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One road ran from east to west, the other from north to
south.  On the low hill where they crossed sprawled a village.
The cottages huddling in rows along either Sde of the two
roads formed the arms of a cross  From the tiny square in
the centre the belfry of a church jutted. At the foot of the
hill a river, hidden beneath ice and snow, wound its way
through a deep gully. In a few places where the pae blue
ice mantle had been broken the living water gleamed black.

A woman came out of one of the cottages ‘with a pair of
water buckets. Dangling from the yoke they swayed to
and fro in rhythm with her dow, measured tread. The
woman passed on down the dope, walking gingerly over the
dippery path. The dazzlingly brilliant rays of the sun
reflected* from the snow-drifts made her screw up her eyes
When she "came to the river she put her buckets down near
aholein the ice and glanced round. Nobody in sight. The
cottages stood there mutely as if smothered in their snowy
featherbed. The woman remained motionless for a moment,
and then, leaving her buckets on the ice, began to move
dowly along the river bank, constantly cadti ng uneasy glances
upwards, at the village.

The river made a turn into a deeper guIIy, which was
overgrown with bushes, their branches barely visble beneath
the heavy covering of snow. A narrow, scarcely perceptible
path led through the bush. The woman turned into this
path. There was arustling of ice-coated bushes around her
as she pushed her way through them. The upper branches
lashed her face and she thrust the sharp ice-coated twigs
asde, causing a shower of soft, downy snow.



The footpath ended' abruptly. The woman stopped and
peered ahead with dead, glassy eyes.

The ground here was undulating with fissures, low hillocks
and narrow gullies. Lone plumps of bushes grew here and
there. But it was not at the snow-clad hillocks, nor at the
bushes with their scant blood-red rose hips which had outlived
the autumn that the woman was staring.

Here and there vague, dark outlines were visible through
the snow. A heap of rags lay in one of the fissures. Scraps
of metal, rusty bits of iron protruded through the bluish
SNOW. :

She took another two steps forward and dowly sank to
her knees. There he lay, frozen stiff and stretched out as
taut asaviolin string.  Yet he seemed smaller, much smdler
than he had been in life. His face might have been carved
in ebony. Her eyes wandered lingeringly over that face
whose every feature she knew so well, but which was at
the same time the face of a stranger. The lips were frozen
into immobility, the nostrils distended and the lids lowered
over the eyes.  There was a petrified serenity about.the face.
On one dde, quite dose to the temple, a round hole yawned.
The congedled blood at its edges was an unnaturally brilliant
crimson. A bloody sedl on a black ground.

Apparently death from the wound had not been instanta-
neous. Apparently he had ill been dive when they had
dragged off his clothes. He had either been dive or dill
warm. It was not death, but the hand of the marauder that
had straightened out his legs and pulled his arms down stiffly
by his ddes  On the day of the battle, the day when he
had been killed, there had dso been a bitter frost, which
had immediately sezed the dead in its clutches, turning their
bodies to stone. They could never have stripped the dead.
And plunder him they had, leaving only his shirt and under-
pants. They had torn off his greatcoat, pulled off his boots
and breeches, even dtripped him of his socks. The 'blue
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underpants seemed to have grown into his body ; they looked
as if they had been painted on wood, so impossble was it
to distinguish cloth from skin. His bare feet, unlike his
dead black face, were white with an inhuman, chaky pallor.
One foot had split in the frost and the dead flesh had come
away like the sole of a boot, leaving the bone bare.

The woman stretched out her hand tremulously, touched
the dead shoulder, felt the rough cloth of the shirt and the
Stony rigidity of the body benezth it.

"Sonny. . . "

She did not weep. Her tearless eyes gazed saw, drank
in this sight: the face of her son, black as iron, the Sound
hole at the temple, the split foot, and the single token that
told of the agonies suffered before death—the fingers crooked
like claws digging into the snow, evidence of his last con-
vulsions.

Gently the woman stroked the wind-blown snow from his
dark hair. One raven lock lay on his forehead. She could
not bring hersdf to touch it—the hair clung to the open
wound, had grown into it, held fast by the clotted blood.

Every time she came here she wanted to brush back that
lock of hair. But she was afraid to touch it, afraid to
disturb him, as though she might cause the dead lad pain,
might irritate the wound.

"Sonny. "

Her parched lips whispered that one word mechmlcdly,
as if he could hear her, as if he might even raise those heavy,
darkened lids and look a her with his dear, grey eyes

The woman did not stir, her eyes fixed on the black face.
She did not fed the cold, nor did she notice the numbness
in her knees. She just gazed.

A raven rose from the solitary tree which sood over the
gully.  Heavily he flapped his wings, described a cirde and
then pounced on a heap of rags lying under a bush. Cocking
his head, he looked round. Rusty patches of blood had
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seeped through the bullet-riddled cloth. For a moment the
bird sood there, his head to one sde, for dl the world as
though he were plunged in thought. Then he took a peck.
Crack! The frost had doneits work: everything that had
been left here a month ago had become as hard as stone.

The woman recovered from her deathlike immobility.

"Sh-0-o00!"

The raven raised himself cumbroudy and sank down again
a few paces distant from the snow-covered human figure.

"'Sh-o-o0!"

She picked up a lump of frozen snow and threw it a the
bird. The raven hopped and then flew lazily back to its
former perch on the tree.  The woman rose from her knees,
sighed, took a last look at her son and turned down the
path.

She sooped over the ice-hole, drew up some water and
dowly climbed the dope, bending double under the weight
of her full buckets. The sun had risen higher in the heavens,
but the frost had not abated. The snow looked blue, but
she did not know whether it was redly blue or whether her
eyes were dill seeing the blueness of the cloth frozen into
the flesh of the motionless, outstretched, chalk-white, fearful
legs of her son.

In front of the cottage a frozen sentry was stamping up
and down. He hopped from one leg to the other, hunched
up his shoulders, thrust his hands under his armpits, rubbed
his cheeks, with his tiff fingers. The piercing frost pene
trated mercilesdy through his shoddy boots, through his
greenish summer greatcoat, nipped his fingers and clawed his
gyes. The sentry looked closdy at the woman, athough he
had known her for a long time, ever since his unit had come
to this village. She walked past without even seeing him.
The door cresked and a cloud of steam billowed out.

"Why have you been so long? It's Smply impossible the
way | have to wait for you!" -
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She did not answer, but pressing her lips together walked
over to the stove and poured some water into a pot standing
on the fire. She threw some wood onto the barely glowing
embers.

"Give me a glass of water, I'm thirsty,"

"There's water in the bucket. Take some™ she answered
curtly.

The other woman quivered with rage under the eiderdown.

"You wait till my husband comes, I'll tell him!"

The woman shrugged her shoulders. Husband indeed. . .

Slowly she piled dry wood in the stove. Yes, such it
seems is fate. There were three hundred peasant homes in
the village, and every one of them had sent somebody to
the war. But only her son lay there in the gully near the
river, a month aready and they hadn't alowed her to bury
him. He had been lying there in the snow for a whole month,
while the frost turned his face into black iron, split his feet
like kindling wood, and made his fingers blue. There were
others lying there as well, aso of their own people, but ill
they were not sons, brothers, husbands, they were not from
this village. Only he. Only he had been fated to perish
here, beside his native village, some two hundred paces from
his own home. She aone had been fated to see how the
hungry ravens circled over the unburied corpse of her son.
And it was in her house, of dl others, as if it had been done
deliberately, in sheer mockery, that the German officer had
ingaled his kept woman.. If only she had been a German,
brought here from afar, a stranger who spoke a different
language, who was as hogtile and as thoroughly hated as
those others in the green greatcoats. But no, just to make
it worse it had to be a local woman who had sold hersdlf,
who for slk sockings and French wine had betrayed her
country, her kith and kin, her own husband, a commander
in the Red Army, those who lay daughtered in the gully—
she had betrayed them al. It turned her ssomach and made
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her blood run cold to think that the woman should have
found sanctuary under her roof, lolling in a featherbed,
shouting out orders and playing the grand lady in her house.
She was not in the least ashamed ; she did not walk about with
downcast eyes or blush when she met people. She went her
way smugly, brazenly and demanded that she be waited on.

"You just wait, just wait a bit,"" whispered the woman
into the fire as it began to burn up, paying no attention
whatever to the stream of abuse that came from the bedroom.
"Oh, you'll get it, you'll get it al right, get it so you'll wish
a hundred times over that you'd never been born."

She did not look up when she heard hurried, heavy steps
in the lean-to.  She knew who it was without looking. Only
her face st grimly.

The officer passdi into the bedroom, paying no attention
to the woman bending over the stove.

"What, aren't you up yet?"

The woman in the bed pouted petulantly.

"What's the use of getting up? You're never here. . . .
I'm bored to tears. . . . You go out but I'm here al the
time with that nasty woman. . . . You'll see, sh€ell poison
me yet."

He sat down on the edge of her bed.

"Don't be dlly. . . . You're midress here, understand?
Why must you be bored? 'Turn on the gramophone, you've
got heaps of records, or read. As it is | spend every free

minute with you. It's war, you know. . . . Always some-
thing up."

She sighed. .

"War, dwayswar. . . . You could at least ask for leave

and take me away from here."

The officer shrugged.

"Slly. Now's no time for leave. And if | send yoti to
Germany adone what will you do when you get there?. It's
better to stay together."
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She did not answer. Slowly she rose and stretched out
her hand to the chair for her clothes. The officer got up
from the edge of the bed and sat down on a bench, hisses
fixed on her. Yes, she was good to look at. Otherwise he
wouldn't have dragged her around with him for three months
as he had.  She was different, quite different from the women
he was used to, and different from the other women he had
met here too. .

"Listen, Pusya, someone told me the loca teacher was
your sigter,"

The stocking in her hand remained suspended in the air.
She tilted her .head to her shoulder with tlie grace of a sck
monkey. Yes, she was very attractive when she did that.
A fragile, ethered little animal.

With one baby hand she tucked her hair behind her ears.
They were tiny, comica ears, narrow, triangular, coming to
a point on top like a baby anima's’ And her teeth were
triangular, only now did he notice it, after three months.
She was biting her pale underlip with them.

"Wdll, so what?"

Again she pushed back her hair. Her red-lacquered
triangular finger nails glinted like bloodstained claws.

"Yes, she's my sster. And what of it?"

"She's not very fond of us, your sister.”

Pusya's round black eyes gleamed susp|C|oust

"And—er—do you like her?"

He laughed, a hoarse cackling laugh.
~ "No!' What"an idea! | don't like plump blondes. She's
got fat legs like. ..." He was going to say, like my wife's,
but stopped himself in time.

Pusya glanced contentedly at her short but well-shaped legs.

"Yes, that's true, she is a hit stout. _

"You never told me you had a sster here.”

"Why should I? She used to live here and | there, we
hardly ever met.  She's quite different.”
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"In»what way different?’

Pusya thoughtfully brushed a stray lock of hair behind
her ear. Her paste earrings flashed.

"She teaches children, works and works. . . . And what
does she get out of it? Nothing. She's satisfied with every-
thing, everything pleases her,™

"A Bolshevik, to put it bluntly?"

"Who knows . . ,. may be she is" she answered lazily,
and then suddenly flared up: "Why are you asking so many
questions about her? You sy you didn't take a fancy to
her, and yet you keep asking about her."

"I was just asking. If | am interested in her it's not as
awoman, | can assure you of that, not as awoman."

Pusya did not notice the peculiar note in his voice. She
carefully drew on her stockings, and pulled a slk dip
over her head. From his pocket, he took out a little
package.

"Here you are, baby, | redly just ran in for a minute to
bring you some chocolate. 1've got to go, I've loads, of work
today. Keep yoursdf busy till evening. | shan't be late.”

She made a wry face.

"Alone, aone, the whole day alone. . . . When will this
war end?"

"It will end." ,

"It's dl right for you to talk. ..."

She opened the coloured wrapper and sank her pointed teeth
into the chocolate, taking a bite from the whole bar without
bresking off a piece

"Put on the gramophone. Your dinner will be brought
to you. Wadl, good-bye."

He kissed her cardesdy and went out.* The sentry was
dill stamping his feet in front of the cottage, trying hard
to get them warm.  He sprang to attention when he saw the
officer. The Captain passed him and turned towards the
square.  The big building which had formerly housed the
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Village Soviet was crowded with soldiers and N.C.O.'s. They
drew themselves up stiffly and saluted ; he scarcely answered
them. The room was dim with clouds of grey, smoke.

The officer pushed open the door of the room which served
& his office.

"Bring her in."

He sa down at the table and yawned. He envied Pusya,
who could lie about in bed to this hour, while he had to
jump up when it was barely light, in addition to which his
whole day had been filled with unfinished jobs.

The soldiers led in a woman wearing a heavy sheepskin
jacket, a dark dress showing beneath. He threw adistrustful
glance at her.

"|s-that her?"

“Its  her."

. She stood somehow awkwardly and heavily in front of the
table. A few strands of hair, grey at the temples, escaped
from under her shawl. Her face was plain, rough-hewn, -an
ordinary peasant face.

"Name."

"Olena Kostyuk."

He twirled a pencil in his fingers, running his eyes over
the woman standing in front of him. One of the two: ether
the soldiers had made a mistake, or, judging by the deter-
mined, firm line of the chin and the eyes that looked him
draight in the face, he had before him the prospect of a long
and tedious interrogation.

"You were with "the guerillas?’

She was neither taken aback, nor startled. Without
removing her eyes from him she answered:

"l was with the guerillas.”

"Ah. ... S, . .. This  unexpectedly ready
admisson astounded him. Mechanicaly he began to draw
garlands of fantastic leaves on the paper that lay |n front
of him.
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"And why did you return to the village? Why did they

send you?"

"No one sent me. | came oh my own."

"I see. You came on your own. . . . And why did you
‘come?’

This time she did not answer. Her dark eyes were
fixed on the thin, gaunt face of the officer, staring straight
into his colourless eyes, framed in their faded eyeashes.

"Well?'

She sad nothing.

"How's that? Here you were with the guerillas and
suddenly you come home, to the village. What's the matter
with you there, haven't you any discipline? You had better
tell me straight off what they sent you for."

"l came on my own. | couldn't stay any more."

"Couldn't stay. . . . Why not?" His interest was
aroused. "Things were going badly, eh? Your commander
'was shot during the last attack, wasn't he? The unit dis
banded, eh?"

"I don't know anything about the unit. | came home."

"But why, al of a sudden, just like that?

Her lips moved, but no sound came from them.

"Did you decide that it was al nonsense, criminal,
banditry? Just didn't want any more of it?"

She shook her head.

"No. ... | smply couldn't stay any more."

"But why couldn't you?" .

She made an obvious effort. Then she sad straight at
those watery, blinking eyes with their colourless eyelashes:

"l came home for my delivery.”

"What's that?"

"I came to give birth.

"S that'sit. . . "

He burst into his hoarse, cackling laugh and a shiver ran
down her back at the sound.
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"Cold, are you? This place is heated and you're bundled
up as if you Were out in the frost. Take your Shawl off 1"

Obediently she took off her thick, heavy shawl and laid
it on the bench:

‘Take off your coat!"

She hesitated a moment, then unbuttoned and removed
her heavy jacket. He stared at her closdy. Yes, no doubt
about it. This was the last month of pregnancy.

The woman was breathing heavily. He' redlized that it
was an effort for her to stand, and deliberately dragged the
business out, twirling his pencil, asking his questions more
and more dowly, with longer pauses between them.

She answered promptly to every question .that concerned
her persondly. Yes, she was married. Her husband had
been killed in the war. In the past, before the Revolution,
she had worked on an edate, had regped the landlord's
wheat and milked the landlord's cows. After the Revolution
she had worked on a collective farm. She had joined the
“guerilla detachment as soon as it.had been formed, but had
kept her condition secret. When it had become difficult for
her to get about, and the time of her confinement had come
dose, she had returned to the village. She wanted to bear
her child in peace.

"So. . . . Bear the child in peace. . . ." he repeated.
"You blew up a bridge last week." |

"I did"

"Who helped you?"

"Nobody, | did it myself."

"Youre lying. We know al about it—better tell me
draight out."

“Nobody, | did it myself."

"Vay well, then. Where are the guerillas now?"

She was slent. Her dark eyes looked the officer camly
in the face. He sighed. It was the old story over again.
Stubborn slence, long, endless investigation, the employment
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of dl possble ways and means, and, asarule, dl for nothing.
He knew: either they began to talk at once, or you could
never drag anything out of them. This time he had been
mided by the first answers. But he had been right in his
first impresson of her outward appearance—the stubborn
lines of her chin, the firm and confident lines of her lips.
Yes, she would talk about herself, tell him everything con-
cerning herself. But about those others—not a word.

"Well, where were you before you came to the village?

Slence. He tapped his pencil on the table nervously, not
looking at the woman he was interrogating. A sudden wave
of boredom, disgusting, cloying, hopeless boredom, swept
over him.  Wouldn't it be better to give it al up and go to
Pusya? He could hand over the interrogation to someone
dse . . . But he wanted to squeeze a least something out
of her about the guerilla detachment which was making itsdf
felt dl over the Digtrict, and he had little faith in the intdli-
gence of his subordinates. Besides they had to depend on
an interpreter who redly had a poor knowledge of the
language and who was not any too bright. He himsdf was
fluent in the language, in two of them in fact: Ukrainian and
Russian. He had trained for quite different work in these
parts. But 4ill the languages came in useful even in war-
time, and the hours he had spent on learning them had not
been wasted. :

"Well, what have you to say? They cdl the commander
Curly, don't they? But that's a nickname, of course
What's his rea name?" ,

Slence. He could see that she was dead tired. Beads of
perspiration stood out on her temples, on her forehead, around
her lips. The deep lines on either sde of her mouth 'became
deeper, her arms hung limply at her sdes.

"Are you going to spesk or not?"

Quite suddenly he realized that he was tired himself.  Akh,
better throw up the whole thing and go home. He wondered,
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was Pusya up yet, or had she taken advantage of his absence
to dive under the covers again?

But Pusya was not deeping. She spent a long time put-
ting on her dress, and a long time looking at hersdlf in the
mirror. She put on the gramophone, but soon wearied of
the well-known tunes. She wanted to talk to somebody.
But to whom?

She went into the kitchen and helped hersdf to some water
from the bucket. Fedosa Kravchuk was gtting on a low
gtool by the stove peeling potatoes. Pusya sat down on the
bench under the window and watched the potato peds curling
between the woman's fingers in long narrow ribbons and
falling into the basket below.

"Awfully small potatoes” she said.

Fedosa did not answer.

"Are they aways like that here?"

Silence.

"Why don't you ever answer me?"

The woman raised her head and glanced at her—taciturn,
indifferent, cold. Again* she bent over her work.

"Looking a me like that!  Don't you think I'm a person?
Nobody to say a word to the whole day long. It's enough
to kill youl"

She began to feel sorry for herself, in addition to which
dhe felt sick, and it struck her that she should have saved
part of thé chocolate. She never could restrain hersdf from
immediately gobbling up everything Kurt brought her.

A potato splashed into the pot. Drops of water spattered
the clay floor.

"don't  think I've ever done you any harm, have ?"

The grey eyes took her in with a rapid, keen glance. But
dill she received no reply.

"I'm forever done. . . . Kurt runs in for a minute and
then goes away again. . . . Nobody to tak to, to gt with

. And outside it's freezing, it's impossble to go out. I'll
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go mad here. . . . Gramophone and more gramophone, |
know al those records by heart. Do you like the gramo-
phone?'

She clenched her tiny fists angrily till the sharp nails dug
into her pams.

"Why don't you answer me? | haven't got the plague,
haver ?"

Fedosa raised her head.

"You've got something worse than the plague, far worse!
And you'll die worse than people die of the plague.”

Pusya's mouth dropped open in utter amazement. Her
round eyes grew even rounder.  She had never really believed
that Kravchuk would speak. And suddenly she had spoken,
broken that stupid slence, which had lasted a whole month.
And how she had spoken! What should she do? Scream,
go up to her, hit her, burst into tears, or get up, go into
her own room and put on the jolliest, noisest record she
had?

Unexpectedly for hersdf she'did none of these things.

"What do you want from me? What ese could | have
done? Starveto death? Wait? "Wait for what? They've
come here to stay! | had to get myself fixed up somehow.
. . . Seryozha has mogt likely died a long time ago. . . .
Kurt's not a bad chap, | know, not at al a bad chap, and
what's more, | don't want to live here any longer, I've had
"enough of dl this. And hell take me back to Dresden with
him, it's better there than it is here.  What sort of life did
| have here? Nothing to wear. Worry your head off over
every pair of stocknigs, aways afraid they'll tear.  You know
how essy it is to g6t another pair!”

"There you are, that's you al over. . . . That's just
what I'm saying. . . . Stockings. . . . Your dder is a
decent woman, a teacher, everything nice and proper. But
you—stockings. . . . ,I don't even want to cdl you what
you redly* are. . . . And your Kurt will never take you
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anywhere. He'll throw you off like they throw off dl their
fancy women. Hell ditch you even before hell have to
clear out himself, and you can bet hell have to! Never
mind, St tight while you can, and degp with your German
in my featherbed. It's not so long that the pair of you will
be stting'here, not so long!  Our men will come and they'll
show you a thing or two!"

Pusya shrank back on the bench. The quiet words lashed
her like a whip. In a voice that trembled with wrath she
choked out the words:

"All right, al right, I'll tell Kurt why you're away so
long when you go for the water! As soon as he comes, I'll
tell him!" ]

The woman sprang up. The freshly peeled potatoes rolled
across the floor. The knife dropped with a clatter. Bending
forward, her face hard as stone, she went straight up to
Pusya, who white with fear thrust her feet under the bench,
and, as though it would protect her, raised her hands to her
breast.

"How do you know where I go? How do you know?"

Then Pusya remembered that there was a sentry marching
up and down under the window and that one shout would be
sufficient. That calmed her.

"l know everything | have to!"

"You. . . ."

Fedosa suppressed the desire to seize her by the throat,
to drangle her, to stamp out that .tiny black creature so like
a cringing rat. She was filled with inexpressible revulsion
a the idea of having to touch that weak, fragile body, the
revulsion of the healthy, normal person in the presence of
deformity and sickness. She spat, returned to her stool by
the stove and hurriedly set about the potatoes ; a long potato
pedling again wound out of her hand, the water in tjie pot
splashed, sprinkling the floor. And Pusya, her head held
high, went to her room to put on the gramophone. She
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began to look through the records. At first she wanted some-
thing lively, the very liveiest, but at the last moment she
felt sorry for herself, felt the insult sticking in hea throat,
and sdlected another record.

Fedosa went on peding potatoes and felt her heart grow
cold. That one knew then. She knew and would surely
tell the German. She had kept her secret until the time had
come to use it, like an adder does it sting. And now she
would tell him in revenge.

In the bedroom a low, thin voice was singing:

"The fireplace is aglow. . . ." )

What would happen? She did not doubt that the officer
would not leave things as they were. The order forbidding
the burial of those who had died in the last battle was ill
in force. Let them lie there in the gully near the village at
the mercy of the winds, the frosts and the ravens. Let them
lie there naked and plundered to warn and put fear into the
hearts of others—a symbol of the German triumph. At first
the peasants had attempted to bury the dead. They had not
managed it, for the gully was kept under constant observa-
tion. Young Pashchuk had crawled as far as the bridge one
night with a spade, and from that night on he had lain there
together with the others, a bullet in his ches, his head in a
snow-drift. So everything had remained as it was. People
redized that there was nothing to be done.

But nobody dse in the whole village had a son there.
Nobody but she. It had been Vasyas fate aone to be in
the detachment that had passed through the village. What
a joy that had been then! ... He had suddenly run into
the cottage, laughing and jolly as ever. Only for a moment,
a tiny moment. And at dawn the Germans had come, had
caught them unawares, and Vasya had been in just that
group which they had surrounded- and annihilated in the
-gully.

° Sr)mle found him the same day. Her heart led her straight
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to the spot where he lay. He was adready dead and they
had aready sripped him of his clothes.

Eevecy day since then, a month past now, she had gone
there and looked a her son, had seen how his body had
grown stiff, how it had changed, how the frost had blackened
his face with blackness of iron, and split his naked foot.
She was dready accustomed to the fact that every day, even
twice a day, when she went down for water she could see
her dead child. And now? What would happen now?

"Tenderness, love, caresses, dreams of you. . . ." sang
the gramophone. -

He wouldn't leave things as they were, he wouldn't over-
look it. She was not afraid for herself. She was afraid for
her chlid, for her dead child, .who had perished there in the
gully, frozen, petrified, for her child with the rouncj bullet
hole in his temple. It was as if she were about to lose him
a second time—they would take him away, throw him into
some unknown pit, abuse him, mutilate him, deform him—
they were capable of that, oh, more than capable. . . .

"Tenderness, love, caresses, dreams of you. . . ."

The gramophone was insufferably irritating.

Pusya as daydreaming, and for the tenth time played
the same record. The gramophone sang of love that had
passed, of happiness that had gone, of letters that no longer
meant anything. In tune with the sombre thoughts of the
woman sitting by the stove, the gramophone sang tender
words. Fedosa Kravchuk grasped the blunt knife in her
hand but felt no pain. A drop of blood appeared where
she had cut the skin.  She wiped her hand with the corner
of her apron.

‘The fireplace is aglow. ...

What should she do? How should she go about it? It
seemed to her that she had to save Vasyas life, that she had
to save him from something horrible and cruel, more cruel
than death itself. But how?
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She knew that it was imposshle to take him away from
there. He had frozen into the snow, grown into the ice-crug.
Only the warmth of spring would free him from his icy bed.
But even if. . . .How could she lift him up, even though
he had shrunk and was now no bigger than he had been
when he was fifteen or sixteen? How could she lift him?
Where could she take him, where could she hide him from
the murderers' eyes?

"Tenderness, love, caresses. . .

The foul paws of the Germans would touch him. The
loathsome German jackboot would kick him. Cow-like
German faces would grimace and guffaw over him, and
amongst them she would hear the hoarse cackling laughter of
Captain Kurt Werner. Fedosia wrung her hands in hopeless
despair, in her extremity of helplessness. She forgot the
potatoes, forgot the fire, over which the grey ash was grow-
ing thicker and thicker, and sat there without stirring, her
unseeing eyes staring straight ahead.

She had thought that there could be nothing worse, that
every possible blow had aready been dedlt her heart. But
it seemed that this was not so. There was no limit, no
bounds to the black cloud that had settled over the village
on that December day, threatening it every minute with
countless disasters to come.

Then suddenly the thought struck her: how had that one
come to know about it? Who had told her?

Familiar figures flashed through her mind. The teacher?
No, Fedosa haedtily thrust aside that suspicion. Under no
circumstances.  Who then?

The village, of course, knew. But the villagers were al
her own people Pdageya never went anywhere, nobody
taked to her, how could she have found out? Who had
betrayed the sorrow of this mother into the enemy's hands,
who had ddivered Vasyas body, his blood, his death, his
sufferings into the hands of the German hangmen?
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The gramophone scraiched and stopped.  Pusya pulled on
her felt boots and carefully buttoned up her fur coa. It
was a bit on the large sde, that coat ; Kurt had torn it off
somebody in the town and presented it to her, hiswife. But
it was warm, you could tuck your hands into the deeves,
and the big fluffy collar protected your cheeks from the
frost.

Pusya stepped off the porch and took a deep breath. Th?
air was as transparent as ice and as cold, a huge block of
ice filling the whole world. The snow was bluish in the
shadows but in 'the sun it sparkled like diamonds, glittered
and flashed, cutting into the eyes with its pitiless glare. To
Ithe right and left of the hill on which the village stood
gtretched an endless plain of dazzling white and blues. The
frost had gripped earth and sky in its pincers, had nipped
the little village quietly nestling a the crossroads. Pusya
looked towards the cottage. Here and there soldiers were
bustling about, and on the square in front of the church,
where the black outlines of the artillery battery were visible,
were more soldiers.  But not one of the villagers was to be
seen.  She moved on, resolved to vigt Kurt in his office.

At the edge of the square stood a gallows—two upright
posts and a cross-heam. The body of a matfpwpas hanging
from the centre. Indifferently Pusya passededi. ™$hf symbol
of Kurt's authority in the village. She was a accus
tomed to the sight, the young fellow had belih } there
when she had come here with Kurt a - had
become stiff and rigid, losng semblance toa human being
and looking more like a block of wood than a human body.
The snow crunched loudly, as if she were treading on glass
crackling and squeaking unpleasantly. She walked along an
absolutely deserted dreet. The cottage windows, covered
from top to bottom with a thick coating of frost as if they
had been boarded up, looked like white-filmed eyes. Smoke
was rising from a few of the chimneys—those belonged to
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the houses where the Germans were quartered. In the other
houses nobody was cooking—there was nothing to cook.

The door of one of the cottages opened and a blond head
peeped out, button seeing who was coming down the dtreet
the head disappeared and the door dammed shut. Pusya
shrugged her shoulders. It was true that they avoided her
as though she had the plague, trying not to meet her even
accidentally. Children scampered off if they happened to
cross her path.  Well, let them, let them if they liked. In
any caxe they would al die of cold and hunger, that's what
was in dore for fhem. She, on the contrary, was walking
about in high feather, "healthy and strong, wearing a lovely
fur coat and able to nibble as much chocolate as she liked ;
later she would go to Germany with her captain husband.
Everyone is master of his own fate—they had made their
choice and 'so had she. Fools they believed in something
that would never be and were waiting for something that
would never come. They were doomed to bitter disappoint-
ment. "Kurt had explained and made clear to her why the
German™ were bound to win, and why al this rabble here
had to perish if they would not work honestly for the
Germans. But they simply refused to understand anything,
though it wassail so smple. They were waiting for those
others-she " say, wasn't a bit, anxious to se them.
Wasn't-she tfetter off now? Much better off.

Thesnow scresked under her feet and her eyes werg dazzled
by the glae.  When would there be an end to these accursed
frosts? She dreamed of the warmth. She wanted to curl
up like a cat and warm hersdlf in the sun, to feel the caress-
ing warmth of ,the sun with her whole body and to let it
Soak into the very marrow of her bones. Even ‘the blind-
ingly briliant sun was like an,ice qollnter now and seemed
itsdf to be radiating cold.

The sentry a the door admitted her at once. She knocked
and without waiting fof an answer or paying any attention
20



to .the unessiness of Kurt's subordinates, walked into his
office.

"What's the matter?"

"Nothing's the matter,"" she answered peevishly. "l just
got lonesome for you." She cast an appraising glance over
the woman standing by the table.  An ederly woman, already
turning grey, with a big stomach, pregnant. Pusya seated
hersdf on the edge of a chair.

"Will you be through soon?"

"I've already told you. . . . Can't you se I'm busy."
He was obvioudy annoyed. Pulling her over to the window,
he whispered angrily:

"How many times have | told you not to come here!
What sort of way is that to act? I'm busy, you can see
that I'm busy. As soon as I'm through I'll come home."

She pouted like an offended child.

"I'm so'awfully, dreadfully lonely. You might at lesst
come home so we could have lunch together!  I'm so miser-
able. . . . You'reneverthere. . . . What pleasure do you
get out of talking to an old hag! Can't somebody dse do
it?" '
"No, they can't. And'that old woman is a guerilla, under-
stand?"

Pusya was thunderstruck.

"A guerillal Kurt, what are you talking about! Look
at her, she's about to give brith!"

"There, you see" he interrupted her. "Now run aong,
run adong. I'll be coming soon."

Humbly she stroked his deeve.

“Kurt, darling, Il st here for a minute and ligten. Al
right? 1 won't be in your way?"

"Well, sWhere if you want to only this is just as boring,"
Ee sad" with a wave of his hand and pushed up a chair for

er,

She uhbuttoned her coat and s down. The slly smile
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never left her lips, and her round black eyes watched.the
woman standing at the table. So she is a guerilla  That's
funny, rea funny 'that is ... She knew that Kurt was
afraid of the guerillas although he himself had never admit-
ited being afraid of anything. But he was afraid of the
guerillas, she could fedl it, and athough she didn't know
why, it afforded her a dight feeling of triumph. There was
something then that roused fear in the self-confident, invin-
cible Kurt, who aways had an answer pat and to whom
everything was aways so clear and smple.

No, she hadn't imagined the guerillas like this. She had
pictured them as giants armed with axes and overgrown with
hair ; mysterious people who hid in the woods and were not
afraid of these terrible frosts that had held the whole world
imprisoned for such a long time. And this was just an
ordinary village woman, like Fedosia Kravchuk, and pregnant
into the bargain. Pusya glanced a the enormous stomach
dretching the woman's rusty-black skirt. She felt a sense
of pleasure in the fact that she hersdf was smal and dim,
that she was gitting there quietly, wrapped in soft furs, and
if she wanted to could get up and walk off with an easy gait,
could put on the gramophone and dance with Kurt. This
very evening, if she wanted to.

Kurt kept asking questions in a dull, tired voice. And the
woman answered. At first Pusya listened to the questions
and answers, but soon realized that this was indeed uninter-
eding. Not only was it uninteresting, it was slly. Kurt
kept asking the very same thing over and over again and
that one kept answering in the very same words.

Olena was tired to death. Black spots danced before her
eyes, and black waves, rising from somewhere underneath
the table, darkened her sight. She had to strain her every
nerve to barge through the growing blackness that was engulf-
ing everything around her, and a such times the officer
behind the table, the papers lying in front of him, and the
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windowpane behind him would swim out of the darkness.
She felt the perspiration breaking out on her face, cold,
clammy, unpleasant. Her arms were as heavy as iron
weights, her legs ached unbearably, most likely they were
terribly swollen. How long had she been standing here?
An hour, two, three? May be more, may be a whole day?
But, no, the sun was still shining brightly through the window,
S0 it hadn't lasted as long as she thought.

Her abdomen ached, and all her insides hurt as though
someone were dowly drawing out the nerves. And to cap
it dl that one had come. Olena knew about her, knew who
she was. And there she sat with her round buttons of eyes.
Now she had taken off her fur hat and was tucking her hair
back behind her ears. The woman's tired eyes caught the
glint of the paste jewel in her earring and rested on it. The
glass was,flashing, scintillating with a tiny fire. Then again
the darkness began to roll up, and only that sharp little ray
penetrated through the black waves that enveloped her.
Olena swayed, clenched her fists and drew herself up again.
No, no. She must not fall, must not fall here, before the
eyes of this officer's mistress, who had sold her own people
and gone to bed with the officer, who was sitting there now
in furs, flashing her earrings and looking at the pregnant
woman being tortured by the German officer as if it were
some spectacle for her benefit.

The vacant smile seemed to be carved on Pusyas lips, but
she was not thinking of Olena or listening to the questions
and answers. She was warm and it was pleasant to think
that she was sitting in Kurt's office, that she was the only
one here who could come in aone and go out when she
wanted to. Those others were brought in by soldiers with
bayonets and were then taken away to some place from which
no one ever returned. And how they al feared Kurt, and
Kurt belonged to her, to her alone, and she could be hard
to please and capricious, and Kurt would cdl her little
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monkey and was going to take her back to Dresden with
him. . . .

"You are a mother," sad Kurt, and Olena, who was
dready giddy, seized on this word, as if it were a lifesaver.

Of course, she was a mother.  No, it had never even enter-
ed the German officer's head that he had helped her, helped
her at the very moment when the earth was giving way
under her, when she was overcome with a strange weakness
and when everything around her was swimming and plunged
in gloom.

"You are a mother. . . ."

Who had sad that? The German officer behind the table,
or Curly, the jolly pock-marked lad in the woods, commander
of the detachment? '

"You are a mother. ...

She was not thinking of the child that lay under her heart,
that took the breath from her lungs and prevented her from
danding up dtraight.  She was thinking of those others in
the woods, of dl those who had caled her mother.  She had
been older than al the rest, much older. And she had gone
out on reconnaissance, had even blown up a bridge, but she
had not regarded that as her main job. She had washed,
cooked, looked after the men, who really had nobody to
look after them. She had tended the sick, bandaged the
wounded, mended their torn clothing. She had done what
a mother usualy does  And they had called her: "Mother."

"You are a mother. "

To her these words were like a cal from the men in the
woods, from jhose whose lives now depended on a sngle
word from her. It was like being reminded of a duty, like
a greting from them, like their voices carried here from afar.

"Where are the guerillas hiding out?"

She remembered every path, every bush and every tree in
that woodland thicket. The road th'e officer was asking
about stood out clearly in her memory.  She was even afraid

24



that those watery eyes in their framework of colourless lashes
would see, would trace the road in hef thoughts. Quickly,
quickly, she must think of something ese, about her own
house, about the river, the neighbours. But in her mind
there stubbornly appeared the path, and the shelters under
the fir trees, and Curly's jolly, pock-marked, comica face.
Sixteen lads, and she, their mother. Yes, there in that wood-
land glade were sixteen of her sons, sixteen brave, fearless
sons.  Sons of a woman farmhand, who had waited so long,
waited until happiness had come, the happiness of a free
man, who knew nought of the whip of the master's bailiff.

"l don't know anything about the detachment. They've
gone off, but where they went | don't know."

Kurt clenched his fist. After four hours of questioning
he had arived a the same dead end from which he had
Started. Angrlly he folded up his papers.

"Hans!"

A soldier came into the room.

"Teke her away—to the shed. You'll st in the cold for
a bit, perhaps that will sober you. Sit and think it over,
and when you've finished thinking cal the sentry. Hell
let me know." With an irate movement he locked his
drawer.,

"Come aong, Pusya, well have lunch together."

Pusya jiimped with joy. After al, it was a good thing she
had come. ¢ If she hadn't he would certainly have sa there
till evening.

The glare of the snow blinded her again.  Kurt's jackboots
made the snow crunch even louder than her felt boots. The
icy air bit their cheeks.

"What under the sun-is that?"

She dtopped short and looked in the direction in which
Kurt was pointing. In the distance, where the blue of the
ground merged with the chill blue of the sky, a rainbow was
gleaming, a glowing column of colour rising doft and dis
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appearing, melting away in the infinite heights. Green, blue,
violet and rose hues, a crystal clear, translucent vison, pure
and light, like tinted down.

"A rainbow," sad the astonished Kurt. "A rainbow in
winter. ... Do you have such things here?"

Pusya thought for a moment.

"No, | don't think so, at least I've never seen one before.”

Kurt was still standing there, his eyes bent on the glowing
column of colours joining heaven and earth.

"Come on, it's cold, my feet are frozen. ..."

"They say the rainbow is a good omen. . . ."

"A rainbow is a rainbow,” said Pusya, findly losing Al
patience and tugging at his deeve.

In those few minutes the column had soared still higher
and curved round. Now the rainbow hung over the earth in
a triumphal arch, rose, violet and green, glowing with a
luminous gold-steeped sheen. The sky, a huge glass cupola,
covered the earth like a glassbell.  On the square, the soldiers
a the guns, their heads thrown back, were staring at the
unsual sght.

When they got home, Fedosia Kravchuk was standing in
front of the cottage. She too was looking at the rainbow,
quietly, keenly, intently.

‘They say the rainbow is a good omen,” remarked the
officer as he passed.

The elderly peasant woman shrugged her shoulders.

"Yes, yes, s0 they say,” she answered in a strange voice,
and dood aside to let them enter. She hersdlf remained
standing at the door. Dressed only in blouse and skirt, her
arms bare, she stood there completely oblivious of the bitter
frost, unable to take her eyes from the glowing vision, the
triumphal arch flung acrosdl the sky, iridescent, pervaded with
a soft, golden, diffuse radiance.
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Curled up in a bal, her head thrust under Kurt's arm,
Pusya dept clamly, breathing evenly, like some small animal.
The officer lay on hisback, snoring. Fedosa Kravchuk, lying
on-the deeping shelf over the oven in the kitchen, was listening
to his snoring. It irritated her unbearably, and she felt as if
it was this snoring that prevented her from deeping. With
wide-open eyes she stared at the window, where the moonlight
was sparkling on -the thick coating of forst. An uncanny
blue light penetrated into the room, and the table, the benches
and the bucket on the floor cagt strange, terrifying shadows.

Still, it was night at last. The day had come to an end.
Another day. She no longer heard the cackling snigger of the
officer and the simpering lisp of his tart, no longer saw the
insidious glances which that one had been darting at her the
whole evening. She had apparently decided to play with her
for a while, not to speak out a once. No, she hadn't said
anything. She kept looking askance at Fedosia and following
her with a smirk, deriving pleasure from the fact that the
latter was wholly at her mercy and that she could strike at
any moment. She rgjoiced in her momentary power. She
could do whatever she liked now with the heart of a mother,
and she had him in her power as well, lying there on the
snow in the gully. At any moment she could hand him over
to the loathsome German hands, at any moment she could
shatter his last rest, could fling him to the Germans to make
game of.

The old woman's heart had been heavy the whole evening.
But now, as she lay there deepless, watching the flickering
blue light on the window and listening to that odious snore
coming from the bedroom, everything in her suddenly rebelled.
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Let them, let them do what they liked! They had taken
everything from him, had dragged off his boots, his greatcoat,
his breeches. German hands had already touched him once,
had flung him down on the snow, flung him down while he
was still aive, perhaps, in that savage frost. A German bullet
had aready drained his blood. He was aready dead, had
perished defending hisvillage. Never again would his merry
grey eyes ¢, nor his ringing voice sing:  "Unharness the
horses, lads. . . ." What if they did abuse him again, flout
hisdead body? Theworsefor them, theworseforthem. . . .
In any case people would always remember happy Vasya
Kravchuk, who sang better than anyone dse in the village,
and who had fallen near his own home, in the gully by the
river where he had watered the horses so many times, who
had died for his village, for his country, for his native tongue,
for the happiness of his people and their liberty. German
hands could not erase this from people's memories'.  And they
would aso remember that even after death they had not left
him in peace, that even after death they had made mock
of his body. Her mother's heart would not be aone in
remembering this. The people would remember, and those
who were coming, who would send the German cutthroats
packing, they would remember, too. They would pay a
hundred times over for every drop of his blood, for every
minute he had lain naked in the frost, for every kick of the
German boot.

Now she wanted morning to come more quickly. Let her
tell him, that black little rat, let her hissit through her sharp
teeth, let it be soorf." And let her see with her round black
gyes that Fedosia Kravchuk does not grow pale, does not
cry, does not throw herself on her knees, does not beg and
pray that.they do not take from her the only thing she has
left, the body of a son turned to stone by the cold. The
accursed woman was hiding her discovery, playing with it like
a toy, playing with the fear and anguish of a mother's heart.
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But Fedosia would spoil her sport.” The black rat had made a
mistake, she would not live to see either weeping or beseeching,
there,would be no triumph for her.

Fedosa felt her heart hardening, the blood rising to it,
and she knew that nobody could do anything to her now,
that nobody cottld in any way wound her. She was protected
from al blows by the impenetrable armour of hatred.

From time to time, a shadow fell on the blue glow of the
window. It was the sentry packing back and forth in front
of the house. The snow squeaked under his feet and she
could hear him stamping up and down in a vain attempt to
warm his freezing feet. She amiled to herself. Keep watch,
keep watch over the officer's deep, the warm deep with his
mistress in a plundered peasant bed, under a stolen peasant
quilt. . . . You cannot guard him, you cannot protect him,
not if you stamp a hundred times harder, not if your feet freeze
off, not if you run up and down outside the cottage till you
drop. ... The night will come when you will have to
awaken from this sound deep and run out into the frost bare-
footed in your underclothes. The night will come when you
will envy those who lie unburied in the snow, when you will
envy Levonyuk, whose body has been hanging from the
gdlows a month. Yes, the night will come when the officer's
kept woman will envy the fate of Olena Kostyuk.

And again that tormenting question arose: who had given
her away? Olena had come quietly, and had gone to her
own cottage.  After all, the Germans hadn't counted, hadn't
had time to count, al the women in the village. Olena,  had
sat quietly a home, never going out, and yet before two
days had passed, they had come, dragged her out, and hauled
her off to be questioned. Someone had given her away,
informed on her, hold Pelageya about Vasya. Somewhere
an enemy was hidden, so well hidden that the village knew
nothing of him, that no one could evenl guess who he was.
An enemy who saw everything, knew everything and reported
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everything. Someone of the locad people who knew Vasya,
knew Olena, knew everybody. Who could it be?

She herself had known about Olena as soon as she had
returned to the village. Others knew as well, but they were
al her own people, her fellow-villagers, collective farmers,
the fathers and mothers of soldiers who were fighting along
the whole front of their boundless native land in those
fearful frosty days and bright nights. Who was the serpent,
the poisonous viper, fed of the golden wheat of that native
land and now driving his fangs into it? .

Somewhere in the distance she could hear voices. In the
clear frosty air, in the utter silence of the icebound night,
the dightest sound rang out loudly and distinctly. Voices
and someone's cry. Fedosa jumped down and ran to the
window, where she scratched off a patch of the thick frost.
It sprinkled down like snow. Breathing on the windowpane,
she thawed a little round hole through which she could see
what was going on in the street. The glass clouded over
and froze again so that she had to breathe on it constantly and
rub it with the corner of her kerchief. She could see part of
the gtreet, up to the sguare and the building which used to
house the Village Soviet. Beyond the building was the dark
outline of a big shed.

It was as bright as day. The moonlight had turned the
whole world into a block of blue ice Fedosa could see
clearly: a naked woman was running aong the road from
the square.  No, she was not running—bending forward she
was taking short, laboured steps, tottering from one leg to
the other. In the moonlight her enormous bely could be
seen plainly.  Behind her wes a soldier. A bayonet glittered
on his rifle. When the women paused for a second, 'the
bayonet pricked her in the back. The soldier bellowed some-
thing, his two comrades shouted, and the pregnant woman
again lurched forward, drooping, trying to run. Fifty yards
forward—and the soldier made his victim turn back. Fifty
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yards back—and over and over again. The torturers were
roaring with laughter, their wild guffaws penetrating to the
cottage.

Fedosias fingers gripped the window-frame as she looked
and looked. So that was what was taking place on this night
while the officer lay snoring with his tart. The soldiers were
faithfully carrying out his instructions, he could degp in
peace.

There she was, Olena Kostyuk. Once, long ago, they had
worked together in the landlord's fields. Together they had
trembled under the bailiff's lash and till more before his
advances. Together they had wept over their lot, the dreary,
hopeless lot of girl farmhands.

Then later they had worked together on the collective farm,
had rejoiced together at the sight of the growing wheat, at
the increasing yield from the collective farm cows, and at
the fact that life itsdf was smiling, becoming ever brighter
and happier.

And how this was the fate that had overtaken Olena.
Fifty yards forward, fifty yards back, naked, barefoot in
the snow, a day or two before her confinement. The soldiers
ribald mirth and the bayonet pricking her in the back.

Fedosias eyes were dry, nor did she cry out. The blood
boiled in her heart till it was thick and black. This is what
had to happen, it could not be otherwise so long as they were
here. As though they were determined to show what they
were capable of.  As though they wanted to show that there
was no limit to their cruelty. She looked a Olena, but it
was not sympathy that gripped her heart. No, there was no
room for pity there. It seemed to Fedosa that it was she
hersdf running there barefoot in the snow, naked, abandoned
to the taunts of the soldiers ; that the frozen snow was lace-
rating her feet, and the bayonet prickiiig her back. It was
not Olena Kostyuk, it was the whole village running over
the snow, driven on by the soldiers laughter. It was not,
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Olena Kostyuk, it was the whole village faling face down-
ward in the snow, risng heavily under the blows of the
rifle butts. It was not from Olena Kostyuk's feet that the
blood was flowing on the cruel, frozen snow, it was the whole
village shedding its blood under the German fist, under the
German iron heel, under the yoke of the German bandits.

Fedosa stared grimly through the tiny circle of clear glass.
Yes, thisis how it had to be. With bayonet and mailed fist
the German soldier was teaching the peasants to know him
for what hewas. But he did not know, did not even suspect,
that he was teaching the people something else—what Soviet
power was. He did not know that in whatever village
German rule had left its mark amidst streams of tears and
blood, even if that rule had lasted only a single day, there
would never again for al time, for al eternity, from genera-
tion to generation, be disgruntled, idle people, indifferent to
Soviet rule. Fedosa remembered arguments with the
women, old and new arguments—life itself had provided the
answers, life had taught them, taught them a grim and dire
lesson.

Once again Olena fell, and once again she rose. Where
did she get the strength? Fedosa knew. She knew, felt,

thafi ey ek satEastnintobbvaiear e btk i <Bland chgaven

In every cottage people stood behind the frosted windows
and looked out through the tiny circles their breath had
thawed. Together with Olena they ran over the snow,
together with her they fell, rose, felt the pricking of the
bayonet and heard those harrowing savage guffaws.

Olena felt the eyes of the whole village on her.  Her village,
where she had grown up amidst bitter toil and want, where
she had lived to see better days, where with her own hands
she had helped build the golden bridge to happiness.  Blood
flowed from her feet, torn and lacerated by the sharp humps
of frozen snow. Consuming pain gnawed a her vitals.
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There was a ringing in her ears. Agan she stumbled and
fell, hardly feeling the blows of the rifle butt. It was not
because they were beating her that she rose.  No, she would
not, could not, lie on the road under the soldiers boots. She
would not and could not give the enemy the satisfaction of
knowing that he was torturing her, harassing her to death,
like a hound runs down a hare. In actua fact she no longer
felt anything. Her body was streaming with blood, fell,
dragged itsdf over the snow. But it was as if Olena hersdf
was somewhere outside that body. As in a delirium she saw
the road, the soldiers. Her ears were ringing, buzzing.
"Mother!" Curly caled her merrily. High overhead the
tree-tops whispered as the wind rocked them ; the poles of
the shelter tents creaked.  Swift flames crept dong the beams
of the bridge, licking it with fiery tongues, eating their way
through it. Mikola went away to the war, waving his hand
as he came to the bend in the road.

Olena fell. With difficulty, leaning heavily on her hands,
she raised herself again.

"Lively, now!" screamed the soldier walking behind her.

"Give her one in the bely, in the belly," advised the
other.

"Shell peg out before her time" grinned the first, and
pricked Olena with his bayonet, "She hasn't said anything
yet, she's got to start talking."

"Don't worry, dl the Captain wants to know he Il drag
out of her together with her guts."

"Il say! Hey, you, get a move on,” shouted the first
soldier.

The point of the bayonet came down. A thin stream of
blood ran down the woman's back. _

"Make it snappy! Where do you think you are, out for
a droll with your boy friend?"

It was al the same to them that the woman did not under-
stand a word of what they were saying. They were quite
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satisfied with the shouting itself, with the cursing and coarse
words. They were tired and bad-tempered. The frost was
getting worse, and they had to freeze on account of this
accursed woman instead of deeping peacefully. They wanted
1o teach her, to avenge themselves for their tiredness and
their deepless night. :

That night an unusualy fierce frost seized the earth, a
frost which seemed to reach up to the very moon and freeze
it solid. The slvery light had drained the colours from the
rainbow, which was now traced against the background of
the sky as a scarcely perceptible band. But on either sde
of the moon stood two bright columns. They rose up from
the horizon, towering aloft on either side of the lunar disk
like the columns of a triumphal arch. They glittered with
the silvery frost in which they were plunged from the distant
heavens to the edge of the earth.

"Move, damn you!" they screamed at the top of their
voices, nor was it only because they wanted to scream. The
night terrified them, filled them with dread. With their
screams and shouts they wanted to drown out the horror that
pressed on their hearts, to tear aside the veil of mystery,
to bring something normal into these ghastly night hours.
It was as light as day. The dazzling moonlight flooded
everything with its spectral beams. Columns of light such
as they had never seen before flickered and flamed. Snow
of a blueness they had never seen before glistened in the
moonlight. And the snow crunched under their feet, evid-
ence of frosts such as they had never known before and of
whose very existence they had never even dreamed. Gloomy
and dlent were the houses along the road. Not a soul any-
where, only the cottages staring at the road with their frozen
windows like living eyes. Eyes peered into the dense black-
ness of the shadows cast by the houses as if drawn by a
magnet. On a dark moonless night the Germans would not
have ventured out at al. They knew that death awaited
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them behind every corner, behind every, bush, a death as
swift as lightning, so swift it would not even give them time
to blink. Today, in this blinding glare, it was difficult to
hide, to creep up, but 4ill their hearts were cold with fear.
They would suddenly look around, strain their eyes, try to
make out something in the shadow of the shed and then
shout, endeavouring to screw up their courage. The frost
gnawed their cheeks and put an icy crust on their lips, while
they hurriedly, feverishly rubbed their ears, stamped in the
snow, and drove the naked woman backwards and forwards,
backwards and forwards aong the village street.

At last they tired of this amusement. It was the same
thing dl the time: Olena fell more often, took longer to get
up, but gill she did not cry out, did not shriek, evinced no
desire to see the Captain in order to make a statement. And
al the time the frost grew worse, so that now it not only
gnawed mercilesdy at their cheeks and hands and feet, but
Stopped the very breath in their lungs. It filled their eyes
with tears and made their whole bodies shiver so that they
could not stop the shaking.

"Come on, now, get going, home at the double!"

Shouting and hooting they drove her into the shed as one
would a wild animal. She stumbled over the threshold and
plunged face downwards onto the earthen floor, ingtinctively
shielding her swollen belly with her hands. Her temples

*were throbbing and there was a fierce stabbing pain in her
heart. In a few minutes the frost nipped her in its ruthless
pincers. The wounds on her back, which she had not felt
until now, began to burn unbearably. Making a super-
human effort, she raised herself, sat up, and began to rub-
her shoulders, legs and hips clumsily with her frozen fingers.
The moon threw even gtrips of light on the floor through the
chinks in the walls. A bundle of straw lay in one corner of
the shed. She dragged hersdf to it and sank down, striving
to burrow deeply into it.
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"l shal freeze)" she said to herself, and felt better.

Her sheepskin coat and shawl had remained on the bench
in the officer's room. And at night, before the soldiers had
driven her'out, they had stripped her of every ditch of
clothing, not even leaving her shirt.

"SQuppose they've forgotten and left it al here in the
shed," the thought came into her head. She looked around.
No, there was nothing 'there. The bare floor and this
wretched bundle of straw, which gave her a moment's shelter.

Outside al was quiet. Apparently the soldiers thought
there was no need to keep guard over her, as they had locked
the door and gone away. Her whole body burned as if she
were on fire. She Qould not fall asleep, was afraid of falling
adeep, and with wide-open eyes watched the strips of moon-
light 'creep dowly across the floor.

Suddenly she heard a rustling. She listened intently. The
snow was crunching, but this was not the sentry's footsteps.
Someone was treading over the snow dowly, cautiously. A
dight crunching of the snow, and silence ; and then again
that stealthy crunching. Someone was stealing along, scarce-
ly moving his feet. Olena was frightened. What was it,
who could it be?

The footsteps ceased. Mogt likely she had imagined it,
dreamed it. Again the crunching of the snow. No doubt
about it, someone was there. She raised hersdlf up in anti-
cipation. The gteps came nearer and were now heard from
the back of the shed. Which way would they turn. Buit
they did not turn. They became dower, more captious and
finaly came to a hat against the wall itself.

Olena st dead till.  Someone was standing on the other
dde of the wall. She could hear him breathing. Now he
had pressed his face againgt the logs and was looking through
a crack. '

She waited. Who was it? A friend, a foe or a chance
passer-by? But what passer-by could there be when the
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villagers had 'been forbidden to leave their houses after dusk
on pain of death?

"Auntie!" a child's voice cdled to her in a soft whisper.

Olena did not gir. She wanted to answer but al that
tore itsdlf from her breast was a dull, suppressed moan.

"Auntie Olenal®

One of the neighbours children had crawled up to the wall
and was caling her. She groaned.

"Auntie Olena, I've brought you some bread,"

Bread. For two days nothing had passed her lips. Neither
bread nor water. She had not felt the hunger so much, but
thirst had tormented her, both when she was being interro-
gated by Werner and later when she lay in the shed. When
they were chasing her aong the road she had managed to
grab a few handfuls of snow and carry them to her mouth.
The snow had strengthened her, freshened her parched mouth.
The soldiers had noticed it and begSn to watch her, so she
had taken up snow with her lips when she fell to the ground.
Now she redized that she was hungry. There was a gnawing
pain in her bely, her somach was convulsed with terrible
cramps. '

She calculated the distance from her corner to the place
from which the boy was caling, and mustered her strength.

“I'm coming,” she whispered as she crawled across the
earthen floor, supporting hersaf on her elbows and her* sde,
feeling that she could no longer get up, that she could not
lift herself.  Her back and abdomen were racked with piercing
pain, her legs ached just as though oaken stakes were being
driven into them.

She crawled a gep, a second—and suddenly the slence
was broken by a deafening explosion, followed by a shrill,
penetrating cry. She fell fla. Only a second later did she
redize that it had been a shot, a shot quite dose by. She
lay there motionless, her mouth wide open, gazing intently
in front of her a the black wall behind which something had
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happened. She heard the sound of feet crunching over the
snow, firm, heavy seps heard cursing in German and the
blow of a rifle butt on something soft. Somebody ese came
up ; now the two of them were shouting and cursing together.
She ligened for further sounds. The shot had apparently
shit home.

Only now did she suddenly feel dl the torments of those
two days, the exhaustion more than flesh and blood could
bear, the nerves strained to snapping. She felt everything
spinning and whirling around, the floor heaved under her,
and she dropped irresidtibly into the oblivion of unconscious-
ness

The shot and the cry had been audible for some distance.
They were heard dl the more clearly in the neighbouring
cottage, where three heads were glued to the window and-
three little circles thawed by their breath enadbled them to
e the dark outlines of the shed.

Little Zina began to cry:

"Mamma, Mishkal Mamma, Mishkal"

Her mother squeezed her arm so hard that the girl cried
out with pain.

"Be quiet!"

"Mamma, Mishkal What have they done? Mamma
"Didn't you hear? They've killed our Mishka" sad the
woman in a dull voice.

Eight-year-old Sasha turned from the window.

"Mamma, I'll take Auntie Olena some bread."

"You won't go anywhere. They'll keep watch now,
they'll keep watch until morning,” she answered sternly.
After a moment's Slence she added;

"And there isn't any more bread, either, tfot a crumb.
Mishka took the last.” )

The boy turned back to the window and looked out. But
from here there was nothing to ‘be seen.

Mishka lay besde the shed. The bullet had struck him
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in the back under the shoulder blade and had gone straight
through him.  He had hardly had time to cry out. A soldier
kicked the little body and a piece of bread fell out of his
gmdl fid.

"He brought her bread, the little beest," said the soldier
and again struck the lifeless body with his foot. "They
wanted to feed that woman. . . ."

"And how he crept up the guttersnipe. ..."

"Another minute and he would've given it to her. . . .
As soon as we came out | noticed something small movmg
and right up close to the wall. So | took aim. . . .

"Good shot," his comrade praised him, looking at the
brown patch soaking through the grey homespun shirt.

"You bet! I've got a pretty good eyel But what'll we
do with him now? Leave him here?’

"Why here? Let's throw him into the ditch.”

This idea pleased them both. Grabbing the lad by the
legs they dragged him away. His bright head bumped over
the uneven frozen ground. The soldiers swung the body
and with a heave threw it into the snow-filled roadside ditch.

"Let him lie there. | wonder where he came from?"

"The Captain will find out tomorrow. Although a hell of
a lot you can find out here. . . . The whole gang dick
together and keep their mouths shut as close as clams.”

"Don't you worry, our Captain will loosen their tongues
dlright!"

"It's about time he did. | tdl you draight, it's fierce
here."

The tail soldier leaned on his rifle and looked intently at
his companion. Apparently he did not see anything suspi-
cious in that round ‘face with the turned-up nose, and
continued.

"Ferce. .". . And how | want to go back home. My
Michael will be ten years old next spring. Haven't seen
him for two years, just think of it, two years. ..."
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The other nodded his head in sympathy.

"I had leave in the autumn."

"When | left | promised to buy him a bicycle when | came
back. The kid's been waiti ng two years for that bike. It's
hard to send one from here.’

‘The Feldwebd has sent two of them,™

"The Feldwebd . . *' sad the tall soldier dowly, "he's
the Feldwebd, but do you think they'll take one from me?
You know how it is yourself. A parcel is another thing,
but a bicycle, they wouldn't let me send that."

They walked to and fro in front of the house where Werner
had his office. There was a light burning in the windows.
The office was working.

"What (time is it? I'm thinking fl's about time we were
relieved.”

"Still haf an hour to go."

The cold was getting worse.  The tall German dill found
it supporteble, his head was wrapped in a woollen shawl
under his field cap. But the other, the shorter one, was
rubbing away desperady at his ears.

"How do these people live here? Do they aways have
frositslike this?"

"How do | know? | suppose they do. ... What's it
matter to them, savages!”

"Did you see the rainbow?"

"Yes | saw it

"What's it mean?"

The tdl man shrugged his shoulders.

"What can it mean? | suppose they have rainbows in
winter. But just look a those columns!”

"That's from the frost."

"Of course, and the rainbow must be from the frost, too."

"Posshly,” agreed the short German, breathing on hk
hands, and looked around unessily.

"What's there?"
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"Nothing, | was just looking,"

A minute later the tall one dso looked round and then
cursed himself in a temper. He knew from experience that
he only had to look around once, and finished—he would
keep wanting to look round over and over again with the
result that he would become more and more frightened each
time.

"Don't go looking round. There's nothing there."

"You're looking that way yourself al the time."

"l keep thinking someone's coming down the road. You
look and there's nobody there. Then again you think there
is"

By tacit agreement, they confined their walk to a few paces
along the house and (back again.

The door opened. It was their relief.

"Who fired?' asked the Feldwebdl.

"l did," sad the tall soldier springing to attention. "They
tried to give bread to the prisoner."

"And then what, Raschke?' The FeldXvebel was inter-
ested.

"l hit my mark ; some kid, | suppose the neighbours sent
him."

"Where is he?"

"We threw him into the ditch."

"Come on, let's have a look at him."

The three of them walked over to the ditch.

"Here's the place," sad Raschke, pointing.

The Feldwebe bent down.

"Ther€e's nothing here."

"What d'you mean, nothing?' excldimed the dismayed
soldier.

"Franz, this is where we threw him, isn't it?"

They jumped into the ditch and began to walk aong it.

"Where are you going so far? We never went there."

The Feldwebel looked at them suspicioudly.
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"Ligen here, you two, what's dl this about?" ,

"Hgr Feldwebd, | swear, and I've got a witness, it was
right here we threw the boy; there, look here! He
brightened up as he caught sight of a smal bloodstain on
the snow.

The Feldwebe shook his head as he scanned the spot

closdly. ‘
"Got down into the ditch and trampled over dl the
tracks. ... | must say you kept good watch here! Some-

body dragged the body away right un'der your noses. If
there ever was a body," he added sternly.

"Of course there was, why, I've even got a witness. . . .
The both of us dragged him by the feet. ..."

"Perhaps he was ill alive, you blockheads, and just got
up and waked off!"

. "No, no, the bullet went right through him. He fell face
down and died on the spot. "

The Feldwebd went back to the shed. There was a hig
red stain on the snow, beside it a chunk of black rye bread.
Traces of a child's footsteps in the packed snow led straight
across a fresh, untrampled snow-drift.

"Here's the place . . . and then we dragged him to the
ditch. . . . Look, you can see the trail."

"All right," agreed the Feldwebd. It was clear that the
men were telling the truth. "Come aong, you're under
arrest."

The soldiers stopped short.

"Under arrest?"

"You heard me! And don't stand there gaping at me!
Were you supposed to guard this place or not? You were.
Ajnd things happen in your area you haven't the dightest
idea about. The body of a criminal has been stolen, and
you two jackasses didn't even notice it. Some guard you
are!  With such a guard' they'll cut our throats one by one,
they'll wring our necks as if we were sparrows. ..."
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The men followed him, their heads hanging.

"Damned hole this is" muttered Raschke. His comrade
answvered with a sigh.

"There was nobody there, there couldn't have been any-
body there!" inssted Raschke stubbornly.

Little Vogd shrank with terror. He felt his hair standing
on end, and a cold shiver ran do\p his spine. Raschke
indgted that no one could have been there. And he was
right—the snow had not crunched, nothing had stirred, there
had not been a sound not a single shadow had dithered over
the moonlit snow. And yet the body had disappeared.
What could it mean?

Private Voge was afraid to answer his own question, and
merely quickened his step unconscioudy. He breathed a
dgh of relief when at last the door of the cottage was thrown
open and warmth, light and human voices greeted them-.
The ditch, the snow and this fearful night that made one's flesh
.creep wejre shut out. For a moment he forgot that he was
under arrest. For a moment he thought himsdlf lucky—he
was among people again, the night had retreated, conquered
by human voices and the light of the lamp. The night could
not penetrate the walls of the cottage.

"When the Captain comes helll decide what's to.be done
with you. You will remain here till morning,” said the
Feldwebd. |

They sat down on the floor in a corner. It was warm and
pleasant. Raschke leaned his head against the wal and
dozen off. But the lice would not let¢ him degp. He
scratched himsdf for a while, half adeep, then he opened
his eyes and cursed. ‘

"How the hell can a man deep here. ... In the frost
these damned vermin keep quiet, but they're making up for
it now. . . ."

They moved over to the stove, took off their jackets and
shirts, and by the flickering light of the burning firewood
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began a careful hunt for lice in the folds and seams of the
coase material.
* * .

Gaya Malyuchikha was sitting on the floor, breathing
heavily. It had been no easy job crawling on her stomach
for over three hundred yards along the ditch. A hundred
times she had buried her face in the snow so that the Germans
would not spot her.  She had set her teeth—come what may,
she would not leave the boy lying in the ditch like a dog.

The way back had been even more difficult. The little
body of her son had weighed heavily on her back, dipping
off al the time, and hindering her movement. With the
utmost difficulty « she had crawled to the fence, and with
difficulty had climbed out of the ditch, taking advantage of
the fact that the soldiers had stopped in front of the house
to talk. And now here she was indoors a lagt, and little
Misha, rigid, stretched out, was lying on the table. He had
dready become tiff in the frost, just as though he had been
dead a long time. The children stood around their brother.
His fair hair, touded round his face, his mouth open wide
for.that last cry were clearly vishle in the moonlight that
streamed'in at the window. Zina cautioudly put out a little
finger and touched the bloodstain on his jacket.

"What's that?"

"Don't touch it," said Sasha sternly. "That's where they
shot him, isn't it, Mamma?"

"That's the place, Sonny, that's the place," she whispered
in a muffled voice, running her fingers through Misha's soft
hair. He was gone. A short time ago he had thrust a piece
of bread inside his jacket for Auntie Olena and warily tiptoed
out of the cottage. She had been sure that he would manage,
that he would get to the shed. But it had happened other-
wise

"We shouldn't have, let him go," wailed little Zina sud-
denly,
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"He had to'go, he had to, my dear,” she moaned dully.
"Oh, hehadto go. . . ."

"They don't give Auntie Olena anything to eat there
explained Sasha in a voice that he tried to make deep and
manly.

"Yes, Sonny, yes' she agreed. "Auntie Olena was in
the same unit with Daddy. . . . And just see wha hap-
pened to her. Shell die now, die for nothing at al, 'will
Olena. ..."

"Perhaps | could take her some potatoes, there were some
left in the pot from supper,” muttered Sasha angrily.

"No, Sonny, nobody can get to that shed now. They're
watching it for all they'reworth. ... . You'll only get killed
for nothing. . . . We thought there was nobody near the
shed, but they saw Misha. ..."

"They wouldn't have seen me,” said Sasha stubbornly.

"You're talking nonsense, and saying things that are not
nice. ... If Misha couldn't manage then nobody could,
nobody. . . ."

Sasha said no more. The mother looked at the face of
her déad son and gently stroked his hair.

"Where can we bury him? In the morning they'll begin
poking around looking for him. They'll take him away if
they find him."

"We can bury him in the garden,” suggested Sasha

"How can we bury him in the garden? They'll hear us
and come running to see what'sup. . . . Besdes the ground
is as hard as stone. We could never dig a grave, and just
to cover him with snow. ..."

Utterly helpless they stood around the table on which (the
dead boy lay.

"What shall.we do?"

"We must bury him in the house," whispered Malyuchikha.

"In the house?' echoed 2ina in astonishment.
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"Where else? Hell lie in his own home, stay with us. . .
can't think of anything dse”

"Here, in the room?"

She looked around at her wits end.

"No. ... In the lean-to. "

They went into the lean-to, a small, dose place. Mayu-
chikha looked at the earthen floor.

"Well dig here. Get the spade, Sasha, there it is, behind
the door."

She crossed herself, marked out the grave, and put her
foot to the spade.

The ground was hard, trampled down by the many feet
that had passed over it in these many long years. The spade
hardly went into the stubbornly resisting earth. The woman
was soon out of breath.

"You try now, Sasha ...

The youngster dug away stubbornly, sticking out the tip
of his tongue as he exerted himself.

Zina, squatting on her heds, raked the loose earth away
with her hands, getting it under her linger nalls.

Taking turns in this way 'they dug for a long time, delving
persistently into the stony soil. Once they had broken
through the top layer, digging came eader. - At last the
shdlow grave was ready.

"Now we must dress him, children. . . . Okh, to think*
that we have to lay Mishutka in his grave without a
coffin. . . ."

She dipped up some water from the bucket and set about
washing his face, his bloodstained chest, his thin back in
which the bullet had made a round hole under the shoulder
blade. Then she took a clean shirt out of the chest and with
great difficulty pulled the deeves over the rigid, cold arms.

"To bury him like this. ..."

Zina burst into -tears.

"Dont you cry. Mishutka died like a Red Armyman.

46



He died from a German bullet, died for what is right, do
you understand?' .

She was talking to Zina, but actudly she was saying this
to herself. The sobs were rising to her throat too, and she
was afraid she would not be able to hold out, afraid that
she would fall on her knees besde her son's body and howl
like an animal, howl so that the whole village would know
of her misfortune, of her sorrow, of the death of the son
whom she had borne, fed and tended with loving care for
ten years and whom a German bullet had now killed.

"When father went off with the guerillas he said to Misha:
'See that you don't disgrace me here!" And Mishutka has
done what his father told hiip to do, he hasn't brought
disgrace down on us. ... Do you understand?’

"l understand,” sobbed Zina.

"You mustn't cry. Mishutka will lie uneasy if tears are
spilled over him. You mustn't cry. Help me spread the
cloth.”

They spread the linen shroud in the open grave, laid the
murdered boy on it, and wrapped him up.

"This is so that the earth won't fall into his eyes" sad
the mother.

"So the earth won't fall into his eyes" repeated Zina in
a thin little voice.

"Take a handful of earth, Zina, and sprinkle it down on
your brother," sad her mother.

Zina squatted down, took up a handful of the brown clayey
soil and sprinkled it onto the shroud. Sasha did the sam?.
Then the mother threw in the earfn with the spade.  She
kept throwing in earth until the white cloth could no longer
be seen, until a tiny mound had grown up over it.

"We must stamp it down," sad the woman, "it can be
sen.  Theyll come and dig him up.”

All three of them began to stamp on the grave. Malyu-
chikha trampled down the earth step by step, painstakingly,
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thoroughly. And dl the time she keptv thinking of how,
contrary to al custom, contrary to the dictates of her own
heart, she was trampling, on her son's grave, doing what
no one ever did, trampling on the fair head of her son, on
his bloodstained chest, his frail childish arms and legs.

"We must do it," she said .doud in answer to her own
thoughts, and little Zina answered her like an echo:

"We must. . . "

"Is that enough?' asked Sasha

"No, Son, the ground is ill soft, it can till be seen.
Stamp, stamp on it till it is quite level."

She carefully gathered up the earth that remained, took
it into 'the house and scattered it around the oven. Then
she swept up the floor of the lean-to so that no trace of
the grave remained and threw around chips, bits of straw
and the like, leaving the floor as one usualy sees it in a
lean-to.

"Can you see it?"

Sasha peered at the ground.

"No. . . . We can make sure tomorrow when it's light."

Malyuchikha stood there and looked at her son's strange
grave, strewn over with straw and wood chips. Not a trace
of Mishutka remained. Children did die. But each of them
had his little coffin and his grave overgrown with green
grass. Only of Mishka had no single trace remained. He
lay there in his own house, but even she, if she had not
known, would never have been able to find his last resting
nlace.

"Go to bed, children," she said.

"And you?"

"I'm going to bed, too It's not long till morning, and
we must get some deep.”

But she did not deep. She was thinking of Mishutka,
thinking of her husband, who was with the guerillas. He
had not been accepted by the army ; in 1918 he had lost
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two fingers and had been pronounced unfit for active service.
But the guerillas did not look to see whether a man had
fingers or not, they needed stout hearts.

Platon would come home and would ask where Misha
was. The boy had aways been his favourite. What would
she tell her husband? Mishutka, she would have to say,
lies in the lean-to, under the earthen floor, with a German
bullet in his heart.

But dl the same she knew that Platon would lisen camly
to the news and say just what he had said when the Germans
had first entered the village and he and others like him,
with bundles over their shoulders, had left for the heart of
the forest where their guerilla detachment found cover.
"Hold out, old girl. In case of anything grab an axe or
a pick or anything that comes to hand, only don't give in.
Weve dl got to fight nowadays. Old men, women, even
childrent™

Platon would say: "Well, our Mishutka died fighting the
Germans. Don't wail, old girl, he died for his country, do
you understand?’ And Malyuchikha did not cry, but stared
with wide-open eyes at the door behind which, under the
floor of the Iean—to,*lay her son's secret grave.

Meanwhile the sentries outside were dill discussng the
night's events.

"Hellish place this is. Who could have taken him?
Raschke said they didn't hear a thing. And yet the snow
squeaks if you only move an inch."

"Search me" muttered the other gloomily. "Can you
understand anything here?"

And al the time they kept darting glances around them,
looking in every direction.

It seemed to them that the snow was crunching, most
digtinctly crunching, they could amogt hear footsteps. You
look around, and there's nothing there. A misty halo was
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shining around the moon. The columns of light, columns
of the triumphal arch, gradually began to fade, flickering as
they died out.

"Seams to be getting warmer,"" sad one of the soldiers.

"Says you! I'm just waiting for my ears to drop off.
While you're outside you don't notice it so much, but as
00N as you get in the house and st down where it's warm
they begin to burn as if they were on fire."

"Frost-bitten, | suppose.”

"Of course, they've been frost-bitten. And my feet hurt
like hell too. ... As soon as it begins to get warm, they'll
just rot away."

"So much the better for you. They'll send you to the
hospital ."

"Catch them sending me! Did they send Maler? And
his feet were as black as coa."

"You needn't shout like that."

"There's nobody here."

"You just think there's nobody here, but tomorrow the
Feldwebe will know everything."

"Do you mean you're going to run sguealing to him?"

"Are you asking for one on the jaw?"

"Now keep your shirt on and don't talk nonsense.  There
are no such things as miracles.”

"No, there aren't. Of course, there are no miracles. . . .
But you just tell me, who took that body away?'

"That's another matter. . . % I'm talking about the Feld-
webdl.

"W

The han around the moon was growing wider, denser, a
milky blue on the crysta clear sky.

"Say what you like, the frost will get worse towards dawn,
but just now it's a bit warmer."

"Maybe it is warmer."
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The motionless air, which had been frozen into a huge icy
block until now, seemed to stir. A barely perceptible wipd
was blowing.

"| tell you the weather's changing, my legs are drawing,"

"Rheumatism?"

"Yes, rheumatism, an old story. Whenever the weather
changes they draw like blazes."

They continued to pace the street.

"Is that woman till in the shed?"

"Yes, she's dill there."

"Shell freeze by morning.”

"Not if it gets warmer she won't."

"Rotten work—the boy, the woman. ..."

"What did you expect? That sort of woman would give
you one in the sde s0's you wouldn't even have time to
take a breath., . . And the kids are the worst of the lot.
They creep about dl over the place, poke their noses in
everywhere. They send them here to soy."

For a minute they remained slent.

"I would have done it dl quite different. . . . Something
like the Captain in that other village, remember?"

The snub-nosed soldier nodded his head.

"You s¢ ... they'll never work for us anyway, | know
them. In the long run well have to wipe them out al the
same, o it's better to do it right away. It would be a lot
quieter.”

"Allot them?"

"All of them. You see yourself what sort of people they
are. Even little tiny children have been so propagandized
that it's impossble for us to reeducate them. Why should
we—it's labour wasted. They're different people and they'll
remain different.”

- The soldier sighed and did not answer. The rainbow
columns had completely faded. There was a rustling among
the branches of the trees lining the road.  Fine snow showered
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down from them. The moon was wrapped in mist, through
which it shone pade and sad.

"See, the weather redly is changing. Only a minute ago
the moon was shining as bright as the sun, and look at it
now!"

"There's a wind rising."

"It's good that it's getting warmer. I'm just about ready
to croak in this frost."

The snow 4ill crunched underfoot, but no longer made
that squesking noise. The weather was changing rapidly.
The crystal transparency of the sky was dimmed by a grey
mist ; the wind became stronger, whipping up long swirls of
snow from thefields. The cold blast penetrated to the marrow
of their bones, blew in their faces and got under their thin
coats.

"That's what you cadl getting warmer.

"How much longer to go?"

"It's till a long way off to morning, plenty of time to get
our fill of walking."

From the distant snow-covered plain came a strange roar,
growing in volume as it drew nearer.

"What's that?"

They stopped and listened. The roar grew louder, fiercer,
and suddenly burst full on the village in a long-drawn-out
howl. The trees began to rock, al their branches fluttering
madly. The wind scooped up the snow from the ground,
tossd it about, threw it aloft, so that the dry, slver flour
came sifting down everywhere. The sentries scarcdly made
any headway, bending over amost double, their heads thrust
forward. When they turned around and the wind blew at
their backs it was easier to walk, the wind carried them aong
as though on wings.  But the wind kept changing its direction,,
blew from the right, then from the left, blew across the road
raising huge fountains of snow, drawing them higher apd?
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higher until they suddenly collapsed, covering the earth with
white down.

"What a winterl Now we're in for a blizzard. There's
no seeing anything in such a snowstorm."

And as if a a command the two of them glanced over
their shoulders simultaneously. But the road was as deserted
as it had been before.

11
"My dear Louisa. ..."

Captain Werner raised his eyes from the letter and glanced
a the window. A storm was raging outside. It looked as
if it were snowing, but it was only the wind raising the white
snow-drifts high and tearing them to pieces, sprinkling the
bushes, and dashing snow against the windowpanes with a
piercing howl. The wind was blustering across the vast snow-
covered plains, growing stronger, besting its wings againgt
the earth, and pouncing down on the village so that the very
houses trembled.

Kurt Werner's heart was heavy with homesickness and
gloom. He could not breathe, the blizzard cut him off from
the world. Everything was smothered in snow, plunged in
giters of snow, lost in flying snow asfine as desert sand.  He

ailed his home in Dresden. What were his wife and his

) doing there now? It,was a long time since he had

kn them. On leaving France he had hoped that he would
be able to go home, if only for a day. But they had been
brought across Germany in a mad rush and had not been
dlowed to get out of the train for even a minute.  His native
town had flashed past the train windows and al he could do
was to throw a glance in the direction of his home. And now
he wanted terribly to go there, even if it were for only hdf
an hour, even for ten minutes. The wind did not howl there,
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nor did death crouch in frozen gullies, waiting to spring.
They would be sitting at the table drinking coffee, while Louisa
cut the bread. It was warm and cosy. Louisa would smile,
hand him a cup with her plump hands. When would he see
al this again?

A dull rage against everything and everybody seized on
him. He was angry with Pusya, with her eternal caprices,
deeping till noon and complaining of boredom ; it never
entered her head to make her bed or clean up the room. He
recalled with disgust the unmade bed, the cigarette butts on
the floor, the hairpins and nail scissors on the table together
with the bread and the butter. Histidy little flat in Dresden,
everything in its proper place, Louisa with the inevitable
duster in her hand. . . He was enraged with his own soldiers,
stupid, dow-witted, lousy, frost-bitten and sick with every
posshle dissase. He was in fury of rage with the village
where he had aready had to spend a whole month—a gloomy,
secretive village, where people walked past him with their
eyes fixed on the ground though he knew al the same that
hatred lurked in those eyes and that no power could possibly
wring from them what he wanted—fear and submission.

"Il show you something yet," he muttered through his
clenched teeth. His glance fell on the sheet of white paper.
He bent over the table and began to write quickly, so quickly
that tiny drops of ink spluttered in al directions.

“I'm counting the days till | shall at last be with you again.
We are advancing, Louisa, advancing al the time in this
terrible, wild, barbarous land, and our campaign will soon be
crowned with complete victory."

Let Louisa -be pleased. She would not know that they had
been held up in one place for three months—just one miserable
little village could not be taken into consideration—that for
three months they had been tortured by the most fearful,
pitiless frost, that guerillas were lying in wait for them in the
woods and gullies, that the soldiers were getting weaker with
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every day, and that day by day there were more and more
sck, that there was practicaly no one left of the unit with
which he had left France, that with the exception of
Smacher none of his Dresden friends were adive. No, she
would not know this, how could she? A letter from the
front should inspire courage, should arouse and intensify
the spirit of patriotism. All the more so because besdes
Louisa and before Louisa the letter would be read by others
who would judge Kurt Werner's sentiments from it.

"The winter here is terrible, we are not accustomed to
such frosts. But we derive warmth from the Fiihrer's
orders and are proud that it has falen to our lot to carry
out his great plan, that it has fallen to our lot to serve the
grandeur of Germany."

He wrote a few more sentences and then reread the letter
from the beginning. It didn't sound so bad, better than
the leaflets issued for soldiers which they sent them from
Germany. More mettlesome and more convincing.

He thought for a while, chewing the end of his pen, but
decided that it would do. He must ask about the children,
for in this letter he must show himself as husband and father
and not only as a captain in the German Army.

"My dear, how are you managing? How is Lied?
Did Willi get over his quinsy al right? | will try to send
for him fur for a coat so'that he won't catch cold again.  You
ak me for gockings, but unfortunately they are hard to
get, we have been garrisoned in villages dl the time. As
oon as we occupy some town, I'll try to get some  Last
week | sent you some butter. Plesse let me know
punctually when you receive my parcels. Next time | will
send you some honey—you can treat Willi's throat, . . ."”

There was a knock at the door.

"What do you want now?"

'The village elder is here”
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"Let him wait,” he snapped over his shoulder, and again
bent over his letter. But his thoughts were aready off in
another direction ; he was back from the house in Dresden
and in the Ukrainian village, again. Irritation prevented
him from writing. He hurriedly cdosed the letter with
kisses and regards, signed it and put it in an envelope.

"Now, then, where is he? Send him ify"

A tdl, round-shouldered man appeared in the doorway.

"You sent for me, Gospodin Captain?"

"I sent for you. . . ."

He stretched out his feet under the table and for a
moment regarded the man who stood before him searchingly.

"When, at long last, will the grain transports be ready?”
he suddenly barked, leaning forward abruptly.

The village elder shuddered and ducked his head into
his collar.

"I'm doing dl | can, I'm at it tooth and nail—there is
no grain. . . ."

"What do you mean there is no grain? There are three
hundred houses in the village, there was a bumper harvest
this year, and you say there's no grain? They've hidden
it

The man dghed plaintively. _

"Yes, they must have hidden it. . . ."

He pointed to the window beyond which the blizzard was
raging.

"Where am | to look? What can | find there?"

"You can find it" the Captain cut him short. "You
have only to search properly, Gospodin Gaplik, search
properly. . . . St down."

The dder st down gingerly on the edge of a chair.

Tm not satisfied with you, not saisfied with you at al.
In fact | don't even understand what they brought you
here for. ... | think it would have been better to have
found a locd man. . . . You havent even gotten to
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know the people in the month you've been here. Do you
know who lives here in the village?"

A gleam of hope flickered in the elder's eyes. He agreed
with everything, rapidly nodding his little bad head.

"Of course, | didn't get to know them. . . . It'sabig
village, and who wants to have anything to do with me?
It would be easer for a locad man, of course, much
esser.  ..."

The Captaln leaned back in his chair.

"Ah-a. . . . Seams youre not very plessed with your
job, eh?' he asked cunningly.

Gaplik twisted his cap round and round in his hands,
but did not answer.

"So. . . . Don't you forget that the Red Armymen would
have shot you there, or still worse, the peasants would have
run their pitchforks through you. . . . You owe your life
to the German authorities, and you must do whatever they
demand, particularly as they redly don't demand very much,
do they?

The peasant sighed.

"You're not taking any interest in your work, not taking
any interest init. ... The Bolsheviks took your land away
from you, kept you in prison, we thought that you would
do, everything in your power. And actualy you've done

nothing. ... All we have iswhat my soldiers could squeeze
out of the village, but there's nothing to show for your
efforts. . . . And we get practicdly no information from
you."

"But | told you about that Kostyuk. ..."

He tried to save himsdf with the one achievement he
had to his credit, information which he had picked up by
accident while he was deding on his way to Headquarters
through backyards. ,

Werner frowned.

"Wel, and what else?’



"About the schoolteecher. ..." muttered Gaplik.

"Wel, yes, about the teacher. . . . That's very little
and 4ill has to be looked into."

"It would be esser for a locd man. ..."

"Dont you keep throwing your locad man a me dl the
time! Of course, it would be easier, only where would we
get him from, this locd man of yours? Three hundred
houses and three hundred families in the collective farm!
Not a single individual peasant farmer. Their land was con-
fiscated from a big estate owner, and the people, you know
yourself. . . . Poverty-stricken ragamuffins who got hold
of the land thanks to the Bolsheviksl Most of them former
farmhands! Where can you get a man from here?" exclam-
ed Werner irately, and struck the table with his fist. "You
must try, you must do your job, or dse | shdl find another
way of deding with you, Gaplik. | give you three, or let
it be four days in which to get the grain! The army must
be fed. We're not going to let the army starve just because
you can't manage the peasants."

"l can do nothing aone" sad the elder gloomily. "I
need the help of the army. ..."

"Have | ever refused you help? If you need help, Il
give it to you, but you must do somethlng yourself, think
of something."

The elder's little eyes brightened.

"All right, I'll think of a plan and report to you. ..."

"Very well, very well, only don't think too long. Remem-
ber, four days. And about that boy. . . . The guilty
persons must be found, must be, or dse you'll be held res
ponsble. | give you four days for that as well!"

He turned towards the window. Outsde, the wind was
gdill raging, the snow swirling, and the house cresked and
groaned as though it were being torn to pieces Gaplik
redized that the interview was over. He bowed low to the
Captain's square back and went out.



Only when he was in the street did i put on hiscap. He
walked away with his head hunched into his shoulders, hope-
ledy revolving in his mind how hfc could a last manage to
queeze the grain out of the stubborn village.  In the blinding
snow he dmogt bumped into a man coming from the opposite
direction. Suddenly emerging from the importunate thoughts
which beset him, he jumped back in a fright. A grey-headed
old man peered a him closdy and upon recognizing him,
spat demonstratively, and turned off the road towards the
houses.

Hurriedly Gaplik made his way to his house, took a sheet
of paper, and seating himself a the table st about drawing
up an order. He inclined his head first to the right, then
to the left, scratched out words and crossed out what he had
rewritten, sighed. The wind howling outside his windows,
the worrying memory of the Captain's harsh voice, and the
no less terrible memory of the faces of the loca peasants
preyed on him. He broke out in a sweat, wiped his bad
head ; he redlized that he was playing his lagt card, that he
must, at last, satisfy Werner, that he must, at last, break
the resistance of the villagers at dl cods.

Meanwhile the village lay calm and silent in the clouds of
snow raised by the wind.  People sat in their houses listening
to the wind howling outsde their windows. Only old
Yevdokim Okhabko was so tormented by loneliness that he
disregarded the blizzard and decided to visit his neighbour.
Barging against the fierce wind, he made his way aong the
Malyuk's fence and stood for a long time at the door beating
the snow off his boots. Not a sound came from the house.
Yevdokim knocked at the door, and without waiting for an
answer opened it.  Three horror-stricken pairs of eyes gazed
a him. .

"How areyou all?"

. Malyuchikha gasped. Her heart was beating franticaly.

"Is that you, Granddad Y evdokim?'
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"Can't you se it's me? Wha ae you dl so scaed
about?'

She did not answer.  He gtood ill, leaning on his stick.

"Why don't you ask me to gt down? New customs here,
eh?

"It is -better not to st with us, better for you not to come
here at dl," she sad softly. :

"Why not?"

She shrugged her shoulders.  The old man waved his hand
and sat down on the bench under the window.

"What's the matter with you, Galya, gone crazy, or what?
Why are you gtting like that? Where's Mishka?"

Little Zina suddenly burst out crying at the top of iier
VoiCe.

"What's wrong with you?"

"Keep quiet, Zina, don't cry," sad her mother sternly.

Y evdokim scratched his head.

"Theres such a blizzard, it's smply awful. The whole
house is shaking. It's misrable gtting done. ... So |
just thought I'd drop in on my neighbours. ..."

"Such neighbours as we are right now,. Granddad. . . ."
sghed Malyuchikha.

He crossed his hands on his stick and rested his chin cm
them, staring intently at the woman.

"Something's happened, has it?  Where's Mishka wander-
ing in such a storm?"

"Mishds gone, Granddad = = = "

"What d'you mean, gone? Where's he gone?"'

"He hasn't gone anywhere. . . . The Germans shot
Misha this evening.”

The old grey head trembled.

"Shot Misha? What are you talking about, woman?'

She wrung her hands till the fingers cracked.

"Ligen to what | tdl you. .. . . He went to take some
bread to Olen in the shed and they shot him. ..."
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She could read a quedtion in his grey eyes.

"No, | didn't leave him to the Germans, | didn't do that.
| dragged him out of the ditch and brought him home on
my own back. . . . We've buried him so that no one will
find himnow. . . ."

. "Do they know who it was?'

"How should, they know? They just killed him and threw
him into the ditch, like a dog. . . . Now they'll probably
look for him, but so far everything is quiet. When you
knocked | thought they were coming.”

He shook his head.
"So that's how it is ... How many people are being
killed. . . . Little children. . . . Andyou, Sesha, remem-

ber this, remember it wdl. ...
S|Iently the boy nodded his head. .
"Your father will come, the othert WI|| come, and then
you tell them everything, everything. .
youtelthemeverythinge v e i y t h i n g A n ddoyouthinktheydc
drily.
"Of course they know. . . , They se for themsdves . .
But dl the same one thing is added to another, one after
the other. ... Before this, Platon was taking revenge for
others, now itll befor Mishka, too. He must avenge his

nounn

ownson. . . .
"It is dl one" sad Malyuchikha quietly.

"Of course, of coursg, itsdl one. . . . But dill a son
isason. My son Jhey killed in 1918 . . . I've got a score
to sdtle with them for lots—but that most of al. After dl,
the nearer the heart the more painful it is Here | am now
just a dried up dd man, no use to anybody. . . . And
there would have.been grandchildren, it would have been
cheerful in the house. . . ."

"You have a whole village .full of grandchildren, Grand-

ded."
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‘The village is like that, of course, but still your own kith
and kin are different. . . ."

"'Listen, they're banging on the rail, that means a meet-
ing. . .."

Malyuchikha turned pale.

"It must be to find out about Mishka. . . ."

The old man waved his hand.

"Maybe it is about Mishka, maybe it isn't. . . . Do you
imagine they can't think up anything?"

They were gtill banging away at the rail, which rang like
a bdl.

"Well, well have to go, otherwise they'll come and drive
us there. Are you coming, Granddad?'

"I'm afraid we've no choice in the matter, let's go," he
sad gettlng up and* Ieenlng heavily on his dtick.

"And you, Sasha, “dontt go out anywhere. Look after
Zina. As soon as it's ovef, Il come home."

They made their way dowly. down the road through the
curtain of fine snow floating in'thg air. Doors were flying
open on both sdes of the dtreet; and women, girls and old
men were coming out.

"Do you know what it's all about?"i

How should | know? | know just aSsmuch as you do.
| heard them banging on the rall and so I'm going."

"Oh Lord, what can it be’7' one of the women sSghed
heavily.

"Now dont you go groaning and.moaning," snapped
Fedosa Kravchuk, who was passng, "You sill don't know
what it's for and you're dready whimpering. ..."

"But you know, my dear, it won't be anything good. . ."

"Did you expect good from them? Good indeed! Such
a lot of good comes from them that you expect nothing but

"That's just it. . . ."
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"But there's no need to Sgh beforehand. Neither before
nor after,” sad Fedosa

No one answered. They al knew about Vasya. They
knew what had caused the hard lines at the corners of her
mouth. If anyone, she certainly had a right to say that
this was no time for groaning. She did not groan though
she had not even that hope in which the others lived ; at
least their sons and husbands were in the army or with the
guerillas ; they were alive and these others would see them
in that happy hour when the last German would breathe his
last right in the middle of the village, killed by a Red Army
bullet.

More dark, muffled figures kept appearing through the
whirling snow. People were coming from al directions and
making for the school. They ill caled it the school out
of habit. It was a large building, with big windows, high
ceilings and white tiled soves The rooms were big and
cheerful. Only there was no longer a school here. The
Germans had chopped up the desks and benches for firewood,
had torn the maps from the walls, smashed the little cup-
board with the school supplies, torn up the pictures and
portraits. The school assembly hall breathed emptiness and
cold. The people poured into this hall till it was packed
with a grey crowd of women and old men.

Malanya Vishneva done was standing by herself. It was
as if some invisble barrier, which nobody wanted to cross,
divided her from the crowd. Desthly pae, she sood againgt
the wall, her frenzied eyes focussed on one point. Locks
of dark hair stuck out from under her kerchief, but she did
not tuck them back.

Gaplik was gtting at a small table on a raised platform
Which had escaped destruction. The Feldwebel, who was
beside him, yawned and threw an indifferent glance over the
people gathered in the hall.

"Everybody here?' asked Gaplik raising his long, gaunt



body from behind the table. His small bald head waggled
on hislong neck.

"Everybody," muttered somebody near the door.

The elder picked up some papers from the table, then for
some reason or other put them back, turning them over with
somewhat trembling hands.

"He's scared, the old bald head," whispered someone in
the crowd.

"He musgt have thought up some filthy new trick, some
thing we've never had before. ..."

"Why shouldn't he be scared? He most likely knows that
when our troops come they'll skin him dive. ..."

"That is if we don't get him beforehand and give it to
him so0's he won't be so anxious about being the village eder
any more!"

"What'll you do with him?" asked old Alexander, the
lame collective farm stableman.

"What a questionl We know what to do!" came the
immediate answer from tall, pretty Frosya

"Silencel What's al the talking about! The meeting
has begun!" said Gaplik angrily looking the crowd over.

"It doesn't look as though it's begun,” muttered Y evdokim.

"What's the matter with you! Gospodin elder has con-
descended to come, his lord and master is dso here, what
adso do you want?' somebody retorted.

"Silence!" shouted Gaplik in a voice that was not his own.
"How many times must | tel you!  What's dl the whisper-
ing about?"

"Be quiet, you women, be quiet, let's listen to what he's
got to rave about," Terpilikha put in, blowing her nose
loudly.

Gaplik cleared his throat, raised the sheet of paper to his
eyes, took a pair of sted-rimmed spectacles from his pocket
and fixed them on his nose.

"Oh-ho. . . "
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"'He's going to read the paper. . . .

"Looks like it's a new order. ..."

The elder glared at the crowd over his spectacles.  Every-
body stopped talking. Again he cleared his throat and in a
thin, whining voice began:

"Up to date the .inhabitants have not delivered the st
tax in kind, that is, grain."

A murmur ran through the crowd and immediately died
down.

" The mhabltants are hereby warned that the time alotted
for the delivery of the tax in kind, that is, grain, in the
quantities previously 'announced, expires within three days
from the date this is made public.' "

Again the murmuring began.

" 'Anyone failing to fulfil his obligation to hIS country
and the German Army within these three days will be
sentenced. . . ' "

Gaplik paused. From under his spectacles his glance
swept triumphantly over the crowd. At last the silence was
complete and al eyes were fixed intently on his lips.

" 'Will be sentenced, in accordance with the injunctions
concerning non-compliance with instructions issued by the
authorities, sabotage, active and passive resistance. . . .' "

"We know, we know," someone said loudly in an exag-
geratedly cam and careless tone.

The Feldwebel rose to his feet behind the table and peered
intently into the corner from which the voice came. But
everyone there Was standing perfectly still, their eyes fixed
on the elder.

" 'Will be sentenced,’ " Gaplik raised his voice as though
transported with joy, " 'will be sentenced to death.' "

He drew a deep breath, paused dightly, read the date of
the order and Captain Werner's signature, and folded the
paper.
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"Did everybody hear?"

"We did," answered someone in the crowd.

"Did everybody understand?"

"We understand, we sure understand,” said Terpilikha,
who was standing right beside the table. "We understand
that as it should be understood.”

Gaplik glanced at her suspiciously. But she camly looked
him straight in the eyes, her face grim and serious.

"Well, then, if that's the case everything's dl right. . . .

There was a stir in the crowd, and some of them began
to make for the door.

"Where do you think you're going?'

"lsn't it over?"

"There is one more matter," said the elder sternly.
Malyuchikha felt her heart drop again and then begin to
pound madly with fear.

"The matter is the following. . . .

The peasants waited tensely.

"Last night somebody tried to pass bread to a criminal
under arrest."

Malyuchikha seized her neighbour's hand. Chechor looked
at her in astonishment.

"What's the matter with you?"

"Nothing . . . nothing. "

Holding on to Chechor's hand she gasped for air.

"It was a boy of about ten who tried to pass on the bread.

A buzz went up in the crowd. - People began to whisper
to one another and exchange glances. .

"Quiet! A boy of about ten. The crimina was shot."

Chechor cast a searching glance at Malyuchikha's mortally
white face and hurriedly closed her free hand over the one
that was gripping hers. Gently she stroked the fingers of
the woman whose nails were digging into her palm.

"Bear up, dear! Hell notice you,” she whispered in
Malyuchikha's ear.
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But Gaplik was not looking at his audience. In his nasa
voice he began to read:

" "The body of the juvenile criminal was stolen and hidden
by a person or persons unknown. Anyone aware of the
identity of the criminal, or-of those guilty of removing the
body, must' report to the German Commandant.* "

Gaplik raised the paper closer to his eyes and glancing
at the Feldwebel, who was sitting beside him, coughed. The
Feldwebel rose, made his way towards the door through the
crowd, which parted before him, and looked into the lean-to.
Everyone could see the armed soldiers there. The bayonets
fixed to their rifles glittered. People glanced at one another.
The whispering and talking ceased.

" 'With a view to guaranteeing the maintenance of law and
order and ensuring the apprehension of the maefactors, the
German Commandant orders. . . " "

The peasants waited with bated breath for what would
follow.

" That the following inhabitants of the village be held as
hostages. . . . "

All heads leaned forward. Yevdokim cupped his hand
behind his ear so as to hear better.

" The following inhabitants of the village: Palanchuk,
Oga .. ."

A young woman near the door swayed. She opened her
mouth as though she were going to shriek, but did not utter
a sound.

" 'Okhabko, Yevdokim.. .. ™

Yevdokim looked in surprise a the people standing around
him.

"What?"

"Okhabko, Yevdokim," Gaplik repeated emphaticaly, and
continued: " 'Grokhach, Ossp. . . .""

A stocky, one-legged peasant gloomily nodded his head.

" 'Chechor, Maria. . . .>"
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Malyuchikha released her neighbour's hand and looked at
her in horror.

"Never mind, Galya, never mind. . . . Look after my
children,” Maria said to her softly.

" Vishneva, Madanya. . . .””

The girl did not even stir, but continued staring fixedly.

Suddenly it occurred to the elder that these hostages could
ds be used for the purpose of obtaining grain. Shooting
is shooting, but suppose someone could be found who was
not afraid of dying himself but who would not be willing
to sacrifice the life of another? He had seen such things
before. And entirely on his own—who would verify what
had been agreed upon with the Germans and what not—he
announced:

"If the guilty persons are not found within three days and
if the grain deliveries do not begin within that time, the
hostages will be hanged."

The crowd swayed and again a low murmur ran through
it.

"Is that al, may we go?" asked Fedosa Kravchuk sud-
denly.

A great sgh went up from the crowd and everyone felt
easer.

"The meeting is closed. You may leave, with the excep-
tion of those whose names | read out."

One after the other the peasnats walked towards the door.
The five hostages, without waiting for the order, lined up
near the table. People passed them, some hanging their
heads, others looking them straight in the eyes.

The school hall soon emptied, but the people did not dis
perse. They remained standing on the street in the whirling
snow. Gaplik and the Feldwebel came out, followed by the
five hostages escorted by soldiers with fixed bayonets. Maria
Chechor and Olga Palanchuk had their arms around one
another. Yevdokim was dtriking the ground sharply with
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his dtick. Sowly they pased the slent crowd. Suddenly
Maria Chechor turned around.
"Never mind this, hold out, don't give inl Don't think
of us! Hold out!" she shouted in a strong, clear voice.
The soldier walking beside her struck her in the chest with
his fist. She staggered, but with head held high passed on.
The crowd dispersed dowly, in sullen, stubborn slence.
Gaplik was dl but running in his effort to keep up with the
" Feldwebel's long dtrides.  Not for anything in the world did
he want to remain aone a this moment. It was, in fact,
the first time since his appointment as village elder that he
had acted so decisively* publicly announcing orders that were
direct attacks on the village. When he recaled the peasants
faces a cold shiver ran down his spine.  He was, however,
dill more afraid of Captain Werner and his threats that
morning to deal with him in no uncertain manner if he failed
to produce results. The village was only a village after all,
a crowd of old men, women and children, whereas Captain
Werner was a representative of German authority and his
word was backed up by rifles and bayonets. Gaplik had
squirmed and manoeuvred at first, but after that morning's
interview he realized that further evasion was impossible, and
that a bitter lot awaited him. He cursed the hour and the
day when he had left Rostov with the retreating Germans.
He ought simply to have hidden, -to have lain low and moved
to some other place. He would have pulled through some-
how. In these war times it would not have been so essy to
establish that it was he who had welcomed the Germans into
his own village and shown them the way through the marshes.
"The Germans will win," he reassured himself, athough
this was poor consolation so long as he had to live in this
village with its three hundred families dl of whom hated
him from the bottom of their hearts, where any house might
shelter his murderer, who would not hestate to strike at
the first opportunity. 69



He sighed deeply and went to the Commandant's to report
on the meeting. The peasants adso went to their houses.
Malyuchikha was half dead with agitation. The earth seem-
ed to heave under her feet and her heart ached excruciat-
ingly. Sasha was amusing Zina by making figures with sticks
near the stove. She glanced at the children's blonde heads
and the pain in her heart became even sharper.

"Well, how've you been, hasZina been a good girl?"

"Yes, she's been good. ... Is the meeting over?"
"Yes, it's over. . . . I'll just run into Marias for a
second, I'll come straight back."

"Why do you want to go to Maria's?"

"Maria has been arrested by the Germans, we must take
the children," she said dully. Sasha raised his eyes from the
sticks.

"Arrested? Why?"

"Don't you know the Germans yet?" answered his mother
indefinitely, and went out. She soon returned with Marias
three little ones. The eldest was Sasha's age, about eight.

"Mamma, mammal" wailed three-year-old Nina.

"Don't you cry, mamma will come soon. Shell come,"
the woman pacified her. "St down, children, and I'll give
you something to eat.”

She pulled out some potatoes from under the stove where
they had been hidden, washed them and put them on to boil
in their jackets so that not a bit of them should be wasted.
Except for these potatoes and a little crushed rye lying in
the loft there was nothing in the house. Grain, potatoes,
bacon and a keg of honey had al been buried in the earth,
a long way from the house, and now they were frozen over
and covered with snow so that it was impossible to get a
them.

"Eat some potatoes, there isn't anything edse. Wait till
our boys come back and then well bake some bread.”

"Nothing but potatoes,” Zina whined miserably.
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Her mother scolded her.

"What else do you want? You're lucky we have a few
potatoes. . . . Choosey, you are!"

She glared wrathfully a her daughter, and suddenly be-
came aware of the child's thin arms, the pitiful little wrinkles
at the corners of her mouth. She was filled with an unbear-
able sorrow.

"Don't cry, don't! Our boys will come back and every-
thing will be dl right. Well bake bread and I'll spread
honey on it, and then you'll eat! But now potatoes are
enough. "

"Of course it's enough,” said Sasha stoutly, and Zina
hastily repeated:

"Of course it's enough.

Malyuchikha fed the stove, talking to the children dl the
time, but she could not suppress her growing uneasiness. She
kept dropping things, forgetting what she had just been talk-
ing about, pushed a plate of potato peelings over to Zina,
st the water. The children looked at her in amazement.

"What's the matter with you, Mamma?' asked Sasha, at
last. She looked at her son in alarm.

"Nothing, Sonny, nothing. . . . What should be the
matter with me?"

"Have you got a headache?"

"Headache? Why, yes" she said hurriedly grasping at
this explanation. "My head aches, that's right."

"That's from the meeting," decided Sasha serioudly.

"Yes, from the meeting. ... It was terribly stuffy there,
such a lot of people. ... | expect it's from that."

The children were satisfied with her explanation and busied
themselves with their own affairs. Malyuchikha washed the
dishes and stole glances at the children playing near the stove.
Her hands had gone cold and her heart was near "bursting
with distress. Three dark heads, three-year-old Nina, five-
year-old Oska, and eight-year-old Sonya. Tiny mites. . . .
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Chechor himself was in the army. She was in a fire of
distress, which ate into her and burned her heart. Every
now and then she went over to the window and looked out.

"Is anyone coming?"

"No, Sonny, no, but | must go out. | won't be long. . .

"You keep on going out al the time" said Zina on the
verge of tears. '

"And what if | do? If | must go, I'll go. | don't go
running around the village for nothing,” she said crosdly.

"Take your shawl,” Sasha reminded her, seeing that she
was going to the door just as she was, without coat or shawl.

It was quite far to the Grokhachs cottage. The wind
"lashed at her face and the fine particles of frozen snow stung
her cheeks like bits of glass. By the* time she got there,
she was out of breath. She stopped at the gate, telling her-
«f that she ought not to go into the house panting like
that. Actually she only wanted to put off as long as possible
the moment when she must face the Grokhach family. They
were probably sitting in the empty cottage now, weeping
bitter tears, the wife and two daughters of a man whose
neck was as good as in a noose.

Suddenly the sound of a saw rasping away in the yard
came to her ears. Galya was astonished. Who could be
working at the Grokhachs' on such a day?

Grokhach's wife and their tall, black-eyed eldest daughter,
Frosya, were sawing wood near the shed and were just as
surprised at the sght of Galya. There was not much visiting
being done these days. Every one kept to himself, in his
own cottage, wondering what the Germans would think of
next.

"l wanted to have a chat with you, old girl.

"That's nice," answered the other straightening her back.
"Let'sgoinside.”

In the cottage Malyuchikha glanced at Grokhach's youngest
daughter, who was sitting at the window.
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"l would like to s you done. ..."

"Alone?' Grokhaohikha asked in amazement. "Whatever
about? All right, if you like. Lyda, go on out and saw
for a bit, and we can tak here"

The girl folded up the shirt she had been mending, jabbed
the needle in the coarse linen and silently left the room. Her
eyes were swollen with crying.

Malyuchikha sat down on a bench and began to crack her
knuckles nervously. Her hostess looked at her without
speaking.

"Quite a blizzard outside,” she sad at last.

"Quite a blizzard,"" repeated Malyuchikha and again they
dropped into silence.

Grokhach's jacket was hanging from a nail over the bed.
Malyuchikha looked at that jacket. One pocket was torn and
there were patches on the back and front. One of the buttons
was hanging by a thread. His working jacket.

"What did you want to tell me?" said the other woman
a last. Malyuchikha looked at her with anguished eyes.

"They took your man away. ..." she whispered.
The other frowned.
"Yes. . . . But what can we do. ... Such is our fate

it seems. Perhaps he'll come back. You wanted to tak
about that?"

"Yes, and no. ..."

"What is there to say about it? At first | was so heart-
broken | thought I' would smply drop dead on the spot.
Then | came home and thought, better get on with some
work, woman, it'll be easier for you. So | st to work
sawing wood with Froska. You can't break through a wall
with your head—and sitting and crying won't help -any.
Today it's he—tomorrow it's somebody else. If it keeps up
much longer, therell be no one left in this village, that's
one sure thing. They'll kill us dl off, one by one”

"Maybe it won't keep up?"
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‘That's what | said—if it keeps up. So far there's
nothing to be heard. At thedlightest-soound; | think | hear
shots, hear our boys coming. How long is it already? A
month. Seems like a year. And how many people lost!

When that elder read my man's name out he looked
a me. And | thought to myself: you're staring, waiting
for me to cry, but you'll never live to see it, never! In
front of you, you spawn of a cur, I'll never cry. The time
will come when you will be the one to cry, to weep tears
of blood! As for us village women, we're hard as nails,
we are, you can't get anything out of us. . . ."

"old girl. . . "

"What is it?" she urged.

Malyuchikha had risen from the bench and was bowing
down low, almost to the very ground, before Grokhachikha.

"Have you gone crazy? What are you doing?"
"Old girl, it was my Mishka the Germans shot last

night. . . ."

"Mishka?. . ."

"It was | who went out at night and dragged him out of
the ditch and buried him. . . . It's because of me that

your man and those others have been arrested by the
Germans.

Every fibre in her body was trembling, her legs were giving
way under her. But suddenly she felt easier. She had said
it a last. Her hostess leaned forward.

"Why do you tell me that? Why should anybody know?"

Malyuchikha did not understand her.

"Why! Your man's been taken. . . . What I'm saying
is | must go and tell their Captain all about it. Then they'll
let the people go."

Grokhachikha jumped to her feet.

"Have-you gone stark, raving mad? Taken leave of your
senses altogether?  You'll go to the Germans?"
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"To tel them what happened. . . . The people aren't
to blame,

"And are you to blame? Do you think you should have
left the lad to them? The very idea? Where's your sense
of what's right? It's not a peasant's and not a woman's1
Just playing into the elder's hands! They only had to lock
up five people and right away the one they're looking for
pops up. Do you know, you idiot, what the result will be?
Do you want to show them the way, show them how to get
at us? You go to them today, and tomorrow it won't be
five but fifty they'll lock up! Never heard of such a thing!
So far none of our folk have gone crawllng to the Germans,
and you go and take it into your head.

"People are locked up because of me because of me
they'll. ..."

"Not because of you! It's because of our sorrow they're
in prison, because of our misfortune, because of the war,
because of those German mugs! They killed Mishka. . . .
Shooting at chlidren, dogs that they are!”

Malyuchikha stood there like one stupefied.

"Then, you think. . . ."

"Think! What's there to think about! Go home, woman,
and don't you breathe a word to anybody. It's true we're all
your own folk, but why lead people into temptation? There's
no need for anybody to know anything about such things.
It's just because of those long tongues of ours that they're
pitching into us and will keep on doing it. Go home and get
on with your own business, and don't you go acting crazy!"

"But your man. ..."

"Now, | ask you! Is he my man or yours? And | st
gtill and hold my tongue. What is to be will be. If it's his
fate, they'll kill him. If not, then he'll live. And if things
come to such a pass that we have to live under the Germans,
then the sooner we die the better. ..."

"It's not forever we'll be living under the Germans."

75



"My dear woman, if | thought otherwise for a single
moment | wouldn't wait—I'd tie a rope round my neck and
hang it from that nail! | only know one thing—times are
bad for us, but they have theirs coming yet. Okh, they ill
have it coming to them!"

The woman's face was flushed and a joyous light flamed
in her eyes.

Malyuchikha sighed.

"You've got me dl mixed up. ...

"Strikes me you've been mixed up a long time. . . .
You've got the conscience of the Lord himself, but the silliest
ideas. Don't think about yourself. Just don't think about
yourself, think about everybody. When you think about
everybody then it's quite clear, you have no right to say
anything. You have no right to put your neck in the German
noose on your own! They can't do anything to us. Let
them torture, hang and shoot. . . . One, two will die, but
al of us are more than they can manage. . . . We must
hold on till our boys come home, hold on tooth and nail. . ."

Malyuchikha nodded her head inanely. She was seized
with an overpowering weakness, al her strength had deserted
her. She wanted to st down, to st down straight on the
floor, and weep bitter tears. She wanted to weep and weep
for Mishutka, for Grokhach, for the three tots whom she
had left in the cottage with Sasha to look after them, for
Vasya Kravchuk lying in the snow in the gully, for young
Pashchuk, whom they had shot near that gully, for the lad
on the galows, for the whole village, and for those who had
fought for the village and had been forced to go away, to
retreat before the tanks—it was already a month since they
had seen them.

"Take yourself in hand, or you won't be fit for anything,"
sad Grokhachikha testily.

Malyuchikha bid her a slent farewell and left. She could
not make up her mind to speak to Lyda and Frosya, who
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were sawing wood in the yard. Her ears were gill buzzing
from the dressing down Grokhach's wife had given her.
There was a woman for you. . . . Everyone knew that the
Grokhachikha woman was bad-tempered, liked to quarrel and
shout, never had a good word for anyone. And now—what
awoman she had turned out to be. ...

At home Sasha was busy building a house and yard of
sticks, putting cows and horses in the cowshed and stables.
Even little Nina had stopped crying and was watching with
interest.

"And what are you going to put here?"

"Here we'll put the sheep, the new ones they just brought.”

"Uhuh."

"Give me a cinder. WeIll have black sheep. Give me
another one, were going to have lots of sheep. . . ."

"Where's the cat?' demanded Nina

"The cat's gone out, cats aways go out,” explained Zina,
and Nina was satisfied.

"The Germans are coming, we've got to drive the cattle
away," ordered Osya in a business-like voice.

"All right, but who's going-to drive them?"

"Me!" volunteered Nina.

"And I'll stay with the guerillas," decided Osya. "Come
on now, let's drive the herd off."

They moved away the splinter of wood which was supposed
to be the gate and led the white twigs and black cinders, the
whole property of the collective farm, into the open field.

"And where'll we drive them to?"

"Far into the rear," said Sasha seriously, "over the river.
Our men won't let the Germans get across the river."

"But they may bomb the river,” Osya put in.

"Never mind, we'll cross at night,” sad Sasha. "Give
me that board, that'll be the river."

Suddenly the door flew open. Five pairs of eyes looked
up. Sasha was unable to dtir.
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On the threshold stood a German soldier. Bloodshed eyes
stared at the children from under the rags which were wrapped
around his head. He was dl covered with snow. Glancing
round the cottage and finding no adults there, he turned to
the five children in front of the stove. At first Sasha could
not understand him. He was quite certain that the man
had come about Misha, that the Germans kriew everything,
that they had arrested his mother and that this man in the
greenish greatcoat would immediately set about digging up
his brother's grave in the lean-to. The soldier had to repeat
his request several times before Sasha understood the mis-
pronounced Russian word:

"Milk, milk. . . "

"We haven't any," answered Sasha in a muffled voice.

But the soldier persisted.

"Milk, give milk. "

Sasha got up, and without taking his eyes from the soldier
went into the lean-to. As he crossed the lean-to he was
conscious of his brother's grave under his feet, of Mishka
lying there dead in the ground. The soldier followed the
boy's movements closely. Sasha opened the door of the
cowshed, and with a movement of his hand indicated that
'‘there was nothing there. And, indeed, how could there be
anything, when the Germans had dragged away their cow
Pestrushka on the very first day of their arrival and had
slaughtered it then and there in front of the Commandant's
house.

The soldier looked around the empty cowshed. There was
a little straw and dung on the floor, so that it still smelt like
a cowshed, but the ice-cold manger was empty. It was quite
clear that there was no milk to be obtained here.

Meanwhile Zina had begun to scream desperately. Her
mother was not there, Sasha had gone into the cowshed with
the German, and she was afraid. Nina, who was aways
ready to burst into tears, soon followed suit.
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The soldier came back to the room and turned an inane
smile on the children. ,

"Don't cry," he sad in German, exposing his decayed,
blackened teeth. .

Zina began to howl in even greater terror. The German
levelled his rifle at her. Desperately Sasha sprang forward,
placing himself in front of his sister. He spread his arms
wide and glared straight into the bloodshot diseased eyes,
which looked out at him from under the service cap tied
on the German's head with rags.

"Ho-ho", grinned the soldier, and the muzzle of his rifle
began to move towards Nina. Little Nina did not understand
what was going on, but she stopped crying, and stared at
this strange man, at this German, with wide, round eyes.
Even she knew that this was a German..

"I'm going to shoot,” said the soldier. She did not
understand his words, but she felt that there was something
terrible in them. Zina, too, had fallen silent. Sasha watched
the black hole of the muzzle tensely.

This black hole was not lifted very high, moving so that
it aimed first at one smal head and then at another.

A sudden idea struck Sasha: suppose he were to make a
jump for it and grab the rifle? How do you shoot with
them? And what would happen afterwards, when he had
ki led the German? And most important, would he be able
to get the rifle away from him?

The German grinned, baring his black teeth. He liked
this game, the fear in the children's eyes, the way the colour
drained from their cheeks, the strained expression on the
oldest one's face. Sasha soon realized that the soldier was
amusing'himself. Amusing himself with them as a cat plays
with a mouse. Yes, the soldier was obviously amusing
himself. The black muzzle of the rifle moved up and down.
Sasha even wished that the soldier would shoot, shoot quickly
and put an end to it a las*.
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He thought that the German would kill him first, because
he was the oldest, and he stared at the muzzle al keyed up.
Let him shoot quickly, shoot and get it over with.

At lagt the soldier tired of this game, and with a parting
guffaw, slung the rifle on his shoulder and went out without
so much as glancing back. The children remained there
rooted to the spot, their eyes fixed on the door. Sasha waited
—perhaps the German was only hiding behind the door,
perhaps he was only waiting, and as soon as one of them
made a move he would open the door and shoot. Even
Nina was as dtill as a mouse. And sure enough they heard
footsteps, footsteps in the lean-to. The door opened—it was
their mother.

Only then did all;the pent-up feelings explode. Zina began
to how! at the top of her lungs. Nina burst into tears, and
Osya and Sonya started crying, too. Only Sasha stood
silently in front of his mother,

"What's the matter? What has happened?' she asked
in a fright.

"Nothing, there was a German here," answered Sasha

"A German? What did he want?"

"Nothing. He asked for milk."

"Well, and then what?"

"l showed him we had no cow."

"And he went away?"

"Yes”

"Then what are you al howling for?" she exclamed
angrily. "He went away, so that's that. Did he hit you?"

"No, he didn't hit us," answered Sasha gloomily. Feeling
camer, the woman began to brush the snow off her shawl in
the lean-to so as not to bring it into the cottage.

"Such a wind, doesn't seem to die down at al. . .

From outside came the sound of a distant scream.’

"What's that?"
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"Nothing . ... Olena is giving birth," Malyuchikha
frowned.

The children listened intently. A long-drawn-out, suppressed
scream came from the direction of the locked shed. It rose
and fell, died away for a moment, then broke out again with
growing force.

v

The room was the one behind the Commandant's office.
Four walls and a bare floor. Once there had been a bookcase
here and a cabinet containing the papers and books of the
Village Soviet and the collective farm.

The walls of the old house were built of stout logs. The
Germans had boarded up the windows so that it was dark
in the room., The only light came through the cracks in the
door which led to the guard-room, where alamp was burning.
The five prisoners were led into this dark room. They heard
the key turn in the lock, once, twice, and there they were,
bounded by four walls and plunged in darkness. There were
neither benches nor stools. Gradually their eyes became
accustomed to the gloom. They sat down on the floor against
the walls. Grokhach stretched himself out at full length,
placed his head on his fist, and soon his regular snoring
could be heard.

The others, however, could not deep. Olga Palanchuk
pressed up against Chechorikha. She was afraid. She was
afraid of this room, afraid of the dark, afraid of the light
behind the door. She was afraid of what was to come.
Chechorikha put her arm around her, and so they sat, clinging
to one another.

Only Malasha did not press close to the others. Hugging
her knees with her arms, she sat alone in a corner, leaning
against the wall and staring into the darkness with wide-open
eyes. She was not thinking of what her prison-mates were
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thinking. Motionless, with fixed gaze and bated breath, she
was listening intently. Nor was she tiying to make out the
muffled sounds coming from the next room, or to catch a
sound of what was going on beyond the walls, in the village.
Knitting her brows, she sat there listening to something within
herself. It was a week aready—no, more, ten days. And
dill there was nothing. Stubbornly, painfully, she kept
thinking one and the same plaguing thought : yes or no?
Yes or no? The blood throbbed in her temples. Her heart
was palpitating. It seemed to her that she could hear the
blood flowing in her veins, flowing, coursing through her
veins, trickling by devious ways throughout her body,
beating with tiny hammers in her wrists. How could she
know, how be certain?

Again she counted the days, perhaps she had been mis
taken. But again and again it came to the very same ten
days. And after dl, there was a reason, a reason. . . .
Ten days. But her thoughts did not stop at these ten days,
they went further, counting day by day back to that one
day which had cut her life in two. Malasha suffered physica
pain, anguish past bearing when her thoughts went back
to that day. She clenched her fists so that the nails dug into
her palms, drew up her knees till she was as tightly pressed
together as a jacknife. Her very bones felt as if they were
cracking on the wheel of her agonized suffering. She felt
that she could not bear it another moment, that she must
scream, a wild, animal scream. * And she wanted to cry out,
to howl at the top of her voice, to tear her hair, to drown
everything in that one scream: that day and those ten days
which had passed in ceasdless calculation, in constant checking
and rechecking of the tota which kept coming to the same
figure.. ..

Her body was convulsed with pain. She was sure she
could stand it no longer, but would drop dead there on the
spot. But death did not come. It was not so easy to die.
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She had to st in the darkness listening to human breathing
and remembering, remembering without a moment's respite,
that she, Malasha, was accursed, a leper, a thing apart for
ever and ever from other people, from the village, from al that
had been her life until now. And why? Why was it so? Why
had it had to happen to her of dl the girls in the village?

Before her eyes was not darkness, but those three faces,
those disgusting faces leaning over her. They were imprinted
once and for al on her memory, as on a photographic
negative, were forever before her eyes. Nothing could wipe
them out of her memory, nothing could bar them from her
mind's eye. Three faces—unshaven, red bristles, teeth
protruding like the fangs of a wild beast from under cracked
lips, savage eyes.

A few months ago she had been in that same room with
Ivan. The same room and the same bed. But now the ar
was filled with down from the shredded pillows, straw littered
the floor, the flower pot with the tea rose had fallen from
the window-sill and the fragments had crunched under the
jackboots of the Germans. She did not want to think of it.
She could not. But nevertheless it was aways in her thoughts,
stubbornly, persistently, never giving her a moment's rest.
Three of them. And again the faces, the red stubble of
their unshaven chins, their guffaws and shouts, and the
vice-like grip of their ice-cold hands on her body, on her
twisted arms and wrenched legs. Then the crash as the door
closed behind them and the grey cloud of steam that had
billowedin. And afterwards—afterwardsonelong, harrowing,
intolerable nightmare of suffering. And these last, till more
intolerable ten days, when from morning till evening and
throughout the long deepless nights she listened to her own
body and counted, counted till she was on the verge of mad-
ness, as day was added to day until now they numbered ten.

Yes, people in the village had perished, had disappeared.
Levonyuk was hanging from the galows. Olena, pregnant
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Olena, was being tortured at the hands of the. Germans in a
shed. But no one, no one but she, carried the seed of the
German within them. Not one of those who had perished
or who were being tortured carried the enemy within their
own bodies.

In another corner Olga Palanchuk was sobbing quietly like
a child. Malasha was seized with a sudden dull rage, a
sudden unaccountable hatred. What had that fool to cry
about? What reason had she to cry? The Germans had
not violated her, she had not experienced the most fearful
thing that could possibly happen to one. What was she
afraid of? That they would kill her, hand her, shoot her?
Malasha did not believe that such a thing could happen. It
would be too good, too fortunate a fate simply to die at the
hands of the enemy. No, she could not believe it. They
would keep them under arrest, most likely think up some-
thing terrible for them, something more horrible than death.
But they would not die, nothing good ever happened to people
at the hands of the Germans, good fortune could never come
to them from German hands. And death would be good
fortune. Again she began to count the days—one, two, three.
She got as far as ten, and writhed and squirmed in agony.
She felt as if her heart would burst—she could not stand
it another minute. But her heart did not burst, the little
hammers continued to beat away in her temples, and staring
fixedly into the darkness, Malasha thought that she would
continue counting in this way, counting the days, one after
the other, until she had counted to the end, until the
appointed time came when she, Maasha, wife of a Red
Armyman would give birth to a German mongrel.

She kept listening and listening. And the blood beat like
littte hammers in her temples and wrists. She put her hand
on her stomach. There too her blood was throbbing with
its littte hammers. She was overcome with irrepressible re-
pugnance for her own body, that nest of a German who was
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not yet, and yet who was, who il did not exist, but who
nevertheless existed. If she ate, it was not she who was eating
but the German who devoured everything, in order to grow, to
develop, to brand her misfortune with disgrace. If she dept,
the deep did not strengthen her, it was not she who was
resting but the German. She could not think of it as a child.
A child—that was Olena's baby, whose cries could be heard
from time to time even here in this tightly locked building
of heavy logs. A child—that was that unknown boy whom
they had shot in the night, that was Chechorikhas three
children and the Malyuks children—all the children who
had been born and who had grown up in the village and who
now, with the appearance of the Germans were threatened
sooner or later with inevitable death. These were children.
Mothers bore children, fair-haired and dark-haired, light-
eyed and dark-eyecV whimpering and merry, cooing and
gurgling as they lay in their cradles. Mothers conceived
children, carried them, gave birth to them and nursed them.
But what she was carrying and would continue to carry,
what she would give birth to was no child. It was a whelp,
a German. And that was something th