, Missus,” whispered Chesik.
“Mum! Mum!” he repeated, recognizing her suddenly. Only where had she been all this time? Why had she
taken so long to come?
“Mum!” he cried out at the top of his voice. “Mum!”
And off he ran over the flower beds and stubble, through the corn towards his old house which now stood on
the riverbank and served as a bathhouse. And all that was left lying on the fallow was Chesik’s cap and inside, a
few handfuls of berries for the Chairman’s missus.
233.36 Where Storks Come From”\fn{by Olga Ipatova (1945- )} Mir Village, Minsk Region, Belarus (F) 8
The St. Bernard was lying on the table, his golden fur shimmering dully in the artificial light. The door creaked
open and banged against the wall and in walked a tall fair-haired young woman in trousers. Her somber corn blue
eyes quickly spotted the lifeless dog and lingered on its fixed pupils.
“Auntie Kasya!” she called, getting a cigarette from her bag by the cupboard and lighting up.
“I’m here! Here I am, Zosya … Zosya Yanovna,” the laboratory assistant corrected herself as she quietly
emerged from a neighboring room.
“Tell me; whose dog is it? Not Ivanchukov’s?”
“Recognized it, have you? My, how is it you remember them all? Yes, they’ve sent it here for post-mortem but
it’s quite obvious to me that the dog died from neglect.”
“What did his owners say?”
“She’s come running over here twice already. She says her Selga’s been jinxed. You see, the whole town used
to stare at her because they’d never seen anything like it before. In the old days, you know, only the rich landlords
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used to have a similar sort of dog. Times have changed but, strange enough, people’s habits haven’t.”
“How many times have I told you, people don’t own dogs just to look like rich aristocrats. Forget your old
landlords. Why, yours always lived abroad and never so much as set foot here! Get the instruments ready!”
“Are we going to cut it open?” Auntie Kasya went on speaking as she rummaged in the cupboard:
“No, once he did, just before 1939, and the bailiff gathered us all in front of the estate. He had me stand in
front, in a garland and a red headdress with ribbons. I was ever so young, and all agog. He came over to me, held
my chin up, smiling, and said something to me in a foreign language.”
“Where’s the scalpel?”
“Go ahead and fuss about with your mongrel,” said Auntie Kasya in a resentful tone. “It’s already twenty to six
and I’ve two kilometres to walk.”
“All dogs are mongrels to you,” Zosya remarked sarcastically without looking at the laboratory assistant. She
flicked her ash onto the linoleum (Auntie Kasya glanced at the floor but kept silent), transferred her cigarette to
her left hand, and in a quick expert manner felt the dog’s throat with her right hand and glanced in its mouth.
“What about your gloves!” exclaimed the laboratory assistant. “You’ll catch something!” She quickly took a
pair of gloves from the cupboard and placed a fresh bar of soap on the washstand.
“You said yourself that the dog died from neglect.”
“Mocking me again, are you? Go on then, hug and cuddle it!” Zosya finished her cigarette and tossed it into a
corner bucket.
“Why was the head vet looking for me?”
“You didn’t tell me you were going to the district town. When I knocked at your door, only your mongrel
barked and I reckoned as you didn’t answer, you must either be hiding or sitting in there with a boyfriend. So why
kick up a fuss?”
“Have you ever seen me with a boyfriend?” Zosya flared up. “What on earth do you mean? Do I ever have any
visitors at all?”
“Oh, I didn’t mean it. I wasn’t being nasty,” the assistant started justifying herself. “You’re young, so what’s so
bad about that? And you sleep here all alone so you must get scared, don’t you? And that mongrel of yours is
going to maul you one of these days.”
“Her name’s Alma.”
“All right, Alma then! Why, are you rolling in money? That huge hunk must eat up half your wages!”
“My wages, not yours.”
“It’s just like you. Stubborn as a mule,” she added quietly putting the white enamel bowl of sparkling
instruments on the chair. “You might be a vet but you’re still only a child really.”
“Don’t give me your pity. It’s none of your business,” muttered Zosya. All ready in her stiff gray apron, she
pulled on her gloves and added,
“You’d better go off home. I can manage everything without you.”
“But—”
“Go home I said!”
The happy laboratory assistant put on her coat with a cheap silver-fox collar and, grunting, zipped up her
boots, an offended wry smile still on her broad ruddy face. As Zosya turned the dog round to examine him more
easily, she noticed a plump woman in an astrakhan fur coat and black hat coming up to the house, and shouted out
angrily,
“Kazimira Ivanovna, how many times have I to tell you this is a laboratory, and unauthorized people are not
permitted!” The laboratory assistant hurried to the porch and Zosya clearly overheard her saying something in an
undertone to the woman and then spitefully exclaim,
“Oh, the witch!”
Then they moved away and the laboratory assistant kept glancing at the window as if the vet was
eavesdropping on them. Zosya smiled, closed the curtains and went back to the table.
When her skilled, pitiless fingers holding the instrument with routine precision touched the dog, she felt a chill
—the unique chill of death, non-existence, inherent only to dead flesh.
In the next room Alma barked and then whined a little, most likely sensing something unpleasant. When Zosya
came home on days like these, Alma would sniff her anxiously and then gaze inquisitively into her eyes. That’s
why after she had finished the post-mortem, she thoroughly washed her hands with the strawberry-scented pink
soap, and then after a moment’s thought, washed her face, too, and took a sterilized cloth from the cupboard. Then
she wrote up her diagnosis, and as she was stamping the document, she heard Alma impatiently scratching at the
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wall and barking as if to hurry her up.
She opened the curtains and turned off the light. A pale crescent moon was huddled against the edge of the sky
between puffy white clouds above the tall, even, bare-topped oaks. Lemon spots of light hovered on the floor and
old walls whose cracks were stuffed with moss. Once the property of the landowner’s bailiff, the house, old oak
alley and park had been handed over to the district’s veterinary service. However, before Zosya’s arrival very few
people had come here, and Auntie Kasya had sat idly in the veterinary surgery’s main building. The head vet was
delighted with Zosya and her tireless devotion and had several times suggested talking the town authorities into
providing her with a flat. However, Zosya had turned down his offer for she did not want trouble with the
neighbors over Alma.
As if reading her thoughts, Alma now began scratching even more furiously at the wall. Sighing, Zosya
carefully shut all the doors, hung a large padlock on the outside door and set off across the yard.
The nearest town was two kilometres away and as soon as she set foot outside, the north wind began howling
tonelessly and protractedly round the house, the darkness swept right up the porch, and over the fence an old
maple creaked mournfully, most likely because it was too old and weak to fight against the foul weather. The
young woman brushed the sticky mud from her boots, opened the door and stepped back automatically as the
bouncy black Alsatian came flying at her, trying to lick her face and whining joyfully.
“Oh my beauty! Missed me, have you? I didn’t have time to let you out. Well, let’s have something to eat!”
Pushing Alma affectionately aside, she took off her coat and scarf and hurried over to the electric stove where a
packet of oatmeal was standing. Alma followed on her heels, wagging her tail and jumping up to lick her face.
“All right, that’ll do! Sit!”
Happy as she was to see her, Zosya still tried to calm her down for she felt a certain hysteria in Alma’s joy
which was always there when she sensed a dead animal. Alma reluctantly padded off and sat down near the couch
and with her clever, devoted eyes watched her mistress put a pan on the electric stove and take out some bread
and tins. Although famished, Alma ate slowly and daintily, pausing every now and then to gaze at Zosya who was
now lounging on the couch, and munching a roll, washing it down with yoghurt and quickly scanning a
newspaper.
The little room was warm and an indefinable sense of peace emanated from the unplastered old oak logs, even
though the house was dilapidated and uninhabited, and this room had been made ready for habitation in too much
of a rush. The darkened frame of the antique mirror, once quite attractive, had a piece missing, and its glass was
dim and water marked. There was a shiny yellow plywood patch on the door. At first, Zosya had been installed in
this room on a temporary basis but in four months she had grown used to the old house with its annex and attic
and dark outhouses and roof with holes over all the other rooms. She grew fond of sitting here with Alma on
autumn and now winter evenings, becoming one, as it were, with all the rustling, sighing and groans of the huge
trees, and with the wavering shadows that seemed to come right out of the walls themselves. These were evenings
for dreaming of something vague and something definitely happy that was going to happen to her in the future.
It was not by chance that Zosya had picked this clean little town in the west with its long streets and profuse
flowers growing wildly over the garden fences. She had only spent a week here before, at Granddad Arseny’s and
that was back when her father was courting Arseny’s youngest daughter. He had gone off with her to Vilna, as
Vilnius was called locally, to buy presents for his future relatives, leaving Zosya behind with Granddad Arseny
and Granny Regina. The old woman hardly said a word to the little girl and used to disdainfully place Zosya’s
food at the far end of the table from Granddad Arseny and their own grandson, Petruk, who also lived with them.
Somehow, however, by the end of the meal Granddad Arseny always ended up next to her on the bench or was it
she who used to move up the long bench towards him?
*
Their house stood slightly apart, on the outskirts of the town, nearer the forest and further away from the road.
There were a few others just like it and for some unknown reasons they called themselves a village. When she and
her father drew up to the village for the first time, little Zosya pointed to a big cart wheel covered with black
branches and twigs and placed on a birch tree and asked in surprise,
“What’s that, dada!”
“A stork’s nest. Have you ever heard of storks? Look there, it is flying!” A large white bird, arching its neck
and slowly flapping its shiny black-tipped wings, flew overhead towards the tree with the nest on its top.
“They’ve only just arrived and are still fixing up their nest.”
It was May and the birches’ white trunks were swathed in wispy green veils; the pussy willows had blossomed
in the hollows around the house and curly golden catkins hung among the silky, silvery-green pointed leaves. The
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long three-edged rushes’ stalks were swaying over the pond, their greenish-yellow ears sticking out in all
directions. Basking in the warm spring evening’s rosy sunlight, all this stayed vividly in her memory along with
the squeaking of the unoiled wheels, the pungent smell of tobacco from the red rugs she and her father were
sitting on and the brisk trot of the little horse which had grown bored standing in its stable.
That evening Granny Regina served up pancakes, and with gusto Zosya dipped the hot pudgy pancakes in the
sweet-smelling sauce, catching bits of unusually thinly-sliced country sausage. Then she climbed onto the hot
stove and laid her head on an old black sheepskin jacket, playfully stuck her tongue out at Petruk who had tickled
her bare heel showing from under the coverlet when nobody was looking, and immediately dozed off.
Her father and future stepmother whose face she had quite forgotten (except for her thick green kerchief and its
different-colored tassels) left early the next morning. She was woken up by Granddad Arseny, a tall old man with
twinkling eyes and a lined grayish face, wearing a worn, but neat-fitting jacket who said,
“Come on, dear, you can’t just laze about here! Have something to eat and then go and help Petruk fetch some
grass.”
She jumped up with a start, crawled down from the stove, groping clumsily along its whitewashed surface.
Granny Regina took out of the red-hot stove a bubbling black cast-iron pot full of steaming large waxy-yellow
potatoes, and Petruk put a new enamel plate of cucumbers on the table. (She eagerly grabbed one but disliked its
slimy feel and was too shy to put it back again. Feeling the penetrating stare of Granny Regina’s deep-set dark
eyes, tried to nibble its soft salty flesh as little as possible but ended up nearly choking on it.)
To this day Zosya fondly remembered the snug little house with its white crocheted bed-covers, icons covered
with cloths, huge wooden tubs under quivering shaggy-leaved exotic plants of some kind, and walls lined with
various-sized dark frames from which Granny Regina’s and Granddad Arseny’s numerous relatives looked down
at her. The main half of this house was hung with pictures and the other half contained the vast stove and long
sanded table. It was here that she spent the whole of this week until her father came back from Vilnius, unshaven
and rather haggard, and hurriedly took her away from the house near which the storks had settled, and away from
the woman who was never to become her stepmother.
And she never did find out what exactly had happened between them because her father went off to work
somewhere, leaving her with some distant relatives. At first he sent her money occasionally and then disappeared
completely. However, she cherished that carefree week she had spent dashing about the village with Petruk,
stuffing the juicy May grass into huge sacks almost as big as themselves and driving the cow out into the field,
and always with Petruk, who was dark and swarthy like a gypsy, and just as vivacious as Granddad Arseny. He
used to creep up and toss at her lazy black and brown beetles which had been scurrying over the birches, throw
little frogs into her bed on the stove and push her into the sty right on top of a fat black boar.
But once when Susie, the fair-haired little girl from next door, shoved into his hand a large soft sweet with a
picture of three bears on its wrapper, he broke it in two and shared it with her fairly. And Susie got so annoyed
with him that she ran off home and only reappeared in the late afternoon when Granddad Arseny came home from
the fields and sat down to mend the horse’s harness by the stove. Granny Regina had silently fussed about in the
next room, sorting through the crisp linen and various plush jackets and dresses in the trunk while the children
had sat around Granddad Arseny and listened to one of his never-ending tales. The wick had crackled in the lamp;
every now and then sparks had flown out of the narrow glassy top, and the room had smelled of horse-sweat and
tobacco. Petruk had sat down at his grandfather’s feet on the black sheepskin jacket he had taken down from the
stove and she and Susie had sat on the long bench, wrapped in the coverlet. It was a cool evening in May, the sort
of evening of which Granddad Arseny used to say,
“On such evenings in May, give your horse some hay and then call it a day!”
*
“You know, when old men talk, they babble a lot but there’s truth in what they say. I bet you’ve wondered
where storks come from, haven’t you? And you’ve never found an answer?”
Although none of them had ever given this any thought, they all still eagerly nodded consent.
“Well, all the birds, creepy-crawlies and frogs had already been made,” began Granddad Arseny, working on
the tough leather collar with his awl. “And there were so many of these reptiles and snakes that all our marshes
were just teeming with them. And so people begged St. George to come to the rescue and promised him whatever
he liked. If it’s honey you want, they said, we’ll bring you a beehive! And our wives’ll weave you a shirt of the
finest linen!”
“The sinner! What’s he saying!” Granny's voice rang out in the other half of the house. “Fancy saying that St.
George takes bribes from you!”
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“Well, and so St. George agreed to help. It just so happened he’d torn his trousers while sprinkling dew over
the fields. You know—by St. George’s Day in April there’s dew in the fields and forests and it’s warm, and by St.
Nicholas’ Day in December you’re meant to have brought in all your fodder to the barn. So, he agreed to help and
picked a man for the job. He gave him a sack and said,
“‘Here, take this, hold on to it tight and take it down to a deep part of the river, tie a stone round it and sink it.
But heaven help you if you dare untie it and poke your nose inside!’
“Well, then he gave it to the man and trudged off for a snooze. And the man set off with it but something kept
wriggling about inside. Well, greed got the better of him.
“‘Perhaps,’ he thought, ‘there’s a juicy little piglet or chicken inside. Why not untie it?’
“Well, a fat lot of good it did him! As soon as he had untied it, out jumped all sorts of snakes and frogs and
creepy-crawlies and ran off hither and thither. Well then! The man fell very ashamed but what could he do? In the
end he decided to go back to St. George, and he found him snoring his head off! So the man stood there in a dither
for a long while and then woke him up. And you know what?”
“What?” blurted out Susie, her eyes bulging.
“St. George was livid. First of all, because he’d been woken up and, secondly, because he’d have to return the
people their linen. Sometimes it’s better to have nothing because then you’ve nothing to lose. So he really laid
into the man. Well, I can’t repeat to you little ones what he said. He just laid into him and said:
“‘Just as a belt you can’t twist round yourself you can’t call a belt, so a man who isn’t clever you can’t call a
man. For the rest of your days you can go around picking up these filthy creatures in all the meadows and
marshes.’
“And then he turned the man into a white stork. You’ve probably wondered why it makes its nest near our
homes?” And again all three of them nodded and Petruk huddled closer to his grandfather and said,
“But it doesn’t make it next to just anyone, does it?”
“Of course not. It only builds its nest near houses that have been blessed. I mean, where good loving folks
live.”
“Loving!” Zosya giggled into the palm of her hand and glanced towards the door behind which Granny Regina
was bustling about, and then let out a shriek because Petruk had tugged her thin plait tied with a crumpled ribbon.
“You must learn to hold your tongue,” Granddad Arseny said to Zosya, leaning towards her. “For you know,
they say that a good wife’s as sweet as dew and a bad one’s as sour as glue. And you haven’t got a mother, dearie,
so you aren’t half in for a bad time!”
“Well, I’ve got a Mummy!” joyfully exclaimed Susie, tossing back the coverlet. “I better go home because I’m
hungry!”
“And so are we!” replied Granddad Arseny. “Come on, mother, look sharp! What sort of porridge have you got
for us today?”
“We’re going to market tomorrow,” Susie whispered to Petruk from the doorway. “I’ll bring you back a whistle
like the one Anton took off you. One just like it! Mum always buys me whatever I want!”
“What for?” Petruk answered, glancing at Zosya. “We’re happy enough without a whistle, aren’t we, Zosya?”
Zosya nodded silently, her heart bursting with joy after Petruk’s answer and Susie sniffed angrily and quickly
shut the door, banging the larch loudly.
*
Zosya stretched and the old green couch creaked. Alma nudged her knees with her nose.
“Go for a walk by yourself today, Alma,” she said wearily. “I’ll rest up a bit, all right?”
She let Alma out and then came back, lay down on the couch, and tried to relax, using the yoga method she
had studied a little at the institute. But she did not manage to lie for long. Something she could not remember was
playing on her mind.
As she lay there dozing, scenes from her student days came flooding back. She had got into the institute
despite all her girl-friends’ gloomy forecasts a year after finishing the agricultural college. She had arrived at the
exams straight from delivering lambs and holding onto the exam paper, her hands ached painfully, and the feel of
the lambs’ smooth silky woolen coats still made them tingle.
At the agricultural college she had been the quietest and most inconspicuous girl student and yet her teachers
had marveled at how profoundly and devotedly she understood and loved all living creatures. While working on a
collective farm after the agricultural college, she was invited to the local school and asked why she had decided to
become a livestock expert. Instead of replying, she had merely shrugged her shoulders, for she could not very well
explain how one day she had got sick and tired of her relatives’ constant nagging, and spent the whole evening
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sitting by the river, gazing drowsily at the dark murky water.
All of a sudden she had caught sight of a half-dead, blind little pup, shuddering and whining as it stubbornly
crept out of the water where it had obviously just been thrown in. For a while Zosya had stared at the pup and
then she picked it up and took it home and hid it in the attic where nobody would spot it. Then she used to bring it
milk and pour it into a rusty tin can out of the glass which her aunt had reluctantly given her and the potato she
had hidden in her pocket. And she gradually rallied and cheered up for the pup became a vital thread binding her
more and more tightly with a more profound meaning to life. And although she had to leave the pup which her
aunt eventually discovered and put on a chain, she had already found her vocation in life.
When she first set eyes on her, Alma was a completely inert puppy suffering from rickets whose owner readily
gave her over to Zosya to avoid all the fuss and bother of veterinary care. However, as soon as he saw Alma fit
and sleek, he demanded the Alsatian back or a sum of money instead. A third-year student at the time, Zosya had
to get a job as a caretaker at the institute and thus raised the required amount within a couple of months. To make
up for it, she acquired a loyal pet, which, it seemed, was the only one to love her whole-heartedly, forgiving her
her aloofness and sharpness and everything else which put people off her.
In her early student days back at the technical college, Zosya had been terribly embarrassed of her long thin
body and arms and legs. The way she laughed seemed unnatural to her and her own jokes flat. So she began
spending more and more time on her own and latched onto animals because they instantly understood her mood,
trusted and obeyed her, much to her friends’ and fellow students’ surprise …
*
She came to. Her alarm clock showed ten. Alma barked a couple of times and then silently waited for her
mistress. Someone had obviously come up to the fence. Zosya stood up in surprise, slipped her feet into her felt
boots and slung a coat over her shoulders.
A man’s shadow was hovering by the fence. From the porch Zosya peered into the distance, shuddered and for
some reason or other her legs went limp. Alma stood still and watched her mistress approaching.
“What do you want?”
“How about saying ‘hello’?” laughed the visitor, a tall swarthy man with a thick head of hair and twinkling
eyes. Then he nodded mockingly at Alma and said,
“Take your guard-dog away. Or are you scared? I’ve only dropped by for a minute.” He glanced at her and
changing his tone, said in earnest,
“What’s the matter, Zosya? Do you really think I’ll do you any harm? I’ve something to ask you. Honest, I
have. Otherwise why would I have traipsed all this way?” She held onto Alma and opened the gate.
“All right then. Come inside. We can’t very well stand here in the cold.”
He followed her inside, staring round at the wooden walls, glanced at himself in the cracked mirror,
straightened his hair, sat down at the table and put his heavy sinewy hands down.
“Well?”
“Don’t speak like that. Just let me have a look at you. You’re always dashing about in a hurry. And I’m very
busy too. I haven’t even invited you home as I should have done. You never did really become one of the family,
did you?”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Well, I suppose you just weren’t fated to live in our house. But why haven’t you dropped by yourself to sit
and have a chat with us?”
“As you said, I just wasn’t fated to.”
“Granddad Arseny would have said: ‘Learn to live with people, good or bad, come what may.’”
“Is Granddad Arseny dead? If I’d have known, I would have come.”
“Yes, I’m sure you would. But you might not have recognized our house. I’ve done it up and built on a wing.
I’ve started keeping bees too. Our village is now part of the town and we’re considered townspeople. And we
don’t live like we used to. We’re much better off now.”
“Well, if you ask me, you weren’t exactly poor before. And your place was just like a doll’s house.”
“What? Well, you should see it now: we’ve got a TV and polished furniture, and I’ve chucked out all the icons
and put a dresser in the corner instead.”
“Why, of course, your Susie works at the district co-op shop.”
“No, that’s not fair. It’s all come from honestly earned money. During harvesting I get up to eight hundred a
month. You know yourself how badly needed machine operators are, especially as our local state farm’s very
well-off.”
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“Well, have you come all this way at this time of night just to brag about your life-style?”
Her visitor shrugged his shoulders awkwardly and she noticed his jumper was neatly hand-knitted and his hair
fashionably cut. The deep creases on the bridge of his nose and his deep-grained sun tan did not spoil his gypsy
face which emanated courage and strength.
“No, that ain’t the reason. Well, I don’t know how to put it to you. Do you remember our storks—you know,
the white male and female. She was still limping a bit. I think, because she’d either been hit by a stone or injured
herself in flight. Remember?”
“Well, yes, I do. She had more black plumage on her right wing than on her left.”
“That’s right. And her claws are longer than her mate’s,” exclaimed her visitor.
“Well, what about them?”
The door opened slightly and in ran Alma and glanced fleetingly at her mistress, barked for appearances’ sake
and huddled in a corner. Zosya stood up and shut the door behind her.
“Are you bored, darling? Well, lie down and listen. So what then, Petruk?”
“I don’t know what's the matter with them. This is the third year in a row they haven’t flown here. Perhaps
they’re too old or perhaps they’ve died somewhere. But their nest’s still there and they’ve had lots of offspring. So
how come the young ones haven’t flown here?”
“But what have I got to do with all this, Petruk?” asked Zosya, no longer alarmed by this unexpected visit and
heaving a sigh of relief for the first time. However, you could not say that Petruk’s appearance came as a complete
surprise to her. For some reason or other she felt he was bound to show up sooner or later but not today, at such an
hour.
She had run into him a couple of times in town. The first time when she had called into the state farm’s offices,
not realizing a meeting of machine operators was in progress. The second time Petruk had hailed her in town. But
although she had vague hopes of something, she was quite sure it was all nonsense and there would never be
anything between them that would give her a guilty conscience. And that’s why she now gazed calmly at him
although at first she had listened apprehensively and almost coldly to him.
“Well, you’re a vet. You know all about this. You’re laughing, are you? You’re wondering what storks nests
have got to do with me and why on earth they’re so important to me? Susie’s always laughing at me, too, and
saying,
“‘Oh, bother those storks of yours. We’re not going to kill ourselves over them, are we? You’d do better to find
out what new bomb the Americans have thought up because if it goes off, you won’t even be able to find your
own remains let alone the storks.’ My Susie’s a clever woman but there’re some things she just doesn’t understand
properly. Well, and so I say to her:
“‘Look here, these storks were here in the days of my great-grandfather, Granddad Arseny’s father, but they’re
not here now with us. When the old ones died off, the young ones used to fly here instead. But what’s happened
now? Where have they all got to? That’s what I want to know.’ It makes you want to go down to the marsh and
shout out:
“‘What are you doing to people, you dear little things? Why aren’t you letting them live in peace?’”
“All the marshes round here have been drained—that’s why they’ve vanished. They fly to places where
there’re snakes and frogs because they’ve got to feed their offspring on something.”
“Offspring! You know what they did five years or so ago? They tossed a fledgling out of the nest. I spotted it
and popped it back because I reckoned it’d fallen out. Then I saw them fly in, circle round, grab it and toss it out
again! It made my heart bleed, it did.
“‘This is a bad sign,’ I thought to myself. ‘What on earth are they doing, kicking out a fledgling?’”
“It’s natural selection, Petruk. It means the fledgling was too weak and wouldn’t have lived anyway.”
“Well, I’ve never seen anything like it in all my life! Well, just then Granddad Arseny was on his last legs and
he suddenly went and said,
“‘Well, it means you and Susie aren’t living together in harmony if even the birds have got vicious.’ Well, but
what’s wrong with our life? Everything’s all right. Some people even envy us.
“‘You haven’t got children,’ they say, ‘so you haven’t got much to worry about.’
“We’re going to wait a while to have kids, for what’s the great rush? Children need a lot of caring for. It’s not
the same as it used to be when you just boiled up a pot of spuds and plonked it down on the table. We want our
kids to get the very best and we want to have everything at home we need.”
“Is that what you or Susie wants?”
“Well … I do too …” He already felt quite at home.
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“I say, Zosya, perhaps you could find a drop of something? Juice or milk? I’m dying of thirst.”
“There’s yoghurt. If you want something stronger, there’s a drop of spirits. What do you want?”
“All right! Let’s drink to meeting again. Yes, you’re right, there is only a drop or two. Not enough to drown a
fly in!”
Zosya put a small measuring-glass of spirits on the table, rummaged about on the shelf and found another glass
and poured a handful of nuts out of it. They each drank a drop of the strong spirits. Then as Zosya opened the
dresser to look for a nut-cracker Alma suddenly stiffened, barked quickly and stared at the door.
The sound of quick small steps rang out across the yard. Zosya lifted the curtain, glanced mockingly at Petruk,
picked up the glasses but did not manage to hide them (she did not really try anyway) before the door swung
open.
“Quiet, Alma!” Zosya stopped the dog from leaping forward. Screwing up her eyes, Susie looked squealishly
at the dog and said succinctly to Petruk,
“Home!”
“You might say ‘hello’ to the person,” he nodded towards Zosya.
“Oh, is that you, Zosya?” drawled Susie as if only just noticing her. In her red coat with its luxuriant silver-fox
collar and tall fox hat she was quite confident of her stunning beauty. Instead of fair pigtails she now had ash
blond curls setting off her rosy face, willful gray eyes and small firm mouth. As she handed Petruk his coat, he
said confusedly,
“Oh, you’ll have to forgive her, Zosya. She’s ever so jealous.”
Unwittingly there was a note of delight in his voice. Zosya cleared away the glasses and then after a moment’s
thought left only the measuring glass.
“Why don’t you sit while your husband’s getting dressed?”
“Yes, why don’t I. Gosh, what a hovel!” she drawled again. “What was the point of studying for so long if all
you got was this?!”
“No, there was a point,” Zosya replied seriously. “Only not just anyone can see it.”
“Oh, it’s like that, is it! What else can you say? Didn’t you get married, Zosya?”
“How did you find out where I was?” asked Petruk rather gruffly doing up his buttons. Pretending not to hear
him, Susie said,
“Oh, you mustn’t think, Zosya, that I’m jealous. It’s just for decency’s sake. What would he ever do without
me?” She smiled for the first time and stared with blatant interest at Zosya, gazed round the room in an off-hand
manner, and then her eyes settled again on Zosya’s dark-blue trousers.
“Why don’t you drop by when you’ve some cash and I’ll have a look at our foreign stock. What size are you?”
Alma got up and put her head on Zosya’s lap and yawned.
“Thanks, Susie, I can make do without.”
“Crimplene dresses are all the rage these days. They don’t need ironing. I don’t suppose you have an iron here,
do you?”
“Yes, I do, but dog’s hairs do stick to crimplene. So don’t worry.” Petruk stared first at one and then the other
and laughed gently.
“And I thought you knew everything, Zosya. But you haven’t said anything useful. What were you taught
there?” He rummaged in his pockets, found a sweet and handed to Alma.
“Here, dog.”
Alma looked at the sweet and turned away indifferently. Susie got up, seized her husband under his arm and
led him towards the door. He stopped in the doorway, turned and said,
“Maybe you could advise me who to ask? I mean about the storks. Or what book to read? How about it,
Zosya?”
Susie gently pushed him forward and carefully shut the door. Zosya heard the snow crunching under their feet
and the bolt creak. She fumbled in her pockets, lit up and sat down on the couch, emitting rings of smoke.
The moon, now clear and bright, dived behind the clouds and then cast a yellow light over the melting snowdrifts under the windows, tall, even oaks and path across the yard. It was so quiet you could even hear the bits of
ice tinkling as they dropped from the trees onto the snow crust which hardened towards nightfall and the trees in
the old empty park creaking as if hoping that someone would hear them and come to their rescue.
The hours passed but Zosya went on sitting on the couch, and glancing at her mistress every now and then,
Alma patiently waited.
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43.87 Variations On The Seasons\fn{by Yurii Petkevich (1962- )} Belarus (M) 3
Suplistov went through the first year of school for seven years in succession. Each year there were fewer and
fewer children in the first class and Suplistov thought with dread that some day he would be left alone in the first
class. But in his seventh year at school a little girl with a light face and light hair, a fat girl, entered the school.
School became less sad for Suplistov and he began attending lessons with joy, even early in the morning, although
the little girl was always late.
The teacher and his family lived behind the wall and in the mornings before lessons he berated his family,
bellowing like a bull; the class filled with schoolchildren; the bell rang; the teacher entered and drank, hidden
behind the blackboard, to cure his hangover. Finally the fat little girl knocked and came in sadly, head hanging,
and the teacher questioned her and she remained silent.
Every spring an inspector came to the school to check on the teacher and sat in the last desk, next to Suplistov,
smiling at him, liking only him because he was the best behaved of all. The inspector soon fell asleep. As always
the pupils fired peashooters. The teacher collected up the peas himself and then went out into the corridor as if to
throw them away, but didn’t, putting them in his pocket instead. After a little while Suplistov raised his legs and
exclaimed out loud, not standing up or raising his hand, interrupting the teacher:
“All ready!”
The teacher then wiped up the pool under the inspector so that he shouldn’t be embarrassed when he woke up
and Suplistov lowered his legs. Those were the sort of inspectors they had.
In Suplistov’s seventh year of schooling the inspector spent the night at his parents’. In the morning his mother
fried up a full frying pan of eggs. The inspector only ate the yolks. When he left, Suplistov’s mother said after
him:
“I hope you burst.”
That day Suplistov stole a hundred roubles from home, so that they should suspect the inspector—he brought
them to school and showed them to the boys in the first class. The next day they started bringing him whatever
things they could find. One cheeky boy brought his granny’s dentures and demanded forty roubles for them.
The teeth delighted Suplistov, none of the other treasures had such an effect on him.
The fat girl liked walking by the stream with a bucket over her head and listening to the sounds. After school
Suplistov went to the meadow, hid behind some bushes and stuffed the teeth into his mouth.
The little girl wandered across the meadow with the bucket on her head, seeing nothing, and the breeze
occasionally carried to Suplistov her puffing in the bucket. He laughed silently and crept like an animal up to the
fat girl to frighten her. But it was not so much that the little beauty liked walking with a bucket on her head as that
she liked being seen doing it. So when, amid the noise in the bucket and the various spring songs, she sensed
rather than heard footsteps, she seized the bucket with her hands so that it should not knock against her head and
ran to a hillock by the river, watching the grass and flowers under her feet. Suplistov ran after her at her heels and
when the girl sat down on the hill and, from the heat of the chase and her delight, breathed passionately into the
bucket, a fish leaped in the river and in his agitation Suplistov swooned, but soon came to himself and rose to his
knees.
Fat flowers on slender stalks were wedged between his bare toes. The fat girl was sitting upright in her former
pose with the bucket on her head, not understanding the noise of Suplistov’s attack and afraid to look. Unusually
tall, he kneeled before her, forgetting that he had wanted to scare the girl, and felt only the absurdity of his
position, and saw that a horse and cart was coming along the track across the meadow. The fat girl did not breathe
under the bucket. Spellbound, Suplistov watched the person in the cart. The frightened horse turned its head away
from Suplistov with his double set of teeth. The cart slowly approached. Suplistov saw in it the teacher, looking at
him in horror. Gradually the teacher went off his head, the cart carried on, and the already mad man did not even
look round.
Then Suplistov remembered the false teeth sticking out of his mouth and seized the little girl by the arm so as
to pull the bucket off from her eyes. She resisted desperately. Suddenly he felt his breath becoming tremulous and
the tendons in his arms ached like the soul in his breast. He was horribly frightened, dropped his weakened arms
from the fat girl and felt that she too was frightened, for the same internal reason. Nevertheless he managed to lift
the sunwarmed bucket from her head and saw the girl’s face with tears glistening on her cheeks, and she herself
wanted to take the bucket off, but its handle had got stuck round her chubby chin and looked like a cowl.
Suplistov was glad and smiled, showing his teeth to all the world.
At home they found the false teeth in his pocket and all sorts of treasures in his satchel, and in the morning his
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mother took him to school; the teacher was no longer there and for the first time it was quiet behind the wall,
except that his unhappy wife wept and cried out from time to time. The pupils of the first class also cried and gave
the money back, and his mother gave them back the treasures. Next day Suplistov did not go to school, but was
sent as a shepherd to a strange official establishment not far from Yablonovka, where idiots, invalids and madmen
lived.
In time Suplistov turned into a mature person of unimaginable height and, living among cows, became handsome. His eyelashes were so long that they curled. And his eyes stared like a cow’s, though, it is true, they were
blue and like a cow’s they were sad. He no longer feared death as he had when younger, but persistently thought
of his genius among the cows and remembered how he had wandered through Yablonovka as a child, to the white
church among the sycamores, and how he had philosophized.
The director of the strange house was extraordinarily fat, they drove him around on the back of a lorry because
he couldn’t get into the cab, and winter and summer he always wore a padded jacket, boots and a peaked cap, and
had a strawberries and cream complexion, and at one sitting would eat a great potful of potatoes and a frying pan
of hog fat. They said that each of the managerial staff in this house had his own secret aide. The storekeeper
distributed firewood to them and the lunatics stole the firewood from one another to heat up their favorites’
stoves. If one of them caught a thief, they would fight to the death.
Once Suplistov ventured to approach the strange whitewashed house with its park and its lanterns. The lunatics
strolled freely and did not run off into the woods because several of them had already run away, but had not had
the brains to return. As soon as Suplistov approached these folk, one of them smiled and said, pointing a finger in
admiration:
“You’re wearing a red coat and a blue scarf.”
“Be quiet, please,” Suplistov begged.
“Don’t embarrass him, Styopa,” another idiot said to the first. “He’s a genius too.”
One lunatic, tall and handsome like Suplistov, was singing and a small one was dancing round him; everyone
was grouped round them, men and women, watching. Suddenly Suplistov saw his teacher: he was crouched down,
thinking intensely, and did not even notice his pupil, but another lunatic was throwing pebbles onto the teacher’s
bald patch. Then, smiling, a lunatic came up to Suplistov and asked:
“What? Do you need land?” looking into the shepherd’s cow eyes. “I’ll give you some straight away,” and he
measured out three paces in length and two wide. “There’s land for you!”
Suplistov hurried to the cows, appalled by the thought that he, a genius and a handsome fellow, was the reason
for the teacher being sunk in thought. It was damp and close from the rain. The rain had stopped for Suplistov.
Suplistov felt that the last drop had fallen onto the edge of his lips. His handsome face grew red as fire from the
moisture. He walked across the meadow, not knowing how to proceed, because he couldn’t stand still. He wanted
to throw himself onto the grass, but it was wet. But finally he took heart and gladly dived into it and rolled around
like a beast, and then gazed upwards out of the grassy dusk: in places the grass was red from the light, and he
loved fat women and fat flowers.
Soon Suplistov’s relatives began dying, one after the other, and he understood that the merry lunatic was
giving him land for a grave. The day that Suplistov left for a funeral at Yablonovka, they fixed up an electric fence
at the strange house’s pastures and the electric fence killed several horses, because they turned out to be more
sensitive than cows. At Yablonovka Suplistov met the fat girl and now there was nothing out of the ordinary
between them, only a pink arrow pierced Suplistov’s organism, but the fat girl did not notice Suplistov, they had
bought her pretty shoes, or perhaps she had forgotten him.
After funerals he would stroll at night in the garden of the strange house. Once, hearing a noise, Suplistov
sensed something unawares, stopped and carefully took the bucket off his head. He spied something incomprehensible, inarticulate in the darkness and only guessed that there was a woman below. A terrible agitation shook
Suplistov’s soul, he started to go away, silently as a beast. But then he returned involuntarily and ran back, across
the garden, and apples knocked against his head. The woman cried out and it seemed to him that it was the voice
of the fat girl. Suplistov stood with the bucket in his hands and saw that the enormous director of the strange
house had crept out on all fours and was looking at the woman, and she had begun riding round the lawn like a
beast.
*
Suplistov never again saw the fat girl at Yablonovka, she disappeared somewhere, and Suplistov thought that
she had died or gone on a journey. Life with its continual funerals terrified Suplistov—and he decided to change
his life. He went to the city, but rich relations found him a job in a funeral band because, apart from playing
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music, Suplistov did not know how to do anything, and so the cows had to live alone.
When he first arrived in the city, Suplistov laughed at the unexpected quantity of cars and people. The town
was large but wooden, like an enormous village. People died every day and every day Suplistov had one or more
funerals. A mass of the blind, the lame and the hunchbacked inhabited the city—and they always took part in
funeral processions. Aeroplanes in the sky, crowing of cockerels, shuffling of feet, the rumble of traffic held up
behind the procession so that sometimes the end was not visible—all of this and other such noises annoyed
Suplistov and made the skin of his palms and fingers tingle.
Suplistov did not know whether to act pleased or offended and was therefore always amazed by the dead.
Constantly finding himself in the presence of the very essence of humanity, which had hitherto suffered greatly,
gradually, rising above everyone else in the processions because of his height, he felt an overwhelming anguish
and became aware of his own mediocrity, and began to remember. Memories of childhood, when he chose the
sphere of activity for his genius and wandered among the sycamores in the green grass he had trampled, around
the white church—these would not lie down and die in the awful processions, to the beating of his drum. Once
Suplistov almost burst into tears in front of the deceased, and then almost burst out laughing, but however long he
worked in the band, he carried on repeating to himself, as they had taught him, in order not to go wrong or lapse
into thought, “Born … lived … died—damn him!” and irritated against the whole world by the noise, he beat his
drum to the rhythm of these words, and once even wanted to beat the deceased over the head with his drumstick,
but stopped in the middle of the procession that was already heading towards the dead man and forgot the music;
the hair on his head ached at the thought of what he had wanted to perpetrate … and he began looking round at
the trees, at the yellow leaves and the gray sky.
A hunchback happened to be next to him in the procession. The hunchback said something to him.
“What?” Suplistov asked. “You said, ‘Chrysanthemums.’”
“It’ll mess up the road,” the hunchback repeated.
“Oh, that’s nice!” Suplistov exclaimed. “You said, ‘It’ll mess up the road,’ and I heard, ‘Chrysanthemums.’”
“I don’t know,” the hunchback stated.
A stubborn cow stood as if nailed to the spot in the middle of the road and watched as fish were being sold in
the open air. The cow was important like a general because it was in the city. Its owner and cowherd, dressed in a
black suit (and the cow was black), tugged a string tied round its horns, but the cow was watching fish being sold.
The funeral cortege stopped, then went round the cow, closing ranks. The silver and gold scales of the fish
glittered in the autumn dusk. Finally the unhappy man in black dragged the cow off somewhere and the
procession returned to the middle of the road. Someone stepped in the cowpat and groaned all the way to the
cemetery. Suplistov forgot what the hunchback said instead of “chrysanthemums” but felt it was beautiful.
The cemetery was enormous, grave upon grave, damp and shady from the rusty trees, fitted with stone and
iron, and they said that there was a cave dug under the ground and at night criminals gathered there. The coffin
splashed into water in the grave and when everyone began dispersing Suplistov went up to the hunchback,
anticipating the beauty of the words spoken when he heard “chrysanthemums.” But the hunchback had totally
forgotten them and said:
“I was very depressed.”
Once Suplistov spent the night in a city park high above the ground in the bowl of a fountain on a column. The
fountain was not yet working after the winter.
Suplistov was awoken by an unbearable glow, but in his bliss could not open his eyes and through the lids saw
something beautiful. In the orange light something flashed and then Suplistov tore open his eyes and saw an
enormous fat woman bending over him. When he opened his cow’s eyes, the woman gasped with delight. He
thought: How did she get into the bowl?—and saw that the sun was already high. A feather stuck out of the
woman’s hat, there was hardly any wind but it swayed back and forth on a ribbon, ready to fly off.
Suplistov’s skin felt the flitting of shadows across his face. Spring was rampant: apple trees blossomed, birds
sang, fluff flew, specks of light trembled on leaves.
Suddenly he became aware that he was not lying in the bowl of the fountain but on the grass, and leaped up:
shrubs and trees were growing all around. The woman’s head was completely and ideally beautiful, but at first
sight her figure was hideous.
Suplistov thought: how had he ended up here? He was so frightened that all his muscles went slack. The
woman lightly brushed his arm with her hand which was very hot and his mind clouded over painfully. She sat
down next to him.
Suplistov felt that the ground rose slightly beneath him because it sank beneath her. He leapt up and ran off,
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first in the wrong direction, but heard noise and ran towards the noise. Suplistov broke out of the shrubbery and
found himself on the square in the park, and the fountain was working …
Suplistov again tried to remember the hunchback’s words, in place of which he had heard “chrysanthemums”
and saw something glittering, plainly not chrysanthemums, until he understood that it was a fish.
270.114 1. Belarusian I 2. In The Prose Of A Question Mark 3. Grandmother 4. Factory Of Tears 5. A Poem About
White Apples 6. It’s So Hard To Believe 7. Jean-Paul Belmondo 8. My Father’s Breed 9. Preface 10. Mockingbird
Hotel 11. Crossword 12. New York: Twelve Poems\fn{by Valzhyna Mort (1981- )} Minsk, Belarus (F) 8
1
even our mothers have no idea how we were born
how we parted their legs and crawled out into the world
the way you crawl from the ruins after a bombing
we couldn’t tell which of us was a girl or a boy
we gorged on dirt thinking it was bread
and our future
a gymnast on a thin thread of the horizon
was performing there
at the highest pitch
bitch
*
we grew up in a country where
first your door is stroked with chalk
then at dark a chariot arrives
and no one sees you anymore
but riding in those cars were neither
armed men nor
a wanderer with a scythe
this is how love loved to visit us
and snatch us veiled
*
completely free only in public toilets
where for a little change nobody cared what we were doing
we fought the summer heat the winter snow
when we discovered we ourselves were the language
and our tongues were removed we started talking with our eyes
when our eyes were poked out we talked with our hands
when our hands were cut off we conversed with our toes
when we were shot in the legs we nodded our head for yes
and shook our heads for no and when they ate our heads alive
we crawled back into the bellies of our sleeping mothers
as if into bomb shelters
to be born again
*
and there on the horizon the gymnast of our future
was leaping through the fiery hoop
of the sun
2
How hard it is to draw ourselves up
from the pose of a question mark
into the pose of an exclamation.
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The left labia of Poland and the right labia of Russia part
and our heads emerge out of . . .
what?
By now we have sixteen names for snow –
it’s time to come up with sixteen names for darkness.
*
In the pose of a question mark –
with our whole bodies we call ourselves into question,
confirmed by a urine dot.
Is it really us calling into a question?
Or adolescence has just birthed
a rumpled beach towel.
*
So blunt were
the midwife’s scissors
which with time turned into
brightly-polished avenues
jointed by a military obelisk.
A tractor plant started manufacturing hair-rollers
and every Sunday sent mother
a gift basket.
Her head in rollers –
the ideal reconstruction of the solar system –
was photographed for albums and calendars.
The principle of rollers clenching hair
underlay the national production of harvesters.
This became my first metaphor
which I gobbled till my mouth foamed
as if I had swallowed the whole Swan Lake.
*
My body didn’t belong to me.
Bent with pain,
it was making a career out of being a question mark
in the corporation of language.
*
The bureaucracy of the body drove me to the wall:
head didn’t want to think –
let the eyes watch
eyes didn’t want to watch –
let the ears listen
ears didn’t want to listen –
let the hands touch
hands didn’t want to touch –
*
let the nose smell the body
which blooms with linden flowers of pain.
*
Where are my bees?
Aren’t I sweet enough for them?
3
my grandmother
doesn’t know pain
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she believes that
famine is nutrition
poverty is wealth
thirst is water
her body like a grapevine winding around a walking stick
her hair bees’ wings
she swallows the sun-speckles of pills
and calls the internet the telephone to america
her heart has turned into a rose the only thing you can do
is smell it
pressing yourself to her chest
there’s nothing else you can do with it
only a rose
her arms like stork’s legs
red sticks
and i am on my knees
howling like a wolf
at the white moon of your skull
grandmother
i’m telling you it’s not pain
just the embrace of a very strong god
one with an unshaven cheek that prickles when he kisses you.
4
And once again according to the annual report
the highest productivity results were achieved
by the Factory of Tears.
*
While the Department of Transportation was breaking heels
while the Department of Heart Affairs
was beating hysterically
the Factory of Tears was working night shifts
setting new records even on holidays.
*
While the Food Refinery Station
was trying to digest another catastrophe
the Factory of Tears adopted a new economically advantageous
technology of recycling the wastes of past –
memories mostly.
*
The pictures of the employees of the year
were placed on the Wall of Tears.
*
I’m a recipient of workers’ comp from the heroic Factory of Tears.
I have calluses on my eyes.
I have compound fractures on my cheeks.
I receive my wages with the product I manufacture.
And I’m happy with what I have.
5
white apples, first apples of summer,
with skin as delicate as a baby’s,
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crispy like white winter snow.
your smell won’t let me sleep,
this is how dead men
haunt their murderers’ dreams.
white apples,
this is how every july the earth
gets heavier under your weight.
*
and here only garbage smells like garbage …
and here only tears taste like salt …
*
we were picking them
like shells in green ocean gardens,
having just turned away from mothers’ breasts
we were learning
to get to the core of everything with our teeth.
*
so why are our teeth like cotton wool now …
*
white apples,
in black waters, the fishermen,
nursed by you, are drowning.
6
it’s so hard to believe
that once we were even younger
than now
that our skin was so thin
that veins blued through it
like lines in school notebooks
that the world was a homeless dog
that played with us after classes
and we were thinking of taking it home
but somebody else took it first
gave it a name
and trained it “stranger”
against us
*
and this is why we wake up late at night
and light up the candles of our tv sets
and in their warm flame we recognize
faces and cities
and courageous in the morning
we dethrone omelets from frying pans …
*
but our dog grew up on another’s leash
our mothers suddenly stopped sleeping with men
and looking at them today
it’s so easy to believe in the immaculate conception
*
and now imagine:
somewhere there are towns
with white stone houses
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scattered along the ocean shore
like the eggs of gigantic water birds
and every house carries a legend of a captain
and every legend starts with
“young and handsome . . .”
7
It begins with your face of a stone
where lips repose like two seals
in a coastal mist of cigarette smoke
you move through the streets –
listing them
is as useless as naming waves.
*
(That city is so handsome for a reason –
it was made out of your rib)
*
It continues with my
skidmarked-by-a-dress
body. I stand on the border
on heels like my sixth toes
and show you
where to park.
*
That very night
lying together
in the dog’s yard
– flowers are biting my back! –
*
you whisper:
the longer I look on the coins of your nipples –
the clearer I see the Queen’s profile.
*
For you, body and money are the same
as the chicken and the egg.
The metaphor of “a woman’s purse”
escapes you.
Stealing, you like to mumble:
a purse is a purse is a purse is a purse.
Also:
a real purse in your hand is worth
two metaphorical purses over your mouth.
*
They tell me
you are a body
anchored to the shore by its rusting blood.
Your wound darkens on your chest like a crow.
I tell them – as agreed – that you are my youth.
An apple that bit into me to forget its own knowledge.
*
Death hands you every new day like a golden coin.
As the bribe grows
it gets harder to turn it down.
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Your heart of gold gets heavier to carry.
*
Your hands know that a car has a waist
and a gun – a lobe.
You take me where the river once lifted its skirts
and God, abashed with that view,
ordered to cover that shame with a city.
*
Its dance square
shrank by the darkness to the size
of a sleeping infant’s slightly open mouth.
I cannot tell between beggars’ stretched hands
and dogs’ dripping tongues.
You cannot tell between legs –
mine – tables’ – chairs’ – others’.
*
That dance square is a cage
where accordions grin at dismembered violin torsos.
Beggars lick thin air off their lips.
Women whirling in salsa slash you
across the chest with the blades
of their skirts soiled with peonies.
8
It’s four in the morning.
I’m ten years old.
I’m beating my mother between the mirror and the shoe rack.
The front door is ajar. A bridge
presses its finger to the frozen strip of water.
Snow falls over it gritting like sand on glass.
Both of us in our long night robes.
*
I stare into her earring hole and aim
at her large breasts not to hurt my knuckles.
I slap her face like I flip through channels.
My father lies at the door. From his shirt
lipstick smiles at me with the warmth of urine.
It’s as if somebody threw at him slices
of skinned grapefruit.
Every time she hits him—I hit her.
Look at this. Look whom you’ve bred.
*
How can he see from under his pink vomit.
But his body smiles—
cannot stop smiling.
9
on a bare tree—a red beast,
so still it has become the tree.
now it’s the tree that prowls over the beast,
a cautious beast itself.
67

*
a stone thrown at its breast is
so fast—the stone has become the beast.
now it’s the beast that throws itself like a stone.
blood like a dog-rose tree on a windy day,
and the moon is trying on your face
for the annual masquerade of the dead.
*
death decides to wait to hear more.
so death mews:
first—your story, then—me.
10
A woman’s hallelujah! washes the foot of the Mockingbird
Hill, her face eclipsed by her black mouth,
her eyes rolled up like workman’s sleeves.
Stirred up, a fly speaks in the tongue of the hotel
doorbell, where, on the sun-ridden straw terrace
my salvation means less than praise
to a dumb child. Damned, blinded by ice cubes,
the fly surrenders its life into the waiter’s clean hands.
*
Behind the kitchen of the Mockingbird Hotel
a rooster repeats hallelujah! until it loses its head.
A man harvests the Family Tree before his forefathers’
features have a chance to ripen on their faces. Parakeets
watch him from the bare nerves of the garden. He harvests
before the worms that eat his father turn into demons.
*
Do not eat the fruit from your Family Tree. You have
eyes not to see them, hands not to pick them, teeth
not to bite them, tongue not taste them even in speech.
The waiter slashes the table with our bill. We descend
the Mockingbird Hill without raising dust. Dogs,
whose fur hangs like wet feathers off their backs,
piss yellow smoke without lifting a leg. Gulls
smash their heads between their wings. Light
lays the eggs of shadows under the shrubs.
Produce shacks stand empty like football gates.
What appeared blue from afar, turns green.
I hold it all in, even my own urine.
But the mother of vowels slumps from my throat
like the queen of a havocked beehive.
*
Higher than hallelujah! rising like smoke over the hill,
I scream at the top of that green lung,
why, in the Mockingbird
Hell, do you value your blood over your sweat,
that bitterness over this salt, that wound over this
crystal? But often, to shed light on the darkness, light
isn’t enough. Often what I need is even a darker
darkness. Like in those hours before the sun faults this
hotel, his two nostrils that illuminate our benighted bodies.
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11
a woman moves through dog rose and juniper bushes,
a pussy clean and folded between her legs,
breasts like the tips of her festive shoes
shine silently in her heavy armoire.
*
one blackbird, one cow, one horse.
the sea beats against the wall of the waterless.
she walks to a phone booth that waits
a fair distance from all three villages.
*
it’s a game she could have heard on the radio:
a question, a number, an answer, a prize.
her pussy reaches up and turns on the light in her womb.
*
from the rain, she says into the receiver,
we compiled white tables and chairs under a shed
into a crossword puzzle
and sat ourselves in the grid.
*
the receiver is silent. the bird flounces
like a burglar caught red-handed.
her voice stumbles over her glands.
the body to be written in the last block—
i can suck his name out of any letter.
*
all three villages cover their faces with wind.
12
new york, madame,
is a monument to a city
*
it is
TA-DA
a gigantic pike
whose scales
bristled up stunned
*
and what used to be just smoke
found a fire that gave it birth
*
champagne foam
melted into metal
glass rivers
flowing upwards
and things you won’t tell to a priest
you reveal to a cabdriver
*
even time is sold out
when to the public’s “wow” and “shhh”
out of a black top hat
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a tailed magician
is pulling new york out
by the ears of skyscrapers

The Cathedral of the Holy Spirit, Minsk City, Special Administrative Region, Belarus
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The Church of Saints Simon and Helena, Minsk City, Special Administrative Region, Belarus

The Cathedral of the Resurrection, Borisov, Minsk Region, Belarus
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The Cathedral of St. Nicholas, Brest, Brest Region, Belarus

The Cathedral of St. Theodore, Pinsk, Brest Region, Belarus
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The Cathedral of St. Francis Xavier, Grondo, Grondo Region, Belarus
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The Cathedral of the Holy Intercession, Grondo, Grondo Region, Belarus

The Church of the Holy Trinity, Gervyaty, Grondo Region Belarus
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The Cathedral of the Assumption, Vitebsk, Vitebsk Region, Belarus

The Church of St. Sophia, Potolsk, Vitebsk Region, Belarus. Below: The Cathedral of the Intercession of
the Holy Virgin, also in Potolsk.
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The Cathedral of the Transfiguration of the Savior, Mogilev, Mogilev Region, Belarus
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The Cathedral of St. Nicholas, Babruysk, Mogilev Region, Belarus

The Cathedral of Sts. Peter and Paul, Gomel, Gomel Region, Belarus
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The Church of the Holy Myrrh, Baranovichi, Brest Region, Belarus

The Church of St. Michael the Archangel, Mazyr, Gomel Region, Belarus
78

Christ Church (Anglican), Minsk, Belarus. Below: the same building at night.
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