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A FEW WORDS ABOUT MYSELF

Looking back on my life, | recall to mind some equiss that were
instrumental in shaping my understanding of thées/d mission.

The power of the printed word was first really lbgbtihome to me
when | landed at the front during the First Worlé\W mentally crossed
out nearly all | had written up until then and resd that from now on
everything | write should benefit the workers, @eds and soldiers, and
all working people.

In 1919, when | was in the ranks of the Red Armg aras marching
shoulder to shoulder with revolutionary Red Armymagainst Denikin's
bands, | vowed to myself that | would dedicate rap fo the cause of the
revolution.

Many Soviet writers took part in the Civil War, atfteir words and
their actions inspired the fighting men. Alexan@arafimovich was a
war correspondent. Alexander Fadeyev shared thvatmns of the Far
Eastern partisans. Dmitry Furmanov was the CommisE&hapayev's
division. Nikolai Ostrovsky fought the interventists in the Ukraine.
Mikhail Sholokhov took part in the fighting againéthiteguard bands.
Eduard Bagritsky went to the front as a member otravelling
propaganda team. More than 400 Soviet writers dghee lives on the
battlefronts of the Great Patriotic War of 1941-4Hheir names are
inscribed on a marble memorial plaque in the Wsitélub in Moscow.

At the time of the Russian revolution of 1905 | iast a boy of eight,
but | clearly remember the battlesiiotemkin,a red flag on her mast,
sailing along the coast past Odessa. | witnessedfighting on the
barricades, | saw overturned horse-trams, twistet! tarn street wires,
revolvers, rifles, dead bodies.

Many years later | wrotd& White Sail GleamdAritten in 1936.—Ed.)

a novel in which | tried to convey the invigoratingiigt that had been
infused into the life of Russia by her first reviodun.



A Son of the Working Peopkea reminiscence of the First World Warr,
in which | fought.

When construction of the Dnieper hydroelectric postation began |
went there together with the poet Demyan Bednyerfards we visited
collective farms in the Don and Volga areas and #et out for the Urals.

| remember that when our train stopped at Mount itagya in the
Urals | was so impressed by what | saw that | deetid leave the train at
once and remain in the town of Magnitogorsk. | gpodd-bye to Demyan
Bedny and jumped down from the carriage.

"Good-bye and good luck!" he called out. "If | wei@unger and didn't
have to get back to Moscow I'd stay here with pleas

| was struck by all | saw in Magnitogorsk, by theat enthusiasm of
the peopleouilding for themselved his was a revolution too. It inspired
my bookTime, Forward!During the last war, as a correspondent at the
front, | saw a great deal, but for some reasona$ Whe youngsters that
made the biggest impression on me—the homelessiuiedoys who
marched grimly along the war-torn roads. | saw esked, grimy, hungry
Russian soldiers pick up the unfortunate childréifhis was a
manifestation of the great humanism of the SoviahnThose soldiers
were fighting against fascism, and therefore they, were beacons of
the revolution. This prompted me to wren of the Regiment.

When | look around today | see the fruits of therds of 1917, of our
technological revolution, of the construction watkMagnitogorsk. | see
that my friends did not give their lives on thetlgdtonts in vain.

What does being a Soviet writer mean? Here is hget the answer.

Returning home one day, a long time ago, | founceavelope with
foreign stamps on it in my letter-box. Inside ther@s an invitation from
the Pen Club, an international literary associatitin attend its next
conference, in Vienna. | was a young writer themd & was greatly
flattered. | told everyone | met about the remak&dionour that had been
accorded me. When | ran into Vladimir Mayakovsky ane of the
editorial offices | showed him the letter from a#do He calmly produced
an elegant envelope exactly like mine from the pock his jacket.

"Look," he said. "They invited me too, but I'm nmtasting about it.
Because they did not invite me, of course, as Maysky, but as a
representative of Soviet literature. The same apgb you. Understand?
Reflect, Kataich (as he called me when he wasgoa mood), on what
it means to be a writer in the Land of Soviets."

Mayakovsky's words made a lasting impression onlmealised that |
owed by success as a creative writer to the Speeple, who had reared
me. | realised that being a Soviet writer meanschiag in step with the
people, that it means being always on the cregteofevolutionary wave.



In my short storyl'he Flag,which is based on a wartime episode, the
nazis have surrounded a group of Soviet fighting iened called on them
to give up. But instead of the white flag of sudenthey ran up a
crimson flag which they improvised from pieces dftlc of different
shades of red.

Similarly, Soviet literature is made up of many w®rof different
shades which, taken together, shine like a fiedy-bmnner of the
revolution.

Once, walking round Shanghai | wandered into theketavhere the
so-called "Temple of the City Mayor" stood. Hereylsold candles for
church-goers. An old Chinese woman was standirgytable giving out
some strange sticks from two vases. For ten yuanswere allowed to
take one of these sticks with hieroglyphics oilten the woman would
ask you what number page was marked on the stick tirning to her
book for reference, she would find the approprizdge, tear it out and
give it to you. On my piece of paper was writtefih& Phoenix sings
before the sun. The Empress takes no noticediffisult to alter the will
of the Empress, but your name will live for cenggtf

We haven't got an Empress, and so that part gpribighecy does not
apply. It's highly unlikely that my name will liier centuries, and so that
part doesn't apply either.

All that remains is the phrase "The Phoenix singfoie the sun”. |
can agree with that since the sun is my homeland.



1
THE FAREWELL

The blast of the horn came from the farmyard aualige o'clock in
the morning.

A piercing, penetrating sound that seemed splid ihtindreds of
musical strands, it flew out through the apricathard into the deserted
steppe and towards the sea, where its rolling éatw mournfully along
the bluff.

That was the first signal for the departure ofcbach.

It was all over. The bitter hour of farewell hadhea

Strictly speaking, there was no one to bid fareweelThe few summer
residents, frightened by recent events, had begleave in mid-season.

The only guests now remaining at the farm were N#&=trovich
Batchei, an Odessa schoolmaster, and his two soesthree and a half
years old and the other eight and a half. The el@er called Petya, and
the younger Pavlik. Today they too were leavinghiome.

It was for them the horn had been blown and thebkagk horses led
out of the stable.

Petya woke up long before the horn. He had slegfallifi. The
twittering of the birds roused him, and he dressad went outside.

The orchard, the steppe, and the farmyard all tag ichill shadow.
The sun was rising out of the sea, but the higkf btill hid it from view.

Petya wore his city Sunday suit, which he had qoitiggrown during
the summer: a navy-blue woollen sailor blouse \aitlthite-edged collar,
short trousers, long lisle stockings, button-sh@e®] a broad-brimmed
straw hat.

Shivering from the cold, he walked slowly round taem, saying
good-bye to the places where he had spent sucmdeanfol summer.

All summer long Petya had run about practicallyethkHe was now
as brown as an Indian and could walk barefoot buers and thorns. He
had gone swimming three times a day. At the beachided to smear
himself from head to foot with the red marine cénd then scratch out
designs on his chest. That made him really look l& Red Indian,
especially when he stuck into his hair the bluethes of those
marvellously beautiful birds—real fairy-tale birdswhich built their
nests in the bluff. And now, after all that weadthd freedom, to have to
walk about in a tight woollen sailor blouse, inghty stockings, in shoes
that pinched, and in a big straw hat with an etastat rubbed against his
ears and pressed into his neck!



Petya lifted his hat and pushed it back so thatdambgled on his
shoulders like a basket.

Two fat ducks waddled past, quacking busily. Theyew a look of
scorn at this foppish boy, as though he were ag#a and then dived
under the fence one after the other.

Whether they had deliberately snubbed him or simjalyed to
recognise him, Petya could not be sure, yet a#l stidden he felt so sad
and heavy-hearted that he wanted to cry.

Straight to his heart cut the feeling that he wasmplete stranger in
this cold and deserted world of early morning. Etles pit in the corner
of the garden—the deep, wonderful pit where it wash thrilling fun to
bake potatoes in a camp-fire—even that seemed iembbly strange,
unfamiliar.

The sun was rising higher.

The farmyard and orchard still lay in the shadd, the bright, cold,
early rays were already gilding the pink, yellomgdablue pumpkins set
out on the reed roof of the clay hut where the tvatan lived.

The sleepy-eyed cook, in a homespun chequeredasidria blouse of
unbleached linen embroidered in black and red esossh, with an iron
comb in her dishevelled hair, was knocking yestgsddead coals out of
the samovar, against the doorstep.

Petya stood in front of the cook watching the gtrari beads jump up
and down on her old, wrinkled neck.

"Going away?" she asked indifferently.

"Yes," the boy replied. His voice shook.

"Good luck to you."

She went over to the water-barrel, wrapped the beher chequered
skirt round her hand, and pulled out the spigot.

A thick stream of water arched out and struck theugd. Sparkling
round drops scattered, enveloping themselves irdpongrey dust.

The cook set the samovar under the stream. It ndbasethe fresh,
heavy water poured into it. No, not a particle yrhpathy from anybody!
There was the same unfriendly silence and the samef desolation
everywhere—on the croquet square, in the meadothgiarbour.

Yet how gay and merry it had been here such a sttolé ago! How
many pretty girls and naughty boys! How many prargc&nes, games,
fights, quarrels, peacemakings, kisses, friendships

What a wonderful party the owner of the farm, Réidrlovich, had
given for the summer residents on the birthday ©f \wife, Luiza
Frantsevna! Petya would never forget that celetmatin the morning a
huge table with bouquets of wild flowers on it weet under the apricot
trees. In the centre lay a cake as big as a bieylce=|.



Thirty-five lighted candles, by which one could teliiza Frantsevna's
age, had been stuck into that rich, thickly frostakle.

All the summer residents were invited to morning e@der the apricot
trees.

The day continued as merrily as it had begun. dieenin the evening
with a costume ball for the children, with musiddmeworks.

All the children put on the fancy dress that hadrbenade for them.
The girls turned into mermaids and Gipsies, theshioyo Red Indians,
robbers, Chinese mandarins, sailors. They all wapkendid, bright-
coloured cotton or paper costumes.

There were rustling tissue-paper skirts and cloaiksficial roses
swaying on wire stems, and tambourines with flgasitk ribbons.

Naturally—how could it be otherwise!—the very besistume was
Petya's. Father himself had spent two days makirtdis pince-nez kept
falling off his nose while he worked; he was nagnted, and every time
he upset the bottle of glue he muttered into harddrightful curses at
the people who had arranged "this outrage" andrgbynexpressed his
disgust with "this nonsensical idea".



But of course, he was simply playing safe. He wWeasidathe costume
might turn out a failure, he was afraid of disgngcihimself. How he
tried! But then the costume—say what you willl—wasemarkable one.

It was a real knight's suit of armour, made ofpstrof gold and silver
Christmas tree paper cleverly pasted together &netclsed over a wire
frame. The helmet was decorated with a flowing muand looked
exactly like the helmet of a knight out of Sir WaltScott. What is more,
the visor could be raised and lowered.

In short, it was so magnificent that Petya was gdabeside Zoya to
make up the second couple. Zoya was the prettidsatgthe farm, and
she wore the pink costume of a Good Fairy.

Arm in arm they walked round the garden, which vmasg with
Chinese lanterns. Here and there in the mystedadsness loomed trees
and bushes unbelievably bright in the flare ofaed green Bengal lights.

In the arbour, by the light of candles under glsisades, the grown-
ups had their supper. Moths flew to the light frath sides and fell,
singed, to the table-cloth.

Four hissing rockets rose out of the thick smoke¢hef Bengal lights
and climbed slowly into the sky.

There was a moon, too. Petya and Zoya discoveredaitt only when
they found themselves in the very farthest pathefgarden. Moonlight
so bright and magic shone through the leaves trat the whites of the
girl's eyes were a luminous blue—the same bluedhated in the tub of
dark water under the old apricot tree, in whicbyalioat floated.

Here, before they knew it, the boy and girl kissElden they were so
embarrassed that they dashed off headlong with shitits, and they ran
and ran until they landed in the backyard. Thesfétm labourers who
had come to congratulate the mistress were hakigig dwn party.

On a pine table brought from the servants' kitcstend a keg of beer,
two jugs of vodka, a bowl of fried fish, and a wtezaloaf. The drunken
cook, in a new print blouse with frills, was angrgerving the merry-
makers portions of fish and filling their mugs. Ancertina-player, his
coat unbuttoned and his knees spread apart, svimyadide to side on a
stool as his fingers rambled over the bass keysthef wheezing
instrument.

Two straight-backed fellows with impassive facesl haken each
other by the waist and were stamping out a polkty much flourishing
of the heels. Several women labourers in brand-kewhiefs and tight
kid pumps, their cheeks smeared with the juiceickled tomatoes— for
coquetry and to soften the skin—stood with themsaround one another.

Rudolf Karlovich and Luiza Frantsevna were backawgay from one
of the labourers.



He was as drunk as a lord. Several men were holdgimgback. He
strained to get free. Blood spurted from his nosehs Sunday shirt,
which was ripped down the middle. He was swearnimmpiisly.

Sobbing and choking over his frenzied words, anddgrg his teeth
the way people do in their sleep, he shouted: "huéoles and fifty
kopeks for two months of slaving! Miser! Let me getthe bastard! Just
let me get at him! I'll choke the life out of hirllatches, somebody! Let
me get at the straw! I'll give them a birthday phaff only Grishka

Kotovsky was here, you rat!"

(Grigori Kotovsky (1887-1925) was active in the aggn movement in Bessarabia in
1905-1906; he was a leader of the Bessarabian misagzartisan actions against the
landowners. In 1918-1920 this son of the people araarmy leader and Civil War hero.—
Tr.)

The moonlight gleamed in his rolling eyes.

“"Now, now," muttered the master, backing away. "Ylook out,
Gavrila. Don't go too far. You can be hanged nowadar that sort of
talk."

"Go ahead, hang me!" the labourer shouted, pantivgy don't you?
Go ahead, bloodsucker!"

This was so terrifying, so puzzling, and, above sl out of keeping
with the spirit of the wonderful party, that theildren ran back,
screaming that Gavrila wanted to cut Rudolf Kamttns throat and set
fire to the farm.

The panic that broke out is difficult to imagine.

The parents led the children to their rooms. Tloekéd all the doors
and closed all the windows, as though a storm \eeging. The rural
prefect Chuvyakov, who had come to spend a few datys his family,
marched across the croquet square, kicking ouhtiogps and scattering
the balls and mallets.

He carried a double-barrelled gun at the ready.

In vain did Rudolf Karlovich plead with the sumnmasidents to be
calm. In vain did he assure them that there wadarmger, that Gavrila
was now bound and locked up in the cellar, and tbatorrow the
constable would come for him.

Once, in the night, a red glow lit up the sky faepthe steppe. The
next morning it was rumoured that a neighbourimgnfaad been burned
down. Labourers had set it on fire, it was said.

People coming from Odessa reported disturbancéiseircity. There
were rumours that the trestle bridge in the por o fire.

The constable arrived at dawn the next morninglddeGavrila away.
In his sleep Petya heard the bells of the constatsteka.

The summer residents began to leave for home.

Soon the farm was deserted.



Petya lingered under the old apricot tree, bedwetiib of such fond
memory, and struck the water with a twig. No, tak wasn't the same,
the water wasn't the same, and even the old agremivas not the same!

Everything, absolutely everything, had become diffie Everything
had lost its magic. Everything looked at Petyaw#tsob the remote past.

Would the sea also be so cold and heartless taHatast time?

Petya ran to the bluff.



2
THE SEA

The low sun beat blindingly into his eyes. Belolhe £ntire sweep of
the sea was like burning magnesium. Here the stepped suddenly.

Silvery bushes of wild olive quivered in the shiming air at the edge
of the bluff.

A steep path zigzagged downwards. Petya was usaethtong down
the path barefoot. His shoes bothered him; thessekre slippery. His
feet ran of themselves. It was impossible to sheprt

Until the first turn he still managed to resist thdl of gravity. He dug
in his heels and clutched at the dry roots hangwvey the path. But the
roots were rotten and they broke. The clay crumbktkeath his heels. A
cloud of dust as fine and brown as cocoa envelbpad

The dust got into his nose; it tickled his thrd@etya very soon had
enough of that. Oh, he'd risk it!

He cried out at the top of his lungs, and, with avev of his arms,
plunged headlong.

His hat filled with air and bobbed up and down behhim. His collar
fluttered in the wind. Burrs stuck to his stockindgdter frightful leaps
down the huge steps of the natural stairway, thlyesiddenly flew out on
the dry sand of the shore. The sand felt coldad hot yet been warmed
by the sun. This sand was amazingly white and fineias deep, soft,
marked all over with the shapeless holes of yeatesdfootprints, and
looked like semolina of the very best quality.

The beach slanted almost imperceptibly towardsvibeer. The last
strip of sand, lapped by broad tongues of snowevfoam, was damp,
dark, and smooth; it was firm, easy to walk on.

This was the most wonderful beach in the worldtstring for about a
hundred miles under the bluffs from Karolino-Bugazhe mouth of the
Danube, then the border of Rumania. At that eaolyrht seemed wild
and desolate.

The sensation of loneliness gripped Petya with f@we. But this
time it was quite different; it was a proud and mgaand of loneliness.
He was Robinson Crusoe on his desert island.

The first thing Petya did was to study the footfminHe had the
experienced, penetrating eye of a seeker aftemaighes.

He was surrounded by footprints. He read them asgih he were
reading Mayne Reid.

The black spot on the face of the bluff and theygrehes meant that
natives had landed from a canoe the night befodehawl cooked a meal



over a camp-fire. The fan-like tracks of gulls meardead calm at sea
and lots of small fish near the shore.

The long cork with a French trademark and the Ihedcslice of
lemon thrown up on the sand by the waves left nabtithat a foreign
ship had sailed by far out at sea several daysdefo

Meanwhile the sun had climbed a bit higher abowehbrizon. Now
the sea no longer shone all over but only in twacesé: in a long strip at
the very horizon and in another near the shorerevhedozen blinding
stars flashed in the mirror of the waves as thestdted themselves out
neatly on the sand.

Over the rest of its vast expanse the sea shatie iAugust calm with
such a tender and such a melancholy blue that Retydl not help
recalling:

A white sail gleams, so far and lonely,
Through the blue haze above the foam. ..

although there was no sail in -sight and the sesnivthe least misty.

He gazed spellbound at the sea.

... No matter how long you look at the sea, yeuen tire of it. The
sea is always different, always new.

It changes from hour to hour, before your very eyes

Now it is pale-blue and quiet, streaked here aedethvith the whitish
paths you see during a calm. Or a vivid dark-bliaening and glistening.
Or covered with dancing white horses. Or, if thadvis fresh, suddenly
dark indigo and looking like wool when you run yduaind against the
nap. When a storm breaks, it changes threateniiigly.wind whips up a
great swell. Screaming gulls dart across the slaledred sky. The
churning waves roll and toss the shiny carcassdefaal dolphin along the
shore. The sharp green of the horizon stands keitalijagged wall over
the mud-coloured storm clouds. The malachite paotlthe breakers,
veined with sweeping zigzag lines, crash against gshore with the
thunder of cannon. Amid the roar, the echoes re&ratb with a brassy
ring. The spray hangs in a fine mist, like a muskil, all the way to the
top of the shaken bluffs.

But the supreme spell of the sea lies in the etenyatery hidden in
its expanses.

Is not its phosphorescence a mystery—when you @ip §rm into the
warm black water on a moonless July night and tsseddenly gleam all
over with blue dots? Or the moving lights of unssaips and the slow
faint flashes pf an unknown beacon? Or the grairsand, too many for
the human mind to grasp?



... And finally, was not the sight of the revadutary battleship which
once appeared far out at sea, full of mystery?

Its appearance was preceded by a fire in the pdddessa. The glow
could be seen forty miles away. At once rumoureagrthat the trestle
bridge was burning.

Then the wordPotemkinwas spoken.

(A battleship of the Black Sea Fleet whose saitooginted a heroic revolt in 1905
and went over to the side of the revolution. Warshvere dispatched to put down the
revolt, but the sailors of these vessels refuseiitdécon the insurgents. However, the
red flag did not wave from the mast of thetemkinfor long. The absence of a united
leadership of the revolt, and the shortage of mioms and coal compelled the sailors
to surrender.

The revolt of the battleshipotemkinplayed a role of immense importance in the
development of the Russian revolutionary movemeiit.}—

Several times the revolutionary battleship, sofitand mysterious,
appeared on the horizon in sight of the Bessarathare.

The farm labourers would drop their work and comageto the bluff to
catch a glimpse of the distant thread of smoke. &iomes they thought
they saw it. They would snatch off their caps ahults and wave them
furiously, greeting the insurgents.

But Petya, to tell the truth, could not make ouhiag in the desert
vastness of the sea, no matter how much he scregvbi$ eyes.

Except once. Through a spyglass which he had befygeal minute
from another boy, he made out the light-green st of the three-
funnelled battleship flying a red flag at its mast.

The ship was speeding westward, in the directidRwhania.

The next day a lowering cloud of smoke spread tmrigathe horizon.
That was the whole of the Black Sea squadron isyuof thePotemkin.

Fishermen who sailed up in their big black boatsifthe mouth of the
Danube brought the rumour that tRetemkinhad reached Constantsa,
where she had to surrender to the Rumanian govenider crew went
ashore and scattered in all directions.

At dawn one morning, after several more days ofnalaa line of
smoke again covered the horizon.

That was the Black Sea squadron returning from 2otsa to
Sevastopol with the captured insurgent in towf as ia lariat.

Deserted, without her crew, her engines flooded, flagy of revolt
lowered, thePotemkin,surrounded by a close convoy of smoke, moved
slowly ahead, dipping ponderously in the swelltolbk the ship a long
time to pass the high bluffs of Bessarabia, wheee fprogress was
followed in silence by the farmhands, border guafideermen. . . . They
stood there looking until the entire squadron diegped from view.



Again the sea became as calm and gentle as thdugtoib had been
poured over it.

Meanwhile details of mounted police had appearedthen steppe
roads. They had been sent to the Rumanian boraaptore the runaway
sailors from thd>otemkin.

.. .Petya decided to have a last quick swim.

But no sooner had he taken a running dive intosthee and begun to
swim on his side, cleaving the cool water with Isimooth brown
shoulder, than he forgot everything in the world.

First he swam across the deep spot near the shire sand-bank.

There he stood up and began to walk about knee-deefhe
transparent water, examining the sandy bottom ustdistinct fish-scale
pattern.

At first glance the bottom seemed uninhabited. 8gbod close look
revealed living things. Moving across the wrinkles the sand, now
appearing, now burying themselves, were tiny hecmabs. Petya picked
one up from the bottom and skilfully pulled the lerait even had tiny
nippers!—out of its shell.

Girls liked to string those little shells on twinghey made fine
necklaces. But men didn't go in for that sort afgh

Then Petya caught sight of a jellyfish and wenerait. The jellyfish
hung like a transparent lamp-shade, with a frinfdeatacles just as
transparent. It seemed to hang motionless—butthatnot really so. The
thin blue gelatinous margin of the thick cupola waathing and
rippling, like the edge of a parachute. The temtmcétirred too. The
jellyfish moved slantwise towards the bottom, asuthh sensing danger.

But Petya caught up with it. Carefully, so as motauch the poisonous
edge which stung like nettles, he picked the jalybut of the water with
both hands, by its cupola. Then he flung its weidiit flimsy body to
the shore.

The jellyfish flew through the air, dropping sonfate tentacles on the
way, and then slapped against the wet sand. Théensuediately flared
up in its slime like a silver star.

With a cry of delight Petya plunged from the samkomto the deep
water and took to his favourite sport: swimming emnaater with eyes
open.

What rapture!

Before the boy's enchanted gaze there spread thdesfal world of
the submarine kingdom. Clearly visible, and enldrges if by a
magnifying glass, were pebbles of all colours. Thede a cobble stoned
road of the sea bed.

The stems of the sea plants were a fairy-tale falest through with
the cloudy green rays of a sun now as pale as toam



A huge old crab was scampering along sidewise antoagoots, his
terrifying claws spread out like horns. On his spitlike legs he carried
the bulging box that was his back; it was dottethwihite stony warts.

Petya wasn't the least scared. He knew how to wli#lalcrabs. You
had to pick them up boldly, by the back, with twogkrs. Then they
couldn't bite.

But he was not interested in the crab. Let it craleihg in peace—
crabs were no great rarity. The whole beach wasvstrwith their dry
claws and red shells.

Sea horses were much more interesting.

Just then a small school of them appeared amongeaeeed. With
their chiselled faces and chests they looked fotha world like chess
knights, except that they had tails, curled forwardey swam, standing
upright, straight at Petya, spreading out their lveeb fins like tiny
underwater dragons.

It was clear they had never expected to run inbarger at that early
hour.

Petya's heart leaped with joy. He had only one ls@&e in his
collection, and a wrinkled old creature it was. 3&ewere big and
handsome, every single one of them.

To let such a rare opportunity slip by would beesheadness.

Petya rose to the surface to fill his lungs and $tee hunt at once. But
all of a sudden he caught sight of Father at tlye @d the bluff.

He was waving his straw hat and shouting.

The bluff was so high and the voice made such lWwakcho that all
Petya caught was a rolling ". . . ooh-ooh-ooh-ooti!.

But he understood very well what that "ooh-ooh-ogt@ant. It meant:
"Where did you disappear to, you rascal? I've deeking for you all
over the farm. The coach is waiting. Do you wanttasniss the boat
because of you? Get out of the water at once, pod-§or-nothing!"

Father's voice brought back to Petya the bittelinfgeof parting with
which he had awakened in the morning. He lifted Joge in such a
desperate shout that it made his ears ring: "I'micg! I'm coming!"

", .. ming-ming-ming!" the bluffs echoed.

Petya pulled on his suit right over his wet body-rypleasant that
was, too, if the truth be told—and hurried up thefb



3
IN THE STEPPE

The coach already stood in the road, in front ef gfate. The driver
had climbed up on a wheel and was tying to the thefcanvas camp
beds of the departing summer residents and alsadrbaskets of blue
egg-plants which the farm owner, taking advantage occasion, was
sending to Akkerman.

Little Pavlik, dressed for the journey in a new élpinafore and a
stiffly-starched pique hat that looked like a jethould, stood at a
prudent distance from the horses. He was makingegp é&nd detailed
study of their harness.

He was amazed beyond words to find that this harrethe real
harness of real live horses—was totally unlikeitheness of his beautiful
papier mache horse, Kudlatka. (Kudlatka, who hadoeen taken to the
country, was now awaiting her master in Odessa.)

The shopkeeper who sold them Kudlatka had probgdiysomething
wrong!

At any rate, he had to remember to ask Daddy as asdhey came
home to cut out a pair of those lovely black thifgsthe eyes and sew
them on.

At the thought of Kudlatka, Pavlik felt a twinge ahxiety. How was
she getting along in the attic without him? Was #iifatyana giving her
hay and oats? The mice hadn't chewed off herhtad, they? True, there
wasn't much of a tail left—two or three hairs amdugpholstery nail, but
still. . ..

Then, in a fit of impatience, Pavlik stuck his toegout of the corner
of his mouth and ran off to the house to hurry Beaaldd Petya.

But worried though he was about the fate of Kudlatie did not for a
moment forget about his new travelling-bag, whialmdp across his
shoulder on a strap. He held it tight with bothlhtke hands.

For in that bag, besides a bar of chocolate anemaQGapitain salty
biscuits, lay his chief treasure, a moneybox madgeoban Ainem Cocoa
tin. Here Pavlik kept the money he was saving pdbicycle.

He had put aside quite a sum already: about teigit or thirty-nine
kopeks.

Now Daddy and Petya were coming towards the codigr their
breakfast of grey wheaten bread and milk still wéiom the cow.



Under his arm Petya carefully carried tisasures: a jar of needle fish
preserved in alcohol and a collection of buttesflibeetles, shells, and
crabs.

All three bid a warm farewell to their hosts, whadhcome to the gate
to see them off. Then they climbed into the coawhset out.

The road skirted the farm.

Its water pail rattling, the coach rolled alongtph®e orchard, past the
arbour, and past the cattle and poultry yards. Ikina reached the
garman,the level, well-stamped platform where the graithieshed and
winnowed. In Central Russia this platform is calladtok, but in
Bessarabia it is garman.

The straw world of thegarman began just beyond the roadside
embankment, overgrown with bushes of grey, dustatsle weed on
which hung thousands of tear-shaped yellowish-erdéds.

There was a whole town of old and new straw rickbig as houses, a
town with real streets, lanes, and blind alleysteHand there, beside the
layered and blackened walls of very old straw, shad wheat broke
their way through the firm and seemingly cast-iearth; they glowed
like emerald wicks, amazingly clear and bright.

Thick opalescent smoke poured from the chimneyhefsteam-engine.
An unseen thresher whined persistently. The smgillrés of peasant
women with pitchforks were walking knee-deep in athen top of a new
rick.

The wheat on the pitchforks cast gliding shadovasresg the clouds of
chaff pierced by the slanting rays of the sun.

Sacks, scales, and weights flashed by.

Then a tall mound of newly threshed wheat coverdat & tarpaulin
floated past.

After that the coach rolled out into the open seepp

In a word, at first everything was the same ahendther years. The
flat, deserted fields of stubble stretching onsalles for dozens of miles.
The lone burial mound. The lilac-coloured immossligleaming like
mica. The marmot sitting beside his burrow. Thecgief rope looking
like a crushed snake. . ..

But suddenly a cloud of dust appeared ahead. Aceadletail was
galloping down the road.

"Halt!"

The coach stopped.

One of the horsemen rode up.

Behind the green shoulder strap with a number tohted the short
barrel of a carbine. A dusty forage cap, worn ataat, also bobbed up
and down. The saddle creaked and gave off a strongmell of leather.



The snorting muzzle of the horse came to a stop lavvel with the
open window. Big teeth chewed at the white iron Bitassy-green foam
dripped from the black rubbery lips. Out of theicktle pink nostrils a hot
steamy breath poured over the three passengers.

The black lips stretched towards Petya's straw hat.

"Who's that inside?" a rough military voice shoutsdmewhere
overhead.

"Summer residents. I'm taking them to the boat.& Thiver spoke
quickly, in an unrecognisably thin and sugary voitéhey're bound for
Akkerman and then straight to Odessa by boat. Vadyéen living on a
farm out here all summer. Ever since the beginoingune. Now they're
on their way home."

"Well, let's have a look at 'em."

With these words a red face with yellow moustachied eyebrows
and a close-shaven chin, and above it a cap withvahbadge on a green
band, appeared at the window.

"Who are you?"

"Holiday-makers," said Father, smiling.

The soldier evidently did not like the smile or ttHareezy word
"holiday-makers", which sounded to him like a jeer.

"I can see you're holiday-makers," he said withgrouwlispleasure.
"That don't tell me anything. Jushatkind of holiday-makers are you?"

Father turned pale with indignation. His jaw begarmuiver, and his
little beard quivered too. He buttoned all the bt of his summer coat
with trembling fingers and adjusted his pince-nez.

"How dare you speak to me in that tone of voice®'thed in a sharp
falsetto. "I am Collegiate Counsellor Batchei, ghhschool teacher, and
these are my two children, Peter and Paul. Ourrdggtn is Odessa."

Pink spots broke out on Father's forehead.

"Excuse me, Your Honour," the soldier said smartlg pale eyes
popping out of his head. He saluted with his whapdh "I didn't know."

He looked as if he had been frightened to deatlihby"Collegiate
Counsellor", a grim-sounding title he probably Imeder heard before.

“To the devil with him!" he thought. "He might lamde in hot water. |
might get it in the neck."

He put the spurs to his horse and galloped off.

"What an idiot!" Petya remarked, when the soldieasl ridden off a
good distance.

Father again lost his temper. "Hold your tongueMHmany times
have | told you you mustn't dare say that word!f&evho regularly use
the word 'idiot' are usually themselves—er—nonediever. Remember
that."



At any other time, of course, Petya would have edguut now he
kept his peace.

He knew Father's state of mind perfectly.

Father, who always spoke of titles and medals satbrnful irritation,
who never wore his formal uniform or his Order of Ana, Third Class,
who never recognised any social privileges andsiedi that all the
inhabitants of Russia were no more and no less thdizens", had
suddenly, in a fit of anger, said God knows whatdAo whom! To an
ordinary soldier.

"High school teacher" .. . "Collegiate Counsellor". "How dare you
speak to me in that tone of voice". . ..

"Ugh, what nonsense!" Petya read in Father's emabsed face. "For
shame!"

Meanwhile, in the general excitement, the drivet st the thong of
his whip; this always happened on long journeys.was now walking
along the road and poking with the whip-handle agntre grey, dust-
coated wormwood.

At last he found the thong. He tied it to the hanahd pulled the knot
with his teeth.

"Damn their souls!" he exclaimed as he came uphéodoach. "All
they do is ride up and down the roads and scargl@&o

"What do they want?" Father asked.

"God only knows. Hunting after somebody, no doubay before
yesterday somebody set fire to landlord Balabanfaris, about thirty
versts from here. They say it was a runaway s&ibon thePotemkindid
it. And now they're looking for that runaway sailuigh and low. They
say he's taken to cover somewhere in the steppealbeuts. What a
business! Well, time to get going."

With these words he climbed to his high box andktap the reins.
The coach moved on.

The morning was as fine as ever, but now everylothood was
spoiled.

In this wonderful world of the deep-blue sky wits wild droves of
white-maned clouds, this world of lilac shadowsmiag in waves from
mound to mound over the steppe grasses, in whicbrge's skull or a
bullock’'s horns might be sighted at any momentpddicreated, it would
seem, for the sole purpose of man's joy and haggirein this world,
obviously, not all was well.

Such were the thoughts of Father, the driver, aatgaP

Pavlik, however, was occupied with thoughts ofdwiasn.

His attentive brown eyes were fixed on a point Ioelythe window,
and his round, cream-coloured little forehead, i neat bang sticking
out from under his hat, was knitted.



"Daddy," he said suddenly, without taking his efresn the window.
"Daddy, what's the Tsar?"

"What's the Tsar? | don't follow you."

"Well, what is he?"

"Hm. ... A man."

“No, not that. | know he's a man. Don't you sesfean not a man, but
whatis he? Understand?"

“No, | can't say that | do."

"l mean,whatis he?"

"Ye Gods! What is he? Well, the crowned sovereigyou like."

"Crowned? What with?"

Father gave Pavlik a severe look. "Wha-a-t?"

"If he's crowned, then what with? Don't you s@é?atwith?"

"Stop talking nonsense!" Father said. He turnedyaavegrily.

4
THE WATERING

At about ten o'clock in the morning they stoppedairarge half-
Moldavian, half-Ukrainian village to water the hess

Father took Pavlik by the hand and went off to bayne cantaloupes.
Petya remained near the horses. He wanted to seeltbing watered.

The horses which had pulled the big lumbering comete led by the
driver to the well; it was the kind known as a 'fezawell”.

The driver stuck his whip into his boot-top andkdwld of the long
pole that hung vertically and had a heavy oak buakeached by a chain
to the end. Moving one hand over the other up thle,he lowered the
bucket into the well. The sweep creaked. Its togp ®mvung down, as if
trying to peep into the well, while the other endhich had a large porous
rock tied to it as a counterweight, glided upwards.

Petya flattened himself against the edge of the avel looked down
into it as if it were a telescope.

The shaft was round, and its stone lining was caverith dark-brown
velvety mould. It was very deep. In the cold dadshat the bottom there
gleamed a tiny circle of water in which Petya saswtmat reflected with
photographic distinctness.

He shouted. The well filled with a resounding rodwe way a clay
pitcher does.

Down and down and down the bucket went. It becadtogether tiny,
but still it did not reach the water. Finally arfaisplash sounded. The
bucket sank into the water, gurgled, and then bégaise.



Heavy drops slapped down into the water, makingaw®ilike caps
exploding.

The pole, polished by countless hands to the smesthof glass, took
a long time to rise. At last the wet chain appeaiféat sweep creaked for
the last time. The driver seized the heavy buck#ét s strong hands
and emptied it into the stone trough.

But first he drank out of the bucket himself. THeetya drank. That
was the most thrilling moment in the whole procedof watering the
horses.

The water was as transparent as could be, andldsasdce. Petya
dipped his nose and chin into it. The inside oflibeket was coated with
a beard of green slime. The bucket and the sliniedmalmost weird
fascination. There was something very, very oldualibem, something
reminding him of the forest, of the Russian fametabout the wooden
mill, the Miller who was a sorcerer, the deep miird, and the Frog
Princess.

Petya's forehead immediately began to ache fronicthevater. But it
was a hot day, and he knew that the ache would gass

He also knew for certain that about eight or teckiets were needed to
water the horses. That would take at least haliam. Plenty of time for
a stroll.

He carefully picked his way through the mud nearttough—mud as
black as boot-polish and indented with hog tradksen he followed a
gutter across a meadow strewn with goose down.

The gutter brought him to a bog overgrown with laftaest of reeds,
sedge and weeds.

Here cool twilight reigned even when the sun washighest and
brightest. A rush of heady odours struck Petyastrii®.

The sharp odour of sedge mingled with the sweetratty smell of
the headache shrubs, which actually did make yead lache.

The shrubs were sharp-leafed and covered with islagkeen bolls
with fleshy prickles and long smelly flowers thatene® remarkably
delicate and remarkably white. Beside them grevhtsigade, henbane,
and the mysterious sleeping-grass.

On the path sat a big frog, its eyes closed aggth@guvere bewitched.
Petya tried with all his might to keep from lookiag the frog: he was
afraid he might see a little golden crown on itadhe

For that matter, the whole place seemed bewitdileglthe forests in
fairy-tales.

Surely somewhere nearby wandered the slender, -éyeg
Alyonushka, weeping bitterly over her brother Ivanka. . ..



And if a little white lamb had suddenly run outrfrahe thicket and
bleated in a thin baby voice, Petya certainly wdwdde been frightened
out of his wits.

The boy decided not to think about the little larBut the more he
tried not to, the more he did. And the more he thid,more he was afraid
to be alone in the black greenness of this bewatgiace.

He screwed up his eyes as tight as he could, tp keen crying out,
and fled from the poisonous thicket. He did notpstanning until he
found himself at the backyard of a small farm.

Behind the wattle fence, on the stakes of whichghan whole
collection of clay pitchers, Petya saw a pleastii lgarman,its small
arena covered with wheat fresh from the fieldgshemiddle of it stood a
girl of about eleven in a long gathered skirt, arsiprint blouse with
puffed sleeves, and a kerchief that came down teyes.

She stood there shielding her eyes against thevgébrher elbow and
shifting her bare feet as she drove round theeilay a long rope, two
horses harnessed one ahead of the other. Scattieersgraw lightly with
their hoofs, the horses pulled a ribbed stone roNer the thick layer of
shining wheat. The roller bounced heavily but nessy.

A wide board, bent upward in front like a ski, dgad behind the
roller.

Petya knew that the bottom of the board was fitéetl a lot of sharp
yellow flints which did an especially good job afidcking the grain out
of the ears.

The board slid along quickly. On it stood a ladR#tya's age, in a
faded shirt unbuttoned at the collar, and a caj thié peak over one ear;
he had a hard time keeping his balance, but hé dith a dashing air, as
though he were sliding downhill standing up onlzotggan.

At his feet a tiny fair-haired girl sat on her hahas, like a mouse;
with both her hands she kept a convulsive grip na of her brother's
trouser-legs.

Round the circle ran an old man, stirring the whedh a wooden
pitchfork and throwing it under the horses' fedte Tircle kept spreading
out, and an old woman was shaping it with a londpdpa

A short distance away, near the rick, a woman waitace black from
the sun and with arms as veined as a man's wasrlagoaway at the
handle of the winnower, as if it were a hurdy-gurded blades flashed in
the round opening of the drum.

The wind carried a shining cloud of chaff out of tiwinnowing
machine. Like light, airy muslin it settled on tgeound and on the tall
weeds; it floated to the vegetable garden whereaaesrow in a torn
cap—it was a nobleman's cap, with a red band—spteadgs over the
dry leaves of ripe yellow-red steppe tomatoes.



It was clear that the whole peasant family, witk #xception of its
head, was at work on this smagarman. The head of the family, of
course, was at the war in Manchuria, and quitdylike that very moment
he was crouching in a field of kaoliang while tremdnese were firing
shimose at him.

The people here were poor, and their threshingamaa small scale,
not at all like the rich, noisy, busy threshingyRetvas accustomed to at
the other farm. But he found this simple sceneifasimng too. He would
have liked very much, for one thing, to take a maethe board with the
flints, or, at least, to turn the handle of the mawer. At any other time
he surely would have asked the boy to take himgatwm the board, but
the pity of it was that he had to hurry.

He went back.

Petya was never to forget the simple, touchingilded&that picture of
peasant labour: the glint of the new straw; thelpeghitewashed back
wall of the clay hut, and beside it the rag dolisl ghe little dried gourds
called tarakutski,the only toys of peasant children; and on the ridfje
the reed roof, a stork standing on one leg nekigdarge and carelessly
built nest.

Especially clear was the picture he carried awathefstork, with its
tight-fitting little jacket and pique vest, its redhlking stick of a leg (the
other leg was bent under and not to be seen atall) the long red beak
that made a wooden click, like a night watchmaatte.

In front of a cottage with a blue notice board megd"Volost
Administration”, three saddled cavalry horses watehed to the porch
posts.

A soldier in dusty boots, with a sword between knges, sat on the
steps in the shade smoking a cigarette made ofedabacco rolled in
newspaper.

"l say there, what are you doing here?" Petya abkad

The soldier lazily surveyed the city boy from headoot and ejected
a long stream of yellow spittle through his te&ttunting down a sailor,"
he said indifferently.

What kind of mysterious and terrible man is thidosavho is hiding
somewhere in the steppe nearby, who sets fire tmsfaand whom
soldiers are hunting? Petya wondered as he wallegn dthe hot,
deserted street back to the well. What if that ditdahighwayman
attacked coaches?

Naturally, Petya did not mention his fears to Fatwed Pavlik. Why
make them worry? But he himself, naturally, wouékg a lookout. And
to be on the safe side he shoved his collectiortbeiaback under the
seat.



As soon as the coach started up the hill he glusdfdte to the
window and anxiously scanned the roadside, exppctom see the
highwayman pop out at every turn.

He was firmly resolved to stick to his post all thay to town, come
what may.

Meanwhile Father and Pavlik, obviously unaware ¢ tdanger,
occupied themselves with the cantaloupes.

In a pillow-case of plain linen that was faded fromumerous
launderings and had a little bouquet of flowers emuered in each
corner, lay ten cantaloupes, bought at a kopech.daather took out a
firm greyish-green one covered with a close netvairknes, and saying,
"Well, now we shall try these famous cantaloupe®atly sliced it
lengthwise and opened it like a book. A wonderfalgfance filled the
coach.

He cut round the soft insides with his penknife #igped them out
the window. Then he divided the cantaloupe into,tlappetising slices.
"Looks quite toothsome," he remarked as he laidineislices on a clean
handkerchief.

Pavlik, who had been fidgeting impatiently all tvbile, pounced on
the biggest slice with both hands and sank intapito his ears. He ate
with gurgling sounds of delight; cloudy drops ocglihung from his chin.

Father, on the other hand, put a small slice insonmouth, tried it,
closed his eyes, and said, "Indeed an excelletalcape."

"Yum-yum," Pavlik confirmed.

Here Petya, behind whose back all these unendutiaibigs had been
taking place, could hold out no longer. Forgettihg danger, he threw
himself upon the cantaloupe.

5
THE RUNAWAY

About ten miles from Akkerman the vineyards beglme cantaloupe
had been eaten long ago and the rind thrown othieofvindow. The trip
was growing tedious. It would soon be midday.

The fresh morning breeze, which had served as mdemthat autumn
really was in the offing, had subsided completélye sun beat down as
in the middle of July; its rays were somehow evettdn, drier, broader.

Sand lay nearly all of two feet deep in the roadd @e horses
laboured to pull the heavy coach through it. Thalsinont wheels sank



in the sand up to the hub. The large rear wheelsbigd along slowly,
crunching the blue seashells in the sand.

A choking cloud of dust as fine as flour envelopieel travellers. Their
eyebrows and eye-lashes turned grey. The dusedrietween their
teeth. Pavlik goggled his mirror-like, light-choat# eyes and sneezed
desperately.

The driver turned into a miller.

All about them the vineyards stretched endlessly.

The earth, dry and grey from dust, was covered thighgnarled plaits
of old vines standing in strict chessboard patt@éhey looked as if they
were twisted by rheumatism. Had not Nature bethbugdrself to
decorate them with those wonderful leaves of aetidesign they might
have looked ugly, repulsive even.

In the rays of the midday sun the leaves, withrtjagjged edges, their
raised patternwork of curving veins and their tuiga spots of copper
sulphate, looked like fresh greenery.

The young shoots of the vines wound sharply rodnedtall stakes,
while the old ones were bent under the weight wételrs of grapes.

It took a keen eye, though, to spot the clustedsldn among the
leaves. A person without any experience might gasaigh several acres
without noticing a single one, yet every vine wamd with them, and
they cried out, "Why, here we are, you strange tarea bushels and
bushels of us, all about you! Pick us and eat, lgtop that you are!"
Then, all of a sudden, the simpleton would notictuater under his very
nose, then another, then a third—until, as if bygimathe entire vineyard
glowed with them.

Petya was an expert in these matters. His eye tdhghclusters at
once. More, he could even tell the different vaéegtas they drove past.
And there were a great many varieties. The lamgietdgreen Chaus had
cloudy pits visible through their thick skin andnguin long triangular
clusters weighing two or three pounds. The expeddreye would never
confuse them with, say, the Ladies' Fingers, whielne also light-green
but longer and shinier. The tender medicinal Staaghight appear to be
the twin of the Pink Muscatel, yet what a worldaotlifference between
them! The round Shashla grapes, pressed so tigbdgigther in their
graceful little clusters that they lost their shapel almost became cubes,
brightly reflected the sun in their honey-pink bldsh The Pink
Muscatels, however, were covered with a dull pstplilm and did not
reflect the sun.

All of them—the blue-black Isabella, the Chaus, 8teshla and the
Muscatel—were so wonderfully ripe and beautifulttegen the critical
butterflies alighted on them as if they were flosyeand the feelers of the
butterflies intertwined with the green tendrilstioé vines.



From time to time a straw hut could be seen ambrgvines. Beside
it, in the lacy blue shade of an apple tree orcapriree, always stood a
tub of copper sulphate.

Petya gazed with longing at those cosy little sthads.

Well did he know the delight of sitting on the oy straw inside such
a hut, in the sultry after-dinner shade.

The oppressive, motionless air would be filled witte aroma of
savoury and fennel. Pods of chick-peas would bendryith a faint
crackle. It was wonderful! What bliss!

The grape-vines would tremble and ripple in thesgyavaves of heat.

And over it all would stretch the dusty, pale-biky of the steppe, a
sky nearly drained of colour by the heat.

How wonderful!

Suddenly something so extraordinary happened, aidswch breath-
taking swiftness, that it was difficult to say whedame first and what
after.

At any rate, first a shot rang out. Not the familallow shot from a
fowling-piece which you so often heard in vineyamsd inspired no
fears. No. This was the ominous and terrifying kraican army rifle.

At that same instant a mounted policeman holdicgraine appeared
in the road.

He raised his carbine again and aimed into thehdepit the vineyard.
But then he changed his mind, lowered the carboresa his saddle,
spurred the horse, and, leaning forward, jumped twe roadside ditch
and the high embankment right into the vineyard.skg@ped down his
cap and galloped straight ahead, trampling thesviG®on he was lost
from sight.

The coach continued on its way.

For a time not a soul was to be seen.

All of a sudden there was a stirring in the bustieshe embankment
behind them. A figure jumped into the ditch andntlctambered out into
the road.

Veiled in a thick cloud of dust, the figure racdtkathe coach.

The driver, on his high seat, was probably thet fics notice that
figure. But instead of pulling on the brakes heodtaip and waved the
whip furiously over his head. The horses broke agallop.

But the stranger had already jumped on the foothdde opened the
rear door and looked in.

His breath came in painful gasps.

He was a stocky man with a young face pale froghtfriand brown
eyes filled with what seemed either merriment adiie fear.

A shiny new cap with a button on it, the kind opagorkmen wore on
holidays, sat awkwardly on his large, round, closmped head. Yet



under his tight jacket could be seen an embroidesieidt such as
farmhands wore, so that he seemed to be a farmiebtwo.

However, his thick trousers of pilot-cloth, whiclere velvety with
dust, were neither a workman's nor a farm labairer'

One of the trouser-legs had pulled up, showingulsecoloured top of
a rough, double-seamed navy boot.

"The sailor!" The instant this terrifying thougha$hed through Petya's
mind he clearly saw, to his horror, a blue anclattobed on the back of
the hand clenched round the door-knob.

The stranger was obviously just as embarrassed ibystidden
intrusion as were the passengers themselves.

At sight of the dumbfounded gentleman in pince-iaezl the two
frightened children, he moved his lips soundledsé/seemed to be trying
to say hello, or else to apologise.

But all that came of his efforts was a twisted,fasad smile.

Finally he waved his hand and was about to jummftbe footboard
to the road, but a mounted detail suddenly appeane@dd. He peered
cautiously round the corner of the coach, and wieenaught sight of the
soldiers in a cloud of dust he quickly jumped iesidlamming the door
after him.

He looked at the passengers with pleading eyes, Waghout saying
a word, he dropped to all fours. To Petya's hotnercrawled under the
seat where the collections were hidden.

Petya looked in despair at Father. But Fatherlssdlately motionless;
his face was impassive and somewhat pale, andelaisiutted forward
determinedly. His hands were folded on his stomaehywas twirling his
thumbs.

His entire appearance said: Nothing has happened.nYust not ask
any questions. You must sit in your places and icoattravelling as
before.

Petya, and little Pavlik too, understood Fathemate. Mum's the
word! Under the circumstances that was the simplegtbest policy.

As to the driver, he was no problem at all. He wadusy whipping
on the horses that he never even glanced back.

In a word, it was a most curious but unanimous pivasy of silence.

The mounted detail rode up to the coach.

Soldiers' faces looked in at the window. But thikosavas already far
back under the seat. He was completely out of sight

The soldiers obviously found nothing suspiciouthiat peaceful coach
with the children and the egg-plants. They rodeviahout stopping.

For not less than half an hour after that all walent. The sailor lay
under the seat without stirring. Tranquillity reegh



Finally a string of little houses amidst green a&dcees came into
view ahead. The outskirts of the town.

Father was the first to break the silence. "Welkliwwe've almost
reached Akkerman," he remarked as if to himself,igea deliberately
loud voice, as he stood gazing nonchalantly outtimelow. "It's already
in sight. How frightfully hot it is! And not a soir the road."

Petya saw through his father's manoeuvre at oné&e'ré almost
there!" he shouted. "We're almost there!"

He took Pavlik by the shoulders and pushed himh® window.
"Look, Pavlik," he cried with feigned excitemenkpdk at that beautiful
bird in the sky!"

"Where?" Pavlik asked with curiosity, sticking d¢us$ tongue.

"Goodness gracious, what a stupid thing you arey \Wiereit is."

"l don't see it."

"You must be blind."

At that moment there was a rustle behind themovadd by the
banging of the door. Petya quickly turned roundt 8erything was the
same as before—only now there was no boot sticuigrom under the
seat.

Petya looked in alarm under the seat to see ifdilsections were safe.
They were. Everything was in order.

At the window, Pavlik was still moving his headghway and that,
looking for the bird,

"Where's the bird?" he asked querulously, twistimg little mouth.
"Show me the bird. Pe-e-et-ya, where's the bird?"

"Stop whining," Petya said in the tone of a grovm-tThe bird's
gone. It flew away. Don't bother me."

Pavlik gave a deep sigh: he saw that he had bekedr He looked
under the seat, but to his amazement no one waes the

"Daddy,” he said finally, in a shaking voice, "wh&r the man?
Where's he gone to?"

"Stop chattering," Father said sternly.

Pavlik fell into a sad silence, puzzling over theysterious
disappearance of the bird and the no less mystedmappearance of the
man.

The wheels began to clatter over cobblestonescdheh drove into a
shady street lined with acacias.

The grey wobbly trunks of telephone poles flashgdand roofs of red
tile and blue-painted iron; for a minute the dulater of the estuary
appeared in the distance.

An ice-cream man in a raspberry-coloured shirt edlioy in the
shade, carrying his tub on his head.



Judging by the sun, it was already past one o'clbbk Turgenewas
to sail at two.

Father told the driver to go directly to the wharthout stopping at a
hotel. At the wharf, the steamer had just let ouey long and deep hoot.

6
THE TURGENEV

Even in the early years of this century fhergenewwas considered
quite out of date.

With her gather long but narrow hull, her two paddiheels—their
red float-boards could be seen through the slitt@found paddle-box—
and her two funnels she looked more like a big ¢huthan a small
steamer.

To Petya, however, th€urgenevwas always one of the miracles of
shipbuilding, and the trip between Odessa and Akkerseemed no less
than a voyage across the Atlantic Ocean.

A second-class ticket cost a goodly sum: one rablé ten kopeks.
Two tickets were bought. Pavlik travelled free.

Still, travelling by steamer was much cheaper, amgth pleasanter,
besides, than bouncing along in the dust for thimtkes in an Ovidiopol
carriage. This was a rattling vehicle with a Jewiklver in a tattered
gaberdine belted swaggeringly with a coachman's gedlle; a
despondent-looking fellow with red hair and withesyalways pink and
ailing, who tested the five-ruble piece with histte He would drag the
very heart out of his passengers by stopping etveoymiles to feed oats
to his decrepit nags.

No sooner had they settled themselves in a sedasd-cabin than
Pavlik, worn out by the heat and the drive, becdnmevsy. He had to be
put to bed at once on the black oilcloth bunk; @k was burning hot
from the sun beating through the rectangular wirglow

The windows were framed in highly polished brasse,t but they
spoiled the fun all the same.

Everyone knew that a ship was supposed to havedr@antholes
which were screwed down when a storm blew up.

In this respect the third-class quarters in the lwfwthe ship were
much better, for they had real portholes, even dghoinstead of soft
bunks there were only plain wooden plank-benchés, ih the horse-
trams.

Travelling third class, however, was looked uponiagroper”, in
just the same degree as travelling first class"e=srbitant".



By social standing, it was to the middle categdrpassengers, to the
second class, that the family of the Odessa sclastén Batchei
belonged. That was as pleasant and convenientnme s@ases as it was
inconvenient and humiliating in others. It all daged upon which class
their acquaintances were travelling in.

For that reason Mr. Batchei, so as to avoid unrsacgsindignities,
made it a point never to depart from the summaenartels the company of
wealthy neighbours.

The tomato and grape season was then at its hdigétloading went
on and on tediously.

Several times Petya stepped out on deck to seeharhtdtey would
ever be ready to cast off. Each time it seemednotinat no progress was
being made. The stevedores were following one @&natp the gangway
in an endless file, carrying crates and basketthein shoulders, and still
the cargo on the wharf did not diminish.

The boy walked over to the mate, who was in chafgene loading,
and hovered about beside him. He went to the hatgland looked down
it to see how wine barrels were carefully lowenetd ithe hold on chains,
three or four at a time, tied together.

Every now and then he went so far as to brush lbmneagainst the
mate. "Accidentally on purpose”, to attract attemtio himself.

"Don't get in the way, my lad," the mate said, ar@tbbut indifferent.

Petya took no offence. The main thing was to stugea conversation
by hook or by crook.

"l say there, tell me please, are we starting sbon?

"We are."

"How soon?"

"As soon as we're loaded we'll start."

"But when will we be loaded?"

"When we start."

Petya gave a loud laugh, to flatter the mate.

"But tell me really—when?"

"Get out of the way, | said!"

Petya walked off with a lively, independent air, #sugh no
unpleasantness had occurred between them; it wagdysthat they had
chatted and then parted.

He rested his chin on the rail and again lookethatwharf. Now he
was bored to death by it.

Besides thdurgenev, areat many barges were being loaded.

The whole wharf was crowded with wagons of wheat.

The wheat made a dry, silken rustle as it flowetvrdhe wooden
chutes into the square hatchways of the holds.



A fierce white sun reigned with merciless monotawer that dusty
square which had not the slightest trace of beauppetry.

Everything, absolutely everything, seemed dreadywagly.

Those wonderful tomatoes which had such a warm @elittious
gleam in the shade of wilted leaves in the vegetaardens now lay
packed in thousands of crates all alike.

Those tender-tender grapes, each cluster of wimckhe vineyard,
seemed a work of art, had been squeezed greeddycwmarse willow
baskets and hastily sewn round with sacking; anctach basket there
was a label besmeared with paste.

The wheat that had been grown and harvested wih Elbour—the
large amber wheat fragrant with all the odoursheftiot fields—Iay there
on a dirty tarpaulin, and men in boots walked atzer

Among the sacks, crates and barrels strode an Ald@policeman in
a white uniform jacket, with an orange revolverecosund his sunburned
neck and a long sword at his side.

The motionless river heat, the dust, and the sfilggut never-ending
noise of the tedious loading made Petya sleepy.

On an off-chance, he went up to the mate againntb dut if they
would start soon, and again he received the answa¢mwhen they were
loaded they would start, and they would be loadedmthey started.

Yawning, and reflecting sleepily that everything time world was
obviously merchandise—the tomatoes were merchartlisdarges were
merchandise, the houses on the earthen shore werehandise, the
lemon-yellow ricks next to those houses were merdisg, and quite
likely the stevedores were merchandise too—Pegggsted to the cabin
and lay down beside Pavlik. He fell asleep befarekhew it, and when
he woke up he found they were already moving.

The cabin had in some strange way changed itsi@ositt had
become much lighter. Across the ceiling ran a milikee reflection of
rippling water.

The engine was working. The busy flutter of thedtedvheels could
be heard.

Petya had missed the most thrilling moment of tbeadture—missed
the third blast of the siren, the captain's commahd raising of the
gangway, the casting-off. . . .

What made it all the more horrible was that neithather nor Pavlik
was in the cabin. That meant they had seen it all.

"Why didn't you wake me?" Petya cried out. He &dtif he had been
robbed in his sleep.

As he rushed out of the cabin to the deck he gawvédeh a frightful
bang against the sharp brass threshold. But hengaadtention to such a
trifle.



"Drat them! Drat them!"

Petya need not have been so excited, however.

The boat had indeed cast off, but it had not yeasraight course; it
was only turning about. That meant the most intargsevents were still
to come.

There would be "slow ahead", and "dead slow ahead!,"stop", and
"go astern”, and "dead astern”, and a host of otasrinating things
which the boy knew to perfection.

The wharf moved back, grew smaller, circled about.

The boat was suddenly full of passengers, all chogvtbgether at the
same side. They were still waving their handkeirfshesd hats, with as
much frenzy as if they were bound for the end ef world, while as a
matter of fact they were travelling a distancexadatly thirty miles as the
crow flies.

But such were the traditions of sea travel, andhstize hot
temperament of Southerners.

Most of them were third-class passengers and daskemgers from
the lower foredeck, near the hold. They were nlatwadd on the upper
deck, which was reserved exclusively for the "clepmblic of the first
and second classes.

Petya caught sight of Father and Pavlik on thedegk. They were
waving their hats excitedly.

Also on deck were the captain and the entire cretve-mate and two
barefoot deck-hands. The only members of the whkotsv who were
doing anything really nautical were the captain and of the hands. The
mate and the other hand were selling tickets. Wh#ir coloured little
paper rolls and a green wire cash-box of the kswhily seen in bakeries,
they were making the round of the passengers whkonba had time to
buy tickets on shore.

The captain gave his commands striding back anth facross the
deck between the bridges on either side. Meanwhidfit before the
admiring eyes of the passengers,

the deck-hand looked into the big brass pot of mpass and turned
the steering-wheel, helping it along now and théh Wis bare foot. The
steering-wheel creaked incredibly and the ruddeinshclanged as they
crept backwards and forwards along the side, reaadyny moment to tear
away the trains of careless ladies.

The boat was backing and slowly turning.

"Starboard helm!" cried the captain to the helmsmida had the
hoarse, mustardy voice of a glutton and a bully piil not the slightest
attention to the passengers who had gathered efesemtial knot at the
compass. "Starboard helm! More! A little more! Anmet trifle more!
Good! Steady!"



The captain went across to the starboard bridgenex the speaking
tube, and pressed the pedal. In the depths ofdae&abell ting-a-linged.
The passengers lifted their eyebrows respectfully exchanged silent
glances. They understood: the captain had justaBeghto the engine-
room.

What should he do? Run to the bridge to watch #pgatn call down
into the speaking tube, or remain near the helmsamghthe compass?
Petya was ready to tear himself in two.

The speaking tube won.

He seized Pavlik by the hand and dragged him tdotitgye. "Look,
Pavlik, look!" he shouted excitedly, not withoutetlsecret hope of
astonishing two pretty little girls by his knowleglgf things nautical.
"He's going to say 'Go ahead' into the speaking.tub

"Slow astern!" said the captain into the speakuizget

Down below, the bell immediately ting-a-linged. Thaeant the
command had been heard.

-
THE PHOTOGRAPH

Akkerman had disappeared from sight, and so haduihs of the old
Turkish fortress, yet the steamer was still runrilogvn the enormously
broad estuary of the Dniester. There seemed ndcetite ugly, coffee-
coloured river, over which the sun had poured ddadilm.

The water was so muddy that the boat's shadow sktni®e lying on
clay.

The passengers felt as though the trip had notegly begun. They
were all sick of the estuary and were waiting far sea.

Finally, after about an hour and a half, the steamared the mouth of
the estuary.

Petya glued himself to the rail; he did not wantmss even the
slightest detail of the great moment. The wateabexnoticeably lighter,
although it still was fairly muddy.

The waves now were broader and higher. The buoykimgathe
channel jutted out of the water like red sticksd atieir pointed
mushroom caps rocked unsteadily to and fro.

At times a buoy floated so close to the ship's side# Petya could
clearly see the iron cage in the centre of the mogsh where a lantern
was placed at night.

The Turgenevovertook several black fishing boats and two small
boats with taut dark sails.



The boats, lifted and then dropped by the steamexise, began to
rock.

Off the hot sandy Cape of Karolino-Bugaz, with kerder-post
barracks and mast, a broad fairway marked by taesliof buoys led out
into the open sea.

Now the captain himself looked at the compass enemyte or so and
indicated the course to the helmsman.

This was clearly no trifing matter.

The water became still lighter. Now it was obvigudiluted by the
pure blue of the sea.

"Half-speed!" the captain called into the speakine.

Ahead of them, sharply divided from the yellow esyy lay the
shaggy blue-black sea.

"Slow!"

From the sea came a fresh wind.

"Dead slow!"

The engine almost stopped breathing. The floatdsoharely slapped
the water. The flat shore stretched so near thdingaacross to it seemed
the easiest thing in the world.

The small, dazzling white lighthouse at the bonglest; the high mast
with its gay garlands of naval flags stiffened by twind; the gunboat
sitting low among the reeds; the small figures loé torder guards
washing their linen in the crystal shallow water+—#iese moved
noiselessly past the ship, their sunlit detailschsar and distinct as
transfer pictures.

The nearness of the sea made the world clean asi &gain, as if all
the dust had suddenly been blown away from the amgpher passengers.

A change came over the crates and baskets, toot Wath been
insufferably dull merchandise gradually turned io&@go, and as the ship
approached the sea it began to creak, as real shoyid.

"Half-speed!"

The border post lay astern; it shifted about aniftedr into the
distance. The ship was surrounded by deep watsr end dark-green.
The moment she entered it she started to rollwind whipped spray on
the deck.

"Full speed!"

Murky clouds of soot poured out of the hoarsely&pling funnels. A
slanting shadow settled across the awning at #dra.st

Apparently that old lady, the engine, was not fgdit so easy to
battle the strong waves of the open sea. She liedarathe hard.

The ancient plating creaked rhythmically. The amclhioder the
bowsprit bowed to the waves.



The wind had already managed to carry off a stray it floated
away, rocking in the broad foamy wake.

Four blind Jews in blue spectacles climbed the dadd the upper
deck in single file, holding down their bowler hats

They seated themselves on a bench and then wahtwath their
fiddles.

“The Hills of Manchuria" march, played in a sickegly false key,
mingled with the heavy sighs of the engine.

Up the same ladder ran one of the ship's two stisydne tails of his
dress coat waving in the wind; he wore white cottpoves that were
comparatively clean. As he ran he bore along, thi¢ghskill of a juggler, a
tray with a fizzing bottle of lemonade.

That was how they entered the sea.

Petya had already inspected the whole ship. Hedmsmbvered that
there were no suitable children aboard, hardly aaywith whom a
pleasant acquaintance might be struck up.

At first, true, the two girls for whom he so unsessfully showed off
his nautical knowledge had looked promising.

But not for long.

To begin with, the girls were travelling first ckasand by speaking
French with their governess they gave him to uridedsright off that
they had nothing in common with a boy from the selcoass.

Then, the minute they reached the sea one of tleebgicame sea-sick;
and—as Petya had seen through the open door—shéagam a velvet
divan in the unattainable splendour of a first-glaabin; moreover, she
lay there sucking a lemon, which was downright dssiong.

And lastly, though she was undoubtedly beautiful alegantly
turned-out (she wore a short coat with golden Imsttdecorated with
anchors, and a sailor hat with a red pompon, Freitylk), the girl who
remained on deck turned out to be singularly cagus; and a cry-baby.
She quarrelled endlessly with her father, a tattreganely phlegmatic
gentleman with side-whiskers, who wore a flowingeaHe was the very
image of Lord Glenarvan fro@aptain Grant's Children.

Father and daughter were carrying on the follovaogversation:

“I'm thirsty, Daddy."

“Never mind, you'll get over it," Lord Glenarvan phed
phlegmatically, without taking his eyes from hiadxulars.

The girl stamped her foot. "I'm thirsty," she refeela raising her voice.

"Never mind, you'll get over it," her father regljecalmer than ever.

The girl chanted with stubborn fury, "Daddy, I'mr¢ty. Daddy, I'm
thirsty. Daddy, I'm thirsty."



Bubbles frothed on her angry lips. In a naggingmuitaat would have
tried the patience of an angel, she continued, a@ady, I'm thir-ir-ir-
sty. I'm thir-ir-ir-sty."

To which Lord Glenarvan leisurely replied, with avegreater
indifference and without raising his voice, "Nevemd, you'll get over
it."

This strange duel between the two obstinate crestiad been going
on practically all the way since Akkerman.

Naturally, striking up an acquaintance with her wgaste out of the
question.

Then Petya found a fascinating occupation: he Wb in the
footsteps of one of the passengers. Everywherpabsenger went, Petya
went too.

That was really interesting, especially since Pdtgd long noticed
something strange about the passenger's behaviour.

Other passengers, perhaps, had not noticed onenisisig
circumstance, but Petya had, and he was greatigkshy it.

This man did not have a ticket, and the mate wagwell aware of it.

But for some reason he had said nothing to theng#rgpassenger.
More, he had given him permission—not in so manydspof course—
to go wherever he wished, even into the first-ctagsns.

Petya clearly saw what had passed when the mateaged the
strange passenger with his wire cash-box.

"Your ticket?"

The passenger whispered something in the mate.s Téa mate
nodded. "Right you are."

After that, no one disturbed the strange passerienwvalked about
the whole ship, looking into every corner: into tt&bins, the engine-
room, the refreshment bar, the lavatory, the hold.

Now who could he be?

A landowner? No. Landowners did not dress that a@ay did not act
that way.

A Bessarabian landowner always wore a heavy linest doat and a
white travelling cap, and the visor of the cap wasered with finger
marks. Next, he would have a drooping corn-coloursdistache, and a
small wicker basket with a padlock on it. In thesket there were always
a box of smoked mackerel, some tomatoes and someaBcheese, and
two or three quarts of new white wine in a greettléo

Landowners travelled second class, for economyke;stihey kept
together, never came out of their cabins, and w&hkvays either eating or
playing cards.

Petya had not seen the strange passenger in tmejpany.



He wore a summer cap, true enough, but he hadenetust coat nor
a wicker basket.

No, decidedly, he was not a landowner.

Then perhaps he was a postal official, or a schasien?

Hardly.

Although under his jacket he dwlear a pongee shirt with a turned-
down collar, and instead of a tie a cord withdiflompons, his curled-up
moustache which was as black as boot-polish angnheth-shaven chin
obviously did not fit in with that.



And as for the smoked pince-nez—uncommonly largesothey
were—on the coarse fleshy nose with hairy nosttiiisy did not fit any
category of passenger whatsoever.

Besides, there were those pinstripe trousers aosetlsandals over
thick white socks.

Yes, something was definitely fishy here.



Petya shoved his hands in his pockets (which, eythy, was strictly
forbidden) and strolled along with a most indepenaer, following the
strange passenger all over the ship.

At first the passenger stood for a while in therovar passage-way
between the engine-room and the galley.

The galley gave off the sour, smoky reek of anmgaliouse, and from
the open ventilators of the engine-room there carnet wind smelling of
superheated steam, iron, boiling water and oil.

The engine-room skylight was raised, and Petyadclmadk down into
it—which he did with delight.

He knew the engine from A to Z, yet he went intptuaes each time
he saw it. He could stand there watching it forrsou

As everybody knew, the engine was outdated and doodothing
and so on, but it was incredibly powerful and astoing all the same.

The steel connecting rods covered with thick grgerase slid back
and forth with amazing ease, considering they wasigdn ton.

The pistons pumped furiously. The cast-iron cramkded. The brass
discs of the cams rubbed quickly and nervously regjabne another,
exerting a mysterious influence on the painstakvogk of the modest but
important slide valves.

And over all this swirling chaos reigned an immeéysrige flywheel.
At first glance it seemed to be turning slowly, kadten one took a closer
look one saw that it was going at a tremendousdsped was raising a
steady hot wind.

It was nerve-racking to watch the mechanic as Heedlaabout among
those inexorably moving joints and bent over tolypipe long nozzle of
his oil can to them.

But the most amazing thing in the whole engine-rosas the ship's
one and only electric lamp.

It hung in a wire muzzle, under a tin plate. (Andatva far cry it was
from the blindingly bright electric lamps of today!

Inside its blackened glass there was a dimly glgwed-hot little loop
of wire which quivered at every vibration of thegsh

But it seemed a miracle. It was associated with riegic word
"Edison”, which in the boy's mind had long sincatloneaning as a
surname and had taken on mysterious meaning ase@opienon of
Nature, like "magnetism", or "electricity".

After that the strange man walked unhurriedly rothvelower decks.

Petya had the impression he was making a secretdmytattentive
study of the passengers who were sitting on themdles and baskets at
the mast, near the rails, and beside the cargo.

He was ready to bet (betting, by the way, was sisotly forbidden)
that the man was secretly searching for someone.



The stranger stepped unceremoniously over sleddmidavians. He
squeezed his way through groups of Jews who weregealives. He
cautiously raised the edges of a tarpaulin stretaheer some crates of
tomatoes.

Asleep on the bare boards of the deck lay a mam & cap over his
cheek and his head nestling in one of the ropeeiesnghich are lowered
over the side to soften the ship's impact agahesiatharf. His arms were
spread out and his legs were drawn up, just agdastaeps.

Petya gave a casual glance at the man's legs andstbod petrified:
the trousers had pulled up, and he saw the welengnered navy boots
with the rust-coloured tops.

There could be no doubt about it. They were thg same boots he
had seen under the seat in the coach that morning.

And even if that was a mere coincidence, there smmsething else
that most certainly was not. On the sleeping maasl, in the very same
place—the fleshy triangle beneath the thumb ancfifoyer—Petya
clearly saw a small blue anchor.

He almost cried out in surprise.

He controlled himself because he noticed that teepsng man had
attracted the attention of the moustached pass¢oger

Moustaches walked past the sleeper several timyasg tto peer under
the cap covering his face. But he did not succédé@n he walked by
once again and stepped on the sleeping man's asuifdyy accident.

"Sorry!"

The other gave a start. He sat up and looked romnfdight with
sleepy, uncomprehending eyes.

"Eh? What's up? Where to?" he muttered disjointediyie rubbed the
coral imprint of the rope on his cheek.

It was he, the very same sailor!

Petya hid behind the hatchway and watched withdobteath to see
what would happen next.

But nothing special happened. After excusing himsagain,
Moustaches went on his way, and the sailor turrnved on his other side.
He did not go back to sleep, however, but kept ilogpkound in alarm
and—so it seemed to Petya—impatient annoyance.

What should he do? Run to Father? Or tell the wistbey to the
mate?

No, no!

Petya clearly remembered Father's behaviour irctiaeh. Evidently
the whole business was something about which heldmeither speak to
anybody nor ask any questions, but simply holdthrggue and make
believe he knew nothing.



At this point he decided to hunt up Moustaches sew what he was
doing.

He found him on the first-class deck, which wascpeally deserted.
He was leaning against a life-boat with a can\gl#ly roped over it.

Under the deck-house the invisible wheel was powmdivay at water
almost black and covered with a coarse lace of fdamas making the
kind of noise you heard at a watermill. The shgiiadow, now a rather
long one, slid quickly over the bright waves, whicinned a darker and
darker blue the farther away they were.

At the stern waved the white, blue and red merciany flag, shot
through by the sun.

Behind her the ship left a broad wake; it widened anelted and
stretched far into the distance, like a well-swapigh road at Shrovetide.

On the left ran the high clay shore of Novorossia.

As for Moustaches, he was furtively examining sdnimgf he held in
his hand.

Petya stole up to him from behind, stood on tiptoe saw it. It was a
small, passport-size photograph of a sailor in fuiform; his cap was
tilted at a swaggerish angle, and on its band asiscription:

KNYAZ POTEMKIN TAVRICHESKY

That was the very same sailor, the one with théd@neon his hand.

And here Petya suddenly realised, in a flash oigiis what was
strange about Moustaches' appearance: like the wi#nthe anchor,
Moustaches wais disguise.

8
"MAN OVERBOARD!"

A fair wind was blowing. To help the engine alonglao make up for
the time lost during loading, the captain ordersaibto be set.

Not a single holiday celebration, not a single pn¢s could have
thrown Petya into such raptures as did that trifle.

On second thought, a fine trifle!

An engine and a sail at one and the same time enaod the same
ship! A packet-boat and frigate combined!

| dare say that you, comrades, would also be deligii you suddenly
had the good fortune to make a sea voyage on asteamer that was
under sail into the bargain.



Even in those days sails were set only on the tkteamers, and on
the rarest occasions at that. Nowadays it is ngwee at all.

So you can easily imagine how Petya felt about it.

Naturally, Moustaches and the runaway flew outiefrhind at once.
He stood in the bow, gazing in a trance at thefbatedeck-hand who
was pulling, rather lazily, a neatly folded sait ofithe hatchway.

Petya knew perfectly well that this was a jib. &le same he went up
to the mate, who, because there were no other seavas helping to set
the sail.

"l say there, tell me please, is that a jib?"

"Itis.”

The mate's tone was decidedly gruff, but Petya waisthe least
offended. He knew very well that a real sea dog waand to be
somewhat gruff. Otherwise what kind of sea-farirgnnwvas he?

Petya looked at the passengers with a restraingédrisu smile and
again addressed the mate, casually, as man to"idaw: tell me, please,
what other kinds of sails are there? How aboutithasail and foresail?"

"Get out of the way," the mate said, with the egpr@n of a man
whose tooth has suddenly begun to ache. "Run atoygur Mama in the
cabin."

"My Mama's dead," Petya told the rude fellow witd pride. "We're
travelling with Father."

To that the mate made no reply, and the conversatided.

Finally the jib was set.

The little ship ploughed on faster than ever. Odegas now tangibly
near. The white spit of the Sukhoi Liman came sight ahead.

The shallow water of this estuary was such a dandedark blue that
it gave off a reddish glow.

Then the slate roofs of Lustdorf, the German quaded the tall
rough-hewn church with the weather-vane on itsespipeared.

And after that came the villas, orchards, vegetgaelens, bathing
beaches, towers, lighthouses.

First there was the famous Kovalevsky tower, a tomth a legend.

A rich man by the name of Kovalevsky decided tddyuat his own
risk, a water-supply system for the city. It wolldve brought him vast
profit. For every drink of water they took, peomteuld have to pay Mr.
Kovalevsky as much as he wanted. You see, the smlyce of good
drinking water near Odessa was on Mr.Kovalevslgrsll But the water
lay very deep, and to get it a tremendous wateetdwad to be built. That
was a big job for « a single man to handle. ButsiMr. Kovalevsky did
not want to share his future profits with anyone,ldegan to build the
tower on his own. The work turned out to cost muoabdre than he had
thought it would. His relatives pleaded with himgioe up his mad idea,



but he had already put so much money into it teatvauld not back out.
He went on with the work. When the tower was thyaarters built he
ran out of money. But by mortgaging all his houses his lands, he
managed to finish the tower. It was a huge thingl & looked like a
chessboard castle enlarged thousands of times. @wa$s whole
families used to come from Odessa to look at thedeo But the tower
alone was not enough, of course. Machines had t@rbered from
abroad; holes had to be drilled, mains had to e Mr. Kovalevsky
grew desperate. He ran to the merchants and baok@udessa for a loan.
He offered a fabulous rate of interest. He promidein dividends such
as they had never dreamed of. He begged, he wemt do his knees, he
wept. But the rich merchants and bankers would fogdive him for
having refused to take them in as partners fronb@genning. They were
deaf to his pleas. Not a kopek did he get from adyb He was
completely ruined, broken, crushed. The water-rbaicame an obsession
with him. All day long he used to pace, like a maaimround and round
the tower which had swallowed his whole fortuneknag his brains for a
way to raise money. Little by little he went outlo$ mind. One fine day
he climbed to the very top of the accursed tower jamped down. That
had happened about fifty years earlier, but theetpilackened with age,
still stood overlooking the sea not far from thehrcommercial city, as a
grim warning and a ghastly monument to insatiabliedn greed.

Then the new white lighthouse appeared, and dftaeiold one, now
no longer in service.

Lit up by the pink sun setting into the golden chaif suburban
acacias, they looked so distinct, so near— andyeabd, so familiar—as
they towered over the bluffs, that Petya was rdadylow into the jib as
hard as he could, if only that would make the simpve sooner.

From here on he knew every inch of the coast. BolSbntan, Sredny
Fontan, Maly Fontan, the high, steep shore ovemgneith scratch weed,
wild rose, lilac, and hawthorn.

The big rocks standing in the water in the shadbthe bluffs, rocks
green with slime halfway up their sides, and omtliee swimmers and
the anglers with their bamboo poles.

And here was Arcadia, the restaurant on piles, wthband-stand—
from a distance so small, no bigger than a prorgpterx—its brightly-
coloured sunshades, and the table-cloths acrosshwie cool wind was
scurrying. Each new detail which met the boy's ewes fresher and
more interesting than the one before. They hadbeen forgotten. No!
They could be forgotten no more than he could fotge own name!
They had somehow merely slipped from his memoryadrme. Now
they were suddenly rushing back, the way a boyasisiome after having
gone out without permission.



They came racing back, more and more of them &llttme, one
overtaking the other.

They seemed to be shouting to him, in eager rivalry

"Greetings, Petya! So you're back at last! How wawissed you!
Come now, don't you recognise us? Take a good lbuk:is me, your
favourite summer resort, Marazli. How you loved w@lk over my
splendidly clipped emerald lawns, strictly forbiddéhough that was!
How you loved to examine my marble statues, ovachvhig snails with
four little horns—'lavriks-pavliks', you called time—used to crawl,
leaving behind a slimy trail'! Look how I've growmrthg the summer!
Look how thick my chestnut trees have become! \\jaageous dahlias
and peonies are in bloom in my flower-beds! Whagmii@gcent August
butterflies you'll see alighting in the dark shaday my garden walks!"

"And here am |, Otrada! Surely you haven't forgottay bathing
beach, my shooting gallery, my skittle-alley! Loakme: while you were
gone we put up a wonderful merry-go-round, withteaand horses. And
a stone's throw away lives your old friend GavHke's counting the hours
until your return. So hurry, hurry!

“I'm here too, Petya! How do you do? Don't you gggse Langeron?
Look at all the flat-bottomed fishing boats pullga on my beach, and at
all the fishing nets drying on crossed oars! Washre, in my sand, that
last year you found two kopeks and then drank fehole glasses—it
was so much you actually had to force it down —airkvass,and it
tickled your nose and nipped your tongue? Don't igmognise thé&vass
stand? Why, here it is at the edge of the blufiasge as life, amidst the
weeds that have grown so high during the summet d@n't even need
binoculars to see it!"

"And here am I! I'm here too! Hello, Petya! Ah,yibu only knew
what's been going on here in Odessa while you asmss/! Hello! Hello!"

As they approached the city the wind grew quietel \@armer.

Now the sun had disappeared altogether. Only thetahe mast and
the tiny red peak of the weather-vane still gloviredhe absolutely clear
pink sky.

The jib was taken in.

The pounding of the ship's engine raised a lou@ @chong the bluffs
and crags of the shore. Up the mast crept theymdlew top lantern.

In thought Petya was already ashore, in Odessa.

Had anybody told him that only a short while befotkat very
morning, in fact, he had almost cried when biddmagwell to the farm,
he never would have believed it.

The farm? Which farm? He had already forgottertt ihad ceased to
exist for him—until the next summer.



Quick, quick! To the cabin, to hurry Daddy and tat pheir things
together!

Petya spun about, ready to run. But then he frozerror. The sailor
with the anchor on his hand was sitting on the sst&fpthe bow-ladder,
and Moustaches was walking directly towards hinmdsain pockets,
without his pince-nez, his sandals squeaking.

He came up to the sailor, leaned over him, and said voice neither
loud nor soft, "Zhukov?"

"What about Zhukov?" the sailor said in a low, isted voice. He
turned visibly pale and stood up.

"Sit down. Be quiet. Sit down, | tell you."

The sailor continued to stand. A faint smile treeabbn his ashen lips.

Moustaches frowned. "From thotemkin?How do you do, my dear
chap. You might at least have changed your bootsl #s waiting for
you all this long time. Well, what have you to day yourself, Rodion
Zhukov? The game's up, en?"

With these words Moustaches gripped the sailohbysteeve.

The sailor's face contorted.

"Hands off!" he cried in a terrible voice. He shdt his weight and
slammed his fist into Moustaches' chest with adl imight. "Keep your
hands off a sick man!"

The sleeve ripped.

"Stop!"

But it was too late.

The sailor had torn himself free and was runningvrddhe deck,
weaving in and out among the baskets, crates, amskepgers.
Moustaches ran after him.

An onlooker might have thought these two grown mame playing
tag.

They dived, one after the other, into the passagg-mext to the
engine-room and then bobbed up on the other siley Tan up the
ladder, their soles drumming and sliding on thepsry brass steps.

"Stop! Grab him!" cried Moustaches, wheezing heauvil

The sailor now carried a batten which he had toasé somewhere on
the way.

"Grab him! Grab him!"

The passengers, frightened and curious, gathereddluster on the
deck. There was a piercing blast from a policemahistle.

The sailor cleared a high hatchway in one leap. diteiged
Moustaches, who had run round the hatchway, juniyze#t over it, and
then hopped on a bench. From the bench he sprahg tail, grasped the
ensign staff, and struck Moustaches across the idgite the batten as
hard as he could. Then he jumped into the sea.



Spray showered up over the stern.

"Oh!"

The passengers, every single one of them, reelekl dmif a gust of
wind had caught them.

Moustaches ran back and forth in front of the rddlatch him! He'll
get away!" he cried hoarsely, holding his handkisoface. "Catch him!
He'll get away!"

The mate ran up the ladder three steps at a titieanife-belt.

"Man overboard!"

The passengers reeled forward towards the raiif asw a gust of
wind had caught them from behind.

Petya squeezed through to the rail. Amid the wrdpggg-white of the
foam, the sailor's head bobbed up and down withnitrees like a float.
He was already a good way off, and he was swimming.

Not towards the ship, but away from it, working hisns and legs as
fast as he could. After every three or four strokegurned back a tense,
angry face.

The mate saw that the man who was overboard hathadlightest
desire to be "saved". On the contrary, he was Igldiying to put as
much distance as possible between himself andakiswg's. Besides, he
was an excellent swimmer and the shore was relptinear.

And so, everything was in order.

There was no cause for worry.

In vain did Moustaches tug at the mate's sleevé&erfiarce eyes, and
demand that the ship be stopped and a boat lowered.

"He's a political criminal. You'll answer for this!

The mate shrugged his shoulders phlegmaticallys ‘ione of my
business. | have no orders. Speak to the captain."

The captain merely waved his hand. "We're late &s It's out of the
question, my good man. Why should we? We'll be mgom half an
hour and then you can go and catch your politibappie. This steamship
line is a private company. It doesn't go in forifed, and we have no
instructions on that score."”

Swearing under his breath, Moustaches, his faderedt headed for
the place where the gangway would be set, forciagMay through the
crowd of third-class passengers preparing to disekab

He roughly pushed aside the frightened people;téppsd on their
feet and kicked their baskets, and finally reactinedrail so as to get off
first, the moment the ship moored.

By now the sailor's head could barely be seen énvihves amid the
markers swaying above the fishing nets.



9
ODESSA BY NIGHT

The shore darkened quickly; it turned a light bltkeen a deep blue,
then purple. On land, evening had already comeseatit was still light.
The glossy swell reflected a clear sky. But heye, evening was making
itself felt.

The signal lanterns on the paddle-boxes had beenthout the boy's
noticing it, and their bulging glass sides, in tlagtime so dark and thick
one could never guess their colour, now gleamedrgead red; they did
not throw any light as yet, but they definitely gied.

All at once the dark-blue city, with its cupola-pled theatre roof and
the colonnade of the Vorontsov Palace, loomedadntfof them, shutting
out half the horizon.

The watery stars of the wharf lamps were palelieot¢d in the light-
coloured, absolutely motionless lake of the harbdurwas into the
harbour that th&urgenewow turned, closely skirting the thick tower of
the lighthouse—really not a very big one at all—ethhad a bell and a
ladder.

Down in the engine-room the captain's bell tingrgéd for the last
time.

"Slow!"

The narrow little steamer slid quickly and noisslggast the three-
storey bows of the ocean-going ships of the Dodryv®erchant Line
standing in a row inside the breakwater. Petyatbackane his neck in
order to study their monstrous anchors.

Those were ships!

"Stop!"

Without slowing down, carried along by her momenttime Turgenev
cut obliquely across the harbour, in complete siershe bore down on
the wharf as if she would crash into it any minute.

Two long creases stretched back from her sharp bmakjng stripes
like a mackerel's in the water.

Along the sides the water gurgled softly.

Heat poured from the advancing city as from an oven

All of a sudden Petya saw a funnel and two mastkisg out of the
mirror-like surface. They floated by as close te 8hip's side as could
be—Dblack, frightful, dead.

The passengers crowding at the rail gave a gasp.

"They scuttled her," someone said in a low voice.



"Who?" the boy wanted to ask, horror-struck. Bugt jinen he saw an
even more gruesome sight: the charred iron skeletam ship leaning
against a charred wharf.

"They burned her," the same voice said, more stfdy before.

Now the wharf was upon them.

"Astern!"

The paddle-wheels began to clatter again, revolwnghe opposite
direction. Little whirlpools scurried across thetera

The wharf drifted away and somehow shifted abont then, very
slowly, it approached again, but from the otheesid

Over the heads of the passengers shot a coileq uvopending as it
flew.

Petya felt a slight jolt; it had been softened g tope fender.

The gangway was shoved up from the wharf. The torsun down it
was Moustaches. He immediately disappeared inrthecc

Our travellers waited their turn, and before lohgyt were slowly
walking down the gangway to the whatrf.

Petya was surprised to see a policeman and sesreilans standing
at the foot of the gangway. They were looking dpseery closely, at
everyone coming down. They looked at Father, whasthforward a
quivering beard and mechanically buttoned his ddattightened his grip
on Pavlik's hand, and his face took on exactly shene unpleasant
expression as it had in the coach that morning Wwigewas talking to the
soldier.

They took a cab. Pavlik was put on the folding seatront, while
Petya sat next to Father on the main seat, gugealigrown-up.

As they drove out they saw a sentry with a riflel anth cartridge-
pouches at his belt standing by the gate. Thatseasething altogether
new.

"Why is a sentry standing there, Daddy?" Petyacsgka whisper.
"For God's sake!" Father said irritably, with akjef his neck. "All
you do is ask questions. How should | know? If le&nding there it

means he's standing there. And you're to sit uiet.

Petya saw that no questions were to be asked,|lsodhat there was
no call to take offence at Father's irritability.

But when, at the railway crossing, he saw the ledstidge burned to
the ground, the mounds of charred sleepers, th&dadvirails hanging in
the air, and the wheels of overturned railway eggs—when he saw that
scene of frozen chaos he cried out breathlessly, bat's that? Look! |
say there, cabby, what's that?"

"Set fire to it, they did," the cab-driver said rtersously, shaking his
head in the firm beaver-cloth hat, but whether ondemnation or
approval was not clear.



They drove past the famous Odessa Stairway.

Up at the top of its triangle, in the space betwiensilhouettes of the
two semi-circular symmetrical palaces, the smaurfe of the Due de
Richelieu stood outlined against the light evershyg, his arm stretched
out in antigue mode towards the sea.

The three-armed street lamps along the boulevaanmggd. From the
terrace of an open-air restaurant came the stadinsusic. The first pale
star trembled in the sky over the chestnut treak the gravel of the
boulevard.

Somewhere up above, Petya knew, beyond the NikolBgpeillevard,
lay the bright, noisy, luring, unapproachable, mgigdle place which was
referred to in the Batchei family circle with comtptuous respect as "the
Centre".

In the Centre lived "the rich", those special bsingho travelled first
class, who could go to the theatre every day, wn@dme strange reason
had their dinner at seven o'clock in the eveninigp wept achefinstead
of a cook and &donneinstead of a nursemaid, and often even "kept their
own horses"—something indeed beyond human imagmati

The Batcheis, of course, did not live in "the Cehtr

The droshky rumbled over the cobblestones of Karaaya Street
and then, turning right, drove up the hill to thiy proper.

Petya was unaccustomed to the city after his sutarabsence.

He was deafened by the clang of horseshoes, wihesla sbarks from
the cobbles, by the clatter of wheels, by the jarmjlthe horse-trams, by
the squeaking of shoes and the firm tapping of iwglkticks on the dark-
blue slabs of the pavement.

The crisp sadness of autumn's tints had long adedyithe farm, the
harvested fields, the wide-open steppe. But harthe city, summer still
reigned, rich and luxuriant.

The languid heat of evening hung in the breathéessf the acacia-
lined streets.

Through the open doors of grocers' shops Petyadceeg the little
yellow tongues of oil lamps throwing their light @rs of coloured sugar-
plums.

Right on the pavement, under the acacias, lay nammtof water-
melons—qglossy greenish-black Tumans with waxy lsqdts, and long
bright Monasteries with striped sides.

Every now and then there appeared the gleamingrvisf a corner
fruit shop. In the dazzling glare of the new incaseent lamps, a Persian
could be seen fanning magnificent Crimean fruithwitistling plumes of
tissue-paper. There were large purple plums covendéld a turquoise
bloom, and those very expensive luscious brown igelliexander pears.



They drove past mansions, and, through the ironenkes entwined
with wild vines, Petya could see, in the light pogrfrom the windows,
beds of luxurious dahlias, begonias and nasturtivaits plump moths
fluttering above them.

From the railway station came the whistle of steagies.

Then they passed the familiar chemist's shop.

Behind the large plate-glass window with its gildgthss letters
gleamed two crystal pears, one full of a brightetitiquid and the other a
green liquid. Petya was convinced they were poisbmas from this
chemist's the horrible oxygen pillows had been ghvtwo Mummy when
she was dying. What a frightful snoring sound thed made near
Mummy's medicine-blackened lips!

Pavlik was fast asleep. Father took him in his arRevlik's head
swayed and bobbed up and down. His heavy little bags kept slipping
off Father's lap. But his fingers tightly grippdtetbag with the treasured
moneybox.

In that state he was handed over into the armauoly®, the cook, who
was waiting in the street for her masters wherctiefinally pulled up at
the gate with the triangular little lantern in wii¢he house number
glowed dimly.

"Welcome home! Welcome home!"

Petya, still feeling the roll of the deck under lheet, ran into the
entrance-way.

What a huge, deserted staircase!

Bright and echoing. How many lamps! At every lagdia paraffin
lamp in a cast-iron fixture, and over each lampgttéelhood swaying
lazily in a circle of light.

Brightly polished brass plates on the doors. Cotfibte doormats. A
pram.

Petya had completely forgotten these things, aeg ttow appeared
before his wondering eyes in all their original alby.

He would have to get used to them again.

From somewhere above there came the sharp resgunlith of a
key, followed by the slamming of a door and thenglck voices. Each
exclamation rang out like a pistol shot.

The gaybravuranotes of a grand piano came, muffled, through & wal
With compelling chords, music was reminding the bbyts existence.

And then—goodness me! Who was that?

A forgotten but frightfully familiar lady in a darklue silk dress with a
lace collar and lace cuffs came running out throtlgh door. Her eyes
were red from tears, excited, happy; her lips watretched in laughter.
Her chin trembled, but whether from laughing orimgyPetya couldn't
quite be sure.



"Pavlik!"

She tore him from the cook's arms.

"Good gracious! How heavy you've become!"

Pavlik opened eyes turned absolutely black froresland remarked,
in surprise, but with profound indifference, "Ahytie?"

Then he fell asleep again.

Why, of course, this was Auntie Tatyana! Dear, jmmes Auntie
Tatyana, whom he knew so well but who had simpiypsld out of his
memory. How could he have failed to recognise her?

"Petya? How huge you are!"

"Do you know what happened to us, Auntie?" Petygaheat once.
"Auntie, you don't know anything about it! But Aust only listen to
what happened to us. Why, Auntie, you're not listghAuntie, you're
not listening!"

"Very well, very well. Wait a minute. Go inside dtr Where's Vasili
Petrovich?" "Here | am." Father was coming up thes

"Well, here we are. How do you do, Tatyana Ivandvna

"Welcome home, welcome home! Come in. Were youiclieals

"Not a bit. We had an excellent trip. Have you amall change? The
driver can't change a three-ruble note."

“I'll take care of that. Don't worry about it. Patydon't trip me up.
You'll tell me later. Dunya, be a dear and run dama pay the cabby.
You'll find some money on my dressing-table."

The hall into which Petya walked seemed spacious dim and so
strange that at first he failed to recognise ewentall swarthy boy in the
straw hat who had suddenly appeared, as if fromheogy inside the
walnut frame of the forgotten but familiar pierggalit up by the
forgotten but familiar lamp.

But Petya, of all people, should have recognisedihstantly, for that
boy was himself.

10

AT HOME

On the farm there had been a little room with wh#shed walls and
three camp-beds covered with light cotton countezpa

An iron washstand. A pine table. A chair. A canmiea glass shade.
Green latticed shutters. Floorboards bare of pdmm constant
scrubbing.

How nice and cool it had been, after eating hisofilclotted milk and
grey whole-meal bread, to fall asleep in that sadpty room to the
soothing noise of the sea! Here everything washfit.



Here there was a big flat with papered walls ara® crowded with
furniture in loose-covers.

The wallpaper was old, and in each room it hadfarént design; the
furniture was different in each room too.

The bouquets and lozenges on the wallpaper madeotimas seem
smaller. The furniture here was called "suites'y ammuffled the sound
of footsteps and voices. Here, lamps were carnech foom to room. In
the parlour stood rubber plants with stiff, waxgves. Their new shoots
stuck out like sharp little daggers sheathed ifisatovers.

When the lamps were moved their light passed from mirror to
another. The vase on top of the piano shook ewery & droshky drove
down the street. The clatter of the wheels conuettie house with the
city.

Petya wanted to finish his tea as quickly as ptésshe was dying to
run out into the courtyard, for at least a mintibesee the boys and learn
the news.

But it was already very late—atfter nine. All theybowere probably
asleep long ago.

He was anxious to tell Auntie Tatyana, or at |dashya, about the
runaway sailor. But they were busy; they were mgkhre beds, fluffing
pillows, taking heavy, slippery sheets out of theest of drawers,
carrying lamps from room to room.

Petya followed Auntie Tatyana about. "Why won't yi@ten to me,
Auntie?" he pleaded, stepping on her train. "Pléatm."

"You can see I'm busy."

"But Auntie, it won't take long."

"You'll tell me tomorrow."

"Oh, Auntie, don't be so mean! Please let me mll lease, Auntie."

"Don't get in my way, Petya. Go and tell it to Darly

Petya shambled off glumly to the kitchen, whereegrenions grew in
a wooden box on the windowsill.

Dunya was hastily pressing a pillow-case on animgboard covered
with a strip of coarse woollen cloth from an armmgajcoat. Thick steam
rose from the iron.

"Dunya, listen to what happened to us,” Petya bagaa plaintive
voice, gazing at the taut glossy skin on Dunyats l@earm.

"Don't stand so near, Master Petya. God knows [tdwant to burn
you with this hot iron."

"But all you have to do is listen."

"Go and tell it to your aunt."

"Auntie doesn't want to listen. I'll tell you insi#2 Du-unya, please."

"Tell it to the Master."

"Oh, how stupid you are! Father knows all abodut it.



"Tomorrow, Master Petya, tomorrow."

"But | want to tell you today."

"Please get away from my elbow. Aren't there enotggims in the
house for you? Why do you have to poke your notetire kitchen?"

“I'l only tell you about it, Dunya dear, and thé&h go right away.
Word of honour. By the true and holy Cross."

"What a trial you are! Everything was so quiet byiu came back!

Dunya planked the iron down on the stove, caughtthg ironed
pillow-case and ran into the next room so impetlyotisat a breeze
passed through the kitchen.

Petya sadly rubbed his eyes with his fists. Suddealwas taken with
such a fit of yawning that he barely managed t@ dmanself to his bed,
where, powerless to unglue his eyes, he pullediisfbailor blouse like a
blind man.

The instant his hot cheek touched the pillow hepdeal off into a
sleep so sound that he did not feel Father's behath he came, as was
his custom, to kiss him goodnight.

Pavlik, however, caused a good deal of bother. &tefallen into such
a deep sleep in the cab that Father and Auntieahatyad quite a job
undressing him.

But the moment they put the child to bed he opexyb that were
absolutely fresh and looked round in astonishment.

"Have we got there yet?"

Auntie Tatyana kissed him tenderly on his hot camsheek.

"Yes, my pet. Sleep."

But Pavlik, it appeared, had had a good sleep,nawd he was in a
mood for talking.

"Is that you, Auntie?"

"Yes, my chick. Go to sleep.”

Pavlik lay for a long time with wide-open, atteieyes—eyes now
as dark as olives—listening to the unfamiliar neie&the city flat.

"Auntie, what's making that noise?" he finally samda frightened
whisper.

"Which noise?"

"That snoring noise."

"That's the water in the tap, my pet."

"Is it blowing its nose?"

"Yes. Now go to sleep.”

"What's making that whistle?"

"That's a steam-engine."

"Where?"

"Have you really forgotten? At the station just opipe. Go to sleep."”

"Why is there music?"



"Someone is playing the piano upstairs. Don't yemember how
people play the piano?"

Pavlik was silent for a long time.

One might have thought him to be asleep, excejpthisaeyes shone
distinctly in the greenish glow of the night lamp the chest of drawers.
They were following with horror the long rays mogitack and forth
across the ceiling.

"What's that, Auntie?"

"Those are the lanterns of droshkies passing bgidrit Close your
eyes."

"And what's that?"

A huge death's-head moth fluttered with ominousmjings in a
corner near the ceiling.

"That's a moth. Go to sleep.”

"Will it bite?"

"No, it won't bite. Go to sleep.”

"l don't want to sleep. I'm afraid."

"What are you afraid of? Stop imagining things. iy boy like you.
Tsk-tsk-tsk!"

Pavlik took a deep, luxurious, quivering breath aadight Auntie's
hand in his two hot little hands. "Did you see @&ipsy?" he whispered.

“No, I didn't."

"Did you see the Wolf?"

"No. Go to sleep."

"Did you see the Chimney-Sweep?"

"No, | didn't. You can go to sleep without worryigdpout a single
thing."

Again the boy took a deep, luxurious breath, turaeer on his other
cheek, and cupped his palm under it.

"Auntie," he mumbled, closing his eyes, "give me dtummy."

"What? | thought you stopped using a dummy long'ago

The "dummy" was the special little clean handkesthvhich Pavlik
was accustomed to sucking in bed and without whiehcould not fall
asleep.

"Dum-m-m-my. . ." the boy whimpered capriciously.

But Auntie Tatyana did not give him the handkerthite was a big
boy now. High time he stopped that.

Thereupon Pavlik, continuing to whine, stuffed anes of the pillow
into his mouth and got it all wet; he smiled lazdg his eyes glued
together. Suddenly, with a flash of horror, he tjiduof his moneybox:
what if robbers had stolen it? But he had no engfyfor worrying.

He fell into a peaceful sleep.



11
GAVRIK

That same day another boy, Gavrik—the one we mesdiowhile
describing the coast near Odessa— woke at dawntfreroold.

He was sleeping on the shore, near the boat, kg e a smooth sea
stone and his face covered with his grandfathddgaxket. The jacket
did not reach to his feet.

At night it was warm, but towards morning it turnedol. Gavrik's
bare feet became chilled. In his sleep he pulledjabket from his head
and wound it round his feet. Then his head begdeetiocold.

He started shivering but he did not give in. Hedrto fight the cold.
He was unable to fall asleep again, however.

Nothing for it but to get up!

Reluctantly Gavrik opened his eyes. He saw a gltasswyn sea and
the glow of a murky cherry-coloured dawn in a clesd grey sky. It was
going to be a hot day. But until the sun came gretlwas no use even
thinking about warmth. Of course, Gavrik could vergll have slept in
the hut, with Grandpa. There it was warm and &ft. show me the boy
who will pass by the delightful chance of sleepargthe seashore under
the open sky!

Every now and then a wave laps the beach, so gbtlyit can barely
be heard. It breaks and then draws back, lazilgging pebbles along
with it.

The next wave waits a while and then it laps thereshhoo, and again
pebbles are dragged back.

The silvery-black sky is strewn with August starbe split sleeve of
the Milky Way hangs overhead like a vision of ariin the sky.

The sky is reflected in the sea so fully, so riclihat, when you lie on
the warm pebbles with your head thrown back, yoop$sr cannot tell
which is up and which is down; it's as though yo& suspended in the
middle of a starry abyss.

Shooting stars streak across the sky in all doasti

In the weeds, crickets chirp. On the bluffs, far,dway, dogs bark.

At first the stars seem to be standing still. Bwgyt aren't. When you
look at them a long time you can see the wholetvafulhe sky turning.
Some of the stars drop behind the villas. Othess; anes, come up out
of the sea.

The breeze changes from warm to cool.

The sky grows whiter, more transparent. The se&edar The
morning star is reflected in its dark surface kkigtle moon.



At the villas, the cocks crow sleepily for the thitime. Day is
breaking.

How can anybody sleep under a roof on a nightthiee!

Gavrik rose, stretched himself with relish, rollegd his trousers and,
yawning, walked into the water up to his ankles.

Had he lost his mind? His feet were blue from thklcand here he
stepped into the sea, the very sight of which wamigh to give one the
shivers.

But the boy knew what he was doing. The water dabked cold.
Actually it was very warm, much warmer than the &le was simply
warming his feet.

Then he washed himself and blew his nose into ¢aess loudly that
several big-headed fry sleeping peacefully near sihere scattered to
right and left and slithered away into deep water.

Yawning and squinting against the rising sun. Gatook up the hem
of his shirt and dried his face—a mottled littiedavith a lilac-pink nose
which was peeling like a new potato.

"Urrmph, urrmph, urrmph,” he grunted, exactly like grown-up.
Unhurriedly he made the sign of the cross ovemtsith, in which two
front teeth were still missing, picked up the jaclkand started up the hill
with the rolling gait of an Odessa fisherman.

He pushed his way through a thick growth of weddgey sprinkled
his wet feet and his trousers with the yellow dafgheir pollen.

The hut stood about thirty paces from the beacla il of red clay
spotted with glistening crystals of shale.

It was actually nothing but a shanty crudely knatckegether out of
various old pieces of wood—parts of painted plafitken boats, boxes,
plywood, and masts.

The roof was flat and made of clay, and weeds anthtoes grew on
it.

Grandma, when she was still alive, always usedhiewash the hut
twice a year, at Easter and Our Saviour's Dayydernsomehow to hide
its poverty from people. But then Grandma died, fomdhree years now
no one had whitewashed the hut. Its walls had deatel turned dark.
Here and there, though, there were still faintdsaof whitewash in the
old wood. They constantly reminded Gavrik of Graadand of her life, a
life less lasting even than whitewash.

Gavrik was an orphan. His father he did not remenaball. Of his
mother he had a hazy memory: a steaming troughhaedis, a Kiev
signet ring on a smooth swollen finger, and a nodssoap bubbles with
rainbows in them flying round the metal combs in Inair.

Grandpa was already up. He was walking through titihe weed-
grown, refuse-strewn vegetable patch, where a && pumpkin flowers



gleamed—Ilarge orange-coloured fleshy and hairy dlewvith a sweet
liquid at the bottom of their transparent cups.

Grandpa was gathering tomatoes in his shirt; tive Iséid been washed
so often that it had lost all colour, but now, e tglow of the rising sun,
it was a delicate pink.

Between the turned-up shirt and the baggy troudee showed a
strip of lean brown stomach with the black dimpleh@ navel.

Very few tomatoes were left in the patch. They batén nearly all of
them. Grandpa managed to find eight little yelldwanes. That was all
there were.

The old man walked along with his grey head berd his chin,
smooth-shaven like a soldier's, against his chdst.turned aside the
weeds with his bare feet, hoping to find somethimgre. But he found
nothing.

A pullet with a piece of rag round her leg ran aferandpa, pecking
occasionally at the ground and making the littlebvetias of fennel up
above tremble. Grandfather and grandson did nett gi@ch other or wish
each other good morning. But that did not mean trey quarrelled. On
the contrary, they were great friends.

It was simply that the new morning promised nothimg hard work
and cares. There was no use deceiving each ottieempty wishes.

"We've eaten them all; there's none left,” Grandpa#tered, as if
continuing a conversation left off the day befdiiist think of it. Eight
tomatoes—call that food? It's a joke!"

Gauvrik put his hand to his eyes and looked at time '$Are we going?"

"We'll have to," said Grandpa. He came out of tbgetable patch.

They went into the hut and slowly drank some wétem a bucket
neatly covered with a clean board.

The old man gave a grunt, and Gavrik grunted tdee grandfather
tightened his belt another notch, and the grandsibhkewise.

Grandpa took a chunk of yesterday's bread fromski®df and tied it,
together with the tomatoes, in a cotton kerchiehwiack polka dots.

Then, with a small flat keg of water under his aha,walked out of
the hut and hung a padlock on the door.

This was an unnecessary precaution. In the firatgl there was
nothing to steal, and in the second place, who evstdop so low as to
rob paupers?

Gavrik took the oars from the roof and heaved thgnon his small
but sturdy shoulder.

A busy day lay ahead of grandfather and grandsao. days before, a
storm had raged. The waves had torn the line. Tdfte Were keeping
away. They had had no catch. And there was nopakkkeft.



Yesterday the sea had calmed down and they hatthesdine for the
night.

Today they had to pull it out, get the fish to n&rkn time, bait the
line, and in the evening set it again without fad,as not to miss the good
weather.

They dragged the boat across the pebbly beachartutly pushed it
into the sea.

Gauvrik, standing knee-deep in the water, put tsa tank—a boat-
shaped box with small holes in it—in the stern gade the boat a strong
push. He ran along with it a few paces and thestcted himself out
prone on its side; he dangled his feet above tiingl water, and
glistening drops fell from them.

Only after the boat had moved out about five yalidshe crawl in and
sit down at the oar next to Grandpa.

Each worked one oar. That was easy, and besideasitfun to see
who could outpull the other. But they both woreiffedlent frowns on
their faces and merely grunted from time to time.

Gauvrik felt a pleasant glow in the palms of his d&nWhen his oar
was in the transparent green of the sea it seem@cein The narrow
blade moved tautly through the water, sending ligttk eddies.

The boat went ahead in spurts, swerving now taitfte, now to the
left. First the grandfather leaned on his oar, thieth the grandson.

"Oo-o0f!" grunted Grandpa, pulling with all hiseigth.

The boat veered sharply to the left.

Gavrik gave a louder "Oo-oof!" and the boat vedcethe right.

The grandfather braced a bare foot with a gnarlgdde against the
thwart and took short sharp strokes. The grandsbmat let himself be
outdone. He braced both feet and bit his lip.

"Bet you can't outpull me, Grandpa," Gavrik saitigh set teeth, the
sweat pouring from him.

Grandpa grunted. He was breathing heavily.

"Bet | can. "

“Not on your life."

"We'll see." 'We'll see.”

But though Grandpa leaned on his oar as hard aohie, nothing
came of it. He wasn't the man he used to be! Bssinie grandson had
grown to be quite a fellow. He was small, true egigbut as stubborn as
they came! Not afraid to challenge his own grariait

Grandpa gave angry frowns as he glanced sidewmsa tmder his
grizzled brows at the boy beside him. But his olatewy eyes twinkled
with merriment and wonder.



And so, neither outdoing the other, they rowedh® place about a
mile from shore where the faded little flags ofitHme were bobbing up
and down on corks amid the waves.

By this time the sea was covered with fishing boaltsfor the catch.

The blue beautNadya and Veraa new boat, passed by under full
sail, her flat notched bottom rearing one-third aiftthe water and
slapping down hard against the waves.

Sprawled carelessly in the stern, with a black lswdr seed stuck to
his lip, lay Fedya, a fisherman from Maly Fontanowh Gavrik knew
well.

From under the oilcloth peak of his navy-blue cafhwanchor-design
buttons there lazily looked out a pair of fine, daid eyes almost
completely covered by a spray-darkened forelock.

Fedya lay with the weight of his back against thargly turned tiller
and did not even deign a glance at Grandpa's pathie boat.

But when Fedya's brother Vasya, who was wearintpcat-sleeved
striped jersey, caught sight of Gavrik he stoppedinding the fishing
line and, shielding his eyes against the sun with Hand, cried out,
"Ahoy, Gavrik old man! Don't give in! Hold on toehwater and you'll
never drown!"

The Nadya and Veraped by, dousing grandfather and grandson with
a fountain of spray.

Of course, no offence had been meant. It was adiyepractical joke.
Still, Grandpa pretended he had not heard a worllisi heart of hearts he
was hurt.

For there was a time when Grandpa, too, had owneskeellent boat
with a new, strong sail. He used to fish for maekeAnd what catches!
There were days when Grandma, rest her soul, t@olot three hundred
to market.

But now his life was over. All he had left was aupar's hut on the
shore and an old boat without a sail.

The sail had gone to pay the doctors during Grarslithaess. But all
for nothing: she had died anyway. Now he would ndeaable to get a
sail like that again.

And what kind of fishing was this without a sail? was a joke!
Catching bullheads with a line. Ah, me!

Gavrik guessed what Grandpa was thinking about,gbhue no sign.
On the contrary, to divert the old man from hiddsithoughts he busied
himself with the line. He began pulling up theffiilag.

The grandfather at once crawled over the seat gogtandson, and
together they started to pull in the wet end oflihe.

Soon they came to the hooks. But they found fedhbabls on them,
and small ones at that.



Gavrik took the big-headed little fishes firmly Hyeir slippery qills,
deftly pulled the hooks out of their rapacious jaavel threw them into
the tank, which had been lowered into the sea.

But barely three hooks out of ten had a real cah.the others
dangled small fry or crabs.

"They don't go for shrimps," Grandpa muttered satllyst think of it.
Nothing but small fry. Meat's the bait to use. Theyo for meat all right.
But how to get meat when it's eleven kopeks a pairide market! It's a
joke!"

Suddenly a tremendous hulk pouring forth brown senoére down on
them. Two slanting shadows flew over the waves. $&a burst into
frightful noise. A steamer passed by close to et bher red float-boards
working busily.

The boat was thrown up, then let down, then thrapvagain.

The flags of the line bobbed frantically, almostden the paddle-
wheels. A little closer and they would have beewyugd into splinters.

"Hi there, on theTurgenev!"Grandpa shouted in an unrecognisable
voice, spreading out his arms as though tryingtap & galloping horse.
"Gone blind? Can't you see the line? Filthy pigs!"

But the steamer had already passed by.

She was noisily drawing away—with her tricolourgflat the stern,
with her life-belts and life-boats, with her pasgers, with her columns
of brown anthracite smoke— leaving behind a breamhw-white, lacy
pattern on the clear dark-green water.

That meant it was seven o'clock in the morning.

The Turgenewserved the fishermen as a clock. At eight in thenew
she would pass on her way back to Odessa from Alder

To get the bullheads to market in time they wolddéento hurry.

Grandfather and grandson made a hasty breakfasinmdtoes and
bread washed down with water from the keg, whicmbw had turned
warm and taken on an oaky flavour. Then they quigktnt back to their
work on the line.

12
"CALL THAT A HORSE?"

At about nine o'clock Gavrik was on his way to towuith the tank of
bullheads on his shoulder. He could have put thembasket, of course,
but the tank made a better impression. It showed hle was carrying
live, absolutely fresh fish straight out of the .sea

Grandpa remained at home to mend the line.



Although Gavrik was only nine, Grandpa had no qu@alabout
entrusting him with such an important mission asghle of the fish. He
relied on his grandson fully. The lad had a heattisrshoulders. He was
not a baby.

Whom else could the old man depend upon if nobhis grandson?
Gavrik was fully aware of the importance and resgahty of his job,
and it was with a businesslike and preoccupiedhait he tramped along
the hot path among the strong-smelling bushes,irlgain the dust

distinct imprints of his small feet with all thean toes.

His air of concentration and importance as muckaad: "You may do
what you like—swim in the sea, lounge about ong#ued, ride a bicycle,
or drink soda water at the stand. Me, I'm a fist®rpand my job is to
catch bullheads and sell them at the market. Ngtbise concerns me."

As he passed the beach house, where over the Kastirdow hung a
spotted black board with the figure "76°" chalkead i Gavrik gave a
scornful and disgusted smile at what he saw: alohwhite-bodied man
with a handkerchief on his bald head had stoppetiispmose and ears
with his fingers and was ducking himself in theyeka water near the
shore, staying close to the safety-rope, which e@®red with a slimy
green beard.

There were two ways of getting to the top of theffblby the long
sloping path that had three turns in it, or by thieep, almost
perpendicular wooden stairway with rotting steps.

Gauvrik, it goes without saying, chose the stairway.

Compressing his lips, he ran quickly to the verg teithout once
pausing for breath.

A dusty but shady lane brought him past the "Warea-Baths
Establishment" to the Military School.

There he was practically in town.

In the shade of the dappled plane trees of FrermlieBard an open
horse-tram was lumbering along towards Arcadia. Jinany side of the
tram was covered with an awning. A sheaf of bamiiong-rods, with
red-and-blue floats, jutted out from the rear platf. Three lively old
mares clicked their hoofs along the fine gravele Bnakes screeched and
moaned at the turns.

But what really drew the boy's attention waskkassstand.

It was a big box-like affair with a double-slopingof that rested on
two posts. The outside was painted green and thideinwvhite—thick,
shiny oil paint.

As to thekvassman, he was so extraordinarily elegant and handsome
that every time Gavrik passed by that corner hpp&d to marvel and
envy.



Gavrik never gave much thought to what he wouldvbhen he grew
up. There wasn't any particular choice. But if di@ have a choice, it
would be &vassman, of course.

All the Odessa kvass vendors were as spruce andsbanre as a
picture. And this one especially. He was the depd ef Vanka
Klyuchnik."

Yes, that was it. With his high merchant's capiné havy-blue serge,
his blond curls, and his shiny high boots. And shet! Lord, a shirt like
that was fit to be worn only on Easter Sunday: Hirigd, with sleeves
like balloons, and long—all the way to the kneeghva hundred blue
glass buttons!

Over the shirt he wore a black waistcoat with aesilwatch-chain
fastened in a buttonhole with a little silver rod.

One look at that flaming shirt was enough to makgbady pant for a
drink of coldkvass.

And the way he worked! Quickly, deftly, smoothly.

"Give us a glass, laddie," a customer would say.



"Which would you like? The sour or the sweet? Thweet's a kopek a
mug, and the sour's two for a kopek."

"Il have the sour."

"Coming right up."

In the twinkling of an eye one hand lifted the rdwover of the locker
by the ring and dipped into the deep icy darknessafbottle, while the
other wiped the white counter with a rag—it was dnyway—rinsed a
huge mug with a thick false bottom in a pail of @atsmartly turned the
mug over and set it down with a bang in front & tustomer.

The small corkscrew bit into the cork. The botfieessed between the
boots, exploded. Out of its neck rose long ringéétlsrown foam.

The handsome fellow turned the bottle over intorthe, filling one-
guarter with lemon-yellowkvassand three-quarters with foam.

The customer eagerly blew off the foam and thenldemnd drank and
drank. Meanwhile Vanka Klyuchnik wiped the countath a flourish
and swept the wet kopek with the eagle on it inttnadox which once
had held Krakhmalnikov Bros, lozenges.

There was a man! That was the life!

Naturally, Gavrik was dying for a drink dévass,but he had no
money. Perhaps on the way back, although that wabtfilil. The fact
was that though there were about two hundred badiban the tank,
Grandpa was heavily in debt to the fishwife withonhthey dealt. The
week before, he had borrowed three rubles fronfdrecorks and hooks
for the line and had returned only one ruble fditg. That left the debt
at more than a ruble and a half—a huge sum.

If the fishwife agreed not to hold back all the ragreverything would
be fine. But what if she kept all of it? In thaseahey would be lucky to
have enough to buy meat for bait and bread, |eteddoass.

Gavrik spat, exactly the way grown-up fishermenwdeen burdened
with cares.

He shifted the tank to the other shoulder and oaetl on his way,
carrying with him in his mind's eye the handsometye of Vanka
Klyuchnik and the fragrant coolness of the sotasshe had not drunk.

From here on stretched real city streets, with teluses, shops,
warehouses, gateways.

Everything lay in the mottled shade of acacias wHeaves shone like
long green grapes.

A closed wagon clattered down the street. The patdi shade sped
downwards along the horses in their high Germaraisl along the
driver, and along the white sides with the signrtifieial-lce Plant."

Cooks carrying baskets walked by. The shade slippenss them too.

Dogs with tongues hanging out ran up to the waerattached to the
trunks of trees. With their tails curled up intdcep, they lapped the



warm water, extremely pleased with the Odessacaitycil for seeing to
it that they did not go mad from thirst.

All this was familiar, humdrum.

But here was something to marvel at—a little carthwa pony
harnessed to it. Gavrik had never seen such a litfse in all his life. It
was no bigger than a calf but otherwise exactly dkreal horse.

A tan, fat-bellied little thing with a chocolateloared mane and a
small but bushy tail, in a straw hat with holes floe ears, with shaggy
eyelashes raised, it stood quietly and modesHg, di well-bred little girl,
in the shade of the acacias at the entrance toseho

A group of children had gathered round it.

Gavrik walked over and stood for a long time iresde. He did not
know how to react to this phenomenon. There wadmdot about it: he
liked the little horse, but at the same time itated him.

He inspected it from all sides. Yes, it was a hotsmofs, forelock,
teeth. But how disgustingly small!

"Call that a horse?" he said with scorn, wrinklimg nose.

“It's nota horse, it'siot ahorse," chanted a little girl with two pigtails,
squatting in glee and clapping her hands. "It'sanbbrse at all. It's only a
pony."

"It is a horse," Gavrik said gloomily. The very next instdn& was
annoyed and ashamed at having let himself be dratenconversation
with such a beribboned little creature.

"It's a pony, it's a pony!"

"From the circus," Gavrik remarked in a hoarse bass though
addressing no one in particular. "An ordinary omarfthe circus."”

"It's not from the circus, it'siot from the circus! It's a pony, and it's
delivering Nobel paraffin. See the tins?"

Yes, in the cart stood shiny paraffin tins.

This came as a complete surprise to Gavrik. Para#is everybody
knew, was bought in a shop in one's own bottlekatpek a quart.

But for it to be delivered to homes in a cart, andart drawn by a
fancy pony—that was a bit too much!

"It's a plain horse!" Gavrik retorted angrily aswalked away.

"It's a pony! It's a pony! It's a ponythie little girl called after him like
a parrot, jumping up and down and clapping her kand

"You're a pony yourself," thought Gavrik. But urtigrately he had no
time for a real argument.

After skirting the public garden, through whoseniri@nce came the
hot, dry fragrance of myrtle and thuja with itstthitle cones, the boy
stopped, threw back his head and stared for arrkthg time at the clock
on the railway station.



He had learned to tell time only recently, and riecould not pass a
clock without stopping to reckon.

He still counted on his fingers those strangeeligticks of Roman
numerals which were so unlike the usual figurearithmetic. He knew
only that the top figure was twelve and that it irasn there you had to
start counting.

He set the fish tank down at his feet. His lipsdme¢p move. "One,
two, three, four," he whispered, crinkling his foead and bending his
fingers back firmly.

The small hand pointed to nine and the big onexto s

"Nine and a half," the boy said with a sigh of sfaittion, wiping the
sweat from his nose with the tail of his shirt.

That was what it looked like, but it would do naiineto check.

"What time is it?"

A gentleman in a pongee jacket and a tropical hieljpu a golden
pince-nez to his Roman nose, tilted his short ¢peard, threw a glance at
the clock, and said quickly, "Nine-thirty."

Gavrik was dumbfounded.

"But doesn't it say nine and a half?"

“That means it's nine-thirty," the man said stermhthout looking at
the boy. Then he climbed into a cab and drove lodfding his ivory-
handled walking stick between his knees.

Gauvrik stood there for a while, his mouth with nitéssing teeth open,
trying to decide whether the gentleman had beeningalkin of him or
whether it was really so.

Finally he raised the tank to his shoulder, hitchpdhis trousers and
continued on his way, turning his head from sidesittie and smiling
mistrustfully.

So nine and a half was the same as nine-thirtyleQuéery queer. At
any rate, it wouldn't hurt to ask someone who knew.

13
MADAM STOROZHENKO

"Lobsters! Lobsters! Lobsters! Lobsters!"
"Flat-fish! Flat-fish! Flat-fish!"

"Live mackerel! Mackerel! Mackerel!"

"Mullet! Mullet!"

"Middies! Middies! Middies! Middies! Middies!"
"Bullheads! Bullheads! Bullheads!"



The loudest and shrillest voices of all the masketmen belonged to
the fishwives: Fish Row was famous for that.

You had to have the calm courage of Odessa housswaivd cooks to
walk at a leisurely pace along that lane of tabbeskets and vats piled
with fish and lobsters and other shellfish.

Under sheds and huge canvas sun-shades the qgiveteaming
riches of the Black Sea lay spread out for alleébdid.

What a variety of shapes, colours and sizes!

Nature had done all she could to safeguard her erfuidcreations
and protect them from destruction, to make themu@asoticeable as
possible to the human eye. She had camouflaged itheth the tints of
the sea.

Take that noble and expensive fish, the macketeden of the Black
Sea. Her taut body, as straight and smooth asnalspwas coloured in
the most delicate moire shades ranging from skeg-tbudeep-blue.

This, Gavrik knew, was the colour of the sea fanfrshore, and just
where shoals of mackerel usually passed.

A crafty creature, the mackerel!

Although Gavrik saw mackerel every day and coulat spshoal half a
mile away, he never failed to marvel at how bealt#nd clever they
were.

Or take bullheads. Their haunt was the rocks reaishore, and also
the sandy bottom. That was why they were browniish the rocks or
yellowish like the sand.

Just think of it!

Then there were the big flat-fish, which prefertied slimy bottom of
quiet little bays. The striking thing about thesghfwas the greenish-
black colour of their thick skin, covered with fliony bumps like
seashells. Flat-fish had both their eyes on theeumide, and they
reminded you of the charcoal drawings children makdences: a head
in profile, but with two eyes.

True, flat-fish had wax-coloured bellies, like akng-pig's, but they
never showed them; they always lay at the bottarggimg the sand.

The boy marvelled at the craftiness of the flalt-fiso.

There was also the mullet, a humpbacked littleared-black fish with
big scales that looked blood-stained.

Large pink seashells exactly like them glitteredhest bottom of the
clearest bays.

As to silversides, these swarmed at the surfacth@fsea near the
shore, where they could not be told apart fromsiheery Hashes of the
morning sun.

Yes, Nature was crafty. But man, Gavrik knew, wasftier. He
placed his nets, he cast his invisible fishingdinke flashed his spoon-



bait and flies—and then these fish, which you cawdder notice in the
sea, showed all the splendour of their magic cslauthe baskets and on
the stalls of the marketplace.

Money for good tackle—that was the main thing!

Looking for his fishwife, the boy walked past baskswarming with
light-green lobsters. They made a rustling sountheg reached upwards
with nippers spread apart convulsively, like saisso

The silversides were glistening heaps of silvengoi

Under their wet netting the springy shrimps maaécking noise and
shot out salt in all directions.

Shiny scales stuck to the boy's bare feet. Hisshael on fish guts.
Scrawny market cats, their eyes insane, with pupdsrowed to
vertical slits, crept along the ground in searclpraly, ears flattened back

and shoulder-blades jutting up rapaciously.

Housewives carrying string bags with carrots stigkout of them
weighed thick slices of flat-fish in their hands.

The sun was burning hot. The fish were dying.

The market-woman Gavrik was looking for sat on @dd&h bench
under a canvas sun-shade big enough for a giamguswled by baskets
of fish.

The huge woman was dressed, despite the heatyimter jacket with
puffed sleeves, and she had a sand-coloured sheapgped crosswise
over her bosom; across one shoulder hung a heangyvuag.

Gavrik stopped respectfully at a distance to waitil ishe finished
bargaining with a customer.

He knew very well that he and Grandpa were comiyletependent
upon this woman, and that meant he had to be #® old unassuming
as possible. If he had worn a hat he would haveveunhit. But he wore
no hat, and so he did the best he could: he sdistinéank gently on the
ground, let his arms hang at his sides, and loakaan at his bare
shuffling feet with their grey suede socks of destching to the ankles.

The customer was buying only two dozen bullheadghmibargaining
went on a frightfully long time.

She walked away ten times, and ten times she catlke Hen times
the fishwife picked up the brass pans of her baallccovered with fish
scales, and ten times she threw them back intbdbket of flat-fish.

The fishwife gesticulated rapidly with her fleshgrigs in their black
knitted mitts, not forgetting to hold her littlenfier out at an elegant
angle.

She ran her sleeve across her shiny purplish-reel fath its black
moustache and grey ringlets of hair on the chir. i&rvously pushed big
iron hairpins back into place in her greasy jethklhair.



"Just look at them, madam," she cried hoarsely.u"Yeon't find
bullheads like these anywhere else. | tell yous¢hleullheads are worth
their weight in gold!"

"They're tiny," the customer said, walking awaydiedain. "Not even
worth frying."

"Come back, madam! You say they're not worth frgizvghere'll you
find bigger ones? Maybe from the Jews! Then gend “You know me.
I'd never palm off small fry on a steady customer!"

“Ten kopeks a dozen for these bullheads? Never!aNkbpek more
than eight."

"Two dozen for nineteen."

"For that money I'd rather go somewhere else agdshlmon."

"My last price is eighteen, madam. Take it or ledv&/here are you
going, madam?"

At last the deal took place. The fishwife gave thestomer the
bullheads and threw the coins into her moneybag.

Gavrik waited patiently until the fishwife took mo¢ of him. She
knew he was there, but she pretended for a long ioh to see him.

Such was the custom of the market-place. If youdedenoney, you
had to wait. Nothing terrible about it. A personuln't die if he stood
there a while.

"Fresh fish! Live bullheads! Flat-fish! Flat-fishFlatfish!" The
fishwife paused for breath and then suddenly saithout looking at
Gauvrik, "Well, show it here!"

The boy opened the fish tank and moved it oveeto h

"Bullheads," he said respectfully.

She dipped her paw into the tank and pulled sonmevith a practised
hand. She gave them a quick glance and then sé@dvrik, her round
eyes as blue-black as Isabella grapes.

"Well? Where's the bullheads?"

Gavrik was silent.

"Where's the bullheads, | ask you?"

The boy sadly shifted his feet and gave a mode#é strying to turn
the unpleasant conversation into a joke.

"Why, there they are, ma'am. You're holding them'€Cyou see?"

"Where's the bullheads?" the fishwife suddenly atred, turning red
as a beet with rage. "Where are they? Where? Shew don't see 'em.
D'you mean to say what I'm holding in my hand? €haa't bullheads —
they're lice! Anything here worth frying? Not angl All you ever bring
me is small fry! Take your small fry to the Jews!"

Gavrik was silent.



He couldn't call them big bullheads, of course, diilt they weren't as
tiny as the screaming fishwife made them out toHmvever, he was not
in a position to argue.

When the fishwife finished shouting she coolly stemred the
bullheads from the tank to her basket, deftly cmgnthem off by tens.

Her hands moved so quickly that Gavrik was unablesep count. He
felt she was cheating him. But there was no waghafcking, for there
were other bullheads in her basket.

Who could tell which was which?

Gavrik was struck with horror. He broke into a stfeam excitement.

“To make it a round number, two hundred and fifgaid the fishwife,
covering the basket with a strip of sacking. "Taka tank, and good-
bye. Tell your grandfather he still owes me eigtidpeks. Tell him not to
forget. And tell him not to send me any more tegniéwon't take ‘em!"

The boy was dumbfounded. He tried to say somethutghis throat
contracted.

The fishwife was not paying him the slightest aitem She was
calling her wares again.

"Flat-fish, flat-fish, flat-fish! Bullheads, bulllzels, bullheads!"

"Madam Storozhenko," the boy finally managed to @&t "Madam
Storozhenko. . . ."

She turned her head impatiently. "You still here&lI®/

"Madam Storozhenko, how much are you paying ma foundred?"

"Thirty kopeks a hundred, seventy-five for the lgou owed me a
ruble fifty-five and now you owe me eighty kopeKkll that to your
grandfather. Good-bye."

"Thirty kopeks a hundred!"

Gavrik was so hurt and so angry he wanted to shouiunch her in
the nose with all his might, so that blood flowedn it. Yes, so that the
blood flowed. Or to bite her.

But instead he gave a quick, fawning smile. "Mad&torozhenko," he
muttered, almost in tears, "but you always usqubious forty-five."

"You're lucky you're getting thirty for such trasthow beoff!"

"But Madam Storozhenko, you're getting eighty émn." . . ."

"Clear out and stop pestering me! It's my fish bheet my own price. |
don't take no orders from you. Flatfish! Flat-fishat-fish!"

Gavrik looked at Madam Storozhenko. She sat orchidu's bench—
huge, unapproachable, stony.

He could have told her that Grandpa and he had omeynat all, that
they absolutely had to buy bread, and meat for, laaitl that all they
needed was fifteen or twenty kopeks. But was ittvbumbling himself?

The pride of fisherfolk spoke up in the boy.



With his sleeve he wiped away the tears that wingiag his peeled
nose, blew his nose into the dust with two fingeassed the light fish
tank to his shoulder and walked off with his rddligait of the Black Sea
fisherman.

As he walked along he wondered where he could geeaneat and
bread.

14
"LOWER RANKS"

Although, as we have seen, Gavrik had a life dfdad cares, quite
like a grown-up, we must not forget that he wasgradll, only a boy of
nine.

He had friends with whom he liked to play, runaggrcatch sparrows,
shoot with catapults and do everything else all £3deboys of poor
families did.

He belonged to the category known as "street usthand this gave
him a wide acquaintance.

Nobody prevented him from going into any courtyardplaying in
any street.

He was as free as a bird. The whole city was his.

Even the freest bird, however, has its favouritants, and Gavrik's
were the seaside streets in the Otrada and MaliaRkatistricts. There he
was an unchallenged king among the boys, who eraseldadmired his
independent life.

Gavrik had many friends, but only one real chunty®e

The simplest thing would be to go and see Petyapamdheir heads
together about bread and meat.

Naturally, Petya didn't have any money, especiallpig sum like
fifteen kopeks. There was no use even thinking abloat. But Petya
could take a chunk of meat from the kitchen andesdmmead from the
cupboard.

Gavrik had been inside Petya's house once, asibg fast Christmas,
and he knew very well that they had a cupboardipiih bread and that
nobody gave it any notice. It would be no bothegrlatto bring out as
much as half a loaf. Those people didn't pay atgnabn to things like
bread.

But the trouble was he didn't know whether Pety@dwmme back from
the country. He ought to be back by now, of cougmeral times during



the summer Gavrik had gone to Petya's yard to dud But Petya had
been still away.

The last time their cook, Dunya, said they wouldrsoome. That was
about five days ago. Perhaps they were alreadg.ther

From the market Gavrik set out for Petya's. Lugkitywas not far
away: Kulikovo Field and the corner of Kanatnayastjopposite the
railway station and next to the Army Staff building was a big four-
storey house with two front entrances. And a wohudérouse it was; if
you wanted to live like a lord, you couldn't findbatter.

In the first place, it was just the thing for stréghts because it had
two gateways: one leading out to Kulikovo Fieldsonply Kulichki, and
the other to a marvellous vacant lot with bushasrtula holes, and a
rubbish-heap; only a small rubbish-heap, true,asuexceptionally rich
one.

If you dug properly in it, you could always collegtmass of useful
things—from chemist's vials to dead rats.

Petya was lucky. It wasn't every chap had a refiesgp like that next
to his house!

In the second place, little suburban trains draywraliiny engine ran
past the house, so that you didn't have to go faryo put a cap or a
stone under the wheels.

In the third place, the Army Staff building was hexror.

Behind its high stone wall facing the field lay ay/sterious world
guarded day and night by sentries. Behind that walle the rumbling
machines of the Army Staff printing plant. And winateresting scraps of
paper the wind carried over the wall: ribbons pstrivermicelli!

The windows of the staff clerks' quarters faced fieédd too. By
standing on a rock one could look through the ggaand see how the
clerks lived, those extraordinarily handsome, ingar and dashing
young men in the long trousers of officers but wite shoulder straps of
privates.

Gavrik had learned from reliable sources that tleeks belonged to
the ordinary "lower ranks", that is to say, weraiplsoldiers. But what a
world of difference between them and the soldiers!

With the possible exception of theassvendors, the staff clerks were
the most elegant, best-dressed and handsomestgeticown.

When they saw a clerk the chambermaids from thebgehouses
turned pale and began to tremble and looked agjththey would faint
any minute. They mercilessly scorched their haid aemples with
curling-irons, they dabbed their noses with toatlwger and they rouged
their cheeks with toffee paper. But the clerks pandattention to them.



To any Odessa soldier a chambermaid was a supemat
unapproachable being, but to a staff clerk she meagore than "a dull
peasant" and not worthy of a glance.

In their rooms behind the grating the staff clesason iron beds softly
strumming guitars; they were sad and lonely. That wgithout their
jackets, in long trousers with a broad red stitchelting, and clean shirts
with black neckties such as officers wore.

If a staff clerk appeared in the street of a Sundagning, it was
always arm in arm with two seamstresses wearing tiar puffed up
high in front.

Staff clerks were unbelievably rich. With his owypes Gavrik once
saw one of them riding in a droshky.

But strange as it seemed, staff clerks belong¢ldetdlower ranks". At
the corner of Pirogovskaya and Kulikovo Field GRwnce saw, with his
own eyes, a general in silver shoulder strapsistrila clerk across the
mouth and shouting in a voice that sent shiversrd@®avrik's back, "Is
that the way to stand, you dog? Is that the way?"

The clerk stood stiffly at attention and rolled hisad, his light-blue
peasant eyes bulging like a common soldier's. {S&four Excellency!"
he muttered. "I'll never do it again!"

It was this dual position that made the staff derkuch strange,
wonderful and at the same time pathetic creatuiks, fallen angels
exiled as punishment from heaven to earth.

The life of the ordinary sentries, whose quarteeseanext door to the
staff clerks, was very interesting too.

These soldiers also had two natures.

One was when they stood in pairs, in full sentryfarm, with their
cartridge belts, at the alabaster front entrana@fArmy Staff building,
springing smartly to attention and presenting atimesway sergeants did,
that is, shifting their well-greased bayonets gsligko the side whenever
an officer came in or went out.

The other was a plain, domestic, peasant naturenwley sat in their
barracks sewing on buttons, polishing their boatplaying draughts—
"dames", as they called it.

Bowls and wooden spoons were always drying on theidowsills,
and there were many left-over pieces of black abrgad which they
readily gave to beggars.

They readily talked to boys, too, but the questitheyy asked and the
words they used made the boys blush to their emrsuan away horrified.

The two courtyards were asphalted and were juspldme for playing
hopscotch. Fine squares and numbers could be dvavine asphalt with
charcoal or chalk. The smooth sea pebbles slidsadgtavonderfully.



If the janitor lost his temper at the hullabaloesea by the playing
children and went after them with his broom, thess nothing easier
than running into the next courtyard.

Besides, the house had wonderful and mysteriousarsebwith
woodbins.

It was simply marvellous to hide in those cellansoag the firewood
and various junk, in the dry, dusty darkness, waiéin the yard it was
bright daylight.

In a word, the house where Petya lived was an lexctedlace in every
respect.

Gavrik entered the yard and stopped under the wisdid Petya's flat,
which was on the second storey.

The yard, split diagonally by the distinct middapadow, was
absolutely empty. Not a boy in sight. Evidently ytheere all in the
country or at the seaside.

Shuttered windows. The hot, lazy stillness of nddot a sound.

But from somewhere far away—perhaps even as far
Botanicheskaya Street—came the spluttering andipgpmise of a red-
hot frying pan. Judging by the smell, it was greyllet being fried in
sunflower oil.

"Petya!" Gavrik called, his hands cupped roundnmgith.

Silence.

"Pe-et-ya!"

Closed shutters.

"Pe-e-e-et-ya-a-a!!"

The kitchen window opened and the white-kerchidfedd of Dunya,
the cook, looked out.

"They haven't come yet." It was the usual replpksm quickly.

"When will they?"

"We expect them this evening."

The boy spat on the ground and rubbed the spittle s foot. He
was silent for a while.

"Please, ma'am, as soon as he comes tell him Gameaskere."

"Yes, Your Honour."

“Tell him I'll drop round tomorrow morning."

"It'll be quite all right if you don't. Our Petyaillwbe going to school
this year. And that means good-bye to all your neyAfiusiness."

"Never mind," Gavrik muttered dourly. "Only dondrget to tell him.
Will you?"

“I'll tell him, don't cry."

"Good-bye, ma'am."

"Good-bye, you beauty."

as



Dunya, it seemed, was so fed up with doing notlEthgummer long
that she had descended to an exchange of bankea\itle ragamuffin.

Gauvrik hitched up his trousers and strolled ouhefyard.

A bad business! What next?

He could, of course, go to his big brother TerahiNear Mills. But in
the first place, Near Mills was a long way off, atid walk there and
back would take a good four hours. And in the sdcplace, after the
disturbances he didn't know whether Terenti wouwddab home or not.
Quite likely he was in hiding somewhere or else mathing to eat
himself.

What sense was there in wearing out his feet faning? They were
his own, weren't they?

The boy walked out on the field and looked in &t arracks windows
as he passed by.

The soldiers had just finished their midday meal aere rinsing their
spoons on the windowsill. A pile of leftover breads drying under the
hot sun.

The bread was black and spongy, with a chestnoticedl crust that
actuallylookedsour, and flies were crawling over it.

Gavrik stopped near a window, entranced by the tsafhsuch
abundance.

He was silent for a while, and then to his own gagphe blurted out
roughly, "Give me some bread!"

But he immediately remembered himself, picked up tank and
walked away. "I didn't mean it," he said, showihg soldiers his gap-
toothed smile. "I don't want any."

The soldiers crowded at the windowsill, calling amldistling to the
boy. "Hi there! Where you running to? Come back!"

They stretched out pieces of bread to him throbghgtating. "Take it.
Don't be afraid."

He stopped in indecision.

"Hold out your shirt."

There was so much good-natured gaiety in theirtshand in the fuss
they were making that Gavrik saw there would behingt humiliating
about it if he did take some bread from them. Hékad back and held
out his shirt.

Chunks of bread flew into it.

"Won't do you any harm to try our army bread anduged to it!"

In addition to about five pounds of bread, the moklgave Gavrik a
good helping of yesterday's porridge.

He stowed it all neatly into the fish tank, accompd by earthy jokes
about the effect of army rations on the stomachpsefor home to help
Grandpa mend the line.



Late that afternoon they put out to sea again.

15
THE BOAT AT SEA

When he saw that the steamer did not stop and atidower a boat,
but continued on her course, the sailor calmed daviat and began to
think clearly.

His first concern was to throw off some of his bleg; they interfered
with his swimming.

The jacket was water-logged and as heavy as ironjtbcame off
easiest of all. He did it in three movements, tugnover several times
and spitting out the bitter, salty sea water.

For a while the jacket floated along after him witih sleeves spread
out, like a living thing; it did not want to pamoim its master and tried to
wind itself round his legs.

After the sailor had kicked the jacket a few tiniegell behind and
slowly sank, swaying and dropping from layer toelayntil it was lost in
the depths to which the cloudy shafts of the Idtermoon light faintly
penetrated.

The boots gave him the most trouble of all. Thewiglstas though filled
with glue.

He furiously scraped one foot against the othethtow off those
coarse navy boots with the rust-coloured tops whith given him away.
Paddling with his arms, he danced in the water;roimte his head went
under, the next his shoulders reared up over tHacau

But the boots would not yield. He filled his lunggth air and then,
dropping his head under the surface, tugged atlippery heel of one of
the boots, mentally letting out a string of theestl oaths and cursing
everything under the sun.

At last he pulled off that damned boot. The secmartie easier.

However, the relief Rodion felt when he had gotafdchis boots and
trousers was accompanied by an overpowering wesiridhe sea water,
of which he had swallowed a good deal despite iallpnecautions, had
set his throat afire. Besides, he had smacked #tervpainfully hard in
his dive from the ship.

The past two days he had had hardly any sleepwalietd about forty
or fifty miles, and had been under great nervotarst Now everything
was going dark before his eyes. Or was that becawsaing was falling
fast?



The water had lost its daytime colour. The surfaee become a
bright, glossy heliotrope, while the depths werdrightening colour,
almost black.

From where he was, the sailor could not see theeshb all. The
horizon had narrowed almost to nothingness. The edghe cloudless
sky was touched with a transparent green aftergbowd, a faint, barely
perceptible star twinkled in it.

That showed where the shore was and which way théchgawim.

All he now had on was his shirt and underdrawerd, these were no
hindrance. But his head whirled, and the jointshi arms and legs
ached. With every minute he found it harder to swim

At times he felt he was losing consciousness. Aeigt he was on the
verge of vomiting. Every now and then he was selned brief, sudden
paroxysm of fear. His loneliness and the depthtaged him.

Never before had he felt like that. He must beniél thought.

His short wet hair seemed dry and hot and so caaetehe could
almost feel it pricking his head.

There was not a soul in sight. Overhead, in thetgmarkening air, a
sturdy-winged gull with a body as plump as a ci#d'w by. In its long
bent beak was a small fish.

A new spasm of fear gripped the sailor. He felt #nay minute now
his heart would burst and he would go to the bottBlem wanted to cry
out but he could not unclench his teeth.

Suddenly he heard the soft splash of oars. A fements later he saw
the black silhouette of a boat.

He mustered all his strength and struck out affterioat, thrashing his
feet desperately. He caught up with it and sucatatdgrabbing hold of
its high stern.

Hand over hand he managed somehow to pull himeethe boat's
side, which was lower, and with an effort he lookedhe boat tilted.

"Come now, none of your tricks!" Gavrik shoutedhithreatening bass
when he saw the wet head sticking out over the gleaw

The boy was not at all surprised to see the hedds§a was famous
for its swimmers.

Some swam out as far as three or four miles froaneshnd returned
late in the evening. This was probably one of them.

If he was such a hero he had no business catchulthdf people's
boats for a rest. He ought to keep right on swingmifhey'd put in a
good day's work and were tired enough as it ifYaut dragging him!

"Come now, stop fooling! Push off or I'll let yoave it with this oar!"

To give more weight to his words he bent over ds thke the oar out
of the rowlock, exactly the way Grandpa did on soctasions.

"I'm—ill—" the head said, panting.



Over the side stretched a trembling arm to whiah skeeve of an
embroidered shirt was plastered.

This, Gavrik saw at once, was not a swimmer: peaptih't go
swimming in the sea in embroidered shirts.

"What's the matter—your boat sink?"

The sailor was silent. His head and arms hungebfdi inside the boat
while his legs, clad in drawers, dragged in theawatle had fainted.

Gavrik and Grandpa dropped their oars and withadiffy pulled the
limp but frightfully heavy body into the boat.

"How hot he is!" said Grandpa, catching his breath.

Although the sailor was wet and shivering, his wehbbdy burned
with a dry, unhealthy heat.

"Want a drink?" asked Gavrik.

The sailor did not reply. He merely rolled his gldz unseeing eyes
and stirred his swollen lips.

The boy offered him the water-keg. He pushed itleasveakly and
swallowed his saliva in revulsion. A second latenvbmited.

His head fell and banged against the thwart.

Then, like a blind man, he reached out in the dasknfor the keg,
found it and, his teeth chattering against the padtde, managed to gulp
down some water.



Grandpa shook his head. "A bad business!"

"Where are you from?" asked the boy.

Again the sailor swallowed his saliva. He triedstyy something but
only managed to stretch out his arm and then dibgpeelessly.

“To the devil with him!" he muttered indistinctlyDon't let anybody
see me. I'm a sailor—hide me somewhere—or elsélltheyyg me—it's
the truth, so help me God—by the true and holy—"

He evidently wanted to make the sign of the Cragscbuldn't raise
his hand. He tried to smile at his weakness bueatsa film passed over
his eyes.

Again he lost consciousness.

Grandfather and grandson exchanged glances bbensgid a word.

Times were such that keeping mum was the bestypolic

They carefully laid the sailor on the floor-slatdyrough which
unbailed water splashed up, placed the keg undendad and sat down
at the oars.

They rowed slowly, idling along so as to reach shathen it was
altogether dark. The darker the better. Beforeifanthey circled about
for a while near the familiar crags.

Fortunately, there was no one on the shore.

It was a warm, dark night full of stars and cricket

Grandfather and grandson pulled the boat up onbiwch. The
pebbles rustled mysteriously.

While Grandpa remained behind to guard the sick @anrik ran
ahead to make certain the coast was clear.

He soon returned. From his soundless footsteps)dpeagathered that
all was well. With great difficulty, but gently, ¢ly pulled the sailor out of
the boat and stood him on his legs, propping homfboth sides.

The sailor put his arm round Gavrik's neck andggédim to his now
dry and extraordinarily hot body. He did not reali®f course, how
heavily he was leaning on the boy.

Gavrik braced his legs more firmly. "Can you walk#®' asked in a
whisper.

The sailor did not reply but took a few swayingpstdéorward, like a
sleepwalker.

"Easy does it, easy does it," urged Grandpa, stipgahe sailor from
behind.

"It's not far. Only a couple of steps."

They finally made their way up the little hill. Nane saw them. And
even if anyone had, he would hardly have paid amgnton to that
reeling white figure supported by an old man atdwg



It was a familiar enough scene: a drunken fishermvas being led
home by his relatives, and if he wasn't swearindpawling songs that
was simply because he had taken too much.

The minute they got the sailor into the hot andIgndarkness of the
hut he collapsed on the plank-bed.

Grandpa covered the tiny window with a piece ofwagd from a
broken box and closed the door tightly. Only theh e light the small,
chimneyless paraffin lamp, turning down the wickas as possible.

The lamp stood in the corner, on a shelf covereth vain old
newspaper.

On the same shelf lay the army bread wrapped snapdag to keep it
fresh, a cup made out of a tin can, the soldiensigge in a tin bowl, two
wooden spoons, and a big blue seashell with cagaesesalt in it—in a
word, a poverty-stricken but neat household array.

An old smoke-blackened icon was nailed in the coaf®ve the shelf:
an oblong coffee-coloured stain that was the falc&to Nicholas the
Miracle Worker—the protector of fishermen—Ilooked wato with
glittering eyes painted in the manner of the oldwschool.

A wisp of smoke and the lamp-light streamed upaheent face from
below. It seemed to be alive, to be breathing.

For a long time now Grandpa had believed in neitded nor the
devil. He had not seen them bring either good drieto his life. But in
St. Nicholas the Miracle Worker he did believe.

How could he not believe in this saint who helpéd im his difficult
and dangerous occupation? Especially since thispaton, fishing, was
the most Important thing in Grandpa's life.

But lately, to tell the truth, the miracle workesichbeen falling down
on the job.

When Grandpa was younger and stronger, when hehhaddgood
tackle and a sail, the miracle worker had beerofesuse.

But the older Grandpa became the less help diceh&a@m his patron
saint.

Of course, when there was no sail, when the old'snstnength was
waning from day to day, and when there was no maadyuy meat for
bait, the fish caught would be small and good fathing, be he the most
miraculous miracle worker the world had ever séemd so there was no
sense expecting anything of him.

Yes, even the miracle worker was stumped whennitect offsetting
old age and poverty.

For all that, there were times when Grandpa féteband hurt as he
looked at the stern but useless saint. True, henwasxpense and hung
there in his corner without disturbing anybody. ®all, let him hang
there: perhaps he'd do a good turn some day. le tirea old man had



come to take a patronising and even somewhat mbaititude towards
the miracle worker.

Returning to the hut with a catch—and the catclsgéhdays was
almost always pitifully small—Grandpa would grumbleoking at the
embarrassed miracle worker out of the corner ofelyes, "Well, you old
codger, so we're empty-handed again, eh? Thiscls sash it makes me
blush to take it to market. They're not bullheadslice."

Then, so as not to hurt the saint's feelings toehmhe would add,
“It's only natural. Would a real big bullhead eger for shrimps? A real,
well-fed bullhead's ready to spit on a shrimp. Whateal, well-fed
bullhead wants is meat. But where'll we get it, @2 can't buy meat
with a miracle, can you? So you see?"

Now, however, the miracle worker was farthest frbma old man's
thoughts. He was greatly worried about the saieord not so much by
his fever and unconsciousness as by his premondtiomortal danger
from some unnamed source.

Naturally, Grandpa did have an idea of what it \whsabout, but to
help the man he would have to know a little more.

As luck would have it, however, the sailor was ursmous and
feverish; he lay sprawled out on the patchworktgstiaring straight in
front of him with open but unseeing eyes.

One of his hands hung down from the bed. On therpthhich lay on
his chest, Grandpa saw a blue anchor.

Every now and then the sailor attempted to sprgignoaning, the hot
sweat pouring from him, unconscious, he would hisehand as though
trying to bite out the anchor, as if once the anchere gone he would
instantly feel better.

Grandpa forced him to lie down again and wipedfboiehead. "Lie
down, now," he urged. "Lie quiet, | tell you. Anad g¢o sleep, don't be
afraid. Go to sleep."

Out in the vegetable patch Gavrik was boiling watea cauldron to
make the sick man some tea. Not real tea, thabus,a brew of the
fragrant herb which Grandpa gathered in the neéily in May, and
then dried and used instead of tea.

16
"TURRET GUN, SHOOT!

They passed a fitful night.
The sailor tore at the shirt on his chest. He wiff®esating.
Grandpa put out the lamp and opened the door to fe¢sh air.



The sailor saw the starry sky but he could not wstdad what it was.
The night breeze blew into the hut and cooled baxdh

Gavrik lay in the weeds near the door, his eatmatt to the faintest
rustle. He did not close an eye until morning. Eisow turned numb
from lying on it.

Grandpa made a bed for himself on the earthen @étie hut but he
did not sleep either; he listened to the crick&isthe waves and to the
moans of the sick man, who from time to time sprapgexcitedly and
shouted in a weak, colourless voice, "Turret ghiowos Koshuba! Turret,
give it to them!" and other such nonsense.

Grandpa would take him firmly by the shoulders, keh&im gently
and whisper straight into his hot, feverish molthe quiet. For the sake
of the Lord God himself, don't raise a row. LieegguWhat a trial!"

Little by little the sailor, grinding his teeth, winl quieten down.

Who was this strange patient?

Rodion Zhukov was one of the seven hundred memmefbattleship
Potemkinwho had gone ashore in Rumania.

He in no way stood out among the other men of thenous ship.

From the first minute of the uprising, from thatryweninute when the
commander of the battleship dropped in horror agspdir to his knees
before the crew, when the first rifle shots rangyand the dead bodies of
certain officers were thrown overboard, when thelosanamed
Matyushenko ripped off the door of the Admiral'®ica that very cabin
past which they still could not walk without a fiegl of fright—from that
very minute Rodion Zhukov lived, thought, and acésddid most of the
other sailors: in a sort of haze, in a state oefsh exaltation until the
time when they had to surrender to the Rumaniarms casembark at
Constantsa.

Rodion had never before set foot in a foreign Ik a foreign land,
like useless freedom, is broad and bitter.

ThePotemkinstood quite close to the pier.

Among the feluccas, freighters, yawls, yachts amitlecs, and side by
side with an emaciated-looking Rumanian cruisee trey three-
funnelled battleship was absurdly huge.

The flag of St. Andrew, like a white envelope cexbssvith blue lines,
still hung aloft, above the gun-turrets, boats paals.

But suddenly it quivered, fell limp, and slid downshort spurts.

Rodion then took off his sailor cap with both haadsl bowed so low
that the ends of the new ribbons of St. Georgeaspoeit gently over the
dust, like those orange-and-black country flowers.

“It's a dirty shame! Twelve-inch guns, enough amitnom to last a
month, and crack gunners, every mother's son ofi.thée ought to have
listened to Dorofei Koshuba. He was right when k&l sve ought to



throw the lousy petty officers overboard, sink theorgi Pobedonosets
and land a force in Odessa. We would have rousednmiole Odessa
garrison, all the workers, the whole Black Sea! Rbshuba, Koshuba, if
only we'd listened to you! What a hell of a mes&evm!"

Rodion bowed to his beloved ship for the last time.

"Never mind," he said through his teeth, "neverdniwe won't give
in. We'll rouse the whole of Russia all the same!"

With his last money he bought a civilian outfitdaa few days later, at
night, he reached Russian territory by crossingeitaary of the Danube
near Vilkovo.

His plan was to make his way across the stepp&kernan, and then
on a barge or a boat to Odessa. From Odessa itvbeusimple to reach
his native village of Nerubaiskoye, and there haildladecide his next
move.

He knew only one thing for certain: that all theds to the past were
closed to him, that he was cut off once and foibath from the servile
life of a sailor on the tsar's battleship, and fribra hard peasant life at
home, in the clay hut with the dark-blue walls démel light-blue window-
frames, standing among pink and yellow hollyhocks.

Now it was either the gallows or going into hidingtarting an
uprising, setting fire to landowners' manors, ré@agihe city and locating
the revolutionary headquarters.

He began to feel ill on the road but stopping wasad the question
and he continued on his way.

And now.. . . What's the matter with him? Wheréae® Why are stars
rocking in the doorway? And are they really stars?

Like a dark sea, night engulfs Rodion.

The stars gather into clusters, flare up, and fariow-lying row of
Quarantine lights before his eyes. The city braaks commotion. The
trestle bridge in the port bursts into flames. Ragnmen lose their
direction in the raging fire. Rifle volleys smac&wah on the roadway like
long steel rails.

The night is a rocking ship's deck. The bright leirof a searchlight
skims along the winding shore, making the cornéfsases glow white-
hot and windows glare dazzlingly; and out of thekdass it snatches the
figures of running soldiers, ragged red flags, amithen-wagons, gun-
carriages, overturned horse-trams.

And then he sees himself in the gun-turret. Thenguglues his eye to
the range-finder. The turret revolves smoothly,ntpng the empty,
shining, mirror-like, grooved barrel to bear on tig. Stop! Now it is
directly on a line with the blue cupola of the ttireavhere an imposing
general is holding a war council against the inents,.

The turret telephone buzzes faintly and monotoryousl|



Or can that be crickets in the steppe? No, it'stéhephone. With a
slow clang the electric hoist brings up a shelhfrine magazine. It sways
on the chains and comes straight into Rodion's$iand

Or can that be a cool melon instead of a shell?wAat a joy to bite
into a juicy melon! But no, it's a shell. "Turrehoot!"

That very same instant there is a ringing in his,eas if some giant
hand outside has struck the armour of the turketd tambourine. There
is a flash of fire. The smell of a burning celldaomb pours over him.

The entire breadth of the roadstead shudders. dats bbegin to rock.
A strip of iron comes down between the ship andcttye An "over".

Rodion's hands are flaming hot. Then again th&ketscmeander in a
crystal stream among the close-set stars and tedswve

Or can that chirping be the telephone? Now the reahell crawls
out of the hoist and into Rodion's hands. Now wilish off that general!
"Turret, shoot!"

“Lie down and stop your yelling. Want a drink? lgeiet."

A second strip crosses the bay. Again an "overt. i&aver mind, the
third time we won't miss. And there are plenty loélts. A magazine full
of them.

In his weary hands the third shell feels lightaartta feather and yet
heavier than a house.

Fire it as quickly as possible, send smoke pouang of that blue
cupola—and then things'll roll along!

But why has the telephone stopped chirping, whyehtlne crickets
stopped tinkling? Have they all dropped dead tobesrhead?

Or is that the dawn, so quiet and so pink? Smodtidyturret turns
back. "Cease firing!" The shell slips out of hisvered hands and is
carried back into the magazine, with a rattle ef bloist chains. But no—
the cup has slipped from his fingers and watenc¢g&ling slowly from the
bed to the floor. And then all is quiet, oh, soequi

"What's this? They betrayed freedom, the damnededwihey turned
cowards! Once you start fighting you've got to figh the end! To leave
not a single stone standing!"

"Shoot, turret gun, shoot!"

"Oh, Lord, oh, St. Nicholas, holy miracle worketeldown and drink
some more water. What a misfortune!"

The pink quietness of dawn lays a tender and sogthiand on
Rodion's inflamed cheek. Far away on the gildedf bhe cocks begin to
Crow.



17
THE OWNER OF THE SHOOTING GALLERY

After talking things over, grandfather and grandst@tided not to
show the sick man to anybody for the time beingalene send him to
the city hospital, where they would most certaisk to see his papers.

In Grandpa's opinion the sailor had a plain, ondinfever, and it
would soon pass. Then it would be up to him toklmhwhat to do next.

Meanwhile it had grown completely light. It was @rno take the boat
out again. The sick man no longer slept.

Weakened by his sweating during the night, he layionless on his
back, looking up with conscious, attentive eyethaticon of the miracle
worker and the bunch of fresh cornflowers stuckirehts dark, time-
warped board.

"Your head clear?" asked Grandpa, coming up tdé#ie

The patient moved his lips as though trying to 5ggs". "Feeling
better?"

He dropped his eyelids in sign of affirmation. Gipa glanced at the
bread and porridge on the shelf. "Like somethinge&?" The sailor
shook his head weakly.

"Well, as you like. Listen, son. We have to go outthe boat for
bullheads, understand? We'll leave you here by sgiuand lock the
door. You can trust us. We're Black Sea folk, tlame as you.
Understand? You lie here nice and quiet. If anybklycks, don't say a
word. Gavrik and I'll do our work and then we'llnce right back. I'm
leaving you a cup of water. If you feel thirsty ¢a& drink, it won't hurt
you. And don't worry about anything at all. You cdapend on us.
Understand?"

The old man said "Understand?" after every othedwalking to the
sailor as though he were a child.

The sailor forced a smile to his eyes, and fronettmtime he dropped
his lids, as if to say, "Don't worry. | understaithanks."

The fishermen locked him in and went out in thetbdaey returned
four hours later to find everything in order. Thagipnt was asleep.

This time they had had luck.

They had taken about three hundred and fifty figeblollheads off the
line. Grandpa gave the miracle worker a pleasek, l@hewed his
wrinkled lips, and remarked, "Not bad. Not at adktoday. They're big
ones, even though we did use shrimps. God bless you

But the miracle worker, fully conscious of his posidooked down at
Grandpa sternly, haughtily even, as if he wantedsay, "And you



doubted me, called me an old codger. Youhe one who's an old
codger."

Grandpa decided to take the bullheads to markesdifmit was high
time he had it out with Madam Storozhenko. Aftdr ab matter how
much fish he brought her he always remained in dalltnever saw any
hard cash. In that case what was the use of fi8hing

Today was just the day for that talk. With theskeaebullheads he
could look her straight in the eye.

Naturally Gavrik would have liked to go along witlm to market.
Then, on the way back, he could see Petya andyfigat a drink okvass
at the corner.

But leaving the sailor alone was risky becausewss Sunday and a
crowd of people would probably come down to thechdeom the city.

Grandpa lifted the wet fish tank to his shoulded ahuffled off to
market. Gavrik poured fresh water into the cup,eted the sailor's feet
against the flies, hung the padlock on the doad, \@ent out for a stroll.
Not far away, on the beach, were various placesntdrtainment: a little
restaurant with a garden and a skittle-alley, aoshg gallery, a merry-
go-round, automatic dynamometers, stands wherecgold buy soda-
water and Turkish delight—in short, a small faiognd. The place was a
real feast for the boy's eyes.

The morning service had not yet ended. The peainghurch bells
floated above the bluffs.

And every now and then a snow-white cloud as roamd bright as
that sound of the bells was wafted across the gikiyhé breeze, although
down at the beach no wind could be felt at all.

It was early for the real fun, but several wellsted city people were
hovering about the merry-go-round waiting for trenwas cover to be
taken off.

From the skittle-alley came the slow, cast-iron bling of the heavy
ball as it rolled down the narrow board. The balled an awfully long
time and its noise grew fainter and fainter untitidenly, after a short
silence, the soft musical clink of scattered piame through the yellow
acacias growing by the fence.

Every once in a while a report resounded from th@osng gallery.
Sometimes it would be followed by the crash of akbn bottle, or the
whirr of a moving target.

The shooting gallery lured Gavrik irresistibly.

He walked over to it and stopped near the doore@he he breathed
in the smell of gunpowder, a bluish-leaden smék Inothing else on
earth. He could even feel its peculiar sourish ahdky taste on his
tongue.



And those guns, so tantalising in their speciaksad he small butts,
expertly made out of wood as heavy as iron, wisharp network of lines
cut into it on the places where you held it, sa §@ur hand would not
slip. The thick, long barrel of burnished blue &te#h the small hole of
the muzzle, no larger than a pea. The blue stgbt,sand the bolt handle
that moved up and down so smoothly and simply.

Even the very richest boys dreamed of owning aldgerthat, a Monte
Cristo. This was a word that made your heart mibgat. It had an all-
embracing meaning: fabulous wealth, happiness, yglonanliness.
Owning a Monte Cristo was even more than having woen bicycle.

A boy who had a Monte Cristo was known far beyomel $treet in
which he lived. And he was referred to in this wadyou know, the
Volodka from Richelieu Street who has a Monte ©rfst

Gauvrik, of course, could never dream of owning anMoCristo. Or
even of firing one, for that was terribly dear:dikopeks a shot. You had
to be awfully rich for that.

Gavrik could dream only of aiming from the wondérfgun.
Occasionally the owner of the shooting gallery glawe that pleasure.

Now there was a visitor in the gallery, so it wag of the question.
Perhaps when he left Gavrik would ask the ownet,than. . ..

But the visitor was in no hurry to leave. He stabé@re with his
sandaled feet planted wide apart and instead aftstgpwas talking with
the proprietor.

When the proprietor happened to glance his way riGaveeted him
respectfully, "Many happy returns of the day."

He acknowledged the greeting with a dignified nad,became the
owner of such an unusual place of amusement. ThataMucky sign. It
meant he was in a good mood and might very welldethandle a Monte
Cristo.

Encouraged, Gavrik came closer, right into the dagr

With eager, admiring eyes he examined the pistatgying above the
counter, the branched rifle-support, and the varimechanical targets,
one of which appealed to him especially.

This was a Japanese battleship, with guns andyarftiing the garish
green waves of a tin sea. Out of the sea jutteddatapped by a little
metal circle, and if you hit that circle the badtig broke in two with a
bang and went to the bottom, a fan-shaped tin geiseqg in its place.

Naturally, among the hares with the drums, theeballancers, the
anglers with a shoe at the end of their line, dredltottles moving along
one after another on an endless belt, the Japdregteship held first
place both for the brilliance of its idea and iperb execution.



Everybody knew that only a short while ago the dapa had sent the
whole Russian fleet to the bottom at Tsushima, duede were always
visitors who thirsted for revenge on the "Japs".

The gallery had, besides, a real fountain. It veigyeing only when a
visitor asked for it. A celluloid ball put on tof the jet by the proprietor
would be flung up and turned round, then suddenbpped and just as
suddenly lifted. This was a real miracle, a mysw@yature. To hit that
ball was one of the hardest things in the worldn8omes men got so
excited they shot at it ten or fifteen times, ahdast always they missed.

But whoever did hit the ball was entitled to anraxshot free of
charge.

"So you say nothing unusual happened here yesterdaying?" the
visitor remarked, continuing the conversation. Haswoying with a
beautiful gun; in his huge paws it seemed tiny.

"Not as far as | know." "Hm."

The man ran his eye over the targets. He took isfblue pince-nez,
which left two coral dents on his fleshy nose, amded at a hare holding
a drum. But then he changed his mind and loweredjtim.

"Didn't any of the fishermen hereabouts mentiortlaing?"

“Not a thing."

"Hm."

The visitor picked up the Monte Cristo, then lowkiteagain.

"l heard, though, that a man fell off tA@rgenewesterday evening,
opposite the shore here. Heard anything about"tiatit a thing."

Gavrik caught his breath sharply. He felt as thoaghucket of ice-
cold water had been poured over him. His heartraotdd so that he
could no longer hear it. His legs grew limp. He \aésid to move.

"I heard that a man jumped off the steamer, a nh@npolice are
looking for. Just opposite the shore here. Knowtlaing about it?"

"This is the first I've heard of it."

The owner of the shooting gallery was clearly baiedleath by this
moustached gossip.

His expression was courteous and dignified, buwae on the verge of
yawning, and he twirled a little green box of addes in his fingers. He
thought, and rightly so, that if a man came to $hw® ought to shoot.
And if he wanted to have a chat, that was all rigist—but in between
shots. A chat on some interesting topic, naturdike the races at the
velodrome or the Russo-Japanese war.

Deathly boredom was written all over his seedy fdbe face of a
failure, racked by secret passions.

Gavrik felt sorry for him from the bottom of his dré Like all the
other children, he was for some reason very fondhadf man with



slanting side-whiskers, legs as bowed as a dacdshuand a hairy,
heavily tattooed chest showing through his thinasedirt.

Gavrik knew that although the man made quite a mtebeing he
never had a kopek to his name. He was always ity dets always very
worried about something. Rumour had it that he usetle a famous
circus rider, and that once he had struck the owh#re circus across the
face with his whip for having done something mdda.was sacked and
black-listed. Deprived of his livelihood, he toak betting at the horse-
races, and this was his downfall. Now he playedllajames of chance;
even at pitching coins with little boys.

He was eternally in the grip of a frightful gamlgjifever.

It was a known fact that at times he gambled aWwayctothes he wore.
The shoes he had on, for example, did not belonigiro He had lost
them at the beginning of the summer playing twemtg; and now when
he closed his place for the night he went homefbatecarrying under
his arm a box with the rifles and pistols; afrafdgambling them away,
he left them for safekeeping until the morning watfanitor acquaintance
of his in Malaya Arnautskaya Street.

Once, on the beach, Gavrik himself had seen hina lgeintleman fifty
kopeks that he could hit a sparrow on the fly franlMonte Cristo. Of
course, he missed.

What followed was so pitiful that Gavrik felt likerying. With a
shameful show of surprise the man examined thefgum long time,
then shrugged his shoulders and reached insidenéisled jacket. His
face was pale. He brought out a fifty-kopek piend aanded it to the
gentleman. The gentleman laughingly protestedithetd all been in fun.
But the proprietor of the shooting gallery suddeldgked at him with
such insane, pathetic and at the same time omyblsbdshot eyes that
the gentleman quickly took the coin, and, embaedsput it in the
pocket of his pongee jacket.

That day the shooting gallery did not close fomein

“If | were you, sir, I'd try a shot at the balleareter and see how
saucily she kicks up her legs," said the proprigtdris Polish accent. He
clearly wanted to put an end to the boring contemnsand get the visitor
to shoot.

"It's strange, though, that no one knows anythibgua it," the latter
said.

Just then he noticed Gavrik. He gave him a quieke¢g from head to
foot.

"Do you live here, son?"

"Yes," said the boy. His voice was unusually thin.

"Your people fishermen?"

"Yes."



"Why so shy? Come closer, don't be afraid."

Gavrik looked at the coarse, tightly-twirled mows$ta which was as
black as boot-polish, at the long strip of adhegilester across the cheek,
and, terrified, approached the man, mechanicaltiiqguone foot in front
of the other.

18
QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

"Your father and mother alive?" "No."

“Then who do you live with?" "Grandpa.” "Who's hé2h old man."

"Naturally—but what does he do for a living?" "Hatches fish." "A
fisherman, eh?" "Yes, a fisher." "And what are you¥boy."

"l can see you're a boy and not a girl. What I'kiragyou is what do
you do?"

"Oh, nothing. | help Grandpa."

"That means you go out fishing together, eh?"

"Uh-huh."

"l see. Well, then, how do you fish?"

"Why, we just put out the line for the night, ame hext morning we
pull out the bullheads."

“That means you go out to sea in a boat, doe8h't it

"Uh-huh."

"Every day?"

"What's that?"

"What a little blockhead you are! What I'm askinguyis this: do you
go out in the boat every day?"

" 'Course we do."

"Morning and evening?"

"No."

"How's that?"

"Only mornings."

"What about the evening?"

"Well, evenings too."

"Then why do you say only mornings when it's evgaitoo?"

"No. Evenings we only put out the line. We pull ¢dé bullheads in
the morning."

"l see. That means you go out evenings too."

"No. Evenings we only put it out."

"For God's sake! But to put it out don't you havgo out to sea first?"

"Course we do. "



"That means you go out evenings too, doesn't it?"

"No, evenings we don't pull out. We only pull oubmings."

"But in the evening you go out to put out the liden't you?"

" 'Course we do."

"That means you go out evenings too, doesn't it?"

"Uh-huh."

"What a little blockhead you are! A man has to havgood meal
under his belt before he tries talking to you. Winakes you so stupid?"

“I'm only a kid."

With an unconcealed sneer the moustached gentlesnaveyed
Gavrik from top to toe and then gave him a fillipu#g a smart one—on
the head.

"A fine fishermanyouare!"

But the boy was by no means a blockhead.

He had immediately sensed a sly and dangerous emenfiys man
with the moustaches. There he was, wandering albegshore asking
qguestions about the sailor. He was only makingelbelihe'd come in here
to shoot. Who could tell what he really was aft®t@st likely he was a
detective. Why, he might even find out somehow thatrunaway was
hiding in their hut! Perhaps—God forbid!— he hadrid it out already.

Gavrik had decided at once to act the fool. Youldiwtilearn much
from a fool.

He twisted his face into the stupid expressionhoaight a little half-
wit should wear; he goggled his eyes, shifted frmot to foot with
exaggerated embarrassment, and picked at a sdris bp.

When he saw he was dealing with a hopeless idiatudthches
thought it best to make friends with him first gmdnp him afterwards.

He reasoned, not without foundation, that childneme an inquisitive
and observant lot and knew more than grown-upstalbbat was going
on around them.

"What's your name, sonny?"

"Gavrik."

"Well, look here, Gavrik, would you like to shoot?"

A warm flush coloured the boy's face to the vepg tof his ears. He
instantly collected himself, however. "But I've nwmney," he said in a
thin, squeaky voice, playing the fool.

"I know that, but it doesn't matter. You can takshat. I'll pay."

"You're not making fun of me?"

"Don't trust me? Well, look."

With these words Moustaches laid a big brand-nee-Kopek piece
on the counter.

"Shoot away."



Gavrik, overcome with happiness, looked in indecisiat the
proprietor. But the latter's face had taken on saclstrictly formal
expression that an exchange of friendly winks wasgiausly out of the
guestion.

He looked at the boy as if he had never seen hiordeand, leaning
respectfully over the counter, said, "Which woulduyprefer to use,
young man? A pistol or a rifle?"

Gavrik was so bowled over by unexpected happirtesshie really did
feel like a half-wit now.

"A Monte Cristo," he stammered, a silly grin on fase.

With a flourish the proprietor loaded the gun aadded it to the boy.

Breathing heavily, he glued himself to the courded aimed at a
bottle. The Japanese battleship appealed to hinlh mace, of course, but
he was afraid of missing. The bottle was a big one.

He tried to prolong the pleasure of aiming as maspossible.

After aiming at the bottle for a while he shiftexla hare, then to the
battleship, and then back to the bottle. He mowe= dight from one
bull's-eye to another, swallowing his saliva andkimg in horror that the
moment he fired, the bliss would come to an end.

Finally he took a deep breath and put the rifle mWloiWou know
what," he said to Moustaches, with a guilty lookhet proprietor, "I think
| won't. | aimed, and that's almost as good. Treatinstead to a drink of
soda water with syrup at the stand. Besidescd3t you less."

Moustaches had no objections. Making an effort tootook at the
proprietor, whose expression was a mixture of gopteand ironic
indifference, they set out for the stand.

There Moustaches displayed such generosity thabalyecould only
gasp. Instead of water and syrup, which cost twpeks, he ordered
nothing less than a whole big bottle of Violet Sotiasting eight kopeks.

Gavrik could not believe his eyes when the stargpke brought out
the white bottle with the violet label and unwouhd thin wire round the
cork.

The bottle popped. Not in the coarse wasassbottles popped, but
gently, with style. The clear water immediately &edgo foam, and out of
the mouth of the bottle there poured a gas whithadly did give off the
delicate fragrance of real violets.

Gauvrik carefully picked up the cold bubbling glassgh both hands, as
if it were a treasure, and, squinting against tine, $egan to drink. He
could feel the sweet-smelling gas shooting up im nose from his
throat.

As he swallowed this magic nectar of the wealthg,félt that the
whole universe was gazing upon him in this moméntiomph: the sun,
the clouds, the sea, people, dogs, cyclists, thedem horses of the



merry-go-round, the girl who sold tickets at thermaipal bathing beach.
And they were all saying, "Look, look, that boydisnking Violet Soda!"

A little turquoise lizard had popped out of the dgé0 warm its beady
back in the sun, and as it clung to a rock with pae it squinted up at
him as if it, too, were saying, "Look, isn't heueky boy to be drinking
Violet Soda!"

While he drank Gavrik pondered on how to wrigglé auany further
guestions Moustaches might ask him. He thoughtwpde plan.

"Well, Gavrik, like the Violet Soda?"

"Thanks. Never tasted anything so good in all rfe/'i

"I should think so. Now tell me, did you go out $ea yesterday
evening?"

"Uh-huh."

"Did you see thdurgenev?"

" 'Course! She almost ripped our line to pieces Wwithwheels."

"A man didn't jump from the ship, did he?"

Moustaches fixed his bushy black eyes on the bayri& forced his
mouth into a grin. "So help me God, a man did jurfi’ he said with
exaggerated excitement. "May | drop dead on the! dpango!—right
into the water, and what a splash! And how he swam!

"Wait a minute. Not making anything up, are you?ishhway did he
swim?"

"So help me God I'm not! By the true and holy Cfbss

Although Gavrik knew it was a sin, he quickly credshimself four
times.

"And then he swam and swam—"

The boy waved his arms to show how the sailor nadrs

"Which way?"

"That way." The boy waved his arm in the directafrthe sea.

"And what happened to him after that?"

"After that a boat picked him up."

"A boat? What kind?"

"You know, a big one, a great big Ochakov boat &itail."

"From hereabouts?"

"No."

“Then where from?"

"From Bolshoi Fontan. Or maybe from Lustdorf. Aflipted blue, and
half red. A great big one. It picked him up anegathat it headed straight
for Lustdorf. By the true and holy—"

"Did you notice the boat's name?"

"'Course | didSonya."

"Sonya.,eh? That's fine. Not lying, are you?"



"By the true and holy Cross! May | never be happyll my life! It
wasSonyapr elseVera."

"Sonyaor Vera?"

"Either Sonyaor Vera—eor elseNadya."

"If you're lying—"

Instead of paying for the drinks, Moustaches whisgeomething into
the stand-keeper's ear, something that instantjengs expression turn
sour. Then he nodded to the boy and hurriedly setfor the hill,
obviously to take the suburban train to town.

That was just what Gavrik had expected him to do.

19
A POUND AND A HALF OF RYE BREAD

The sailor had to be warned immediately.

But Gavrik was a smart and cautious boy, and bafetiening home
he followed Moustaches from a distance until with dtwn eyes he saw
him climb the hill and turn down the lane.

Only then did he run back to the hut.

The sailor was asleep, but at the click of the paildhe sprang to his
feet and then sat down on the bed, looking at thar avith glittering,
frightened eyes.

"Don't be afraid, it's me. Lie down."

The sick man lay down again.

The boy pottered about a long time in the cornegtgmding to
examine the hooks of the line, which was foldeddesa round wicker
basket. He did not know how to begin so as noktote the sick man too
much.

Finally he came up to the bed and stood there fohige, scratching
one foot with the other.

"Feel better?"

"Yes."

"Your head clear?"

"Yes."

"Hungry?"

This conversation, brief though it was, completelyhausted the
sailor. He shook his head and closed his eyesboidet him rest.

After a while he spoke again. "Listen," he saicetiibnately, in a low
but persistent voice, "was it you jumped from Thegenewesterday?"

The sick man opened his eyes and looked up ataperéry intently,
but made no reply.



"Listen to what I'm going to say," Gavrik whisperaitting down on
the bed. "Only lie quiet and don't get excited."

Then, as circumspectly as he could, he told théorsabout his
acquaintance with the moustached man.

Again the sailor sprang to his feet and sat dowrthenbed, gripping
the edge of it to hold himself erect. He staredhat boy with round,
motionless eyes. His forehead had become damph8utid not say a
word. Only once did he break his silence. That wdsen Gavrik
mentioned the adhesive plaster on Moustaches' cheek

At this point of the story a mischievous, devil-regre Ukrainian
twinkle flickered in the sick man's eyes, and hid saarsely, through his
teeth, "A cat must have scratched him."

Suddenly he began to fidget, and then, steadyintgdif against the
wall, he stood up on his shaky legs.

"Come on," he muttered, looking round wildly. "Coroa, let's go
somewhere. For Christ's sake!" "Get back in bedleynyou're sick."
"Come on . . . give me my kit. Where's my kit?" Had evidently
forgotten that he had thrown off his clothes in #ea. His thin hand
fumbled helplessly about the bed. Unshaven, in gewmdershirt and
drawers, he looked like a madman.

His appearance was so pathetic, but at the sangesttnominous that
Gauvrik nearly ran away in fright.

He fought down his fear, however. He put his anmsnd the sick
man's waist and tried to force him to lie down's"for your own good.
Lie down, it's for your own good," he said, almosting.

"Hands off. I'm going now."

"But how can you go anywhere in your drawers?"

"Give me my Kkit."

"What are you talking about? What kit? You didrdivé any. Now lie
quiet."

"Let me go."

"If you only knew what an awful nuisance you aredufe just like a
baby. Lie down, | tell you!" the boy suddenly criedt in anger, losing
his patience. "Stop acting like a baby!"

The sailor lay back submissively, and Gavrik savewerish glaze
come into his eyes again. The sailor began to nsodity, screwing up
his face and arching his back.

"For Christ's sake! Let somebody hide me. Let me tgothe
Committee. Can you tell me where the Odessa Comiit? Don't
shoot, damn you, or you'll spoil all the grapes—"

He began to rave.



"Things are in a bad way," thought Gavrik. Justnth®e heard
footsteps outside. Someone was coming straighth& hHut, noisily
making his way through the weeds.

The boy hunched his shoulders, not daring to besa#h host of
terrifying thoughts raced through his head.

But then suddenly he heard a familiar cough. Graretgered the hut.

From the way he dropped the empty fish tank neadtior, from the
way he blew his nose and crossed himself long dtetllp as he looked
at the icon of the miracle worker, Gavrik unerringuessed that he had
had a drink.

This was something Grandpa did only once in a Ishe®n, when
something out of the ordinary happened— whethedgwdad.

Judging by his attitude towards St. Nicholas, tleeasion this time
was sooner bad than good.

"Well, Grandpa, buy meat for bait?"

"Meat for bait?"

The old man gave the boy a guileless look and theld a figged
thumb under his nose.

"Here's your meat! Bait it! And thank that old cedgf a miracle
worker for it. That's what | get for praying to ti@d fool, may he burst!
When it comes to catching big-sized bullheads dwe'the spot, but when
it comes to getting a decent price for them atrtiaeket he's nowhere to
be found! Can you imagine, gentlemen? Thirty kopakbBundred for
bullheads like that! It's unheard-of!"

"Thirty kopeks a hundred!" the boy exclaimed.

"Thirty kopeks, may | drop dead on the spot! Thikgpeks for fish
like this?' | says to her. 'Ain't you got no feaf God, Madam
Storozhenko?' 'God's got nothing to do with magkates,’ she says to
me. ‘We've got our own prices and he's got his. igdu don't like my
price you can take your bullheads and sell thenthto Jews. Maybe
they'll give you a kopek more. Only first pay mekdhe eighty kopeks
you owe me." Ever seen the like? Now tell me, dh@ull have spit
straight in her damned eye for that? Well, gentigntbat's just what |
did. Right in front of the whole market, too! Sdmhene God, | filled her
eye with spit!"

Grandpa hurriedly crossed himself.

But he was not telling the truth. Naturally, he mad spat in anybody's
eye. He had merely turned pale and begun to trefnine head to foot,
and then he had pulled the fish out of the tank #mdwn them into
Madam Storozhenko's basket, muttering, "Here, &ke and | hope they
choke you!"



As for Madam Storozhenko, she calmly counted thle §ind handed
Grandpa twelve kopeks in sticky coppers. "Now weuds," she said
briefly.

Grandpa took the money and, boiling with futileeagent straight to
a spirits shop where he bought himself a bottlgantka. He scraped off
the red sealing-wax against the grater nailedHerpurpose to an acacia
tree near the shop, and then with a shaking handkied out the little
paper-wrapped cork.

He poured the vodka down his throat in one go anadsbed the thin
bottle against the pavement, although he could gave kopek for it.

After that he set out for home. On the way he boulng grandson a
red lollipop in the shape of a cock for a kopek—shikk imagined Gavrik
to be a little boy—and two very white and very soolfs for the sick
sailor.

With the remaining money he bought a pound andfaohaye bread.

His anger flared up again and again on the way hame he stopped
about a dozen times to spit furiously this way &hdt, absolutely
convinced that he was spitting in Madam Storozh&ankocursed eye.

"So help me God!" he said, breathing the sweetdbup of vodka
straight into Gavrik's face and putting the lollgpoock into his hand.
"Ask anybody you like at the market—the whole madawv me spit into
her damned eye! And now, my child, suck this lapp It's just as good
as cake."

At this point the old man remembered the patiemt la@gan to urge
the rolls on him.

"Let him be, Grandpa. He just fell asleep. Let ngst."

Grandpa carefully laid the rolls on the pillow bsithe sailor's head
and said in a whisper, "Shh, shh. Let him rest nand later, when he
wakes up, he'll eat. He can't eat the rye breadusechis stomach is very
weak now, but the rolls are all right for him."

The old man looked down affectionately at the raltsl at the patient,
then shook his head and remarked in a gentle vdicepk how
peacefully he sleeps. Ah, sailor, sailor, you'ra tight spot."

Then he spread out his jacket in the corner anddayn to rest.

Gavrik went outside, looked round, and closed tberdirmly after
him. He had decided to go, without wasting a mintaeNear Mills to see
his brother Terenti.

This decision had come to him the moment he hdaeddelirious
sailor pronounce the word "Committee". Gavrik didt iknow exactly
what this word meant, but he had once heard Teusstit.



20
MORNING

When Petya woke up, he was amazed to find himséifs city room,
surrounded by furniture and wallpaper he had fdegotduring the
summer.

A dry sunbeam coming through a crack in the shuytterced the
room. It cut a diagonal swath through the dustyfram top to bottom.
The sawdusty air—motes of dust and tiny threadsheang, moving and
yet motionless—was brightly lit by the sunbeam dadned a semi-
transparent wall.

A big autumn fly blazed into colour as it flew thugh this wall, and
then it just as suddenly became drab again.

There was neither the quack of ducks nor the hgstaf a hen that
had just laid an egg behind the house, neithesithechatter of turkeys
nor the fresh chirp of a sparrow, swaying almostde the window on a
thin mulberry branch bent in an arch under its Weig

The noises both inside and outside the flat wet@gather different:
they were city noises.

From the dining-room came the faint clatter of chdeing moved.
There was a musical sound—the singing of a glags was washed in
the rinsing-bowl. Father's "bearded" voice rang, auth a deep and
strange city note to it. The buzz of the electrd filled the hall. Doors
were slammed, now the front door, now the kitcheardand suddenly
Petya discovered that he could tell from the souhith one it was.

Meanwhile from outside, through a room with a winwdtacing the
yard—why, of course, that was Auntie Tatyana's reemame the
singing of the hawkers. Not for a minute did it ®®afor they made their
appearance one after the other, those rovingsadighe courtyard stage,
each performing his brief aria.

"Cha-a-arcoal! Cha-a-arcoal!" sang a distant Ras®ror, as if sadly
recalling the gay, carefree days of long ago.

"Cha-a-a-arcoal!"

His place was taken by a comic basso—the grinder:

"Sharpen knives, scissors, razors! Sharpen kniseissors, razors!
Knives, scissors, razors!"

After the grinder came a tinker, filling the yardithvthe manly
roulades of his velvety baritone:

"Pots to mend! Kettles and pails to mend!"

A hucksteress with no gift for singing at all rarta the yard, and the
sultry morning air of the city resounded with heriing recitative:

"Pears, apples, tomatoes! Pears, apples, tomatoes!"



An old-clothes man poured out plaintive Jewish ¢eisp

"l cash clothes! I cash . . .| cash. . .."

Finally, to crown the concert, came a lovely Ned#pol canzonet
performed by a brand-new Nechada barrel-organ atdilkvoiced street
singer:

The leaves in the wind softly sigh,
Hark to the nightingale's trills!

My love was once simple and shy,
But today she parades in silk frills.
Sing to me,

O dove,

Of my departed love....

"Cha-a-arcoal! Cha-a-arcoal!" sang the Russianrtém® minute the
barrel-organ went away. The concert had begunvall again.

Meanwhile the clatter of droshkies, the rumble stiaurban train and
the blare of an army band came from the streetgurop

Into that din there suddenly broke a frightfullyrfdiar whirring noise,
a click and then clear, springy sounds, comingirdidyy one after the
other, as though counting something. What coult e Why, that was
the clock! The very same dining-room clock which¢@ding to family
legend, Daddy had won in a lottery when he wastcguMummy.

And to think that he had forgotten it! Why, of cear that was the
clock! It was striking the hour. He lost count, bute gathered
nevertheless that it was very late—ten or eleven.

Goodness! In the country he used to get up at $even

Petya sprang out of bed, threw on his clothes, adshmself—in a
bathroom!—and walked into the dining-room, squigtegainst the sun
which lay on the parquet in hot bars.

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself!" exclaimed#e; shaking her
head and at the same time smiling with pleasutbesight of her tall,
sunburned nephew. "It's eleven o'clock. We purpodeln't wake you—
we wanted to see how long you'd lounge in bed, gauntry loafer. But
that's all right, after your long journey. And n@i down, don't dawdle.
With milk or without? In a glass or in your own &ip

Why, naturally! How had he ever forgotteH® cup! Why, of course,
he had his own cup, a porcelain cup with forgetmots and an
inscription in gold letters, "Happy Birthday"—Ilagtar's gift from Dunya.

And look—the samovar! That, too, he had forgoti&nd there were
the buns warming on its handles. The pear-shapgdr saowl of white
metal. The sugar tongs in the shape of a stork.



Look—there was the acorn bell on a cord under teging lamp!
And the lamp itself, with the round little countenght, filled with shot,
above the white shade!

And look—what was that in Father's hands? Why, waspaper! And
to think he'd forgotten such things existed! It whe Odessky Listok,
with the picture of a smoking locomotive above thdway timetable,
and a smoking ship above the boat timetable. (Andrey the ads, a lady
in a corset!) And here were tiveva andZadushevnoye Slovlow many
magazines had piled up during the summer!

In a word, Petya found himself surrounded by suchost of old
novelties that he didn't know where to look first.

Pavlik, though, had got up at the crack of dawn layaciow was fully
at home in the new-old surroundings. He had longesdrunk his milk,
and at the moment was busy harnessing Kudlatkacttaeh made up of
chairs.

Every now and then he ran from room to room withicaried look on
his face, blowing his horn to summon the imaginaagsengers.

Petya jumped to his feet: he had remembered!

"Oh, Auntie! Yesterday | didn't have time to tetl} You simply can't
imagine what happened. Now I'll tell you the stomyrly Pavlik, you
mustn't interrupt.”

"But | know all about it."

Petya turned pale.

"About the coach?"

"Yes."

"The boat too?"

"Yes."

"And how he jJumped straight into the sea?"

"l know the whole story."

"Who told you?"

"Father."

"Oh, Daddy!" Petya cried out in despair, stampiigyfaet. "Why did
you tell the story when you know | can tell it muoétter than you! Now
you've spoiled it all!

Petya was almost crying. He had completely forgottet he was a
big boy now, and was to go to school the next day.

He began to whine. "Auntie Tatyana, do let me yell the story all
over again. I'll tell it much better."

But Auntie's nose suddenly turned red and tearedarher eyes. She
pressed her fingers to her temples. "Oh pleasase]alon't," she said in a
suffering voice. "l simply can't bear to hear ibag How can people who
call themselves Christians have the heart to terbme another so?"

She turned away, dabbing at her nose with a tiog keandkerchief,



Petya glanced in fright at Father. Father sat geaye and very still,
looking towards the window. Tears seemed to bdegliag in his eyes,
too.

Petya couldn't make head or tail of it. All he &itbw was that here, at
least, he would not have a chance to tell the stfryyesterday's
adventures.

He gulped down his tea and went out into the yarddarch of an
audience.

The janitor listened to the story with galling iffdrence! "Well, what
of it?" he remarked. "Worse things happen.”

There was not another soul to whom he could tal gtory. Nusya
Kogan, the shopkeeper's boy, who lived in the shause, was away on
a visit to his uncle at Kuyalnitsky Bay. Volodkald3ky had moved away.
The others had not yet returned from the country.

Gavrik had left a message with Dunya that he wondgb in today, but
there was no sign of him yet. Gavrik was the onelldhe story to! What
if he went to the beach to look up Gavrik?

Petya was not allowed to go to the beach by himdalt the
temptation was too great.

He shoved his hands into his pockets, circled abonthalantly under
the windows, and then sauntered out into the stvadt the same
nonchalance, so as not to arouse any suspicioer Afalking up and
down in front of the house for appearance's sakétmed the corner and
set off at a gallop for the beach.

Halfway down the street where the warm sea bat@®she ran into
a barefoot boy. There was something familiar alout . . . Who could
he be?

It was Gavrik himself!

21
WORD OF HONOUR

"Gavrik!"

"Petya!"

It was with these brief exclamations of surprisel gmy—and with
nothing more—that the bosom friends greeted edwr ot

They did not hug each other, or squeeze each sthards, or look
into each other's eyes, as girls undoubtedly wdwdde done in their
place.

They did not ask about each other's health, ortshitkn glee, or make
a fuss about it.



They acted the way men should, men of the Black eest: they
expressed their feelings in curt, restrained exataans and then at once
got down to essentials, as if they had parted th@yday before.

"Where to?"

"To the beach. What about you?"

“To Near Mills, to my brother's."

"What for?"

"l have to. Want to come along?"

"Near Mills?"

"Why not?"

"Near Mills—"

Petya had never been in Near Mills. He knew ondét thwas awfully
far away, "at the other end of the world".

In his imagination, Near Mills was a mournful plac#abited by
widows and orphans. Its name always cropped upommection with
some misfortune or other.

The concept "Near Mills" was associated most fratyef all with a
case of sudden death. People would say: "Have gawdithe sad news?
Angelika Ivanovna's husband died suddenly andhieftwithout a kopek.
She's given up her place in Marazlievskaya Stradt gone to live in
Near Mills."

From Near Mills there was no return. And if anybalyer did return
from there, it was in the form of a shadow, andfoolong—for an hour,
no more.

People would say: "Yesterday Angelika lvanovna—koaw, the one
whose husband died suddenly last year— came froan Mdls to pay us
a visit. She stayed an hour, no more. You wouldlllgarecognise her. A
mere shadow—"

Once Petya had gone with Father to the funeralsoh@olmaster who
had died suddenly, and at the grave the priestvgaids which filled him
with awe—about an "abode of the righteous, wheey thill repose”, or
something of the sort.

There could not be the slightest doubt, of coutisat "abode of the
righteous” stood for Near Mills, where the relasivad the departed came
somehow or other to "repose”.

Petya had a vivid mental picture of this sad abetle its multitude of
windmills among which "reposed" the shadows of widoin black
shawls and orphans in patched frocks.

Naturally, going to Near Mills without permissioras/a dreadful thing
to do. It was much worse than raiding the pantryjdon; worse, even,
than bringing home a dead rat inside his shikas$ a real crime.



Petya was dying to accompany Gavrik to the weirdl laf mournful
windmills and see the shadows of widows with hisnogyes, but he
could not make up his mind right off.

The struggle with his conscience lasted about tenies.

But his waverings, need it be said, in no way pnés@ him from
walking along the street at Gavrik's side and Inteasly recounting his
travel adventures.

So that by the time Petya emerged victorious invibkent battle with
his conscience—now a thoroughly crushed consciemeeand Gavrik
had covered quite a distance.

Among the boys of the Black Sea coast, indiffereioevards
everything under the sun was considered the heiggbod form. Petya
was therefore astonished to see his story makenaetrdous impression
upon Gavrik. Not once did Gavrik spit contemptuguster his shoulder,
not once did he say, "Tell it to your grandmothéfbreover, it seemed
to Petya that Gavrik was a bit frightened—whichah@nce put down to
his talent as a story-teller.

Enacting the terrifying scene, Petya turned retthénface.

“Then this one hauls off and slams him right in theg with a stick
with a nail in it!" he shouted at the top of hisigis. "It's the honest truth!
And then that one yells 'Stop! Stop!" so loud yan bear him all over the
Turgenev.You can spit in my eye if I'm lying. And then thosie jumps



on the rail and dives right into the sea— plunk!-d-déime spray flies up as
high as the fourth storey, may | fall down dead doesn't! By the true
and holy Cross!"

So expressively did Petya jump about and swinganms that he
overturned a basket of string-beans in front of@er's shop, and they
had to run two streets with their tongues hanging to escape the
proprietor.

"What was the first one like?" asked Gavrik. "Diel lhhave an anchor
on his hand?"

" 'Course he did!" Petya shouted excitedly, pantorgoreath.

"Here?" Gavrik pointed to the place on his hand.

" 'Course! But how dgouknow?"

"As if I've never seen sailors!" muttered Gavrikdahe spat on the
ground just like a grown-up.

Petya looked at his friend with envy, and then &t $0o. But he did
not shoot out his spittle as expertly as Gavrilstéad of flying a long
way it dropped limply on his knee, and he had tpemt off with his
sleeve.

Petya decided to polish up on his spitting there thien. He practised
so diligently all the way that the next morning hps were chapped and
eating melon was painful.

"What about the other one?" Gavrik asked. "Washeandals and did
de wear glasses?"

"Pince-nez."

"Call 'em what you like."

"But how do you know?"

"As if I've never seen 'tecs!"

When he finished his story Petya wetted his lipghhis tongue and
started it all over again from the beginning withpausing to catch his
breath.

Gavrik was going through unimaginable torments. Garad with
whatheknew, Petya's adventures weren't worth a fig! Hestllike to see
Petya's face if he hinted that at this very monthat mysterious sailor
was in their hut.

But he had to keep silent and listen to Petya'bdanfor a second
time. It was more than human flesh could bear.

What if he did drop a hint? Just a teeny one. Ng,not for anything!
Petya would never keep it to himself. But supposeriade him give his
word of honour? No, he'd let it out all the samendlvif he made him
cross himself in front of a church? Yes, in thageche probably wouldn't
tell anybody.

In a word, Gavrik was torn by doubts.



The temptation was so great that every now and lieehad to press
his lips together with his fingers to keep fronkiad).

Nothing helped, however. He wanted more than evéelt his secret.
In the meantime, Petya rattled on, showing how d¢bach had been
travelling, how the frightful sailor had jumped ooft the vineyard and
attacked the coachman, how he, Petya, had yellégirgtand how the
sailor had hidden under the seat.

This was too much.

"Give me your word of honour you won't tell anyb&dy

"Word of honour," said Petya quickly, without bling an eye.

"Swear it!"

"So help me God, by the true and holy Cross! Wh&e!'

"It's a secret.”

"Well?"

"You won't tell anybody?"

"May | never move from this spot if | do!"

"Swear by your happiness!"

"May | never be happy in all my life!" Petya saidlingly. He was so
curious he swallowed his saliva in big gulps. "May eyes drop out of
their sockets!" he added hurriedly, to give it maaaght. "Well?"

Gavrik walked along in silence for a while, breathiheavily and
spitting on the ground. The struggle with temptatwas still going on
inside him, and temptation was gaining the uppedha

"Petya," he said hoarsely, "make the sign of thes€nn front of a
church."”

Petya, burning with impatience, looked round faharch.

The boys were at that moment walking past the liomeswall of Old
Christian Cemetery. Along the wall sat vendors ofeaths and
memorials, and over it could be seen the tops adfachcia trees and the
marble wings of sorrowing angels.

(Near Mills must indeed be next door to deathhé toad to it ran past
a graveyard!)

In the dusty, pale-lilac sky, beyond the acacias #we angels, hung
the blue cupola of the cemetery church, topped @giden cross.

Petya faced the church and crossed himself ferentl

"By the true and holy Cross, | won't tell a soulé said with
conviction. "Well?"

"Listen, Petya—"

Gauvrik bit his lips and then began to chew the baickis hand. Tears
stood in his eyes.

"Listen, Petya. Eat some earth to swear you well!t t

Petya studied the ground. Near the wall he savh dhdt was fairly
clean and looked suitable. He scratched some up kg fingernails.



Then, sticking out a tongue as fresh and pink dsdsausage, he placed
a pinch of the earth on it. Eyes popping, he stagedstioningly at
Gavrik.

"Eat it!" Gavrik said darkly.

Petya closed his eyes tight and conscientiouslwelblehe earth.

At that instant they heard a strange clinking nasthe road.

Two soldiers with black shoulder straps, their sigobared, were
leading a convict in chains. The third soldier loé tescort detail walked
behind, carrying a revolver and a thick delivergiséer with a marbled-
paper cover. The convict wore a skull cap of arteyhcand a robe of the
same material, under which grey drawers were ésible walked with
his head bent.

The rattling leg-irons were covered by the drawbtg,the long chain
of the handcuffs hung in front and clinked as iatbagainst the man's
knees.

From time to time he raised the chain, with thetwyesof a priest
raising the hem of his robe as he crosses a pu@iéan-shaven and
grey-faced, he looked somehow like a soldier ailais

You could see he was very much ashamed at havingltodown the
roadway in broad daylight in that condition. He kdys eyes on the
ground.

The soldiers seemed ashamed too, but they angokel up instead
of down, so as not to meet the eyes of the pagsers-

The boys stopped. They gaped at the visorless tbapsoldiers wore
tilted to one side, at their blue revolver cordsd at the gleaming white
blades of the swords in their swinging hands. Tine made a dazzling
glare on the tips of the swords.

"Keep moving," the soldier carrying the registeuffly ordered the
boys, without looking at them. "Locking's not alle"

The convict was led past.

Petya wiped his tongue on his sleeve. "Well?" he. sa

"Well what?"

"Well, now tell me."

Suddenly Gavrik glared at Petya. Then he bent s aith a fierce
gesture and shoved his patched elbow under hisdfgaose. "There, lick
that!" Petya couldn't believe his eyes.

"But | ate earth!" he said, his lips trembling. Was nearly crying.

A wild, crafty gleam came into Gavrik's eyes. Heiated down and
span round like a top, chanting in an insultingceoi

Fooled you once,
Fooled you twice.
Tell your Mum



| fooled you nice.

Petya saw that he had been tricked. Gavrik obwoligtl no secret to
tell and had only wanted to poke fun at him by mgkhim eat earth.
That was insulting, of course, but bearable.

Next time he'd play a trick on Gavrik that wouldkeaim sorry. He'd
see!

"Never mind, you skunk—I'll pay you back!" Petyanarked with
dignity. After that the two friends continued oreithway as though
nothing had happened— except that every once ihike avrik would
suddenly dance a jig on his bare heels and chant:

Fooled you once,
Fooled you twice.
Tell your Mum

| fooled you nice.

22
NEAR MILLS

They had a lot of fun on the way, and they saw memgresting
things.

Petya had never imagined the city was so big. Tifamiliar streets
gradually became poorer and poorer. Occasionadly flassed shops with
merchandise standing right on the pavement, urtieratacias. There
were cheap iron bedsteads, striped mattresses$ehkitstools, stacks of
huge red pillows, besoms made of millet stalks, snapd upholstery
springs. There was a great deal of everything,itands all big, new, and
obviously cheap.

Beyond the cemetery stretched firewood yards. Tdesye off a hot
and somewhat sourish smell of oak, a smell whicls sarprisingly
pleasant.

After that were fodder shops—oats, hay and branth umcommonly
large scales on iron chains. The weights were hdife—those in the
circus.

Next came timberyards where planks were seasohkiegg, too, there
was a strong hot odour of sawn wood. This was ghajgh, and instead
of being sourish the smell was dry and fragranttangentinish.

It was easy to see that the closer they came to Méis the coarser
and uglier everything round them was.



Gone were the elegant "Artificial Mineral Water Barwith their
gleaming nickel-plated whirligigs and jars of caled syrup standing in
rows. Their place was taken by food shops with Isigas—a herring on
a fork—and taverns through whose open doors coeldden white egg-
shaped tea-pots on shelves; the tea-pots were aledowith crude
flowers which looked more like vegetables. Insteadd handsome
droshkies, drays rumbled over the uneven roadwegrdd with hay and
bran.

But as to finds, there were many more in this péarhe city than in
the familiar districts. Every now and then the bog@me upon a
horseshoe, or a screw, or an empty cigarette packie¢ dust.

Whenever they spotted a find they raced for itflijmg and pushing
each other as they ran.

"Halves!" they screamed.

Or, "Finding's keeping!"

Depending upon what had been shouted first the iirad regarded,
sacredly and inviolably, as either private propertyeld in common.

There were so many finds that at last they stopgpeking them up,
making an exception only in the case of cigarediekpts.

These they needed for the game called "picturebe packets had
different values, depending upon the picture pdrda the top. A picture
of a man or woman counted for five, an animal foe,cand a house for
fifty.

Every Odessa boy was certain to have a deck of gacket tops in his
pocket.

There was also a game with sweets wrappers, bsitvias played
mostly by girls, and also by boys who were stibies, that is, who were
under five.

Gavrik and Petya, of course, had long looked upseets wrappers
with the greatest scorn. They played only with mgf@ pasteboards.

For some reason or other Gipsies and Swallows wWerefavourite
brands in the seaside districts.

What the smokers of the seaside districts fourttiase cigarettes was
a great puzzle. They were the worst cigarettes imadie. Gipsies had a
bright lacquered picture of a dark-eyed Gipsy giuith a smoking
cigarette between her red lips and a rose in hex béair. It was worth a
mere five, and even that was stretching a pointthe Gipsy girl was
shown only from the waist up.

Swallows had a picture of three miserable birdsl, thwey were worth
still less than Gipsies—only three.

There were some fools who even smoked Zephyrs, hwhad no
picture at all, but only letters. Nobody ever player Zephyr tops. And



the strangest part of it all was that those cigesetost more than any
others.

One had to be an absolute idiot to buy such trékk. boys spat in
disgust whenever they came across a Zephyr packet.

Petya and Gavrik burned with impatience to grow amqd start
smoking. They would not make fools of themselvelseyl would buy
only Kerches, a superior brand with a whole pictumethe packet: a port
town and a harbour with a lot of ships in it.

Even the biggest experts did not know exactly howprice Kerches.
There was a difference of opinion on the valuehef $hips. At any rate,
in round numbers Kerches were quoted on the sérettange at about
five hundred.

The boys were unusually lucky.

One might have thought all the smokers near theetmm had
specially set out to make Petya and Gavrik richthey smoked Kerches
exclusively.

The boys tumbled over each other picking them upfiist they
couldn't believe their eyes. It was just like aainewhere you found a
three-ruble note at every other step.

Soon their pockets were filled to overflowing. Thegre now so rich
that wealth lost its joys. They were surfeited.

Beside a tall narrow factory wall, on whose soatighs were painted
letters so huge it was impossible to read themlagecrange, the boys
played several rounds of the game, tossing thengistand waiting to see
which side came up.

There was no particular zest to it, however. Withnsany pictures,
neither of them minded losing, and that took adl filin out of playing.

As they strolled on the city changed in appearamckecharacter every
minute.

For a time a cemetery and prison atmosphere predated. That gave
way to a warehouse and tavern atmosphere. Then ttenfi@ctories.

Now the railway dominated the scene. Warehousesckidignal
stations, semaphores.. . . Finally, the road waetady a striped level-
crossing that dropped right before their noses.

A pointsman carrying a green flag came out of higwa box. A
whistle blew. A cloud of white steam shot up behihd trees, and past
the entranced boys puffed a real engine, a big poshing a tender
before it.

Oh, what a sight it was! That in itself was woraving home without
permission.

How busily the connecting rods clicked along, howladiously the
rails sang, and how irresistible was the magnetenthose wheels



flashing dizzily past, surrounded by a thick and gknost transparent
covering of steam.

The soul was bewitched, was seized with a mad wvge,drawn into
the inhuman, inexorable movement of the machineilewtine body
resisted the temptation with all its might and dreack, petrified with
horror, deserted for an instant by its soul, whietd already flung itself
under the wheels!

Pale, tiny, the boys stood with shining eyes, thle fists clenched
and their feet planted wide apart; they could feeir scalps turning cold.

How terrifying, and at the same time how jolly!

Gavrik, true, was familiar with this emotion, butetiza was
experiencing it for the first time. He was so tledl that at first he paid no
attention to the fact that in the driver's placehat oval window was a
soldier, in a visorless cap with a red band, arad dm the tender stood
another soldier, belted with cartridge pouches haoldiing a rifle. The
minute the engine disappeared round the turn thes ban up the
embankment and pressed their ears against thavhie-polished rails,
which rang out like a brass band.

The joy of pressing his ear against the rail ovarctv a real engine
had passed—and no more than an instant before—vedsnot worth
having left home without permission, was that natrtv suffering any
possible punishment?

"Why was a soldier there instead of the driverXedsPetya as they
continued on their way when they had finished fistg to the noise of
the rails and had gathered flints from the roadbed.

"Looks like the railwaymen are on strike again,"véia replied
unwillingly.

"On strike? What's that?"

"A strike's a strike," said Gavrik in a still glunemvoice. "They don't
go to work. Soldiers run the trains instead.”

"Don't soldiers strike too?"

“No. They're not allowed to. If they tried it thdyand in a punishment
battalion in no time."

"But otherwise they'd strike?"

"What d'you think?"

"Does your brother Terenti strike?"

"Depends. . . ."

"But why does he do it?"

"Because. Stop pestering me. Look—there's the @deesds Station.
And over there is Near Mills."

Petya stretched his neck and looked this way aaf lbiut not a single
mill could he see. There were neither windmills watermills.



What he did see was: a water tower, the yellow denicthe Odessa
Goods Station, red railway carriages, a hospiahtwith a Red Cross
flag painted on it, piles of goods covered witlptairlin, sentries. . . .

"But where's Near Mills?"

“There it is, just behind the railway shops, yoodkhead."

Petya said nothing: he was afraid of being trickgdin.

He twisted his head for such a long time that lbitac rubbed a sore
spot on his neck, but still he did not see any wiilid.

Strange!

Gauvrik, though, was not the least surprised at diesence. He walked
briskly down a narrow path, past a long sooty wahuge windows with
little square panes, many of them broken.

By this time Petya was rather tired. He draggeera®avrik, shuffling
his shoes over the grass, dark from the dust aoid Bgery now and then
iron shavings, evidently thrown outside through thmdow, rustled
underfoot.

Gavrik got up on his toes and looked into a window.

"Look, Petya, the carriage shops. This is wherefitemworks. Did you
ever see the place? Come and look."

Petya stood on tiptoe next to Gavrik and lookedhmough a broken
pane.

He saw a vast stretch of dusty air and the tinyadal squares of the
windows opposite. Broad belts hung down; everywhsteod big,
uninteresting contraptions with little wheels. Tplace was strewn with
metal shavings. The sunlight coming through thetydusndows lay in
pale slanting squares all over the endless floor.

And in all that huge and weird block of space th&ss nota single
living soul.

The place was filled, from top to bottom, with suehdeathly,
supernatural silence that Petya became frightened.

"Nobody there," he said in a barely audible whisper

Gauvrik, infected by Petya's mood, replied by movimg lips almost
soundlessly, "Probably on strike again."

"Hey there, get away from those windows!" a rouglce suddenly
shouted from somewhere above.

They turned round with a start. Beside them stocgkmiry with a
rolled greatcoat over his shoulder and a riflei;mand. He was so close
that Petya clearly smelt the dreadful odours ofyaoabbage soup and
boot polish.

The soldier's cartridge pouches of bright-yellovatier — heavy,
creaking, and probably full of real bullets— werainously close, and in
general he was so tremendous that his two rowsragsbbuttons ran
upwards to a dizzying height, right to the sky.



"I'm done for!" thought Petya in horror. He felathat any moment he
might do that shamefully unpleasant thing very $wialdren usually do
when overcome by fright.

"Hook it!" cried Gavrik in a thin voice and dartpdst the soldier.

Petya dashed headlong after his friend. He thoumghtheard the
soldier's boots stamping after him, and so he rdah avery ounce of
energy he could muster. But the sound of the bdmtsot fall behind.
His eyes saw nothing but the flashing brown sole&avrik's feet in
front of him.

His heart thumped loud and fast. The soldier wdlscibse behind.
The wind roared in his ears.

Only after he had run not less than a mile did #egalise that what
he heard was not the soldier's boots but his stawlapping against his
back.

The boys gasped for breath. Hot sweat poured dbein temples and
dripped from their chins.

But a quick change came over Gavrik and Petya thetsthey made
certain the soldier was nowhere in sight. With apression of total
indifference they carelessly shoved their handshieir pockets and
continued their way at a leisurely pace.

By their entire manner they were telling each othet nothing at all
had happened—and even if somethmad happened it was a trifling
matter not worth talking about.

For quite a while now they had been walking alongr@ad unpaved
road. Although the fences and houses had lanté&@mgHose in the city,
with numbers on them, and there were the signd@bs and workshops,
and even a corner chemist's with coloured pitchadsa golden eagle, it
looked more like a village lane than a city street.

"Well, where's that Near Mills of yours?" Petya@dkn a sour voice.

“This is it. Can't you see?"

"Where?"

"What do you mean where? Here."

"Here?"

"Of course.

"But where are the mills?"

"You're a funny bloke," said Gavrik patronisinglyEver see a
fountain at the Fontan? You're talking like a baBgking guestions
without knowing what you're asking!"

Petya was silenced. Gavrik was absolutely rightlyNf@ntan, Bolshoi
Fontan and Sredny Fontan didn't have any fountairal. It was just a
case of "that's what it's called".

This place was called Mills but actually it hadmdls.



The mills, though, were only a trifle. Where wetee tshadows of
changed widows and pale little orphan girls in patt frocks? Where
were the ghostly grey sky and the weeping willowgfere was the
weird, mournful land from which there was no refurn

No use asking Gavrik!

To his utter disillusionment Petya saw neither widpnor weeping
willows, nor a grey sky. The sky, as a matter at,favas hot and windy
and the same bright colour as the blue the lauadresd.

In the yards of the houses stood bright-green nnybrees and
acacias. Belated pumpkin blossoms gleamed in tigetable patches.
Over the curly grass walked geese, turning thdiy Beads to the right
and left like the soldiers on Kulikovo Field.

From a smithy came the clang of hammers and thehsefibellows.

All this, of course, was very interesting in its rowghts, but it was
difficult to give up the idea of a shadowy world evh, in some
mysterious manner, "reposed” the relatives of mdm vhad died
suddenly.

In the innermost recesses of Petya's mind, thgg®wontinued for a
long time—between the shadowy picture of imagimailys where people
“reposed”, and the real, brightly-coloured pictafethe railwaymen's
settlement known as Near Mills, where Gavrik's leotTerenti lived.

23
UNCLE GAVRIK

"Here we are."

Gavrik pushed open the wicket with his foot, and tiwvo friends
walked into a parched-looking front garden bordexgd purple irises. A
huge dog with straw-coloured eyebrows immediateshed at them.

"Down, Rudko!" shouted Gavrik. "Didn't recognise,rag?"

The dog sniffed, recognised the boy, and gave asalé: he had got
excited for nothing. Then he rolled his shaggy tglinto a loop, stuck
out his tongue and ran, panting, to the back of yiel. Behind him
dragged his clanging chain, fastened to a wirengthugh overhead.

A frightened woman peered from the wooden entramag-of the clay
hut.

When she saw it was the boys, she turned andsghg her hands
on her print apron, "Everything's all right. It'sur brother come to see
you."

Behind her appeared a tall man in a striped saijersey, the sleeves
of which were cut short just below shoulders asktlais a wrestler's.



But the shy look on his face, pock-marked and cadexll over with
tiny drops of sweat, did not in the least go witk athletic build. His
figure was powerful, sort of frightening, even, s face was just the
opposite— gentle, and almost womanish.

The man tightened his belt and walked up to thesbhoy

“This is Petya, from Kanatnaya and the corner dikdwo Field," said
Gauvrik, indicating his friend with a casual nod. $8hoolmaster's kid.
He's all right."

Terenti gave Petya a passing glance and then ffilsesimall, twinkling
eyes on Gavrik. "Now where are those shoes | boymgtat Easter? Why
must you walk about like a tramp from Duke's Gas®n

Gavrik gave a long sad whistle. "Ah, those shoes—"

"You're a tramp, nothing but a little tramp!"

Shaking his head, Terenti went to the back of thesk. The boys
followed him.

There, to his indescribable delight, Petya saw alevkinsmith's shop
set up on an old kitchen table under a mulberry. titeeven had a hissing
blowlamp. A strong, clipped, blue flame burst frasishort muzzle, like
from a tiny cannon.

Judging by the baby's zinc bath-tub leaning upsdion against the
tree and by the soldering iron in Terenti's hardwias busy at a job.

"Repair work?" asked Gavrik, spitting on the groumdctly like a
grown-up.

"Uh-huh."

"Nothing doing at the shops?"

Ignoring the question, Terenti put the solderimgnimto the flame of
the blowlamp and attentively watched it grow hathdt's all right,” he
muttered. "Don't you worry on our account. | cawals find enough
work for us to keep body and soul together."

Gavrik sat down on a stool, crossed his bare \@bgsh did not reach
to the ground, braced his hands on his knee acHing slowly back and
forth, began to "talk shop" with his big brother.

Wrinkling his peeling nose and pulling together aiebrows, which
were completely bleached from the sun and the waler, Gavrik
conveyed best regards from Grandpa, informed Temnthe price
bullheads were fetching, and waxed indignant abddadam
Storozhenko, who was "such a bitch and has us éyhtioat all the time
and never gives people a chance to breathe", anel ilmthe same vein.

Terenti nodded agreement, in the meantime cargbal$sing the tip of
the hot iron across a strip of solder, which melilegl butter.

At first glance there might seem nothing unustetlalone strange, in
the fact that one brother had paid a visit to amotdnd was telling him
about his affairs. But considering Gavrik's worriatt, and also the



distance he had had to come for no other purpose tb talk to his
brother, it would not be difficult to guess thatw@k had an important
matter on his mind.

Terenti looked at him questioningly several timdsjt Gavrik
indicated Petya with an unobtrusive wink and caltalized on.

As to Petya, he was so absorbed in the wonderfattaple of
soldering that he forgot everything in the worlce tatched round-eyed
as the huge shears cut through the thick zincsiikenuch paper.

One of the most fascinating occupations of Odesya lwas to gather
round a tinsmith in the middle of a courtyard anatela him practise his
magic art. But there they watched a stranger, a witam was here one
minute and gone the next, something like a sleiftitand artist on the
stage. Quickly and skilfully he would do his work soldering a tea-
kettle, then roll up his pieces of tin into a tub&ap it over his shoulder,
pick up his brazier and walk out of the yard, cali "Pots to mend,
kettles to mend!"

Here, however, Petya was watching someonerew, his friend's
brother, an artist who displayed his skill at hohoea chosen few. At any
moment he could ask, "l say there, what's in thté liron box? Is it
acid?" without getting a rude answer like "Run gloyoung 'un, you're in
the way". No, this was quite, quite different. Fraimeer delight Petya
stuck out his tongue—which was not at all beconimguch a big boy. It
is likely that he never would have left that tableder the mulberry tree
had he not suddenly noticed a girl with a babyandrms approaching.

With an effort she held up to Gavrik the plump grear-old infant,
who had two shining white teeth in his little conabuth.

"Look who's come, goo-goo! Gavrik's come, goo-gdtdw say,
'Hello, Uncle Gavrik." Goo-goo!"

With an extraordinarily grave expression Gavrikctead inside his
shirt and, to Petya's boundless amazement, produced lollipop in the
shape of a cock.

To carry about such a treasure for three hoursowittasting it, and
what's more without showing it, was something oalyperson with
incredible willpower could do!

Gavrik held out the sweet to the child. "Here,"sa&.

"Take it, Zhenechka," urged the girl, raising thelcc up close to the
lollipop. "Take it with your little hand. See whatpresent Uncle Gavrik's
brought you? Take the cock in your hand. Thatlstyithat's the way. And
now say, 'Thank you, dear Uncle.' Well, say itaikyou, dear Uncle.""

The child gripped the bright red lollipop tight s grimy chubby
little hand and blew big bubbles from his mouths Hight-blue eyes
stared blankly at his uncle.



"See? That means he's saying, 'Thank you, Undaid' the girl, her
eyes fixed enviously on the sweet. "But you mugattit in your mouth
right off. Play with it first. And then after yoynorridge you can have the
lollipop,” she continued sensibly, casting quickicus glances at the
handsome young stranger in a straw hat and nevs stitie buttons.

“This is Petya, from Kanatnaya and the corner ofikéwo," said
Gauvrik. "Why don't you go and play with him, Motya?

The girl became so excited that she turned pale.

Hugging the child close, she edged away backwaldsking
distrustfully at Petya, until she bumped into reghér's leg.

Terenti patted the girl on the shoulder and stitaigéd the beruffled
white bonnet on her close-cropped head. "Play Wi¢ghboy, Motya," he
said. "Show him the Russo-Japanese pictures | hoymin when you
were lying sick in bed. Play with him, my pet, agwe Zhenechka to
Mama." "

Motya rubbed her back against her father's legthed turned up a
face red with embarrassment. Her eyes were fullteafrs; her tiny
turquoise earrings were trembling.

Earrings such as those, Petya had noticed, werallysworn by
milkwomen.

"Don't be afraid, my pet. He won't fight with you."

Motya obediently took the child into the house. $&tirned holding
herself as stiff as a poker, with her cheeks drawand her expression
frightfully grave.

She stopped about four paces away from Petya, dodkep breath,
and, stammering and looking to the side, said inravaturally thin voice,
"If you like, I'll show you my Russo-Japanese pietl"

"Very well," said Petya in a hoarse, careless veicéhe voice
demanded by good form when speaking to little ghlsthe same time he
painstakingly, and rather successfully, spat oi®eshoulder.

"Come along, then."

Not without a certain amount of coquetry the gininied her back to
Petya and, moving her shoulders much more thanneesssary, went,
skipping now and then, to the back of the yard.r&hbehind the cellar,
she had her doll household.

Petya swaggered along behind. As he looked atdhevhin Motya's
thin neck and the little triangle of hair abovehée grew so excited that
his knees wobbled.

One could not, of course, call it passionate |d%et that it would
develop into a serious love affair was beyond aillxt.



24
LOVE

To tell the truth, Petya had been in love many sinmethe course of
his life. First of all, that little brunette— Verbka, wasn't it?—whom he
had met at a Christmas party last year in the hofmene of Father's
colleagues. He had been in love with her all evgniney had sat next to
each other at the table, and then, when the camddes put out, they
crawled under the Christmas tree in the dark, aedflbor was slippery
from the fir needles.

It was love at first sight. When, at half past ¢jghey made ready to
take her home, he was overwhelmed with despaim&th so that at the
sight of her braids and ribbons vanishing underhosd and fur coat he
began to whimper and misbehave.

Then and there he vowed to love her to the gramepdrting he
bestowed upon her the cardboard mandolin givenfiladm the Christmas
tree, and four nuts: three gold and one silver.

But two days passed, and nothing remained of thed &ffair except
bitter regret of having so foolishly lost the mamalo

Then, of course, in the country he had fallen wrelwith Zoya, the girl
who wore the pink stockings of a fairy; he evens&ts her, by the
waterbutt under the apricot tree. But falling indowith Zoya turned out
to be a mistake, for the very next day she chesteldrazenly at croquet
that he was forced to rap her over the shins wighnallet. After that,
naturally, a love affair was out of the question.

Then there had been his fleeting passion for theljogirl on the
steamer, the one who was travelling first classlaadlargued all the way
with her father, Lord Glenarvan.

But all that did not count. Who, after all, has moiperienced such
heedless attachments?

Motya was another matter entirely. Besides beingirg besides
having turquoise earrings, besides turning so fiidjlg pale and red and
moving her thin little shoulder-blades so adorabbesides all that, she
was the sister of a pal. Actually, of course, naisder but a niece. But
considering Gavrik's age, she was the same asea. $iss friend's sister!
Can anything make a girl more attractive and logahbn the fact that
she is afriend's sister?Does not this in itself contain the seed of
inevitable love?

Petya was smitten. By the time they reached thiarcdle was over
head and ears in love.

However, to prevent Motya from guessing it he assia nasty, high-
handed, indifferent manner.



No sooner had Motya politely displayed her dolleatty tucked in
their little beds, and the little stove with reatp and pans, only little
ones, which her father had made from scraps of #an Petya—though,
to tell the truth, he found them awfully nice—spatintemptuously
through his teeth and, with an insulting snickeskeal, "I say, Motya,
why is your hair cut so short?"

"l had typhus," Motya replied in a thin, hurt voi@nd she gave such a
deep sigh that a tingeep,like a bird's, sounded in her throat. "Do you
want to see my pictures?"

Petya condescended.

They sat down on the ground side by side and bégdook at the
patriotic coloured lithographs, most of them dapigihaval battles.

A sticky, dark-blue sky was criss-crossed with teegarchlight rays.
Broken masts topped by Japanese flags were cradbing. Out of the
sharp-edged waves rose the white jets of explosi®hslls burst in the
air like stars.

A Japanese cruiser was sinking; its sharp nosetited, and it was
enveloped in yellow-red flames. Little yellow-faceten were tumbling
into the sea.



"Jappies!" breathed the enchanted girl as she etamalund the picture
on her knees.

"Not Jappies but Japs," Petya corrected her staddknew what was
what in politics.

In another picture a dashing Cossack with redesrgiown the sides of
his breeches and a high black fur cap worn at gieadrmad just sliced off
the nose of a Japanese who had stuck his headmbghind a hill.

A thick stream of blood gushed in an arc from theefof the Japanese
soldier. His stubby orange-coloured nose withwe black nostrils lay
all by itself on the hill, and this sent the chédrinto peals of laughter.

"Don't poke your nose where it doesn't belong'éarPetya, laughing
and beating his hands against the warm dry eadtiespwith white hen
droppings.

"Don't poke your nose!" chanted Motya, looking oher shoulder at
the handsome boy and wrinkling her thin sharp negach was as
motley as Gavrik's.

The third picture showed the same Cossack andaime #ill, on the
other side of which the puttees of a fleeing Japareuld now be seen.
At the bottom was this inscription:

There was a Jap general Nogi, Ha-ha!
And lvan, he just knocked him groggy, la-la!

"Don't poke your nose, don't poke your nose!" Mosgag in glee,
nestling trustfully against Petya. "Isn't that tigkle shouldn't go poking
his nose in either, should he?"

Petya, frowning, turned a deep red and did notyrdgeé was trying
hard to keep his eyes from the girl's thin litterdoarm with its two shiny
vaccination marks, which were the same delicatehfleolour as paper
stickers.

But it was too late. He was already hopelesslypwe!

And when it turned out that besides pictures of fwesso-Japanese
War Motya had first-class flints, nuts with which play "king and
prince", sweets wrappers, and even cigarette @sfuPetya's love
reached its apogee.

Ah, what a day of rare and wonderful happinesswea Never in his
life would Petya forget it.

He became curious as to how the earrings heldrehtlee girl showed
him the holes, which had been pierced only a dimog before. He even
ventured to touch the lobe of her ear; it was saftd still slightly
swollen, like a piece of tangerine.

After that they played pictures. Petya cleaneddcugy but she looked
so downcast that he took pity on her and not oelpirned all the



pasteboards he had won but made her a presentho§.alet her know
how generous he was!

Then they gathered dry weeds and kindling and eghthe doll's
stove. There was a great deal of smoke but noThey gave this up and
began to play hide-and-seek.

In hiding from each other they crawled into suchktait and out-of-
the-way spots that it was a bit scarey to remasnetialone.

Yet what burning joy it was to listen to the apmioeof cautious
footsteps as you sat in the hiding place, mouth rao&k covered with
both hands to keep from giggling!

How furiously your heart pounded, how wildly yowars rang!

All at once half of a face pale with excitemens, lips tightly pressed
together, slowly appears from behind a corner. Ppieling nose, the
round eye, the pointed chin, the little white banmgh the ruffles.

Their eyes suddenly meet. Both are so startledthiest feel they are
about to faint. And then the wild, blood-curdlingy cof triumph and
victory:

"Petya, seen you!"

And both dash off for all they are worth to reakt tapping stick first.

"Seen you!"

"Seen you!"

Once the girl hid so far away that the boy spehbghalf an hour
looking for her, until finally he thought of climfg over the back fence
and trying the pasture.

There, in a pit overgrown with weeds, sat Motya, then chin resting
on her scratched knees, and her eyes fixed orkyhesross which a late-
afternoon cloud was floating.

Around her crickets were chirping and cows wereig It was all
very frightening, and she was scared to death.

Petya looked down into the pit. For a long timeytlgazed into each
other's eyes, experiencing a strange, burning eagsnent which was
not at all like any of the feelings connected with game.

"Seen you, Motya!" the boy wanted to shout, butdeld not get out a
single sound. No, decidedly, this was no longett parthe game but
something altogether different.

Motya climbed carefully out of the pit and theyaddied back to the
yard. They were embarrassed; they nudged each atitér their
shoulders, yet at the same time they discreetlsairefd from holding
hands.

Over the immortelles of the pasture glided the csiwhdow of the
cloud.

The minute they climbed the fence, however, Petyaecto his senses.



"Seen you!" the sly boy cried wildly, and he radedthe stick so as to
rap the napping girl with it.

In a word, it was all so unusual and so engrostiag Petya at first
paid no attention to Gavrik when he came up to théthe height of the
game.

"Say, Petya, what was that sailor's name?" Gavske@ with a
preoccupied frown.

"Which sailor?"

“The one who jumped off thEurgenev."

"l don't know."

"But don't you remember you told me how that skumith the
moustaches, the detective, called him by his name?"

"Why, yes, that's right! Zhukov. Rodion Zhukov. Amodbw don't
bother us, we're playing."

Gauvrik left, wearing the same preoccupied frown.té®etya, he was
so completely absorbed in his new love affair ttlas conversation
immediately flew out of his mind.

Soon after, Motya's mother called them to supper.

"Motya, invite your gentleman friend to come in dmave some gruel
with us," she said. "He must be hungry."”

Motya blushed furiously, then turned pale and dnenself as erect as
a stick, the way she had before. "Would you likbawe some gruel with
us?" she said in a choky voice.

Only then did Petya realise that he was hungry. Wigyhadn't had
any dinner that day!

Never in all his life had he eaten such thick, delis gruel with
hardish, smoke-flavoured potatoes and little cudfgsork.

After that marvellous supper in the open air, urtther mulberry tree,
the boys set out for home.

Terenti accompanied them back to town. He ran tinéohouse for a
moment and came out wearing a short jacket andtarla cap with a
button on the top of it. He carried a thin iron fodm an umbrella, the
kind Odessa artisans usually took with them whey thent out walking
on a holiday.

"Don't go, Terenti dear, it's late," his wife pleddas she saw him off
to the gate.

The anxiety in her eyes made Petya feel somehoasyne

"Stay at home instead. You can never tell what—"

"l have things to do."

"You know best," she said submissively.

"Everything'll be all right," Terenti said with ag wink.

"Don't go past the goods station."

"Never fear."



"Good luck, then."

"Same to you."

Terenti and the boys set out for town.

But the route they took was altogether differeatrfrthe one by which
the boys had come. Terenti led them through vadatst backyard
vegetable patches and side streets. This routeduout to be much
shorter, and they met fewer people on the way.

Quite unexpectedly they came out on familiar Sean@guare. Here
Terenti said to Gavrik, "I'll drop in later this @ving," and with a nod of
his head he disappeared in the crowd.

The sun had already set. In some of the shopsithpd were being lit.

"Whatwill they say at home!" Petya thought in horror.

His happiness was over. Now he would have to payt.féle tried to
keep his thoughts from dwelling on this, but henfdit impossible.

Lord, what his new shoes looked like! And his stogk! Where had
those big round holes in the knees come from? Hae't been there in
the morning. His hands were a sight—as filthy asobbler's. And the
spots of tar on his cheeks. Good God!

No doubt about it; there'd be a terrific row whengot home!

If they'd only give him a whipping it wouldn't be $ad. But the
whole trouble was they would never do that. TheyMi@roan and moan
and wring his heart with reproaches—and the wofst was that the
reproaches would all be just.

Father might even grab him by the shoulders anklesham as hard as
he could, shouting, "Where have you been, you gooatothing! Do you
want to drive me to my grave?" And that, as evedybknew, was ten
times worse than the worst possible whipping.

These and similar bitter thoughts put the boy iatathoroughly
depressed mood, aggravated by infinite regret athilwrst of passion
which had moved him so foolishly to give away thpggures to the first
girl he met.

25
"I WAS STOLEN"

No power on earth, it seemed, could save Petya smonmprecedented
row. It was not for nothing, however, that the f@irPetya's crown grew
in two whorls instead of one, as it does on mogsband this, as anyone
will tell you, is the surest sign of luck. Providen sent Petya an
unexpected deliverance.



He could have expected anything under the sumédudr this.

Not far from Sennaya Square, in Staro-Portofrankaya Street, he
saw Pavlik running along the pavement. He wasyalimself.

He stumbled as he ran, and tears streamed dowgrimyg cheeks as
though they were being squeezed out of a rag. ik fittle tongue
quivered ruefully in the open square of his mouditrom his nose hung
two pearly drops.

He was emitting a steady walil, but since he wasinghat the same
time what he produced was not a smooth "Ahhhh" dyerky and
hiccupy "Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!"

"Pavlik?!"

At sight of his brother, Pavlik ran up to him astfas he could and
clutched his sailor blouse with both hands.

"Petya! Petya!" he cried, trembling and pantingh,'®etya dear!"

"What are you doing here, you bad boy?" Petya astexdly.

Instead of replying, Pavlik began to hiccup. Heldowt utter a word.

"Answer me: what are you doing here? Well? Whenehgu been,
you good-for-nothing? | see you want to drive meny grave, eh? Say
something or else I'll have to slap some senseymiic’

Petya seized Pavlik by the shoulders and shookulnitth he cried out
through his hiccups, "l—hie!—I was— st-stolen!"

Then again he gave way to tears.

What had happened?

Petya was not the only one, it appeared, who hathgdappy idea of
taking a stroll on his own the day after returntogtown. Pavlik had
dreamt of the same thing a long time.

He had not intended, of course, to wander off am$aPetya did. His
plans included a visit to the rubbish-heap, andthat outside, a walk
round the corner to watch how the soldiers at titeaace to Army Staff
building presented arms.

Unfortunately, who should come into the yard justnt but Vanka-
Rutyutyu, or Punch.

Together with the other children, Pavlik watche@ tbhow from
beginning to end. But he found it too short. A rumspread, though, that
in the next yard a longer performance would bemive

The children followed Vanka-Rutyutyu into the nesrd, but there
the show was still shorter. It came to an end atghrt where Vanka-
Rutyutyu—a long-nosed puppet with the stiff neclagdaralytic, wearing
a cap that looked like a pod of red pepper—xkilled policeman with a
blow of his stick. But absolutely everybody knewvatttafter that there
must come a horrible monster— something halfwaywvbenh a furry
yellow duck and a crocodile—and this monster wos&ize Vanka-
Rutyutyu's head in its jaws and drag him off tonle¢her regions.



This part, however, was not shown. Perhaps it was beaantsenough
coppers had been thrown from the windows. In the gard, though,
business was certain to be better.

Their eyes fixed on the wicker basket where the pptg lay
mysteriously hidden, the bewitched children movesinf one courtyard
to the next in the wake of the loudly-dressed womwéh a street organ
slung over her shoulder and the hatless man cagrigiacreen under his
arm.

Pavlik, devoured by curiosity, trudged along bedlue other children
on his sturdy little legs, his tongue sticking @umnd his light chocolate-
coloured eyes, with their large black pupils, opeide. He forgot
everything —Daddy and Auntie Tatyana, and even &ikdl whom he
had not had time to put in the stable or give adgportion of oats and
hay.

The boy lost all sense of time. When he came outisftrance he
discovered with a start that night was falling @hdt he was following
the street organ along totally unfamiliar streéiéthe other children had
long since disappeared. He was quite alone.

The loudly-dressed woman and the man with the scnedked along
quickly, evidently in a hurry to get home. Pavlidutd scarcely keep up
with them. The streets became more and more stramgjesuspicious. It
seemed to Pavlik that the man and woman were wiimgpsomething in
a sinister manner.

They turned a corner and then suddenly wheeleddroand Pavlik
noticed in alarm that there was a cigarette invbenan's mouth. Terror
swept over him. He began to tremble as he suddestlyembered.
Absolutely everybody knew that organ-grinders esttidittle children
away from home, broke their arms and legs, and Hudth them to the
circus as acrobats.

How, oh how could he have forgotten that! It wasvali known as the
fact that sweets manufactured by "Krakhmalnikov Braould poison
you, or that the ice-cream sold in the streets made of milk in which
sick people had bathed.

Here there could be no doubt. Only Gipsy women ather women
who stole children smoked. In another minute theyhd seize him, stuff
a rag into his mouth, and carry him off to Romaragwhere they would
twist his arms and legs out of their sockets anal lum into an acrobat.

With a loud wail Pavlik turned and fled. He ranfast as he could,
until suddenly he bumped into Petya.

After giving his little brother a good spanking Yrettriumphantly
dragged him home by the arm. At home, panic reigriaghya was
running frantically through the neighbouring coartys, her cheap taffeta
skirts swishing. Auntie Tatyana was rubbing hergks with a migraine



stick. Father was getting into his summer coatdadgwn to the police
station to report his children missing.

Upon seeing Pavlik safe and sound, Auntie rushedtaphim,
undecided whether to laugh or to cry.

She did both at the same time. Then she spankedtitbevagrant
soundly. Then she planted kisses all over his smilittlg face. Then she
spanked him again.

Only after that did she turn a threatening facBdtya.

"And what abouyou, my friend?"

"Where were you gadding about, you bandit?" Fasheuted, seizing
the boy by the shoulder.

"l was looking for Pavlik," Petya replied modestty.ran all over the
city before | found him. You ought to thank mentt for me he would
have been stolen long ago."

Then and there he launched into a magnificent ¢hleow he had
chased the organ-grinder, how the organ-grinderthed to escape him
down back alleys, and how he had finally seizedottgan-grinder by the
collar and shouted for the police. Then the organdgr became
frightened, let go of Pavlik, and ran away.

"Otherwise I'd have had him put in jail, by thegrand holy Cross!"

Although Petya's story, contrary to his expectajcaroused not the
slightest admiration, and Father even wrinkled ase in disgust and
said, "Aren't you ashamed to talk such nonsenda&etwas nothing
anyone could do about it, for it was Petya, and/#etlone, who had
found the missing Pavlik. Thanks to that Petyaafbscot-free.

That's what came of being a lucky boy with two w&an his crown!

Meanwhile Gavrik had returned to the hut to findafpa and the
sailor greatly excited. A little while before, sorofficials had come to
the hut, supposedly from the city council, to chegk on Grandpa's
fishing permit. The papers had been in order.

"Who's that on the bed?" the gentleman with thesfbdase had
suddenly asked, noticing the sailor.

Grandpa did not know what to say.

"Is he ill? If so, then why don't you take him keethospital?"

"No," said Grandpa, putting on an air of cheerfdifference. "He's
not ill; he's drunk."

"Drunk, is he? Your son?"

"No."

"A stranger?"

"l tell you he's a drunk, Your Honour."

"Yes, | understand. But where did he come from?"



"Where?" Grandpa repeated, pretending he was anfitédfd old man.
"He's a drunk, I tell you. You know, a drunk. Hesalging in the weeds,
that's all."

The gentleman looked closely at the sailor.

"Was he lying in the weeds like that, in nothing t bhis
underdrawers?"

“That's how | found him."

"Hey, you! Let me smell your breath!" the gentlensdnouted, putting
his face down close to the sailor's.

Zhukov made believe he did not hear. He turneddas to the wall
and covered his head with a pillow.

"Strange! A drunk who doesn't smell of alcohol,'e tigentleman
remarked. Then he added, regarding Grandpa sey€Yely'd better look
out, there!"

With that the officials departed.

Gauvrik did not like the looks of this at all.

Passing by the restaurant he had seen the digtiice inspector, the
nasty one whom the local fishermen called "our Isoabper”, seated at a
table.

The inspector had been drinking beer, and his heawy stood on a
thick round piece of cardboard with the inscriptit8anzenbacher's
Beer". He had seemed less interested in the beerVer, than in the
time shown by his silver watch.

The sailor felt much better. Evidently the cris&llpassed. He was no
longer feverish.

He sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing his stutideks.

"I'll have to get out of here at once," he said.

"Where'll you go without trousers?" Grandpa askadlys "Stay here
until dark. No other way out. Hungry, Gavrik?"

"l had supper at Terenti's.”

Grandpa raised his eyebrows. Think of it! His gisord had already
been at Terenti's. Quick work!

"How are things there?"

"He's planning to drop in today."

The old man chewed his lips and raised his eyebratishigher,
marvelling at how quick-witted his grandson was.yWMte grasped things
better than many a grown man. And on top of evamgthe was shrewd.
Oh, how shrewd he was!

Although only nine and a half, Gavrik really didvieaa better
understanding of some things than many adults. Whas not surprising,
for from his earliest years he had lived among disten, and the
fishermen of Odessa did not differ essentially frima sailors, stokers,



shipyard workers and dockers, that is to say, ftbenpoorest and most
freedom-loving section of the city's population.

They all had more than their share of life's triahgl tribulations, the
children no less than the adults—and perhaps ewga.m

This was the year 1905, the year of the first Russevolution.

The poor, the disinherited, the oppressed weragis fight tsarism.
And not the last among them were the fishermen.

It was a fierce struggle that had started, a steuggthe death. And a
struggle that taught them to be shrewd, cautiogdant, daring.

All these qualities had gradually, imperceptiblyo\gn and developed
in our little fisherman.

Gavrik's brother Terenti had also been a fisherrAfter his marriage,
however, he had gone to work in the railway shépem many signs
Gauvrik could not help guessing that his elder lrothad something to do
with what in those times was vaguely and signifigarcalled "the
Movement".

When he visited Terenti at Near Mills, Gavrik ofteeard him use
words like "committee”, "faction”, "password". Atthgh he did not know
what they meant, he sensed that they were conn&atbdwords like
"strike", "police agent" and "leaflet", words evene understood.

Gavrik knew especially well what leaflets were,d4bsheets of rough
paper with small grey letters printed on them. Ofieeenti had asked
him to distribute some along the shore, and hepuwdhem, at night, in
the fishing boats, trying to do it so that no oa® $iim.

Terenti had said, "If anyone sees you, throw theta the water and
run. If they catch you, say you found them in thshes."

But everything had gone off all right.

And so, that was why Gavrik had decided to go ghttaio his brother
about the sailor. He knew that Terenti would areaggerything. He also
understood, however, that his brother would havedosult someone
else, and to go somewhere, perhaps even to thatrf@tee".

That meant they must wait. But waiting was beconaiaggerous.

Several times the sailor opened the door a cradlcaatiously peeped
out. It was fairly dark by now, but not dark enougtrisk going out the
way he was without attracting attention, especisihce there were still
many people on the beach and they could hear grighm rowing-boats
on the water.

The sailor returned to the bed. "The rats! The dainloodhounds!"
he said in a loud voice, no longer wary of the mlan and Gavrik. "Just
let me get my hands on them! I'll—I don't know whdtdo to them! I'd
risk my head but I'd pay them back—" And he quistlyick the bed with
his massive fist.



26
THE PURSUIT

Night had already fallen when the door of the hwswsuddenly
pushed open, and for an instant the body of a laig shut out the stars.
The sailor sprang to his feet.

“That's all right," Gavrik said. "It's our Terefiti.

The sailor sat down again, peering into the darkia¢she newcomer.

"Evening," came Terenti's voice. "It's so dark h'taee a soul. Why
don't you light the lamp? What's up, out of parédfi

"There's a few drops left." Grandpa rose with angand lighted the
lamp.

"Hello, Grandpa, how are things going with you?dsan town today
and | thought, what about looking my own folk upPyVI see you've got
a visitor as it is. Hello, there."

Terenti gave the stranger a quick, close glandkarflickering light of
the wick lamp.

"He's the one we fished out of the sea," Grandptaaed wryly, with
a good-natured grin.

"So | hear."

The sailor said nothing. He eyed Terenti with gkumspicion.

"Rodion Zhukov, | take it?" Terenti said, a gayenot his voice.

The sailor gave a start but instantly controllechgelf. He braced
himself more firmly against the bed with his fistsd narrowed his eyes.

"What about it?" he said with a defiant smile. "Wihy | have to tell
you?l answer only to the Committee."

The grin faded from Terenti's pock-marked face. é&telvad Gavrik
seen his brother so grave.

"You may take me for the Committee," Terenti regliafter a
moment's reflection. He sat down on the bed bakiglsailor.

"Prove it," the sailor said stiffly, edging away.

"First prove whoyouare."

The sailor indicated his underdrawers with an amggyce. "Can't you
see for yourself?"

“That's not enough."

Terenti walked over to the door, opened it a cracHl said in a low
voice, "Will you come in for a minute, llya Borisiah?"

There was a rustling in the bushes, and then a $tagdryoung man
wearing pince-nez on a black ribbon looped behind ear entered the
hut. A black sateen Russian blouse belted withathéx strap showed
beneath his old, unbuttoned jacket. Atop his shafckair perched a flat
engineering student's cap.



The sailor felt that he had seen this "student"eshere before.

The young fellow turned sidewise, adjusted his @inez and squinted
at the sailor with one eye.

"Well?" Terenti asked.

"l saw this comrade on the morning of June the Hitthe Platonov
jetty guarding the body of the sailor Vakulinchukhavwas brutally
murdered by officers," the young fellow said quyckivithout stopping
for breath. "You were there, Comrade, weren't you?"

"Right you are."

“There. | knew | wasn't mistaken."

Without saying a word Terenti produced a bundlanfrander his
jacket and laid it on the sailor's knees.

"Trousers, a belt and a jacket, couldn't get basusyy, so you'll have
to go without until you can buy some, and now getded and don't lose
any time about it, we'll turn our backs," the youdeliow said all in one
breath, adding, "I've an idea this place is beiagcived."

Terenti gave a wink. "Get going, Gavrik."

Gavrik understood at once and quietly slipped duhe hut into the
darkness. He stopped and listened. He thought &el leerustle among
the dry potato bushes in the vegetable patch.

He crouched and tiptoed forward. Suddenly, whenelymss became
accustomed to the darkness, he clearly saw twoomiess figures in the
middle of the patch.

The boy caught his breath. His ears began to wnigwdly that he no
longer heard the sea. Biting his lips savagelymiaele his way without a
single sound to the rear of the hut to see if thneae anyone on the path.

On the path stood two other men, one of them imitéevyacket.

Gavrik crawled towards the hill and there he sawesd men. He
could tell at once they were policemen by theirte/lppckets. The hut was
surrounded.

He was just about to run back when a big, hot Handy seized him
from behind by the scruff of the neck. He broke ywmaut the next instant
he was tripped up and sent sprawling into the kaishe

A pair of strong hands gripped him. He twisted w@huand, to his
horror, found himself face to face with Moustachles;was staring into
an open foul-breathed mouth and at a chin as raaghpine board.

"Plee-eease," Gavrik whined in a thin little voice.

"Shut up, you dog!" hissed Moustaches.

"Let me go, plee-eease, let me go!"

"Il teach you to shout, you little rat," Moustash muttered through
his teeth, seizing Gavrik's ear in fingers of steel

Gavrik shrank back and, turning his face to the sateamed in a wild
voice, "Hook it!"



"Shut up or I'll kill you!"

Moustaches yanked Gavrik's ear so savagely thatatked. Gavrik
felt as though his head had split. It was stablyelddsrible, unimaginable
pain. At the same time he was swept by a wave wétiaand anger that
turned everything black before his eyes.

"Hook it!" he shouted again at the top of his vomething with pain.

Moustaches threw himself on Gavrik. Continuing tast his ear
savagely, he used his other hand to stop the loglsth. But Gavrik
rolled on the ground, biting the sweaty, hatefairyrhand. Weeping, he
shouted frenziedly, "Hoo-ook it!"

Moustaches violently flung Gavrik aside and raaaaards the hut. A
long police whistle sounded.

Gavrik got to his feet and saw at once that hisighbad been heard,
for three figures—two tall and one short —dashetl afuthe hut and
across the vegetable patch, stumbling as they ran.

Two white jackets barred their way. The fugitivelsesled about, only
to find that they were surrounded.

"Halt!" an unfamiliar voice cried out of the darlgse

"Shoot, llya!" Gavrik heard Terenti yell in despira.

The next instant there were three flashes and tiensdver shots one
after the other, sounding like the cracking of apwihe shouts and
grunts told Gavrik that a scrimmage was going othédarkness.

Would they be caught? So overcome with horror tigatlid not know
what he was doing, Gavrik dashed forward, as ittald help them in
some way.

He had not run more than ten paces when he savsame three
figures—two tall and one short—tear themselves afwam the tussle,
run towards the bluff and disappear in the darkn&Swop them! Stop
them!"

There was a flash of red light, followed by the doteport of a
policeman’'s Smitl& Wesson. Police whistles shrilled at the top of the
bluff. It looked as if a cordon had been postedklhg the shore.

Gauvrik listened with a sinking heart to the hue andof the pursuit. It
was beyond him why Terenti had chosen to run ih div@ction. Only a
madman would have climbed the bluff. Straight iatérap, where they
would all be caught. It would have been betteryad escape along the
beach.

He ran on a bit farther. He thought he could maketbree figures
crawling up the sheer wall of the bluff. They weiane for!

"Oh, Terenti, why did you go that way!" the boy wbered in despair.
He bit his hand to keep from crying, but scaldiegrs tickled his nose
and stung his throat. Then all of a sudden Gavni#teustood why they



had chosen the bluff. He'd quite forgotten. Andiy&tas so simple! The
point was that—

At this very moment Moustaches flung himself at fdgwaught him
under the arms and dragged him backwards, tean@dadoy's shirt. He
pushed him into the hut, near which two policemesrermnow standing.
Gavrik struck his cheek painfully against the demd fell on top of
Grandpa, who was sitting on the floor in the corries legs crossed
under him.

"If they get away, I'll have your heads!" Moustashgelled at the
policemen, and ran out.

Gavrik sat down beside Grandpa, crossing his legeuhim in the
same way. They sat in silence, listening to thestlds and cries
gradually dying away in the distance.

At last all was silence.

Only then did Gavrik become aware of his ear. He tomgotten all
about it, but it ached terribly. It felt as if itare on fire. Even touching it
was painful.

“That devil! Almost tore my ear right off!" he mated, trying his
hardest to hold back the tears and to appear andiit.

Grandpa glanced at him without turning his heace dld man's eyes
were motionless and horrifyingly blank. He softlyegved his lips. For a
long time he was silent. At last he shook his haad said reproachfully,
"Who ever saw the likes of it? Tearing off a clsldar! Is that the way to
act?"

He drew a heavy sigh and took to chewing his ligaira All at once
he bent anxiously over Gavrik, looked fearfullyttae door to see whether
anyone was listening, and whispered, "Did you lagithing? Did they
get away?"

"They went up the bluff," Gavrik said rapidly in andertone. "Terenti
took them to the catacombs. If they're not shotrdow the path they're
sure to get away."

Grandpa turned his face to the icon of the miraadeker, closed his
eyes, and slowly crossed himself with a sweepingiuge, pressing his
folded fingers hard against his forehead, his stdn@and both shoulders.

A tear, so tiny that it was almost invisible, crejown his cheek and
disappeared in a wrinkle.

27
GRANDPA



Many cities of the world have catacombs—Rome, Ngple
Constantinople, Alexandria, Paris, Odessa.

Some fifty years earlier, Odessa's catacombs hauh lhenestone
guarries. To this day they run in a labyrinth beéhdhe entire city, with
several exits beyond its limits. Everyone in Oddgsaw, of course, that
the catacombs were there, but few had ever gonen dioiw them, and
fewer still had any idea of their layout. The catabs were, in a way,
Odessa's mystery, its legend.

Terenti, however, had once been a fisherman. Hevkhe Odessa
shoreline perfectly, and had made an exact stu@yl tfie catacomb exits
there.

One of these exits was located a hundred pacesdeahe hut,
halfway up the bluff. It was a narrow opening caled by growths of
sweet-brier and spindle tree. A brook trickled ofithe opening and ran
down the bluff, causing the creepers and weed=iole.

After repulsing the first attack of the policemendathe detectives,
Terenti led his comrades straight to the openinénbluff.

Their pursuers knew nothing of its existence. Thhgught the
fugitives were trying to make their way to towndbgh the villa district.
This played into their hands, for they had theraissurrounded and the
fugitives would be trapped for certain.

And so, after the first shots the policemen wer@eord to hold their
fire.

When he had waited below for about a quarter diaur, the chief of
the Alexandrovsky police station, who was directihg raid personally,
sent the district police inspector to find out lfetcriminals had been
caught.

The inspector took the easy but roundabout pathedop of the bluff,
and another quarter of an hour passed before hegt to report that the
fugitives had not been seen up there. It thus tlimg that they were
neither at the top nor at the bottom. Then whereewlgey? It was utterly
impossible to think they were sitting in the buskesiewhere halfway up
the bluff, waiting to be caught.

Nevertheless, the chief ordered his men to climlangh search every
bush. Then, no longer trusting "those fools", hadslf followed them,
letting out strings of oaths as his patent-leabwats slipped on the grass
and clay.

They combed the bluff from bottom to top but nothahd they find. It
seemed a miracle. The fugitives couldn't have [sveadlowed up by the
earth!



"Your Honour!" a frightened voice suddenly criedrfr above. "Could
you please come here?"

"What's the matter?"

“It's the catacombs, Your Honour."

The chief of police reached up and caught holdhefthorny bushes
with his white-gloved hands. An instant later hesveized by strong
hands and pulled up to a small ledge.

Moustaches struck one match after another, andhey tight they
could make out a long black crevice overgrown \eitishes.

The chief saw at once that he had lost. What ehdad escaped him!
He shook with rage; he stamped his elegant boasyhite-gloved fists
struck out right and left, hitting random noses,ealtbones and
moustaches.

"What are you standing there for, you idiots!" Hasbered in a voice
hoarse from shouting. "Forward, march! Searchhaldatacombs! Catch
those scoundrels or else I'll tear your heads Itffsmash your damned
mugs to a pulp! Forward, march!"

But he knew that it was hopeless. To search alc#tacombs would
take a fortnight at least. And it was useless ewestart, for they had
already lost more than half an hour and the fugi#tihad undoubtedly
reached the other side of town long since.

Several policemen unwillingly crawled through thgening. Lighting
matches continually, they hovered not far from éimérance, examining
the damp limestone walls of the underground pasfiagfedisappeared
into sepulchral darkness.



The chief spat on the ground in disgust and ranndthe side of the
bluff, his spurs jingling. He was choking with fuiyle tore so violently at
the over-starched collar of his white pique unifgaoket that the hooks
flew off.

He strode through the crackling bushes to the kot savagely
wrenched open the door. The policemen sprang@ataih in fright. The
chief stepped into the little room and halted, fieist wide apart and his
twitching fingers behind his back. He was followtadough the door by
Moustaches.

"Your Honour," Moustaches whispered mysteriousig, tound eyes
indicating Grandpa, "he's the owner of this undeecplace and that's his
brat."

Without glancing at Moustaches the chief stretchat his arm, put
the flat of his white hand against the man's swéate, and pushed it
away in furious disgust.

"No one's asking you, you fool! | know that mysélf!

Gavrik was horror-stricken. He felt something difedavas about to
happen. Small, pale, his ear red and swollen,dredtunblinkingly at the
erect, broad-shouldered officer in the blue bresched black patent-
leather shoulder belt.

After standing like that fully a minute, a minuteat seemed an hour to
the boy, the chief sat down on the edge of the Béthout taking his
eyes off Grandpa he stretched out a patent-ledtbet, drew a silver
cigarette case and an orange-coloured matchbox Hiertight breeches’
pocket, and lit a yellow cigarette.

"He smokes Asmolovs," Gavrik thought.

The chief blew the smoke through his nostrils, diragvout a "Ss-0-0-
oo!" together with the smoke. Then he suddenly stbat the top of his
lungs, in a voice so loud that Gavrik's ears rd8tand up in the presence
of an officer, you scoundrel!"

Grandpa nervously sprang to attention. Standinghisnbent, bare
black legs and adjusting the shirt over his frhgst, he stared at the chief
with dull, expressionless eyes.

Gavrik could see Grandpa's taut neck trembling; dhe skin, on
which there was an old scar, stretched like twosei

"So you're hiding outlaws, eh?" the chief saidnn@y voice.

"No, sir," Grandpa whispered.

"Speak up, now. Who was just here?"

"l don't know, sir."

"You don't know, eh?" The chief slowly rose to feet, compressing
his lips. With a clipped, precise swing he gavedlteman a blow in the
ear that flung him against the wall.

"Speak up! Who were they?"



"I don't know, sir," the old man repeated firmlyis Haw muscles
twitching.

Again the fist in the white glove flashed throudje tair. Two trickles
of blood began to flow from Grandpa's nostrils. Elesed his eyes,
hunched his shoulders, and caught his breath vatiba

"What's this beating for, Your Honour?"

Grandpa's voice was low but stern. He wiped hi®rsowl showed the
chief his blood-stained hand.

"None of your lip!" cried the chief, turning pale.

The large velvety birth mark stood out black onpiaster-white face.
He glanced disgustedly at his spoilt glove.

"Speak up! Who were they?"

"l don't know."

Grandpa had time to cover his face with his hamdistarn to the wall.
The blow struck him on the head. His trousers bdggé at the knees.
Slowly he sank to the floor.

"Don't hit him! He's an old man!" cried Gavrik witkars of despair,
flinging himself at the chief.

But the chief was already striding out of the Kiiake this scoundrel
into custody!" he shouted.

The policemen seized the old man and twisted mssdrehind his
back. They dragged him out of the hut as thoughveee a bundle of
straw. Gavrik dropped to the floor and, gnawinghist fists, burst into
sobs of rage.

For some time he sat motionless, listening with eaeto the noises
and stirrings of the night. His other ear was deaf.

Every now and then he deliberately put his fingehis good ear, and
a profound silence enveloped him. It was a temdysilence, in which
some nameless danger seemed to lurk.

He would then uncover his ear, as if hurrying tease the imprisoned
sounds. One ear, however, could not take in aldtfierent sounds at the
same time.

First he would hear the deep infrequent sighs efdba, and nothing
else. Then the tinkling music of the crickets wohltéak in, shutting out
the sound of the sea. A warm breeze, passing beeweeds, would fill
the night with rustling, and leave no place eitfarthe crickets or the
sea. Then there would be only the sputtering ofldnep, in which the
paraffin had burnt out.

All at once a realisation of his loneliness swepérothe boy. He
sprang to his feet, blew out the lamp, and daskfeid ook for Grandpa.

A luxuriant August night enveloped the world. Thenkling black
sky showered its stars upon the running boy. Thep alif the crickets
streamed as high as the Milky Way itself.



But what did all that indifferent beauty matterthe tortured, outraged
child since it had no power to make him happy!

Gavrik ran as fast as he could.

By the time he caught up with Grandpa and the talicemen they
were already in Staro-Portofrankovskaya Street, quéside the police
station. They were riding in a droshky, one of pedicemen sitting and
the other standing. Grandpa had fallen off the. dédatlay on the floor at
the policeman's feet, his head bobbing helplesghinst the step. The
light from the gas lamps flickered across his fatesaked with dust and
blood.

Gavrik made a dash forward but the droshky cangestop in front of
the police station. The policemen dragged the sliagield man through
the gate.

"Grandpa!"

One of the policemen rapped Gavrik across the batke neck with
the scabbard of his sword. The gate swung closkd. oy remained
alone.

28
STUBBORN AUNTIE TATYANA

Petya's moment of supreme happiness and triumphdrad.

By one o'clock in the afternoon he had already ntaderound of all
his acquaintances in the ‘house to show his newn@gimm cap and give
an excited account of the exam he had just passed.

To be quite truthful, there was almost nothingelb. tfThere had been
no actual examination but merely a simple entramse lasting fifteen
minutes. It began at half past ten, and by fiveut@a past eleven the
bowing, smiling assistant in the shop next dooth® Gymnasium was
handing the boy his old straw hat wrapped in paper.

From the moment he put it on before the shop marat right through
until evening, Petya did not remove his new cap.

"What a grand showing | made in that exam!" Peelated excitedly
as he hurried down the street beside Auntie Tatyana

He kept looking in all the windows to catch glimpsd himself in his
new cap.

"Calm yourself, my dear,” Auntie Tatyana remarkdwr chin
quivering with suppressed laughter. "It wasn't @ane but only a test."

"Why, Auntie Tatyana, how can you say that!" Petyi@d at the top
of his voice. He turned red with anger and stantpsdeet, ready to burst
into tears. "You weren't there, yet you talk! Itsvareal examination.



You were waiting in the reception room, so you haweright to say it
wasn't. | tell you ivasan exam!"

"To be sure. I'm the fool, and you're the clevez.dhwas only a test."

"It wasn't! It was an exam!"

"You will insist that the beard was clipped.”

Auntie Tatyana was referring to the old Ukrainiaakg about the
stubborn fellow who argued with his wife as to wiegtthe volostlerk's
beard was clipped or shaven. Despite all evidemdbe contrary he kept
insisting it was clipped. Finally his infuriated fevipicked him up and
threw him into the river. He continued to shoutws clipped!" and as
his head went under the water he raised one haddraue clipping
motions with his fingers.

But Petya did not take the hint. In a tearful vdieekept repeating, "It
was arexam!lt was anexam!"

Auntie Tatyana was a kindhearted woman, and nowbsigan to feel
sorry that she was depriving her nephew of the mpostious part of his
triumph. If the word "exam" meant so much to thg,ldben let him have
his joy of it. Why irritate him on this happy day?

And so, she made a bargain with her conscience.s&uond thought,
| probably was mistaken," she said with a subtldestil do believe it
really was an exam."

Petya beamed. "Ang@hatan exam!"

Yet deep down inside Petya was consumed by dolildtad all been
much too quick and easy for an exam.

True, the children had been lined up in twos andinéo a classroom.
Also, there had been a long table covered withua loth. And behind
that table had sat stern examiners in blue unifonite gold buttons,
wearing gold-rimmed spectacles, medals, starchedfeints that looked
as stiff as egg-shells, and cuffs that crackledoAgithem had stood out
the silk cassock and womanish curls of a priest.

Petya had felt his stomach sink; his feet had thirclammy; an icy
sweat had broken out on his temples. All the symgtknown since time
immemorial had been there.

But as to the exam itself— No, Petya now clearly #aat it was only
a test, after all.

The minute the boys had seated themselves at ties dme of the
examiners buried his nose in a big sheet of papdhe table and said,
rolling out each word beautifully and distinctly\Vell, let us begin. These
boys will please step forward: Alexandrov, BoridgxXandrov, Nikolai;
Batchei, Pyotr."

When he heard his nhame pronounced in full, sounsmgtrange and
forbidding in that bare, echoing classroom, Peglads if someone had



punched him in the pit of the stomach. He had ndweamt the terrifying
moment would come so soon.

Taken completely by surprise, he turned a fieryaled almost fainted
as he walked across the slippery floor to the table

Each of the three boys was turned over to an examin

Petya fell to the priest.

"Well, now," drawled the huge old man, rolling bable wide sleeves
of his cassock.

Then he pressed against his narrow chest the dagjgarcrucifix
hanging from his neck on a silver chain. The chleiis made of flat links
with grooves like those in coffee beans.

"Come closer, son. What is your name?"

"Petya."

"Not Petya but Pyotr, my dear boy. You left Petyh@me. And your
last name?"

"Batchel."

"The son of Vasili Petrovich who teaches in thelérachool?"

"Yes."

The priest leaned back in his chair in the dreamiyude of a man
smoking.

He squinted at Petya with an ironical smile tha¢ thoy did not
understand, and said, "I know him, | should say Aogentleman of
liberal views. Well, now—" He pushed himself stdirther back in the
little chair until it swayed on its two hind legs.

"Which prayers do you know? Do you know the Creed?"

"Yes, | do."

"Recite it."

Petya filled his lungs with air and began to ratitethe Creed without
any punctuation stops, trying to get it all oubime breath:

"l believe in God the Father maker of Heaven andhEand of all
things visible and invisible and in one Lord JeGnsist—"

Here Petya ran out of breath and came to a stop.

Hurrying lest the priest think he had forgotten émel, he took a fresh
gulp of air with a sob, but the priest waved hiadhan alarm.

"That will do, that will do. Go to the next examitie

Now Petya stood in front of the mathematics examine

"How high can you count up to?"

"As high as you like," Petya replied, emboldenedhig/ triumph in
religion.

"Excellent. Count up to a million."

Petya felt as if he had fallen through a hole ie the. Without
realising it, he made a choked, gasping sound. étkeld round
desperately for help, but everybody was busy, drm& mathematics



examiner was gazing to the side through his glaseewhose curved
lenses were distinctly reflected the two big classn windows and
beyond them the trees of the Gymnasium garderyltleecupolas of the
St. Panteleimon Church and even the watch towdnefAlexandrovsky
fire station, on which hung two black balls showthgt there was a fire
in the second precinct.

Count up to a million! Petya was lost. Bravely regén, "One, two,
three, four, five, six, seven. . ." stealthily ckogg his fingers and smiling
sheepishly and sadly. "Eight, nine, ten, eleven: .

The mathematics examiner gazed impassively outeoivindow.

"That will do," he said when the dispirited boy ¢ckad seventy-nine.
"Do you know the multiplication table?"

"Once one makes one, once two makes two, once thages three,"
Petya began in a loud, quick voice, afraid of bestgpped. But the
examiner nodded his head. "That will do."

"l know addition, subtraction, multiplication andrigion, too!"

"That will do. Go to the next examiner." Why, thepuldn't even let
you open your mouth! It wasn't fair.

The next examiner had a long, wispy beard througiichva shiny
medal could be seen. "Read from here."

Petya reverentially took the book with the marbbegber cover,
staring at the thick yellow fingernail that lay ass the big letters of the
title, The Lion and the Dog.

"“The Lion and the Dog,'Petya began at a smart pace, although
stuttering a bit from excitement. "The Lion and theg. There was once
a lion who lived in a menagerie. He was very favasi The keepers were
afraid of him. The lion ate a great deal of medte Towner of the
menagerie did not know what to do—" "That's enough.

Petya almost burst into tears. How could that beotdgh" when he
hadn't even reached the dog! "Do you know any pdanieart?"

Thiswas the moment Petya secretly had been waitindtfarould be
a triumph. Now he would shine in all his glory!

"l know The Sailpby M. Y. Lermontov."

"Recite it, please."

"With expression?"

"Very well."

"Just a minute."

Petya quickly put one foot forward (this was abssiu necessary
when reciting with expression) and flung back headh

"The Sailby M. Y. Lermontov!" he announced in a sing-songgo

A white sail gleams, so far and lonely,
Through the blue haze above the foam.



What does it seek in distant harbours'?
What is it fleeing from at home?

He quickly spread his arms in a gesture of surpais@ puzzlement
and then continued, hurrying to get in as mucheasduld before he was
stopped:

The billows run; the breezes play
About the mast that dips and creaks;
It is not joy the wand'rer flees from,
Nor is it happiness he seeks.

Petya hastily emphasised the words "It is not" waitbesture, but the
examiner waved his hand in good time.

"That's enough."

“I'll finish in another moment. There's only aléttbit left,” the boy
begged.

Below, the sea is crystal azure..

"That's quite enough. You may go home."

"Don't | have to recite anything else? | know A.Psishkin'sThe Lay
of Oleg the Wise"

"No, nothing more. You may tell your parents thatuyhave been
accepted. That is all."

Petya was dumbfounded. For a minute or two he siodde middle
of the classroom not knowing what to do next.

It seemed absolutely unbelievable that this mystsriand terrifying
event for which he had prepared so anxiously athrser long was
already over.

At last he gave a clumsy click of the heels, stiadplnd ran out of
the classroom. A second later he dashed back Ikadman.

"May | buy my Gymnasium cap now?" he asked, hisedreaking
with excitement.

"Certainly. You may go."

Petya burst into the reception room where Auntiydiza, wearing a
summer hat with a veil and long gloves, sat onlaadjair beneath a
plaster-of-Paris bust of Lomonosov.

"Auntie Tatyana!" he shouted in a voice that muwstehcarried to the
coachmen in the street. "Hurry up! They told méty my Gymnasium
cap straightaway!"



29
THE ALEXANDROVSKY POLICE STATION

Oh, the bliss of buying that cap!

First they tried on cap after cap until the profiewas found, then
they bargained, and after that they chose the hadgeautiful thing of
silver. It consisted of two thorny branches, crdsseith "O. 5 G.", the
monogram of the Odessa Fifth Gymnasium, betwean.the

The badge they chose was the largest and the @tedpeost fifteen
kopeks.

With an awl the clerk punched two holes in thef &tifie beaver-cloth
band of the cap and attached the badge, bendirigtbadorass tabs on
the inside.

At home the cap and badge caused a furore. Every@mted to
handle it, but this Petya would not allow. They Idolook all they
wanted, but hands off!

Everyone—Father, Dunya, Pavlik—kept asking, "Whiat itl cost?"
As if that was what mattered!

"A ruble forty-five, and fifteen kopeks for the lzpg" he said, fuming.
"But that's nothing! You should have seen how spdshe exam!"

Pavlik stared at the cap with envious eyes andflediifready at any
moment to burst into tears.

Then Petya ran downstairs to the shop to show &js to Nusya
Kogan. But Nusya had again gone off to the bay wisia What luck!

However, Nusya's father, the shopkeeper, nicknalzedthe Dizzy,
showed great interest in the cap.

He put on his spectacles and examined it a long fnom all sides,
sayingts-ts-tsall the while, until finally he came out with, "Whdid it
cost?"

After making the round of all his acquaintanceshe house Petya
went out into the field and showed his cap to thidisrs. They also asked
how much it had cost. Now not even half the day axaex, and there was
no one else to show the cap to!

Petya was in despair.

All at once he caught sight of Gavrik walking p#s¢ fence of the
maternity hospital. He ran to him, filling the ath shouts and waving
his cap.

But good God! What had happened to Gavrik? Therees vilrown
circles under his eyes—angry eyes in a thin, unecsace. His shirt was
in shreds. One ear was swollen and purplish-rada# the first thing that
struck the eye, and it looked so horrible and unthat Petya felt
frightened.



"You should have seen me in the exam!" he wanteshtt but the
words died on his lips.

Instead he whispered, "Oh! You've been in a fighitib gave you that
ear?"

Gavrik lowered his eyes and smiled grimly.

"Let's see it," he said, stretching out his handlie cap. "What did it
cost?"

Although the idea of anyone handling the cap wamn@ming, Petya
(true, with a wrench of his heart) gave it to Glvri

"But don't mess it up."

"No fear."

The boys sat down beside a bush near the rubbegh-dned proceeded
to give the cap a thorough examination.

Gavrik at once discovered that it had dozens ofresecand
possibilities which had escaped Petya's notice.

In the first place, it appeared that the thin stesp which stretched
the top could be taken out. The hoop was pasted witk rust-stained
paper, and once pulled out of the cap it had indeget value.

It would be the easiest thing in the world to bréak hoop into a great
number of little pieces of steel which, if no gdod anything else, could
be put on the rails in front of a suburban trainmdy to see what would
happen.

In the second place, there was a black sateemlimitin the inscription
"Guralnik Bros." stamped in gold. All one had to das rip open the
edge, and then all kinds of things could be hiduside where nobody
would ever find them.

In the third place, the black varnish on the leafieak could be made
still more shiny by a good rubbing with the greevdp of what was
known among boys as the "varnish-tree".

As to the badge, it immediately had to be bent keadording to the
fashion, and its branches clipped a bit.

The boys set to work without losing a moment's tiifieey kept at it
industriously until they had squeezed out all thpyment the cap was
capable of giving.

This distracted Gavrik for a time.

But when the cap no longer resembled anything utidesun and had
lost its attractions, Gavrik again grew glum.

"Listen, Petya, fetch me some bread and a couplengbs of sugar,”
he said suddenly, making his voice gruff. "I'll ¢ak to Grandpa."

"But why? Where is he?"

"In the police station."

Petya stared at his friend with wide, uncomprehameiyes.

Gavrik smiled grimly and spat on the ground.



"Come on, what are you gaping for? Wasn't thatraeaugh for you?
What are you, a baby? They took Grandpa to the@akation yesterday.
I've got to bring him something to eat."

Still Petya did not understand.

He had heard that drunkards, brawlers, thievedrantps were locked
up in the police station. But Gavrik's Grandpa?tTwas more than he
could grasp.

Petya knew the old man very well, for he had oftesited Gavrik at
the beach.

How many times had Grandpa taken him out togeth#r @avrik to
catch bullheads! How many times had he treatedaRetiis very special,
fragrant, smoky tea, always apologising, "But tlemo sugar!" How
many times had he made a sinker for Petya and showmow to attach
it to his fishing line!

What funny Ukrainian proverbs he knew—proverbs i every
possible occasion—how many stories about the Thinkiar, how many
soldiers' jokes!

He would sit there with his legs crossed under ke a Turk,
mending his nets with a wooden needle especiallyttieth for that
purpose, and tell stories without end. The boyslévéaugh so hard their
insides ached. He would tell the story of the soldvho boiled his axe,
and of the bombardier who went to heaven, and efatderly who so
cleverly tricked his drunken officer.

Never in his life had Petya known such a delightiost, one who was
always glad to tell a story but who could listenotihers with pleasure
too.

When Petya let his imagination run wild and, waving arms, told
such a tall story that a person's ears begandtetiGrandpa never turned
a hair. He would sit there, nodding gravely, andhagk, "All quite
possible. Might very easily have happened.”

And a man like that had been locked up! It was liebable!

"But why? What for?"

"Because."

Gavrik gave a deep, grown-up sigh. He was silenafahile. Then he
quickly leaned close to his friend. "Listen," heiggered mysteriously.

He proceeded to tell Petya what had happened gjint ipefore.

To be sure, he did not tell the whole story. Hel sat a .word about
the sailor or Terenti. The way he told it, threeasge men who were
running away from the police had come into thetrdtunight to hide. The
rest of the story was the truth.



"Then that snake grabbed me by the ear, and ylhsawisted it!"

"Oh, I'd have given it to him! I'd have shown hinRétya shouted, his
eyes flashing. "I'd have given him a good lesson!"

"Oh, shut up!" Gavrik said glumly. He took a firmgon the peak of
Petya's cap and yanked it down over his face sdthaars jutted out.

This accomplished, Gavrik went on with his storgtyR listened in
horror.

"But who were they?" he asked when Gavrik had lieis "Robbers?"

" 'Course not. | told you they were just ordinarngmm Committee
men."

"What kind you say?"

"Might as well talk to a post as tell you somethi@pmmittee men, |
tell you. From the Committee."

Gauvrik leaned still closer and said in a whispat throught a smell of
onions to Petya's nostrils:

"The ones who make strikes. From the Party. See?"

"But why did the policemen beat Grandpa and lock tp?"

Gavrik smiled scornfully.

"Because he hid them, stupid! Where are your bPaifisey'd have
taken me too only they can't because I'm a kid. Koow what you get
for hiding somebody? It's terrible! But—"

Gavrik glanced round and said in a whisper so loat Petya could
hardly make it out:



"But you wait and see—he won't stay there more thameek. Soon
they'll go through the whole city raiding the pelistations. They'll throw
every single one of those snakes into the Black Bk | never see a
happy day in all my life! By the true and holy Cst's

Gavrik again spat on the ground. "Well, how aba®t he said in a
businesslike tone.

Petya raced home. Two minutes later he returneld st lumps of
sugar in his pocket and half of a wheaten loafliesiis sailor blouse.

"That'll do," Gavrik said, counting the lumps andighing the bread
in his hand. "Coming to the police station with te?

The police station, it goes without saying, wasindily out of
bounds, near though it was. As luck would havédtya was suddenly
filled with such a desire to go to the police statithat to describe it
would be impossible.

Again there was a fierce struggle with his consmera struggle that
lasted all the way to the police station.

Conscience finally won out, but too late, for they® were already
there.

When Petya was with Gavrik, things and conceptainays lost their
usual aspect and revealed no end of qualitiespteatiously had been
hidden from him. Near Mills was transformed fromsad abode of
widows and orphans into a workers' settlement wiilple irises in the
front gardens; a policeman became a snake; a capdiwut to have a
steel hoop in it.

And now the police station.

What had it been in Petya's mind up until now? 4 government
building on the corner of Richelieu and Novorybnat@ets, opposite the
St. Panteleimon Church. Many was the time he hdden past it on the
horse-tram.

The most important part of that building was ité s$guare tower with
the little fireman up at the top. Day and night tineman, in a sheepskin
coat, walked round the mast on the small balcoaygjng out over the
city. Every time Petya looked at the mast, whichd la crossbar, it
reminded him of a pair of scales or a trapeze. 8 hezre always several
ominous-looking black balls hanging from it, anditmhumber showed in
which section of the city there was a fire. Theg eias so big that there
was certain to be a fire somewhere.

At the foot of the tower stood the headquartershef Odessa fire
brigade. It consisted of a row of huge wroughtrigates.

To the blare of bugles, teams of four wild dappleyg would fly
through the gates one after the other, their sntntewmanes and tails
streaming.



The red fire-engines, sinister and yet somehowlik®y-sped down the
street accompanied by the steady jangle of the Dedly left behind them
in the air orange tongues of flame from the torcheisose light was
reflected in the firemen's brass helmets. The sp@ftmisfortune would
rise to haunt the careless city.

Apart from that, the police station was in no wagnarkable in Petya's
eyes.

But the minute Gavrik came near, it turned abosttreugh by the
touch of a magic wand, and showed the barred wisdofva prison
looking out into an alley.

The police station, it appeared, was simply a priso

"Wait here," said Gavrik.

He ran across the damp pavement and slipped throlughgate
unnoticed by the policeman. Here, too, it appeaBad;rik knew his way
about.

Petya remained alone in a small crowd oppositgthiee station. The
people were relatives, and they were talking actbesstreet with the
men in the jail.

Petya had never thought so many people could begsih the jail.
There were at least a hundred of them.

But they were hardly "sitting". Some stood on thé&dewsills,
clinging to the bars of the open windows; othersk&xd out from behind
them, waving their hands; still others jumped ud down trying to see
the street over the heads and the shoulders.

To Petya's amazement there were neither thievesimmkards nor
tramps among them. Just the opposite: plain, orgirend quite
respectable people, like those to be seen everynday the station, in
Langeron, in Alexandrovsky Park, or riding in therde-tram. There were
even a few university students. One of them stadcdespecially because
of the black Caucasian felt cloak he wore over @enunic with gold
buttons. Cupping his hands close to his haggareékshéne shouted to
someone in the crowd in a deafening, guttural vdi€ell the association
that last night Comrades Lordkipanidze, Krasikomd éBurevoi were
summoned from their cells and told to take theiobgings with them.
Lordkipanidze, Krasikov, and Burevoi! Last nightlrganise a public
protest! Regards to the comrades!"

From another window a man who reminded Petya offiterin a
jacket and a Russian blouse with the collar unfeste shouted: "Tell
Seryozha to go to the office and collect my pay!"

Other voices rang out, interrupting one another:

"Don't trust Afanasyev! Do you hear? Don't trusadsyev!"

"Kolka's in the Bulvarny jail!"

"In a box behind the wardrobe at Pavel lvanich's!"



"Wednesday at the latest!"

The relatives shouted too, raising packages anidirehi over their
heads.

One of the women held up a girl with earrings Jik& Motya's.

"Don't worry about us!" she cried. "People are mgjpus out! We
have enough to eat! See how healthy our Verochides|t

Now and then the policeman approached the crowgpigg the
scabbard of his sword with both hands.

“Ladies and gentlemen, you are asked not to stgmbsite the
windows and not to talk to the prisoners."

His words would immediately be followed by deafeninat-calls,
unbelievable swearing and roars from the windowsté¥melon rinds,
corn-cobs and cucumbers would fly at the policeman.

"You snake!"

"Gendarme!"

"Go and fight the Japs!"

With his sword under his arm the policeman wouldlstunhurriedly
back to the gate, pretending that nothing out efdfdinary had occurred.

No, things in the world were definitely not going smoothly as they
might seem at first glance!

Gauvrik returned downcast and angry.

"Did you see Grandpa?"

Gauvrik did not reply. The boys walked away. Nea thilway station
Gauvrik halted.

"They beat him every day," he said in a hollow egiwiping his eyes
with his ragged sleeve. "See you later."

He turned away.

"Where are you going?"

“To Near Mills."

Petya made his way home across Kulikovo Field. Wl whipped
up clouds of dry and dreary dust.

The boy's heart was so heavy that even the flatteadridge-case he
found on the way brought him no joy.

30
THE PREPARATORY CLASS

Autumn came.
Petya was now attending the Gymnasium. The schodbran had
transformed him from a tall, sunburned, long-leggeay in lisle



stockings into a small, crop-haired, lop-eared arafory class pupil—in
Gymnasium slang, a "greenie".

The long trousers and uniform jacket, bought fortyksix rubles at
Landesman's Clothing Establishment, were baggy damdhly
uncomfortable. The coarse collar chafed his temdsk accustomed to
the freedom of a sailor blouse.

Even the belt, a real Gymnasium belt with a Gerrsirer buckle,
which had come after the cap in Petya's dreamissHelt of expectations.
It kept creeping up towards his armpits, the budipped to one side,
and the free end dangled like a tongue.

The belt did not give his figure the manliness ohniclv he had so
strongly counted. It was nothing more than a catstsource of
humiliation, calling forth rude laughter from theog/n-ups.

On the other hand, a joy as great as it was unégeame during the
buying of the copybooks, textbooks and writing mats.

What a difference between the quiet, serious boak nd the light-
minded, silly shops in Richelieu Street or the Aedalt was probably an
even more serious shop than the chemist's. Atatey it was much more
intellectual.

The sign alone, a narrow, modest sign which said

EDUCATION

was enough to inspire the deepest respect.

It was on a dark autumn evening that Petya's fatat him to the
"Education" shop.

They entered a drowsy realm of book-backs whicthenlight of the
gas jets had a greenish tinge and a sort of urtiydtavour. On top of
them stood the painted heads of members of theHooran races: the
Red, the Yellow, the Black, and the White.

The first three heads conformed exactly to the satteey were
supposed to represent. The Indian was as red & lveuThe Chinese as
yellow as a lemon. The Negro blacker than pitche Tmly one not
entirely true to his name was the specimen of thaster race": he was
not white but a delicate pink, with a long blondale Petya stared
enchanted at the blue globes with their brass naesd the black star
charts, and the terrifying, startlingly bright asraical charts.

All the wisdom of .the universe was concentratedhis shop, and it
seemed to penetrate into the very pores of thewwst Petya, for one,
felt remarkably well educated as he came home @& hbrse-tram,
although they had spent no more than ten minuteednshop and had
bought five little books in all, the thickest cogtionly forty-two kopeks.



They had also bought a real satchel of calf-leatvigr the fur on the
outside and a small lunch basket.

Then they had chosen a wonderful pencil-case wittarasfer picture
on its sliding lacquered top. The top fit so tigththat when it was opened
it squeaked like a wooden peasant toybox. Petya gueat deal of care
and taste into filling all the sections of the casth the proper articles,
making a point of it that none remained empty.

All kinds of nibs went into the case: blue nibshwiliree holes in them,
"Cossodo”, "Rondo", "No. 86", "Pushkin" nibs witlhetcurly head of the
famous poet on them, and many others.

Then there was an india-rubber with an elephantiai@n it, a crayon,
two pencils, one for writing and the other for dnagy a penknife with a
mother-of-pear] handle, an expensive penholderaost 20 kopeks), and
coloured pasting tabs, drawing pins, pins and pestu

And all these small, elegant implements of studyewso absolutely
new, so shiny, and smelled so delightfully!

The whole evening Petya industriously covered heoks and
copybooks with special blue paper, pasting dowretlges with tabs.

He pasted lacy pictures in the corners of his étettglossy bouquets
and angels firmy held silk ribbons in place.

On all the copybooks he neatly printed:

This Copybook Is the Property
of P. BATCHEI
Preparatory Class Pupil, 0. 5 G.

He could hardly wait for morning to come. It wadl simost dark and
the lamp was burning at home when the boy ranmtheé Gymnasium
equipped from head to foot as if off to the wars.

Now not a single department of learning would bk @b withstand
Petya's onslaught! Three weeks of incredible peéighoth at home and
at the Gymnasium, went into improving his schotasquipment. Time
and again he repasted his pictures, replaced ther<on his textbooks
and changed the nibs in his pencil-case, strivarghe height of beauty
and perfection.

And when Auntie Tatyana remarked, "Hadn't you lvette your
lessons?" Petya would groan in despair, "Oh, Auffigyana, don't talk
such nonsense! How can | study when nothing iseytgppeady?"

In a word, things were going splendidly.

There was only one cloud to darken the joy of Ieeynnot once had
Petya been called upon to recite, and there was sotgle mark in his
report-book. Nearly all the boys in the class haeérbmarked, but not
Petya.



Each Saturday he sorrowfully brought home his uketrreport-
book, sumptuously wrapped in pink paper, pasted ewth gold and
silver stars and seals, and decorated with coloboad-marks. But then
came the Saturday when Petya dashed into the dinonmg, his coat still
on, his face aglow. He waved his handsome repak-ba the air,
shouting at the top of his lungs, "Auntie TatyaRavlik! Dunya! Come
quick! I've got marks! Oh, what a pity Daddy'slstl school!"

Triumphantly he tossed his report-book on the talolé then stepped
away in modest pride, so as not to interfere whkirt contemplation of
his marks.

"Well, well!" exclaimed Auntie, running into themdng-room with a
dress-pattern in her hand. "Let's see your marks."

She picked up the report-book and quickly scanned i
"Religion—Poor; Russian—Poor; arithmetic—Unsatisbayg;
attention—Satisfactory; diligence—~Fair," she readurprise. She shook
her head reproachfully. "I don't see what you'rdngppy about. Nothing

but Poors here."

Petya stamped his foot in annoyance.

"l knew it!" he cried, fairly weeping from resentnie"Why can't you
understand, Auntie Tatyana? The important thintpas there are marks!
Marks,don't you see?

But you simply don't want to understand! It's alw#éyat way!"

Petya angrily snatched up his treasured report-lamokran outside to
show his marks to the boys.

With this ended the first stage of Petya's studigse—festive period. It
was followed by cheerless, humdrum days of cramming

Gavrik stopped coming to see him, and Petya, bush \uis
Gymnasium studies, almost forgot his existence.

For a time, Gavrik, too, forgot Petya's existerde.was living at Near
Mills now, with Terenti.

Grandpa was still in prison. He was kept part of time in the
Alexandrovsky jail and the other part in the Seételice Department, to
which he was often driven at night by carriagevdss evident that the old
man knew how to hold his tongue, for the police avaot disturbing
Terenti.

Exactly where the sailor was Gavrik did not knowdé&he did not
think it necessary to ask Terenti. Certain sigmeydver, led him to
conclude that the sailor was in safe hiding someghrethe vicinity.

For were there not nooks and corners aplenty irr Nglbs where a
man might lie low, might vanish as in thin air? Amcere there not
numbers of men who were lying low for the time Igein the Near Mills
district?



But Gavrik made it a rule never to stick his nost® iother people's
affairs. Besides, he had enough troubles of his.own

Terenti's family was having a hard time making emaset. The
railway workers were on strike almost all the tinierenti made a little
money by doing odd locksmith's jobs at home, betglwere not many of
those jobs and, besides, a good deal of his tingetalken up by urgent
matters which were only hinted at in the familyctat

Terenti did not seem to belong to himself. Men wlozdme for him in
the middle of the night, and without saying a wbedwould dress and go
off, sometimes for days.

People were always arriving at the house. The tdakead to be put
on for them and gruel prepared. There were alwayddy tracks in the
passage those autumn days; the room was filled eldhds of cheap
tobacco smoke.

Gavrik's conscience would not allow him to be adeuar on his
brother, who had a family to provide for, and sohlaél to make his own
living. After all, he wasn't a child! Besides, hadhto have food to take to
Grandpa in jail. Fishing, of course, was out of tpeestion without
Grandpa. Then, too, the weather had turned badh, starms blowing
every other day.

Gavrik went down to the beach, hauled the boat tverneighbour's,
and hung the padlock on the door of the hut.

From morning to night he now wandered about theigifTerenti's old
boots, looking for ways of earning his daily bre&skgging would of
course have been the easiest way out. But Gavigkready to die rather
than stretch out a hand for alms. The very thoughit made his
fisherman's blood boil.

No! He was accustomed to earning his bread by wgrkiHe carried
cooks' baskets home from the market for two kopéles.helped the
loaders at the Odessa Goods Station. He wouldordinet spirits shop to
get vodka for coachmen who, under penalty of g fivere not allowed to
leave their horses.

When he was hungry and unable to find work of amyg khe would
go to the cemetery chapel and wait for a buriabriter to receive in his
cap a handful okolevo,that funeral dish of cooked rice sprinkled with
powdered sugar and decorated with lilac-coloureeletsv

The distribution ofkolevo at funeral was an old custom, and the
cemetery beggars took advantage of it. Some of #an grew fat on it.
But sincekolevo was eaten not only by the beggars but by all who
attended the funeral, Gavrik did not feel it behdatn to take advantage
of so convenient a custom. The more so since treetswhe came by
could be taken to Terenti's children as gifts—anttiout gifts Gavrik did
not feel it proper to return home for the night.



Sometimes Terenti asked him to take a parcel tadainess that had to
be learned by heart and could under no circumssaheeput down on
paper. Gavrik liked these errands very much, ferytblearly had some
connection with the affairs that kept Terenti ssyou

The parcel, usually a roll of papers, Gavrik wothicst deep down in
his pocket and then press flat so that it did iows He knew that if he
was caught he was to say he had found it.

After finding the person for whom it was intendezllfad to be sure to
say at first, "How do you do? Sophia Ivanovna seyuls her regards."
The person would reply, "How is Sophia Ivanovnasalth?" Only then
could he hand over the parcel. Very often the persdter taking the
parcel, would give him a whole ten-kopek piece ftfam fare".

How much terror and fun there was in those errands!

Finally, Gavrik earned money by playing "lugs", ange that had
recently come into fashion not only among childbeth among adults as
well. Lugs was the name given to the buttons framfoums worn by
government employees, with the links bent in.

In broad outline, the game went as follows: they@ta put their lugs
on the ground, wrong side up, and then, one dfierother, threw their
king-lug at them, the object being to make the lugs right side up.
Every time a player managed to turn over a lugdame his.

Lugs was neither more difficult nor more interegtithan any other
street game, but it had a devilish attraction &l aown: the lugs cost
money. They could always be bought and sold, aay tere quoted at
definite rates on the street exchange.

Gavrik played a brilliant game of lugs. His throwasvfirm and
accurate, and his eye was keen. He soon becamaidaasoa champion
player. His pouch was always filled with superiexpensive lugs. When
affairs took an especially bad turn he would sgaa of his supply.

But his pouch never remained empty. The very naythee would win
even more lugs than he had sold.

What to others was an amusement thus became, forikGa
profitable trade. There was no other way out. Oaé to make a living
somehow.

31
THE BOX ON THE GUN CARRIAGE

Big events were approaching. Seemingly at a sm@te, but actually
with the terrifying speed of an express train.



How well did Gavrik, a resident of Near Mills, knatlvat feeling of
awaiting the flying express train!

.. .The train is still far away, neither to be sa®r heard, but the
steady tinkling of the signal bell at the Odessad@zoStation announced
its approach. The line is clear. The arm of theag@rore is raised. The
rails are shiny and immobile. There is not a souBut everyone now
knows that the train is coming and that no poweearth can stop it.

At the crossing, the barrier slowly drops. The bsgisamble up on the
station fence. A flock of birds takes off from ttiees in alarm and circles
above the water tower. From up there they can [ogbsee the train
already.

Out of the distance comes the faint sound of atpoian's horn. And
now into the silence there trickles the fainteshofses. No, not a noise
but rather its presentiment, a delicate quiverihghe rails as they fill
with inaudible sound. There is this quivering, treersound, and then a
noise.

Now the train can clearly be heard: it is slowlgdthing out steam,
and each breath is louder than the one before it.

All the same, it is hard to believe that the expnesl be flying past in
another minute. But then suddenly, unexpectedly,eihgine, enveloped
in a cloud of steam, comes into sight ahead. linseée be standing still at
the end of the avenue of green trees.

Yes, it must have stopped.

But if so, why is it growing so enormously biggeittweach instant?
However, now there is no longer time to answeimtestion.

Belching steam sidewise, the express flies paatdizzying whirlwind
of wheels, windows, doors, steps, couplings, baffer.

Gavrik, who spent his days roaming through the, @buld not but be
aware of the approach of events. They were stillesshere on the way—
halfway between St. Petersburg and Odessa, perHapsnto the silence
of expectation there was already trickling the sbuwf irresistible
movement, not so much heard as sensed.

Swaying on their new crutches, the wounded, thete$ overgrown
with beards, hobbled along the streets. They wioaggy Manchurian fur
caps and the St. George Cross was pinned to the @ats slung over
their shoulders.

Factory workers who arrived from Central Russiaulgid rumours of
a general strike. In the crowds near the policeosta there was talk of
violence. In the crowds near the university andwioenen's college there
was talk of freedom. In the crowds near the Ghetofs there was talk
of an armed uprising.



On a day in late September a big white ship steantecthe harbour
carrying the body of General Kondratenko, who hadrbkilled at Port
Arthur.

For almost a year the huge box, containing a leack#fin and
weighing nearly a ton, had travelled foreign laradsl seas before it
finally reached its homeland.

In the port it was placed on a gun carriage andedralong the broad
avenues of Odessa to the railway station.

Gavrik watched the sombre procession. The paleeSdmr sun fell
on the funeral vestments of the priests, on thalcgwvthe police in white
gloves, the crepe ribbons on the street gas lamps.

Torch-bearers in black three-cornered hats edgédl siver carried
glass lanterns on poles, and the pale flames ofdhdles could scarcely
be seen in the daylight.

Army bands played uninterruptedly but with painflibwness, their
music mingling with the chanting of the cathedtabic.

Harmonious but so insufferably high as to be almsistill, the
melancholy children's voices floated up tremulouslythe arches of
wilted acacia trees. Pale sunshine filtered throtigh lilac clouds of
incense. Slowly—oh, so slowly!—the gun carriaged &ime huge black
box covered with wreaths and ribbons high on tofi,ahoved down the
middle of Pushkin Street between lines of soldietgards the railway
station.

As the procession came level with the garden intfaf the station a
university student sprang up on the iron fence. Méabove his shaggy
head a faded student cap with a band that hadlmereblue, he shouted:
"Comrades!"

In that vast silent crowd his voice seemed weakicgty audible. But
the word he had shouted—"Comrades"—was so incrdsbl unfamiliar,
so challenging that it was heard by all, and egangle head turned in the
direction of the little figure clinging to the masas fence.

"Comrades! Remember Port Arthur! Remember TsushiReshember
the bloodshed of January the 9th. The Tsar anduhderlings have
brought Russia to unbelievable shame, to unpretederuin and
poverty! But the great Russian people carry onwiticcontinue to carry
on! Down with the autocracy!"

Policemen had already laid hands on the studenhéuwtlung to the
fence and, waving his cap, shouted quickly, fretigiedetermined to
finish his speech:

"Down with the autocracy! Long live liberty! Longyé the re—"
Gavrik saw him dragged down and led away. Thengllof bells
floated over the city. The hoofs of the cavalry desr clattered on the

pavement.



General Kondratenko's coffin was placed in a funeaariage of the
St. Petersburg train. The bands crashed into fimaik notes. "Pre-sent a-
a-arms!" The train pulled out.

Slowly the funeral carriage sailed past the ferfcgl@aming bayonets
held at attention, carrying the black box with tess on the lid past the
Odessa Goods Station, past the suburbs sprinkleéd wmbtionless
crowds, past the silent stations and flag-statiomewing across the
whole of Russia, northwards to St. Petersburg. tfragewith this train of
sorrow, the spectre of the lost war moved acrossiau

During those few days it seemed to Petya as iethad been a death
in the house. Everyone walked about softly. No speke much. A
crumpled handkerchief lay on Auntie Tatyana's tdddle. Immediately
after dinner Father silently put a green shade dhkerlamp and sat
correcting copybooks until late at night, every namd then dropping his
pince-nez and polishing the lenses with the lirohgis jacket.

Petya became a quiet lad. Instead of the circles Gaomes of his
homework he sketched in his drawing-book the Battl&@urenchen and
the sharp-nosed cruis®etvizansurrounded by fountains of water from
exploding Japanese mines. Pavlik alone was irrsjnles He would
harness Kudlatka to a chair turned upside down lalogying furiously on
a painted tin horn, drag "Kondratenko's funeral” apd down the
passage.

As he was getting ready for bed one night, Petyaciée voices of
Father and Auntie Tatyana from the dining-room.

"Life is unbearable, simply unbearable!" Auntie yata was saying
through her nose, as though she had a cold, alth®egya knew very
well she didn't.

He paused to listen.

"It's literally impossible to breathe!" Auntie Tatya went on, tears in
her voice. "Really, don't you feel it, Vasili Petrch? In their place I'd be
ashamed to look people in the face. But they—my!Gdley act as if
everything were as it should be. I was walking dotine French
Boulevard and | couldn't believe my eyes. A gorgetwrnout: dapple-
grey trotters, a landau driven by a soldier weavihige gloves. All glitter
and dazzle. In the carriage sat two ladies in whiteses' caps with red
crosses, in velvet and sable cloaks, with diamaihas size on their
fingers, and lorgnettes, and painted eyebrows, eyes shining from
belladonna. Opposite them were two elegant adjsitdhéir swords like
mirrors, and with cigarette holders between théstening white teeth.
And oh how gay and merry! Now, who do you thinkytlreere? Madam
Caulbars and her daughter driving out to Arcadithwtiheir admirers,
while all Russia is literally drenched in blood aedrs! What do you say
to that? Just think of it—diamonds that size! Antere did they get



them? They stole and robbed, and stuffed their gigstkJgh, how | hate
all that—forgive my frankness—all that scum! Whtleee-quarters of
the country are starving; while entire districts dying out.

| can't stand it any longer! | haven't the streh@tan't you see?"

Petya heard passionate sobbing.

"Calm yourself, Tatyana lvanovna. But what can w @What can we
do?"

"How should | know? Protest, demand, shout, go tinéostreets—"

"l beg you—I understand—nbut tell me, what can we"do

"What can we do?" Auntie Tatyana exclaimed suddemla high,
clear voice. "Everything! If we only want to ancealt afraid. We can tell
the scoundrel to his face that he is a scoundrelthief that he is a thief,
the coward that he is a coward. But instead we atdyome and keep
silent. My God, my God, it's horrible to think ohat unfortunate Russia
has come to! Stupid generals, stupid ministerg@ic Tsar."

"Please, Tatyana Ivanovna, the children will hear!"

"Splendid! Let them know the kind of country thayel in. They'l
thank us for it later. Let them know that their iTsa a fool and a
drunkard, who's been beaten over the head witmdbea cane, besides.
A degenerate! And the finest men in the countrg mhost honest, the
most educated, the cleverest, are rotting in prisopenal servitude—"

Father tiptoed into the nursery to see if the bagse asleep. Petya
closed his eyes and breathed deeply and evenliiefFaent over him,
kissed him on the cheek with trembling lips, amdagd out of the room,
closing the door tight behind him.

But the voices filtered in from the dining-room #@tong time.

Petya could not fall asleep. Back and forth actbssceiling moved
bars of light from the street. Hoofs clattered. Thiedows rattled faintly.

It seemed to the boy that the glittering landailaflam Caulbars, the
woman who had stolen so much money and so manyodidsnfrom the
treasury (the treasury was a wrought-iron box oreeis), was driving
back and forth beneath the window.

32
FOG

That evening, many things Petya had never befospesiied were
revealed to him.

Before, there had been certain conceptions so kvellvn and so
indisputable that there was never any reason & gibout them.



For example, Russia. It had always been perfectgarc and
indisputable that Russia was the best, the stronges the most beautiful
country in the world. How, otherwise, could one lexpthe fact that they
lived in Russia?

Or Father. Father was the cleverest, the kindestntost manly, and
the most educated person in the world.

Or the Tsar. The Tsar was the Tsar. It went withgayting that the
Tsar was the wisest, the richest, and the most golrean in the world.
How, otherwise, could one explain the fact that$Rubelonged to him
and not to some other tsar or king, say the Fr&mg?

And then, of course, there was God. About him alisbt nothing had
to be said because everything was so clear.

But now? It suddenly turned out that Russia wasmuahate, that
besides Father there were others who were thet fines in the country
and were rotting in penal servitude, that the Twas a fool and a
drunkard and, besides, had been beaten over the viigla a bamboo
cane. On top of all that, the ministers were stupid generals were
stupid, and it turned out that Russia had not defedapan—although up
until now there had not been the slightest douét ithhad—but just the
opposite.

But the main thing was that it was Father and Aafatyana who had
been talking about all this. Lately, though, Pdtgal begun to suspect a
thing or two himself.

Decent, sober folk were put in jail. The police leaen locked up a
wonderful old man like Gavrik's grandfather, andrevdeating him,
what's more. The sailor had jumped off the shigdi®os had stopped the
coach. There were guards posted at the port. Eisderbridge had burnt
down. A battleship had shelled the city.

No, it was quite obvious that life was not at dletgay, pleasant,
carefree thing it had been just the very shortéslevago.

Petya was dying to ask Auntie Tatyana who had bedite Tsar over
the head with a bamboo cane, and why. Especially, with a bamboo
cane? But he already understood that there wemggHhietter not spoken
of, that it was better to keep silent and pretenkiniow nothing. The more
so since Auntie remained her good-natured, bamgtecdompetent self, in
no way showing the feelings she had so openly fesiean that one
evening.

October was approaching.

The acacia trees were almost bare of leaves. Staigesl at sea.

You had to have the lamp on when you got up ansiseéce

For weeks at a time fog lay over the city. In thg,fpeople and trees
looked like drawings on frosted glass.



Lamps put out at nine in the morning were lightgdia at five in the
afternoon. It drizzled. At times the rain stopp#e wind blew away the
fog, and then a red dawn flamed for a long tima sky as clear as ice,
beyond the railway station, beyond the market, hdyihe spikes of the
fences, beyond the bare branches of the treexlythpeppered with
crows' nests as big and black as Manchurian fus.cap

Hands froze without gloves. The earth hardened. efifying
emptiness and transparency hung over the garrethoke brief hours
silence reigned everywhere from earth to sky. Tihewas cut off from
Kulikovo Field by the transparent wall of silentehad moved infinitely
far away, with its alarming rumours, its secrets anticipation of events
to come. It was clearly visible, in sharp focustla same time it was
dreadfully remote, as though seen through the weamd) of the opera-
glasses.

But then the weather changed, the sky grew daxkaanmpenetrable
fog moved in from the sea. Nothing was visible tpaces away. The
dark, weird evening was followed by a black night.

A raw wind blew from the sea. From the port came dark, awe-
inspiring voice of the foghorn. It began with basdes and then suddenly
rose in a chromatic scale, at dizzying speed, pereetrating but smooth
wail of inhuman pitch. It was as if a death-dealprgjectile were tearing
through the murky sky with a blood-curdling wail.

On such evenings Petya could not overcome a feadingporror
whenever he approached the window, opened theeshiusind looked out
into the street.

The vast, wild expanse of Kulikovo Field was pittdrk. It merged
with the city in the foggy gloom, sharing its mysts, mysteries that
seemed to be stealing silently from street lamgtteet lamp, muffled in
fog.

The shadows of rare pedestrians glided past. Quuaf a
policeman’s whistle sounded, faint and long drawh A& double watch
of sentries was on duty at the Army Staff buildifipge heavy tread of a
patrol came through the darkness.

There might be someone lying in wait at every corAgé any moment
something might happen—something unforeseen antleer

One evening something actually did happen.

At about ten o'clock Dunya, who had gone to thepstow paraffin,
came running into the dining-room, without takirffjfeer shawl and said
that five minutes ago a sentry had shot himsethevacant lot, near the
wall of the Army Staff building. She related thergaletails: the soldier
had taken off one of his boots, put the muzzleisfdun in his mouth,
and then pulled the trigger with his big toe. Treeh of his head was



blown off. Dunya stood there, pale as death, withea lips, nervously
tying and untying a knot in the fringe of her wgadhawil.

"They say he didn't even leave a note," she saat aflong silence.
"That's awful. Probably he couldn't write."

Auntie Tatyana pressed her knuckles against heplemmas hard as
she could.

"Oh, why talk of a note!" she exclaimed, tears exation in her eyes.
She laid her head on the table-cloth beside a saidea in which the
swaying dining-room lamp with its white shade waflected in every
detail, but in miniature. "Why talk of a note! Ttieng is clear enough as
itis!"

From the kitchen window, which looked out on theast lot, Petya
watched the roaming lamps of an ambulance andhidwdosvs of people.

The boy sat on the icy windowsill in the empty kigo, trembling with
fear and cold, his face pressed to the rain-wasWiedowpane. He was
unable to tear his eyes away from the darknesshndtill seemed to be
filled with the presence of death.

That night Petya could not fall asleep for a lomget He kept seeing
in his imagination the terrifying corpse of the dfaot soldier in full
sentry kit, with the back of his head shattered arsdface blue and
mysteriously immobile.

But the next morning, despite the horror, he coodd resist the
temptation of having a look at the terrible spot.

An inexplicable force drew him to the vacant lon Gis way to the
Gymnasium he turned off in that direction and caugly, as though in
church, tiptoed across the grass, wet and rottmigp the rain and fog, up
in the place where a few curious people were ajrstahding.

Near the wall of the Army Staff building he saw,tie damp earth, a
dent the size of a human head. It was full of raater tinted pink. The
dead soldier's head must have struck that spot.

That was the only trace of what had happened theieg before.

Petya raised the collar of his Gymnasium overc8haivering from the
dampness in the air, he stood for some time gadtirige dent. Suddenly
he noticed a small disc on the ground near his féetpicked it up and
trembled with joy. It was a five-kopek piece, blaamkd spotted, with a
turquoise mould covering the place where the eslybelld have been.

Naturally, the find was accidental and had no lbgawhatsoever on
what had taken place. The coin had probably lagmetlsince summer. It
may have been lost by factory workers playing paadd-toss, or it may
have fallen out of the pocket of some beggar womlao spent the night
in the bushes. However, the coin immediately aeguin the boy's eyes
an importance bordering on the magic, and thisdessihe fact that here
was wealth: an entire five kopeks!



Petya's father never gave him money, feeling th@tey might easily
corrupt him. So that finding the five-kopek pieegsed Petya to seventh
heaven.

That day, magically brightened by the find, was Brleng holiday for
the boy.

In class the coin passed from hand to hand. Amatgal? classmates
there were lads experienced in such matters, aeygl skwore, turning
towards the cupola of the St. Panteleimon Churcld anossing
themselves, that it was without any doubt a maiye-kopek piece, a
younger brother of the magic ruble in the fairyetdt should bring Petya
unbelievable riches, they said.

One of the boys even offered his lunch, togethén Wwis lunch basket
and a penknife thrown in, in exchange for the madin. Petya naturally
refused with a scornful laugh. Only a total idiobwld have agreed to
such an exchange!

After school Petya raced home. He had to showiistb one and all
at home and in the yard as soon as possible.

What was his joy when he saw Gavrik in the yard!

Gavrik was on his knees, surrounded by a grouguétsing children.
He was teaching them the popular game of lugs.

Petya hardly had time to give his friend, whom Ia&l mot seen for
such a long time, a proper greeting before he \wagitt up by the game.
First they played a trial game, using Gavrik's lugkis merely fanned
Petya's excitement.

"Gavrik, lend me ten of them," he begged, streiglont a hand that
trembled with impatience. "As soon as | win I'liypgou back, by the true
and holy Cross | will!"

"Hands off! I've heard that tale before," Gavrilplred darkly. He
dropped the lugs into his grey baize pouch andy&at it with a piece
of string. "Lugs aren't pictures. They cost moreyan sell you some if
you like."

Petya did not take the slightest offence. He undedsvery well that
friendship was one thing but that every game hadntiolable rules.
Since lugs cost money you had to pay money for treamd friendship
had nothing to do with the matter. Such was the lagv of the street.

But what was he to do?

He was dying to play. A storm of indecision shoak.hFor no more
than a minute he hesitated, then reached intodukgh and held out the
famous five-kopek piece to Gavrik.

Gavrik gave the suspicious-looking coin a thoroeghmination and
shook his head.

"Nobody'll take it."

“They will too!"



"No, they won't!"

"You're a fool!"

"You're another! Take it to the shop and change it!

"Go yourself."

"Why should I! It's your money."

“They're your lugs."

"l don't care if you buy any or not."

“Neither do I."

Gavrik calmly put the bag in his pocket and spdiffarently far to
one side through his teeth. At that Petya raneécstiop and asked to have
his five-kopek piece changed. While lzzy the Ditwjid the suspicious
coin up close to his weak eyes the boy lived thhoagcore of the most
humiliating emotions, chief among them the cowairdipatience of the
thief selling stolen goods.

It wouldn't have surprised Petya at all if at thadment policemen
with swords had marched into the shop and draggedft to the jail in
a carriage for being a party to some secret anahestu crime.

At last lzzy the Dizzy threw the coin into the csk and carelessly
tossed five one-kopek pieces on the scales. Pesyeed back to the yard,
where Gavrik was now selling lugs to the other b&gending all his
money, Petya bought several lugs of different denations.

They began to play. Petya forgot everything inviloeld.

By the time darkness fell, Petya was left withouirsgle lug. What
made it still more awful was the fact that at thegginning he had had
amazing luck—there had been no room in his podketall the lugs he
had won.

But now, alas, he had neither money nor lugs.

Petya was close to tears. He was in the depthesdair. Gavrik took
pity on his friend, and lent him two cheap lugshwithich to recoup his
losses. But Petya was too reckless and impatiaedtwathin five minutes
he had lost both. He was no match for Gavrik.

Gavrik carelessly dropped his fabulous winning® ihis pouch and
set off for home, saying that he would come agagnext day.

33
LUGS

How many of them there were!

The fat student tens with superimposed eaglesedven them. The
golden officers' fives with the eagles embosse. Gitown buttons of the
commercial school with Mercury's wand entwined bglkes and with the



cheeky little winged cap. The light-coloured margiebuttons with
crossed anchors. The post-and-telegraph ones w#bngstreaks of
lightning and bugles. The artillery men's buttonghwguns on them. The
lawyers' buttons with columns of laws. The brasgsri buttons as big as
a fifty-kopek piece and decorated with lions. Tl threes from civil
servants' uniforms. The thin clerks' "lemons" whibimmed like
mosquitoes when they were struck during the ganme fat ordinary
buttons from Gymnasium overcoats with silver-platetiows rubbed red
in the middle.

For one brief and happy moment all these fabulmastres, the entire
heraldry of the Russian Empire, were concentratdeetya's hands.

His palms could still feel the different shapestio¢ lugs and their
solid leaden weight, but now he was completely baotk ruined, cast to
the winds. Who had talked about a magic five-kopieke?!

Lugs, and nothing but lugs—that was all Petya cdhldk of now.
They were constantly before his eyes, like the resion of a fortune.
At the dinner table he gazed absently into hisepbditsoup, where at least
three hundred tiny lamp-shades were reflected englbbules of fat, but
what he saw were three hundred sparkling lugs gotten eagles.

He looked in disgust at the buttons on his fathecget. They were
cloth-covered. Absolutely worthless.

In fact, today he had discovered that he lived ipoaerty-stricken
family; there was not a single decent button invitwele flat.

Auntie Tatyana immediately noticed her nephewangfe mood.

"What's the matter with you today?" she asked, @xiaigp Petya's
unusually excited face with a searching glance.e"boys in the yard
didn't go for you, by any chance?"

Petya shook his head angrily.

"Or is it poor marks in school again? If so, outhat, but don't sit
there suffering.”

“Leave me alone! | don't see why you all have tk@n me!"

"You aren't ill by any chance, are you?"

"Oh, lor"!"

Petya began to whimper at all this questioning.

“Very well. If you don't want to tell me you needr8uffer as much as
you like."

Petya really was suffering. He was racking hisrizdor a way to get
the money he needed for next day's game. He ségfly,tiormented by
the desire to recoup his losses as quickly as lpesdn the morning he
decided upon a subtle scheme.

For a long time he hovered affectionately at hibdds side, poking
his head up under his father's elbow and plantiegek on his red porous



neck, which had a fresh, soapy smell. Father strdke little scholar's
stubbly head and pressed it to the jacket withdtegusting buttons.

"What is it, Petya, what is it, my little man?"

That was just the question Petya had been waitingtiiat and the
gentle tremor in his father's voice, telling himatmow he could get
whatever he wanted.

"Daddy,” he said, squirming and adjusting his bslth feigned
shyness, "Daddy, | want five kopeks."

"What for?" Even in his gentlest moods Father ndost sight of his
strict principles of upbringing.

"I need it badly."

"You must tell my why."

"I need it, that's all."

"But tell me why. | must know how you plan to spettt sum of
money. If it's for something useful and necessastydll be glad to give it
to you, but if it's for something bad | shan't.t8lb me now. What do you
need the money for?"

How could Petya tell Father that he needed the sntmgamble with?
That was quite out of the question.

So he pulled the frank expression of a well-manhé@y who wants
something for his sweet tooth.

"Il buy some chocolate,"” he mumbled.

"Chocolate? Splendid! | could hardly object to that

Petya beamed.

Father rose and without a word walked over to thekdHe opened it
and handed the stunned boy a bar of chocolate avigicture on the
wrapper. The wrapper was sealed like an envelofé, fwe blobs of
sealing wax printed on it.

Petya took the chocolate, tears in his eyes.

“Thank you, Daddy dear," he mumbled.

He set off for the Gymnasium with a broken heatrt.

Still, it was better than nothing. Perhaps he wdigdable to swap the
chocolate for some lugs.

That day, however, Petya had no opportunity to pigg.

Hardly had he passed Kulikovo Field and entereddiyganaya Street,
in which the Gymnasium stood, when he noticed sloate very special,
important, and extremely joyous event was takirag@lin the city.

Despite the early hour the streets were full ofpbeocAll of them
looked very excited and alert, although none seetodzk in a hurry to
get anywhere. Most of the people were standing rougs near the
gateways of houses or had gathered round the hati&-sn the street
corners. On all sides Petya saw people unfoldingspapers which
turned an even greyer grey in the fine drizzle.



The national flag of white, blue, and red had bleeng out on all the
houses. By looking at the flags Petya could guesw hich the
householders were. Some flags were small and faali¢hal,short staffs
carelessly attached to the gateways. Others wege had brand-new,
and had an edging of tricoloured cord with elab®taicoloured tassels
reaching all the way to the pavement.

The wind had a hard time of it to stir those heflags, which gave off
a distinct odour of dye.

The Gymnasium was closed. Happy-faced schoolboye weining
down the street in Petya's direction. The Gymnaspamer, in a white
apron over his winter coat with a sheepskin coleais stringing a thin
wire among the trees in front of the building. Thagant there would be
illuminations in the evening! There were alwaysuniinations on
holidays, for instance, on the namedays of His btgjéhe Emperor and
the members of the royal family.

In Petya's imagination the three magic words "illemions”,
"holiday" and "nameday" were like the three faa#ta glass lustre from
a church chandelier. Such pendants had a high \ahang the boys of
Odessa. When you put the small prism to your eye,whole world
became bright with the patriotic rainbow of thesar's day .

But was this a "Tsar's day"? No, it wasn't. Oneaglswknew when they
were coming by the calendar, and the number oneFatbalendar today
was black, which meant neither illuminations nonaiday nor a royal
nameday.

In that case, what was it all about? Could anottfe@r have been born
to the Tsar, like last year? No, that was impossible couldn't have a
boy every year, could he? So it must be sometHsey But what?

"| say there, what's today?" Petya asked the porter

"Freedom," the porter replied in what to Petya ssmjesting tone.

“No, really."

"Just what | said—freedom."

"Freedom?"

"Freedom to go home today because there won't lyelessons.
They're cancelled.”

Petya's feelings were hurt.

“Listen here, porter, | want a straight answer,"shal sternly, doing
his best to uphold the dignity of a pupil of thegdda Fifth Gymnasium.

"That's just what | gave you. And now go home tanjfoving parents
and stop bothering a man who has work to do."

With a scornful shrug of his shoulders Petya nolaitly sauntered
away from this porter who had developed the disggshabit of
addressing pupils in the tone of a pedagogue.



The policeman to whom, as a representative of gtvermment, Petya
decided to address his question, looked the swadrittisy boy up and
down and slowly stroked his long red moustaches.

Then all of a sudden he screwed up his face inpadity Jewish
expression and said with an accent, "Frid'm!"

Thoroughly crushed, Petya slowly made his way home.

More and more people were coming out into the wrddere and
there Petya saw student caps, the astrakhan nfuttslege girls and the
broad-brimmed hats of free-thinkers. Several tiragain he heard the
rather hazy word "freedom".

At the corner of Kanatnaya Street his attention atascted by a knot
of people gathered round a sheet of paper pastdideowooden fence of
the firewood yard.

He made his way forward, and this is what he read:

SUPREME MANIFESTO

We, Nikolai the Second,
by the Grace of God Emperor
and Autocrat of All the Russias,
Tsar of Poland, Grand Duke of Finland,
and so on and so forth.

Riots and disturbances in the capital cities antamy other places of Our Empire
have filled Our heart with great and heavy gridie weal of the Russian Sovereign is
indivisible from the weal of the people; the pe&plgrief is His grief. The
disturbances that have now broken out may lead poofound dislocation of the
nation and may threaten the integrity and unitaf State.

The great oath of Royal service enjoins Us to sfrivith all the powers of Our
reason and authority, for the earliest terminatbthe disturbances so dangerous to
the State. . . .

Petya managed to get that far, but not without sainffeculty; he
stumbled over such strange and hazy words as "wédiklocation”,
“enjoins” and "earliest termination”, and also lge number of capital
letters; contrary to all rules of spelling, theyuct up in the most
unexpected places, like charred stumps after stf@re.

The only thing he could make out of it all was tlla¢ Tsar was
evidently in trouble and was asking everyone tg lein in any way he
could.

To tell the truth, deep down in his heart Petya debit sorry for the
poor Tsar, especially when he remembered that soenkad beaten him
over the head with a bamboo cane.

But why everybody should be rejoicing and hanging ftags was a
mystery. Could something more cheerful be writt@rhfer on? However,
he did not have the perseverance to read the FEsal'sheet to the end.



Petya did notice, however, that almost every pekgba came up to
the announcement looked first of all for a placeéhe middle which for
some reason gave him special pleasure. It wasca plawas sure to read
aloud, and then, turning to the others, he wouldagm triumphantly:
"Aha! It's actually down in black and white: "Toagt inviolability of
person, freedom of conscience, speech, assemiolygssociation.' "

After this some of the people, paying no attentmthe fact that they
were in the street, would shout "Hurrah!" and kiesse around them, just
like at Easter.

Here it was that the boy witnessed a scene whicdedthim to the
depths of his heart.

A droshky drove up to the crowd, a gentleman inowlbr that was
brand-new but already crushed jumped lightly frotoithe ground, put a
pair of crooked pince-nez to his nose, quickly rda& wonderful place,
then kissed the astounded driver three times onctyger-red beard,
flung himself into the droshky, and, shouting a& tbp of his voice, "Half
a ruble for vodka! Drive like hell, you dog!" digagared as suddenly as
he had appeared.

In short, it was an extraordinary day in every setp

The sky had cleared. The drizzle stopped. A modifigrearl sun broke
through.

In the yard, Nusya Kogan was striding up and dawpartantly in his
black school jacket that had hooks instead of stend in a cap without
a badge. He was dreaming for how he would now lbe @benter the
Gymnasium, since there was to be religious freedamg of the
handsome badge he would wear on his cap.

Petya played hopscotch with him for a long timeyguag after each
hop to describe the horrors of life at the Gymnasin an attempt to
frighten Nusya.

"Then he calls your name and starts questioning god you don't
know a thing. And then he says to you, 'Go to yseat. Sit down!" And
then he puts a nought opposite your name. Thats s like!"

"But what if | prepare my lessons well?" the selesidusya replied
with a confident grin, shrugging his shoulders.

"Makes no difference," Petya insisted, hopping na leg and pushing
the stone out of the "Heaven" square with his thtakes no difference!
He'll slap down a nought!"

Then Petya treated Nusya to a piece of chocolaté Nasya ran into
the shop and brought out "a handful like that"a$ins.

Then Petya was called in to lunch. He invited Nuky@ome along
with him. Father was already at home.



"Ah!" he exclaimed gaily at sight of Nusya. "So skall soon have
the pleasure of seeing you a Gymnasium pupil, ypungan!
Congratulations, congratulations!"

Nusya made a polite, dignified bow.

"Why not?" he said, dropping his eyes in shy praghel blushing a
deep pink with pleasure.

Auntie Tatyana beamed. Father beamed. Pavlik mauald hoises in
the passage as he played "freedom". For a reasasone knew he
covered the overturned chairs, placed in a rowh witrug and crawled
under it, mercilessly tooting on his horn, withouhich, to everyone's
annoyance, not a single game was played.

But today no one stopped the lad, and he played awhis heart's
content.

Dunya kept running in from the yard to report thge$t news in town.
That at the railway station there was a crowd @agrya red flag, a crowd
so thick "you couldn't squeeze through it". ThatRrchelieu Street the
crowd had cheered a soldier and had tossed him tigeiair. "The poor
thing flew up and down, up and down!" That peoplravrunning from
all sides to the police station where, it was stid,prisoners were being
released. "A woman was running with a little gl her arms, and she
was crying for all she was worth!" That there waguard of military
cadets at the Army Staff building, and they werlatting anyone through
to see the soldiers, and were driving people away the windows. But
one daring fellow did manage to get up to a windbe\w.stood on a rock
and shouted, "Long live freedom!" And the soldiezplied through the
windows, "Long live freedom!"

All this news was accepted joyfully, with eager spiens :

"What about the police?"

"What did he do?"

"What did she do?"

"What did they do?"

"What's happening in Greek Street?"

Every once in a while they opened the balcony dow stepped out,
in spite of the cold, to see what was going orhi gtreet. At the end of
Kulikovo Field they could make out a dark masse@dge and a red flag.

That evening visitors dropped in, which was sonmgththat had not
happened for a long time. They were teachers whghtain the same
school as Father and college girls who were actprates of Auntie
Tatyana. The hall-stand was covered with black aness, capes, broad-
brimmed hats and little astrakhan caps.

Petya sat in the kitchen watching the boiled sagistige choice ham,
and the bread being sliced.



As he dropped to sleep after that tiring but hagpy he could hear,
from the dining-room, the rumble and laughter ofsge voices and the
tinkle of spoons.

Together with the bright ray of light, blue cigaeesmoke came into
the nursery from the dining-room. It added to thmesl, warm air
something unusually manly and free, something thdynot have in the
house, for Father did not smoke.

Outside the window it was much lighter than usyelly-like streaks
of light from the different-coloured lanterns wemengled with the weak
glow from the street lamps.

Petya knew that now, instead of the flags, sixitEnterns with
panes that were red-hot and smoky from the carulesing inside had
been strung on wires between the trees, all owecitl.

Double lines of the same kind of lights stretchidhe way down the
long, straight Odessa streets. They beckoned otieefaand farther into
the mysterious distance of the transformed cityifistreet to street, as
though promising that somewhere, perhaps very naat,round the
corner, there was a wonderful, colourful spectatleemarkable beauty
and brilliance.

But round the corner there would be the same ltmegtsand the same
rows of lanterns—monotonous, even though they waredifferent
colours, and just as tired of burning as man wasl tf walking between
them.

Red, green, violet, yellow, and blue bars of lighisnding in the fog,
fell on the passers-by, slid across the house drartd gave their false
promises of something new and much more beautfuid the corner.

All this wearisome variety had always been calleaydl nameday",
"holiday", or "Tsar's day", but today it was calleg a new word, which
also had a sound of many different colours—"coustin".

The word "constitution" kept coming from the diningbm amidst the
rumble—of strange, deep voices and the silverydiok tea spoons.

Petya fell asleep to the noise of the gatheringchviasted until an
unusually late hour, probably until nearly midnight

34
IN THE BASEMENT

As soon as the rumour reached Near Mills that pas® were being
released, Gavrik set off for the police station.

Terenti, who had not slept at home for the paskvesel had appeared
from some unknown place early that morning, walte@the corner with



Gavrik. He was gloomy, and so tired that he coulsksely keep on his
feet.

"Go and meet the old man, of course, Gavrik. Oohtlie love of God
don't bring him here. Because with all this ‘fremjomay it be thrice
damned, there's probably plenty of snoopers aling.of them will hang
on your tail and then that'll be the end of our imgeplace, and a lot of
people will get into trouble. Clear?"

Gavrik nodded. "Uh-huh."

Since he had come to live in Near Mills, Gavrik hiaérned to
understand a great deal and had found out mangshihwas no longer a
secret to him that the strike committee was meaedinferenti's house.

Many was the time he had had to sit on the bendidéehe gate
almost till dawn, whistling softly whenever stranmgecame near the
house.

Several times he had seen the sailor, who appeartedf nowhere at
dawn and then quickly disappeared. Now he was yhaedlognisable. He
wore a good overcoat and an engineer's cap witlcribgsed hammers
badge. But the main thing was his foppish littleustache and beard.
They changed him so much that the boy couldn'etselhe was the same
man he and Grandpa had pulled out of the sea.

However, one look into those humorous brown eyeshat fleeting
smile, and at the anchor on his hand caused alitdda vanish.

In keeping with the unwritten but firm law of Nektills never to be
surprised at anything, never to recognise anyone, ta hold one's
tongue, whenever Gavrik met the sailor he preterigetiad never seen
him before. The sailor behaved the same way tow@sisik.

Only once, when leaving, did he nod to the boy asah old
acquaintance, giving him a wink and clapping himtba back as he
would a grown-up.

"Weep no more, Marusya," he sang out, "you willlyetmine!"

Then, bending his head in the low doorway, he s€dpput into the
darkness.

Gavrik sensed that of all the people who came & Tsenti—from
the Ghen factory, from the Weinstein flour-millpfn the docks, from the
Brodsky factory, and a great many other places—sthler was the one
the authorities most feared and were most anxmtrstk down.

He undoubtedly belonged to that glorious and miaisr "fighting
group" about which there was so much talk of laieanly in Near Mills
but everywhere in town.

"Uh-huh," said Gavrik. "Only it's damned cold, ahtidon't bring the
old man to Near Mills where else can | take him?"

Terenti thought for a moment. "Listen," he saidafip. "First take him
down to the beach, to the hut. If anybody shadowous lye won't learn a



thing. Wait in the hut till it's dark, and then efully go straight to this
address—only memorise it: it's 15 Malaya Arnautskdyind the janitor
and ask him for Joseph Karlovich. When you seeplosarlovich you
say—now remember this— 'How do you do, Joseph kath® Sophia
Petrovna sent me to ask if you've received angretirom Nikolayev.'
Then he'll say, 'No, | haven't had a letter for twonths.' Clear?"

"Uh-huh."

"Can you repeat it?"

"Uh-huh."

“Let's hear it."

Gavrik puckered his forehead and wrinkled his nd¥éell, it's 15
Malaya Arnautskaya,” he said, concentrating as ghoune were
answering at an exam. "l ask the janitor for Jodeatovich, and then |
say, 'How do you do, Joseph Karlovich? Sophia Rersent me to ask
you if a letter came from Nikolayev." And then lreys 'l haven't had a
letter for two months.'"

"Right. After that you needn't be afraid to telhrhiTerenti sent you.
Tell biny-to let the old man live at his place Bwhile, and to feed him.
Later we'll see. I'll drop in. Clear?"

"Uh-huh."

"Well, good-bye."

Terenti returned home, while Gavrik hurried ofthe jail.

He ran for all he was worth, squeezing his way uglothe crowd
which became thicker and thicker as he approadiedailway station.

At Sennaya Square he began to meet men who hadd&eased from
the jail. Some were on foot and others rode in ltkigs surrounded by
bundles and baskets as though coming from theawgibtation; they were
accompanied by relatives and friends, and they déweir hats in the air.

Crowds ran down the street beside the droshkiestitly, "Long live
freedom! Long live freedom!"

Near the Alexandrovsky jail, which was surrounded rbinforced
details of mounted and foot police, there was sauttuge, dense crowd
that even Gavrik despaired of making his way thioiigin that crowd he
might very easily miss Grandpa.

The mere thought that if this happened Grandpa tnigimg some
snooper along with him to Near Mills sent the boipia cold sweat.

His heart pounding, he dashed down an alley to $s/tize crowd. He
simply hadto reach the jail and find Grandpa. Suddenly he Isismvtwo
paces away.

But good heavens, could that be Grandpa? Gavrikndidrecognise
him at first.

Coming towards him was a decrepit old man with artbef silvery
bristles, with watery blue eyes, and a sunkenhtess mouth. He was



keeping as close as he could to the walls of thesém His legs were
bent, and they swayed as though they were madetiincwool. He was
shuffling along with difficulty in his broken bogtstopping to rest at
every third step. But for the basket that danglexinf the old man's
trembling hand Gavrik never would have recognised h

The familiar wicker basket with the grimy canvaveoimmediately
caught the boy's eye. It made his heart contratt pain.

"Grandpa!" he shouted in a frightened voice. "Gmds that you?"

The old man did not even give a start. Slowly tepged and turned
towards Gavrik a face that expressed neither joyemoitement, nothing
but submissive resignation. He chewed his lipsfiedintly. His watery
eyes stared at some point in the distance, andwkey so motionless that
one might have thought he did not see his grandson.

"Grandpa, where are you going?" Gavrik asked, mgisiis voice as
though the old man were deaf.

The old man chewed his lips for a long time befoeaeplied.

"To Near Mills," he announced in a quiet, normaiceo

"You can't," Gavrik whispered, glancing over hisoglder. "Terenti
said for heaven's sake not to go to Near Mills."

The old man also glanced over his shoulder, bua sort of slow,
indifferent, mechanical way.

"Come, Grandpa, let's go home and then we'll see."

Grandpa obediently turned round, and without sagimgprd started to
shuffle in the opposite direction, putting one fbefore the other with an
effort.

Gavrik gave Grandpa his shoulder, and the old reandd heavily on
it. Slowly they made their way across the restlggs towards the sea,
like a blind man with his guide—the boy in frontdatine old man behind
him.

The old man stopped frequently to rest. It tooknthesvo hours to
reach the shore from the police station. Alone, rikausually covered
that distance in fifteen minutes.

The padlock, broken and rusty, lay in the brown dgeeear the hut.
The door hung crookedly on the upper hinge, swagimgjcreaking in the
wind. The autumn rains had taken the last trac&rahdma'’s whitewash
from the blackened boards. The entire roof was @alevith burdock
stalks: this was obviously the work of bird-catahawho had turned the
vacant hut into a trap.

Inside, everything was topsy-turvy. The tatteredt@nd the pillow,
damp and smeared with clay, lay in a corner. Ttike lirunk, however,
had net been touched and stood in its usual placburriedly the old
man entered his home. He sat down on the edge difeti, put the basket



on his knees, and stared impassively at the carihtédre wall, paying no
attention whatsoever to the disorder.

It was as though he had merely dropped in to takesf to sit for a
minute or two and catch his breath, and then sleavset out again.

A strong cold wind laden with sea spray blew irotlgh the broken
window. A storm was raging along the deserted codst wind carried
white tufts—seagulls and bits of foam—over the eatpocliffs. The
thunder of the waves resounded in the caves almngltore.

"Why don't you lie down, Grandpa?"

Grandpa obediently lay down. Gavrik put a pillondanhis head and
covered him with the quilt. The old man pulled uig kegs. He was
shivering.

"Never mind, Grandpa. As soon as it's dark we'lsgmewhere else.
Take a rest meanwhile."

Grandpa did not answer. His entire appearance ss@iecomplete
indifference and resignation. Suddenly he looke@airik with swollen,
watery eyes that seemed turned wrong side outaddafter chewing his
sunken lips for a long time, "The boat. Is it s&fe?

Gavrik hastened to assure him that the boat wasdafe place, at a
neighbour's. The old man nodded in approval anthdgH silent.

After an hour he turned over on his other side witgrunt. Then he
gave a moan.

"Does something hurt, Grandpa?"

"They beat me," the old man said with an apologetnile, showing
his pink, toothless gums. "They knocked the gwarrlout of me."

Gauvrik hid his face.

The old man did not say another word until eveniAg.soon as it
grew dark the boy said, "Come, Grandpa."

The old man rose, picked up his basket, and théeyféepast the
shuttered villas, past the closed shooting galkemg restaurant, to 15
Malaya Arnautskaya Street.

After asking the janitor Gavrik had no difficulty ifinding Joseph
Karlovich's room in the dark basement. He knockedaodoor padded
with torn felt.

"Who's there?" came a voice that sounded familiar.

"Does Joseph Karlovich live here?"

"What do you want?"

"Open the door, please. Sophia Petrovna sent me."

The door was opened at once, and to his completnisisment
Gavrik saw on the threshold the owner of the simgogjallery, holding a
paraffin lamp. He looked calmly and somewhat hailght the boy.

"l am Joseph Karlovich. What do you want?" he saithout moving
from the spot.



"How do you do, Joseph Karlovich?" Gavrik said gsakingly, as
though reciting a well-learned lesson. "Sophia ®®eta sent me to ask
you if a letter came from Nikolayev."

The owner of the shooting gallery surveyed the foosn head to foot
in amazement. This took him all of two minutes,retleough Gavrik was
only a little chap.

"There hasn't been a letter for two months," hel daially, in a
haughtier tone than before.

He paused, then shook his head regretfully anddaddes unpunctual
a lady as ever lived. Isn't it a shame?"

And in a flash his face assumed the gracious egjmef a Polish
count welcoming a Papal nuncio to his estate. & am expression that
did not fit in at all with his bare feet and thesabce of a shirt under his
jacket.

"l beg you humbly to enter, young man. If | reaatrectly, you have
visited my establishment on occasion. What a plgasaincidence! And
this old man, | believe, is your grandfather, isi@? Please come in."

Grandfather and grandson entered a cubbyhole wimssty amazed
even them.



Never had Gavrik imagined that this most powerfodl aichest of
men, who owned a shooting gallery and— just thihik!le—four Monte
Cristos, lived in such a place.

He stared in wonder at the bare walls, covered giden mould. He
expected to see them hung with rifles and pistalg,he saw only one
nail from which dangled a pair of incredibly shalimaces that looked
more like reins than anything else.

"But where are your rifles?" he exclaimed, almoghworror.

Joseph Karlovich pretended he had not heard thstique With a
sweeping gesture he invited them to be seated.

"Is there something you wish to tell me?" he adkeal low voice from
the corner.

Gauvrik said that his brother wanted him to taker@pa in for a while.

“Tell your brother that | shall do everything nexmy and that he
needn't have any misgivings,"” Joseph Karlovich sajidly. "l have
some connections in town. | believe that soondater | shall succeed in
finding him a place as night watchman."

Gauvrik left Grandpa with Joseph Karlovich, promgsio look in from
time to time, and went out.

“Tell Terenti," the owner of the shooting galleryigpered at the door,
“that Sophia Petrovna wants him to know that shedwte a supply of
nuts, only she regrets they aren't very big onest. Walnuts. He will
understand. They aren't walnuts. Have him arrahgeransportation. Is
that clear?"

"Yes," said Gavrik, who was accustomed to receiangh messages.
"They're not walnuts, and have him send someonehem." "That's
right."

Joseph Karlovich rummaged about in the lining &f finightful jacket
and produced a ten-kopek piece.

"Please take this and buy yourself some sweetgyrket that | cannot
offer you anything else. | should, upon my hondugr glad to present you
with a Monte Cristo, but—" Joseph Karlovich sadtyesad his hands, and
his passion-ravaged face gave a twitch—"but unfatiely, owing to my
regrettable character, | haven't a single oné' left.

Gavrik solemnly accepted the ten-kopek piece, tedrikm, and went
out into the street, which was lit up by the fitgibw of the illuminations.

35
A DEBT OF HONOUR



In the morning Petya took two pairs of leather sésidrom the
storeroom and on the way to school sold them toldstlothes man for
four kopeks.

When Gavrik appeared in the afternoon the boys idiaely spread
out their lugs. Petya lost everything he had justdiht even more quickly
than the first time.

It was easy to see why. The friends were too urlgveatched.

In Gavrik's pouches lay almost all the lugs of seaside district. He
could afford big risks, while Petya had to trease@eh deuce and place
miserly bets, which, as everyone knows, alwaysdeadjuick losses.

The next day Petya, no longer able to control hiipseealthily took
sixteen kopeks from the sideboard, change put thef@unya.

This time he decided to play more wisely and caisiypy The first
thing he needed in order to win was a good king-lug

Petya's king-lug was a big and remarkably handstweey button
with lions and a count's crown on it, but in spiteits beauty it was
worthless: it was too light. What he had to do waeke it heavier. He
went to the railway station, made his way overhe sidings, and on a
dead end siding beyond the engine-shed he strippedd seal from a
goods van, nearly dying from fright as he did so.

At home he beat the lead into the bowl of his Kingwith a hammer.
Then he went across Kulikovo Field and put thedaga rail. When he
picked it up after a suburban train had passed ibviére lug was hot and
heavy and wonderfully flattened out. Now it was god as any of
Gauvrik's king-lugs.

Gavrik came soon after, and they began to playas$ a long and
bitter contest.

A good king-lug was not enough, it appeared. Sk#ls the thing!
Petya ended up by losing everything he had aniadaihto debt besides.

Gavrik said he would come for the debt tomorrow.

The period that now set in for Petya was like dtrrgare.

In the evening, after dinner, Father said calmiyhére was sixteen
kopeks' change on the sideboard. You didn't by dmance take it, did
you?"

The blood rushed into Petya's heart and then oitit of

"No," he said with all the indifference he couldster,

"Come now, look me in the eye."

Father took Petya by the chin and turned up his.fac

"On my word of honour," said Petya, trying his resdto look Father
straight in the eye. "By the true and holy Cross."

Turning cold with horror, Petya faced the icon anassed himself.

He expected a bolt of lightning to come through ¢tleding and fell
him the very next instant.



Surely God would not fail to punish him at once $oich out-and-out
sacrilege. But nothing happened.

"Very strange," Father remarked coolly. "That meamsember of our
household has taken to thieving. Your Aunt andJialsly have no need
to take money in secret from the sideboard. Pawdik been in sight of
grown-ups “all day long, so he couldn't have takeither. You've given
your word of honour. Therefore, we can only asstimaé the money was
taken by Dunya, who has served us faithfully feefyears."

At the moment Dunya happened to be in the anter&ithimg a lamp.

She set the lamp-chimney and her rag on the mateord and
appeared in the doorway. Her neck and even her, avhmsh were bared
to the elbow, had turned red. Her big good-natémed had broken out in
splotches and was screwed up in misery.

"May | never see a happy day for the rest of ng;'lihe cried, "if the
young master didn't lose that change from the masleging lugs with
Gavrik!" Father looked at Petya.

The boy realised that he had to make a lightningrtiethat without
losing a second he had to say something proud aide rand just,
something which would crush Dunya and instantlye flem from all
suspicion.

A minute ago he still could have confessed. But tioat the matter of
lugs had been brought up—not for anything in thelavo

"You have no right to talk like that!" he screanmfemhrsely. A bright
flush of false indignation suffused his face. "Yeuying!"

But even that did not seem enough to him. "You—oprobably—
the thief yourself!" he blurted out, stamping hest.

While Dunya bustled about in the kitchen packing tlengs and
demanding that she be paid off, Petya ran intontireery and slammed
the door so furiously that the enamelled imagehefduardian angel on
the back of the bed began to rock.

He flatly refused to ask Dunya's forgiveness. Heiiggo bed and made
believe he had fainted. They left him in peace.

Father did not come in to kiss him good-night.

Petya heard Auntie Tatyana pleading with Dunyaetmain. Dunya,
sobbing, finally consented.

Many times that night he sprang awake, horrified/laat he had done.
He was ready to run to the kitchen and kiss Dunye& to beg
forgiveness. But what upset him still more was tiheught of Gauvrik,
who would demand settlement tomorrow.

In the morning Petya waited until Father led Patdikhe bathroom to
wash. Then he went to the wardrobe and took oubkth@iniform dress
coat.



Family legend had it that Daddy had had the dreas made when he
was graduating from the university and that he Wwadh it only once in
his life, at the insistence of Mummy's strait-lacetatives who demanded
when Daddy married Mummy that everything shoulddbee the proper
way. Ever since then it had hung in the wardrobmgdtten by
everybody.

The dress coat had a great many lugs but the pityvas that most of
them were too small to be of any use in the game.

There were only four big ones. But even these #&brt of
expectations: they were cheap, thick white threbghvhad practically
gone out of circulation.

The Odessa tailor who sewed on those buttons someti the last
century had done a conscientious job: they didyiedtl to scissors. Petya
impatiently ripped them off, cloth and all, withshieeth.

Need we say it? This time, too, Petya had misedable

He fell deeper in debt to Gavrik than ever.

He was now hopelessly involved. Gavrik regarded fiitthh a dour
sort of pity that boded no good.

"Well, Petya, what do you say?" he asked sternly.

There was no misunderstanding those words. Theytneaghly this:
“Now look here, pal, if you don't pay back thosgdu'll have to take it
out of your hide.

Friendship's got nothing to do with it. That's tae,, and you know it
yourself. Lugs aren't cigarette pictures— they aoshey. So don't be
sore."

Petya wasn't sore. He knew that Gavrik was in thlet.r He merely
heaved a deep sigh and asked for a little more @aegrik consented.

All that evening Petya was in torment. His earsabse so hot from
the mental strain that they had a distinct rubywglo the light of the
lamp.

He thought up a thousand and one ways of gettaigquick, but they
were all either too fantastic or too criminal. Hipaa wonderful yet
surprisingly simple idea came to him. Hadn't hise l&randfather,
Mummy's Daddy, been a major? How could that eversipped his
mind!

Losing no time, he tore a sheet from his arithmetipybook and sat
down to write a letter to his Grandmother, Mummysmmy, who lived
in Ekaterinoslav.

He showered her with endearments, reported btillmogress at the
Gymnasium (to tell the truth, a bit of an exaggergtand then asked her
to send him—as quickly as possible—dear Grandfatimeajor's uniform
as a remembrance.



A shrewd boy, Petya. He knew just the right appno&c that
kindhearted old lady who treasured the memory @n@father, a hero of
the Turkish war, no less ardently than she lovetya&eher eldest
grandson.

Further he told her that he had made up his mintbtow in his
heroic Grandfather's footsteps and become a heroHe had decided
upon an army career and needed the uniform as stazdnspur to his
martial spirit.

Petya hoped to get a pile of lugs from the majarigorm—about
twenty, if not all of thirty, excellent officers\Vies with embossed eagles.

That alone could clear his debt and perhaps eweanlgm a chance to
win back his losses.

The parcel, he calculated, was sure to reach hemweek at the latest.

Petya told Gavrik the whole story. Gavrik said idsva good idea.
Together, standing on tiptoe, the boys droppedIéiter into the big
yellow box with the picture of a registered letiath five seals on it and
two crossed postal bugles.

Now all they had to do was sit back and wait.

In anticipation of rich pickings Gavrik let Petysad/ upon unlimited
credit, and Petya light-mindedly gambled away ttare legacy from his
Grandfather.

36
THE HEAVY SATCHEL

A week passed, then another, and still no paroet fGrandmother.

Although the Tsar had proclaimed "freedom" theraemmore and
more disturbances. The postal service worked baéhther stopped
receiving theRusskiye Vedomodtiom Moscow, and in the evenings he
sat silent and disturbed, not knowing what was gan in the world or
what view to take of things.

The preparatory class was dismissed for an indefiperiod. Petya
idled away his days. During this time he lost scimto Gavrik on credit
that chills ran down his spine whenever he thoadlout it.

One day Gavrik came and said with an ominous srtileu'd better
not expect those lugs of yours so soon. Therelsgggoi be a general in a
couple of days."

A month earlier Petya would not have understoosl tBut now it was
perfectly clear: a "general" meant a strike.



There was no reason to doubt Gavrik's words. Pe#ghnoted long
ago that somehow or other everything was known neastier in Near
Mills than in town.

The news was a knife-thrust in the heart.

"But couldn't it come before that?"

"Not likely."

Petya turned pale.

"What about that debt?" Gavrik said firmly.

Petya trembled with impatience to start playing. testily gave his
word of honour and swore by the true and holy Ctbas tomorrow, in
one way or another, he would pay it all back withfail.

"See that you do! Or else—" Gavrik planted his laggheir broad
lilac-coloured corduroys wide apart, sailor fashion

That evening Petya stole Pavlik's famous moneyloaked himself in
the bathroom, and with a table-knife pried outadtstents: forty-three
kopeks in coppers and silver.

He performed this complicated operation with amgzkill and speed
and then filled the box with a collection of ratgitrash: nails, lead seals,
bone buttons and pieces of iron.

This was absolutely necessary, for twice a day—mgrnand
evening—thrifty, methodical Pavlik checked his mgnax: he raised the
tin to his ear and, sticking out his tongue, rdttlee kopeks, delighting in
the sound and the weight of his treasure. One wegine the howl he
would raise if he discovered the theft. But evanghwvent off well.

Before going to sleep Pavlik rattled his bank ffltrash and found it
in perfect order.

But crime, as we all know, never pays. In threesdagtya lost Pavlik's
money to the last kopek.

There was no hope of Grandfather's uniform comiagns Again
Gavrik began to press for payment.

Every morning Petya sat on the windowsill waitiing Gavrik.

He pictured with horror the day it all came to ligkhe lugs, the
sandals, the dress coat, Pavlik's moneybox. Indyitasooner or later,
that day would arrive. Horrors!

But he tried not to think about that. He tormenkechself with the
eternal fruitless dream of the bankrupt gambler—etteam of recouping
his losses.

Walking the streets was dangerous, yet Gavrik n&aild to appear.
He would come to the middle of the yard, put twagérs in his mouth,
and let out a magnificent whistle. Petya would ihastod to his chum
from the window and run down the back stairs. "tgs come?"

"Tomorrow, | swear it, on my word of honour. By tlre@e and holy
Cross. This is the last time."



One fine day Gavrik announced that he couldn't \aait longer. In
other words, Petya, as a bankrupt debtor, now bec&avrik's slave until
he paid back in full.

Such was the harsh but just law of the street.

Gavrik tapped Petya on the shoulder, like a kneghént initiating his
servitor into squiredom.

"Now you'll be my shadow," he said good-naturedietch your
satchel," he added in a stern voice.

"My satchel? What for?"

"For the lugs, you bloke."

A shrewd gleam flickered in Gavrik's eyes.

To tell the truth, Petya was delighted at the pecspf such a merry
form of slavery. He had long wanted to roam abowint with Gavrik but
because of what was going on he had been forbiddahge strictest of
terms, to set foot outside the yard. Now his carsm could rest
perfectly at ease: he had nothing to do with itwdts Gavrik's will, and
he had to obey Gavrik without a word. He didn't v walk about
town, of course, but he simply had to: that wadae

Petya ran upstairs and came down with his satchel.

"Put it on."

Petya obeyed. From all sides Gavrik inspected ittle {Gymnasium
scholar in the long overcoat reaching to his heeld with the empty
satchel on his back. What he saw evidently satidfin.

"Gymnasium card?"

"Yes."

"Show it here."

Petya produced his card. Gavrik opened it and esppellit the words at
the top: "Valuing his honour, the Gymnasium pugihicot fail to value
the honour of his school. . . ."

"Right," he remarked, returning the card. "Stovaway. Might come
in handy."

Then Gavrik turned Petya round and filled the sgltehth heavy bags
of lugs.

"Now nobody'll stop us from going anywhere," Gavs#id, fastening
the straps of the satchel. He patted the calf-séuer with satisfaction.

Petya did not quite get the meaning of those wbrdsfollowing the
general law of the street—to ask less and to knawerm-he held his
tongue. The boys cautiously left the yard.

Thus began their wanderings together through tberdered city.

With each passing day it became more dangerousalio thwe streets.
Gavrik, however, did not give up his thrilling amndysterious life of a
roaming champion. On the contrary, the more restéesl frightening the
city became the more stubbornly did he make his wdiie remotest and



most dangerous places. So much so that at timga Began to wonder
whether there wasn't some inexplicable connectetwéen Gavrik and
the disorders.

From morning to evening the two went in and oubatkyards where
Gauvrik carried on a business in lugs— buying, sglland exchanging—
with the local boys. In some of the yards he ctdldalebts. In others he
played. In still others he had strange dealing$ witown-ups who, to
Petya's extreme astonishment, were just as keemt &logs as children
were.

Petya, carrying the heavy satchel on his back, iebdyg followed
Gavrik everywhere. And again, in Gavrik's presetiee city magically
turned itself about before Petya's wonder-struokseghowing him its
communicating courtyards, cellars, holes in fencgseds, firewood
yards, glassed-in arcades, and all its other secfeetya saw the
horrifying and at the same time picturesque poveftthe Odessa slums;
until then he had never even known they existed.

Hiding in gateways when there was shooting and ipgsaround
overturned horse-trams blocking the roadway, thgsboamed up and
down the city, going to the most outlying sections.

Thanks to Petya's Gymnasium uniform they easilerewlt districts
that were cordoned by troops and the police. Gaaukht Petya to go up
to the chief of the cordon detail and say in aftéamice, "Mr. Officer,
please let me and my pal cross over to the otlder. Ve live in that big
grey house over there and I'm sure Mummy's worveg we've been
away so long."

The boy looked so guileless and respectable in Gysnnasium
overcoat and with the calf-skin satchel on his b#tat the officer,
although he was not supposed to let anyone passhatsuspected zone,
usually made an exception in the case of the tightiEned kids.

"Run for it, only be careful. Keep close to the Wwahd don't let me
see you again. Now be off."

In this way the boys could always reach distribt tvere completely
cut off to others.

They went several times to an old Greek house inlajéa
Arnautskaya. In the courtyard there was a fountarpyramid of spongy
sea rocks with a green iron stork on top. Once wptme water used to
come out of its beak.

While Petya waited in the yard Gavrik ran down ithe basement,
returning with a lot of bags of unusually heavydugle stuffed them into
Petya's satchel and then they quickly ran out@ftlet yard with its old,
rickety galleries.

Once Petya saw Gavrik's grandfather there. He vedisivg slowly on
bent legs across the yard to the refuse-bin.



"Oh, Grandpa!" he cried. "l say there, what are ylming here? |
thought you were in jail."

Grandpa looked at the boy but obviously did nobgeise him.

“I'm here now," he mumbled tonelessly, shifting p&l to his other
hand. "I'm—a watchman—a night watchman now—"

He continued slowly on his way.

The boys went to the port, to Chumka, to Duke'sdémas, to Peresyp,
to the Ghen factory—everywhere but Near Mills. TeaN Mills Gavrik
went alone, after his day of labours.

Had Auntie Tatyana and Father had even an inklintgeplaces their
Petya visited during that time they surely wouldd st their reason.

37
THE BOMB

Finally, however, this wonderful but weird life efandering came to
an end.

On that memorable day Gavrik appeared earlier tisaial, and he and
Petya immediately set out.

Gavrik's face was grey and extraordinarily grims Hghtly-pressed
lips had turned different colours from the cold. Walked along with a
quick, rolling gait, his hands deep in the pock#this broad corduroys—
a small, hunched, determined figure. Every now #rah a hard light
came into his clear, fixed eyes so like Grandesya barely managed to
keep up with his friend. They practically ran thgbuthe streets, which
were deserted like the streets in a dream.

Tense expectation hung in the grey air. The baygsteps rang on the
paving stones. Occasionally the pane of ice cogean empty puddle
broke underfoot.

All of a sudden a faint rumble sounded somewhereaveay, in the
centre of town. It was as if a pyramid of emptytesahad crashed to the
roadway from a waggon.

Gauvrik stopped and listened to the feeble echo.

"What's that?" Petya whispered. "Crates?"

"A bomb," Gavrik said dryly and with assurance. ff#&ody's been
done in."

Two streets farther on a woman with a basket fronickv lumps of
charcoal and quinces were dropping turned the catne run.

"Oh, Lord! Oh, Holy Mother!" she said over and oagjain, trying to
straighten her kerchief with a trembling hand. "Qbrd, it was awful!
The man was torn to pieces."



"Where?"

“In Police Street. There | was, walking along, dmite he was, in a
carriage. And then it exploded. Tore him to biterd_forgive us! It killed
the horses and tore the carriage to bits—"

"Who was it?"

“The chief of police. From the Alexandrovsky statiolhere | was,
and here he was. And that revolutionary stood gugiosite. And just
imagine, he was carrying an ordinary little packagle®ne up in
newspaper—"

"Did they catch him?"

"The revolutionary? Never! Everybody ran away aeddid too. They
say he was a sailor in disguise."

The woman ran off. Despite his grimness, Gavrikt®etya by the
shoulder and did a couple of jig steps.

"That's the one who punched Grandpa's face," lteisa quick, fiery
whisper. "That'll teach him to use his fists! Right

"Right," said Petya, turning cold.

That day the boys made two trips to the courtyard Malaya
Arnautskaya with the fountain and stork, where ttemk on "goods", as
Gavrik called it.

The first time that they set out with the "goodst’ the Alexandrovsky
Prospect, which was cordoned off by troops, theyewlet through
without any particular difficulty.

After passing several houses Gavrik led Petya tiraugateway into
a big deserted yard with a Cossack tethering plstground there was
hard and frozen and studded with empty cartridges chnd cartridge
cases that had been pressed into it by soldieossbo

They crossed the yard, went down into a cellar\aaltked for a long
time in the damp darkness, past wood-bins, unglythame out into
another yard. From there they followed a narrownamg which led
between two tall and gloomy brick walls into séitiother yard.

Gauvrik obviously knew all the ins and outs heree Tpening was so
narrow that Petya, making his way behind Gavrikynfb his satchel
scraping against the walls. Finally they reachedather yard, which was
as narrow and high and dark as a cistern.

Judging by the long distance they had come anchtingber of turns
and zigzags, they were in the yard of a buildingt taRced some other
street.

The whole yard was strewn with broken glass ansitgita

The windows of the building were tightly shutterddhere seemed to
be no one living in it.

A hollow silence hung in the air.



But beyond that silence, in the unknown streethendther side of the
building, there was the alarming noise of some gbmovement, a noise
more sensed than heard.

Besides, every now and then loud shots barked &loove, seemingly
from the sky, and they filled the yard with the eictys of a well. Petya
pressed his back to the wall and, trembling, shsitelyes. But not so
Gavrik.

Without hurrying he put two fingers in his mouthdamhistled.

Somewhere up above a shutter banged. "Coming!ice alled.

A minute later—to Petya it seemed an hour—a swegated-faced
man without an overcoat, in a jacket smeared witlk; flung open the
backstairs door.

Petya gasped. It was Terenti.

"Let's have it—quick!" Terenti muttered, wiping higet face on his
sleeve.

Paying no attention to Petya himself, Terenti wetrtaight to the
satchel.

"Thanks! Just in time! We didn't have a damn tHefg"

Breathing heavily, he unfastened the straps withaitient fingers and
transferred the bags from the satchel to his peckéfell Joseph
Karlovich to send some more right away," he cabtletl as he ran back.
"Bring everything there is or else we won't hold.bu

"Right," said Gavrik.

Just then a bullet struck the wall near the roofj a spray of pink
brick dust came down on the boys.

They quickly retraced their route to Malaya Arn&aigm and took on
another load of "goods". This time the satchel waseavy that Petya
staggered under its weight.

Now, of course, he knew very well what kind of lupgese were. At
any other time he would have thrown the whole thapgand run home.
But today his entire being was gripped by the ltbfidanger, by a feeling
more powerful even than the gambling fever, andfootnything in the
world would he have deserted his pal. Besides, diddvboe able to share
Gauvrik's glory. The very thought that he might Idise right to tell about
his adventures made him instantly disregard algdan

Gavrik and Petya set out on the return trip. Buivhbe city had
changed in the meantime! Now it was seething.

One minute the streets would be filled with peoplaning in all
directions, and the next they would be swept clea flash by the iron
broom of a fusillade.

As they approached the cordon Gavrik caught Pegythé® arm and
quickly pulled him into a gateway.

"Stop!"



"Why?"

Still holding Petya's arm Gavrik cautiously peepmat. The next
instant he shrank back and pressed himself ag#mstwall of the
gateway, under the black board listing the tenahtsat house.

“Listen, Petya, we're stuck. | just saw that skwiio nearly tore my
ear off. Look, there he is."

Petya tiptoed to the edge of the gateway and lookiedAt the cordon
post a gentleman in a heavy overcoat and an astnagdp was walking
up and down the roadway past the stacked riflesthadtorn-up iron
fence of the public garden. When he turned, Petya & coarse clean-
shaven face and a fleshy nose. There was sometbmygfamiliar about
that unfamiliar face. He had seen it somewhere rbef8ut where?
Something prevented him from remembering. Couldbedtthat bluish
upper lip? Then suddenly he remembered. Of courags Moustaches!
The man from th&urgenevonly now without the moustache. That face
had impressed itself on Petya's memory for theakhkts life. He would
have recognised it in a thousand, moustache oraustache.

"It's Moustaches,"” whispered Petya, taking his g@laeside Gauvrik,
with his satchel pressed against the wall. "The whe was chasing the
sailor. Only now he's without his moustache. Ren@amlb told you about
him and you laughed at me."

"Shaved it off so nobody would know him. But he wsome, the rat,"
Gauvrik said angrily. "We'll never get past."

"But perhaps we can."

"Not on your life."

Gavrik peeped out. "He's walking up and down."

He clenched his fist and angrily began to chewkmsckles. "And
they're sitting there waiting for us. The dirty kel

There was a minute of deep and utter silence iufiising, a silence
broken by scattered shots in the distance. Thegrbevated over the
roofs of the city.

"Listen, Petya,” Gavrik said all of a sudden, "douyunderstand?
They're sitting there waiting all for nothing— watht the goods. They!'ll
all be shot as easy as anything. And | can't gaumee that skunk is sure
to follow me!"

Gauvrik's eyes filled with tears of anger. He gaveuw sniff, blew his
nose on the ground, and then looked angrily intydPeeyes.

"Understand?"

"Uh-huh," said Petya with his lips alone, turnirggunder his chum's
angry, friendly, insistent and at the same timegileg look.

"Can you get through by yourself? You won't let @oavn?"



Petya's excitement was such that he could not gfed single word.
He swallowed hard and nodded his head. Gavrik{ §kancing round
furtively and peeping out of the gateway, begariiltdPetya's pockets
with his bags.

"Give them all the goods, everything, you hear? ¥8ha your satchel
and what's in your pockets too. If you're caughitslp and say you
found it in the street and don't know anything.aCh

"Uh-huh."

"When you hand it over come back here. I'll be wwgifor you here in
the gateway. Clear?"

"Uh-huh."

Petya, his pockets bulging, walked up to the cordtmawas so scared
and excited he hardly knew what he was doing.

"Hey, where are you going? Are you blind?" Moustxlshouted,
running up to him.

"Please," Petya whimpered in the thin voice he lemined from
Gavrik, "please let me through. | live nearby, he tAlexandrovsky
Prospect, in that big grey house, and my Mummyfilywvorried. She
probably thinks I'm killed!"

Real tears poured out of his eyes and rolled dowrmplump grimy
cheeks. Moustaches gave the little preparatoryschagil a disgusted
look and took him by the satchel.

He led the boy to the edge of the roadway and gawea light shove
in the behind with his knee.



"Run along!"
Beside himself with joy, Petya raced towards theseo
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HG OF THE FIGHTING GROUP

Petya slipped through the gateway and started aithesyard.

When he came this way an hour earlier, with Gavré&had not been
troubled by anything in particular. He knew he wasler the reliable
wing of a resourceful and experienced friend. Hes Wwaed from the
necessity of thinking for himself; he was merelyaoedient companion
without a will of his own. Someone else, someonensfer than he,
thought and acted for him.

Now he was completely alone. There was no one lpasdif to
depend upon.

Without Gavrik the world around Petya immediatelyechme
threatening, huge, full of lurking dangers.

Danger skulked in the stone arches of the inndemed, among the
ominous boxes and the old broken furniture. It dtaeaiting in the
middle of the yard, behind the mulberry tree whaosek had been
gnawed by horses. It peered out of the black hibleeorefuse-bin.

Everything the boy saw took on an exaggerated singe Cossack
horses pressed their smooth, golden, dancing crsipagainst him.
Monstrous tails swished across his satchel. Dons&ds in blue
breeches with red stripes hopped on one foot whaeother was in the
stirrup.

"From the right, by threes!" cried the hoarse voafea Cossack
ensign.

The mirror-like crescent of a drawn sabre hunghim &ir above the |
aunty forage caps.

Petya went down into the cellar.

He walked a long time, feeling his way in the stustut cold darkness
and breathing the dusty air of storage rooms. Exang a cobweb
touched his eyelashes he took it for a bat's wang, horror gripped him.

Finally he reached the second yard. It was deserted

Only now, in the midst of this strange emptinesd, letya become
really aware of how terribly alone he was. He wdri® run back—but
thousands of miles and thousands of fears sepanateffom the street,
from Gavrik.



In the opening between the second and third yatdsvas so
unbearably quiet that he felt like shouting with @k might; shouting
desperately, passionately, frenziedly—anything sonat to hear that
silence.

It was the kind of silence that comes only in thieival between two
shots.

Now he had to put two fingers in his mouth and wWhisBut suddenly
he realised that he did not know how to whistlenwits fingers. He had
learned long ago to spit through his teeth, buttoowhistle. He hadn't
thought of it. It had slipped his mind.

Clumsily he put his fingers in his mouth and bldwt no whistle
came out. In desperation he blew again, as hatddeasould. Nothing.
Only spittle and a hiss.

Then Petya mustered all his spiritual powers.

"Hey!" he yelled, closing his eyes.

His voice sounded very weak. Still, a booming ectstantly filled the
empty cistern of a yard.

No one answered, however. The silence became raorging than
ever.

High above there was a deafening crackle. Down tlesvjoint of a
drain-pipe, carrying with it pieces of brick, spgk@nd mortar.

"H-e-y! H-e-y! H-e-y!" Petya shouted at the topho$ lungs.

A shutter in the top storey opened and an unfanfdiee looked out.

"What's all the shouting about? Bring it? Come wgreh And be
lively!

The face disappeared.

Petya looked about in indecision. But he was alhaJ with no one to
advise him. There was another crackle overheadg/Ahunk of plaster
flew down and crashed into bits at Petya's feet.

Bending over, he dashed to the backstairs doorstdded up the
clanging iron stairway, tripping on the hem of bigrcoat; it had been
bought several sizes too large, so that he coald grto it.

"Faster! Faster!" an angry voice cried from above.

The heavy satchel banged painfully against his bdtie bulging
pockets got in his way. He suddenly felt hot. Theide of his cap
became warm and wet. Sweat poured down on his eysband eyes.
His face flamed.

Upstairs, the irritable, pleading voice kept shogti"Faster! Faster,
damn you!"

Petya breathed heavily, sticking out his tonguenftbe exertion. He
had barely reached the third-storey landing whemaa in an expensive
but soiled overcoat with a lambskin collar grasped by the shoulders.



The man was hatless and his forehead was plastatiedstrands of
wet hair. He had a foppish little moustache andde&aich didn't at all
fit in with his ordinary, snub-nosed face, now raad powdered with
plaster.

His eyes, under bushy brows white with plaster, hayhy, dare-devil
gleam, and at the same time a sort of alarmed ssijore He looked like
a man who had been torn away from a very diffiemitl urgent job and
was in a terrible hurry to get back to it.

When Petya felt the strong fingers grip his showddee thought the
man was going to shake him, the way Daddy did whenwas very
angry. His legs buckled under him from fright. Bile man looked
affectionately into his eyes.

"Bring it?" he asked in a hurried whisper. Withomaiting for an
answer he pulled the boy into the empty kitchea O&t where—as Petya
sensed immediately— something tremendous and é&myhg was going
on, something that usually never happened in flats.

The man ran his eyes over Petya and without sagivgord went
straight for his bulging pockets. He hastily pulted heavy little bags out
of them. Petya stood in front of him with his arspsead apart.

There was something very familiar about his unfamniface with the
little moustache and beard.

Petya had surely seen it somewhere before. But Wihérere?

He searched the recesses of his memory, but withrasolts.
Something kept putting him off. Could it be the ratache and beard?

In the meantime the man had deftly extracted tlhe bags from the
boy's pockets.

"Is that all?"

"No, there's more in the satchel."”

"Good boy! Thanks! And just think—a Gymnasium ptipil

As a sign of his admiration he gripped Petya's logghe visor and
pulled it down hard on top of his ears.

And now Petya saw, an inch from his nose, a stemajy hand which
gave off the sour smell of gunpowder. On it waitke Iblue anchor.

"The sailor!" he exclaimed.

But that same instant something crashed in ther gthg of the flat.
There was a blast of air. A pot tumbled from a Shafith soft, cat-like
steps the sailor ran into the passage, shoutingjt"Nére!"

A minute later six jerky shots resounded somewlndyse by. Petya
threw off his satchel and began to unfasten it wetmbling fingers.

Just then Terenti came into the kitchen from thespge. He was
swaying on his feet. He was coatless, in a shit wnly one sleeve. The
other sleeve was wound about his head. Blood &ttklown his temple
from under the bandage. He held a revolver iniglgt hand.



When he saw Petya he started to say something &dvhis hand
and first took a drink of water, putting his moadhthe tap.

"Bring it?" he asked, pausing for air between twdpg. The water
flowed noisily over his startingly white face. "Wieés Gavrik? Alive?"

"Uh-huh."

But there was obviously no time for questions. \Withstopping to
wipe his face Terenti took the bags out of thelsztc

"All the same we won't hold out,” he muttered. Hmild scarcely
stand on his feet. "We'll get away across the robfey're setting up a
gun. You'd better clear out, kid, before a bulletsgyou. Clear out quick.
Thanks, and good luck!"

He sat down on a stool but a moment later got ad, aviping his
revolver on his knee, ran down the passage toaw from which came
the steady bark of shots and the crash of glass.

Petya picked up his light satchel and ran to therd&uriosity,
however, made him pause for a minute and look ddhen passage.
Through the wide-open door he saw a room piled titken furniture.

In the middle of the wall, papered in a design avn bouquets, he
saw a yawning hole round which the lath framewods\Wwared.

Several men were leaning against the sills of thaskied windows,
firing one shot after another down into the stfe@n their revolvers.

Petya saw Terenti's bandaged head and the sélmtskin collar. He
also caught a glimpse of a shaggy black Caucasaak @and a college
student's cap.

The room swam and surged in bluish threads of smoke

The sailor knelt at a windowsill on which stood @doir night table.
He kept shoving out his arm, and it jerked as tezlfshot after shot.

"Shoot! Shoot! Shoot!" he yelled madly.

In the midst of all that movement, chaos, commaqgtammd smoke only
one man was completely calm—a man with a yellowifierent, waxen
face, and a small black hole above his closed eyes.

He lay on the floor in the middle of the room, in awkward pose,
face up, surrounded by empty cartridge clips amttidge cases.

His broken pince-nez, with the black cord loopedhibé@ his firm
white ear, lay beside his head on the plaster&iednparquet. A very old
technological student's cap with a cracked vissp d&y neatly on the
floor.

Petya looked at the man and suddenly realisechthatas looking at a
corpse.

He ran back. How he got out of the house and rehte gateway
where Gavrik was waiting for him he did not remembe

"Well? Deliver it?"

"l did."



Breathlessly Petya told Gavrik everything he haeénsen that
terrifying flat.

"All the same they won't hold out. They'll get anagross the roofs,"
he whispered, breathing heavily. "They're putting aicannon against
them."

Gavrik turned pale and made the sign of the crideser in his life
had Petya seen his friend so scared.

Nearby, almost next to them, a gun roared. An @oimo rumbled over
the roofs.

"Done for!" Gavrik cried in despair. "Hook it!"

The boys rushed out into the street and ran a¢hessity, which had
changed for the third time that morning.

Now the Cossacks were complete masters of thetisitud he streets
resounded with the clatter of hoofs.

Squadrons of Don Cossacks that had been lying hothie courtyards
sped through the gateways, lashing out to the ragtut left with their
whips.

There was no hiding from them: all the house-ergarand gateways
had been locked tight and were guarded by armypahde details. Every
alley was a trap.

The remnants of the dispersed demonstration sedtthis way and
that, without any hope of saving themselves. Cdssacertook them and
cut them down one by one.

In Malaya Arnautskaya a bow-legged man without aadracoat ran
down the middle of the roadway past the boys. Umierarm he held a
stick with a red flag. It was the owner of the diap gallery. He ran
limping and dodging from side to side.

At any other time this sight might have surprised boys, but now it
only filled them with horror.

Every ten paces or so Joseph Karlovich turned laatdrribly pale,
tormented face with wild eyes. Two Don Cossacksewsgaring down
upon him at a fast trot.

The horseshoes rang loud against the granite cabthtewing sparks
that were pale in the daylight.

A minute later Joseph Karlovich was between the hwses. He let
them pass, slipped aside, and then dashed up tmraathd seized the
handle.

The door was locked. He tugged at it in desperakaked it with all
his might, rammed it with his shoulder. It did no¢ld. The Cossacks
turned their horses and rode up on the pavement.

Joseph Karlovich hunched himself over, bent higlleal pressed the
flag to his breast with both hands. A sabre flash&d back jerked. His



jacket split open crosswise. With a convulsive nmert he turned
round.

For a second his pain-distorted face with its skate-whiskers was
seen.

"Scoundrels! Satraps! Butchers!" he cried passaipaat the top of
his voice. "Down with the autocracy!"

But at that very instant two sabres flashed thraighair, sharply and
simultaneously. Joseph Karlovich fell, still premgithe banner to his
open hairy chest with the blue tattooing.

One of the Don Cossacks bent over him and did donget

A minute later the two Cossacks were galloping dragging the
man's body behind them on a rope. It left a load, astonishingly bright
trail on the deathly-grey cobbles.

A crowd rushed out of a side street and separatetdys.

39
THE POGROM

Petya lost all sense of time that day.

When he finally reached home he had the feeling ithmas already
dusk, but actually it was not yet two o'clock.

Near Kulikovo Field and the Army Staff building allas quiet. The
events in town reached this district as rumours distant firing. But
everyone was long since used to rumours and firing.

The sky was low and almost black and gave off thes cold breath
of approaching snow. On days like that, eveningahdag the morning. A
few tiny snow-flakes had already flown by in thestyibluish air, but the
hard earth was still a solid black, without a senfiéck of grey.

Petya came in by the back door, dropped his ematghel in the
kitchen and tiptoed to the nursery. But it waseady for anyone to have
begun worrying about his absence.

When he saw the quiet, peaceful rooms, when haltibarfaint whirr
of the sewing machine, when he smelled the simmebarshch, he
suddenly wanted to throw his arms round Daddy'«,ngess his cheek
against his jacket, burst into tears, and tell all.

But only for an instant. That feeling immediatelglged, in the boy's
feverish mind, to another, a new, feeling: oneasferve, responsibility,
secrecy. For the first time in his life the boy erstood, simply and
seriously, with all his heart, that there were gisimot to be told even to
one's nearest and dearest, but kept to oneselfpatter how painful it
might be.



Father was rocking in the rocking-chair, with higntds behind his
head and his pince-nez dangling free. Petya walkedat down on a
chair beside him, and folded his hands sedatelyi®knees.

"Bored with being idle, son? Don't take it to hedttings will quieten
down soon, the schools will open again. You'll gacl to the
Gymnasium, get your fill of Poors, and then yoie#l| better."

He smiled his lovable, nearsighted smile.

Suddenly the kitchen door banged and swift footsunded in the
passage. Dunya appeared in the dining-room door8lag.leaned limply
against the door, clasping her hands to her breast.

Oh, sir—

She could not get out another word.

She was breathing heavily, quickly, her half-opeouth swallowing
in air. Her kerchief was awry; a strand of hairhwat pin hanging from it
fell on her ghostly-white face.

Lately the family had become used to seeing hesthur like this.
Almost every day she came to announce some piedewsf news or
other. But this time her crazed eyes, her conveldiveathing and her
general overwrought appearance predicted sometleixtgaordinary,
something frightful.

She brought in with her such a dark, such an onsirmkgnce that it
seemed as if the clock had begun to tick ten tiloeder, and as if grey
panes had been put into the windows. The whirhefdewing machine
stopped instantly. Auntie Tatyana ran in, pressiagfingers to the tiny
blue veins in her temples.

"What is it? What's happened?”

Dunya moved her lips but no sound came out.

When she did speak it was in a voice that coulelipare heard. "In
Kanatnaya they're beating up the Jews. A pogrom—"

“Impossible!" Auntie Tatyana clutched at her heantd sank into a
chair.

"May | drop dead on the spot! They're smashindhedl Jewish shops.
They threw a chest of drawers into the street frioenfirst storey. They'll
be in our street in about ten minutes."

Father jumped up. He was pale, his jaw quiveredirldéd to put on
his pince-nez but his hand refused to obey him.

"Good Lord! What does this mean?"

He raised his eyes to the icon and crossed hirtvsiek.

Dunya, taking that for a sign, came to herself. 8imabed on a chair
and impetuously took down the icon.

"Dunya, what are you doing?"

But Dunya made no reply. She was already in thesrotmoms
collecting the icons. She quickly set them on thedewsills facing the



street, propping them up with piles of books, boxes-caddies, and
anything else she could lay hands on.

Father followed her with a perplexed look.

"l don't see— What's the point of all that?"

“That's what to do, sir," she mumbled in a frigl@@rvoice. "They're
beating up the Jews but they don't touch Russiaever has icons in
the windows they leave them alone."

"Don't you dare!" he screamed, his voice breakidg.pounded the
table with his fist as hard and as fast as he cdbldn't you dare! | forbid
it! Do you hear? Stop it this very minute! Thatt mvhat icons are for!
It's—it's blasphemy! At once!"

Father's round starched cuffs jumped out of higvds. His face
turned deathly pale. Pink spots broke out on tgh khiselled forehead.

Never had Petya seen Father like this: his whobly lshook, he was
terrifying.

Father ran to the window and seized an icon. Butyayounced on it
and would not let go.

"Oh, don't, sir!" she cried in despair. "They'rdikg everybody!" She
turned to Auntie. "Tatyana Ivanovna! Dear Tatyarenbvna! They'll kill
us all! They won't think twice!"

"Shut up!" yelled Father. The veins on his forehesdelled
frighteningly. "Shut up! I'nthe master here. It's my house and I'll never
permit that here! Let them come! Let them murdealllsThe swine! You
have no right— you have no—"

Auntie Tatyana wrung her hands.

"Vasili Petrovich, | implore you, be calm!"

But Father had already buried his face in his hamdbs stood leaning
against the wall.

"They're coming!" Dunya cried.

Silence fell.

Faint, harmonious singing drifted in from the strdesounded like a
religious procession or a funeral somewhere irdik&nce.

Cautiously, Petya looked out of the window. The@gswot a soul in
the street. Over the deserted Kulikovo Field hungks the colour of
slate, darker and lower than before.

In the wrinkles of the naked earth lay a few lotigursds of snow as
light as swan's down, collected by the wind.

The singing grew louder and louder. Now Petya tlesaw that the
low dark cloud lying on the horizon in Kulikovo Fde to the right of the
railway station, was not a cloud at all but a sioafproaching mob.

The windows in the house were slammed shut.

From the kitchen came the murmur of low, restrainedces, a
shuffling, and the rustle of skirts. Then, altogethunexpectedly, an



elderly woman appeared in the passage holding &yhémd a little girl
with bright ginger hair and a tear-stained face.

The woman was dressed for paying a social cad, lhack silk skirt, a
mantilla, and lisle mitts. Somewhat askew on hednhsata small but
high black bonnet with cock's plumes. From behiad dhoulders peered
Nusya's pale, lustreless, round face and Izzy iheyi3 bowler hat.

This was Madam Kogan, with her whole family.

Not daring to enter the room, she stood for a komg curtsying in the
doorway, raising the hem of her skirt with one hamdl pressing the
other to her heart. A honeyed, well-bred and atshwme time frenzied
smile played on her wrinkled mobile little face.

"Mr. Batchei!" she exclaimed in a shrill, bird-lik@ice, stretching out
both her trembling gloved hands towards Father.. 'Bétchei! Tatyana
Ivanovna! We have always been good neighbours!pe@ple to blame
because they have a different God?"

All of a sudden she fell to her knees.

"Save my children!" she wailed. "Let them smashrginng but only
let them spare my children!"

"Mama, stop lowering yourself!" Nusya cried angrilye shoved his
hands in his pockets and turned aside, showingltish shaven nape of
his neck.

"Nusya, will you shut up at last?" hissed lzzy iezy. "Or do you
want that | should slap your cheeks? Your motheswsiwhat she is
doing. She knows that Mr. Batchei is an intellecfperson and will not
allow us to be killed."

Auntie Tatyana ran to the door and lifted the Jaweder feet. "Why,
Madam Kogan, what ever are you doing? For shame}, \®Whcourse, of
course! Goodness me! Please come in, Mr. KoganyaJusorochka—
What a misfortune!"

While Madam Kogan wept and gushed words of gratittictht made
Father and Auntie Tatyana feel so ashamed theyedisiine earth would
swallow them up, and while she hid the children bad husband in the
back rooms, the singing outside grew louder andemeath every step.

A small crowd which indeed looked like a religiopgocession was
coming across Kulikovo Field towards the house.

In front walked two grey-haired old men in wintevats but hatless,
carrying a portrait of the Tsar on an embroideiedn towel. Petya at
once recognised the blue ribbon across the shoaltéithe acorn which
was the Tsar's face. Behind the portrait swayedathbanners, raised
high in the cold, bluish, soapy air.

Then came a lot of respectable-looking men and womewinter
overcoats and galoshes, high overshoes and tops.bWdhite steam
poured from their wide-open mouths. They sang:



Save, O Lo-0-0-ord, Thy flo-o-ock, and bless Thyg-@somains. . . .

They looked so peaceable and dignified that foiraute an indecisive
smile played on Father's face.

“There, you see?" he said. "They're walking alongetty and
peacefully without hurting a soul, and you—"

Just then the procession came to a stop on the sithe of the street,
opposite the house. Out of the crowd ran a burlgustached woman
with purplish-blue cheeks and two shawls tied acrosr bosom. Her
bulging eyes, black as Isabella grapes, stared wehocious
determination at the windows. She planted herefgs in their thick white
woollen stockings wide apart, like a man, and shoakfist at the house.

"Aha, Jew-faces!" she cried in the shrill voice aofmarket woman.
"Hiding, eh? Never mind, we'll get you in a jiff@rthodox Christians,
show your icons!"

With these words she raised the hem of her skilt ram across the
street with a determined air. On the way she picgkedbblestone from a
pile that had been put there for mending the rogdwa

After her, about twenty long-armed roughs withcwioured ribbons
on their overcoats and jackets stepped out of ivect They crossed the
street without hurrying, one ofter the other, ascach passed the pile of
cobbles he bent low and nimbly.

When the last one passed, the place where thefps®nes had stood
was absolutely smooth ground.

A deathly silence set in. Each tick of the clockswaw the crash of a
pistol-shot, and the panes in the windows werekbl&he silence dragged
out so long that Father had time to say, "I dontarstand. Where, after
all, are the police? Why don't they send men froenArmy Staff?"

"Oh, the police!" Auntie Tatyana cried hysterically

She stopped short.

The silence became more terrifying than ever. ey Dizzy sat on
the edge of a chair in the middle of the parlous, lowler hat pushed
down on his forehead. His sickly eyes were fixeca@pot in the corner.

Nusya had been walking up and down the passagehmbthands in
his pockets. Now he stopped to listen. His fullsliwere curved in a
strained, scornful smile.

The silence lasted another unbearable instant dmah tburst.
Somewhere down below the first rock slammed thraaugtindow. Then
a squall hit the house. Glass shattered to thenpanve The iron sign-
board was ripped off with a thunderous rattle. €hemas the crash of
breaking doors and boxes. Jars of lozenges, kadgjraned goods rolled
out into the roadway.



Whistling and whooping, the brutalised mob surredhdhe house.
The gold-framed portrait with the crown soared slage into the air,
now here, now there. It was as if an officer inudpts and a blue ribbon
across his shoulder, with church banners on adissaf him, was rising up
on tiptoe all the time to look over the heads.

"Mr. Batchei! Do you see what they're doing?" wieigd Kogan,
wringing his hands. "Two hundred rubles' worth aromandise!"

"Papa, keep quiet! Stop lowering yourself!" shoutedya. "This isn't
a question of money!" The pogrom continued.

"Sirl They're going through the flats looking fawis!" Madam Kogan
screamed. She began to flutter in the dark padgaga chicken at sight
of the knife. "Dora! Nusya! My children!" "They'r@ming up the stairs,
sir!"

From the stairs sounded the rumble of coarse voaes boots,
amplified tenfold by the box-like front entranceitiivtrembling fingers,
yet extraordinarily quickly, Father buttoned aletbuttons of his jacket
and rushed to the door, tearing open with both &dnel choking starched
collar under his beard. Before Auntie Tatyana capen her mouth he
was on the stairs. "For goodness' sake, VasilioRetn!" "Don't sir,
they'll kill you!" "Daddy!" cried Petya, rushing taf him. In his black
jacket, straight and agile, his face set, his c#t8ing, Father quickly ran
downstairs.

Up the stairs towards him clumped the woman in ttiiek white
woollen stockings. She wore cotton mitts, and im hght hand she
gripped a heavy cobblestone. Now her eyes werdlaok but a bluish-
white, and glazed, like the eyes of a dead bulld&hind her came
sweating roughs in dark-blue caps, the kind groessstants wore.

"Gentlemen!" Father cried, not at all to the pointhis high falsetto,
his neck turning a deep red. "Who gave you thet figlbreak into other
people's houses? This is robbery! | won't alloW it!

"And who might you be? The house-owner?"

The woman shifted the cobblestone to her left hamd], without
looking at Father, hit him in the ear with her tigist as hard as she
could. Father rocked on his heels, but the menegmted him from
falling: a red, freckled hand grabbed him by tH& Epel of his jacket
and jerked him forward. The old cloth ripped.

"Stop hitting him! He's our Daddy!" Petya cried anvoice totally
unlike his own. "You have no right! Fools!"

Somebody gave a sharp, vicious pull, with all highty at Father's
sleeve. The sleeve came off. The round cuff waleitff-link rolled down
the stairs. Petya saw a bleeding scratch on Fatmmse, saw his
nearsighted eyes full of tears—his pince-nez hawh lmocked off— and
his hair, long like a seminary student's, lyingwo dishevelled parts.



Stinging pain filled the boy's heart. He was retmdie at that minute
if only they would stop hurting Daddy.

"Beasts! Cattle! Animals!" Father moaned throughtseth, backing
away from the pogrom-makers.

Auntie Tatyana and Dunya came running down holdings.

"Gentlemen, what are you doing? Have you no feabad?" Auntie
Tatyana said over and over again, tears in her. eyes

"Are you mad?" Dunya cried in rage, lifting as higé she could an
icon of the Saviour with waxen orange-blossoms utite glass. "You're
beating Orthodox Christians! Look what you're dobejore you begin.
Go back where you came from. There's no Jews metea one! Go
away!"

Police whistles sounded in the street—as usualtigxhalf an hour
after the start of a pogrom. The woman in the whiteckings put the
cobblestone on a step and carefully wiped her tandhe hem of her
skirt.

"Well, that'll do for here," she said with a nodtleé head. "A little of a
good thing goes a long way. Hear those policemeouo blowing out
their guts? Come on, now let's get that Jew at fdatanskaya and the
corner of Botanicheskaya!"

She gathered her heavy skirts and, grunting, clkihdmvnstairs.
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THE OFFICER'S UNIFORM

For several days afterwards the pavement in frorth® house was
strewn with cobbles, broken glass, splintered boxesshed balls of
blueing, rice, rags, and various household articles

Among the bushes in the field one suddenly camesaca picture
album, a bamboo book stand, a lamp, a flat-iron.

Passers-by carefully avoided the wreckage, as rementact with it
would make a person a party to the pogrom and alteginim for life.

The children too. When, horror-struck and curiciigy went down
into the pillaged shop, they deliberately hid thends in their pockets so
as not to be tempted by a mint cake or a crushgdb&erch cigarettes
lying about.

Father paced the floor from morning to night, hménctensely thrust
forward; he looked somehow younger, sterner, ansl wausually brisk;
he had become noticeably grey at the temples. @bkefj had been
mended so skilfully that there was scarcely angetraf the damage. Life
was becoming normal again.



There was no more firing in the streets. Peacdkhce reigned in the
city. The first tram-car since the strike rolledspshe house. It was a
clumsy, absurd contraption which looked like a ctach, with huge rear
wheels and tiny front ones.

An engine whistled at the railway station. TResskiye Vedomosthe
Nivaand theZadushevnoye Sloweere delivered to the house.

One day Petya looked out of the window and sawllaweostal van
at the entrance.

A warm wave flooded his heart, and it missed a.b&aé postman
opened the door at the back of the van and took patrcel.

"It's from Grandma!" Petya cried, smacking the vawdgill with his
palms.

Why, he had forgotten all about it! Now, at sightlee yellow van, he
instantly remembered: lugs, the dress coat heuraeéd into a total mess,
the sandals he had sold, Pavlik's moneybox—in awalt his crimes,
which might come to light at any moment.

The bell rang. Petya ran to the anteroom.

"Don't you dare touch it! It's for me, for me!"

And so it was, to everybody's amazement. "MastastrPBatchei.
Personal" was written in big letters in purple mkthe canvas top.

The canvas was tightly sewn down with strong thraad Petya split
his fingernails as he tore it off. He did not hdkie patience to do a neat
job of removing the squeaking cover, which was helglace by long
thin nails, so he grabbed the kitchen chopper ao#dd the box open; it
was as fragile as a violin. Out of it he took sammeg carefully wrapped
in a very old copy of th®ussky Invalid.

It was an officer's jacket.

"Grandfather's uniform!" Petya exclaimed triumptartThere!"

Nothing else was in the parcel.

"I—I don't see—" mumbled Auntie.

"What a queer idea, sending military relics to aldch Father
remarked dryly, with a shrug of the shoulders. tygunpedagogical.”

"Oh, keep quiet! You don't understand anything! M@raa's a
wonder!" Petya shouted in delight. He ran to thesery with the
precious parcel.

Gold buttons gleamed through their neat wrappingisgue-paper.
Petya hastily undid the wrapping.

My God! What was this? No eagles!

The buttons were absolutely smooth. They differeda way from the
cheapest lugs on the uniforms of ordinary privatasie, Petya found
sixteen of them. But the whole batch would bringp mo more than three
fives.

What could have happened?



Many years later Petya was to learn that in thee tmh Emperor
Alexander Il officers' buttons were without eaglBsit who could have
foreseen it? He felt completely crushed.

Petya sat on the windowsill with the useless umfan his lap.
Outside, snow-flakes were flying past the therm@mdide watched them
indifferently, without a trace of the joy he usydilt at the first snow.

One after another there passed before his min@speyures of the
events he had taken part in and witnessed onlyod §ime before. But
now it all seemed as distant, as hazy, and aseiaswa dream. As if it all
had taken place in some other town; perhaps, @veome other country.

Yet Petya knew that it had not been a dream. Ittakdn place over
there, not far away, beyond Kulikovo Field, beydhd milky smoke of
snow that whirled along between sky and earth.

Where was Gavrik now?

What had happened to Terenti and the sailor?

Had they got away across the roofs?

But there was no answer to these questions.

The snow came down thicker and thicker, coverirgglilack earth of
Kulikovo Field with the clean, bright sheet of wentcome at last.
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THE CHRISTMAS TREE

Christmas came.

Pavlik awoke before dawn. For him Christmas Eve wadouble
holiday: it was his birthday, too.

You can easily imagine how impatiently the boy rasaited this
joyous and at the same time most curious day wleesuddenly became
four years old.

One day he was still three, and the next he was inen did that
happen? Probably at night.

Pavlik had decided long ago to watch for the mystesr moment when
children become a year older. He woke up in thediridf the night and
opened his eyes wide, but as far as he could séengchad changed.
Everything was the same as usual: the chest ofatgawhe night-lamp,
the dry palm branch behind the icon.

How old was he now: three, or four?

He examined his arms attentively and gave a kigk Wis legs under
the blanket. No, his arms and legs were the sarnmhan he had gone to
bed in the evening. But perhaps his head had geowit? He carefully



felt his head—his cheeks, his nose, his earsThey all seemed to be the
same as yesterday.

Now wasn't that strange?

It was all the more strange because in the morhengvas sure to be
four. That he knew for certain. Then how old wasnb&? He couldn't
still be three. But on the other hand it didn'tkogery much like four,
either.

It would be a good idea to wake Daddy. Was sure to know. But
crawl out from under the warm quilt and walk bawgfacross the floor—
no, thanks! A better idea was to pretend to bespséad wait with closed
eyes for the transformation to take place.

Pavlik shut his eyes, but before he knew it he dsleep. When he
woke up he saw at once that the night-lamp had gabha long time ago
and that the dark, bluish light of early-early veintnorning was coming
in through the cracks in the shutters.

Now there couldn't be the slightest doubt: he voas. f

The whole flat was still fast asleep; Dunya hadywsitbegun to bustle
about in the kitchen. Four-year-old Pavlik spramgbty out of bed and
"dressed himself" —that is, he pulled on his vesth the cloth-covered
buttons, back to front and shoved his bare litket into his shoes.

Cautiously opening the heavy, squeaky door withh b@nds, he set
out for the parlour. It was a little boy's big jaey through a deserted flat.
In the middle of the darkness, filling the entirarlpur with the strong
smell of fir needles, stood something huge and @aguth black paws
reaching all the way to the floor and hung withglarg chains of paper.

This, Pavlik already knew, was the Christmas t\hile his eyes
accustomed themselves to the gloom he cautiouslitedaround the
thick velvety tree whose silver threads cast thaéat possible flickers of
light.

The tree echoed the boy's every step with a pagterya tremble, a
rustle of cardboard and of Christmas crackers,liaade tinkle of glass
decorations.

Now that he was accustomed to the darkness Paikia the corner,
a table heaped with presents. He rushed to itefong the tree for a
moment. They were first-rate presents, much bettan what he had
expected: a bow with arrows in a velvet quiver,eadiiful book with
coloured picturesGrandma Tatyana's Poultry Yard, real "grown-up”
lotto game, and a horse which was bigger, handsomed, most
important of all, much newer than Kudlatka. Besjdesre were tins of
George Borman Lozenges, bars of chocolate withupgctards, and a
cake in a round box.

Pavlik had never expected such riches. The tabteladen with toys
and sweets—and all his very own.



Still, he felt that something was lacking. He giyielragged all his old
toys, including the tattered Kudlatka, into thelpar from the nursery
and added them to the new ones. Now there wereaay toys as in a
shop. But even this did not seem enough.

He brought out the famous moneybox and put it @notothe drum in
the middle of the table, as the chief symbol ofvteslth.

After building this triumphal toy tower and feagfihis eyes upon it,
Pavlik returned to the Christmas tree. For a lang thow a honey cake
covered with pink frosting, hanging not very highadl, by a yellow
worsted thread, had been disturbing him. It wapetidike a star and had
a hole in the middle, and it was so beautiful thafelt an overpowering
desire to eat it as quickly as possible.

Deciding that it would be no great harm if therer@vene honey cake
less on the tree, Pavlik untied it from the braaad put it in his mouth.
He took a sizable bite, but to his amazement heodered that the cake
was not at all as tasty as one might have thoughta matter of fact, it
was a simply disgusting cake: it was stale, it wasde of rye flour, it
wasn't sweet, and it had a strong smell of treaabel yet by the looks of
it, it was the kind of cake the snow-white Christnaagels, who sang so
sweetly high up in heaven, lived on.

With a grimace Pavlik hung the nibbled cake backtlo® branch.
There was clearly some misunderstanding here. Nibtd® spoiled cake
had been put in with the others by accident instinap.

At this point Pavlik noticed another and still mdseautiful honey
cake, covered with blue frosting. It hung quitefhignd he had to pull up
a chair. This time he did not untie the cake frown lbranch but simply bit
off a corner. It was so unpleasant that he spafttiat once.

But it was hard to believe that all the other cakese worthless too.

Pavlik decided to try every single one. No soored ghan done.
Grunting, wheezing, his tongue sticking out, hegdead the heavy chair
round the tree, climbed up on it, bit off a cornéa cake, saw that it was
foul, and dragged the chair farther.

Before long he had tasted all the honey cakes é&xeepnear the very
ceiling and far out of reach. For a long time hmodtwith his head bent
back, thinking about them. They attracted him bseatey were beyond
reach, and hence all the more beautiful and ddsirab

Thesecakes, he was certain, would not trick him. He \whsning
how to put the chair on top of the table and tryg&t them from there
when he heard the fresh rustle of a holiday dréssitie Tatyana's
beaming face looked into the parlour.

"Aha, our little birthday-boy is up before everylyoelse, | see. What
are you doing?"



"Walking round the Christmas twee," Pavlik repliatbdestly. He
looked up at Auntie Tatyana with the trusting, ifut eyes of a well-
behaved child.

"Oh, my precious little tadpole! Twee! Noweebut tree. When will
you finally learn to say that word properly? Wélgppy birthday!"

The next moment the boy found himself in AuntieyBaia's warm,
fragrant, tender embrace.

Dunya, her face flushed with embarrassment, hurmedrom the
kitchen, holding out a dainty sky-blue cup with ‘thyg Birthday" written
on it in gold letters.

So began that happy day which was destined to Isamd an
absolutely unexpected and frightful ending.

In the evening, Pavlik had guests—Ilittle boys amts.gThey were all
such kids that Petya felt it beneath his dignitytatlk to them, let alone
play with them.

Petya's heart was unutterably sad and heavy asaheors the
windowsill in the dark nursery, looking at the dextovely frosted
window on which the golden nut of the street larhpngnered among icy
ferns.

Ominous forebodings darkened his spirits.

From the parlour streamed the hot, crackling lighthe Christmas
tree—a flaming bonfire of candles and golden raie. could hear the
enticing music of the piano. That was Father paugpdut a seminary
polka, the tails of his dress coat spread apart l@edstarched cuffs
ratting. A great many children's sturdy little $egvere stamping
senselessly round the Christmas tree.

"Never mind, Petya," said Auntie Tatyana as shegzhby. " Don't be
envious. You'll have your day too."

"Oh, Auntie, you don't understand anything at &g boy said in a
piteous voice. "Leave me alone."

At last came that long-awaited moment—the distrdsuf the nuts
and cakes. The children surrounded the Christmas on tiptoe and
stretched their hands towards the cakes, whichestika medals. The
tree rocked. The chains rustled.

"Oh, look," a ringing, frightened little voice susldy said,
"somebody's bitten my cake!"

"Mine too!"

"l have two, and they're all bitten."

"Huh," someone said in disappointment, "they're netv at all.
They've been eaten once already."

Auntie Tatyana flushed to the roots of her haingbled cakes were
stretched out to her from all sides.



Finally her eyes came to rest on Pavlik. "palido that, you naughty
boy?"

"Auntie dear, | only wanted a teeny-weeny tasteaVliR looked
innocently at his angered aunt with wide-open eyed were amber-
coloured from the Christmas tree lights. "l thoyght added with a sigh,
“they were good, but it turns out they're only golests."

“That's enough, you bad, bad boy!" Auntie Tatyamadc With a
gesture of despair she ran to the sideboard. Lydkiere was still plenty
of other sweets. Satisfaction was immediately gitceall who had been
slighted. The scandal was hushed.

Soon the sleepy guests were carried away to tloemel. The party
was over. Pavlik set about putting his treasuresdier.

Just then Dunya appeared in the doorway of theemursiith a
mysterious air and beckoned to Petya.

"Young master, that crazy Gavrik is waiting for you the back
stairway," she whispered, glancing round.

Petya dashed into the kitchen.

Gavrik was sitting on the high backstairs sill,neg against the icy
window on which danced blue sparks from the moond&y his hood
glittered small angry eyes. He was breathing hgavil

Petya's first thought was that Gavrik had comeditect his debt. He
was about to tell the sad story of Grandfather'#obs and promise
honour bright to settle the debt in two days, & ttest, when Gavrik
quickly reached inside his padded jacket and putled four familiar-
looking bags.

"Here," he said in a low, firm voice, handing thésnPetya. "Hide
these and we'll call it quits. They're left ovesrfr Joseph Karlovich, God
rest his soul."

As he said these last words Gavrik fervently mduoe gign of the
Cross.

"Hide them and keep 'em until they're needed."

"Right,"” whispered Petya.

Gavrik said nothing for a long time. Finally he e his nose hard
with his fist and climbed down from the windowsill.

"Well, Petya, so long."

"Did—did they get away?"

"They did. Across the roofs. Now they're looking fem high and
low."

Gavrik paused for a moment, considering whethehdmn't said too
much. Then he leaned forward trustfully.

"If you only knew how many were caught!" he whisgp@into Petya's
ear. "Buttheywon't be caught! Take my word for it. They're hglin the
catacombs. Like all the revolutionaries. In theirgpithey'll start again.



You know, the landlord's throwing Terenti's wifedahe kids, Zhenechka
and Motya, out in the street. That's the way thisngs"

Gavrik scratched his eyebrows with a worried air.

"l don't know what to do with 'em now. Looks as livall have to
move from Near Mills to Grandpa's hut. Grandpa'a inad way. Looks
as if he's going to die soon. Why don't you dropame day, Petya? Only
not so soon. The main thing is to hide these bagsgood place. 'Weep
no more, Marusya, you will yet be mine.' Shake,"pal

Gavrik shoved a flat hand into Petya's and theroffarbeating a tattoo
on the stairs with his broken boots.

Petya went back to the nursery and hid the bageruhd books in his
satchel.

Just then the door flew open with an unearthly bang Father
marched into the room holding the mutilated dress.c

"What's the meaning of this?" he asked in suchiet qoice that Petya
nearly fainted.

"By the true and holy Cross—" he muttered, but tv@d not gather up
the strength to cross himself.

"What's the meaning of this?" Father shouted, hgmed and shaking
from head to foot.

That very second Pavlik let out a heart-rending Inavthe parlour, as
though echoing Father's angry shout.

The little boy ran in on legs wobbling from hor@md threw his arms
round Father's knees. His mouth was such a wida-speare that his
yelling throat, with its tiny, quivering lobe atdlback, could clearly be
seen. The tears came in streams. In his tremblamgl Hay the open
moneybox, full of bits of tin and iron instead obney.

"D-da-da-dy," babbled Pavlik, hiccuping. "Pe-etyareb—hie—
robbed me!"

"On my word of hon—" began Petya, but Father alyelagd a firm
grip on his shoulders.

"You good-for-nothing!" he roared. "You scalawag! Know
everything! You're a gambler, and a liar besides!"

He began to shake Petya—so furiously that it seeh@eavanted to
shake the very life out of the boy. His jaw bounagdand down, and so
did his pince-nez, which had slipped from his pensgp nose with its
cork-like pores, and dangled on the black cord.

"Give them to me this very instant, those—what da yall 'em—
mugs, jugs—"

"Lugs," Petya said with a crooked smile, hoping sbaw to turn the
matter into a joke.

But when Father heard the word "lugs" from the bp&is son he flew
into a still greater rage.



"Lugs, eh? Excellent! Where are they? Give theme hihis very
minute. Where is that street filth? Where are thgsens? Into the fire
with them! Into the stove! | don't want to seermge trace of them!"

He took in the room with a swift glance and therdmatraight for the
satchel.

Father walked down the passage with long, quickyaes strides,
carrying the bags squeamishly, as though they weaal kittens. Petya,
sobbing, ran after him all the way to the kitchen.

"Daddy! Daddy!" he shouted, tugging at his sleevBsaddy!"

Father roughly pushed Petya aside, moved a clagt@ot and fiercely
shoved the bags into the flaming stove, gettind sadis cuffs.

The boy froze in horror.

"Hook it!" he screamed.

But at that instant shots resounded inside theesttollowed by a
small explosion.

A multicoloured flame shot through the stove rihgpodles flew up
out of the pot and plastered themselves againstcéilang. The stove
cracked. Out of the crack poured acrid smokengllihe entire kitchen in
one minute.

They flooded the stove. Later, when they raked thet ashes, they
found a pile of charred revolver cartridge cases.

But Petya knew none of this. He had fainted. Thayhgm to bed. His
whole body was on fire. When they took his tempegtit was one
hundred and three and five-tenths.
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No sooner had the scarlet fever passed when pnearsenin.

Petya was ill all winter. Only in the middle of Ltedid he begin to
walk about inside the house.

Spring was on the way. First early spring—in faayly-early spring.
No longer winter but by no means real spring.

The short-lived southern snow had long since vaistvithout giving
Petya a taste of its delights. It was now the grgy Odessa March.

On shaky legs, Petya wandered idly through the soavhich had
become small and very low the minute he climbedafuied. He stood
on tiptoe in front of the pier-glass in the darkemoom and with a tug of
self-pity examined his peaky white face with thadbws under eyes that
seemed somehow startled and hard to recognise.



The whole first half of the day he was all alongha flat. Father was
at school, and Auntie Tatyana took Pavlik out wadki

The noises of the deserted rooms made Petya ptBakght-headed.
The sharp click of the pendulum came with a pesistfrightening
inevitability. Petya went to the window. It waslissealed for the winter;
there was a roll of yellowed cotton wool sprinkledh pieces of clipped
worsted between the two frames.

He saw the mean, grey, dry roadway, the hard eilulikovo Field,
and a grey sky with the faintest watery traceslo&bFrom the kitchen
window he could see the blue twigs of the lilacghe vacant lot. He
knew that if you stripped the bitter bark with yotgeth you would
uncover a wonderfully green, pistachio-colourednste

At long intervals the low, funereal bass of the teenbells quivered in
the air, bringing to the heart a feeling of empgmand sadness.

Yet latent in this bleak world were the powerfutdes of spring. They
were merely awaiting their hour. They could be felteverything, and
most of all in the hyacinth bulbs.

The indoor spring was still hidden in the dark stoom, where, amid
the mousy odour of household odds and ends, Aliatigana had placed
shallow little bowls along the wall. The Dutch bsilPetya knew, needed
darkness in order to sprout. And in the darknesshefstoreroom the
mystery of growth was taking place.

Pale but firm spears were cutting their way throtigh silken, wasted
husks of the bulbs. He knew that just in time faster, taut, bushy, pale
pink, white and purple hyacinth flowers would muémusly appear on
the thick stems.

In the meantime, Petya's child's heart was lonely aumb in this
grey, desolate world of the vernal equinox.

The days were growing longer, Now he had nothingfitlothe
incredibly dragging hours between dinner and ewgnkiow long they
were, those dreary hours of the equinox! Even lonigan the deserted
streets stretching endlessly in the direction ciiNdills.

Petya was now allowed to stroll about near the @éolte walked
slowly up and down the dry pavement, squinting het $un as it set
beyond the railway station.

Only a year ago he had looked upon the statioh@sihd of town.
Beyond it lay geography. But now he knew that tbhert continued
beyond the station, that there were the long, dsisgets of the suburbs.
He clearly pictured them, reaching away to the west

In the distance, filling the broad space betweep tiveary brick
houses, hung a monstrous red sun from the time® e Earth was
young; it gave off no rays, yet its sharp, sulight blinded you.



Two weeks before Easter, wagon-loads of timber weight to
Kulikovo Field. Carpenters, navvies, and foremepesgped. Tape-lines
were stretched over the ground in all directionsnt@actors with yellow
folding footrules in their outside pockets pacetfisactions of land. The
construction of booths for the Easter fair had lmegu

Petya's greatest pleasure was to wander amongiss lof big nails,
the axes, saws, logs and shavings, and to guesswehtd be built where
in Kulikovo Field. Each new row of posts, each nwench, each lot
measured by tape-line and marked off with pegsteatdiis imagination.

His soaring fantasy drew pictures of amazingly hiéaubooths full of
wonders and mysteries, while levelheaded experig¢olce him that it
would all be the same as last year. No better amdvarse. But his
fantasy could not reconcile itself to that; it dedad something new,
something never seen before.

He loitered about near the workers and contradtorthe hope of
getting some information out of them.

"l say there, could you tell me what this is goiadge?"

"A booth, naturally.”

"l know, but what kind?"

"Wooden, naturally.”

Petya chuckled, to flatter the man.

"I know that too. Youdo say funny things! But what will there be
inside? A circus?"

"That's right."

"But how? Doesn't a circus have to be round?"

"Then it won't be a circus."

"Will it be a waxworks?"

"That's right."

"Such a tiny booth?"

“Then it won't be a waxworks."

"But really. What will it be?"

"A privy."

Petya blushed but then chuckled all the louder.wés willing to
endure any humiliation as long as he found outadtl something.

"Ha-ha-ha! But really, what are you building here?"

"Run along, kid, this ain't no place for you. Ybb# late to school.”

"l don't go to school yet. | had scarlet fever, anéumonia too."

"Then go to bed instead of making a pest of yotirssie."

With a forced grin Petya sauntered off, racking wains over the
insoluble problem.

For it was a known fact that before the booths weoéed with canvas
and hung with pictures nothing could be learnedvds impossible to



tell—as impossible as trying to guess the colourth& hyacinth that
would blossom out on the pale stem by Easter Sunday

On Holy Saturday, highly mysterious green crates tannks labelled
"Handle with Care" were brought to the fairgroundst a single boy in
Odessa knew what was in them.

You could only make a rough shot: wax figures, romgis' tables, or
flat, heavy snakes with filmy eyes and forked toegu

One of the trunks was known to contain a mermaith wilady's bust
and a scaly tail instead of legs. But how did skealpong without water?
Could there be a bath-tub inside the trunk? Or sfas packed in wet
mud? All you could do was guess.

Petya was dying for the fair to open. It seemeklito that nothing was
ready, that the whole thing would fall through, ttitlais year the fair
would never open at all.

But his fears proved groundless. By Easter Suntlayas ready: the
pictures hung, the flagpoles whitewashed, and tngare generously
sprinkled from long green barrels which had beeriedabetween the
booths all the previous day and had darkened thieedrth with their
glistening rakes of water.

In a word, Easter came and blossomed exactly aicgpta calendar.

The bells pealed monotonously. A fresh-looking saced along
among fluffy clouds. Auntie Tatyana, in a whitedadress, sliced a ham,
turning back rind as thick and curved as the hotsta revolver.

Sugar lambs covered the Easter cakes. A pink Choisling a paper
church banner flew through the air on a wire, kkballet dancer. Round
a green hill of watercress lay coloured eggs petisto glossy with butter
that they reflected the newly washed windows.

Curly hyacinths in bowls wound with crinkly pink per gave off their
stiflingly sweet and at the same time grave-yardigaur; a fragrance so
heavy that you could almost see it rising as smid&g strands in the
sunshine above the Easter table.

But Easter Sunday, for Petya, was the longest eakidst day of all,
because no public entertainment or merry-making tsdever was
allowed. That day the police dedicated to God. Butnoon on the
following day—with the permission of the authorstiethe public began
to make merry.

At the stroke of twelve the police officer on dighew his whistle, and
the tricoloured flag was run up on the tall whitetvad pole in the middle
of Kulikovo Field.

The next instant everything broke loose. The Tirldsums of the
regimental bands struck up. The hurdy-gurdies aretry¥go-round
organs began to blare. From the whitewashed ptatfoof the booths
came the shrill, baboon-like, guttural cries of ted-headed clowns and



jugglers calling to the public. The glass beads @rdages and horses of
the merry-go-round began to whirl.

The fragile little swing-boats flew up into the gyang blue of the
cloud-spotted sky. From all sides came the insisded unceasing clang
of brass bells and triangles.

A vendor passed carrying on his head a gleamirahgitof coloured
icy water in which swam a few slices of lemon, ecgi of ice and a dusty
silver sun.

A pock-marked Port Arthur veteran in a shaggy bl@aucasian fur
cap had taken off his boots and was climbing theaggd pole for the
prize razor and shaving brush at the top.

The dizzying carnival in Kulikovo Field thundereavay for seven
days from noon to sunset; it filled the Batchei eomith the din and
hubbub of merry-making crowds from the outlying Wog-class
districts.

Petya spent his days, from morn to dusk, in Kulkkéveld. For some
reason he felt certain that he would meet Gavré&eehMany a time he
sighted in the crowd a pair of lilac-coloured caxts and a naval cap
with anchor buttons—that was what Gavrik had wben Easter before—
and ran in that direction, threading his way thitotlge crowd, but always
in vain.

It smacked somehow of Near Mills, this carnival tbE common
people where many of the men carried thin iron sdike Terenti's and a
great many of the girls wore blue earrings like écd.

But Petya's hopes did not come true. The last d#yedfair drew to an
end. The bands played the "Longing for Home" mdachthe last time.
The flag was lowered. Police whistles trilled. Tgreund emptied. It was
all over until next Easter.

A sad and sullen sunset glowed long in the sky béyihe garish,
startlingly quiet booths, beyond the iron wheelstltg motionless tip-
overs, beyond the bare flagpoles.

The unbearably mournful silence of the holiday joger was broken
only now and then by the lion's deep, blood-cugllioar and the hyena's
jerky laughter.

In the morning wagons came, and two days lateartcdce of the fair
remained. Kulikovo Field was again a black, dresqyare from which all
day long came the sing-song voices of sergeartismgdiheir men:

"Right turn! One-two!"

"Left turn! One-two!"

"About turn! One-two!"

The days kept growing longer, and more and morgcdif to fill.
Then one day Petya went to the seashore to paykGavisit.



43
THE SAIL

Grandpa was dying.

Gavrik knew this, and so did Motya and her mothaed so did Petya,
who now spent his days on the shore.

Grandpa knew it too.

He lay from morning to night on a sagging iron lvesich had been
carried out of the hut, into the warm April sunghin

When Petya came up to say hello the first time he @mbarrassed by
the white transparency of Grandpa's face and iit$ liduish glow against
the red pillow.

A clear, composed face, with a longish white bedrthad a beauty
and dignity that struck Petya. But the most amazing most disturbing
thing about the face was that it seemed agelaegdyl beyond the limits
of time.

"Hello, Grandpa," said Petya.

The old man turned his eyes with their bloodlesdetilids and looked
long at the boy in the Gymnasium uniform, but appfy without
recognition.

"It's me, Petya, from Kanatnaya and the cornerudik€vo."

Grandpa gazed into the distance without stirring.

"Don't you remember him, Grandpa? He's the onemade a lead
sinker for last year."

A shadow of remembrance, as distant as a clowkefied in the old
man's face. He smiled a clear, conscious smilayisigohis gums.

"A sinker," he said softly, but without any speagdfort. "Yes. A lead
sinker."

Chewing his lips, he gave Petya a fond look.

"You've sprung up. That's good. Go play now, mylcchPlay with
pebbles on the beach. Go play. Only be careful dowt fall in the
water."

He evidently took Petya for a little child, someidpilike his great-
grandson Zhenechka who was crawling about in thiewedandelions
nearby.

From time to time the old man lifted his head tketan admiring look
at his household.

Since the arrival of Terenti's family the place hddcome
unrecognisable. It was as if they had brought aawoof Near Mills with
them.

Terenti's wife had freshened the clay floor for tEasand had
whitewashed all the wallls, inside and outside.



The windows of the rejuvenated hut had been wasimeldbordered
with blue, and they gleamed merrily in the sunshine

Round the hut grew green irises, now about to blmssAmong them
Motya had laid out her dolls, representing soclatjes at their summer
villas.

Linen of different colours was drying on the lin&%otya, her hair like
a boy's, was watering the vegetable patch, presbmdpig watering-can
to her stomach with both hands. The dog Rudko,isgngourly, ran up
and down fastened to a wire between two posts. thearegetable patch,
smoke was curling from a clay stove with a bott@slgon pot fitted into
it for a chimney. There was the delicious smokylsofegruel.

Motya's mother, in a gathered skirt, was bent @avagough. All about
her soap bubbles floated in the air.

Occasionally Grandpa had the feeling that time tuaded back, and
he was forty again. Grandma had just whitewashedth. His grandson
Terenti was crawling among the dandelions. On thaf tay a mast
wrapped in a brand-new salil.

Now he would heave the mast on his shoulder, takeotirs and the
red-leaded wooden rudder under his arm, and go dowme shore to rig
the boat.

But the lapses of memory were short-lived. The oldn would
suddenly feel weighed down by household cares. Heldvlaboriously
raise himself on his elbow and call Gavrik.

"What do you want, Grandpa?"

The old man would chew his lips for a long timeha&sgathered his
strength.

"The boat—not carried away, is it?" he would figalask, his
eyebrows lifting sadly, like two little gable roofs

"It's safe, Grandpa. You'd better lie down agamn'lt ought to be
tarred—"

“I'll tar it, Grandpa, don't you worry. Now lie dat

Grandpa would lie back obediently, but a minuteddte would call
Motya.

"What are you doing there, my child?"

"Watering the potatoes."

"Clever qirl. Yes, give 'em plenty of water. The elle— are you
pulling 'em out?"

"l am, Grandpa."

"Or else they'll choke everything. Well, go, myIdhiPlay with your
dolls for a while. Take a rest."

Again Grandpa would fall back heavily.

But then Rudko would start barking, and the old manuld turn angry
bushy eyes in the dog's direction. "Down, RudkoleQuamn you!" He



thought he was calling to the playful dog in a caanaling shout. But
actually he spoke in a murmur.

Most of the time Grandpa lay motionless, gazing itite distance.
Between the two low hills on the shore he could adaangle of blue
with a great many fishing sails. As he looked antithe old man carried
on a leisurely conversation with himself.

"Yes, that's true. The wind loves a sail. A saikemall the difference
in the world. A sail will take you wherever you wda go. You can go to
Dofinovka, if you want, or you can go to Lustddffith a sail you can go
to Ochakov, and to Kherson, and even all the wagupatorium. But if
all you have is oars, and no sail—why, it's a jokd! take you a good
four hours to row to Bolshoi Fontan. And anotharrfbours back. Yes, a
fisherman needs a sail. Without a sail it's nous#ing out to sea. It's a
disgrace. A boat without a sail is the same asmawidnout a soul."

Grandpa thought about a sail all the time.

That was since the night Terenti had dropped iraforinute to see the
family. He had brought the children presents, gikenwife three rubles
for provisions, and said that he would try to sbeut a new sail in a
couple of days.

From then on Grandpa became more cheerful.

His days were filled with dreams of the new saié €buld see it as
clearly as if it stood before him: taut, stronglldwing in the fresh
breeze.

Worn out by his constant thoughts of the sail, @panwould fall into
a state of semi-consciousness. He would no longawkvhere he was or
what he was doing. Only his senses were alive.

Little by little his awareness of what was himsaifd what not himself
would begin to fade. He merged, as it were, with World about him,
turning into odours, sounds, colours. . ..

A cabbage butterfly with lemon-coloured veins os iory wings
fluttered by. He was the butterfly, and at the saime he was the flight
of the butterfly.

A wave broke over the pebbles. He was its refregshimise. His lips
became salty from spray carried over by the wine.ws the wind and
the salt.

A child sat among the dandelions. He was that clifdl he was also
those bright chicken-yellow flowers towards whidie tchild's hands
reached.

He was the sall, the sun, the sea. .. . He was all.

But he did not live to see the sail.

When Petya came to the shore one morning he didimbiGrandpa
near the hut. A bench had been set up where hisitglly stood, and a



tall old man with a Kiev cross hanging from hisldaeck was planning a
board.

A long taut shaving twisted itself out of the plane

Nearby stood Motya in tight shoes and a brand-netwubattractive
print dress.

"Grandpa died today," she said, coming up clostheocboy. "Do you
want to look?"

She took Petya's hand in her own cold hand anthgirtp keep her
shoes from squeaking, led him into the hut.

Grandpa lay on the same sagging bed, his eyesdcéwskbulging, his
chin tied with a handkerchief. His big hands weo&léd high on his
chest, over the icon of St. Nicholas, and held allsgellow candle. A
column of such bright and hot sunlight came throtlggh clean-washed
window that the candle flame was not seen at &lerd was only a little
hollow of melted wax and the black hook of the wkrrounded by
wavy air to show that the candle was burning.

Two days later Grandpa was buried.

The night before the funeral Terenti came. He knaothing of
Grandpa's death. On his shoulder he carried a negeyy package—the
promised sail.

He dumped it in the corner and stood for a whileking down at
Grandpa in the unpainted pine coffin. Then, withonaissing himself, he
firmly kissed the old man on his hard, icy lips ameht out in silence.

Gavrik accompanied Terenti along the shore as $aMaly Fontan.
Terenti gave him some instructions about the funevhich, of course,
he would not be able to attend, then shook handslisappeared into the
darkness.

...Four blond-moustached fishermen carried Grandpa their
shoulders in the light open coffin.

In front, next to the undertaker in a tattered sh®sit, who carried a
crude cross on his shoulder, walked Gavrik, cleaashed, neatly
combed. On a towel he carried a huge clay bowbdgvo.

Behind the coffin walked Motya's mother with Zhelnleg in her arms,
Motya, Petya, and a few neighbours, fishermen,hgirtSunday best.
There were eight of them in all. But as the prooesspproached the
cemetery it grew larger and larger.

In some mysterious way news of the funeral of tdefisherman who
had been beaten up in jail had spread all alonghioee from Langeron
to Lustdorf.

Whole families and groups of fishermen—from Malynkm, Sredny
Fontan, Valtukh, Arcadia, and Zolotoi Bereg—cameé @fuseaside lanes
to join the procession.



Now a crowd of about three hundred marched in ég#lepce behind
the pauper's coffin of Grandpa.

It was the last day of April. Rain was gatheringpaBows with
outspread wings were bathing in the soft dust efléimes. A grey asphalt
sky hung over the gardens. Against it the monotenauwng green of the
trees, hanging limp in expectation of the rainpdtout sharply.

Cocks crowed sleepily in the backyards. Not a girrgly of sunshine
came through the thick, muggy clouds.

Near the cemetery the procession was joined byrga¢tands and
railwaymen from Chumka, Sakhalinchik, the OdessabdSoStation,
Moldavanka, and Near and Distant Mills. The polie@non duty at the
cemetery looked in alarmed surprise at the hugedasireaming through
the gates.

Like the city, the cemetery had its main streethedral square,
central district, boulevard, and poverty-strickeuatstiirts. Death, too,
seemed helpless before the power of wealth. Eviean Bé died a man
remained either rich or poor.

The crowd silently walked down the main streetha shady town of
the dead, past marble, granite, and labradoritdyfaraults—those small,
luxurious villas behind whose wrought-iron fencesighty stone angels
with lowered wings stood amid the black greenergygiress and myrtle.

Each plot of land here had been bought at a fabupwice and was
owned by dynasties of the rich.

The crowd passed the central section and turnedh goless wealthy
street which had no villas, no mausoleums. Behired iton fences lay
marble slabs bordered by bushes of lilac and yetloacia. The rains had
washed the gilt from the carved names; small cemstaails covered the
marble plaques, greyed by time.

Then came wooden fences and mounds covered with sod

After that were tedious rows of barren soldiersvgs with crosses as
alike as rifles at the present.

But even this section of the cemetery was too pass for Grandpa.
He was buried near the wall, in a narrow gladewstravith the purple
shells of Easter eggs. Behind the wall the capsainted police could
already be seen. The mourners formed a close ardend the grave.
The light pauper's coffin was slowly let down wdtnips of linen.

On every side Petya saw lowered faces and big laokls crumpling
workers' and fishermen's caps.

The silence was so complete and so sullen, anditre® stifling, that
the boy felt something dreadful would happen inukat-a tornado, a
hurricane, an earthquake —at the first sharp sound.

But oppressive silence reigned.



Motya was also depressed by the silence. With and Bhe held on to
Petya's Gymnasium belt and with the other to hethexts skirt. She
stood motionless, watching the yellow mound of ctrgpw over the
grave.

At last a faint, almost noiseless stir passed ftjinothe crowd. One
after another, without hurrying or pushing, peogdene up to the fresh
grave, crossed themselves, bowed low, and offdred hand first to
Motya's mother and then to Gavrik.

Gavrik, who had given the bowl to Petya to holdyaged upkolevo
with a new wooden spoon and poured it into the edppands or the
outstretched caps; he did it neatly, with a prepsl frown, thriftily,
giving a little to each so that there should be edor all. With tender
respect, trying not to drop a single grain, eaclimer put thekolevointo
his mouth and walked away to give his place to lagot

This was all that Grandpa's family could offer tee tfriends and
acquaintances who shared their grief.

To some of the fishermen who came upKolevoGavrik bowed and
said, "Terenti sends you his regards. He asks ybuanforget the May
Day outing at twelve o'clock tomorrow, in your ovinoats, opposite
Arcadia."

"We'll be there."

Finally there were only four purple comfits lefttime bowl.

Gavrik made a dignified bow to those for whom nothremained,
said, "Excuse us", and distributed the four swest®ng Zhenechka,
Motya, and Petya, not forgetting himself, either.

"It's not bad," he said as he handed Petya thetsia@khmalnikov
Brothers. Eat it, in Grandpa's memory. Will you eto the May Day
outing with us tomorrow?"

"I will," Petya said. He faced the grave and bowea, as everybody
else had.

The crowd slowly dispersed. The cemetery becameertbes
Somewhere in the distance, on the other side ofMileé a lone voice
started to sing. A chorus of voices joined in:

Farewell, comrade, you honestly trod
Your valorous, noble path. . ..

But a police whistle immediately resounded. Thegssiopped. Petya
heard running feet on the other side of the wdleall was quiet.

A few drops of rain fell on the grave. But the raras only teasing; it
stopped before it had really started. It becamegreugnd gloomier than
ever.



Motya, her mother, Gavrik, and Petya crossed themsdor the last
time and set out for home. Petya said good-byestériends at Kulikovo
Field.

"So don't forget," said Gavrik significantly.

"Naturally." Petya nodded with dignity.

Then, with a show of nonchalance, he strolled udatya.

"Say, Motya," he whispered quickly, blushing witluirhiliation at
having to ask a girl a question, "what's a May Daiing?"

Motya's face took on a strict, somewhat solemnesgion.

"Workers' Easter," she replied.

44
THE MAY DAY OUTING

All night long a warm, gentle rain had fallen. ldstarted in April
and ended in May; a little after eight o'clock thimd had carried away
the last drops.

The sky had not yet cleared, and now it merged With sea, from
which rose a steaming mist; there was no horizdme ®Hathing huts
seemed to hang in milky air. Glossy, curving rdftets of the piles
swayed in the bottle-green water.

Not only was the water warm but it actually lookedrm. Gavrik and
Petya rowed along with pleasure.

At first they bore down hard, to see who could alitphe other. But
Petya was no match for Gavrik. The little fisherneasily got the upper
hand over the Gymnasium pupil, and the boat kepdtrd®ng circles.

"Stop your fooling, lads,” Terenti called from hggat in the stern,
where he was toying with his iron cane. "You'll duen us."

The boys stopped competing but they immediatelyght up a new
game: who could row with the less splash?

Up until then they had not splashed much at alt. tBa moment they
tried not to, spray flew from their oars as thowghpurpose. The boys
began to shoulder and elbow each other.

"Get away, you tramp!" shouted Petya, doubling avién laughter.

"You're a tramp yourself!" Gavrik retorted, tighteg his lips.
Suddenly, quite by accident, his oar threw up suébuntain that Terenti
barely managed to save himself by sliding to therfbf the boat.



The two boys choked with laughter. Petya laughedhaal that
bubbles formed on his lips.

"Why all the splashing, you little hellhound?"

“None of your lip."

Terenti nearly lost his temper, but then he too teken by a fit of
irrepressible boyish merriment. Making a ferocidase, he gripped the
gunwales and rocked the boat with all his might.

The boys rolled on top of each other and their bdambcked together.
They cried blue murder. Then they began to pouedahater madly with
their oars, drenching Terenti from both sides.

Terenti did not let it go at that: he quickly bemver, turned aside his
screwed-up face and, working his palms with lighgnspeed, shot water
at the boys. In a minute all three were wet frorachto foot. Laughing
and sputtering, they lay back on the thwarts andmad in exhaustion.

The wind was clearing away the mist. The sun dazitle eye from
the water as if a mirror had suddenly been plaesitie the boat.

The shore emerged from the haze like a transféungic

A bright May day began to sparkle in all its blwglet, and green
colours.



"Well, we've had our fun, and that's that," Teresaid sternly. With
his sleeve he wiped his wet forehead, across wkaoha satiny white
scar. "Let's be on our way."

The boys grew serious and leaned upon their oars.

Petya worked hard, puffing and sticking out hisgioe. To tell the
truth, he felt a bit tired. But he would never atlimin front of Gavrik.

Something else troubled him, too: he was dyingrtovk whether the
May Day outing had already begun or not. But he bl want to ask
because he was afraid of making a fool of himsedfhe had that time
about Near Mills.

Motya had told him that a May Day outing was a vessk Easter.
Well, they had been rowing along the shore a gaifiiHour now, but so
far there was no sign of any Easter cake, or hankaster eggs. But
perhaps that was as it should be. It wasn't amargiEaster, after all, but
a workers' Easter.

Finally the boy could hold out no longer.

"l say there," he asked Terenti, "has the May Datyng started yet?"

"No, not yet."

"When will it, then? Soon?"

The minute the words were out of his mouth Petyapared an
exaggeratedly gay and flattering smile.

From his many years of experience in conversin@ aitults he knew
what would follow. "It'll start when it begins." ‘(B when will it begin?"
"When it starts."

To Petya's surprise, however, Terenti answered dsnif he were a
real grown-up.

"First we'll pick someone up at Maly Fontan andhtiae'll begin."

At Maly Fontan they really did pick up a passengerdandified
gentleman carrying a cane and a string bag. Inglesieap he was in the
boat and sitting beside Terenti. He threw a furglence at the shore and
said, "Turn to. Cast off."

It was the sailor.

But—my God! How elegant he was!

The boys gaped at him, enraptured and at the samaectushed by his
unexpected splendour. They had never imagined ahuraing could be
S0 magnificent.

He wore cream-coloured trousers, green socks amdligg white
canvas shoes. But that was not all.

A red silk handkerchief showed from the pocket & havy-blue
jacket, and a sapphire horseshoe gleamed in hisittrethe "peacock's
eye" design. But that was not all.



He wore a bulging starched shirt-front, and a si@dccollar with
wings turned down like a visiting card propped ¢heeks. But that was
not all.

A straw hat with a striped ribbon sat at a daslaingle on the back of
his head.

But that was not all.

A watch chain with a mass of trinkets on it dangkecioss his
stomach, and on his hands, with their elegantholoed fingers, were
grey cloth gloves. That was the finishing touch.

While up until now the boys had not definitely &sttwho were the
grandest beings on earth—Army Staff clerkskeassvendors—now it
was laughable even to consider the question.

One could boldly, sight unseen, give up all kvassvendors and all
the staff-clerks for the sailor's curly little mdashe.

The boys were so busy looking at the dandy that thegot all about
rowing.

"Look, Petya!" Gavrik exclaimed. "Look—he's wearigigves!"

The sailor spat through his teeth, farther tharbtwes had ever spat in
their dreams. "Why should everybody be able tonsg@nchor?" he said,
with an angry glance at Gavrik. "I covered it umn@ now, lads, that's
enough fooling."

He suddenly assumed an important air, twirled hogsistache, glared
at Terenti, who was bent double with laughter, batked: "Ahoy there,
you in the cutter! Listen to my command! Oars rédeiye way together!
‘Un, 'un!" he sang out, acting the bosun. "BacKkostard! Un, un!

The boys leaned on their oars. The boat turnedhéo dpen sea,
towards the gleaming silver flame of midday.

Ahead of them, half a mile from shore, a clustefisifing boats could
be seen.

A burning feeling of exultant fear gripped PetyaaEily the same
feeling he had had in the autumn the first timddiewed Gavrik into a
section of the city surrounded by the police.

But then the boys had been alone. Now they werk potverful and
mysterious grown-ups, who gave not the slightegt that they had ever
seen Petya before.

Petya knew, however, that they remembered him wed{, Once the
sailor even winked at him, as if to say, "Here we, &rother, still alive
and kicking!"

For his part, Petya also made believe he was sé¢eegailor for the
first time in his life.

All this made it jolly, although a bit upsettingn Igeneral, the
occupants of the boat were in a keyed-up and someha@r-joyous
mood.



Soon the boat was among a host of other fishinfy lsadobing up and
down in one place opposite Arcadia, as arranged.

A whole flotilla of boats painted in different cals surrounded
Grandpa's old, weather-beaten tub.

Gathered there were all the fishermen who the @dyre had walked
behind Grandpa's coffin—fishermen from Maly Font&nedny Fontan,
Valtukh, Arcadia, and Zolotoi Bereg. There were sdnom farther off,
from Lustdorf and Dofinovka, and even one from Qaa

They were all old friends and neighbours.

Taking advantage of the occasion, the fishermem \eaming over the
sides of their boats and talking. They were maksogmuch noise it
sounded like a marketplace. Each new boat wasegreeth shouts, jets
of spray, and the splash of oars.

No sooner had Grandpa's boat, bumping and scraggagst other
boats, made its way into the circle, where a fewtgranzenbacher beer
bottles already floated, when cries came fromid#8s

"Hi, Terenti!"

"Easy there! You'll sink our tubs with your irorad!"

"Hey, you tramps, make way for the chief politico!"

"Say, Terenti old boy, where'd you pick up thatdlaof yours? The
Lord preserve us! Oo-la-la, oui-oui, par-ley-voo!"

Terenti waved his cap, puffed out his cheeks ansebloto all sides
with a show of bashful self-importance.

"Don't pounce on me all at once!" he piped. "Atsletake turns.
Greetings, Fedya! Greetings, Stepan!

Greetings, Grandpa Vasili! Ah, Mitya? Still alive®as sure the Maly
Fontan bullheads had swallowed you up long agol mel—how many
of you to the pound, dried? Sasha, swing rountiedeft!"

Terenti grinned and screwed up his face as he tmhigith his old
pals. He looked about him with satisfaction, regdatoud the names of
the boats.

"Sonya, another Sonya,and anotherSonya,and againSonya,and
Sonyafrom Lustdorf, and another three from Langeron. H&ight
Sonyas to one little meNadya, Vera, Lyuba, Shura, Motya. .Qh,
mother of mine! What sort of place is this? | wamgo home!" he cried
in mock horror, covering his face with his cap.

There were also about fo@xgas,half a dozerNatashasnot less than
a dozenThree Bishopsand a big Ochakov boat with the intriguing name
Good Old Pushkin.

When silence and order finally set in, Terenti nedighe sailor with
his elbow.

"Begin, Rodion."



The sailor unhurriedly removed his hat, put it is lap, and combed
his moustache with a tiny comb. Then he stood uh placing his legs
wide apart for balance, said in a loud, clear vome that everybody
could hear him, "Hello, comrade fishermen of Odkesskmy Day
greetings to you all!"

His face instantly became bony, snub-nosed, dexisiv

"From what | just heard, some of you folks woukelito know who |
am and how | come to be here—an elegant gentlematoves and a
starched shirt, ooo-la-la, parley-voo, and all thégell, | can tell you that
I'm a member of the Russian Social-Democratic LabBarty, the
Bolshevik faction, and | was sent here to you bg thdessa Joint
Committee. Also that I'm just the same kind of wasrknd sailor as all of
you here. And now about the starched shirt anaviiiee trousers and the
rest of it. I'll explain that with a question of neyvn. All of you here are
Odessa fishermen and you probably can tell meribeer. Why does the
mackerel wear such a beautiful sky-blue skin winkeblue stripes, like
watered silk? You don't know? Then | can tell y&o. that it won't be
seen in our blue Black Sea, and so that it wonddoeasy for you to catch
it on your fishermen's hooks. Is that clear?"

There was laughter in the boats. The sailor winlsdahok his head,
and said, "Well, I'm just like that fish who spdlgigouts on the kind of
coat you won't notice right off."



Louder laughter came from the boats.

"A whopper of a fish!"

"A whole dolphin!"

"Ain't you afraid of being hooked some day?"

The sailor waited until the calls stopped, and tremarked, "Just try
and catch me. I'm slippery."

Then he continued:

"l look round me, comrades, and | can't help tmgkof our sea and
our land. The sun shines bright. The sea is choltlef all kinds of fish.
The fields are chock-full of wheat. In the orchattlsre's all kinds of
fruit: there's apples and apricots and cherriespmanls. There's grapes. In
the steppe there's horses and oxen and cows anep.sliEown
underground there's gold and silver and iron arehyhing else. What
more could anybody want? There's plenty for eveldybor so it would
seem. Plenty, so it would seem, for everybody thdgepy and satisfied.
But what do you think? No! Everywhere there's alsvélye rich, who
don't do a stroke of work but take everything foerhselves. And
everywhere there's the poor, who work day and rigatthe damned and
don't have a damned thing to show for it! How iatthl can tell you the
answer. It's very simple. Take the fisherman. Wiuats he do? He fishes.
He pulls in a catch and takes it to market. And mouch do you think he
gets at the market, say, for a hundred bullheatg®/Tor forty kopeks!"

The sailor paused and glanced round.

"You're lucky if you get thirty," said an old manhw looked like
Grandpa and was lying in the bow of a clumsy ba@ahed theDolphin.
"Day before yesterday | brought in four hundred ahd wouldn't give
me more than twenty-five—take it or leave it! Arftetnext minute she
started selling 'em herself for eighty."

All the fishermen began to speak at once. Theshdd touched their
sorest spot. Some complained that it was a ddg'sfliyou had no sail.
Others shouted that the market had them by thatthro

While the grown-ups were making so much noise tbeshkdid not
miss their opportunity. Some of the fishermen hemlbht their children
along on the outing. In the boats sat well-manngydd in a brand-new
print frocks and barefoot scowling boys with shipgtches of skin on
their apricot cheeks. They wore sateen Russiansbkand fishermen's
caps with anchor buttons. All of them, naturallgres Gavrik's pals.

And naturally, they started to make no less ndis@ the grown-ups.

They immediately began to tease one another, afodeb®vo minutes
had passed a regular sea battle was on. Gavrik gothe face with a
dead bullhead, while Petya's cap fell into the watel nearly sank.

There was so much noise and such splashing thahifgelled, "Shut
up, everybody, or else I'll have to tear all yoarseoff!"



"So it comes out," the sailor continued, shoutibgwe the din, "that
the bosses rob us of three-quarters of what we leathe sweat of our
brow. And what do we do about it? The minute wegaiur heads they
give it to us over the noggin with a sword. Cra€kky're still thrashing
us, comrades, and pretty hard, too. We raisedetthéag on thd®>otemkin
but we weren't able to hold out. We started ansupgi and the same
thing happened. It's awful to think of how much aafr working-class
blood has been spilled all over Russia!l How manywf brothers have
perished on the scaffold, in the tsarist torturanchers, in the dungeons
of the secret police! | don't have to tell you. Yknow it yourself. Only
yesterday you buried a fine old man of yours, wheetly and modestly
gave his life so that his grandsons and great-g@rsi might be happy.
His noble old worker's heart had stopped beating.sbul, so precious to
us all, has flown away. Where is it now? It's gameyer to return. For all
we know it may be flying above us now, like a galhd is happy to see
that we aren't giving up our cause but intend gbtfiagain and again for
our freedom—to fight until we finally throw the leak government from
our backs."

The sailor fell silent. He wiped his perspiring dbead with his
handkerchief. The wind played with the piece of sédll as if it were a
small banner.

Deep, complete silence reigned over the boats.

On shore, police whistles were already soundingathem. The sailor
looked in that direction and winked.

"Our friends are getting worried. Never mind. Lle¢ tpigs squeal, for
all the good it'll do 'em!”

He thumbed his nose fiercely at the shore, which s@inkled with
elegant umbrellas and panamas.

An instant later the handsome Fedya, lounging m gkern of his
magnificent boat, thBladya and Verastruck up the "Longing for Home"
march on his concertina.

Coloured eggs, dried sea-roaches, bread, anddatifgeared in all the
boats as if out of nowhere.

The sailor dug into his string bag and producedesoefreshments,
which he divided equally among everybody in thetbBatya's share was
a wonderful dried sea-roach, two monastery rolts @apurple egg.

The May Day outing really did prove to be a mergrkers' Easter.

Policemen ran along the shore, whistling. The bdsgan to pull
away in different directions.

From the other side of the horizon rose plastdparis heads of
clouds.



Fedya turned his face up to the sky and droppedrhisover the side
of the boat. In a clear, strong tenor he begannp the famous sailor's
song:

The sea is broad and deep,
And land is seen no more.
Comrade, were sailing far—
Far from our native shore.

Oars flashed. The song floated on.

"Comrade, I'm done for, | cannot go on,"
The stoker then said to his mate. . .

Now the song could barely be heard. "Oars readhg"dailor ordered
the boys. "Give way together!"
Clapping Terenti on the back, he sang out:

A small white ship

In the deep Black Sea.
Soon my darling sailor
Will come home to me.

"Come on, you tramps! Why don't you help?" Tereamd the two
boys gaily chimed in:

Weep no more, Marusya,
You will yet be mine.
Soon | will sail back to you
Across the foamy brine.

A white seagull glided noiselessly over the boabatspread wings. It
was as if the gull had caught the gay song in flagkd carried it off in its
coral beak like a fluttering silver fish.

For a long time the boys followed the bird withitheyes, wondering
whether this could be Grandpa's snow-white soulectoriook at his boat
and at his grandsons.

The May Day outing was over.

But they did not come in to the shore right awdyey circled about in
the sea for another two hours or so, waiting ferright moment.

First they dropped Terenti off near Zolotoi Beragd then they took
the sailor to Langeron.



Before stepping ashore the sailor looked roundaftang time. Finally
he waved his hand, said, "Well, here's trustinigit&", put his smart cane
with its horse's head handle of German silver uhikearm, and jumped
out of the boat.

"Thanks, lads," he said hastily. "Till our next g@ant meeting."

With these words he disappeared in the crowd ahpraders.

Petya returned home by dinner-time, with blistanshes palms and a
face burned a deep red in one day.

45
A FAIR WIND

A week passed.

During this time Petya did not make a single uisithe shore. He was
busy getting ready to leave for the farm. He weid town, sometimes
with Daddy, sometimes with Auntie Tatyana, to biongs.

Real summer had already come.

In Odessa, there is no difference at all betweey & June. The city
was sweltering. Striped awnings with curved redntning had been
lowered over balconies and shop-fronts. On thentHayclear-cut shade
of acacias just beginning to bloom.

Dogs ran along with their tongues hanging out, logkfor water.
Between the houses, a view of a flaming sea waudidienly open up. In
the "Centre", money-changers and flower-girls ddithe green tables
under big canvas sunshades.

Your heels sank into the soft asphalt. Here ancethaed everywhere,
tar was bubbling in hellish cauldrons.

What fun it was to spend the whole day going frone ghop to
another, buying holiday things for the country:ap, sandals, butterfly
nets, fishing rods, rubber balls, fireworks .. ddahen to come home on
the open summer horse-tram with all those light-sldaped packages!

Petya's body was still languishing in the sultry dut his impatient
spirit had flown far ahead: it was already on tteamer, it floated along
in the blue breeze of voyage.

But early one morning a familiar whistle soundeétyR ran to the
window and saw Gavrik in the middle of the courtiar

A minute later he was downstairs. Gavrik looked sually worried.
His greyish face, his tightly pressed lips and wih@atural brightness in
his eyes meant that some misfortune had taken.place

Petya's heart contracted.



"What's up?" he asked, lowering his voice to a p#iswvithout being
aware of it.

Gavrik frowned and turned aside.

"Nothing. Want to go out with us in the boat?"

"When?"

"Now. Me, Motya, and you. Under sail."

"You're lying."

"Only dogs lie."

AUnder sail?"

"You can spit in my eye."

"For a trip?"

"Call it a trip. Coming?"

"What a question!"

"Then be snappy!"

A trip in the boat, under sail!

Naturally Petya did not bother to go back for hagp.cTen minutes
later the boys were on the shore.

The boat, with the mast in place and a furled @aiilt, lay half in the
water, rocking gently.

Motya, barefooted, stood inside. She was busy nmitthe oaken
water-keg and a big loaf of rye bread into the abthe stern.

"Give us a hand, Petya," said Gauvrik, putting hiswdder to the stern.

The boys pushed off without any special difficudtyd then jumped in.

"We're off!"

Gavrik skilfully unfurled and set the new rectarggusail. The light
breeze slowly filled it. The boat heeled. Kneelingthe stern, Gavrik
attached the heavy rudder with an effort and fitkedtiller to it.

The boat, yielding to the rudder, went straighter.

"Look out!"

Petya squatted and ducked just in time. The boometl by the wind,
swung heavily from left to right directly over hiead, opening up the
glistening sea and hiding from sight the clay shvinere Motya's mother,
shading her eyes with her hand, stood knee-dedpeinveeds and wild
parsley.

Gavrik bore down on the tiller and put the weighhis back to it. The
mast tipped. The water along the side began tolguBpuncing up and
slapping the waves with its flat bottom, the baanhe out into open water
and then sailed along parallel with the shore. "Whe?" Petya asked,

"You'll see."

"Far?"

"You'll find out."

That hard, tense light came into Gavrik's eyesmagai



Petya looked at Motya. She sat on the prow withbiaee legs hanging
over the sides and stared straight in front of k. cheeks were pulled
in sternly; the wind ruffled her hair, not yet loagough to be braided.

For some time all three were silent.

Suddenly Gavrik reached into his pocket and publetla rather large
blue steel watch. He put it importantly to his detened to its ticking,
and then, not without difficulty, pried open theveo with a fingernalil
that had a mass of little white spots on it—a ssign, as everybody
knows, of good luck.

Had Gavrik pulled out a squirming adder or a hahdfuprecious
stones, Petya would have been less surprised.

A pocket-watch of his own! Why, that was almost faene as owning
a bicycle, or a Monte Cristo! Come to think ofpgrhaps even more.

Petya caught his breath. He could not believe lmss.eHe was
crushed.

Meanwhile Gavrik was intently counting the numeralgh his
forefinger.

"One o'clock, two, three, four, five. . ." he mumt "Nine and a little
bit more. That's all right. We'll make it on time."

“Let's see it!" cried Petya, overcome with amazdamen

"Hands off, it's not for sale."

"Is it yours?"

"No."

Gavrik took Petya by the sleeve and pulled him elodt's the
Committee's," he whispered mysteriously. "See?"

"l see," Petya replied, also in a whisper, althohglreally did not see
a thing.

"Now listen," Gavrik continued, glancing at Motyatf the corner of
his eye. "Our sailor's caught. See? He's in jakmBthere five days. They
caught him in Langeron, right after the May Dayiogt But his papers
are in a different name, and so far it's all right if those snakes ever
find out, you can say your prayers for him, becatsg'll hang him in a
jiffy. See? And they can find out any minute. Thegn shave off his
moustache and find some skunk who'll give him av&y.now you see
what a fix it is?"

"You're kidding!" Petya exclaimed in fright.

"If | said it it means | know what I'm talking alloiNow listen to me.
Before they find out who he is, the Committee'sngdio help him break
out. Today. At half past ten on the dot he's gamgreak out of jail and
go straight to Bolshoi Fontan. From there he'll saiour boat back to
Rumania. So now you know where we're going? To Henld-ontan.
We're taking the boat there. Terenti brought me wagch from the
Committee so we won't be late."



Gauvrik pulled out the watch again and examinedténgively.

"Almost ten. We'll be just on time."

"How will he break out?" Petya whispered. "What @ibthe guards
and the sentries?"

“That's nothing. At half past ten they let them &t a walk. In the
prison yard. All he has to do is run across theetadgle patches to the
Maly Fontan road. Terenti'll be waiting for him tean a droshky. Then
they'll come straight to the boat. See?"

"Yes. But how'll he get over the prison wall? ds high as anything.
It's like the second storey. He'll start climbingdahey'll shoot him down
with their rifles."”

Gavrik made a wry face as if he had eaten sometong

"Naw! Listen. Why should he climb over the wall?rdti'll blow it
up."

"What do you mean?"

"You're a funny bloke. Just what | said: blow it tfe'll blow a hole in
it. Last night a man from the Committee put dymamihder it. Today, on
the dot of half past ten, just when our sailortla for a walk, Terenti'll
light the fuse on the other side and run to thesitkg. He'll wait. And
then the dymanite'll go bang."

Petya gave Gavrik a stern look.

"What'll go bang?"

"The dymanite,”

"The what?"

"The dymanite," Gavrik repeated, but with much lessmfidence.
"What explodes. Why?"

"Not dymanite but dynamite," Petya said, in thestoha tutor.

"Call it whatever you want, as long as it blowsttwall down."

Only now did the meaning of Gavrik's words sinkPetya felt goose-
flesh break out on his back.

He looked at his friend with big dark eyes.

"Swear it's true."

"Honour bright."”

"Cross yourself."

"By the true and holy Cross on the church."”

Gavrik faced the monastery cupolas of Bolshoi Fordad quickly
and fervently crossed himself. But Petya took hasdafor it without that.
He had made him cross himself just as a matteormh.f Petya felt with
all his heart that it was the truth.

Gavrik lowered the sail. The boat bumped againsmall landing
stage for rowing boats on a rugged and desertag@.sho

"Got a handkerchief?" Gavrik asked Petya.

"Yes "



"Show it here."

Petya took out a handkerchief at the sight of whicmtie Tatyana
surely would have fainted.

Gavrik, however, was quite satisfied with it.

“It'll come in handy," he said gravely, with an ionfant nod. "Stow it
away."

Then he looked at the watch. It was "ten and juseay bit more".

“I'll stay in the boat," Gavrik said, "and you aNtbtya run up to the
top of the hill and stand in the lane. To meet '€he minute you see 'em
wave your handkerchief and I'll put the sail. Ursdiand, Petya?"

"Uh-huh. But what if the sentry kills them?"

"He'll miss," Gavrik said confidently, with a grismile. "He comes
from Dofinovka. He's a friend. Go up there now,y8etAs soon as you
see 'em start waving. Can you do it?"

"What a question!"

Petya and Motya climbed out of the boat and rathaphill.

Here, as everywhere along the shore from Lustdptfangeron, the
children knew every path. Making their way througke bushes of wild
lilac, the boy and the girl reached the top ofhigh bluff and stopped in
a lane between two villas.

From there they could see both the road and the sea

Far below, a little boat was bobbing up and dowrt e an even
smaller landing stage. Gavrik himself could bakayseen.

"Now listen, Motya," said Petya after he had sizgdthe situation.
"I'll climb this mulberry tree because | can seselfer from there, and you
keep a sharp eye out too. Let's see who seesr'grh fi

To tell the truth, there was no need to climb tlee tfor there was an
excellent view from below. But Petya now felt tlmt was in command.
He was eager to give orders and perform deeds.

He took a run and clambered up the tree, grunBegore he knew it
he had torn his trousers at the knees. But thahadidlisturb him. On the
contrary, it only made him grimmer and prouder.

He straddled a branch and frowned.

"Well, what are you standing still for? Walk up ashalvn!"

"Right away."

The girl looked up at Petya with frightened, dedosyes, pulled her
skirt straight with both hands, and set off segatieiwn the lane towards
the road.

"Stop! Wait!"

Motya stopped.

"Now, listen. The minute you see 'em, yell to madAhe minute | see
‘em I'll yell to you. All right?"

"All right," the girl said in a piping voice.



"Well, go ahead."

Motya turned and walked in the thick shade of gisdemilky acacias
just about to bloom; in the dust she left impriot$ier bare heels.

She went to the corner, stood there a while, aed dame back.

"Not yet. How about your side?"

"Not on my side either. Go further."

The girl again went to the corner and again redinoesay there was
no sight of them on her side.

"The same here. Walk some more."

At first Petya liked this game very much.

It was uncommonly pleasant to sit high up in a &ed strain his eyes
for the sight of a speeding carriage at the ertiefane.

How clearly he pictured it! The carriage flies gpawn by a horse all
in lather, with the coachman waving his whistlingigvoverhead. Terenti
and the sailor jump out, revolvers in their harféisson guards run after
them. Terenti and the sailor shoot it out with th€ne after another the
guards drop dead. Petya waves his handkerchiefaNiths might, jumps
nimbly from the tree and speeds down the bluff adhef everybody else,
to help put up the sail. As to Motya, she only nealises that it was they
who came. But that can't be helped: she's nothima lgirl. . . .

But time passed, and no one drove up. It was bewptedious.

Petya was tired of looking at the blinding whitado All that came by
was a carriage with an English coachman dressedHBigeni Onegin,
and a thundering ice-wagon. After the ice-wagonfdieespecially hot
and especially thirsty.

He had long since made a thorough examinationeoh#arby villa: a
bright-green lawn, gravel on the walks, thuja treestatue spotted with
purple blots of shadow, a vase from which long gheaves of aloe hung
down, and an artist painting a landscape.

The artist, who had a curly little moustache, anpa beard and a
velvet beret, sat under an umbrella on a littleifay chair with a duck
seat. He was leaning back and poking at the capwvabe easel with a
long brush.

He would take a poke and then a look, another pokieanother look.

Fitted on his outstretched left thumb was his paleéhat oval board
which was much more beautiful than the picturelfitskere, in mad but
magic disorder, were mixed all the colours and shaof the sea, sky,
clay, lilacs, grass, clouds, the boat. . . .

In the meantime the dusty carriage had long singceea and two men
were coming slowly up the lane. Ahead of them raotyd, shouting,
"They've already come on my side. Wave your harafikef! Wave it!"

Petya nearly fell off the tree. He pulled out hiandkerchief and
waved it desperately over his head.



The boat started to rock harder. Petya saw thatikGaxas jumping up
and down and waving his hands.

Terenti and the sailor passed under the mulbeesy itn which Petya
sat. Sweat streamed down their fiery-red facesyaPebuld hear their
heavy breathing.

The sailor limped badly. He was without a hat, arsdelegant cream-
coloured trousers—the same trousers in which Plegghlast seen him
during the May Day outing—were torn and smearet Wwrick dust.

His shirt-front was dirty and half-torn, showingalging chest shiny
from sweat.

The sailor's clenched fists looked as though theyevibound with the
blue cords of his veins. His moustache drooped.dHmsekbones jutted
out of his stubbly face. There was a hard sparkleis eyes. His throat
twitched.

"Hello!" cried Petya.

Terenti and the sailor looked up and grinned. P#tgaght the sailor
even winked at him,

But now they were already running down to the &=aying a cloud of
dust behind them.

"l saw them first!" said Motya.

Petya climbed down from the tree. He made beli@/bdd not heard.

The boy and the girl stood side by side looking doat the boat,
which was setting sail.

They saw the small figure of the sailor jump ineTdail billowed out.
The wind carried it away from shore as though iten& petal. Now only
Terenti and Gavrik stood on the landing stage. Aut@ later Terenti
disappeared.

Gavrik remained alone. He waved to Petya and Mdtyan started
unhurriedly up the bluff.

Bouncing and cleaving the waves, the boat quickdyglenfor the open
sea, the bright-blue, heaving sea.

"He's all by himself," said Petya.

“That's all right. We put in some bread for himwAole big loaf. And
eight smoked sea-roaches."”

Soon Gauvrik joined Petya and Motya.

“Thank the Lord we got him off," he said, crossimgself. "It was
some job!"

"What about the boat?" asked Petya. "Will it b&2bs

"Yes, it's lost," Gavrik said glumly, scratchingttop of his head.

"How will you get along without a boat?"

"Never fear. We'll manage somehow."

There was nowhere to hurry to.



The children climbed over the fence and stoppeettyubehind the
artist.

The landscape was almost finished. They held tireiath, spellbound
by the miraculous appearance of a whole world i@ piece of canvas;
a world altogether different from the real one gethe same time exactly
like it.

"The sea's there, but not the boat," whispered Mde laid her hand
on Petya's shoulder, as though by accident, aedetit.

Just then the artist picked up a drop of white émrmabrush, and in the
very middle of the canvas, in the lacquered blu¢hef sea he had just
painted, he put a small bulging comma.

"The sail!" breathed Motya, enchanted.

Now the painted sea could not be told apart from thal one.
Everything was the same. Even the sail.

Nudging one another, the children stood there flang time looking
now at the painting, now at the real and very brogeh sea, in the misty
blueness of which the little sail of Grandpa's baatlight and airy as a
seagull, was dissolving.

Below, the sea is crystal azure,
Above, the sun is gold aglow.

But it is storm the rebel thirsts for,
He will find peace in storm alone.



REQUEST TO READERS

Progress Publishers would be glad to have your iopirof this book,
its translation and design and any suggestions iy@ay have for future
publications.

Please send your comments to 21, Zubovsky BouleWwodcow,
USSR.



